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  7 The Death of the Lion


  By Henry James


  I


  I had simply, I suppose, a change of heart, and it must have begun when I received my manuscript back from Mr. Pinhorn. Mr. Pinhorn was my “chief,” as he was called in the office: he had accepted the high mission of bringing the paper up. This was a weekly periodical, and had been supposed to be almost past redemption when he took hold of it. It was Mr. Deedy who had let it down so dreadfully—he was never mentioned in the office now save in connection with that misdemeanour. Young as I was I had been in a manner taken over from Mr. Deedy, who had been owner as well as editor; forming part of a promiscuous lot, mainly plant and office-furniture, which poor Mrs. Deedy, in her bereavement and depression, parted with at a rough valuation. I could account for my continuity only on the supposition that I had been cheap. I rather resented the practice of fathering all flatness on my late protector, who was in his unhonoured grave; but as I had my way to make I found matter enough for complacency in being on a “staff.” At the same time I was aware that I was exposed to suspicion as a product of the old lowering system. This made me feel that I was doubly bound to 8 have ideas, and had doubtless been at the bottom of my proposing to Mr. Pinhorn that I should lay my lean hands on Neil Paraday. I remember that he looked at me first as if he had never heard of this celebrity, who indeed at that moment was by no means in the middle of the heavens; and even when I had knowingly explained he expressed but little confidence in the demand for any such matter. When I had reminded him that the great principle on which we were supposed to work was just to create the demand we required, he considered a moment and then rejoined: “I see; you want to write him up.”


  “Call it that if you like.”


  “And what’s your inducement?”


  “Bless my soul—my admiration!”


  Mr. Pinhorn pursed up his mouth. “Is there much to be done with him?”


  “Whatever there is, we should have it all to ourselves, for he hasn’t been touched.”


  This argument was effective, and Mr. Pinhorn responded: “Very well, touch him.” Then he added: “But where can you do it?”


  “Under the fifth rib!” I laughed.


  Mr. Pinhorn stared. “Where’s that?”


  “You want me to go down and see him?” I inquired, when I had enjoyed his visible search for this obscure suburb.


  “I don’t ‘want’ anything—the proposal’s your own. But you must remember that that’s the way we do things now,” said Mr. Pinhorn, with another dig at Mr. Deedy.


  Unregenerate as I was, I could read the queer implications of this speech. The present owner’s superior virtue as well as his deeper craft spoke in his reference to the late editor as one of that baser sort who deal in false representations. Mr. Deedy 9 would as soon have sent me to call on Neil Paraday as he would have published a “holiday-number;” but such scruples presented themselves as mere ignoble thrift to his successor, whose own sincerity took the form of ringing door-bells and whose definition of genius was the art of finding people at home. It was as if Mr. Deedy had published reports without his young men’s having, as Mr. Pinhorn would have said, really been there. I was unregenerate, as I have hinted, and I was not concerned to straighten out the journalistic morals of my chief, feeling them indeed to be an abyss over the edge of which it was better not to peer. Really to be there this time moreover was a vision that made the idea of writing something subtle about Neil Paraday only the more inspiring. I would be as considerate as even Mr. Deedy could have wished, and yet I should be as present as only Mr. Pinhorn could conceive. My allusion to the sequestered manner in which Mr. Paraday lived (which had formed part of my explanation, though I knew of it only by hearsay) was, I could divine, very much what had made Mr. Pinhorn bite. It struck him as inconsistent with the success of his paper that any one should be so sequestered as that. Moreover, was not an immediate exposure of everything just what the public wanted? Mr. Pinhorn effectually called me to order by reminding me of the promptness with which I had met Miss Braby at Liverpool, on her return from her fiasco in the States. Hadn’t we published, while its freshness and flavour were unimpaired, Miss Braby’s own version of that great international episode? I felt somewhat uneasy at this coupling of the actress and the author, and I confess that after having enlisted Mr. Pinhorn’s sympathies I procrastinated a little. I had succeeded better than I wished, and I had, as it happened, work nearer at hand. A few days later I called on Lord Crouchley and carried off in triumph the most unintelligible statement that had yet 10 appeared of his lordship’s reasons for his change of front. I thus set in motion in the daily papers columns of virtuous verbiage. The following week I ran down to Brighton for a chat, as Mr. Pinhorn called it, with Mrs. Bounder, who gave me, on the subject of her divorce, many curious particulars that had not been articulated in court. If ever an article flowed from the primal fount it was that article on Mrs. Bounder. By this time, however, I became aware that Neil Paraday’s new book was on the point of appearing, and that its approach had been the ground of my original appeal to Mr. Pinhorn, who was now annoyed with me for having lost so many days. He bundled me off—we would at least not lose another. I have always thought his sudden alertness a remarkable example of the journalistic instinct. Nothing had occurred, since I first spoke to him, to create a visible urgency, and no enlightenment could possibly have reached him. It was a pure case of professional flair—he had smelt the coming glory as an animal smells its distant prey.


  II


  I may as well say at once that this little record pretends in no degree to be a picture either of my introduction to Mr. Paraday or of certain proximate steps and stages. The scheme of my narrative allows no space for these things and in any case a prohibitory sentiment would be attached to my recollection of so rare an hour. These meagre notes are essentially private, and if they see the light the insidious forces that, as my story itself shows, make at present for publicity will simply have overmastered my precautions. The curtain fell lately enough on the lamentable 11 drama. My memory of the day I alighted at Mr. Paraday’s door is a fresh memory of kindness, hospitality, compassion, and of the wonderful illuminating talk in which the welcome was conveyed. Some voice of the air had taught me the right moment, the moment of his life at which an act of unexpected young allegiance might most come home. He had recently recovered from a long, grave illness. I had gone to the neighbouring inn for the night, but I spent the evening in his company, and he insisted the next day on my sleeping under his roof. I had not an indefinite leave: Mr. Pinhorn supposed us to put our victims through on the gallop. It was later, in the office, that the step was elaborated and regulated. I fortified myself however, as my training had taught me to do, by the conviction that nothing could be more advantageous for my article than to be written in the very atmosphere. I said nothing to Mr. Paraday about it, but in the morning, after my removal from the inn, while he was occupied in his study, as he had notified me that he should need to be, I committed to paper the quintessence of my impressions. Then thinking to commend myself to Mr. Pinhorn by my celerity, I walked out and posted my little packet before luncheon. Once my paper was written I was free to stay on, and if it was designed to divert attention from my frivolity in so doing I could reflect with satisfaction that I had never been so clever. I don’t mean to deny of course that I was aware it was much too good for Mr. Pinhorn; but I was equally conscious that Mr. Pinhorn had the supreme shrewdness of recognising from time to time the cases in which an article was not too bad only because it was too good, There was nothing he loved so much as to print on the right occasion a thing he hated. I had begun my visit to Mr. Paraday on a Monday, and on the Wednesday his book came out. A copy of it arrived by the first post, and he let me go out into the garden 12 with it immediately after breakfast. I read it from beginning to end that day, and in the evening he asked me to remain with him the rest of the week and over the Sunday.


  That night my manuscript came back from Mr. Pinhorn, accompanied with a letter, of which the gist was the desire to know what I meant by sending him such stuff. That was the meaning of the question, if not exactly its form, and it made my mistake immense to me. Such as this mistake was I could now only look it in the face and accept it. I knew where I had failed, but it was exactly where I couldn’t have succeeded. I had been sent down there to be personal, and in point of fact I hadn’t been personal at all; what I had sent up to London was merely a little finicking, feverish study of my author’s talent. Anything less relevant to Mr. Pinhorn’s purpose couldn’t well be imagined, and he was visibly angry at my having (at his expense, with a second-class ticket) approached the object of our arrangement only to be so deucedly distant. For myself, I knew but too well what had happened, and how a miracle—as pretty as some old miracle of legend—had been wrought on the spot to save me. There had been a big brush of wings, the flash of an opaline robe, and then, with a great cool stir of the air, the sense of an angel’s having swooped down and caught me to his bosom. He held me only till the danger was over, and it all took place in a minute. With my manuscript back on my hands I understood the phenomenon better, and the reflections I made on it are what I meant, at the beginning of this anecdote, by my change of heart. Mr. Pinhorn’s note was not only a rebuke decidedly stern, but an invitation immediately to send him (it was the case to say so) the genuine article, the revealing and reverberating sketch to the promise of which—and of which alone—I owed my squandered privilege. A week or two later I recast my peccant paper, and giving it a 13 particular application to Mr. Paraday’s new book, obtained for it the hospitality of another journal, where, I must admit, Mr. Pinhorn was so far justified that it attracted not the least attention.


  III


  I was frankly, at the end of three days, a very prejudiced critic, so that one morning when, in the garden, Neil Paraday had offered to read me something I quite held my breath as I listened. It was the written scheme of another book—something he had put aside long ago, before his illness, and lately taken out again to reconsider. He had been turning it round when I came down upon him, and it had grown magnificently under this second hand. Loose, liberal, confident, it might have passed for a great gossiping, eloquent letter—the overflow into talk of an artist’s amorous plan. The subject I thought singularly rich, quite the strongest he had yet treated; and this familiar statement of it, full too of fine maturities, was really, in summarised splendour, a mine of gold, a precious, independent work. I remember rather profanely wondering whether the ultimate production could possibly be so happy. His reading of the epistle, at any rate, made me feel as if I were, for the advantage of posterity, in close correspondence with him—were the distinguished person to whom it had been affectionately addressed. It was high distinction simply to be told such things. The idea he now communicated had all the freshness, the flushed fairness of the conception untouched and untried: it was Venus rising from the sea, before the airs had blown upon her. I had never been so throbbingly present at such an unveiling. But when he had tossed the last bright word after 14 the others, as I had seen cashiers in banks, weighing mounds of coin, drop a final sovereign into the tray, I became conscious of a sudden prudent alarm.


  “My dear master, how, after all, are you going to do it?” I asked. “It’s infinitely noble, but what time it will take, what patience and independence, what assured, what perfect conditions it will demand! Oh for a lone isle in a tepid sea!”


  “Isn’t this practically a lone isle, and aren’t you, as an encircling medium, tepid enough?” he replied; alluding with a laugh to the wonder of my young admiration and the narrow limits of his little provincial home. “Time isn’t what I’ve lacked hitherto: the question hasn’t been to find it, but to use it. Of course my illness made a great hole, but I daresay there would have been a hole at any rate. The earth we tread has more pockets than a billiard-table. The great thing is now to keep on my feet.”


  “That’s exactly what I mean.”


  Neil Paraday looked at me with eyes—such pleasant eyes as he had—in which, as I now recall their expression, I seem to have seen a dim imagination of his fate. He was fifty years old, and his illness had been cruel, his convalescence slow. “It isn’t as if I weren’t all right.”


  “Oh, if you weren’t all right I wouldn’t look at you!” I tenderly said.


  We had both got up, quickened by the full sound of it all, and he had lighted a cigarette. I had taken a fresh one, and, with an intenser smile, by way of answer to my exclamation, he touched it with the flame of his match. “If I weren’t better I shouldn’t have thought of that!” He flourished his epistle in his hand.


  “I don’t want to be discouraging, but that’s not true,” I returned. “I’m sure that during the months you lay here in pain you had visitations sublime. You thought of a thousand things. 15 You think of more and more all the while. That’s what makes you, if you will pardon my familiarity, so respectable. At a time when so many people are spent you come into your second wind. But, thank God, all the same, you’re better! Thank God, too, you’re not, as you were telling me yesterday, ‘successful.’ If you weren’t a failure, what would be the use of trying? That’s my one reserve on the subject of your recovery—that it makes you ‘score,’ as the newspapers say. It looks well in the newspapers, and almost anything that does that is horrible. ‘We are happy to announce that Mr. Paraday, the celebrated author, is again in the enjoyment of excellent health.’ Somehow I shouldn’t like to see it.”


  “You won’t see it; I’m not in the least celebrated—my obscurity protects me. But couldn’t you bear even to see I was dying or dead?” my companion asked.


  “Dead—passe encore; there’s nothing so safe. One never knows what a living artist may do—one has mourned so many. However, one must make the worst of it; you must be as dead as you can.”


  “Don’t I meet that condition in having just published a book?”


  “Adequately, let us hope; for the book is verily a masterpiece.”


  At this moment the parlour-maid appeared in the door that opened into the garden: Paraday lived at no great cost, and the frisk of petticoats, with a timorous “Sherry, sir?” was about his modest mahogany. He allowed half his income to his wife, from whom he had succeeded in separating without redundancy of legend. I had a general faith in his having behaved well, and I had once, in London, taken Mrs. Paraday down to dinner. He now turned to speak to the maid, who offered him, on a tray, some card or note, 16 while agitated, excited, I wandered to the end of the garden. The idea of his security became supremely dear to me, and I asked myself if I were the same young man who had come down a few days before to scatter him to the four winds. When I retraced my steps he had gone into the house and the woman (the second London post had come in) had placed my letters and a newspaper on a bench. I sat down there to the letters, which were a brief business, and then, without heeding the address, took the paper from its envelope. It was the journal of highest renown, The Empire of that morning. It regularly came to Paraday, but I remembered that neither of us had yet looked at the copy already delivered. This one had a great mark on the “editorial” page, and, uncrumpling the wrapper, I saw it to be directed to my host and stamped with the name of his publishers. I instantly divined that The Empire had spoken of him, and I have not forgotten the odd little shock of the circumstance. It checked all eagerness and made me drop the paper a moment. As I sat there, conscious of a palpitation, I think I had a vision of what was to be. I had also a vision of the letter I would presently address to Mr. Pinhorn, breaking as it were with Mr. Pinhorn. Of course, however, the next minute the voice of The Empire was in my ears.


  The article was not, I thanked Heaven, a review; it was a “leader,” the last of three, presenting Neil Paraday to the human race. His new book, the fifth from his hand, had been but a day or two out, and The Empire, already aware of it, fired, as if on the birth of a prince, a salute of a whole column. The guns had been booming these three hours in the house without our suspecting them. The big blundering newspaper had discovered him, and now he was proclaimed and anointed and crowned. His place was assigned him as publicly as if a fat usher with a wand had pointed to the topmost chair; he was to pass up and still up, higher and 17 higher, between the watching faces and the envious sounds—away up to the daïs and the throne. The article was a date; he had taken rank at a bound—waked up a national glory. A national glory was needed, and it was an immense convenience he was there. What all this meant rolled over me, and I fear I grew a little faint—it meant so much more than I could say “yea” to on the spot. In a flash, somehow, all was different; the tremendous wave I speak of had swept something away. It had knocked down, I suppose, my little customary altar, my twinkling tapers and my flowers, and had reared itself into the likeness of a temple vast and bare. When Neil Paraday should come out of the house he would come out a contemporary. That was what had happened—the poor man was to be squeezed into his horrible age. I felt as if he had been overtaken on the crest of the hill and brought back to the city. A little more and he would have dipped down to posterity and escaped.


  IV


  When he came out it was exactly as if he had been in custody, for beside him walked a stout man with a big black beard, who, save that he wore spectacles, might have been a policeman, and in whom at a second glance I recognised the highest contemporary enterprise.


  “This is Mr. Morrow,” said Paraday, looking, I thought, rather white; “he wants to publish heaven knows what about me.”


  I winced as I remembered that this was exactly what I myself had wanted. “Already?” I exclaimed, with a sort of sense that my friend had fled to me for protection.


  18 Mr. Morrow glared, agreeably, through his glasses: they suggested the electric headlights of some monstrous modern ship, and I felt as if Paraday and I were tossing terrified under his bows. I saw that his momentum was irresistible. “I was confident that I should be the first in the field,” he declared. “A great interest is naturally felt in Mr. Paraday’s surroundings.”


  “I hadn’t the least idea of it,” said Paraday, as if he had been told he had been snoring.


  “I find he has not read the article in The Empire,” Mr. Morrow remarked to me. “That’s so very interesting—it’s something to start with,” he smiled. He had begun to pull off his gloves, which were violently new, and to look encouragingly round the little garden. As a “surrounding” I felt that I myself had already been taken in; I was a little fish in the stomach of a bigger one. “I represent,” our visitor continued, “a syndicate of influential journals, no less than thirty-seven, whose public—whose publics, I may say—are in peculiar sympathy with Mr. Paraday’s line of thought. They would greatly appreciate any expression of his views on the subject of the art he so brilliantly practises. Besides my connection with the syndicate just mentioned, I hold a particular commission from The Tatler, whose most prominent department, ‘Smatter and Chatter’—I daresay you’ve often enjoyed it—attracts such attention. I was honoured only last week, as a representative of The Tatler, with the confidence of Guy Walsingham, the author of ‘Obsessions.’ She expressed herself thoroughly pleased with my sketch of her method; she went so far as to say that I had made her genius more comprehensible even to herself.”


  Neil Paraday had dropped upon the garden-bench and sat there, at once detached and confused; he looked hard at a bare spot in the lawn, as if with an anxiety that had suddenly made him grave. 19 His movement had been interpreted by his visitor as an invitation to sink sympathetically into a wicker chair that stood hard by, and as Mr. Morrow so settled himself I felt that he had taken official possession and that there was no undoing it. One had heard of unfortunate people’s having “a man in the house,” and this was just what we had. There was a silence of a moment, during which we seemed to acknowledge in the only way that was possible the presence of universal fate; the sunny stillness took no pity, and my thought, as I was sure Paraday’s was doing, performed within the minute a great distant revolution. I saw just how emphatic I should make my rejoinder to Mr. Pinhorn, and that having come, like Mr. Morrow, to betray, I must remain as long as possible to save. Not because I had brought my mind back, but because our visitor’s last words were in my ear, I presently inquired with gloomy irrelevance if Guy Walsingham were a woman.


  “Oh yes, a mere pseudonym; but convenient, you know, for a lady who goes in for the larger latitude. ‘Obsessions, by Miss So-and-So,’ would look a little odd, but men are more naturally indelicate. Have you peeped into ‘Obsessions’?” Mr. Morrow continued sociably to our companion.


  Paraday, still absent, remote, made no answer, as if he had not heard the question: a manifestation that appeared to suit the cheerful Mr. Morrow as well as any other. Imperturbably bland, he was a man of resources—he only needed to be on the spot. He had pocketed the whole poor place while Paraday and I were woolgathering, and I could imagine that he had already got his “heads.” His system, at any rate, was justified by the inevitability with which I replied, to save my friend the trouble: “Dear, no; he hasn’t read it. He doesn’t read such things!” I unwarily added.


  20 “Things that are too far over the fence, eh?” I was indeed a godsend to Mr. Morrow. It was the psychological moment; it determined the appearance of his notebook, which, however, he at first kept slightly behind him, as the dentist, approaching his victim, keeps his horrible forceps. “Mr. Paraday holds with the good old proprieties—I see!” And, thinking of the thirty-seven influential journals, I found myself, as I found poor Paraday, helplessly gazing at the promulgation of this ineptitude. “There’s no point on which distinguished views are so acceptable as on this question—raised perhaps more strikingly than ever by Guy Walsingham—of the permissibility of the larger latitude. I have an appointment, precisely in connection with it, next week, with Dora Forbes, the author of ‘The Other Way Round,’ which everybody is talking about. Has Mr. Paraday glanced at ‘The Other Way Round’?” Mr. Morrow now frankly appealed to me. I took upon myself to repudiate the supposition, while our companion, still silent, got up nervously and walked away. His visitor paid no heed to his withdrawal; he only opened out the notebook with a more motherly pat. “Dora Forbes, I gather, takes the ground, the same as Guy Walsingham’s, that the larger latitude has simply got to come. He holds that it has got to be squarely faced. Of course his sex makes him a less prejudiced witness. But an authoritative word from Mr. Paraday—from the point of view of his sex, you know—would go right round the globe. He takes the line that we haven’t got to face it?”


  I was bewildered; it sounded somehow as if there were three sexes. My interlocutor’s pencil was poised, my private responsibility great. I simply sat staring, however, and only found presence of mind to say: “Is this Miss Forbes a gentleman?”


  Mr. Morrow hesitated an instant, smiling: “It wouldn’t be ‘Miss’—there’s a wife!”


  21 “I mean is she a man?”


  “The wife?”—Mr. Morrow, for a moment, was as confused as myself. But when I explained that I alluded to Dora Forbes in person he informed me, with visible amusement at my being so out of it, that this was the “pen-name” of an indubitable male—he had a big red moustache. “He only assumes a feminine personality because the ladies are such popular favourites. A great deal of interest is felt in this assumption, and there’s every prospect of its being widely imitated.” Our host at this moment joined us again, and Mr. Morrow remarked invitingly that he should be happy to make a note of any observation the movement in question, the bid for success under a lady’s name, might suggest to Mr. Paraday. But the poor man, without catching the allution, excused himself, pleading that, though he was greatly honoured by his visitor’s interest, he suddenly felt unwell and should have to take leave of him—have to go and lie down and keep quiet. His young friend might be trusted to answer for him, but he hoped Mr. Morrow didn’t expect great things even of his young friend. His young friend, at this moment, looked at Neil Paraday with an anxious eye, greatly wondering if he were doomed to be ill again; but Paraday’s own kind face met his question reassuringly, seemed to say in a glance intelligible enough: “Oh, I’m not ill, but I’m scared: get him out of the house as quietly as possible.” Getting newspaper-men out of the house was odd business for an emissary of Mr. Pinhorn, and I was so exhilarated by the idea of it that I called after him as he left us:


  “Read the article in The Empire, and you’ll soon be all right!”


  22 V


  “Delicious my having come down to tell him of it!” Mr. Morrow ejaculated. “My cab was at the door twenty minutes after The Empire had been laid upon my breakfast-table. Now what have you got for me?” he continued, dropping again into his chair, from which, however, the next moment he quickly rose. “I was shown into the drawing-room, but there must be more to see—his study, his literary sanctum, the little things he has about, or other domestic objects or features. He wouldn’t be lying down on his study-table? There’s a great interest always felt in the scene of an author’s labours. Sometimes we’re favoured with very delightful peeps. Dora Forbes showed me all his table-drawers, and almost jammed my hand into one into which I made a dash! I don’t ask that of you, but if we could talk things over right there where he sits I feel as if I should get the keynote.”


  I had no wish whatever to be rude to Mr. Morrow, I was much too initiated not to prefer the safety of other ways; but I had a quick inspiration and I entertained an insurmountable, an almost superstitious objection to his crossing the threshold of my friend’s little lonely, shabby, consecrated workshop. “No, no—we sha’n’t get at his life that way,” I said. “The way to get at his life is to—But wait a moment!” I broke off and went quickly into the house; then, in three minutes, I reappeared before Mr. Morrow with the two volumes of Paraday’s new book. “His life’s here,” I went on, “and I’m so full of this admirable thing that I can’t talk of anything else. The artist’s life’s his work, and this is the place to observe him. What he has to tell 23 us he tells us with this perfection. My dear sir, the best interviewer’s the best reader.”


  Mr. Morrow good-humouredly protested. “Do you mean to say that no other source of information should be opened to us?”


  “None other till this particular one—by far the most copious—has been quite exhausted. Have you exhausted it, my dear sir? Had you exhausted it when you came down here? It seems to me in our time almost wholly neglected, and something should surely be done to restore its ruined credit. It’s the course to which the artist himself at every step, and with such pathetic confidence, refers us. This last book of Mr. Paraday’s is full of revelations.”


  “Revelations?” panted Mr. Morrow, whom I had forced again into his chair.


  “The only kind that count. It tells you with a perfection that seems to me quite final all the author thinks, for instance, about the advent of the ‘larger latitude.’”


  “Where does it do that?” asked Mr. Morrow, who had picked up the second volume and was insincerely thumbing it.


  “Everywhere—in the whole treatment of his case. Extract the opinion, disengage the answer—those are the real acts of homage.”


  Mr. Morrow, after a minute, tossed the book away. “Ah, but you mustn’t take me for a reviewer.”


  “Heaven forbid I should take you for anything so dreadful! You came down to perform a little act of sympathy, and so, I may confide to you, did I. Let us perform our little act together. These pages overflow with the testimony we want: let us read them and taste them and interpret them. You will of course have perceived for yourself that one scarcely does read Neil Paraday till one reads him aloud; he gives out to the ear an extraordinary quality, and it’s only when you expose it confidently to 24 that test that you really get near his style. Take up your book again and let me listen, while you pay it out, to that wonderful fifteenth chapter. If you feel that you can’t do it justice, compose yourself to attention while I produce for you—I think I can!—this scarcely less admirable ninth.”


  Mr. Morrow gave me a straight glance which was as hard as a blow between the eyes; he had turned rather red and a question had formed itself in his mind which reached my sense as distinctly as if he had uttered it: “What sort of a damned fool are you?” Then he got up, gathering together his hat and gloves, buttoning his coat, projecting hungrily all over the place the big transparency of his mask. It seemed to flare over Fleet Street and somehow made the actual spot distressingly humble: there was so little for it to feed on unless he counted the blisters of our stucco or saw his way to do something with the roses. Even the poor roses were common kinds. Presently his eyes fell upon the manuscript from which Paraday had been reading to me and which still lay on the bench. As my own followed them I saw that it looked promising, looked pregnant, as if it gently throbbed with the life the reader had given it. Mr. Morrow indulged in a nod toward it and a vague thrust of his umbrella. “What’s that?”


  “Oh, it’s a plan—a secret.”


  “A secret!” There was an instant’s silence, and then Mr. Morrow made another movement. I may have been mistaken, but it affected me as the translated impulse of the desire to lay hands on the manuscript, and this led me to indulge in a quick anticipatory grab which may very well have seemed ungraceful, or even impertinent, and which at any rate left Mr. Paraday’s two admirers very erect, glaring at each other while one of them held a bundle of papers well behind him. An instant later Mr. Morrow quitted me abruptly, as if he had really carried something 25 away. To reassure myself, watching his broad back recede, I only grasped my manuscript the tighter. He went to the back-door of the house, the one he had come out from, but on trying the handle he appeared to find it fastened. So he passed round into the front garden, and, by listening intently enough, I could presently hear the outer gate close behind him with a bang. I thought again of the thirty-seven influential journals and wondered what would be his revenge. I hasten to add that he was magnanimous: which was just the most dreadful thing he could have been. The Tatler published a charming, chatty, familiar account of Mr. Paraday’s “Home-life,” and on the wings of the thirty-seven influential journals it went, to use Mr. Morrow’s own expression, right round the globe.


  VI


  A week later, early in May, my glorified friend came up to town, where, it may be veraciously recorded, he was the king of the beasts of the year. No advancement was ever more rapid, no exaltation more complete, no bewilderment more teachable. His book sold but moderately, though the article in The Empire had done unwonted wonders for it; but he circulated in person in a manner that the libraries might well have envied. His formula had been found—he was a “revelation.” His momentary terror had been real, just as mine had been—the overclouding of his passionate desire to be left to finish his work. He was far from unsociable, but he had the finest conception of being let alone that I have ever met. For the time, however, he took his profit where it seemed most to crowd upon him, having in his pocket 26 the portable sophistries about the nature of the artist’s task. Observation too was a kind of work and experience a kind of success; London dinners were all material and London ladies were fruitful toil. “No one has the faintest conception of what I’m trying for,” he said to me, “and not many have read three pages that I’ve written; but they’re all enthusiastic, enchanted, devoted.” He found himself in truth equally amused and fatigued; but the fatigue had the merit of being a new sort, and the phantasmagoric town was perhaps after all less of a battlefield than the haunted study. He once told me that he had had no personal life to speak of since his fortieth year, but had had more than was good for him before. London closed the parenthesis and exhibited him in relations; one of the most inevitable of these being that in which he found himself to Mrs. Weeks Wimbush, wife of the boundless brewer and proprietress of the universal menagerie. In this establishment, as everybody knows, on occasions when the crush is great, the animals rub shoulders freely with the spectators and the lions sit down for whole evenings with the lambs.


  It had been ominously clear to me from the first that in Neil Paraday this lady, who, as all the world agreed, was tremendous fun, considered that she had secured a prime attraction, a creature of almost heraldic oddity. Nothing could exceed her enthusiasm over her capture, and nothing could exceed the confused apprehensions it excited in me. I had an instinctive fear of her which I tried without effect to conceal from her victim, but which I let her perceive with perfect impunity. Paraday heeded it, but she never did, for her conscience was that of a romping child. She was a blind, violent force, to which I could attach no more idea of responsibility than to the hum of a spinning-top. It was difficult to say what she conduced to but to circulation. She was constructed of steel and leather, and all I asked of her for our tractable friend 27 was not to do him to death. He had consented for a time to be of indiarubber, but my thoughts were fixed on the day he should resume his shape or at least get back into his box. It was evidently all right, but I should be glad when it was well over. I was simply nervous—the impression was ineffaceable of the hour when, after Mr. Morrow’s departure, I had found him on the sofa in his study. That pretext of indisposition had not in the least been meant as a snub to the envoy of The Tatler—he had gone to lie down in very truth. He had felt a pang of his old pain, the result of the agitation wrought in him by this forcing open of a new period. His old programme, his old ideal even had to be changed. Say what one would, success was a complication and recognition had to be reciprocal. The monastic life, the pious illumination of the missal in the convent cell were things of the gathered past. It didn’t engender despair, but it at least required adjustment. Before I left him on that occasion we had passed a bargain, my part of which was that I should make it my business to take care of him. Let whoever would represent the interest in his presence (I had a mystical prevision of Mrs. Weeks Wimbush), I should represent the interest in his work—in other words, in his absence. These two interests were in their essence opposed; and I doubt, as youth is fleeting, if I shall ever again know the intensity of joy with which I felt that in so good a cause I was willing to make myself odious.


  One day, in Sloane Street, I found myself questioning Paraday’s landlord, who had come to the door in answer to my knock. Two vehicles, a barouche and a smart hansom, were drawn up before the house.


  “In the drawing-room, sir? Mrs. Weeks Wimbush.”


  “And in the dining-room?”


  “A young lady, sir—waiting: I think a foreigner.”


  28 It was three o’clock, and on days when Paraday didn’t lunch out he attached a value to these subjugated hours. On which days, however, didn’t the dear man lunch out? Mrs. Wimbush, at such a crisis, would have rushed round immediately after her own repast. I went into the dining-room first, postponing the pleasure of seeing how, upstairs, the lady of the barouche would, on my arrival, point the moral of my sweet solicitude. No one took such an interest as herself in his doing only what was good for him, and she was always on the spot to see that he did it. She made appointments with him to discuss the best means of economising his time and protecting his privacy. She further made his health her special business, and had so much sympathy with my own zeal for it that she was the author of pleasing fictions on the subject of what my devotion had led me to give up. I gave up nothing (I don’t count Mr. Pinhorn) because I had nothing, and all I had as yet achieved was to find myself also in the menagerie. I had dashed in to save my friend, but I had only got domesticated and wedged; so that I could do nothing for him but exchange with him over people’s heads looks of intense but futile intelligence.


  VII


  The young lady in the dining-room had a brave face, black hair, blue eyes, and in her lap a big volume. “I’ve come for his autograph,” she said, when I had explained to her that I was under bonds to see people for him when he was occupied. “I’ve been waiting half an hour, but I’m prepared to wait all day.” I don’t know whether it was this that told me she was American, 29 for the propensity to wait all day is not in general characteristic of her race. I was enlightened probably not so much by the spirit of the utterance as by some quality of its sound. At any rate I saw she had an individual patience and a lovely frock, together with an expression that played among her pretty features as a breeze among flowers. Putting her book upon the table, she showed me a massive album, showily bound and full of autographs of price. The collection of faded notes, of still more faded “thoughts,” of quotations, platitudes, signatures, represented a formidable purpose.


  “Most people apply to Mr. Paraday by letter, you know,” I said.


  “Yes, but he doesn’t answer. I’ve written three times.”


  “Very true,” I reflected; “the sort of letter you mean goes straight into the fire.”


  “How do you know the sort I mean?” my interlocutress asked. She had blushed and smiled and in a moment she added: “I don’t believe he gets many like them!”


  “I’m sure they’re beautiful, but he burns without reading.” I didn’t add that I had told him he ought to.


  “Isn’t he then in danger of burning things of importance?”


  “He would be, if distinguished men hadn’t an infallible nose for a petition.”


  She looked at me a moment—her face was sweet and gay. “Do you burn without reading, too?” she asked; in answer to which I assured her that if she would trust me with her repository I would see that Mr. Paraday should write his name in it.


  She considered a little. “That’s very well, but it wouldn’t make me see him.”


  “Do you want very much to see him?” It seemed ungracious to catechise so charming a creature, but somehow I had never yet taken my duty to the great author so seriously.


  30 “Enough to have come from America for the purpose.”


  I stared. “All alone?”


  “I don’t see that that’s exactly your business; but if it will make me more appealing I will confess that I am quite by myself. I had to come alone or not at all.”


  She was interesting; I could imagine that she had lost parents, natural protectors—could conceive even that she had inherited money. I was in a phase of my own fortunes when keeping hansoms at doors seemed to me pure swagger. As a trick of this frank and delicate girl, however, it became romantic—a part of the general romance of her freedom, her errand, her innocence. The confidence of young Americans was notorious, and I speedily arrived at a conviction that no impulse could have been more generous than the impulse that had operated here. I foresaw at that moment that it would make her my peculiar charge, just as circumstances had made Neil Paraday. She would be another person to look after, and one’s honour would be concerned in guiding her straight. These things became clearer to me later; at the instant I had scepticism enough to observe to her, as I turned the pages of her volume, that her net had, all the same, caught many a big fish. She appeared to have had fruitful access to the great ones of the earth; there were people moreover whose signatures she had presumably secured without a personal interview. She couldn’t have waylaid George Washington and Friedrich Schiller and Hannah More. She met this argument, to my surprise, by throwing up the album without a pang. It wasn’t even her own; she was responsible for none of its treasures. It belonged to a girl-friend in America, a young lady in a western city. This young lady had insisted on her bringing it, to pick up more autographs: she thought they might like to see, in Europe, in what company they would be. The “girl-friend,” the western city, 31 the immortal names, the curious errand, the idyllic faith, all made a story as strange to me, and as beguiling, as some tale in the Arabian Nights. Thus it was that my informant had encumbered herself with the ponderous tome; but she hastened to assure me that this was the first time she had brought it out. For her visit to Mr. Paraday it had simply been a pretext. She didn’t really care a straw that he should write his name; what she did want was to look straight into his face.


  I demurred a little. “And why do you require to do that?”


  “Because I just love him!” Before I could recover from the agitating effect of this crystal ring my companion had continued: “Hasn’t there ever been any face that you’ve wanted to look into?”


  How could I tell her so soon how much I appreciated the opportunity of looking into hers? I could only assent in general to the proposition that there were certainly for every one such faces; and I felt that the crisis demanded all my lucidity, all my wisdom. “Oh, yes, I’m a student of physiognomy. Do you mean,” I pursued, “that you’ve a passion for Mr. Paraday’s books?”


  “They’ve been everything to me—I know them by heart. They’ve completely taken hold of me. There’s no author about whom I feel as I do about Neil Paraday.”


  “Permit me to remark then,” I presently rejoined, “that you’re one of the right sort.”


  “One of the enthusiasts? Of course I am!”


  “Oh, there are enthusiasts who are quite of the wrong. I mean you’re one of those to whom an appeal can be made.”


  “An appeal?” Her face lighted as if with the chance of some great sacrifice.


  If she was ready for one it was only waiting for her, and in a 32 moment I mentioned it. “Give up this rigid purpose of seeing him. Go away without it. That will be far better.”


  She looked mystified; then she turned visibly pale. “Why, hasn’t he any personal charm?” The girl was terrible and laughable in her bright directness.


  “Ah, that dreadful word ‘personal’!” I exclaimed; “we’re dying of it, and you women bring it out with murderous effect. When you encounter a genius as fine as this idol of ours, let him off the dreary duty of being a personality as well. Know him only by what’s best in him, and spare him for the same sweet sake.”


  My young lady continued to look at me in confusion and mistrust, and the result of her reflection on what I had just said was to make her suddenly break out: “Look here, sir—what’s the matter with him?”


  “The matter with him is that, if he doesn’t look out, people will eat a great hole in his life.”


  She considered a moment. “He hasn’t any disfigurement?”


  “Nothing to speak of!”


  “Do you mean that social engagements interfere with his occupations?”


  “That but feebly expresses it.”


  “So that he can’t give himself up to his beautiful imagination?”


  “He’s badgered, bothered, overwhelmed, on the pretext of being applauded. People expect him to give them his time, his golden time, who wouldn’t themselves give five shillings for one of his books.”


  “Five? I’d give five thousand!”


  “Give your sympathy—give your forbearance. Two-thirds of those who approach him only do it to advertise themselves.”


  33 “Why, it’s too bad!” the girl exclaimed, with the face of an angel.


  I followed up my advantage. “There’s a lady with him now who’s a terrible complication, and who yet hasn’t read, I am sure, ten pages that he ever wrote.”


  My visitor’s wide eyes grew tenderer. “Then how does she talk——?”


  “Without ceasing. I only mention her as a single case. Do you want to know how to show a superlative consideration? Simply avoid him.”


  “Avoid him?” she softly wailed.


  “Don’t force him to have to take account of you; admire him in silence, cultivate him at a distance and secretly appropriate his message. Do you want to know,” I continued, warming to my idea, “how to perform an act of homage really sublime?” Then as she hung on my words: “Succeed in never seeing him!”


  “Never?” she pathetically gasped.


  “The more you get into his writings the less you’ll want to; and you’ll be immensely sustained by the thought of the good you’re doing him.”


  She looked at me without resentment or spite, and at the truth I had put before her with candour, credulity and pity. I was afterwards happy to remember that she must have recognised in my face the liveliness of my interest in herself. “I think I see what you mean.”


  “Oh, I express it badly; but I should be delighted if you would let me come to see you—to explain it better.”


  She made no response to this, and her thoughtful eyes fell on the big album, on which she presently laid her hands as if to take it away. “I did use to say out West that they might write a little 34 less for autographs (to all the great poets, you know) and study the thoughts and style a little more.”


  “What do they care for the thoughts and style? They didn’t even understand you. I’m not sure,” I added, “that I do myself, and I daresay that you by no means make me out.” She had got up to go, and though I wanted her to succeed in not seeing Neil Paraday I wanted her also, inconsequently, to remain in the house. I was at any rate far from desiring to hustle her off. As Mrs. Weeks Wimbush, upstairs, was still saving our friend in her own way, I asked my young lady to let me briefly relate, in illustration of my point, the little incident of my having gone down into the country for a profane purpose and been converted on the spot to holiness. Sinking again into her chair to listen, she showed a deep interest in the anecdote. Then, thinking it over gravely, she exclaimed with her odd intonation:


  “Yes, but you do see him!” I had to admit that this was the case; and I was not so prepared with an effective attenuation as I could have wished. She eased the situation off, however, by the charming quaintness with which she finally said: “Well, I wouldn’t want him to be lonely!” This time she rose in earnest, but I persuaded her to let me keep the album to show to Mr. Paraday. I assured her I would bring it back to her myself. “Well, you’ll find my address somewhere in it, on a paper!” she sighed resignedly, as she took leave.


  VIII


  I blush to confess it, but I invited Mr. Paraday that very day to transcribe into the album one of his most characteristic passages. 35 I told him how I had got rid of the strange girl who had brought it—her ominous name was Miss Hurter and she lived at an hotel; quite agreeing with him moreover as to the wisdom of getting rid with equal promptitude of the book itself. This was why I carried it to Albemarle Street no later than on the morrow. I failed to find her at home, but she wrote to me and I went again: she wanted so much to hear more about Neil Paraday. I returned repeatedly, I may briefly declare, to supply her with this information. She had been immensely taken, the more she thought of it, with that idea of mine about the act of homage: it had ended by filling her with a generous rapture. She positively desired to do something sublime for him, though indeed I could see that, as this particular flight was difficult, she appreciated the fact that my visits kept her up. I had it on my conscience to keep her up; I neglected nothing that would contribute to it, and her conception of our cherished author’s independence became at last as fine as his own conception. “Read him, read him,” I constantly repeated; while, seeking him in his works, she represented herself as convinced that, according to my assurance, this was the system that had, as she expressed it, weaned her. We read him together when I could find time, and the generous creature’s sacrifice was fed by our conversation. There were twenty selfish women, about whom I told her, who stirred her with a beautiful rage. Immediately after my first visit her sister, Mrs. Milsom, came over from Paris, and the two ladies began to present, as they called it, their letters. I thanked our stars that none had been presented to Mr. Paraday. They received invitations and dined out, and some of these occasions enabled Fanny Hurter to perform, for consistency’s sake, touching feats of submission. Nothing indeed would now have induced her even to look at the object of her admiration. Once, hearing his name announced at a party, she instantly left the room 36 by another door and then straightway quitted the house. At another time, when I was at the opera with them (Mrs. Milsom had invited me to their box) I attempted to point Mr. Paraday out to her in the stalls. On this she asked her sister to change places with her, and, while that lady devoured the great man through a powerful glass, presented, all the rest of the evening, her inspired back to the house. To torment her tenderly I pressed the glass upon her, telling her how wonderfully near it brought our friend’s handsome head. By way of answer she simply looked at me in grave silence; on which I saw that tears had gathered in her eyes. These tears, I may remark, produced an effect on me of which the end is not yet. There was a moment when I felt it my duty to mention them to Neil Paraday; but I was deterred by the reflection that there were questions more relevant to his happiness.


  These questions indeed, by the end of the season, were reduced to a single one—the question of reconstituting, so far as might be possible, the conditions under which he had produced his best work. Such conditions could never all come back, for there was a new one that took up too much place; but some perhaps were not beyond recall. I wanted above all things to see him sit down to the subject of which, on my making his acquaintance, he had read me that admirable sketch. Something told me there was no security but in his doing so before the new factor, as we used to say at Mr. Pinhorn’s, should render the problem incalculable. It only half reassured me that the sketch itself was so copious and so eloquent that even at the worst there would be the making of a small but complete book, a tiny volume which, for the faithful, might well become an object of adoration. There would even not be wanting critics to declare, I foresaw, that the plan was a thing to be more thankful for than the structure to have been reared on it. My impatience 37 for the structure, none the less, grew and grew with the interruptions. He had, on coming up to town, begun to sit for his portrait to a young painter, Mr. Rumble, whose little game, as we used to say at Mr. Pinhorn’s, was to be the first to perch on the shoulders of renown. Mr. Rumble’s studio was a circus in which the man of the hour, and still more the woman, leaped through the hoops of his showy frames almost as electrically as they burst into telegrams and “specials.” He pranced into the exhibitions on their back; he was the reporter on canvas, the Vandyke up to date, and there was one roaring year in which Mrs. Bounder and Miss Braby, Guy Walsingham and Dora Forbes proclaimed in chorus from the same pictured walls that no one had yet got ahead of him.


  Paraday had been promptly caught and saddled, accepting with characteristic good-humour his confidential hint that to figure in his show was not so much a consequence as a cause of immortality. From Mrs. Wimbush to the last “representative” who called to ascertain his twelve favourite dishes, it was the same ingenuous assumption that he would rejoice in the repercussion. There were moments when I fancied I might have had more patience with them if they had not been so fatally benevolent. I hated, at all events, Mr. Rumble’s picture, and had my bottled resentment ready when, later on, I found my distracted friend had been stuffed by Mrs. Wimbush into the mouth of another cannon. A young artist in whom she was intensely interested, and who had no connection with Mr. Rumble, was to show how far he could shoot him. Poor Paraday, in return, was naturally to write something somewhere about the young artist. She played her victims against each other with admirable ingenuity, and her establishment was a huge machine in which the tiniest and the biggest wheels went round to the same treadle. I had a scene 38 with her in which I tried to express that the function of such a man was to exercise his genius—not to serve as a hoarding for pictorial posters. The people I was perhaps angriest with were the editors of magazines who had introduced what they called new features, so aware were they that the newest feature of all would be to make him grind their axes by contributing his views on vital topics and taking part in the periodical prattle about the future of fiction. I made sure that before I should have done with him there would scarcely be a current form of words left me to be sick of; but meanwhile I could make surer still of my animosity to bustling ladies for whom he drew the water that irrigated their social flower-beds.


  I had a battle with Mrs. Wimbush over the artist she protected, and another over the question of a certain week, at the end of July, that Mr. Paraday appeared to have contracted to spend with her in the country. I protested against this visit; I intimated that he was too unwell for hospitality without a nuance, for caresses without imagination; I begged he might rather take the time in some restorative way. A sultry air of promises, of reminders hung over his August, and he would greatly profit by the interval of rest. He had not told me he was ill again—that he had had a warning; but I had not needed this, and I found his reticence his worst symptom. The only thing he said to me was that he believed a comfortable attack of something or other would set him up: it would put out of the question everything but the exemptions he prized. I am afraid I shall have presented him as a martyr in a very small cause if I fail to explain that he surrendered himself much more liberally than I surrendered him. He filled his lungs, for the most part, with the comedy of his queer fate: the tragedy was in the spectacles through which I chose to look. He was conscious of inconvenience, and above all of a 39 great renouncement; but how could he have heard a mere dirge in the bells of his accession? The sagacity and the jealousy were mine, and his the impressions and the anecdotes. Of course, as regards Mrs. Wimbush, I was worsted in my encounters, for was not the state of his health the very reason for his coming to her at Prestidge? Wasn’t it precisely at Prestidge that he was to be coddled, and wasn’t the dear Princess coming to help her to coddle him? The dear Princess, now on a visit to England, was of a famous foreign house, and, in her gilded cage, with her retinue of keepers and feeders, was the most expensive specimen in the good lady’s collection. I don’t think her august presence had had to do with Paraday’s consenting to go, but it is not impossible that he had operated as a bait to the illustrious stranger. The party had been made up for him, Mrs. Wimbush averred, and every one was counting on it, the dear Princess most of all. If he was well enough he was to read them something absolutely fresh, and it was on that particular prospect the Princess had set her heart. She was so fond of genius, in any walk of life, and she was so used to it, and understood it so well; she was the greatest of Mr. Paraday’s admirers, she devoured everything he wrote. And then he read like an angel. Mrs. Wimbush reminded me that he had again and again given her, Mrs. Wimbush, the privilege of listening to him.


  I looked at her a moment. “What has he read to you?” I crudely inquired.


  For a moment too she met my eyes, and for the fraction of a moment she hesitated and coloured. “Oh, all sorts of things!”


  I wondered whether this were a perfect fib or only an imperfect recollection, and she quite understood my unuttered comment on her perception of such things. But if she could forget Neil Paraday’s beauties she could of course forget my rudeness, and 40 three days later she invited me, by telegraph, to join the party at Prestidge. This time she might indeed have had a story about what I had given up to be near the master. I addressed from that fine residence several communications to a young lady in London, a young lady whom, I confess, I quitted with reluctance and whom the reminder of what she herself could give up was required to make me quit at all. It adds to the gratitude I owe her on other grounds that she kindly allows me to transcribe from my letters a few of the passages in which that hateful sojourn is candidly commemorated.


  IX


  “I suppose I ought to enjoy the joke,” I wrote, “of what’s going on here, but somehow it doesn’t amuse me. Pessimism on the contrary possesses me and cynicism solicits. I positively feel my own flesh sore from the brass nails in Neil Paraday’s social harness. The house is full of people who like him, as they mention, awfully, and with whom his talent for talking nonsense has prodigious success. I delight in his nonsense myself; why is it therefore that I grudge these happy folk their artless satisfaction? Mystery of the human heart—abyss of the critical spirit! Mrs. Wimbush thinks she can answer that question, and as my want of gaiety has at last worn out her patience she has given me a glimpse of her shrewd guess. I am made restless by the selfishness of the insincere friend—I want to monopolise Paraday in order that he may push me on. To be intimate with him is a feather in my cap; it gives me an importance that I couldn’t naturally pretend to, and I seek to deprive him of social refreshment because I fear that meeting more disinterested people may 41 enlighten him as to my real spirit. All the disinterested people here are his particular admirers and have been carefully selected as such. There is supposed to be a copy of his last book in the house, and in the hall I come upon ladies, in attitudes, bending gracefully over the first volume. I discreetly avert my eyes, and when I next look round the precarious joy has been superseded by the book of life. There is a sociable circle or a confidential couple, and the relinquished volume lies open on its face, as if it had been dropped under extreme coercion. Somebody else presently finds it and transfers it, with its air of momentary desolation, to another piece of furniture. Every one is asking every one about it all day, and every one is telling every one where they put it last. I’m sure it’s rather smudgy about the twentieth page. I have a strong impression too that the second volume is lost—has been packed in the bag of some departing guest; and yet everybody has the impression that somebody else has read to the end. You see therefore that the beautiful book plays a great part in our conversation. Why should I take the occasion of such distinguished honours to say that I begin to see deeper into Gustave Flaubert’s doleful refrain about the hatred of literature? I refer you again to the perverse constitution of man.


  “The Princess is a massive lady with the organisation of an athlete and the confusion of tongues of a valet de place. She contrives to commit herself extraordinarily little in a great many languages, and is entertained and conversed with in detachments and relays, like an institution which goes on from generation to generation or a big building contracted for under a forfeit. She can’t have a personal taste, any more than, when her husband succeeds, she can have a personal crown, and her opinion on any matter is rusty and heavy and plain—made, in the night of ages, to last and be transmitted. I feel as if I ought to pay some one a 42 fee for my glimpse of it. She has been told everything in the world and has never perceived anything, and the echoes of her education respond awfully to the rash footfall—I mean the casual remark—in the cold Valhalla of her memory. Mrs. Wimbush delights in her wit and says there is nothing so charming as to hear Mr. Paraday draw it out. He is perpetually detailed for this job, and he tells me it has a peculiarly exhausting effect. Every one is beginning—at the end of two days—to sidle obsequiously away from her, and Mrs. Wimbush pushes him again and again into the breach. None of the uses I have yet seen him put to irritate me quite so much. He looks very fagged, and has at last confessed to me that his condition makes him uneasy—has even promised me that he will go straight home instead of returning to his final engagements in town. Last night I had some talk with him about going to-day, cutting his visit short; so sure am I that he will be better as soon as he is shut up in his lighthouse. He told me that this is what he would like to do; reminding me, however, that the first lesson of his greatness has been precisely that he can’t do what he likes. Mrs. Wimbush would never forgive him if he should leave her before the Princess has received the last hand. When I say that a violent rupture with our hostess would be the best thing in the world for him he gives me to understand that if his reason assents to the proposition his courage hangs wofully back. He makes no secret of being mortally afraid of her, and when I ask what harm she can do him that she hasn’t already done he simply repeats: ‘I’m afraid, I’m afraid! Don’t inquire too closely,’ he said last night; ‘only believe that I feel a sort of terror. It’s strange, when she’s so kind! At any rate, I would as soon overturn that piece of priceless Sèvres as tell her that I must go before my date.’ It sounds dreadfully weak, but he has some reason, and he pays for his imagination, which puts 43 him (I should hate it) in the place of others and makes him feel, even against himself, their feelings, their appetites, their motives. He’s so beastly intelligent. Besides, the famous reading is still to come off, and it has been postponed a day, to allow Guy Walsingham to arrive. It appears that this eminent lady is staying at a house a few miles off, which means of course that Mrs. Wimbush has forcibly annexed her. She’s to come over in a day or two—Mrs. Wimbush wants her to hear Mr. Paraday.


  “To-day’s wet and cold, and several of the company, at the invitation of the Duke, have driven over to luncheon at Bigwood. I saw poor Paraday wedge himself, by command, into the little supplementary seat of a brougham in which the Princess and our hostess were already ensconced. If the front glass isn’t open on his dear old back perhaps he’ll survive. Bigwood, I believe, is very grand and frigid, all marble and precedence, and I wish him well out of the adventure. I can’t tell you how much more and more your attitude to him, in the midst of all this, shines out by contrast. I never willingly talk to these people about him, but see what a comfort I find it to scribble to you! I appreciate it; it keeps me warm; there are no fires in the house. Mrs. Wimbush goes by the calendar, the temperature goes by the weather, the weather goes by God knows what, and the Princess is easily heated. I have nothing but my acrimony to warm me, and have been out under an umbrella to restore my circulation. Coming in an hour ago, I found Lady Augusta Minch rummaging about the hall. When I asked her what she was looking for she said she had mislaid something that Mr. Paraday had lent her. I ascertained in a moment that the article in question is a manuscript, and I have a foreboding that it’s the noble morsel he read me six weeks ago. When I expressed my surprise that he should have passed about anything so precious (I happen to know it’s his only copy44—in the most beautiful hand in all the world) Lady Augusta confessed to me that she had not had it from himself, but from Mrs. Wimbush, who had wished to give her a glimpse of it as a salve for her not being able to stay and hear it read.


  “‘Is that the piece he’s to read,’ I asked, ‘when Guy Walsingham arrives?’


  “‘It’s not for Guy Walsingham they’re waiting now, it’s for Dora Forbes,’ Lady Augusta said. ‘She’s coming, I believe, early to-morrow. Meanwhile Mrs. Wimbush has found out about him and is actively wiring to him. She says he also must hear him.’


  “‘You bewilder me a little,’ I replied; ‘in the age we live in one gets lost among the genders and the pronouns. The clear thing is that Mrs. Wimbush doesn’t guard such a treasure as jealously as she might.’


  “‘Poor dear, she has the Princess to guard! Mr. Paraday lent her the manuscript to look over.’


  “‘Did she speak as if it were the morning paper?’


  “Lady Augusta stared—my irony was lost upon her. ‘She didn’t have time, so she gave me a chance first; because unfortunately I go to-morrow to Bigwood.’


  “‘And your chance has only proved a chance to lose it?’


  “‘I haven’t lost it. I remember now—it was very stupid of me to have forgotten. I told my maid to give it to Lord Dorimont—or at least to his man.’


  “‘And Lord Dorimont went away directly after luncheon.’


  “‘Of course he gave it back to my maid—or else his man did,’ said Lady Augusta. ‘I daresay it’s all right.’


  “The conscience of these people is like a summer sea. They haven’t time to ‘look over’ a priceless composition; they’ve only time to kick it about the house. I suggested that the ‘man,’ fired with a noble emulation, had perhaps kept the work for his own 45 perusal; and her ladyship wanted to know whether, if the thing didn’t turn up again in time for the session appointed by our hostess, the author wouldn’t have something else to read that would do just as well. Their questions are too delightful! I declared to Lady Augusta briefly that nothing in the world can ever do as well as the thing that does best; and at this she looked a little confused and scared. But I added that if the manuscript had gone astray our little circle would have the less of an effort of attention to make. The piece in question was very long—it would keep them three hours.


  “‘Three hours! Oh, the Princess will get up!’ said Lady Augusta.


  “‘I thought she was Mr. Paraday’s greatest admirer.’


  “‘I daresay she is—she’s so awfully clever. But what’s the use of being a Princess——’


  “‘If you can’t dissemble your love?” [love?’] I asked, as Lady Augusta was vague. She said, at any rate, that she would question her maid; and I am hoping that when I go down to dinner I shall find the manuscript has been recovered.”


  X


  “It has not been recovered,” I wrote early the next day, “and I am moreover much troubled about our friend. He came back from Bigwood with a chill and, being allowed to have a fire in his room, lay down a while before dinner. I tried to send him to bed and indeed thought I had put him in the way of it; but after I had gone to dress Mrs. Wimbush came up to see him, with the inevitable result that when I returned I found him under arms and 46 flushed and feverish, though decorated with the rare flower she had brought him for his button-hole. He came down to dinner, but Lady Augusta Minch was very shy of him. To-day he’s in great pain, and the advent of those ladies—I mean of Guy Walsingham and Dora Forbes—doesn’t at all console me. It does Mrs. Wimbush, however, for she has consented to his remaining in bed, so that he may be all right to-morrow for the séance. Guy Walsingham is already on the scene, and the doctor, for Paraday, also arrived early. I haven’t yet seen the author of ‘Obsessions,’ but of course I’ve had a moment by myself with the doctor. I tried to get him to say that our invalid must go straight home—I mean to-morrow or next day; but he quite refuses to talk about the future. Absolute quiet and warmth and the regular administration of an important remedy are the points he mainly insists on. He returns this afternoon, and I’m to go back to see the patient at one o’clock, when he next takes his medicine. It consoles me a little that he certainly won’t be able to read—an exertion he was already more than unfit for. Lady Augusta went off after breakfast, assuring me that her first care would be to follow up the lost manuscript. I can see she thinks me a shocking busybody and doesn’t understand my alarm, but she will do what she can, for she’s a good-natured woman. ‘So are they all honourable men.’ That was precisely what made her give the thing to Lord Dorimont and made Lord Dorimont bag it. What use he has for it God only knows. I have the worst forebodings, but somehow I’m strangely without passion—desperately calm. As I consider the unconscious, the well-meaning ravages of our appreciative circle I bow my head in submission to some great natural, some universal accident; I’m rendered almost indifferent, in fact quite gay (ha-ha!) by the sense of immitigable fate. Lady Augusta promises me to trace the precious object and 47 let me have it, through the post, by the time Paraday is well enough to play his part with it. The last evidence is that her maid did give it to his lordship’s valet. One would think it was some thrilling number of The Family Budget. Mrs. Wimbush, who is aware of the accident, is much less agitated by it than she would doubtless be were she not for the hour inevitably engrossed with Guy Walsingham.”


  Later in the day I informed my correspondent, for whom indeed I kept a sort of diary of the situation, that I had made the acquaintance of this celebrity and that she was a pretty little girl who wore her hair in what used to be called a crop. She looked so juvenile and so innocent that if, as Mr. Morrow had announced, she was resigned to the larger latitude, her fortitude must have come to her early. I spent most of the day hovering about Neil Paraday’s room, but it was communicated to me from below that Guy Walsingham, at Prestidge, was a success. Towards evening I became conscious somehow that her resignation was contagious and by the time the company separated for the night I was sure that the larger latitude had been generally accepted. I thought of Dora Forbes and felt that he had no time to lose. Before dinner I received a telegram from Lady Augusta Minch. “Lord Dorimont thinks he must have left bundle in train—inquire.” How could I inquire—if I was to take the word as a command? I was too worried and now too alarmed about Neil Paraday. The doctor came back, and it was an immense satisfaction to me to feel that he was wise and interested. He was proud of being called to so distinguished a patient, but he admitted to me that night that my friend was gravely ill. It was really a relapse, a recrudescence of his old malady. There could be no question of moving him: we must at any rate see first, on the spot, what turn his condition would take. Meanwhile, on the morrow, he 48 was to have a nurse. On the morrow the dear man was easier, and my spirits rose to such cheerfulness that I could almost laugh over Lady Augusta’s second telegram: “Lord Dorimont’s servant been to station—nothing found. Push inquiries.” I did laugh, I am sure, as I remembered this was the mystic scroll I had scarcely allowed poor Mr. Morrow to point his umbrella at. Fool that I had been: the thirty-seven influential journals wouldn’t have destroyed it, they would only have printed it. Of course I said nothing to Paraday.


  When the nurse arrived she turned me out of the room, on which I went downstairs. I should premise that at breakfast the news that our brilliant friend was doing well excited universal complacency, and the Princess graciously remarked that he was only to be commiserated for missing the society of Miss Collop. Mrs. Wimbush, whose social gift never shone brighter than in the dry decorum with which she accepted this blemish on her perfection, mentioned to me that Guy Walsingham had made a very favourable impression on her Imperial Highness. Indeed I think every one did so and that, like the money-market or the national honour, her Imperial Highness was constitutionally sensitive. There was a certain gladness, a perceptible bustle in the air, however, which I thought slightly anomalous in a house where a great author lay critically ill. “Le roy est mort—vive le roy”: I was reminded that another great author had already stepped into his shoes. When I came down again after the nurse had taken possession I found a strange gentleman hanging about the hall and pacing to and fro by the closed door of the drawing-room. This personage was florid and bald, he had a big red moustache and wore showy knickerbockers—characteristics all that fitted into my conception of the identity of Dora Forbes. In a moment I saw what had happened: the author of “The Other Way Round” 49 had just alighted at the portals of Prestidge, but had suffered a scruple to restrain him from penetrating further. I recognised his scruple when, pausing to listen at his gesture of caution, I heard a shrill voice lifted in a prolonged monotonous quaver. The famous reading had begun, only it was the author of “Obsessions” who now furnished the sacrifice. The new visitor whispered to me that he judged something was going on that he oughtn’t to interrupt.


  “Miss Collop arrived last night,” I smiled, “and the Princess has a thirst for the inédit.”


  Dora Forbes lifted his bushy brows. “Miss Collop?”


  “Guy Walsingham, your distinguished confrère—or shall I say your formidable rival?”


  “Oh!” growled Dora Forbes. Then he added: “Shall I spoil it if I go in?”


  “I should think nothing could spoil it!” I ambiguously laughed.


  Dora Forbes evidently felt the dilemma; he gave an irritated crook to his moustache. “Shall I go in?” he presently asked.


  We looked at each other hard a moment; then I expressed something bitter that was in me, expressed it in an infernal “Yes!” After this I got out into the air, but not so quickly as not to hear, as the door of the drawing-room opened, the disconcerted drop of Miss Collop’s public manner: she must have been in the midst of the larger latitude. Producing with extreme rapidity, Guy Walsingham has just published a work in which amiable people who are not initiated have been pained to see the genius of a sister-novelist held up to unmistakable ridicule; so fresh an exhibition does it seem to them of the dreadful way men have always treated women. Dora Forbes, it is true, at the present hour, is immensely pushed by Mrs. Wimbush, and has sat 50 for his portrait to the young artists she protects, sat for it not only in oils but in monumental alabaster.


  What happened at Prestidge later in the day is of course contemporary history. If the interruption I had whimsically sanctioned was almost a scandal, what is to be said of that general dispersal of the company which, under the doctor’s rule, began to take place in the evening? His rule was soothing to behold, small comfort as I was to have at the end. He decreed in the interest of his patient an absolutely soundless house and a consequent break-up of the party. Little country practitioner as he was, he literally packed off the Princess. She departed as promptly as if a revolution had broken out, and Guy Walsingham emigrated with her. I was kindly permitted to remain, and this was not denied even to Mrs. Wimbush. The privilege was withheld indeed from Dora Forbes; so Mrs. Wimbush kept her latest capture temporarily concealed. This was so little, however, her usual way of dealing with her eminent friends that a couple of days of it exhausted her patience, and she went up to town with him in great publicity. The sudden turn for the worse her afflicted guest had, after a brief improvement, taken on the third night raised an obstacle to her seeing him before her retreat; a fortunate circumstance doubtless, for she was fundamentally disappointed in him. This was not the kind of performance for which she had invited him to Prestidge, or invited the Princess. Let me hasten to add that none of the generous acts which have characterised her patronage of intellectual and other merit have done so much for her reputation as her lending Neil Paraday the most beautiful of her numerous homes to die in. He took advantage to the utmost of the singular favour. Day by day I saw him sink, and I roamed alone about the empty terraces and gardens. His wife never came near him, but I scarcely noticed it: as I paced there with rage in 51 my heart I was too full of another wrong. In the event of his death it would fall to me perhaps to bring out in some charming form, with notes, with the tenderest editorial care, that precious heritage of his written project. But where was that precious heritage, and were both the author and the book to have been snatched from us? Lady Augusta wrote me that she had done all she could and that poor Lord Dorimont, who had really been worried to death, was extremely sorry. I couldn’t have the matter out with Mrs. Wimbush, for I didn’t want to be taunted by her with desiring to aggrandise myself by a public connection with Mr. Paraday’s sweepings. She had signified her willingness to meet the expense of all advertising, as indeed she was always ready to do. The last night of the horrible series, the night before he died, I put my ear closer to his pillow.


  “That thing I read you that morning, you know.”


  “In your garden—that dreadful day? Yes!”


  “Won’t it do as it is?”


  “It would have been a glorious book.”


  “It is a glorious book,” Neil Paraday murmured. “Print it as it stands—beautifully.”


  “Beautifully!” I passionately promised.


  It may be imagined whether, now that he has gone, the promise seems to me less sacred. I am convinced that if such pages had appeared in his lifetime the Abbey would hold him to-day. I have kept the advertising in my own hands, but the manuscript has not been recovered. It’s impossible, and at any rate intolerable, to suppose it can have been wantonly destroyed. Perhaps some chance blundering hand, some brutal ignorance has lighted kitchen-fires with it. Every stupid and hideous accident haunts my meditations. My undiscouragable search for the lost treasure would make a long chapter. Fortunately I have a devoted 52 associate in the person of a young lady who has every day a fresh indignation and a fresh idea and who maintains with intensity that the prize will still turn up. Sometimes I believe her, but I have quite ceased to believe myself. The only thing for us, at all events, is to go on seeking and hoping together; and we should be closely united by this firm tie even were we not at present by another.


  ·  ·


  53 L’Education Sentimentale


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  57 Tree-Worship


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  
    Vast and mysterious brother, ere was yet of me


    So much as men may poise upon a needle’s end,


    Still shook with laughter all this monstrous might of thee,


    And still with haughty crest it called the morning friend.

  


  
    Thy latticed column jetted up the bright blue air,


    Tall as a mast it was, and stronger than a tower;


    Three hundred winters had beheld thee mighty there,


    Before my little life had lived one little hour.

  


  
    With rocky foot stern-set like iron in the land,


    With leafy rustling crest the morning sows with pearls,


    Huge as a minster, half in heaven men saw thee stand,


    Thy rugged girth the waists of fifty Eastern girls.

  


  
    Knotted and warted, slabbed and armoured like the hide


    Of tropic elephant; unstormable and steep


    As some grim fortress with a princess-pearl inside,


    Where savage guardian faces beard the bastioned keep:

  


  
    58 So hard a rind, old tree, shielding so soft a heart,


    A woman’s heart of tender little nestling leaves;


    Nor rind so hard but that a touch so soft can part,


    And spring’s first baby-bud an easy passage cleaves.

  


  
    I picture thee within with dainty satin sides,


    Where all the long day through the sleeping dryad dreams,


    But when the moon bends low and taps thee thrice she glides,


    Knowing the fairy knock, to bask within her beams.

  


  
    And all the long night through, for him with eyes and ears,


    She sways within thine arms and sings a fairy tune,


    Till, startled with the dawn, she softly disappears,


    And sleeps and dreams again until the rising moon.

  


  
    But with the peep of day great bands of heavenly birds


    Fill all thy branchy chambers with a thousand flutes,


    And with the torrid noon stroll up the weary herds,


    To seek thy friendly shade and doze about thy roots;

  


  
    Till with the setting sun they turn them once more home:


    And, ere the moon dawns, for a brief enchanted space,


    Weary with million miles, the sore-spent star-beams come,


    And moths and bats hold witches’ sabbath in the place.

  


  
    And then I picture thee some bloodstained Holyrood,


    Dread haunted palace of the bat and owl, whence steal,


    Shrouded all day, lost murdered spirits of the wood,


    And fright young happy nests with homeless hoot and squeal.

  


  
    59 Some Rizzio nightingale that plained adulterous love


    Beneath the boudoir-bough of some fast-married bird,


    Some dove that cooed to some one else’s lawful dove,


    And felt the dagger-beak pierce while his lady heard.

  


  
    Then, maybe, dangling from thy gloomy gallows boughs,


    A human corpse swings, mournful, rattling bones and chains—


    His eighteenth century flesh hath fattened nineteenth century cows—


    Ghastly Æolian harp fingered of winds and rains.

  


  
    Poor Rizpah comes to reap each newly-fallen bone


    That once thrilled soft, a little limb, within her womb;


    And mark yon alchemist, with zodiac-spangled zone,


    Wrenching the mandrake root that fattens in the gloom.

  


  
    So rounds thy day, from maiden morn to haunted night,


    From larks and sunlit dreams to owl and gibbering ghost;


    A catacomb of dark, a sponge of living light,


    To the wide sea of air a green and welcome coast.

  


  
    I seek a god, old tree: accept my worship, thou!


    All other gods have failed me always in my need.


    I hang my votive song beneath thy temple bough,


    Unto thy strength I cry—Old monster, be my creed!

  


  
    Give me to clasp this earth with feeding roots like thine,


    To mount yon heaven with such star-aspiring head,


    Fill full with sap and buds this shrunken life of mine,


    And from my boughs O might such stalwart sons be shed!

  


  
    60 With loving cheek pressed close against thy horny breast,


    I hear the roar of sap mounting within thy veins;


    Tingling with buds, thy great hands open towards the west,


    To catch the sweetheart wind that brings the sister rains.

  


  
    O winds that blow from out the fruitful mouth of God,


    O rains that softly fall from his all-loving eyes,


    You that bring buds to trees and daisies to the sod,


    O God’s best Angel of the Spring, in me arise.

  


  ·  ·


  61 Le Puy en Velay


  By Joseph Pennell


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  65 A Defence of Cosmetics†


  By Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·


  83 Δαιμονιζόμενος


  By Arthur Christopher Benson


  
    You were clear as a sandy spring


    After a drought, when its waters run


    Evenly, sparingly, filtering


    Into the eye of the sun.

  


  
    Love you took with a placid smile,


    Pain you bore with a hopeful sigh,


    Never a thought of gain or guile


    Slept in your wide blue eye.

  


  
    Suddenly, once, at a trivial word,—


    Side by side together we stept,—


    Rose a tempest that swayed and stirred;


    Over your soul it swept.

  


  
    Dismal visitants, suddenly,


    Pulled the doors in your house of clay;


    Out of the windows there stared at me


    Something horrible, grey.

  


  ·  ·


  84 The Old Oxford Music Hall


  By Walter Sickert


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  87 Irremediable


  By Ella D’Arcy


  A young man strolled along a country road one August evening after a long delicious day—a day of that blessed idleness the man of leisure never knows: one must be a bank clerk forty-nine weeks out of the fifty-two before one can really appreciate the exquisite enjoyment of doing nothing for twelve hours at a stretch. Willoughby had spent the morning lounging about a sunny rickyard; then, when the heat grew unbearable, he had retreated to an orchard, where, lying on his back in the long cool grass, he had traced the pattern of the apple-leaves diapered above him upon the summer sky; now that the heat of the day was over he had come to roam whither sweet fancy led him, to lean over gates, view the prospect and meditate upon the pleasures of a well-spent day. Five such days had already passed over his head, fifteen more remained to him. Then farewell to freedom and clean country air! Back again to London and another year’s toil.


  He came to a gate on the right of the road. Behind it a foot-path meandered up over a glassy slope. The sheep nibbling on its summit cast long shadows down the hill almost to his feet. Road and field-path were equally new to him, but the latter offered greener attractions; he vaulted lightly over the gate and had so 88 little idea he was taking thus the first step towards ruin that he began to whistle “White Wings” from pure joy of life.


  The sheep stopped feeding and raised their heads to stare at him from pale-lashed eyes; first one and then another broke into a startled run, until there was a sudden woolly stampede of the entire flock. When Willoughby gained the ridge from which they had just scattered he came in sight of a woman sitting on a stile at the further end of the field. As he advanced towards her he saw that she was young and that she was not what is called “a lady”—of which he was glad: an earlier episode in his career having indissolubly associated in his mind ideas of feminine refinement with those of feminine treachery.


  He thought it probable this girl would be willing to dispense with the formalities of an introduction and that he might venture with her on some pleasant foolish chat.


  As she made no movement to let him pass he stood still, and, looking at her, began to smile.


  She returned his gaze from unabashed dark eyes and then laughed, showing teeth white, sound, and smooth as split hazel-nuts.


  “Do you wanter get over?” she remarked familiarly.


  “I’m afraid I can’t without disturbing you.”


  “Dontcher think you’re much better where you are?” said the girl, on which Willoughby hazarded:


  “You mean to say looking at you? Well, perhaps I am!”


  The girl at this laughed again, but nevertheless dropped herself down into the further field; then, leaning her arms upon the cross-bar, she informed the young man: “No, I don’t wanter spoil your walk. You were goin’ p’raps ter Beacon Point? It’s very pretty that wye.”


  “I was going nowhere in particular,” he replied: “just exploring, so to speak. I’m a stranger in these parts.”


  89 “How funny! Imer stranger here too. I only come down larse Friday to stye with a Naunter mine in Horton. Are you stying in Horton?”


  Willoughby told her he was not in Orton, but at Povey Cross Farm out in the other direction.


  “Oh, Mrs. Payne’s, ain’t it? I’ve heard aunt speak ovver. She takes summer boarders, don’t chee? I egspec you come from London, heh?”


  “And I expect you come from London too?” said Willoughby, recognising the familiar accent.


  “You’re as sharp as a needle,” cried the girl with her unrestrained laugh; “so I do. I’m here for a hollerday ’cos I was so done up with the work and the hot weather. I don’t look as though I’d bin ill, do I? But I was, though: for it was just stifflin’ hot up in our workrooms all larse month, an’ tailorin’s awful hard work at the bester times.”


  Willoughby felt a sudden accession of interest in her. Like many intelligent young men, he had dabbled a little in Socialism and at one time had wandered among the dispossessed; but since then, had caught up and held loosely the new doctrine—It is a good and fitting thing that woman also should earn her bread by the sweat of her brow. Always in reference to the woman who, fifteen months before, had treated him ill, he had said to himself that even the breaking of stones in the road should be considered a more feminine employment than the breaking of hearts.


  He gave way therefore to a movement of friendliness for this working daughter of the people, and joined her on the other side of the stile in token of his approval. She, twisting round to face him, leaned now with her back against the bar, and the sunset fires lent a fleeting glory to her face. Perhaps she guessed how becoming the light was, for she took off her hat and let it touch to 90 gold the ends and fringes of her rough abundant hair. Thus and at this moment she made an agreeable picture, to which stood as background all the beautiful wooded Southshire view.


  “You don’t really mean to say you are a tailoress?” said Willoughby with a sort of eager compassion.


  “I do, though! An’ I’ve bin one ever since I was fourteen. Look at my fingers if you don’t b’lieve me.”


  She put out her right hand, and he took hold of it, as he was expected to do. The finger-ends were frayed and blackened by needle-pricks, but the hand itself was plump, moist, and not unshapely. She meanwhile examined Willoughby’s fingers enclosing hers.


  “It’s easy ter see you’ve never done no work!” she said, half admiring, half envious. “I s’pose you’re a tip-top swell, ain’t you?”


  “Oh, yes! I’m a tremendous swell indeed!” said Willoughby ironically. He thought of his hundred and thirty pounds’ salary; and he mentioned his position in the British and Colonial Banking house, without shedding much illumination on her mind; for she insisted:


  “Well, anyhow, you’re a gentleman. I’ve often wished I was a lady. It must be so nice ter wear fine clo’es an’ never have ter do any work all day long.”


  Willoughby thought it innocent of the girl to say this; it reminded him of his own notion as a child—that kings and queens put on their crowns the first thing on rising in the morning. His cordiality rose another degree.


  “If being a gentleman means having nothing to do,” said he, smiling, “I can certainly lay no claim to the title. Life isn’t all beer and skittles with me, any more than it is with you. Which is the better reason for enjoying the present moment, don’t you 91 think? Suppose, now, like a kind little girl, you were to show me the way to Beacon Point, which you say is so pretty?”


  She required no further persuasion. As he walked beside her through the upland fields where the dusk was beginning to fall, and the white evening moths to emerge from their daytime hiding-places, she asked him many personal questions, most of which he thought fit to parry. Taking no offence thereat, she told him, instead, much concerning herself and her family. Thus he learned her name was Esther Stables, that she and her people lived Whitechapel way; that her father was seldom sober, and her mother always ill; and that the aunt with whom she was staying kept the post-office and general shop in Orton village. He learned, too, that Esther was discontented with life in general; that, though she hated being at home, she found the country dreadfully dull; and that, consequently, she was extremely glad to have made his acquaintance. But what he chiefly realised when they parted was that he had spent a couple of pleasant hours talking nonsense with a girl who was natural, simple-minded, and entirely free from that repellently protective atmosphere with which a woman of the “classes” so carefully surrounds herself. He and Esther had “made friends” with the ease and rapidity of children before they have learned the dread meaning of “etiquette,” and they said good-night, not without some talk of meeting each other again.


  Obliged to breakfast at a quarter to eight in town, Willoughby was always luxuriously late when in the country, where he took his meals also in leisurely fashion, often reading from a book propped up on the table before him. But the morning after his meeting with Esther Stables found him less disposed to read than usual. Her image obtruded itself upon the printed page, and at 92 length grew so importunate he came to the conclusion the only way to lay it was to confront it with the girl herself.


  Wanting some tobacco, he saw a good reason for going into Orton. Esther had told him he could get tobacco and everything else at her aunt’s. He found the post-office to be one of the first houses in the widely spaced village-street. In front of the cottage was a small garden ablaze with old-fashioned flowers; and in a larger garden at one side were apple-trees, raspberry and currant bushes, and six thatched beehives on a bench. The bowed windows of the little shop were partly screened by sunblinds; nevertheless the lower panes still displayed a heterogeneous collection of goods—lemons, hanks of yarn, white linen buttons upon blue cards, sugar cones, churchwarden pipes, and tobacco jars. A letter-box opened its narrow mouth low down in one wall, and over the door swung the sign, “Stamps and money-order office,” in black letters on white enamelled iron.


  The interior of the shop was cool and dark. A second glass-door at the back permitted Willoughby to see into a small sitting-room, and out again through a low and square-paned window to the sunny landscape beyond. Silhouetted against the light were the heads of two women: the rough young head of yesterday’s Esther, the lean outline and bugled cap of Esther’s aunt.


  It was the latter who at the jingling of the door-bell rose from her work and came forward to serve the customer; but the girl, with much mute meaning in her eyes and a finger laid upon her smiling mouth, followed behind. Her aunt heard her footfall. “What do you want here, Esther?” she said with thin disapproval; “get back to your sewing.”


  Esther gave the young man a signal seen only by him and slipped out into the side-garden, where he found her when his 93 purchases were made. She leaned over the privet-hedge to intercept him as he passed.


  “Aunt’s an awful ole maid,” she remarked apologetically; “I b’lieve she’d never let me say a word to enny one if she could help it.”


  “So you got home all right last night?” Willoughby inquired; “what did your aunt say to you?”


  “Oh, she arst me where I’d been, and I tolder a lotter lies!” Then, with woman’s intuition, perceiving that this speech jarred, Esther made haste to add, “She’s so dreadful hard on me! I dursn’t tell her I’d been with a gentleman or she’d never have let me out alone again.”


  “And at present I suppose you’ll be found somewhere about that same stile every evening?” said Willoughby foolishly, for he really did not much care whether he met her again or not. Now he was actually in her company he was surprised at himself for having given her a whole morning’s thought; yet the eagerness of her answer flattered him, too.


  “To-night I can’t come, worse luck! It’s Thursday, and the shops here close of a Thursday at five. I’ll havter keep aunt company. But to-morrer?—I can be there to-morrer. You’ll come, say?”


  “Esther!” cried a vexed voice, and the precise, right-minded aunt emerged through the row of raspberry-bushes; “whatever are you thinking about, delayin’ the gentleman in this fashion?” She was full of rustic and official civility for “the gentleman,” but indignant with her niece. “I don’t want none of your London manners down here,” Willoughby heard her say as she marched the girl off.


  He himself was not sorry to be released from Esther’s too friendly eyes, and he spent an agreeable evening over a book, and this time managed to forget her completely.


  94 Though he remembered her first thing next morning, it was to smile wisely and determine he would not meet her again. Yet by dinner-time the day seemed long; why, after all, should he not meet her? By tea-time prudence triumphed anew—no, he would not go. Then he drank his tea hastily and set off for the stile.


  Esther was waiting for him. Expectation had given an additional colour to her cheeks, and her red-brown hair showed here and there a beautiful glint of gold. He could not help admiring the vigorous way in which it waved and twisted, or the little curls which grew at the nape of her neck, tight and close as those of a young lamb’s fleece. Her neck here was admirable, too, in its smooth creaminess; and when her eyes lighted up with such evident pleasure at his coming, how avoid the conviction she was a good and nice girl after all?


  He proposed they should go down into the little copse on the right, where they would be less disturbed by the occasional passer-by. Here, seated on a felled tree-trunk, Willoughby began that bantering silly meaningless form of conversation known among the “classes” as flirting. He had but the wish to make himself agreeable, and to while away the time. Esther, however, misunderstood him.


  Willoughby’s hand lay palm downwards on his knee, and she noticing a ring which he wore on his little finger, took hold of it.


  “What a funny ring!” she said; “let’s look?”


  To disembarrass himself of her touch he pulled the ring off and gave it her to examine.


  “What’s that ugly dark green stone?” she asked.


  “It’s called a sardonyx.”


  “What’s it for?” she said, turning it about.


  “It’s a signet ring, to seal letters with.”


  95 “An’ there’s a sorter king’s head scratched on it, an’ some writin’ too, only I carn’t make it out?”


  “It isn’t the head of a king, although it wears a crown,” Willoughby explained, “but the head and bust of a Saracen against whom my ancestor of many hundred years ago went to fight in the Holy Land. And the words cut round it are the motto of our house, ‘Vertue vaunceth,’ which means virtue prevails.”


  Willoughby may have displayed some slight accession of dignity in giving this bit of family history, for Esther fell into uncontrolled laughter, at which he was much displeased. And when the girl made as though she would put the ring on her own finger, asking, “Shall I keep it?” he coloured up with sudden annoyance.


  “It was only my fun!” said Esther hastily, and gave him the ring back, but his cordiality was gone. He felt no inclination to renew the idle-word pastime, said it was time to go back, and, swinging his cane vexedly, struck off the heads of the flowers and the weeds as he went. Esther walked by his side in complete silence, a phenomenon of which he presently became conscious. He felt rather ashamed of having shown temper.


  “Well, here’s your way home,” said he with an effort at friendliness. “Good-bye, we’ve had a nice evening anyhow. It was pleasant down there in the woods, eh?”


  He was astonished to see her eyes soften with tears, and to hear the real emotion in her voice as she answered, “It was just heaven down there with you until you turned so funny-like. What had I done to make you cross? Say you forgive me, do!”


  “Silly child!” said Willoughby, completely mollified, “I’m not the least angry. There! good-bye!” and like a fool he kissed her.


  He anathematised his folly in the white light of next morning, 96 and, remembering the kiss he had given her, repented it very sincerely. He had an uncomfortable suspicion she had not received it in the same spirit in which it had been bestowed, but, attaching more serious meaning to it, would build expectations thereon which must be left unfulfilled. It were best indeed not to meet her again; for he acknowledged to himself that, though he only half liked, and even slightly feared, her, there was a certain attraction about her—was it in her dark unflinching eyes or in her very red lips?—which might lead him into greater follies still.


  Thus it came about that for two successive evenings Esther waited for him in vain, and on the third evening he said to himself with a grudging relief that by this time she had probably transferred her affections to some one else.


  It was Saturday, the second Saturday since he left town. He spent the day about the farm, contemplated the pigs, inspected the feeding of the stock, and assisted at the afternoon milking. Then at evening, with a refilled pipe, he went for a long lean over the west gate, while he traced fantastic pictures and wove romances in the glories of the sunset clouds.


  He watched the colours glow from gold to scarlet, change to crimson, sink at last to sad purple reefs and isles, when the sudden consciousness of some one being near him made him turn round. There stood Esther, and her eyes were full of eagerness and anger.


  “Why have you never been to the stile again?” she asked him. “You promised to come faithful, and you never came. Why have you not kep your promise? Why?—why?” she persisted, stamping her foot because Willoughby remained silent.


  What could he say! Tell her she had no business to follow him like this; or own, what was, unfortunately, the truth, he was just a little glad to see her?


  97 “P’raps you don’t care to see me?” she said. “Well, why did you kiss me, then?”


  Why, indeed! thought Willoughby, marvelling at his own idiotcy, and yet—such is the inconsistency of man—not wholly without the desire to kiss her again. And while he looked at her she suddenly flung herself down on the hedge-bank at his feet and burst into tears. She did not cover up her face, but simply pressed one cheek down upon the grass while the water poured from her eyes with astonishing abundance. Willoughby saw the dry earth turn dark and moist as it drank the tears in. This, his first experience of Esther’s powers of weeping, distressed him horribly; never in his life before had he seen any one weep like that; he should not have believed such a thing possible, and he was alarmed, too, lest she should be noticed from the house. He opened the gate; “Esther!” he begged, “don’t cry. Come out here, like a dear girl, and let us talk sensibly.”


  Because she stumbled, unable to see her way through wet eyes, he gave her his hand, and they found themselves in a field of corn, walking along the narrow grass-path that skirted it, in the shadow of the hedgerow.


  “What is there to cry about because you have not seen me for two days?” he began; “why, Esther, we are only strangers, after all. When we have been at home a week or two we shall scarcely remember each other’s names.”


  Esther sobbed at intervals, but her tears had ceased. “It’s fine for you to talk of home,” she said to this. “You’ve got something that is a home, I s’pose? But me! my home’s like hell, with nothing but quarrellin’ and cursin’, and father who beats us whether sober or drunk. Yes!” she repeated shrewdly, seeing the lively disgust on Willoughby’s face, “he beat me, all ill as I was, jus’ before I come away. I could show you the bruises on 98 my arms still. And now to go back there after knowin’ you! It’ll be worse than ever. I can’t endure it and I won’t! I’ll put an end to it or myself somehow, I swear!”


  “But, my poor Esther, how can I help it, what can I do?” said Willoughby. He was greatly moved, full of wrath with her father, with all the world which makes women suffer. He had suffered himself at the hands of a woman, and severely, but this, instead of hardening his heart, had only rendered it the more supple. And yet he had a vivid perception of the peril in which he stood. An interior voice urged him to break away, to seek safety in flight even at the cost of appearing cruel or ridiculous; so, coming to a point in the field where an elm-bole jutted out across the path, he saw with relief he could now withdraw his hand from the girl’s, since they must walk singly to skirt round it.


  Esther took a step in advance, stopped and suddenly turned to face him; she held out her two hands and her face was very near his own.


  “Don’t you care for me one little bit?” she said wistfully, and surely sudden madness fell upon him. For he kissed her again, he kissed her many times, and pushed all thoughts of the consequences far from him.


  But some of these consequences already called loudly to him as he and Esther reached the last gate on the road to Orton.


  “You know I have only £130 a year?” he told her: “it’s no very brilliant prospect for you to marry me on that.”


  For he had actually offered her marriage, although such conduct to the mediocre man must appear incredible or at least uncalled for. But to Willoughby it seemed the only course possible. How else justify his kisses, rescue her from her father’s brutality, or bring back the smiles to her face?


  As for Esther, sudden exultation had leaped in her heart; 99 then ere fifty seconds were gone by, she was certain she would never have consented to anything less.


  “O! I’me used to managin’,” she told him confidently, and mentally resolved to buy herself, so soon as she was married, a black feather boa, such as she had coveted last winter.


  Willoughby spent the remaining days of his holiday in thinking out and planning with Esther the details of his return to London and her own, the secrecy to be observed, the necessary legal steps to be taken, and the quiet suburb in which they would set up housekeeping. And, so successfully did he carry out his arrangements, that within five weeks from the day on which he had first met Esther Stables he and she came out one morning from a church in Highbury husband and wife. It was a mellow September day, the streets were filled with sunshine, and Willoughby, in reckless high spirits, imagined he saw a reflection of his own gaiety on the indifferent faces of the passers-by. There being no one else to perform the office he congratulated himself very warmly, and Esther’s frequent laughter filled in the pauses of the day.


  Three months later Willoughby was dining with a friend, and the hour-hand of the clock nearing ten the host no longer resisted the guest’s growing anxiety to be gone. He arose and exchanged with him good wishes and good-byes.


  “Marriage is evidently a most successful institution,” said he, half jesting, half sincere; “you almost make me inclined to go and get married myself. Confess now your thoughts have been at home the whole evening?”


  Willoughby thus addressed turned red to the roots of his hair, but did not deny the soft impeachment.


  The other laughed. “And very commendable they should be,” he continued, “since you are scarcely, so to speak, out of your honeymoon.”


  100 With a social smile on his lips Willoughby calculated a moment before replying, “I have been married exactly three months and three days;” then, after a few words respecting their next meeting, the two shook hands and parted, the young host to finish the evening with books and pipe, the young husband to set out on a twenty minutes’ walk to his home.


  It was a cold clear December night following a day of rain. A touch of frost in the air had dried the pavements, and Willoughby’s footfall ringing upon the stones re-echoed down the empty suburban street. Above his head was a dark remote sky thickly powdered with stars, and as he turned westward Alpherat hung for a moment “comme le point sur un i,” over the slender spire of St. John’s. But he was insensible to the worlds about him; he was absorbed in his own thoughts, and these, as his friend had surmised, were entirely with his wife. For Esther’s face was always before his eyes, her voice was always in his ears, she filled the universe for him; yet only four months ago he had never seen her, had never heard her name. This was the curious part of it—here in December he found himself the husband of a girl who was completely dependent upon him not only for food, clothes, and lodging, but for her present happiness, her whole future life; and last July he had been scarcely more than a boy himself, with no greater care on his mind than the pleasant difficulty of deciding where he should spend his annual three weeks’ holiday.


  But it is events, not months or years, which age. Willoughby, who was only twenty-six, remembered his youth as a sometime companion irrevocably lost to him; its vague, delightful hopes were now crystallised into definite ties, and its happy irresponsibility displaced by a sense of care inseparable perhaps from the most fortunate of marriages.


  As he reached the street in which he lodged his pace involuntarily 101 slackened. While still some distance off his eye sought out and distinguished the windows of the room in which Esther awaited him. Through the broken slats of the Venetian blinds he could see the yellow gaslight within. The parlour beneath was in darkness; his landlady had evidently gone to bed, there being no light over the hall door either. In some apprehension he consulted his watch under the last street-lamp he passed, to find comfort in assuring himself it was only ten minutes after ten. He let himself in with his latch-key, hung up his hat and overcoat by the sense of touch, and, groping his way upstairs, opened the door of the first floor sitting-room.


  At the table in the centre of the room sat his wife, leaning upon her elbows, her two hands thrust up into her ruffled hair; spread out before her was a crumpled yesterday’s newspaper, and so interested was she to all appearance in its contents that she neither spoke nor looked up as Willoughby entered. Around her were the still uncleared tokens of her last meal: tea-slops, bread-crumbs, and an eggshell crushed to fragments upon a plate, which was one of those trifles that set Willoughby’s teeth on edge—whenever his wife ate an egg she persisted in turning the egg-cup upside down upon the tablecloth, and pounding the shell to pieces in her plate with her spoon.


  The room was repulsive in its disorder. The one lighted burner of the gaselier, turned too high, hissed up into a long tongue of flame. The fire smoked feebly under a newly administered shovelful of “slack,” and a heap of ashes and cinders littered the grate. A pair of walking boots, caked in dry mud, lay on the hearthrug just where they had been thrown off. On the mantelpiece, amidst a dozen other articles which had no business there, was a bedroom-candlestick; and every single article of furniture stood crookedly out of its place.


  102 Willoughby took in the whole intolerable picture, and yet spoke with kindliness. “Well, Esther! I’m not so late, after all. I hope you did not feel the time dull by yourself?” Then he explained the reason of his absence. He had met a friend he had not seen for a couple of years, who had insisted on taking him home to dine.


  His wife gave no sign of having heard him; she kept her eyes rivetted on the paper before her.


  “You received my wire, of course,” Willoughby went on, “and did not wait?”


  Now she crushed the newspaper up with a passionate movement, and threw it from her. She raised her head, showing cheeks blazing with anger, and dark, sullen, unflinching eyes.


  “I did wyte then!” she cried. “I wyted till near eight before I got your old telegraph! I s’pose that’s what you call the manners of a ‘gentleman,’ to keep your wife mewed up here, while you go gallivantin’ off with your fine friends?”


  Whenever Esther was angry, which was often, she taunted Willoughby with being “a gentleman,” although this was the precise point about him which at other times found most favour in her eyes. But to-night she was envenomed by the idea he had been enjoying himself without her, stung by fear lest he should have been in company with some other woman.


  Willoughby, hearing the taunt, resigned himself to the inevitable. Nothing that he could do might now avert the breaking storm, all his words would only be twisted into fresh griefs. But sad experience had taught him that to take refuge in silence was more fatal still. When Esther was in such a mood as this it was best to supply the fire with fuel, that, through the very violence of the conflagration, it might the sooner burn itself out.


  So he said what soothing things he could, and Esther caught them up, disfigured them, and flung them back at him with 103 scorn. She reproached him with no longer caring for her; she vituperated the conduct of his family in never taking the smallest notice of her marriage; and she detailed the insolence of the landlady, who had told her that morning she pitied “poor Mr. Willoughby,” and had refused to go out and buy herrings for Esther’s early dinner.


  Every affront or grievance, real or imaginary, since the dayshe [day she] and Willoughby had first met, she poured forth with a fluency due to frequent repetition, for, with the exception of to-day’s added injuries, Willoughby had heard the whole litany many times before.


  While she raged and he looked at her, he remembered he had once thought her pretty. He had seen beauty in her rough brown hair, her strong colouring, her full red mouth. He fell into musing …. a woman may lack beauty, he told himself, and yet be loved…..


  Meantime Esther reached white heats of passion, and the strain could no longer be sustained. She broke into sobs and began to shed tears with the facility peculiar to her. In a moment her face was all wet with the big drops which rolled down her cheeks faster and faster and fell with audible splashes on to the table, on to her lap, on to the floor. To this tearful abundance, formerly a surprising spectacle, Willoughby was now acclimatised; but the remnant of chivalrous feeling not yet extinguished in his bosom forbade him to sit stolidly by while a woman wept, without seeking to console her. As on previous occasions, his peace-overtures were eventually accepted. Esther’s tears gradually ceased to flow, she began to exhibit a sort of compunction, she wished to be forgiven, and, with the kiss of reconciliation, passed into a phase of demonstrative affection perhaps more trying to Willoughby’s patience than all that had preceded it. “You don’t 104 love me?” she questioned, “I’m sure you don’t love me?” she reiterated; and he asseverated that he loved her until he loathed himself. Then at last, only half satisfied, but wearied out with vexation—possibly, too, with a movement of pity at the sight of his haggard face—she consented to leave him; only what was he going to do? she asked suspiciously: write those rubbishing stories of his? Well, he must promise not to stay up more than half an hour at the latest—only until he had smoked one pipe!


  Willoughby promised, as he would have promised anything on earth to secure to himself a half-hour’s peace and solitude. Esther groped for her slippers, which were kicked off under the table; scratched four or five matches along the box and threw them away before she succeeded in lighting her candle; set it down again to contemplate her tear-swollen reflection in the chimney-glass, and burst out laughing.


  “What a fright I do look, to be sure!” she remarked complacently, and again thrust her two hands up through her disordered curls. Then, holding the candle at such an angle that the grease ran over on to the carpet, she gave Willoughby another vehement kiss and trailed out of the room with an ineffectual attempt to close the door behind her.


  Willoughby got up to shut it himself, and wondered why it was that Esther never did any one mortal thing efficiently or well. Good God! how irritable he felt! It was impossible to write. He must find an outlet for his impatience, rend or mend something. He began to straighten the room, but a wave of disgust came over him before the task was fairly commenced. What was the use? To-morrow all would be bad as ever. What was the use of doing anything? He sat down by the table and leaned his head upon his hands.


  * * * * * *


  105 The past came back to him in pictures: his boyhood’s past first of all. He saw again the old home, every inch of which was familiar to him as his own name; he reconstructed in his thought all the old well-known furniture, and replaced it precisely as it had stood long ago. He passed again a childish finger over the rough surface of the faded Utrecht velvet chairs, and smelled again the strong fragrance of the white lilac-tree, blowing in through the open parlour-window. He savoured anew the pleasant mental atmosphere produced by the dainty neatness of cultured women, the companionship of a few good pictures, of a few good books. Yet this home had been broken up years ago, the dear familiar things had been scattered far and wide, never to find themselves under the same roof again; and from those near relatives who still remained to him he lived now hopelessly estranged.


  Then came the past of his first love-dream, when he worshipped at the feet of Nora Beresford, and, with the wholeheartedness of the true fanatic, clothed his idol with every imaginable attribute of virtue and tenderness. To this day there remained a secret shrine in his heart wherein the Lady of his young ideal was still enthroned, although it was long since he had come to perceive she had nothing whatever in common with the Nora of reality. For the real Nora he had no longer any sentiment: she had passed altogether out of his life and thoughts; and yet, so permanent is all influence, whether good or evil, that the effect she wrought upon his character remained. He recognised to-night that her treatment of him in the past did not count for nothing among the various factors which had determined his fate.


  Now the past of only last year returned, and, strangely enough, this seemed farther removed from him than all the rest. He had been particularly strong, well and happy this time last year. Nora was dismissed from his mind, and he had thrown all his energies 106 into his work. His tastes were sane and simple, and his dingy, furnished rooms had become through habit very pleasant to him. In being his own they were invested with a greater charm than another man’s castle. Here he had smoked and studied, here he had made many a glorious voyage into the land of books. Many a home-coming, too, rose up before him out of the dark ungenial streets to a clean blazing fire, a neatly laid cloth, an evening of ideal enjoyment; many a summer twilight when he mused at the open window, plunging his gaze deep into the recesses of his neighbour’s lime-tree, where the unseen sparrows chattered with such unflagging gaiety.


  He had always been given to much day-dreaming, and it was in the silence of his rooms of an evening that he turned his phantasmal adventures into stories for the magazines; here had come to him many an editorial refusal, but, here, too, he had received the news of his first unexpected success. All his happiest memories were embalmed in those shabby, badly furnished rooms.


  Now all was changed. Now might there be no longer any soft indulgence of the hour’s mood. His rooms and everything he owned belonged now to Esther, too. She had objected to most of his photographs, and had removed them. She hated books, and were he ever so ill-advised as to open one in her presence, she immediately began to talk, no matter how silent or how sullen her previous mood had been. If he read aloud to her she either yawned despairingly, or was tickled into laughter where there was no reasonable cause. At first, Willoughby had tried to educate her and had gone hopefully to the task. It is so natural to think you may make what you will of the woman who loves you. But Esther had no wish to improve. She evinced all the self-satisfaction of an illiterate mind. To her husband’s gentle admonitions she replied with brevity that she thought her way 107 quite as good as his; or, if he didn’t approve of her pronunciation, he might do the other thing, she was too old to go to school again. He gave up the attempt, and, with humiliation at his previous fatuity, perceived that it was folly to expect a few weeks of his companionship could alter or pull up the impressions of years, or rather of generations.


  Yet here he paused to admit a curious thing: it was not only Esther’s bad habits which vexed him, but habits quite unblameworthy in themselves, and which he never would have noticed in another, irritated him in her. He disliked her manner of standing, of walking, of sitting in a chair, of folding her hands. Like a lover he was conscious of her proximity without seeing her. Like a lover, too, his eyes followed her every movement, his ear noted every change in her voice. But, then, instead of being charmed by everything as the lover is, everything jarred upon him.


  What was the meaning of this? To-night the anomaly pressed upon him: he reviewed his position. Here was he quite a young man, just twenty-six years of age, married to Esther, and bound to live with her so long as life should last—twenty, forty, perhaps fifty years more. Every day of those years to be spent in her society; he and she face to face, soul to soul; they two alone amid all the whirling, busy, indifferent world. So near together in semblance, in truth so far apart as regards all that makes life dear.


  Willoughby groaned. From the woman he did not love, whom he had never loved, he might not again go free; so much he recognised. The feeling he had once entertained for Esther, strange compound of mistaken chivalry and flattered vanity, was long since extinct; but what, then, was the sentiment with which she inspired him? For he was not indifferent to her—no, never for one instant could he persuade himself he was indifferent, never for one instant could he banish her from his thoughts. His mind’s eye followed 108 her during his hours of absence as pertinaciously as his bodily eye dwelt upon her actual presence. She was the principal object of the universe to him, the centre around which his wheel of life revolved with an appalling fidelity.


  What did it mean? What could it mean? he asked himself with anguish.


  And the sweat broke out upon his forehead and his hands grew cold, for on a sudden the truth lay there like a written word upon the tablecloth before him. This woman, whom he had taken to himself for better for worse, inspired him with a passion—intense indeed, all-masterful, soul-subduing as Love itself—…. But when he understood the terror of his Hatred, he laid his head upon his arms and wept, not facile tears like Esther’s, but tears wrung out from his agonising, unavailing regret.


  ·  ·


  109 Portrait of a Gentleman


  By Will Rothenstein


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company
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  113 Two Sonnets


  By William Watson


  I—The Frontier


  
    At the hushed brink of twilight,—when, as though


    Some solemn journeying phantom paused to lay


    An ominous finger on the awestruck day,


    Earth holds her breath till that great presence go,—


    A moment comes of visionary glow,


    Pendulous ’twixt the gold hour and the grey,


    Lovelier than these, more eloquent than they


    Of memory, foresight, and life’s ebb and flow.

  


  
    So have I known, in some fair woman’s face,


    While viewless yet was Time’s more gross imprint,


    The first, faint, hesitant, elusive hint


    Of that invasion of the vandal years


    Seem deeper beauty than youth’s cloudless grace,


    Wake subtler dreams, and touch me nigh to tears.

  


  114 II—Night on Curbar Edge, Derbyshire


  
    No echo of man’s life pursues my ears;


    Nothing disputes this Desolation’s reign;


    Change comes not, this dread temple to profane,


    Where time by æons reckons, not by years.


    Its patient form one crag, sole-stranded, rears,


    Type of whate’er is destined to remain


    While yon still host encamped on Night’s waste plain


    Keeps armèd watch, a million quivering spears.

  


  
    Hushed are the wild and wing’d lives of the moor;


    The sleeping sheep nestle ’neath ruined wall,


    Or unhewn stones in random concourse hurled:


    Solitude, sleepless, listens at Fate’s door;


    And there is built and ’stablisht over all


    Tremendous Silence, older than the world.

  


  ·  ·


  115 The Reflected Faun†


  By Laurence Housman
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  119 A Sentimental Cellar


  By George Saintsbury


  [It would appear from the reference to a “Queen” that the following piece was written in or with a view to the reign of Queen Anne, though an anachronism or two (such as a reference to the ’45 and a quotation from Adam Smith) may be noted. On the other hand, an occasional mixture of “you” and “thou” seems to argue a date before Johnson. It must at any rate have been composed for, or in imitation of the style of, one or other of the eighteenth-century collections of Essays.]


  It chanced the other day that I had a mind to visit my old friend Falernianus. The maid who opened the door to me showed me into his study, and apologised for her master’s absence by saying that he was in the cellar. He soon appeared, and I rallied him a little on the gravity of his occupation. Falernianus, I must tell you, is neither a drunkard nor a man of fortune. But he has a pretty taste in wine, indulges it rather in collection than in consumption, and arranges his cellar (or, as he sometimes calls it, “cellaret”) himself, having no butler or other man-servant. He took my pleasantry very good-humouredly; and when I asked him further if I might behold this temple of his devotions he complied at once. “’Tis rather a chantry than a temple, 120 Eugenius,” said he, “but you are very welcome to see it if you please; and if you are minded to hear a sermon, perhaps I can preach one different from what you may expect at an Oracle of the Bottle.”


  We soon reached the cavern, which, indeed, was much less magnificent than that over which Bacbuc presided; and I perused, not without interest (for I had often tasted the contents), the various bins in which bottles of different shapes and sizes were stowed away with a modest neatness. Falernianus amused himself, and did not go so far as to weary me, with some tales of luck or disappointment in his purchases, of the singular improvement of this vintage, and the mortifying conduct of that. For these wine-lovers are curious in their phrase; and it is not disgusting to hear them say regretfully that the claret of such and such a year “has not spoken yet”; or that another was long “under the curse of the seventies.” This last phrase, indeed, had a grandiloquent and romantic turn which half surprised me from my friend, a humourist with a special horror of fine speech or writing, and turning sharply I saw a smile on his lips.


  “But,” said I, “my Falernianus, your sermon? For I scarce think that this wine-chat would be dignified by you with such a name.”


  “You are right, Eugenius,” answered he, “but I do not quite know whether I am wise to disclose even to you the ruling fancy under which I have formed this little liquid museum, or Baccheum if you prefer it.”


  “I think you may,” said I, “for in the first place we are old enough friends for such confidences, and in the second I know you to be too much given to laugh at your own foibles to be greatly afraid of another’s ridicule.”


  “You say well,” he said, “so mark! For if my sermon inflicts 121 what our toasts call ennui upon you, remember that in the words of their favourite Molière, ‘You have willed it.’


  “I do not, Eugenius, pretend to be indifferent to good wine in itself. But when I called this little cellar of mine just now a museum I did no dishonour to the daughters of Mnemosyne. For you will observe that wine, by the fact of its keeping powers and by the other fact of its date being known, is a sort of calendar made to the hand of whoso would commemorate, with a festive solemnity, the things that are, as Mr. Dryden says,


  
    ‘Hid in the sacred treasure of the past.’

  


  If not the mere juice of the grape (for the merit of the strongest wine after fifty or sixty years is mostly but itself a memory), strong waters brewed on the day of a man’s birth will keep their fire and gain ever fresh mellowness though he were to outlive the longest lifetime; and in these little flasks here, my Eugenius, you will find a cup of Nantz that was born with me, and that will keep its virtues long after thou and I have gone to solve the great enigma. Again, thou seest those pints of red port which nestle together? Within a few days, Eugenius, of the time when that must was foaming round the Douro peasants, I made mine entrance at the University. You can imagine with what a mixture of tender and humorous feelings I quaff them now and then. When their juice was tunned, what amiable visions, what boyish hopes floated before my eyes! I was to carry off all that Cam or Isis had of honours or profit, all that either could give of learning. I was to have my choice of learned retirement on the one hand, or of ardent struggle at the hoarse bar on the other, with the prizes of the senate beyond. They were scarce throwing down their crust when that dream faded; 122 they had scarce become drinkable by a hasty toper before I saw clearly that metaphysical aid was wanting, and that a very different fate must be mine. I make no moan over it, Eugenius, and I puff away like a worse than prostitute as she is, the demon Envy when she whispers in my ear the names of Titius or Seius, and adds, ‘Had they better parts, or only better stars than you?’ But as they fable that the wine itself throbs with the early movement of the sap in the vines, so, Eugenius, when I sip that cordial (and truth ’tis a noble vintage) the old hopes, the old follies, the old dreams waken in me, and I am once more eighteen.


  “Look yonder again at those cobwebbed vessels of various shapes that lie side by side, although of different vineyards, in the peaceful bins. They all date from a year in which the wheel of fortune brought honest men to the top in England; and if only for a brief space, as, I am told, they sing in North Britain, ‘the de’il went hame wi’ a’ the Whigs before him’ (I must tell you, Mr.——, that Falernianus, though a loyal subject to our good Queen, is a most malignant Tory, and indeed I have heard him impeached of Jacobitism by ill-willers). But no more of politics.” He paused a moment and then went on: “I think I see you smile again, Eugenius, and say to yourself, ‘These are but dry-lipped subjects for so flowing a calendar.’ And to tell the truth, my friend, the main part of my ephemerides of this kind has been filled by the aid of the goddess who was ever nearest and kindest to Bacchus. In yonder bin lie phials of the mightiest port that Lusitanian summers ever blackened, and flasks of sack from the more southern parts of that peninsula, which our Ben or his son Herrick would have loved. In the same year which saw the pressing of these generous juices the earth was made more fair by the birth of Bellamira and Candiope. The blackest purple of the Lusitanian grape is not so black as the tresses of Candiope’s hair, 123 nor doth the golden glow of the sherris approach in flame the locks of Bellamira; but if I let the sunlight play through both, Love, with fantastic triumph, shows me, as the bright motes flicker and flee through the sack, the tawny eyes of Candiope, and the stain, no longer black or purple, but rosy red, that floats from the Oportian juice on the white napery, recalls the velvet blush of Bellamira’s cheek.”


  “And this?” I said, pointing to a bin of Bordeaux near me. “Thou shalt try it this very day,” said Falernianus with a laugh, which I thought carried off some feelings a little overstrained; “’tis a right pleasant wine, and they made it in the year when I first saw the lips of Damaris. The flavour is not unlike theirs, and if it should fluster thine head a little, and cause thee what men call heartburn, I will not say that the effects are wholly dissimilar.” It is not like Falernianus even to jest at women, and I turned to another. His face cleared. “Many a year has passed,” he said, “since the grape that bore that juice was gathered, and even as it was ripening it chanced that I met Lalage and won her. The wine was always good and the love likewise; but in neither in their early years was there half the pleasure that there is now. But I weary you, Eugenius, and perhaps the philosopher speaks truly in saying that these things are not matters of sympathy, or, as the Scripture saith, a stranger is not partaker of them. Suffice it to say that these imprisoned rubies and topazes, amethysts and jacinths, never flash in the glass, nor collect their deeper body of colour in the flagon, without bringing a memory with them, that my lips seldom kiss them without recalling other kisses, my eye never beholds them without seeing other colours and other forms in ‘the sessions of sweet silent thought.’ At the refining of this elixir I assumed the virile gown; when that nectar was fit for drinking I made my first appearance in the field of letters; and 124 this again recalls the death of dear friends and the waning of idle hopes. When I am dead, or if any reverse of fortune makes me part with this cabinet of quintessence, it will pass to heirs or purchasers as so much good wine and nothing more. To me it is that and much more—a casket of magic liquors, a museum, as I have called it, of glasses like that of Dr. Dee, in which I see again the smile of beauty and the hope of youth, in which once more I win, lose, possess, conquer, am defeated; in which I live over again in the recesses of fantasy the vanished life of the past.


  “But it is not often that I preach in this fashion. Let us take a turn in the garden while they get dinner ready, that you may taste,” and he smiled, “that you may taste—if you dare—the wine that I have likened to the lips of Damaris.”


  ·  ·


  125 Night Piece


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  129 Stella Maris


  By Arthur Symons


  
    Why is it I remember yet


    You, of all women one has met


    In random wayfare, as one meets


    The chance romances of the streets,


    The Juliet of a night? I know


    Your heart holds many a Romeo.


    And I, who call to mind your face


    In so serene a pausing-place,


    Where the bright pure expanse of sea,


    The shadowy shore’s austerity,


    Seems a reproach to you and me,


    I too have sought on many a breast


    The ecstasy of love’s unrest,


    I too have had my dreams, and met


    (Ah me!) how many a Juliet.


    Why is it, then, that I recall


    You, neither first nor last of all?


    For, surely as I see to-night


    The glancing of the lighthouse light,


    Against the sky, across the bay,


    As turn by turn it falls my way,


    130 So surely do I see your eyes


    Out of the empty night arise,


    Child, you arise and smile to me


    Out of the night, out of the sea,


    The Nereid of a moment there,


    And is it seaweed in your hair?

  


  
    O lost and wrecked, how long ago,


    Out of the drowned past, I know,


    You come to call me, come to claim


    My share of your delicious shame.


    Child, I remember, and can tell


    One night we loved each other well;


    And one night’s love, at least or most,


    Is not so small a thing to boast.


    You were adorable, and I


    Adored you to infinity,


    That nuptial night too briefly borne


    To the oblivion of morn.


    Oh, no oblivion! for I feel


    Your lips deliriously steal


    Along my neck, and fasten there;


    I feel the perfume of your hair,


    And your soft breast that heaves and dips,


    Desiring my desirous lips,


    And that ineffable delight


    When souls turn bodies, and unite


    In the intolerable, the whole


    Rapture of the embodied soul.

  


  
    That joy was ours, we passed it by;


    You have forgotten me, and I


    131 Remember you thus strangely, won


    An instant from oblivion.


    And I, remembering, would declare


    That joy, not shame, is ours to share,


    Joy that we had the will and power,


    In spite of fate, to snatch one hour,


    Out of vague nights, and days at strife,


    So infinitely full of life.


    And ’tis for this I see you rise,


    A wraith, with starlight in your eyes,


    Here, where the drowsy-minded mood


    Is one with Nature’s solitude;


    For this, for this, you come to me


    Out of the night, out of the sea.

  


  ·  ·


  131 A Study


  By Sir Frederic Leighton, P.R.A.


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  135 Two Sketches


  By Henry Harland


  I—Mercedes


  When I was a child some one gave me a family of white mice. I don’t remember how old I was, I think about ten or eleven; but I remember very clearly the day I received them. It must have been a Thursday, a half-holiday, for I had come home from school rather early in the afternoon. Alexandre, dear old ruddy round-faced Alexandre, who opened the door for me, smiled in a way that seemed to announce, “There’s a surprise in store for you, sir.” Then my mother smiled too, a smile, I thought, of peculiar promise and interest. After I had kissed her she said, “Come into the dining-room. There’s something you will like.” Perhaps I concluded it would be something to eat. Anyhow, all agog with curiosity, I followed her into the dining-room—and Alexandre followed me, anxious to take part in the rejoicing. In the window stood a big cage, enclosing the family of white mice.


  I remember it as a very big cage indeed; no doubt I should find it shrunken to quite moderate dimensions if I could see it again. There were three generations of mice in it: a fat old couple, the founders of the race, dozing phlegmatically on their 136 laurels in a corner; then a dozen medium-sized, slender mice, trim and youthful-looking, rushing irrelevantly hither and thither, with funny inquisitive little faces; and then a squirming mass of pink things, like caterpillars, that were really infant mice, newborn. They didn’t remain infants long, though. In a few days they had put on virile togas of white fur, and were scrambling about the cage and nibbling their food as independently as their elders. The rapidity with which my mice multiplied and grew to maturity was a constant source of astonishment to me. It seemed as if every morning I found a new litter of young mice in the cage—though how they had effected an entrance through the wire gauze that lined it was a hopeless puzzle—and these would have become responsible, self-supporting mice in no time.


  My mother told me that somebody had sent me this soul-stirring present from the country, and I dare say I was made to sit down and write a letter of thanks. But I’m ashamed to own I can’t remember who the giver was. I have a vague notion that it was a lady, an elderly maiden-lady—Mademoiselle….. something that began with P— who lived near Tours, and who used to come to Paris once or twice a year, and always brought me a box of prunes.


  Alexandre carried the cage into my play-room, and set it up against the wall. I stationed myself in front of it, and remained there all the rest of the afternoon, gazing in, entranced. To watch their antics, their comings and goings, their labours and amusements, to study their shrewd, alert physiognomies, to wonder about their feelings, thoughts, intentions, to try to divine the meaning of their busy twittering language—it was such keen, deep delight. Of course I was an anthropomorphist, and read a great deal of human nature into them; otherwise it wouldn’t have been such fun. I dragged myself reluctantly away when I was 137 called to dinner. It was hard that evening to apply myself to my school-books. Before I went to bed I paid them a parting visit; they were huddled together in their nest of cotton-wool, sleeping soundly. And I was up at an unheard-of hour next morning, to have a bout with them before going to school. I found Alexandre, in his nightcap and long white apron, occupied with the soins de propreté, as he said. He cleaned out the cage, put in fresh food and water, and then, pointing to the fat old couple, the grandparents, who stopped lazily abed, sitting up and rubbing their noses together, whilst their juniors scampered merrily about their affairs, “Tiens! On dirait Monsieur et Madame Denis,” he cried. I felt the appositeness of his allusion; and the old couple were forthwith officially denominated Monsieur and Madame Denis, for their resemblance to the hero and heroine of the song—though which was Monsieur, and which Madame, I’m not sure that I ever clearly knew.


  It was a little after this that I was taken for the first time in my life to the play. I fancy the theatre must have been the Porte St. Martin; at any rate, it was a theatre in the Boulevard, and towards the East, for I remember the long drive we had to reach it. And the piece was The Count of Monte Cristo. In my memory the adventure shines, of course, as a vague blur of light and joy; a child’s first visit to the play, and that play The Count of Monte Cristo! It was all the breath-taking pleasantness of romance made visible, audible, actual. A vague blur of light and joy, from which only two details separate themselves. First, the prison scene, and an aged man, with a long white beard, moving a great stone from the wall; then—the figure of Mercedes. I went home terribly in love with Mercedes. Surely there are no such grandes passions in maturer life as those helpless, inarticulate ones we burn in secret with before our teens; surely we never love 138 again so violently, desperately, consumedly. Anyhow, I went home terribly in love with Mercedes. And—do all children lack humour?—I picked out the prettiest young ladyish-looking mouse in my collection, cut off her moustaches, adopted her as my especial pet, and called her by the name of my dea certè.


  All of my mice by this time had become quite tame. They had plenty to eat and drink, and a comfortable home, and not a care in the world; and familiarity with their master had bred assurance; and so they had become quite tame and shamefully, abominably lazy. Luxury, we are taught, was ever the mother of sloth. I could put my hand in amongst them, and not one would bestir himself the littlest bit to escape me. Mercedes and I were inseparable. I used to take her to school with me every day; she could be more conveniently and privately transported than a lamb. Each lycéen had a desk in front of his form, and she would spend the school-hours in mine, I leaving the lid raised a little, that she might have light and air. One day, the usher having left the room for a moment, I put her down on the floor, thereby creating a great excitement amongst my fellow-pupils, who got up from their places and formed an eager circle round her. Then suddenly the usher came back, and we all hurried to our seats, while he, catching sight of Mercedes, cried out, “A mouse! A white mouse! Who dares to bring a white mouse to the class?” And he made a dash for her. But she was too quick, too ’cute, “for the likes of” Monsieur le Pion. She gave a jump, and in the twinkling of an eye had disappeared up my leg, under my trousers. The usher searched high and low for her, but she prudently remained in her hiding-place; and thus her life was saved, for when he had abandoned his ineffectual chase, he announced, “I should have wrung her neck.” I turned pale to imagine the doom she had escaped as by a hair’s breadth. “It is useless to ask which 139 of you brought her here,” he continued. “But mark my words: if ever I find a mouse again in the class I will wring her neck!” And yet, in private life, this bloodthirsty pion was a quite gentle, kindly, underfed, underpaid, shabby, struggling fellow, with literary aspirations, who would not have hurt a fly.


  The secrets of a schoolboy’s pocket! I once saw a boy surreptitiously angling in Kensington Gardens, with a string and a bent pin. Presently he landed a fish, a fish no bigger than your thumb, perhaps, but still a fish. Alive and wet and flopping as it was, he slipped it into his pocket. I used to carry Mercedes about in mine. One evening, when I put in my hand to take her out, I discovered to my bewilderment that she was not alone. There were four little pink mites of infant mice clinging to her.


  I had enjoyed my visit to the theatre so much that at the jour de l’an my father included a toy-theatre among my presents. It had a real curtain of green baize, that would roll up and down, and beautiful coloured scenery that you could shift, and footlights, and a trap-door in the middle of the stage; and indeed it would have been altogether perfect, except for the Company. I have since learned that this is not infrequently the case with theatres. My company consisted of pasteboard men and women who, as artists, struck me as eminently unsatisfactory. They couldn’t move their arms or legs, and they had such stolid, uninteresting faces. I don’t know how it first occurred to me to turn them all off, and fill their places with my mice. Mercedes, of course, was leading lady; Monsieur and Madame Denis were the heavy parents; and a gentlemanlike young mouse named Leander was jeune premier. Then, in my leisure, they used to act the most tremendous plays. I was stage-manager, prompter, playwright, chorus, and audience, placing the theatre before a looking-glass, so that, though my duties kept me behind, I could peer round the 140 edge, and watch the spectacle as from the front. I would invent the lines and deliver them, but, that my illusion might be the more complete, I would change my voice for each personage The lines tried hard to be verses; no doubt they were vers libres. At any rate, they were mouth-filling and sonorous. The first play we attempted, I need hardly say, was Le Comte de Monte Cristo, such version of it as I could reconstruct from memory. That had rather a long run. Then I dramatised Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp, Paul et Virginie, Quentin Durward, and La Dame de Monsoreau. Mercedes made a charming Diane, Leander a brilliant and dashing Bussy; Monsieur Denis was cast for the rôle of Frère Gorenflot; and a long, thin, cadaverous-looking mouse, Don Quichotte by name, somewhat inadequately represented Chicot. We began, as you see, with melodrama; presently we descended to light comedy, playing Les Mémoires d’un Ane, Jean qui rit, and other works of the immortal Madame de Ségur. And then at last we turned a new leaf, and became naturalistic. We had never heard of the naturalist school, though Monsieur Zola had already published some volumes of the Rougon-Macquart; but ideas are in the air; and we, for ourselves, discovered the possibilities of naturalism simultaneously, as it were, with the acknowledged apostle of that form of art. We would impersonate the characters of our own world—our schoolfellows and masters, our parents, servants, friends—and carry them through experiences and situations derived from our impressions of real life. Perhaps we rather led them a dance; and I dare say those we didn’t like came in for a good dea [deal] of retributive justice. It was a little universe, of which we were the arch-arbiters, our will the final law.


  I don’t know whether all children lack humour; but I’m sure no grown-up author-manager can take his business more seriously 141 than I took mine. Oh, I enjoyed it hugely; the hours I spent at it were enraptured hours; but it was grim, grim earnest. After a while I began to long for a less subjective public, a more various audience. I would summon the servants, range them in chairs at one end of the room, conceal myself behind the theatre, and spout the play with fervid solemnity. And they would giggle, and make flippant commentaries, and at my most impassioned climaxes burst into guffaws. My mice, as has been said, were overfed and lazy, and I used to have to poke them through their parts with sticks from the wings; but this was a detail which a superior imagination should have accepted as one of the conventions of the art. It made the servants laugh, however; and when I would step to the front in person, and, with tears in my eyes, beseech them to be sober, they would but laugh the louder. “Bless you, sir, they’re only mice—ce ne sont que des souris,” the cook called out on one such occasion. She meant it as an apology and a consolation, but it was the unkindest cut of all. Only mice, indeed! To me they had been a young gentleman and lady lost in the Desert of Sahara, near to die for the want of water, and about to be attacked, captured, and sold into slavery, by a band of Bedouin Arabs. Ah, well, the artist must steel himself to meet with indifference or derision from the public, to be ignored, misunderstood, or jeered at; and to rely for his real, his legitimate, reward on the pleasure he finds in his work.


  And now there befell a great change in my life. Our home in Paris was broken up, and we moved to St. Petersburg. It was impossible to take my mice with us; their cage would have hopelessly complicated our impedimenta. So we gave them to the children of our concierge. Mercedes, however, I was resolved I would not part with, and I carried her all the way to the Russian capital by hand. In my heart I was looking to her to found 142 another family—she had so frequently become a mother in the past. But month succeeded month, and she forever disappointed me, and at last I abandoned hope. In solitude and exile Mercedes degenerated sadly; got monstrously fat; too indolent to gnaw, let her teeth grow to a preposterous length; and in the end died of a surfeit of smetana.


  When I returned to Paris, at the age of twenty, to faire mon droit in the Latin Quarter, I paid a visit to our old house, and discovered the same old concierge in the loge. I asked her about the mice, and she told me her children had found the care of them such a bother that at first they had neglected them, and at last allowed them to escape. “They took to the walls, and for a long time afterwards, Monsieur, the mice of this neighbourhood were pied. To this day they are of a paler hue than elsewhere.”


  II—A Broken Looking-Glass


  He climbed the three flights of stone stairs, and put his key into the lock; but before he turned it, he stopped—to rest, to take breath. On the door his name was painted in big white letters, Mr. Richard Dane. It is always silent in the Temple at midnight; to-night the silence was dense, like a fog. It was Sunday night; and on Sunday night, even within the hushed precincts of the Temple, one is conscious of a deeper hush.


  When he had lighted the lamp in his sitting-room, he let himself drop into an arm-chair before the empty fireplace. He was tired, he was exhausted. Yet nothing had happened to tire him. He had dined, as he always dined on Sundays, with the Rodericks, in Cheyne Walk; he had driven home in a hansom. There was 143 no reason why he should be tired. But he was tired. A deadly lassitude penetrated his body and his spirit, like a fluid. He was too tired to go to bed.


  “I suppose I am getting old,” he thought.


  To a second person the matter would have appeared one not of supposition but of certainty, not of progression but of accomplishment. Getting old indeed? But he was old. It was an old man, grey and wrinkled and wasted, who sat there, limp, sunken upon himself, in his easy-chair. In years, to be sure, he was under sixty; but he looked like a man of seventy-five.


  “I am getting old, I suppose I am getting old.”


  And vaguely, dully, he contemplated his life, spread out behind him like a misty landscape, and thought what a failure it had been. What had it come to? What had it brought him? What had he done or won? Nothing, nothing. It had brought him nothing but old age, solitude, disappointment, and, to-night especially, a sense of fatigue and apathy that weighed upon him like a suffocating blanket. On a table, a yard or two away, stood a decanter of whisky, with some soda-water bottles and tumblers; he looked at it with heavy eyes, and he knew that there was what he needed. A little whisky would strengthen him, revive him, and make it possible for him to bestir himself and undress and go to bed. But when he thought of rising and moving to pour the whisky out, he shrunk from that effort as from an Herculean labour; no—he was too tired. Then his mind went back to the friends he had left in Chelsea half an hour ago; it seemed an indefinably long time ago, years and years ago; they were like blurred phantoms, dimly remembered from a remote past.


  Yes, his life had been a failure; total, miserable, abject. It had come to nothing; its harvest was a harvest of ashes. If it had been a useful life, he could have accepted its unhappiness; if it 144 had been a happy life, he could have forgotten its uselessness; but it had been both useless and unhappy. He had done nothing for others, he had won nothing for himself. Oh, but he had tried, he had tried. When he had left Oxford people expected great things of him; he had expected great things of himself. He was admitted to be clever, to be gifted; he was ambitious, he was in earnest. He wished to make a name, he wished to justify his existence by fruitful work. And he had worked hard. He had put all his knowledge, all his talent, all his energy, into his work; he had not spared himself; he had passed laborious days and studious nights. And what remained to show for it? Three or four volumes upon Political Economy, that had been read in their day a little, discussed a little, and then quite forgotten—superseded by the books of newer men. “Pulped, pulped,” he reflected bitterly. Except for a stray dozen of copies scattered here and there—in the British Museum, in his College library, on his own bookshelves—his published writings had by this time (he could not doubt) met with the common fate of unsuccessful literature, and been “pulped.”


  “Pulped—pulped; pulped—pulped.” The hateful word beat rhythmically again and again in his tired brain; and for a little while that was all he was conscious of.


  So much for the work of his life. And for the rest? The play? The living? Oh, he had nothing to recall but failure. It had sufficed that he should desire a thing, for him to miss it; that he should set his heart upon a thing, for it to be removed beyond the sphere of his possible acquisition. It had been so from the beginning; it had been so always. He sat motionless as a stone, and allowed his thoughts to drift listlessly hither and thither in the current of memory. Everywhere they encountered wreckage, derelicts: defeated aspirations, broken hopes. Languidly 145 he envisaged these. He was too tired to resent, to rebel. He even found a certain sluggish satisfaction in recognising with what unvarying harshness destiny had treated him, in resigning himself to the unmerited.


  He caught sight of his hand, lying flat and inert upon the brown leather arm of his chair. His eyes rested on it, and for the moment he forgot everything else in a sort of torpid study of it. How white it was, how thin, how withered; the nails were parched into minute corrugations; the veins stood out like dark wires; the skin hung loosely on it, and had a dry lustre: an old man’s hand. He gazed at it fixedly, till his eyes closed and his head fell forward. But he was not sleepy, he was only tired and weak.


  He raised his head with a start, and changed his position. He felt cold; but to endure the cold was easier than to get up, and put something on, or go to bed.


  How silent the world was; how empty his room. An immense feeling of solitude, of isolation, fell upon him. He was quite cut off from the rest of humanity here. If anything should happen to him, if he should need help of any sort, what could he do? Call out? But who would hear? At nine in the morning the porter’s wife would come with his tea. But if anything should happen to him in the meantime? There would be nothing for it but to wait till nine o’clock.


  Ah, if he had married, if he had had children, a wife, a home of his own, instead of these desolate bachelor chambers!


  If he had married, indeed! It was his sorrow’s crown of sorrow that he had not married, that he had not been able to marry, that the girl he had wished to marry wouldn’t have him. Failure? Success? He could have accounted failure in other things a trifle, he could have laughed at what the world calls failure, if Elinor 146 Lynd had been his wife. But that was the heart of his misfortune, she wouldn’t have him.


  He had met her for the first time when he was a lad of twenty, and she a girl of eighteen. He could see her palpable before him now: her slender girlish figure, her bright eyes, her laughing mouth, her warm brown hair curling round her forehead. Oh, how he had loved her. For twelve years he had waited upon her, wooed her, hoped to win her. But she had always said, “No—I don’t love you. I am very fond of you; I love you as a friend; we all love you that way—my mother, my father, my sisters. But I can’t marry you.” However, she married no one else, she loved no one else; and for twelve years he was an ever-welcome guest in her father’s house; and she would talk with him, play to him, pity him; and he could hope. Then she died. He called one day, and they said she was ill. After that there came a blank in his memory—a gulf, full of blackness and redness, anguish and confusion; and then a sort of dreadful sudden calm, when they told him she was dead.


  He remembered standing in her room, after the funeral, with her father, her mother, her sister Elizabeth. He remembered the pale daylight that filled it, and how orderly and cold and forsaken it all looked. And there was her bed, the bed she had died in; and there her dressing-table, with her combs and brushes; and there her writing-desk, her bookcase. He remembered a row of medicine bottles on the mantelpiece; he remembered the fierce anger, the hatred of them, as if they were animate, that had welled up in his heart as he looked at them, because they had failed to do their work.


  “You will wish to have something that was hers, Richard,” her mother said. “What would you like?”


  On her dressing-table there was a small looking-glass in an 147 ivory frame. He asked if he might have that, and carried it away with him. She had looked into it a thousand times, no doubt; she had done her hair in it; it had reflected her, enclosed her, contained her. He could almost persuade himself that something of her must remain in it. To own it was like owning something of herself. He carried it home with him, hugging it to his side with a kind of passion.


  He had prized it, he prized it still, as his dearest treasure; the looking-glass in which her face had been reflected a thousand times; the glass that had contained her, known her; in which something of herself, he felt, must linger. To handle it, look at it, into it, behind it, was like holding a mystic communion with her; it gave him an emotion that was infinitely sweet and bitter, a pain that was dissolved in joy.


  The glass lay now, folded in its ivory case, on the chimney-shelf in front of him. That was its place; he always kept it on his chimney-shelf, so that he could see it whenever he glanced round his room. He leaned back in his chair, and looked at it; for a long time his eyes remained fixed upon it. “If she had married me, she wouldn’t have died. My love, my care, would have healed her. She could not have died.” Monotonously, automatically, the phrase repeated itself over and over again in his mind, while his eyes remained fixed on the ivory case into which her looking-glass was folded. It was an effect of his fatigue, no doubt, that his eyes, once directed upon an object, were slow to leave it for another; that a phrase once pronounced in his thought had this tendency to repeat itself over and over again.


  But at last he roused himself a little, and leaning forward, put his hand out and up, to take the glass from the shelf. He wished to hold it, to touch it and look into it. As he lifted it towards him, it fell open, the mirror proper being fastened to a leather 148 back, which was glued to the ivory, and formed a hinge. It fell open; and his gasp had been insecure; and the jerk as it opened was enough. It slipped from his fingers, and dropped with a crash upon the hearthstone.


  The sound went through him like a physical pain. He sank back into his chair, and closed his eyes. His heart was beating as after a mighty physical exertion. He knew vaguely that a calamity had befallen him; he could vaguely imagine the splinters of shattered glass at his feet. But his physical prostration was so great as to obliterate, to neutralise, emotion. He felt very cold. He felt that he was being hurried along with terrible speed through darkness and cold air. There was the continuous roar of rapid motion in his ears, a faint, dizzy bewilderment in his head. He felt that he was trying to catch hold of things, to stop his progress, but his hands closed upon emptiness; that he was trying to call out for help, but he could make no sound. On—on—on, he was deing [being] whirled through some immeasurable abyss of space.


  * * * * *


  “Ah, yes, he’s dead, quite dead,” the doctor said. “He has been dead some hours. He must have passed away peacefully sitting here in his chair.”


  “Poor gentleman,” said the porter’s wife. “And a broken looking-glass beside him. Oh, it’s a sure sign, a broken looking-glass.”


  ·  ·


  149 Portrait of a Lady


  By Will Rothenstein


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company


  ·  ·
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  153 Two Poems


  By Edmund Gosse


  I—Alere Flammam


  To A. C. B.


  
    In ancient Rome, the secret fire,—


    An intimate and holy thing,—


    Was guarded by a tender choir


    Of kindred maidens in a ring;


    Deep, deep within the house it lay,


    No stranger ever gazed thereon,


    But, flickering still by night and day,


    The beacon of the house, it shone;


    Thro’ birth and death, from age to age,


    It passed, a quenchless heritage;

  


  
    And there were hymns of mystic tone


    Sung round about the family flame,


    Beyond the threshold all unknown,


    Fast-welded to an ancient name;


    There sacrificed the sire as priest,


    Before that altar, none but he,


    154 Alone he spread the solemn feast


    For a most secret deity;


    He knew the god had once been sire,


    And served the same memorial fire.

  


  
    Ah! so, untouched by windy roar


    Of public issues loud and long,


    The Poet holds the sacred door,


    And guards the glowing coal of song;


    Not his to grasp at praise or blame,


    Red gold, or crowns beneath the sun,


    His only pride to tend the flame


    That Homer and that Virgil won,


    Retain the rite, preserve the act,


    And pass the worship on intact.

  


  
    Before the shrine at last he falls;


    The crowd rush in, a chattering band


    But, ere he fades in death, he calls


    Another priest to ward the brand;


    He, with a gesture of disdain,


    Flings back the ringing brazen gate,


    Reproves, repressing, the profane,


    And feeds the flame in primal state;


    Content to toil and fade in turn,


    If still the sacred embers burn.

  


  155 II—A Dream of November


  
    Far, far away, I know not where, I know not how,


    The skies are grey, the boughs are bare, bare boughs in flower:


    Long lilac silk is softly drawn from bough to bough,


    With flowers of milk and buds of fawn, a broidered shower.

  


  
    Beneath that tent an Empress sits, with slanted eyes,


    And wafts of scent from censers flit, a lilac flood;


    Around her throne bloom peach and plum in lacquered dyes,


    And many a blown chrysanthemum, and many a bud.

  


  
    She sits and dreams, while bonzes twain strike some rich bell,


    Whose music seems a metal rain of radiant dye;


    In this strange birth of various blooms, I cannot tell


    Which spring from earth, which slipped from looms, which sank from sky.

  


  
    Beneath her wings of lilac dim, in robes of blue,


    The Empress sings a wordless hymn that thrills her bower;


    My trance unweaves, and winds, and shreds, and forms anew


    Dark bronze, bright leaves, pure silken threads, in triple flower.

  


  ·  ·


  155 Portrait of Mrs. Patrick Campbell


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  Reproduced by the Swan Electric Engraving Company
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  157 The Dedication


  By Fred M. Simpson


  Persons Represented


  Lucy Rimmerton. Harold Sekbourne


  Scene I—The period is 1863


  The sitting-room in Lucy Rimmerton’s lodgings. She is seated in front of the fire making some toast.


  Lucy. There! I think that will do, although it isn’t anything very great. [Rises.] What a colour I must have! Harold says I always manage to toast myself very much better than I do the bread. [Lights the gas, and begins arranging some flowers on the table.] His favourite flowers; I know he will be pleased when he sees them. How strange it is that he should really care for me!—I, who am so commonplace and ordinary, hardly pretty either, although he says I am. I always tell him he might have done so much better than propose to a poor governess without a penny.—Oh, if only his book proves a success!—a really great success!—how glorious it will be! Why doesn’t the wretched 160 publisher make haste and bring it out? I believe he is keeping it back on purpose. What dreadful creatures they are! At first—squabble, squabble, squabble; squabble about terms, squabble about this, another squabble about that, and then, when everything is finally arranged, delay, delay, delay. “You must wait for the publishing season.” As though a book were a young lady whose future might be seriously jeopardised if it made its début at an unfashionable time.


  [The door opens, and Harold bursts into the room.]


  Harold. It’s out, it’s out; out at last.


  Lucy. What, the book! Really! Where is it? Do show it to me.


  Harold. Do you think you deserve it!


  Lucy. Oh! don’t tantalise me. Have you seen it? What is it like!


  Harold. It is printed, and very much like other books.


  Lucy. You are horrid. I believe you have it with you. Have you?


  Harold. And what if I say yes?


  Lucy. You have. Do let me see it.


  Harold. And will you be very good if I do!


  Lucy. I’ll be angelic.


  Harold. Then on that condition only—There! take it gently. [Lucy snatches it, and cuts the string.] I thought you never cut string?


  Lucy. There is never a never that hasn’t an exception.


  Harold. Not a woman’s, certainly.


  Lucy. Oh! how nice it looks! And to think that it is yours, really and truly yours. “Grace: a Sketch. By Harold Sekbourne.” It’s delicious! [Holding the book, dances round the room.]


  161 Harold. I shall begin to be jealous. You will soon be more in love with my book than you are with me.


  Lucy. And why shouldn’t I be? Haven’t you always said that a man’s work is the best part of him?


  Harold. If my silly sayings are to be brought up in evidence against me like this, I shall——


  Lucy. You shall what?


  Harold. Take the book back.


  Lucy. Oh, will you? I should like to see you do it. [Holds it behind her.] You have got to get it first.


  Harold. And what are you going to give me for it?


  Lucy. Isn’t it a presentation copy?


  Harold. It is the very first to leave the printer’s.


  Lucy. Then you ought not to want any payment.


  Harold. I do though, all the same. Come—no payment, no book.


  Lucy. There, there, there!


  Harold. And there.


  Lucy. Oh! don’t! You’ll stifle me. And is this for me; may I really keep it?


  Harold. Of course you may; I brought it expressly for you.


  Lucy. How nice of you! And you’ll write my name in it?


  Harold. I’ll write the dedication.


  Lucy. What do you mean?


  Harold. You shall see. Pen and ink for the author! A new pen and virgin ink!


  Lucy. Your Authorship has but to command to be obeyed.


  Harold. [Sitting down, writes.] It is printed in all the other copies, but this one I have had bound specially for you, with a blank sheet where the dedication comes, so that in your copy, and yours alone, I can write it myself. There.


  162 Lucy. [Looks over his shoulder and reads.] “To my Lady Luce.” Oh, Harold, you have dedicated it to me!


  Harold. Who else could I dedicate it to? although ’tis—


  
    “Not so much honouring thee,


    As giving it a hope that now


    It may immortal be.”

  


  Lucy. It is good of you.


  Harold. [Writes again.] “Harold Sekbourne”—what’s to-day?—oh, yes, “3rd November, 1863.”


  Lucy. And will people know who the “Lady Luce” is?


  Harold. They will some day. The dedication in my next book shall be “To my Lady Wife.”


  Lucy. I wonder if I shall ever be that. It seems so long coming.


  Harold. I don’t mind when it is—to-morrow, if you like.


  Lucy. Don’t talk nonsense, although it is my fault for beginning it. And now sit down—no, here in the arm-chair—and you shall have some nice tea.


  [She makes and pours out the tea as Harold talks.]


  Harold. You won’t have to wait long if this proves a success: and it will be one. I know it; I feel it. It isn’t only that everybody who has read it, likes it; it’s something else that I can’t describe, not even to you; a feeling inside, that—call it conceit if you like, but it isn’t conceit; it isn’t conceit to feel confidence in oneself. Why, look at the trash, the arrant trash, that succeeds every day; you will say, perhaps, that it succeeds because it is trash, that trash is what people want—they certainly get it. But no book that ever had real stuff in it has failed yet, and I feel that—Ha! ha! the same old feeling mentioned above. Don’t think me an awful prig, Luce. I don’t talk to anybody else as I do to you; and if you only knew what a relief it is to 163 me to let myself go a bit occasionally, you would excuse everything.


  Lucy. You have a right to be conceited.


  Harold. Not yet. I have done nothing yet; but I mean to. [Takes up the book.] I wonder what will become of you and your fellows; what will be your future? Will you one day adorn the shelves of libraries, figure in catalogues of “Rare books and first editions,” and be contended for by snuffy, long-clothed bibliomaniacs, who will bid one against the other for the honour of possessing you? Or will you descend to the tables of secondhand book-stalls marked at a great reduction; or lie in a heap, with other lumber, outside the shop-front, all this lot sixpence each, awaiting there, uncared for, unnoticed, and unknown, your ultimate destination, the dust-hole?


  Lucy. You are horrid. What an idea!


  Harold. No, I don’t think that will be your end. [Puts down the book.] You are not going to the dustbin, you are going to be a success. No more hack work for me after this. Why, supposing only the first edition is sold, I more than clear expenses, and if it runs to two—ten—twenty editions, I shall receive—the amount fairly takes my breath away. Twentieth thousand; doesn’t it sound fine? We shall have our mansion in Grosvenor Square yet, Luce; and that charming, little old house we saw the other day up the river—we’ll have that, too; so that we can run down here from Saturday to Monday, to get away from London fog and nastiness. Yes, I am going to be rich some day—rich—in ten years’ time, if this book gets a fair start and I have anything like decent luck, I shall be the best known author in England. [Rises.] The son of the old bookseller who failed will be able then to repay those who helped him when he wanted help, and, more delightful thought still, pay back those with interest 164 who did their best to keep him down, when they could just as easily have helped him to rise. I am going to have a success, I feel it. In a few weeks’ time I’ll bring you a batch of criticisms that will astonish you. But what is the matter? why so silent all of a sudden? has my long and conceited tirade disgusted you?


  Lucy. No, not at all.


  Harold. Then what is it?


  Lucy. I was only thinking that—[hesitates].


  Harold. Thinking what? About me:


  Lucy. Yes, about you and—and also about myself


  Harold. That is just as it should be, about us two together.


  Lucy. Yes, but I was afraid——


  Harold. [Smiling.] Afraid! what of?


  Lucy. Nothing, nothing really. I am ashamed that—let me give you some more tea.


  Harold. No, thanks. Come, let me hear, make a clean breast of it.


  Lucy. I can’t, really; you would only laugh at me.


  Harold. Then why deny me a pleasure, for you know I love to laugh?


  Lucy. Well, then—if you become famous—and rich——


  Harold. If I do; well?


  Lucy. You won’t—you won’t forget me, will you?


  Harold. Forget you, what an idea! Why do I want to become famous? why do I want to become rich? For my own sake? for the sake of the money? Neither. I want it for your sake, so that you can be rich; so that you can have everything you can possibly want. I don’t mind roughing it a bit myself, but——


  Lucy. No more do I: I am sure we might be very happy living even here.


  Harold. No, thank you; no second pair fronts for me, or, 165 rather, none for my wife. I want you to forget all about this place, as though it had never existed; I want you to only remember your giving lessons as a nightmare which has passed and gone. I want you to take a position in the world, to go into society——


  Lucy. But, Harold——


  Harold. To entertain, receive, lead——


  Lucy. But I could never lead. I detest receiving. I hate entertaining——


  Harold. Except me.


  Lucy. I often wonder if I do. You are so clever and I——


  Harold. Such a goose. Whatever put such ideas into your head? Why, you are actually crying.


  Lucy. I am not.


  Harold. Then what is that? [Puts his finger against her cheek.] What is that little sparkling drop?


  Lucy. It must be a tear of joy, then.


  Harold. Which shall be used to christen the book!


  Lucy. Oh, don’t—there, you have left a mark.


  Harold. It is your fault. My finger wouldn’t have done it by itself. Are you going to be silly any more?


  Lucy. No, I am not.


  Harold. And you are going to love me, believe in me, and trust me?


  Lucy. I do all three—implicitly


  Harold. [He kisses her.] The seal of the trinity. [Looks at his watch.] By Jove, I must be going.


  Lucy. So soon?


  Harold. Rather; I have to dine in Berkeley Square at eight o’clock, at Sir Humphrey Mockton’s. You would like their house, it’s a beauty, a seventeenth or eighteenth century one, with such 166 a gorgeous old staircase. He’s awfully rich, and just a little bit vulgar—“wool” I think it was, or “cottons,” or some other commodity; but his daughter is charming—I should say daughters, as there are two of them, so you needn’t be jealous.


  Lucy. Jealous? of course I am not. Have you known them long?


  Harold. Oh! some little time. They are awfully keen to see my book. I am going to take—send them a copy. You see I must be civil to these people, they know such an awful lot of the right sort; and their recommendation of a book will have more weight than fifty advertisements. So good-bye. [Takes his overcoat.]


  Lucy. Let me help you. But you are going without noticing my flowers.


  Harold. I have been admiring them all along, except when I was looking at you.


  Lucy. Don’t be silly.


  Harold. They are charming. Sir Humphrey has some orchids just the same colours; you ought to see them; he has basketsful sent up every week from his place in Surrey.


  Lucy. No wonder my poor little chrysanthemums didn’t impress you.


  Harold. What nonsense! I would give more for one little flower from you, than for the contents of all his conservatories.


  Lucy. Then you shall have that for nothing.


  Harold. Don’t, it will destroy the bunch.


  Lucy. What does that matter? they are all yours.


  Harold. You do your best to spoil me.


  Lucy. [Pins the flower into his button-hole.] Don’t talk nonsense. There!


  Harold. What a swell you have made me look!


  167 Lucy. Good-bye; when shall I see you again?


  Harold. Not until Sunday, I am afraid; I am so busy just now. But I’ll come round early, and, if fine, we’ll go and lunch at Richmond, and have a good walk across the Park afterwards. Would you like it?


  Lucy. Above all things, but—but don’t spend all your money on me.


  Harold. Bother the money! I am going to be rich. Good-bye till Sunday.


  Lucy. Au revoir; and while you are dining in your grand house, with lots of grand people, I am going to enjoy a delightful evening here, not alone, as I shall have your book for company. Good-bye.


  Six Months elapse between Scene I. and Scene II.


  Scene II—The Scene and Persons are the same


  Lucy is dressed as before; she is seated. Harold is in evening dress, with a flower in his button-hole; he stands by the fireplace.


  Harold. Well, all I have to say is, I think you are most unreasonable.


  Lucy. You have no right to say that.


  Harold. I have if I think it.


  Lucy. Well, you have no right to think it.


  Harold. My thoughts are not my own, I suppose?


  Lucy. They are so different from what I should have expected you to have that I almost doubt it.


  168 Harold. Better say I have changed at once.


  Lucy. And so you have.


  Harold. Who is saying things one has no right to say now?


  Lucy. I am only saying what I think.


  Harold. Then if you want to have the right to your own thoughts, kindly let me have the right to mine. [Walks to the window.] I can’t prevent people sending me invitations, can I?


  Lucy. You need not accept them.


  Harold. And make enemies right and left, I suppose?


  Lucy. I don’t want you to do that, and I don’t want either to prevent your enjoying yourself; but—but, I do want to see you occasionally.


  Harold. And so you do.


  Lucy. Yes, very—perhaps I should say I want to see you often.


  Harold. And so do I you, but I can’t be in two places at once. This is what I mean when I say you are unreasonable. I must go out. If I am to write, I must study people, character, scenes. I can’t do that by stopping at home: I can’t do that by coming here; I know you and I know your landlady, and there is nobody else in the house, except the slavey and the cat; and although the slavey may be a very excellent servant and the cat a most original quadruped, still, I don’t want to make elaborate studies of animals—either four-legged or two. One would imagine, from the way you talk, that I did nothing except enjoy myself. I only go out in the evenings.


  Lucy. Still you might spare a little time, now and then, to come and see me, if only for half an hour.


  Harold. What am I doing now? I gave up a dinner-party to come here to-night.


  Lucy. Do you know it is exactly a month yesterday since you were here last?


  169 Harold. I can’t be always dangling at your apron-strings.


  Lucy. Harold!


  Harold. If we are going to be married, we——


  Lucy. If?


  Harold. Well, when, if you like it better; we shall see enough of one another then. I have written to you, it isn’t as though I hadn’t done that.


  Lucy. But that is not the same thing as seeing you; and your letters, too, have been so scrappy. [Harold throws himself into the arm-chair.] They used to be so different before your book came out.


  Harold. I had more time then.


  Lucy. I sometimes wish that it had never been published at all, that you had never written it, or, at all events, that it had never been such a success.


  Harold. That’s kind, at all events—deuced kind and considerate!


  Lucy. It seems to have come between us as a barrier. When I think how eagerly we looked forward to its appearance, what castles in the air we built as to how happy we were going to be, and all the things we were going to do, if it were a success, and now to think that——


  Harold. [Jumps up.] Look here, Lucy, I’m damned if—I can’t stand this much longer! Nag, nag, nag! I can’t stand it. I am worked off my head during the day, I am out half the night, and when I come here for a little quiet, a little rest, its—[Breaks off suddenly].


  Lucy. I am so sorry. If I had thought——


  Harold. Can’t you see that you are driving me mad? I have been here half an hour, and the whole of the time it has been nothing but reproaches.


  Lucy. I don’t think they would have affected you so much if you hadn’t felt that you deserved them!


  170 Harold. There you go again! I deserve them—[laughs harshly]. It is my fault, I suppose, that it is the season; it is my fault that people give dinner-parties and balls; it is my fault, I suppose, that you don’t go out as much as I do?


  Lucy. Certainly not; although, as a matter of fact, I haven’t been out one single evening for the last three—nearly four—months.


  Harold. That’s right; draw comparisons; say I’m a selfish brute. You’ll tell me next that I am tired of you, and——


  Lucy. Harold! don’t, don’t—you—you hurt me! Of course I never thought of such a—[she rises]—You are not, are you? I—I couldn’t bear it!


  Harold. Of course I am not. Don’t be so silly. [He sits.]


  Lucy. It was silly of me, I confess it. I know you better than that. Why, it’s rank high treason, I deserve to lose my head; and my only excuse is that thinking such a thing proves I must have lost it already. Will your majesty deign to pardon?


  Harold. [Testily.] Yes, yes, that’s all right! There, look out, you’ll crumple my tie.


  Lucy. I am so sorry! And now tell me all about your grand friends and——


  Harold. They are not grand to me. Simply because a person is rich or has a title, I don’t consider them any “grander” than I—by jove, no! These people are useful to me, or else I shouldn’t stand it. They “patronise” me, put their hand on my shoulder and say, “My dear young friend, we predict great things for you.” The fools, as though a single one of them was capable even of forming an opinion, much less of prophesying. They make remarks about me before my face; they talk of, and pet, me as though I were a poodle. I go through my tricks and they applaud; and they lean over with an idiotic simper to the dear friend next to 171 them and say, “Isn’t he clever?” as though they had taught me themselves. Bah! They invite me to their houses, I dine with them once a week; but if I were to tell them to-morrow that I wanted to marry one of their daughters, they would kick me out of the room, and consider it a greater insult than if the proposal had come from their own footman.


  Lucy. But that doesn’t matter, because you don’t want to marry one of them, do you? Was that Miss Mockton with you in the Park last Sunday?


  Harold. How do you know I was in the Park at all?


  Lucy. Because I saw you there.


  Harold. You were spying, I suppose.


  Lucy. Spying? I don’t know what you mean. I went there for a walk after church.


  Harold. Alone?


  Lucy. Of course not, I was with Mrs. Glover.


  Harold. Your landlady?


  Lucy. Why not?—Oh! you need not be afraid. I shouldn’t have brought disgrace upon you by obliging you to acknowledge me before your grand friends. I took good care to keep in the background.


  Harold. Do you mean to insinuate that I am a snob?


  Lucy. Be a little kind.


  Harold. Well, it is your own fault, you insinuate that——


  Lucy. I was wrong. I apologise, but—but—[begins to cry].


  Harold. There, don’t make a scene—don’t, there’s a good girl. There, rest your head here. I suppose I am nasty. I didn’t mean it, really. You must make allowances for me. I am worried and bothered. I can’t work—at least I can’t do work that satisfies me—and altogether I am not quite myself. Late hours are playing the very deuce with my nerves. There, let me kiss 172 away the tears—now give me your promise that you will never be so foolish again.


  Lucy. I—I promise. It is silly of me—now I am all right.


  Harold. Giboulées d’Avril! The sun comes out once more, the shower is quite over.


  Lucy. Yes, quite over; you always are so kind. It is my fault entirely. I—I think my nerves must be a little upset, too.


  Harold. We shall make a nice couple, sha’n’t we? if we are often going to behave like this! Now, are you quite calm?


  Lucy. Yes, quite.


  Harold. That’s right, because I want you to listen patiently for a few minutes to what I am going to say; it is something I want to talk to you about very seriously. You won’t interrupt me until I have quite finished, will you?


  Lucy. What is it? not that—no, I won’t.


  Harold. You know we talked about—I mean it was arranged we should be married the beginning of July—wasn’t it?


  Lucy. Yes.


  Harold. Well, I want to know if you would mind very much putting it off a little—quite a little—only till the autumn? I’ll tell you why. Of course if you do mind very much, I sha’n’t press it, but—it’s like this: the scene of my new book is, as you know, laid abroad. I have been trying to write it, but can’t get on with it one little bit. I want some local colour. I thought I should be able to invent it, I find I can’t. It is hampering and keeping me back terribly. And so—and so I thought if you didn’t mind very much that—that if I were to go to France for—for six months or so—alone, that—in fact it would be the making of me. I have never had an opportunity before; it has always been grind, grind, grind, and if I am prevented from 173 going now, I may never have a chance again. What do you say?


  Lucy. But why shouldn’t we be married as arranged, and spend our honeymoon over there?


  Harold. Because I want to work.


  Lucy. And would my being there prevent you? You used to say you always worked so much better when I was——


  Harold. But you don’t understand. This is different. I want to work hard, and no man could do that on his honeymoon—at least I know I couldn’t.


  Lucy. No, but—And—and till when did you want to put off our—our marriage? Until your return?


  Harold. Well, that would depend on circumstances. You don’t suppose I would postpone it for a second, if I could help it; but—Until my return? I hope sincerely that it can be managed then, but, you see, over there I shall be spending money all the time, and not earning a sou, and—and so we might have to wait a little bit longer, just until I could replenish the locker, until I had published and been paid for my new book.


  Lucy. But I have given notice to leave at midsummer.


  Harold. Has Mrs. Duncan got another governess!


  Lucy. No, but——


  Harold. Then you can stop on, can’t you! They will surely be only too delighted to keep you.


  Lucy. Yes—I can stop on. [He tries to kiss her.] No, don’t; not now.


  Harold. And you don’t really mind the postponement very much, do you?


  Lucy. Not if it will assist you.


  Harold. I thought you would say that, I knew you would. It will assist me very much. I shouldn’t otherwise suggest it. It 174 does seem too bad though, doesn’t it? To have to postpone it after waiting all these years, and just as it was so near, too. I have a good mind not to go, after all—only, if I let this chance slip, I may never have another. Besides, six months is not so very long, is it? And when they are over, then we won’t wait any longer. You will come and see me off, won’t you? It would never do for an engaged man to go away for even six months, without his lady love coming to see him start.


  Lucy. Yes, I will come. When do you go?


  Harold. The end of next week, I expect; perhaps earlier if I can manage it. But I shall see you before then. We’ll go and have dinner together at our favourite little restaurant. When shall it be! Let me see, I am engaged on—I can’t quite remember what my engagements are.


  Lucy. I have none.


  Harold. Then that’s settled. Good-bye, Luce; you don’t mind very much, do you? The time will soon pass. You are a little brick to behave as you have done. [Going.] It will be Monday or Tuesday next for our dinner, but I will let you know. Good-bye.


  Lucy. Good-bye.


  Thirty Years elapse between Scene II. and Scene III.


  


  175 Scene III—Lucy Rimmerton, Agnes Rimmerton (her niece)


  A well-furnished comfortable room in Lucy Rimmerton’s house. She is seated in front of the fire, in an easy-chair, reading. The door opens, without her noticing it, and Agnes comes in, closes the door gently, crosses the room, and bends over her.


  Agnes. A happy New Year to you, Aunt Luce.


  Lucy. What! Agnes, is that you? I never heard you come in. I really think I must be getting deaf.


  Agnes. What nonsense! I didn’t intend you should hear me. I wanted to wish you a happy New Year first.


  Lucy. So as to make your Aunt play second fiddle. The same to you, dear.


  Agnes. Thank you. [Warms her hands at the fire.] Oh, it is cold; not here I mean, but out of doors; the thermometer is down I don’t know how many degrees below freezing.


  Lucy. It seems to agree with you, at all events. You look as bright and rosy as though you were the New Year itself come to visit me.


  Agnes. [Laughs merrily] So I ought to. I ran nearly all the way, except when I slid, to the great horror of an old gentleman who was busily engaged lecturing some little boys on the enormity of their sins in making a beautifully long slide in the middle of the pavement.


  Lucy. And what brought you out so early?


  Agnes. To see you, of course. Besides, the morning is so lovely 176 it seemed a sin to remain indoors. I do hope the frost continues all the holidays.


  Lucy. It is all very well for you, but it must be terribly trying for many people—the poor, for instance.


  Agnes. Yes. [A pause.] Auntie, you don’t know anything, do you, about how—how poor people live?


  Lucy. Not so much as I ought to.


  Agnes. I didn’t mean very poor people, not working people. I meant a person poor like—like I am poor.


  Lucy. [Smiling.] Don’t you know how you live yourself?


  Agnes. Of course I do, but—I was thinking of—of a friend of mine, a governess like myself, who has just got engaged; and I—I was wondering on how much, or, rather, how little, they could live. But you don’t know of course. You are rich, and——


  Lucy. But I wasn’t always rich. Thirty years ago when I was your age——


  Agnes. When you were my age! I like that! why you are not fifty.


  Lucy. Little flatterer. Fifty-two last birthday.


  Agnes. Fifty-two! Well, you don’t look it, at all events.


  Lucy. Gross flatterer. When I was your age I was poor and a governess as you are.


  Agnes. But I thought that your Aunt Emily left you all her money.


  Lucy. So she did, or nearly all; but that was afterwards. It isn’t quite thirty years yet since she came back from India, a widow, just after she had lost her husband and only child. I was very ill at the time—I almost died; and she, good woman as she was, came and nursed me.


  Agnes. Of course, I know. I have heard father talk about it. And then she was taken ill, wasn’t she?


  177 Lucy. Yes, almost before I was well. It was very unfair that she should leave everything to me; your father was her nephew, just as I was her niece, but he wouldn’t hear of my sharing it with——


  Agnes. I should think not indeed! I should be very sorry to think that my father would ever allow such a thing. Although, at the same time, it is all very well for you to imagine that you don’t share it, but you do. Who pays for Lillie’s and May’s and George’s schooling? Who sent Alfred to Cambridge, and Frank to——


  Lucy. Don’t, please. What a huge family you are, to be sure.


  Agnes. And last, but not least, who gave me a chance of going to Girton? Oh, we are not supposed to know anything about it, I know, but you see we do. You thought you had arranged it all so beautifully, and kept every one of us entirely in the dark, but you haven’t one little bit.


  Lucy. Nonsense, Agnes, you——


  Agnes. Oh, you are a huge big fraud, you know you are; I am quite ashamed of you. [Lucy is going to speak.] You are not to be thanked, I know; and you needn’t be afraid, I am not going to do so; but if you could only hear us when we are talking quietly together, you would find that a certain person, who shall be nameless, is simply worship——


  Lucy. Hush! you silly little girl. You don’t know what you are saying. You have nothing to thank me for whatsoever.


  Agnes. Haven’t we just? I know better.


  Lucy. Young people always do. So you see I do know something of how “the poor” live.


  Agnes. Yes, but you were never married.


  Lucy. No, dear.


  Agnes. That is what I want to—— Why weren’t you 178 married? Oh, I know I have no business to ask such a question: it is fearfully rude I know, but I have wondered so often. You are lovely now, and you must have been beautiful when you were a girl.


  Lucy. No, I wasn’t—I was barely pretty.


  Agnes. I can’t believe that.


  Lucy. And I am not going to accept your description of me now as a true one; although I confess I am vain enough—even in my present old age—to look in the glass occasionally, and say to myself: “You are better-looking now than you ever were.”


  Agnes. Well, at all events you were always an angel.


  Lucy. And men don’t like angels; besides—I was poor.


  Agnes. You were not poor when you got Aunt Emily’s money.


  Lucy. No, but then it was too—— I mean I then had no wish to marry.


  Agnes. You mean you determined to sacrifice yourself for us, that is what you mean.


  Lucy. I must have possessed a very prophetic soul then, or been gifted with second sight, as none of you, except Reginald, were born. But to come back to your friend, Agnes; has she no money?


  Agnes. No, none.


  Lucy. Nor he?


  Agnes. Not a penny.


  Lucy. And they want to get married?


  Agnes. Yes.


  Lucy. And are afraid they haven’t enough.


  Agnes. They certainly haven’t.


  Lucy. Then why don’t they apply to some friend or relative who has more than enough; say, to—an aunt, for instance.


  179 Agnes. Auntie!


  Lucy. And what is his name?


  Agnes. Geo—— Mr. Reddell.


  Lucy. And hers is?


  Agnes. Oh, I never intended to tell you. I didn’t mean to say a word.


  Lucy. When did it happen?


  Agnes. Three days ago. That is to say, he proposed to me then, but of course it has been going on for a long time. I could see that he—at least I thought I could see. But I can hardly realise it yet. It seems all so strange. And I did intend telling you, I felt I must tell somebody, although George doesn’t want it known yet, because, as I told you, he—and so I haven’t said a word to father yet; but I must soon—and you won’t say anything, will you? and—and oh, I am silly.


  Lucy. There, have your cry out, it will do you good. Now tell me about Mr. Reddell. What is he?


  Agnes. He is a writer—an author. Don’t you remember I showed you a story of his a little time ago?


  Lucy. I thought I knew the name.


  Agnes. And you said you liked it; I was so pleased.


  Lucy. Yes, I did. I thought it clever and——


  Agnes. He is clever; and I do so want you to know him. He wants to know you, too. You will try to like him, won’t you, for my sake?


  Lucy. I have no doubt I shall.


  Agnes. He is just bringing out a book. Some of the stories have been published before; the one you read was one, and if that proves a success then it will be all right; we shall be able to get married and——


  Lucy. Wait a minute, Agnes. How long have you known him?


  180 Agnes. Over a year—nearly two years.


  Lucy. And do you really know him well? Are you quite certain you can trust him?


  Agnes. What a question! How can you doubt it? You wouldn’t for a minute if you knew him.


  Lucy. I ought not to, knowing you, you mean. And supposing this book is a success. May it not spoil him—make him conceited?


  Agnes. All the better if it does. He is not conceited enough, and so I always tell him.


  Lucy. But may it not make him worldly? May he not, after a time, regret his proposal to you if he sees a chance of making a more advantageous——


  Agnes. Impossible. What a dreadful opinion you must have of mankind. You don’t think it really, I know. I have never heard you say or hint anything nasty about anybody before.


  Lucy. I only do it for your own good, my dear. I once knew a man—just such another as you describe Mr. Reddell to be. He was an author, too, and—and when I knew him his first book was also just about to appear. He was engaged to be married to—to quite a nice girl too, although she was never so pretty as you are.


  Agnes. Who is the flatterer now?


  Lucy. The book was published. It was a great success. He became quite the lion of the season—it is many years ago now. The wedding-day was definitely fixed. Two months before the date he suggested a postponement—for six months.


  Agnes. How horrible!


  Lucy. And just about the time originally fixed upon for the wedding she received a letter from him—he was abroad at the time—suggesting that their engagement had better be broken off.


  181 Agnes. Oh, the brute! the big brute! But she didn’t consent, did she?


  Lucy. Of course. The man she had loved was dead. The new person she was indifferent to.


  Agnes. But how—but you don’t suggest that Mr. Reddell could behave like that? he couldn’t. He wouldn’t, I feel certain. But there must surely have been something else; I can’t believe that any man would behave so utterly unfeelingly—so brutally. They say there are always two sides to every story. Mayn’t there have been some reason that you knew nothing about? Mayn’t she have done something? She must have been a little bit to blame, too, and this side of the story you never heard.


  Lucy. Yes—it is possible.


  Agnes. I can’t think that any man would deliberately behave so like a cad as you say he did.


  Lucy. It may have been her fault. I used to think it might be—just a little, as you say.


  Agnes. Well, it sha’n’t be mine at all events. I won’t give any cause—besides even if I did—— Oh, no, it is utterly impossible to imagine such a thing!


  Lucy. I hope it is, for your sake.


  Agnes. Of course it is; of that I am quite certain. And you don’t think it is very wrong of me to—to——


  Lucy. To say Yes to a man you love. No, my dear, that can never be wrong, although it may be foolish.


  Agnes. From a worldly point of view, perhaps; but I should never have thought that you——


  Lucy. I didn’t mean that. But love seems to grow so quickly when you once allow it to do so, that it is sometimes wiser to——but never mind, bring him to see me, and—and may you be happy. [A long pause.]


  182 Agnes. You are crying now, Auntie! You have nothing——


  Lucy. Haven’t I? What, not at the chance of losing you? So this is what brought you out so early this morning and occasioned your bright, rosy cheeks? You didn’t only come to see me.


  Agnes. To see you and talk to you, yes, that was all. No, by-the-by, it wasn’t all. Have you seen a paper this morning? No? I thought it would interest you so I brought it round. It is bad news, not good news; your favourite author is dead.


  Lucy. I am afraid my favourite authors have been dead very many years.


  Agnes. I should say the author of your favourite book.


  Lucy. You mean——


  Agnes. Sir Harold Sekbourne. [Lucy leans back in her chair.] He died last night. Here it is; here is the paragraph. [Reads.] “We regret to announce the death of Sir Harold Sekbourne, the well-known novelist, which occurred at his town house, in Prince’s Gate, late last evening.” Shall I read it to you?


  Lucy. No—no, give me the paper. And—and, Agnes, do you mind going down to Franklin’s room, and telling her that receipt you promised her?


  Agnes. For the Japanese custard? Of course I will; I quite forgot all about it. There it is. [Gives her the paper, indicating the paragraph with her finger, then geos out.]


  Lucy. [Sits staring at the paper for a few seconds, then reads slowly.] “Sir Harold had been slightly indisposed for some weeks, but no anxiety was felt until two days ago, when a change for the worse set in, and despite all the care, attention, and skill of Drs. Thornton and Douglas, who hardly left his bedside, he never rallied, and passed peacefully away, at the early age of fifty-eight, at the time above mentioned. It is now thirty years ago since the 183 deceased baronet published his first book, ‘Grace: a Sketch,’ which had such an immediate and great success. This was followed nearly a year afterwards by ‘Alain Treven,’ the scene of which is laid in Brittany; and from that time until his death his pen was never idle. His last work, ‘The Incoming Tide,’ has just been published in book form, it having appeared in the pages of The Illustrated Courier during the last year. Despite the rare power of his later works, disclosing thoroughly, as they do, his scholarly knowledge, his masterly construction, vivid imagination, and his keen insight into character and details of every-day life, they none of them can, for exquisite freshness and rare delicacy of execution, compare with his first publication, ‘Grace: a Sketch.’ We have before us, as we write, a first edition of this delightful story, with its curiously sentimental dedication ‘To my Lady Luce,’ which in the subsequent editions was omitted. A baronetcy was conferred on Sir Harold by her Majesty two years ago, at the personal instigation, it is said, of the Prime Minister, who is one of his greatest admirers, but the title is now extinct, as Sir Harold leaves no son. He married in June, 1866, a daughter of the late Sir Humphrey Mockton, who survives him. His two daughters are both married—one to Lord Duncan, eldest son of the Earl of Andstar; the other to Sir Reginald de Laver. His loss will be greatly felt, not only in the literary world, but wherever the English tongue is spoken and read.”


  [Lucy goes to the bookcase, takes out a book, and opens it. Agnes comes in.]


  Agnes. Franklin is silly. I had to repeat the directions three times, and even now I doubt if she understands them properly. [Comes behind Lucy and looks over her shoulder.] Why, I never knew you had a first edition. [Lucy starts and closes the book, then opens it again.] May I look at it? But this is written; 184 the ink is quite faded. “To my Lady Luce. Harold Sekbourne, 3rd November, 1863.” What a strong handwriting it is! Luce! how strange that the name should be the same as——[Looks suddenly at Lucy.] Oh, Auntie, forgive me. I never dreamt—— I am so sorry.


  ·  ·
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  189 A Lost Masterpiece


  A City Mood, Aug. ’93


  By George Egerton


  Iregret it, but what am I to do? It was not my fault—I can only regret it. It was thus it happened to me.


  I had come to town straight from a hillside cottage in a lonely ploughland, with the smell of the turf in my nostrils, and the swish of the scythes in my ears; the scythes that flashed in the meadows where the upland hay, drought-parched, stretched thirstily up to the clouds that mustered upon the mountain-tops, and marched mockingly away, and held no rain.


  The desire to mix with the crowd, to lay my ear once more to the heart of the world and listen to its life-throbs, had grown too strong for me; and so I had come back—but the sights and sounds of my late life clung to me—it is singular how the most opposite things often fill one with associative memory.


  That gamin of the bird-tribe, the Cockney sparrow, recalled the swallows that built in the tumble-down shed; and I could almost see the gleam of their white bellies, as they circled in ever narrowing sweeps and clove the air with forked wings, uttering a shrill note, with a querulous grace-note in front of it.


  190 The freshness of the country still lurked in me, unconsciously influencing my attitude towards the city.


  One forenoon business drove me citywards, and following an inclination that always impels me to water-ways rather than road-ways, I elected to go by river steamer.


  I left home in a glad mood, disposed to view the whole world with kindly eyes. I was filled with a happy-go-lucky insouciance that made walking the pavements a loafing in Elysian fields. The coarser touches of street-life, the oddities of accent, the idiosyncrasies of that most eccentric of city-dwellers, the Londoner, did not jar as at other times—rather added a zest to enjoyment; impressions crowded in too quickly to admit of analysis, I was simply an interested spectator of a varied panorama.


  I was conscious, too, of a peculiar dual action of brain and senses, for, though keenly alive to every unimportant detail of the life about me, I was yet able to follow a process by which delicate inner threads were being spun into a fanciful web that had nothing to do with my outer self.


  At Chelsea I boarded a river steamer bound for London Bridge. The river was wrapped in a delicate grey haze with a golden sub-tone, like a beautiful bright thought struggling for utterance through a mist of obscure words. It glowed through the turbid waters under the arches, so that I feared to see a face or a hand wave through its dull amber—for I always think of drowned creatures washing wearily in its murky depths—it lit up the great warehouses, and warmed the brickwork of the monster chimneys in the background. No detail escaped my outer eyes—not the hideous green of the velveteen in the sleeves of the woman on my left, nor the supercilious giggle of the young ladies on my right, who made audible remarks about my personal appearance.


  But what cared I? Was I not happy, absurdly happy?—191because all the while my inner eyes saw undercurrents of beauty and pathos, quaint contrasts, whimsical details that tickled my sense of humour deliciously. The elf that lurks in some inner cell was very busy, now throwing out tender mimosa-like threads of creative fancy, now recording fleeting impressions with delicate sure brushwork for future use; touching a hundred vagrant things with the magic of imagination, making a running comment on the scenes we passed.


  The warehouses told a tale of an up-to-date Soll und Haben, one of my very own, one that would thrust old Freytag out of the book-mart. The tall chimneys ceased to be giraffic throats belching soot and smoke over the blackening city. They were obelisks rearing granite heads heavenwards! Joints in the bricks, weather-stains? You are mistaken; they were hieroglyphics, setting down for posterity a tragic epic of man the conqueror, and fire his slave; and how they strangled beauty in the grip of gain. A theme for a Whitman!


  And so it talks and I listen with my inner ear—and yet nothing outward escapes me—the slackening of the boat—the stepping on and off of folk—the lowering of the funnel—the name “Stanley” on the little tug, with its self-sufficient puff-puff, fussing by with a line of grimy barges in tow; freight-laden, for the water washes over them—and on the last a woman sits suckling her baby, and a terrier with badly cropped ears yaps at us as we pass…..


  And as this English river scene flashes by, lines of association form angles in my brain; and the point of each is a dot of light that expands into a background for forgotten canal scenes, with green-grey water, and leaning balconies, and strange crafts—Canaletti and Guadi seen long ago in picture galleries…..


  A delicate featured youth with gold-laced cap, scrapes a prelude on 192 a thin-toned violin, and his companion thrums an accompaniment on a harp.


  I don’t know what they play, some tuneful thing with an under-note of sadness and sentiment running through its commonplace—likely a music-hall ditty; for a lad with a cheap silk hat, and the hateful expression of knowingness that makes him a type of his kind, grins appreciatively and hums the words.


  I turn from him to the harp. It is the wreck of a handsome instrument, its gold is tarnished, its white is smirched, its stucco rose-wreaths sadly battered. It has the air of an antique beauty in dirty ball finery; and is it fancy, or does not a shamed wail lurk in the tone of its strings?


  The whimsical idea occurs to me that it has once belonged to a lady with drooping ringlets and an embroidered spencer; and that she touched its chords to the words of a song by Thomas Haynes Baily, and that Miss La Creevy transferred them both to ivory.


  The youth played mechanically, without a trace of emotion; whilst the harpist, whose nose is a study in purples and whose bloodshot eyes have the glassy brightness of drink, felt every touch of beauty in the poor little tune, and drew it tenderly forth.


  They added the musical note to my joyous mood; the poetry of the city dovetailed harmoniously with country scenes too recent to be treated as memories—and I stepped off the boat with the melody vibrating through the city sounds.


  I swung from place to place in happy, lightsome mood, glad as a fairy prince in quest of adventures. The air of the city was exhilarating ether—and all mankind my brethren—in fact I felt effusively affectionate.


  I smiled at a pretty anæmic city girl, and only remembered that she was a stranger when she flashed back an indignant look of affected affront.


  193 But what cared I? Not a jot! I could afford to say pityingly: “Go thy way, little city maid, get thee to thy typing.”


  And all the while that these outward insignificant things occupied me, I knew that a precious little pearl of a thought was evolving slowly out of the inner chaos.


  It was such an unique little gem, with the lustre of a tear, and the light of moonlight and streamlight and love smiles reflected in its pure sheen—and, best of all, it was all my own—a priceless possession, not to be bartered for the Jagersfontein diamond—a city childling with the prepotency of the country working in it—and I revelled in its fresh charm and dainty strength; it seemed original, it was so frankly natural.


  And as I dodged through the great waggons laden with wares from outer continents, I listened and watched it forming inside, until my soul became filled with the light of its brightness; and a wild elation possessed me at the thought of this darling brain-child, this offspring of my fancy, this rare little creation, perhaps embryo of genius that was my very own.


  I smiled benevolently at the passers-by, with their harassed business faces, and shiny black bags bulging with the weight of common every-day documents, as I thought of the treat I would give them later on; the delicate feast I held in store for them, when I would transfer this dainty elusive birthling of my brain to paper for their benefit.


  It would make them dream of moonlit lanes and sweethearting; reveal to them the golden threads in the sober city woof; creep in close and whisper good cheer, and smooth out tired creases in heart and brain; a draught from the fountain of Jouvence could work no greater miracle than the tale I had to unfold.


  Aye, they might pass me by now, not even give me the inside 194 of the pavement, I would not blame them for it!—but later on, later on, they would flock to thank me. They just didn’t realise, poor money-grubbers! How could they? But later on …. I grew perfectly radiant at the thought of what I would do for poor humanity, and absurdly self-satisfied as the conviction grew upon me that this would prove a work of genius—no mere glimmer of the spiritual afflatus—but a solid chunk of genius.


  Meanwhile I took a ’bus and paid my penny. I leant back and chuckled to myself as each fresh thought-atom added to the precious quality of my pearl. Pearl? Not one any longer—a whole quarrelet of pearls, Oriental pearls of the greatest price! Ah, how happy I was as I fondled my conceit!


  It was near Chancery Lane that a foreign element cropped up and disturbed the rich flow of my fancy.


  I happened to glance at the side-walk. A woman, a little woman, was hurrying along in a most remarkable way. It annoyed me, for I could not help wondering why she was in such a desperate hurry. Bother the jade! what business had she to thrust herself on my observation like that, and tangle the threads of a web of genius, undoubted genius?


  I closed my eyes to avoid seeing her; I could see her through the lids. She had square shoulders and a high bust, and a white gauze tie, like a snowy feather in the breast of a pouter pigeon.


  We stop—I look again—aye, there she is! Her black eyes stare boldly through her kohol-tinted lids, her face has a violet tint. She grips her gloves in one hand, her white-handled umbrella in the other, handle up, like a knobkerrie.


  She has great feet, too, in pointed shoes, and the heels are under her insteps; and as we outdistance her I fancy I can hear their decisive tap-tap above the thousand sounds of the street.


  I breathe a sigh of relief as I return to my pearl—my pearl 195 that is to bring me kudos and make countless thousands rejoice. It is dimmed a little, I must nurse it tenderly.


  Jerk, jerk, jangle—stop.—Bother the bell! We pull up to drop some passengers, the idiots! and, as I live, she overtakes us! How the men and women cede her the middle of the pavement! How her figure dominates it, and her great feet emphasise her ridiculous haste! Why should she disturb me? My nerves are quivering pitifully; the sweet inner light is waning, I am in mortal dread of losing my little masterpiece. Thank heaven, we are off again…..


  “Charing Cross, Army and Navy, V’toria!”—Stop!


  Of course, naturally! Here she comes, elbows out, umbrella waning! How the steel in her bonnet glistens! She recalls something, what is it?—what is it? A-ah! I have it!—a strident voice, on the deck of a steamer in the glorious bay of Rio, singing:


  
    “Je suis le vr-r-rai pompier,


    Le seul pompier ….”

  


  and la miòla snaps her fingers gaily and trills her r’s; and the Corcovado is outlined clearly on the purple background as if bending to listen; and the palms and the mosque-like buildings, and the fair islets bathed in the witchery of moonlight, and the star-gems twinned in the lap of the bay, intoxicate as a dream of the East.


  
    “Je suis le vr-r-rai pompier,


    Le seul pompier ….”

  


  What in the world is a pompier? What connection has the word with this creature who is murdering, deliberately murdering, a delicate creation of my brain, begotten by the fusion of country and town?


  
    “Je suis le vr-r-rai pompier, ….”

  


  196 I am convinced pompier expresses her in some subtle way—absurd word! I look back at her, I criticise her, I anathematise her, I hate her!


  What is she hurrying for? We can’t escape her—always we stop and let her overtake us with her elbowing gait, and tight skirt shortened to show her great splay feet—ugh!


  My brain is void, all is dark within; the flowers are faded, the music stilled; the lovely illusive little being has flown, and yet she pounds along untiringly.


  Is she a feminine presentment of the wandering Jew, a living embodiment of the ghoul-like spirit that haunts the city and murders fancy?


  What business had she, I ask, to come and thrust her white-handled umbrella into the delicate network of my nerves and untune their harmony?


  Does she realise what she has done? She has trampled a rare little mind-being unto death, destroyed a precious literary gem. Aye, one that, for aught I know, might have worked a revolution in modern thought; added a new human document to the archives of man; been the keystone to psychic investigations; solved problems that lurk in the depths of our natures and tantalise us with elusive gleams of truth; heralded in, perchance, the new era; when such simple problems as Home Rule, Bimetallism, or the Woman Question will be mere themes for schoolboard compositions—who can tell?


  Well, it was not my fault.—No one regrets it more, no one—but what could I do?


  Blame her, woman of the great feet and dominating gait, and waving umbrella-handle!—blame her! I can only regret it—regret it!


  ·  ·
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  201 Reticence in Literature


  By Arthur Waugh


  He never spoke out. Upon these four words, gathered by chance from a private letter, Matthew Arnold, with that super-subtle ingenuity which loved to take the word and play upon it and make it of innumerable colours, has constructed, as one may conjecture some antediluvian wonder from its smallest fragment, a full, complete, and intimate picture of the poet Thomas Gray. He never spoke out. Here, we are told, lies the secret of Gray’s limitation as much in life as in literature: so sensitive was he in private life, so modest in public, that the thoughts that arose in him never got full utterance, the possibilities of his genius were never fulfilled; and we, in our turn, are left the poorer for that nervous delicacy which has proved the bane of the poet, living and dead alike. It is a singularly characteristic essay—this paper on Gray, showing the writer’s logical talent at once in its strongest and its weakest capacities, and a complete study of Arnold’s method might well, I think, be founded upon its thirty pages. But in the present instance I have recurred to that recurring phrase, He never spoke out, not to discuss Matthew Arnold’s estimate of Gray, nor, indeed, to consider Gray’s relation to his age; but merely to point out, what the turn of Arnold’s argument did not require him to consider, namely, the extraordinarily un-English aspect of this 202 reticence in Gray, a reticence alien without doubt to the English character, but still more alien to English literature. Reticence is not a national characteristic—far otherwise. The phrase “national characteristic” is, I know well, a cant phrase, and, as such, full of the dangers of abuse. Historical and ethnographical criticism, proceeding on popular lines, has tried from time to time to fix certain tendencies to certain races, and to argue from individuals to generalities with a freedom that every law of induction belies. And so we have come to endow the Frenchman, universally and without exception, with politeness, the Indian, equally universally, with cunning, the American with the commercial talent, the German with the educational, and so forth. Generalisations of this kind must, of course, be accepted with limitations. But it is not too much, perhaps, to say that the Englishman has always prided himself upon his frankness. He is always for speaking out; and it is this faculty of outspokenness that he is anxious to attribute to those characters which he sets up in the market-places of his religion and his literature, as those whom he chiefly delights to honour. The demigods of our national verse, the heroes of our national fiction, are brow-bound, above all other laurels, with this glorious freedom of free speech and open manners, and we have come to regard this broad, untrammelled virtue of ours, as all individual virtues will be regarded with the revolution of the cycle of provinciality, as a guerdon above question or control. We have become inclined to forget that every good thing has, as Aristotle pointed out so long ago, its corresponding evil, and that the corruption of the best is always worst of all. Frankness is so great a boon, we say: we can forgive anything to the man who has the courage of his convictions, the fearlessness of freedom—the man, in a word, who speaks out.


  But we have to distinguish, I think, at the outset between a 203 national virtue in the rough and the artificial or acquired fashion in which we put that virtue into use. It is obvious that, though many things are possible to us, which are good in themselves, many things are inexpedient, when considered relatively to our environment. Count Tolstoї may preach his gospel of non-resistance till the beauty of his holiness seems almost Christ-like; but every man who goes forth to his work and to his labour knows that the habitual turning of the right cheek to the smiter of the left, the universal gift of the cloak to the beggar of our coat, is subversive of all political economy, and no slight incentive to immorality as well. In the same way, it will be clear, that this national virtue of ours, this wholesome, sincere outspokenness, is only possible within certain limits, set by custom and expediency, and it is probably a fact that there was never a truly wise man yet but tempered his natural freedom of speech by an acquired habit of reticence. The man who never speaks out may be morose; the man who is always speaking out is a most undesirable acquaintance.


  Now, I suppose every one is prepared to admit with Matthew Arnold that the literature of an age (we are not now speaking of poetry alone, be it understood, but of literature as a whole), that this literature must, in so far as it is truly representative of, and therefore truly valuable to, the time in which it is produced, reflect and criticise the manners, tastes, development, the life, in fact, of the age for whose service it was devised. We have, of course, critical literature probing the past: we have philosophical literature prophesying the future; but the truly representative literature of every age is the creative, which shows its people its natural face in a glass, and leaves to posterity the record of the manner of man it found. In one sense, indeed, creative literature must inevitably be critical as well, critical in that it employs the 204 double methods of analysis and synthesis, dissecting motives and tendencies first, and then from this examination building up a type, a sample of the representative man and woman of its epoch. The truest fiction of any given century, yes, and the truest poetry, too (though the impressionist may deny it), must be a criticism of life, must reflect its surroundings. Men pass, and fashions change; but in the literature of their day their characters, their tendencies, remain crystallised for all time: and what we know of the England of Chaucer and Shakespeare, we know wholly and absolutely in the truly representative, truly creative, because truly critical literature which they have left to those that come after.


  It is, then, the privilege, it is more, it is the duty of the man of letters to speak out, to be fearless, to be frank, to give no ear to the puritans of his hour, to have no care for the objections of prudery; the life that he lives is the life he must depict, if his work is to be of any lasting value. He must be frank, but he must be something more. He must remember—hourly and momently he must remember—that his virtue, step by step, inch by inch, imperceptibly melts into the vice which stands at its pole; and that (to employ Aristotelian phraseology for the moment) there is a sort of middle point, a centre of equilibrium, to pass which is to disturb and overset the entire fabric of his labours. Midway between liberty and license, in literature as in morals, stands the pivot of good taste, the centre-point of art. The natural inclination of frankness, the inclination of the virtue in the rough, is to blunder on resolutely with an indomitable and damning sincerity, till all is said that can be said, and art is lost in photography. The inclination of frankness, restrained by and tutored to the limitations of art and beauty, is to speak so much as is in accordance with the moral idea: and then, at the point where ideas melt into mere report, mere journalistic detail, to feel intuitively the 205 restraining, the saving influence of reticence. In every age there has been some point (its exact position has varied, it is true, but the point has always been there) at which speech stopped short; and the literature which has most faithfully reflected the manners of that age, the literature, in fine, which has survived its little hour of popularity, and has lived and is still living, has inevitably, invariably, and without exception been the literature which stayed its hand and voice at the point at which the taste of the age, the age’s conception of art, set up its statue of reticence, with her finger to her lips, and the inscription about her feet: “So far shalt thou go, and no further.”


  We have now, it seems, arrived at one consideration, which must always limit the liberty of frankness, namely, the standard of contemporary taste. The modesty that hesitates to allign itself with that standard is a shortcoming, the audacity that rushes beyond is a violence to the unchanging law of literature. But the single consideration is insufficient. If we are content with the criterion of contemporary taste alone, our standard of judgment becomes purely historical: we are left, so to speak, with a sliding scale which readjusts itself to every new epoch: we have no permanent and universal test to apply to the literature of different ages: in a word, comparative criticism is impossible. We feel at once that we need, besides the shifting standard of contemporary taste, some fixed unit of judgment that never varies, some foot-rule that applies with equal infallibility to the literature of early Greece and to the literature of later France; and such an unit, such a foot-rule, can only be found in the final test of all art, the necessity of the moral idea. We must, in distinguishing the thing that may be said fairly and artistically from the thing whose utterance is inadmissible, we must in such a decision control our judgment by two standards—the one, the 206 shifting standard of contemporary taste: the other, the permanent standard of artistic justification, the presence of the moral idea. With these two elements in action, we ought, I think, to be able to estimate with tolerable fairness the amount of reticence in any age which ceases to be a shortcoming, the amount of frankness which begins to be a violence in the literature of the period. We ought, with these two elements in motion, to be able to employ a scheme of comparative criticism which will prevent us from encouraging that retarding and dangerous doctrine that what was expedient and justifiable, for instance, in the dramatists of the Restoration is expedient and justifiable in the playwrights of our own Victorian era; we ought, too, to be able to arrive instinctively at a sense of the limits of art, and to appreciate the point at which frankness becomes a violence, in that it has degenerated into mere brawling, animated neither by purpose nor idea. Let us, then, consider these two standards of taste and art separately: and first, let us give a brief attention to the contemporary standard.


  We may, I think, take it as a rough working axiom that the point of reticence in literature, judged by a contemporary standard, should be settled by the point of reticence in the conversation of the taste and culture of the age. Literature is, after all, simply the ordered, careful exposition of the thought of its period, seeking the best matter of the time, and setting it forth in the best possible manner; and it is surely clear that what is written in excess of what is spoken (in excess I mean on the side of license) is a violence to, a misrepresentation of, the period to whose service the literature is devoted. The course of the highest thought of the time should be the course of its literature, the limit of the most delicate taste of the time the limit of literary expression: whatever falls below that standard is a shortcoming, 207 whatever exceeds it a violence. Obviously the standard varies immensely with the period. It would be tedious, nor is it necessary to our purpose, to make a long historical research into the development of taste; but a few striking examples may help us to appreciate its variations.


  To begin with a very early stage of literature, we find among the Heracleidae of Herodotus a stage of contemporary taste which is the result of pure brutality. It is clear that literature adjusted to the frankness of the uxorious pleasantries of Candaules and Gyges would justifiably assume a degree of license which, reasonable enough in its environment, would be absolutely impossible, directly the influences of civilisation began to make themselves felt. The age is one of unrestrained brutality, and the literature which represented it would, without violence to the contemporary taste, be brutal too. To pass at a bound to the Rome of Juvenal is again to be transported to an age of national sensuality: the escapades of Messalina are the inevitable outcome of a national taste that is swamped and left putrescent by limitless self-indulgence; and the literature which represented this taste would, without violence, be lascivious and polluted to its depth. In continuing, with a still wider sweep, to the England of Shakespeare, we find a new development of taste altogether. Brutality is softened, licentiousness is restrained, immorality no longer stalks abroad shouting its coarse phrases at every wayfarer who passes the Mermaid or the Globe. But, even among types of purity, reticence is little known. The innuendoes are whispered under the breath, but when once the voice is lowered, it matters little what is said. Rosalind and Celia enjoy their little doubles entendres together. Hero’s wedding morning is an occasion for delicate hints of experiences to come. Hamlet plies the coarsest suggestions upon Ophelia in the intervals of a theatrical performance. 208 The language reflects the taste: we feel no violence here. To take but one more instance, let us end with Sheridan. By his time speech had been refined by sentiment, and the most graceful compliments glide, without effort, from the lips of the adept courtier. But even still, in the drawing-rooms of fashion, delicate morsels of scandal are discussed by his fine ladies with a freedom which is absolutely uuknown [unknown] to the Mayfair of the last half-century, where innuendo might be conveyed by the eye and suggested by the smile, but would never, so reticent has taste become, find the frank emphatic utterance which brought no blush to the cheek of Mrs. Candour and Lady Sneerwell. In the passage of time reticence has become more and more pronounced; and literature, moving, as it must, with the age, has assumed in its normal and wholesome form the degree of silence which it finds about it.


  The standard of taste in literature, then, so far as it responds to contemporary judgment, should be regulated by the normal taste of the hale and cultured man of its age: it should steer a middle course between the prudery of the manse, which is for hiding everything vital, and the effrontery of the pot-house, which makes for ribaldry and bawdry; and the more it approximates to the exact equilibrium of its period, the more thoroughly does it become representative of the best taste of its time, the more certain is it of permanent recognition. The literature of shortcoming and the literature of violence have their reward:


  
    “They have their day, and cease to be”;

  


  the literature which reflects the hale and wholesome frankness of its age can be read, with pleasure and profit, long after its openness of speech and outlook has ceased to reproduce the surrounding life. 209 The environment is ephemeral, but the literature is immortal. But why is the literature immortal? Why is it that a play like Pericles, for instance, full as it is of scenes which revolt the moral taste, has lived and is a classic forever, while innumerable contemporary pieces of no less genius (for Pericles is no masterpiece) have passed into oblivion? Why is it that the impurity of Pericles strikes the reader scarcely at all, while the memory dwells upon its beauties and forgets its foulness in recollection of its refinement? The reason is not far to seek. Pericles is not only free of offence when judged by the taste of its age, it is no less blameless when we subject it to the test by which all literature is judged at last; it conforms to the standard of art; it is permeated by the moral idea. The standard of art—the presence of the idea—the two expressions are, I believe, synonymous. It is easy enough to babble of the beauty of things considered apart from their meaning, it is easy enough to dilate on the satisfaction of art in itself, but all these phrases are merely collocations of terms, empty and meaningless. A thing can only be artistic by virtue of the idea it suggests to us; when the idea is coarse, ungainly, unspeakable, the object that suggests it is coarse, ungainly, unspeakable; art and ethics must always be allied in that the merit of the art is dependent on the merit of the idea it prompts.


  Perhaps I shall show my meaning more clearly by an example from the more tangible art of painting; and let me take as an instance an artist who has produced pictures at once the most revolting and most moral of any in the history of English art. I mean Hogarth. We are all familiar with his coarsenesses; all these have we known from our youth up. But it is only the schoolboy who searches the Bible for its indecent passages; when we are become men, we put away such childish satisfactions. 210 Then we begin to appreciate the idea which underlies the subject: we feel that Hogarth—


  
    “Whose pictured morals charm the mind,


    And through the eye correct the heart”—

  


  was, even in his grossest moments, profoundly moral, entirely sane, because he never dallied lasciviously with his subject, because he did not put forth vice with the pleasing semblance of virtue, because, like all hale and wholesome critics of life, he condemned excess, and pictured it merely to portray the worthlessness, the weariness, the dissatisfaction of lust and license. Art, we say, claims every subject for her own; life is open to her ken; she may fairly gather her subjects where she will. Most true. But there is all the difference in the world between drawing life as we find it, sternly and relentlessly, surveying it all the while from outside with the calm, unflinching gaze of criticism, and, on the other hand, yielding ourselves to the warmth and colour of its excesses, losing our judgment in the ecstasies of the joy of life, becoming, in a word, effeminate.


  The man lives by ideas; the woman by sensations; and while the man remains an artist so long as he holds true to his own view of life, the woman becomes one as soon as she throws off the habit of her sex, and learns to rely upon her judgment, and not upon her senses. It is only when we regard life with the untrammelled view of the impartial spectator, when we pierce below the substance for its animating idea, that we approximate to the artistic temperament. It is unmanly, it is effeminate, it is inartistic to gloat over pleasure, to revel in immoderation, to become passion’s slave; and literature demands as much calmness of judgment, as much reticence, as life itself. The man who loses 211 reticence loses self-respect, and the man who has no respect for himself will scarcely find others to venerate him. After all, the world generally takes us at our own valuation.


  We have now, I trust, arrived (though, it may be, by a rather circuitous journey) at something like a definite and reasonable law for the exercise of reticence; it only remains to consider by what test we shall most easily discover the presence or absence of the animating moral idea which we have found indispensable to art. It seems to me that three questions will generally suffice. Does the work, we should ask ourselves, make for that standard of taste which is normal to wholesomeness and sanity of judgment? Does it, or does it not, encourage us to such a line of life as is recommended, all question of tenet and creed apart, by the experience of the age, as the life best calculated to promote individual and general good? And does it encourage to this life in language and by example so chosen as not to offend the susceptibilities of that ordinarily strong and unaffected taste which, after all, varies very little with the changes of the period and development? When creative literature satisfies these three requirements—when it is sane, equable, and well spoken, then it is safe to say it conforms to the moral idea, and is consonant with art. By its sanity it eludes the risk of effeminate demonstration; by its choice of language it avoids brutality; and between these two poles, it may be affirmed without fear of question, true taste will and must be found to lie.


  These general considerations, already too far prolonged, become of immediate interest to us as soon as we attempt to apply them to the literature of our own half-century, and I propose concluding what I wished to say on the necessity of reticence by considering, briefly and without mention of names, that realistic movement in English literature which, under different titles, and protected by the ægis of 212 various schools, has proved, without doubt, the most interesting and suggestive development in the poetry and fiction of our time. During the last quarter of a century, more particularly, the English man-of-letters has been indulging, with an entirely new freedom, his national birthright of outspokenness, and during the last twelve months there have been no uncertain indications that this freedom of speech is degenerating into license which some of us cannot but view with regret and apprehension. The writers and the critics of contemporary literature have, it would seem, alike lost their heads; they have gone out into the byways and hedges in search of the new thing, and have brought into the study and subjected to the microscope mean objects of the roadside, whose analysis may be of value to science but is absolutely foreign to art. The age of brutality, pure and simple, is dead with us, it is true; but the age of effeminacy appears, if one is to judge by recent evidence, to be growing to its dawn. The day that follows will, if it fulfils the promise of its morning, be very serious and very detrimental to our future literature.


  Every great productive period of literature has been the result of some internal or external revulsion of feeling, some current of ideas. This is a commonplace. The greatest periods of production have been those when the national mind has been directed to some vast movement of emancipation—the discovery of new countries, the defeat of old enemies, the opening of fresh possibilities. Literature is best stimulated by stirrings like these. Now, the last quarter of a century in English history has been singularly sterile of important improvements. There has been no very inspiring acquisition to territory or to knowledge: there has been, in consequence, no marked influx of new ideas. The mind has been thrown back upon itself; lacking stimulus without, it has sought inspiration within, and the most characteristic literature of the 213 time has been introspective. Following one course, it has betaken itself to that intimately analytical fiction which we associate primarily with America; it has sifted motives and probed psychology, with the result that it has proved an exceedingly clever, exact, and scientific, but scarcely stimulating, or progressive school of literature. Following another course, it has sought for subject-matter in the discussion of passions and sensations, common, doubtless, to every age of mankind, interesting and necessary, too, in their way, but passions and sensations hitherto dissociated with literature, hitherto, perhaps, scarcely realised to their depth and intensity. It is in this development that the new school of realism has gone furthest; and it is in this direction that the literature of the future seems likely to follow. It is, therefore, not without value to consider for a moment whither this new frankness is leading us, and how far its freedom is reconciled to that standard of necessary reticence which I have tried to indicate in these pages.


  This present tendency to literary frankness had its origin, I think, no less than twenty-eight years ago. It was then that the dovecotes of English taste were tremulously fluttered by the coming of a new poet, whose naked outspokenness startled his readers into indignation. Literature, which had retrograded into a melancholy sameness, found itself convulsed by a sudden access of passion, which was probably without parallel since the age of the silver poets of Rome. This new singer scrupled not to revel in sensations which for years had remained unmentioned upon the printed page; he even chose for his subjects refinements of lust, which the commonly healthy Englishman believed to have become extinct with the time of Juvenal. Here was an innovation which was absolutely alien to the standard of contemporary taste—an innovation, I believe, that was equally opposed to that final moderation without which literature is lifeless.


  214 Let us listen for one moment:


  
    “By the ravenous teeth that have smitten


    Through the kisses that blossom and bud,


    By the lips intertwisted and bitten


    Till the foam has a savour of blood,


    By the pulse as it rises and falters,


    By the hands as they slacken and strain,


    I adjure thee, respond from thine altars,


    Our Lady of Pain.

  


  
    As of old when the world’s heart was lighter,


    Through thy garments the grace of thee glows,


    The white wealth of thy body made whiter


    By the blushes of amorous blows,


    And seamed with sharp lips and fierce fingers,


    And branded by kisses that bruise;


    When all shall be gone that now lingers,


    Ah, what shall we lose?

  


  
    Thou wert fair in thy fearless old fashion,


    And thy limbs are as melodies yet,


    And move to the music of passion


    With lithe and lascivious regret.


    What ailed us, O gods, to desert you


    For creeds that refuse and restrain?


    Come down and redeem us from virtue,


    Our Lady of Pain.”

  


  This was twenty-eight years ago; and still the poetry lives. At first sight it would seem as though the desirable reticence, upon which we have been insisting, were as yet unnecessary to immortality. A quarter of a century has passed, it might be argued, and the 215 verse is as fresh to-day and as widely recognised as it was in its morning: is not this a proof that art asks for no moderation? I believe not. It is true that the poetry lives, that we all recognise, at some period of our lives, the grasp and tenacity of its influence; that, even when the days come in which we say we have no pleasure in it, we still turn to it at times for something we do not find elsewhere. But the thing we seek is not the matter, but the manner. The poetry is living, not by reason of its unrestrained frankness, but in spite of it, for the sake of something else. That sweet singer who charmed and shocked the audiences of 1866, charms us, if he shocks us not now, by virtue of the one new thing that he imported into English poetry, the unique and as yet imperishable faculty of musical possibilities hitherto unattained. There is no such music in all the range of English verse, seek where you will, as there is in him. But the perfection of the one talent, its care, its elaboration, have resulted in a corresponding decay of those other faculties by which alone, in the long run, poetry can live. Open him where you will, there is in his poetry neither construction nor proportion; no development, no sustained dramatic power. Open him where you will, you acquire as much sense of his meaning and purpose from any two isolated stanzas as from the study of a whole poem. There remains in your ears, when you have ceased from reading, the echo only of a beautiful voice, chanting, as it were, the melodies of some outland tongue.


  Is this the sort of poetry that will survive the trouble of the ages? It cannot survive. The time will come (it must) when some newer singer discovers melodies as yet unknown, melodies which surpass in their modulations and varieties those poems and ballads of twenty-eight years ago; and, when we have found the new note, what will be left of the earlier singer, to which we shall of necessity return? A message? No. Philosophy? No, [No.] 216 A new vision of life? No. A criticism of contemporary existence? Assuredly not. There remains the melody alone; and this, when once it is surpassed, will charm us little enough. We shall forget it then. Art brings in her revenges, and this will be of them.


  But the new movement did not stop here. If, in the poet we have been discussing, we have found the voice among us that corresponds to the decadent voices of the failing Roman Republic, there has reached us from France another utterance, which I should be inclined to liken to the outspoken brutality of Restoration drama. Taste no longer fails on the ground of a delicate, weakly dalliance, it begins to see its own limitations, and springs to the opposite pole. It will now be virile, full of the sap of life, strong, robust, and muscular. It will hurry us out into the fields, will show us the coarser passions of the common farm-hand; at any expense it will paint the life it finds around it; it will at least be consonant with that standard of want of taste which it falsely believes to be contemporary. We get a realistic fiction abroad, and we begin to copy it at home. We will trace the life of the travelling actor, follow him into the vulgar, sordid surroundings which he chooses for the palace of his love, be it a pottery-shed or the ill-furnished lodging-room with its black horsehair sofa—we will draw them all, and be faithful to the lives we live. Is that the sort of literature that will survive the trouble of the ages? It cannot survive. We are no longer untrue to our time, perhaps, if we are to seek for the heart of that time in the lowest and meanest of its representatives; but we are untrue to art, untrue to the record of our literary past, when we are content to turn for our own inspiration to anything but the best line of thought, the highest school of life, through which we are moving. This grosser realism is no more representative of its time than were the elaborate pastiches of classical degradation; it is as though one 217 should repeople Eden with creatures imagined from a study of the serpent’s head. In the history of literature this movement, too, will with the lapse of time pass unrecognised; it has mourned unceasingly to an age which did not lack for innocent piping and dancing in its market-places.


  The two developments of realism of which we have been speaking seem to me to typify the two excesses into which frankness is inclined to fall; on the one hand, the excess prompted by effeminacy—that is to say, by the want of restraints which starts from enervated sensation; and on the other, the excess which results from a certain brutal virility, which proceeds from coarse familiarity with indulgence. The one whispers, the other shouts; the one is the language of the courtesan, the other of the bargee. What we miss in both alike is that true frankness which springs from the artistic and moral temperament; the episodes are no part of a whole in unity with itself; the impression they leave upon the reader is not the impression of Hogarth’s pictures; in one form they employ all their art to render vice attractive, in the other, with absolutely no art at all, they merely reproduce, with the fidelity of the kodak, scenes and situations the existence of which we all acknowledge, while taste prefers to forget them.


  But the latest development of literary frankness is, I think, the most insidious and fraught with the greatest danger to art. A new school has arisen which combines the characteristics of effeminacy and brutality. In its effeminate aspect it plays with the subtler emotions of sensual pleasure, on its brutal side it has developed into that class of fiction which for want of a better word I must call chirurgical. In poetry it deals with very much the same passions as those which we have traced in the verse to which allusion has been made above; but, instead of leaving these refinements of lust to the haunts to which they are fitted, it has introduced 218 them into the domestic chamber, and permeated marriage with the ardours of promiscuous intercourse. In fiction it infects its heroines with acquired diseases of names unmentionable, and has debased the beauty of maternity by analysis of the process of gestation. Surely the inartistic temperament can scarcely abuse literature further. I own I can conceive nothing less beautiful.


  It was said of a great poet by a little critic that he wheeled his nuptial couch into the area; but these small poets and smaller novelists bring out their sick into the thoroughfare, and stop the traffic while they give us a clinical lecture upon their sufferings. We are told that this is a part of the revolt of woman, and certainly our women-writers are chiefly to blame. It is out of date, no doubt, to clamour for modesty; but the woman who describes the sensations of childbirth does so, it is to be presumed—not as the writer of advice to a wife—but as an artist producing literature for art’s sake. And so one may fairly ask her: How is art served by all this? What has she told us that we did not all know, or could not learn from medical manuals? and what impression has she left us over and above the memory of her unpalatable details? And our poets, who know no rhyme for “rest” but that “breast” whose snowinesses and softnesses they are for ever describing with every accent of indulgence, whose eyes are all for frills, if not for garters, what have they sung that was not sung with far greater beauty and sincerity in the days when frills and garters were alluded to with the open frankness that cried shame on him who evil thought. The one extremity, it seems to me, offends against the standard of contemporary taste; (“people,” as Hedda Gabler said, “do not say such things now”); the other extremity rebels against that universal standard of good taste that has from the days of Milo distinguished between the naked and the nude. We are 219 losing the distinction now; the cry for realism, naked and un ashamed, [unashamed,] is borne in upon us from every side:


  
    “Rip your brother’s vices open, strip your own foul passions bare;


    Down with Reticence, down with Reverence—forward—naked—let them stare.”

  


  But there was an Emperor once (we know the story) who went forth among his people naked. It was said that he wore fairy clothes, and that only the unwise could fail to see them. At last a little child raised its voice from the crowd! “Why, he has nothing on,” it said. And so these writers of ours go out from day to day, girded on, they would have us believe, with the garments of art; and fashion has lacked the courage to cry out with the little child: “They have nothing on.” No robe of art, no texture of skill, they whirl before us in a bacchanalian dance naked and unashamed. But the time will come, it must, when the voices of the multitude will take up the cry of the child, and the revellers will hurry to their houses in dismay. Without dignity, without self-restraint, without the morality of art, literature has never survived; they are the few who rose superior to the baser levels of their time, who stand unimpugned among the immortals now. And that mortal who would put on immortality must first assume that habit of reticence, that garb of humility by which true greatness is best known. To endure restraint—that is to be strong.
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  219 A Lady Reading


  By Walter Sickert


  Reproduced by Messrs. Carl Hentschel & Co.
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  223 Modern Melodrama


  By Hubert Crackanthorpe


  The pink shade of a single lamp supplied an air of subdued mystery; the fire burned red and still; in place of door and windows hung curtains, obscure, formless; the furniture, dainty, but sparse, stood detached and incoördinate like the furniture of a stage-scene; the atmosphere was heavy with heat, and a scent of stale tobacco; some cut flowers, half withered, tissue-paper still wrapping their stalks, lay on a gilt, cane-bottomed chair.


  “Will you give me a sheet of paper, please?”


  He had crossed the room, to seat himself before the principal table. He wore a fur-lined overcoat, and he was tall, and broad, and bald; a sleek face, made grave by gold-rimmed spectacles.


  The other man was in evening dress; his back leaning against the mantelpiece, his hands in his pockets: he was moodily scraping the hearthrug with his toe. Clean-shaved; stolid and coarsely regular features; black, shiny hair, flattened on to his head; under-sized eyes, moist and glistening; the tint of his face uniform, the tint of discoloured ivory; he looked a man who ate well and lived hard.


  “Certainly, sir, certainly,” and he started to hurry about the room.


  224 “Daisy,” he exclaimed roughly, a moment later, “where the deuce do you keep the note-paper?”


  “I don’t know if there is any, but the girl always has some.” She spoke in a slow tone—insolent and fatigued.


  A couple of bed-pillows were supporting her head, and a scarlet plush cloak, trimmed with white down, was covering her feet, as she lay curled on the sofa. The fire-light glinted on the metallic gold of her hair, which clashed with the black of her eyebrows; and the full, blue eyes, wide-set, contradicted the hard line of her vivid-red lips. She drummed her fingers on the sofa-edge, nervously.


  “Never mind,” said the bald man shortly, producing a note-book from his breast-pocket, and tearing a leaf from it.


  He wrote, and the other two stayed silent; the man returned to the hearthrug, lifting his coat-tails under his arms; the girl went on drumming the sofa-edge.


  “There,” sliding back his chair, and looking from the one to the other, evidently uncertain which of the two he should address. “Here is the prescription. Get it made up to-night, a table-spoonful at a time, in a wine-glassful of water at lunch-time, at dinner-time and before going to bed. Go on with the port wine twice a day, and (to the girl, deliberately and distinctly) you must keep quite quiet; avoid all sort of excitement—that is extremely important. Of course you must on no account go out at night. Go to bed early, take regular meals, and keep always warm.”


  “I say,” broke in the girl, “tell us, it isn’t bad—dangerous, I mean?”


  “Dangerous!—no, not if you do what I tell you.”


  He glanced at his watch, and rose, buttoning his coat.


  “Good-evening,” he said gravely.


  At first she paid no heed; she was vacantly staring before her: 225 then, suddenly conscious that he was waiting, she looked up at him.


  “Good-night, doctor.”


  She held out her hand, and he took it.


  “I’ll get all right, won’t I?” she asked, still looking up at him.


  “All right—of course you will—of course. But remember you must do what I tell you.”


  The other man handed him his hat and umbrella, opened the door for him, and it closed behind them.


  * * * *


  The girl remained quiet, sharply blinking her eyes, her whole expression eager, intense.


  A murmer of voices, a muffled tread of footsteps descending the stairs—the gentle shutting of a door—stillness.


  She raised herself on her elbow, listening; the cloak slipped noiselessly to the floor. Quickly her arm shot out to the bell-rope: she pulled it violently; waited, expectant; and pulled again.


  A slatternly figure appeared—a woman of middle-age—her arms, bared to the elbows, smeared with dirt; a grimy apron over her knees.


  “What’s up?—I was smashin’ coal,” she explained.


  “Come here,” hoarsely whispered the girl—“here—no—nearer—quite close. Where’s he gone?”


  “Gone? ’oo?”


  “That man that was here.”


  “I s’ppose ’ee’s in the downstairs room. I ain’t ’eard the front door slam.”


  “And Dick, where’s he?”


  “They’re both in there together, I s’ppose.”


  “I want you to go down—quietly—without making a noise—listen at the door—come up, and tell me what they’re saying.”


  226 “What? down there?” jerking her thumb over her shoulder.


  “Yes, of course—at once,” answered the girl, impatiently.


  “And if they catches me—a nice fool I looks. No, I’m jest blowed if I do!” she concluded. “Whatever’s up?”


  “You must,” the girl broke out excitedly. “I tell you, you must.”


  “Must—must—an’ if I do, what am I goin’ to git out of it?” She paused, reflecting; then added: “Look ’ere—I tell yer what—I’ll do it for half a quid, there?”


  “Yes—yes—all right—only make haste.”


  “An’ ’ow d’ I know as I’ll git it?” she objected doggedly. “It’s a jolly risk, yer know.”


  The girl sprang up, flushed and feverish.


  “Quick—or he’ll be gone. I don’t know where it is—but you shall have it—I promise—quick—please go—quick.”


  The other hesitated, her lips pressed together; turned, and went out.


  And the girl, catching at her breath, clutched a chair.


  * * * * *


  A flame flickered up in the fire, buzzing spasmodically. A creak outside. She had come up. But the curtains did not move. Why didn’t she come in? She was going past. The girl hastened across the room, the intensity of the impulse lending her strength.


  “Come—come in,” she gasped. “Quick—I’m slipping.”


  She struck at the wall; but with the flat of her hand, for there was no grip. The woman bursting in, caught her, and led her back to the sofa.


  “There, there, dearie,” tucking the cloak round her feet. “Lift up the piller, my ’ands are that mucky. Will yer ’ave anythin’?”


  227 She shook her head. “It’s gone,” she muttered. “Now—tell me.”


  “Tell yer?—tell yer what! Why—why—there ain’t jest nothin’ to tell yer.”


  “What were they saying? Quick.”


  “I didn’t ’ear nothin’. They was talking about some ballet-woman.”


  The girl began to cry, feebly, helplessly, like a child in pain.


  “You might tell me, Liz. You might tell me. I’ve been a good sort to you.”


  “That yer ’ave. I knows yer ’ave, dearie. There, there, don’t yer take on like that. Yer’ll only make yerself bad again.”


  “Tell me—tell me,” she wailed. “I’ve been a good sort to you, Liz.”


  “Well, they wasn’t talkin’ of no ballet-woman—that’s straight,” the woman blurted out savagely.


  “What did he say?—tell me,” Her voice was weaker now.


  “I can’t tell yer—don’t yer ask me—for God’s sake, don’t yer ask me.”


  With a low crooning the girl cried again.


  “Oh! for God’s sake, don’t yer take on like that—it’s awful—I can’t stand it. There, dearie, stop that cryin’ an’ I’ll tell yer—I will indeed. It was jest this way—I slips my shoes off, an’ I goes down as careful—jest as careful as a cat—an’ when I gets to the door I crouches myself down, listenin’ as ’ard as ever I could. The first things as I ’ears was Mr. Dick speakin’ thick-like—like as if ’ee’d bin drinkin’—an t’other chap ’ee says somethin’ about lungs, using some long word—I missed that—there was a van or somethin’ rackettin’ on the road. Then ’ee says ‘gallopin’, gallopin’,’ jest like as ’ee was talkin’ of a ’orse. An’ Mr. Dick, ’ee says, ‘ain’t there no chance—no’ow?’ and ’ee give a 228 sort of a grunt. I was awful sorry for ’im, that I was, ’ee must ’ave been crool bad, ’ee’s mostly so quiet-like, ain’t ’ee? An’, in a minute, ’ee sort o’ groans out somethin’, an’ t’other chap ’es answer ’im quite cool-like, that ’ee don’t properly know; but, anyways, it ’ud be over afore the end of February. There I’ve done it. Oh! dearie, it’s awful, awful, that’s jest what it is. An’ I ’ad no intention to tell yer—not a blessed word—that I didn’t—may God strike me blind if I did! Some’ow it all come out, seein’ yer chokin’ that ’ard an’ feelin’ at the wall there. Yer ’ad no right to ask me to do it—’ow was I to know ’ee was a doctor?”


  She put the two corners of her apron to her eyes, gurgling loudly.


  “Look ’ere, don’t yer b’lieve a word of it—I don’t—I tell yer they’re a ’umbuggin’ lot, them doctors, all together. I know it. Yer take my word for that—yer’ll git all right again. Yer’ll be as well as I am, afore yer’ve done—Oh, Lord!—it’s jest awful—I feel that upset—I’d like to cut my tongue out, for ’avin’ told yer—but I jest couldn’t ’elp myself.” She was retreating towards the door, wiping her eyes, and snorting out loud sobs—“An’, don’t you offer me that half quid—I couldn’t take it of yer—that I couldn’t.”


  * * * * *


  She shivered, sat up, and dragged the cloak tight round her shoulders. In her desire to get warm she forgot what had happened. She extended the palms of her hands towards the grate: the grate was delicious. A smoking lump of coal clattered on to the fender: she lifted the tongs, but the sickening remembrance arrested her. The things in the room were receding, dancing round: the fire was growing taller and taller. The woollen scarf chafed her skin: she wrenched it off. Then hope, keen and 229 bitter, shot up, hurting her. “How could he know? Of course he couldn’t know. She’d been a lot better this last fortnight—the other doctor said so—she didn’t believe it—she didn’t care—Anyway, it would be over before the end of February!”


  Suddenly the crooning wail started again: next, spasms of weeping, harsh and gasping.


  By-and-by she understood that she was crying noisily, and that she was alone in the room: like a light in a wind, the sobbing fit ceased.


  “Let me live—let me live—I’ll be straight—I’ll go to church—I’ll do anything! Take it away—it hurts—I can’t bear it!”


  Once more the sound of her own voice in the empty room calmed her. But the tension of emotion slackened, only to tighten again: immediately she was jeering at herself. What was she wasting her breath for? What had Jesus ever done for her? She’d had her fling, and it was no thanks to Him.


  “‘Dy-sy—Dy-sy——’”


  From the street below, boisterous and loud, the refrain came up. And, as the footsteps tramped away, the words reached her once more, indistinct in the distance.


  “‘I’m jest cryzy, all for the love o’ you.’”


  She felt frightened. It was like a thing in a play. It was as if some one was there, in the room—hiding—watching her.


  Then a coughing fit started, racking her. In the middle, she struggled to cry for help; she thought she was going to suffocate.


  Afterwards she sank back, limp, tired, and sleepy.


  The end of February—she was going to die—it was important, exciting—what would it be like? Everybody else died. Midge had died in the summer—but that was worry and going the pace. And they said that Annie Evans was going off too. Damn it! she wasn’t going to be chicken-hearted. She’d face it. She’d 230 had a jolly time. She’d be game till the end. Hell-fire—that was all stuff and nonsense—she knew that. It would be just nothing—like a sleep. Not even painful: she’d be just shut down in a coffin, and she wouldn’t know that they were doing it. Ah! but they might do it before she was quite dead! It had happened sometimes. And she wouldn’t be able to get out. The lid would be nailed, and there would be earth on the top. And if she called, no one would hear.


  Ugh! what a fit of the blues she was getting! It was beastly, being alone. Why the devil didn’t Dick come back?


  That noise, what was that?


  Bah! only some one in the street. What a fool she was!


  She winced again as the fierce feeling of revolt swept through her, the wild longing to fight. It was damned rough—four months! A year, six months even, was a long time. The pain grew acute, different from anything she had felt before.


  “Good Lord! what am I maundering on about? Four months—I’ll go out with a fizzle like a firework. Why the devil doesn’t Dick come?—or Liz—or somebody? What do they leave me alone like this for?”


  She dragged at the bell-rope.


  * * * * *


  He came in, white and blear-eyed.


  “Whatever have you been doing all this time?” she began angrily.


  “I’ve been chatting with the doctor.” He was pretending to read a newspaper: there was something funny about his voice.


  “It’s ripping. He says you’ll soon be fit again, as long as you don’t get colds, or that sort of thing. Yes, he says you’ll soon be fit again”—a quick, crackling noise—he had gripped the newspaper in his fist.


  231 She looked at him, surprised, in spite of herself. She would never have thought he’d have done it like that. He was a good sort, after all. But—she didn’t know why—she broke out furiously:


  “You infernal liar!—I know. I shall be done for by the end of February—ha! ha!”


  Seizing a vase of flowers, she flung it into the grate. The crash and the shrivelling of the leaves in the flames brought her an instant’s relief. Then she said quietly:


  “There—I’ve made an idiot of myself; but” (weakly) “I didn’t know—I didn’t know—I thought it was different.”


  He hesitated, embarrassed by his own emotion. Presently he went up to her and put his hands round her cheeks.


  “No,” she said, “that’s no good, I don’t want that. Get me something to drink. I feel bad.”


  He hurried to the cupboard and fumbled with the cork of a champagne bottle. It flew out with a bang. She started violently.


  “You clumsy fool!” she exclaimed.


  She drank off the wine at a gulp.


  “Daisy,” he began.


  She was staring stonily at the empty glass.


  “Daisy,” he repeated.


  She tapped her toe against the fender-rail.


  At this sign, he went on:


  “How did you know?”


  “I sent Liz to listen,” she answered mechanically.


  He looked about him, helpless.


  “I think I’ll smoke,” he said feebly.


  She made no answer.


  “Here, put the glass down,” she said.


  232 He obeyed.


  He lit a cigarette over the lamp, sat down opposite her, puffing dense clouds of smoke.


  And, for a long while, neither spoke.


  “Is that doctor a good man?”


  “I don’t know. People say so,” he answered.


  ·  ·


  233 Two Songs


  By John Davidson


  I—London


  
    Athwart the sky a lowly sigh


    From west to east the sweet wind carried;


    The sun stood still on Primrose Hill;


    His light in all the city tarried:


    The clouds on viewless columns bloomed


    Like smouldering lilies unconsumed.

  


  
    “Oh, sweetheart, see, how shadowy,


    Of some occult magician’s rearing,


    Or swung in space of Heaven’s grace,


    Dissolving, dimly reappearing,


    Afloat upon ethereal tides


    St. Paul above the city rides!”

  


  
    A rumour broke through the thin smoke


    Enwreathing Abbey, Tower, and Palace,


    The parks, the squares, the thoroughfares,


    The million-peopled lanes and alleys,


    An ever-muttering prisoned storm,


    The heart of London beating warm.

  


  234 II—Down-a-down


  
    Foxes peeped from out their dens,


    Day grew pale and olden;


    Blackbirds, willow-warblers, wrens,


    Staunched their voices golden.

  


  
    High, oh high, from the opal sky,


    Shouting against the dark,


    “Why, why, why must the day go by?”


    Fell a passionate lark.

  


  
    But the cuckoos beat their brazen gongs,


    Sounding, sounding so;


    And the nightingales poured in starry songs


    A galaxy below.

  


  
    Slowly tolling the vesper bell


    Ushered the stately night.


    Down-a-down in a hawthorn dell


    A boy and a girl and love’s delight.

  


  ·  ·


  235 The Love-Story of Luigi Tansillo


  By Richard Garnett


  
    Now that my wings are spread to my desire,


    The more vast height withdraws the dwindling land,


    Wider to wind these pinions I expand,


    And earth disdain, and higher mount and higher


    Nor of the fate of Icarus inquire,


    Or cautious droop, or sway to either hand;


    Dead I shall fall, full well I understand;


    But who lives gloriously as I expire?


    Yet hear I my own heart that pleading cries,


    Stay, madman! Whither art thou bound? Descend!


    Ruin is ready Rashness to chastise.


    But I, Fear not, though this indeed the end;


    Cleave we the clouds, and praise our destinies,


    If noble fall on noble flight attend.

  


  The above sonnet, one of the finest in Italian literature, is already known to many English readers in another translation by the late Mr. J. Addington Symonds, which originally appeared in the Cornhill Magazine, and is prefixed to his translation of the sonnets of Michael Angelo and Campanella (London, 1878), under the title of “The Philosopher’s Flight.” In his preface Mr. Symonds says: “The sonnet prefixed as a proem 236 to the whole book is generally attributed to Giordano Bruno, in whose Dialogue in the ‘Eroici Furori’ it occurs. There seems, however, good reason to suppose that it was really written by Tansillo, who recites it in that dialogue. Whoever may have been its author, it expresses in noble and impassioned verse the sense of danger, the audacity, and the exultation of those pioneers of modern thought, for whom philosophy was a voyage of discovery into untravelled regions.” Mr. Symonds’s knowledge of Italian literature was so extensive that he must have had ground for stating that the sonnet is generally attributed to Giordano Bruno; as it certainly is by De Sanctis, though it is printed as Tansillo’s in all editions of his works, imperfect as these were before the appearance of Signor Fiorentino’s in 1882. It is, nevertheless, remarkable that he should add: “There seems good reason to suppose that it was really written by Tansillo,” as if there could be a shadow of doubt on the matter. “Eroici Furori” is professedly a series of dialogues between Luigi Tansillo the Neapolitan poet, who had died about twenty years before their composition, and Cicero, but is in reality little more than a monologue, for Tansillo does nearly all the talking, and Cicero receives his instructions with singular docility. The reason of Tansillo’s selection for so great an honour was undoubtedly that, although born at Venosa, he belonged by descent to Nola, Bruno’s own city. In making such free use of Tansillo’s poetry as he has done throughout these dialogues, Bruno was far from the least idea of pillaging his distinguished countryman. In introducing the four sonnets he has borrowed (for there are three besides that already quoted) he is always careful to make Tansillo speak of them as his own compositions, which he never does when Bruno’s own verses are put into his mouth. If a particle of doubt could remain, it would be dispelled by the fact that this sonnet, with 237 other poems by Tansillo, including the three other sonnets introduced into Bruno’s dialogue, is published under his name in the “Rime di diversi illustri Signori Napoletani,” edited by Lodovico Dolce at Venice, in 1555, when Bruno was about seven years old!


  Mr. Symonds’s interpretation of the sonnet also is erroneous in so far, at least, as that the meaning assigned by him never entered into the head of the author. It is certainly fully susceptible of such an exposition. But Tansillo, no philosopher, but a cavalier, the active part of whose life was mainly spent in naval expeditions against the Turks, no more thought with Mr. Symonds of “the pioneers of modern philosophy,” than he thought with Bruno of “arising and freeing himself from the body and sensual cognition.” On the contrary, the sonnet is a love-sonnet, and depicts with extraordinary grandeur the elation of spirit, combined with a sense of peril, consequent upon the poem having conceived a passion for a lady greatly his superior in rank. The proof of this is to be found in the fact that the sonnet is one of a series, unequivocally celebrating an earthly passion; and especially in the sonnet immediately preceding it in Dolce’s collection, manifestly written at the same time and referring to the same circumstance, in which the poet ascribes his Icarian flight, not to the influence of Philosophy, but of Love:


  
    Love fits me forth with wings, which so dilate,


    Sped skyward at the call of daring thought,


    I high and higher soar, with purpose fraught


    Soon to lay smiting hand on Heaven’s gate.


    Yet altitude so vast might well abate


    My confidence, if Love not succour brought,


    Pledging my fame not jeopardised in aught,


    And promising renown as ruin great.


    238 If he whom like audacity inspired,


    Falling gave name immortal to the flood,


    As sunny flame his waxen pinion fired;


    Then of thee too it shall be understood,


    No meaner prize than Heaven thy soul required,


    And firmer than thy life thy courage stood.

  


  The meaning of the two sonnets is fully recognised by Muratori, who prints them together in his treatise, “Della perfetta poesia,” and adds: “volea dire costui che s’era imbarcato in un’ amor troppo alto, e s’andava facendo coraggio.”


  This is surely one of the most remarkable instancespossible [instances possible] to adduce of the infinite significance of true poetry, and its capacity for inspiring ideas and suggesting interpretations of which the poet never dreamed, but which are nevertheless fairly deducible from his expressions.


  It is now a matter of considerable interest to ascertain the identity of this lady of rank, who could inspire a passion at once so exalted and so perilous. The point has been investigated by Tansillo’s editor, Signor F. Fiorentino, who has done so much to rescue his unpublished compositions from oblivion, and his view must be pronounced perfectly satisfactory. She was Maria d’Aragona, Marchioness del Vasto, whose husband, the Marquis del Vasto, a celebrated general of Spanish descent, famous as Charles the Fifth’s right hand in his successful expedition against Tunis, and at one time governor of the Milanese, was as remarkable for his jealousy as the lady, grand-daughter of a King of Naples, was for her pride and haughtiness. Fiorentino proves his case by showing how well all personal allusions in Tansillo’s poems, so far as they can be traced, agree with the circumstances of the Marchioness, and in particular that the latter is represented as at one time residing on the island of Ischia, where del Vasto 239 was accustomed to deposit his wife for security, when absent on his campaigns. He is apparently not aware that the object of Tansillo’s affection had already been identified with a member of the house of Aragon by Faria e Sousa, the Portuguese editor of Camoëns, who, in his commentary on Camoëns’s sixty-ninth sonnet, gives an interminable catalogue of ladies celebrated by enamoured poets, and says, “Tansillo sang Donna Isabel de Aragon.” This lady, however, the niece of the Marchioness del Vasto, was a little girl in Tansillo’s time, and is only mentioned by him as inconsolable for the death of a favourite dwarf.


  The sentiment, therefore, of the two sonnets of Tansillo which we have quoted, is sufficiently justified by the exalted station of the lady who had inspired his passion, and the risk he ran from the power and jealousy of her husband. It seems certain, however, that the Marquis had on his part no ground for apprehension. Maria d’Aragona does not seem to have had much heart to bestow upon anyone, and would, in any case, have disdained to bestow what heart she had upon a poor gentleman and retainer of Don Garcia de Toledo, son of the Viceroy of Naples. She would think that she honoured him beyond his deserts by accepting his poetical homage. Tansillo, on his part, says in one of his sonnets that his devotion is purely platonic; it might have been more ardent, he hints, but he is dazzled by the splendour of the light he contemplates, and intimidated by the richness of the band by which he is led. So it may have been at first, but as time wore on the poet naturally craved some proof that his lady was not entirely indifferent to him, and did not tolerate him merely for the sake of his verses. This, in the nature of things, could not be given; and the poet’s raptures pass into doubt and suspicion, thence into despairing resignation; thence into resentment and open hostility, terminating in a cold reconciliation, leaving him free to marry 240 a much humbler but probably a more affectionate person, to whom he addresses no impassioned sonnets, but whom he instructs in a very elegant poem (“La Balia”) how to bring up her infant children. These varying affections are depicted with extreme liveliness in a series of sonnets, of which we propose to offer some translated specimens. The order will not be that of the editions of Tansillo, where the pieces are distributed at random, but the probable order of composition, as indicated by the nature of the feeling expressed. It is, of course, impossible to give more than a few examples, though most deserve to be reproduced. Tansillo had the advantage over most Italian poets of his time of being in love with a real woman; hence, though possibly inferior in style and diction to such artists in rhyme as Bembo or Molza, he greatly surpasses them in all the qualities that discriminate poetry from the accomplishment of verse.


  The first sonnet which we shall give is still all fire and rapture:—


  I


  
    Lady, the heart that entered through your eyes


    Returneth not. Well may he make delay,


    For if the very windows that display


    Your spirit, sparkle in such wondrous wise,


    Of her enthroned within this Paradise


    What shall be deemed? If heart for ever stay,


    Small wonder, dazzled by more radiant day


    Than gazers from without can recognise.


    Glory of sun and moon and silver star


    In firmament above, are these not sign


    Of things within more excellent by far?


    Rejoice then in thy kingdom, heart of mine,


    While Love and Fortune favourable are,


    Nor thou yet exiled for default of thine.

  


  241 Although, however, Tansillo’s heart might well remain with its lady, Tansillo’s person was necessitated to join the frequent maritime expeditions of the great nobleman to whom he was attached, Don Garcia de Toledo, against the Turks. The constant free-booting of the Turkish and Barbary rovers kept the Mediterranean in a state of commotion comparable to that of the Spanish Main in the succeeding age, and these expeditions, whose picturesque history remains to be written, were no doubt very interesting; though from a philosophical point of view it is impossible not to sympathise with the humane and generous poet when he inquires:—


  
    Che il Turco nasca turco, e ’l Moro moro,


    E giusta causa questa, ond’ altri ed io


    Dobbiam incrudelir nel sangue loro?

  


  With such feelings it may well be believed that in his enforced absence he was thinking at least as much of love as of war, and that the following sonnet is as truthful as it is an animated picture of his feelings:—


  II


  
    No length of banishment did e’er remove


    My heart from you, nor if by Fortune sped


    I roam the azure waters, or the Red,


    E’er with the body shall the spirit rove:


    If by each drop of every wave we clove,


    Or by Sun’s light or Moon’s encompassèd,


    Another Venus were engenderèd,


    And each were pregnant with another Love:


    242 And thus new shapes of Love where’er we went


    Started to life at every stroke of oar,


    And each were cradled in an amorous thought;


    Not more than now this spirit should adore;


    That none the less doth constantly lament


    It cannot worship as it would and ought.

  


  Before long, however, the pangs of separation overcome this elation of spirit, while he is not yet afraid of being forgotten:—


  III


  
    Like lightning shining forth from east to west,


    Hurled are the happy hours from morn to night,


    And leave the spirit steeped in undelight


    In like proportion as themselves were blest.


    Slow move sad hours, by thousand curbs opprest,


    Wherewith the churlish Fates delay their flight;


    Those, impulses of Mercury incite,


    These lag at the Saturnian star’s behest.


    While thou wert near, ere separation’s grief


    Smote me, like steeds contending in the race,


    My days and nights with equal speed did run:


    Now broken either wheel, not swift the pace


    Of summer’s night though summer’s moon be brief;


    Or wintry days for brevity of sun.

  


  IV


  
    Now that the Sun hath borne with him the day,


    And haled dark Night from prison subterrene,


    Come forth, fair Moon, and, robed in light serene,


    With thy own loveliness the world array.

  


  
    243 Heaven’s spheres, slow wheeled on their majestic way,


    Invoke as they revolve thy orb unseen,


    And all the pageant of the starry scene,


    Wronged by thy absence, chides at thy delay.


    Shades even as splendours, earth and heaven both


    Smile at the apparition of thy face,


    And my own gloom no longer seems so loth;


    Yet, while my eye regards thee, thought doth trace


    Another’s image; if in vows be troth,


    I am not yet estranged from Love’s embrace.

  


  Continual separation, however, and the absence of any marked token that he is borne in memory, necessarily prey more and more on the sensitive spirit of the poet. During the first part, her husband’s tenure of office as Governor of the Milanese, the Marchioness, as already mentioned, took up her residence in the island of Ischia, where she received her adorer’s eloquent aspirations for her welfare—heartfelt, but so worded as to convey a reproach:


  V


  
    That this fair isle with all delight abound,


    Clad be it ever in sky’s smile serene,


    No thundering billow boom from deeps marine,


    And calm with Neptune and his folk be found.


    Fast may all winds by Æolus be bound,


    Save faintest breath of lispings Zephyrene;


    And be the odorous earth with glowing green


    Of gladsome herbs, bright flowers, quaint foliage crowned.


    All ire, all tempest, all misfortune be


    Heaped on my head, lest aught thy pleasure stain,


    244 Nor this disturbed by any thought of me,


    So scourged with ills’ innumerable train,


    New grief new tear begetteth not, as sea


    Chafes not the more for deluge of the rain.

  


  The “quaint foliage” is in the original “Arab leaves,” arabe frondi, an interesting proof of the cultivation of exotic plants at the period.


  The lady rejoins her husband at Milan, and Tansillo, landing on the Campanian coast, lately devastated by earthquakes and eruptions, finds everywhere the image of his own bosom, and rejoices at the opportunity which yawning rifts and chasms of earth afford for an appeal to the infernal powers:—


  VI


  
    Wild precipice and earthquake-riven wall;


    Bare jagged lava naked to the sky;


    Whence densely struggles up and slow floats by


    Heaven’s murky shroud of smoke funereal;


    Horror whereby the silent groves enthral;


    Black weedy pit and rifted cavity;


    Bleak loneliness whose drear sterility


    Doth prowling creatures of the wild appal:


    Like one distraught who doth his woe deplore,


    Bereft of sense by thousand miseries,


    As passion prompts, companioned or alone;


    Your desert so I rove; if as before


    Heaven deaf continue, through these crevices,


    My cry shall pierce to the Avernian throne.

  


  The poet’s melancholy deepens, and he enters upon the stage of dismal and hopeless resignation to the inevitable:


  245 VII


  
    As one who on uneasy couch bewails


    Besetting sickness and Time’s tardy course,


    Proving if drug, or gem, or charm have force


    To conquer the dire evil that assails:


    But when at last no remedy prevails,


    And bankrupt Art stands empty of resource,


    Beholds Death in the face, and scorns recourse


    To skill whose impotence in nought avails.


    So I, who long have borne in trust unspent


    That distance, indignation, reason, strife


    With Fate would heal my malady, repent,


    Frustrate all hopes wherewith my soul was rife,


    And yield unto my destiny, content


    To languish for the little left of life.

  


  A lower depth still has to be reached ere the period of salutary and defiant reaction:—


  VIII


  
    So mightily abound the hosts of Pain,


    Whom sentries of my bosom Love hath made,


    No space is left to enter or evade,


    And inwardly expire sighs born in vain,


    If any pleasure mingle with the train,


    By the first glimpse of my poor heart dismayed,


    Instant he dies, or else, in bondage stayed,


    Pines languishing, or flies that drear domain.


    Pale semblances of terror keep the keys,


    Of frowning portals they for none displace


    Save messengers of novel miseries:


    All thoughts they scare that wear a gladsome face;


    And, were they anything but Miseries,


    Themselves would hasten from the gloomy place.

  


  246 Slighted love easily passes from rejection into rebellion, and we shall see that such was the case with Tansillo. The following sonnet denotes an intermediate stage, when resignation is almost renunciation, but has not yet become revolt:—


  IX


  
    Cease thy accustomed strain, my mournful lute;


    New music find, fit for my lot forlorn;


    Henceforth be Wrath and Grief resounded, torn


    The strings that anciently did Love salute,


    Not on my own weak wing irresolute


    But on Love’s plumes I trusted to be borne,


    Chanting him far as that remotest bourne


    Whence strength Herculean reft Hesperian fruit.


    To such ambition was my spirit wrought


    By gracious guerdon Love came offering


    When free in air my thought was bold to range:


    But otherwhere now dwells another’s thought,


    And Wrath has plucked Love’s feather from my wing,


    And hope, style, theme, I all alike must change.

  


  This, however, is not a point at which continuance is possible, the mind must go either backward or forward. The lover for a time persuades himself that he has broken his mistress’s yoke, and that his infatuation is entirely a thing of the past. But the poet, like the lady, protests too much:—


  X


  
    If Love was miser of my liberty,


    Lo, Scorn is bounteous and benevolent,


    Such scope permitting, that, my fetter rent,


    Not lengthened by my hand, I wander free.


    247 The eyes that yielded tears continually


    Have now with Lethe’s drops my fire besprent,


    And more behold, Illusion’s glamour spent,


    Than fabled Argus with his century.


    The tyrant of my spirit, left forlorn


    As vassal thoughts forsake him, doth remove,


    And back unto her throne is Reason borne,


    And I my metamorphosis approve,


    And, old strains tuning to new keys, of Scorn


    Will sing as anciently I sang of Love.

  


  Several solutions of this situation are conceivable. Tansillo’s is that which was perhaps that most likely in the case of an emotional nature, where the feelings are more powerful than the will. He simply surrenders at discretion, retracts everything disparaging that he has said of the lady (taking care, however, not to burn the peccant verses, which are much too good to be lightly parted with), and professes himself her humble slave upon her own terms:—


  XI


  
    All bitter words I spoke of you while yet


    My heart was sore, and every virgin scroll


    Blackened with ire, now past from my control,


    These would I now recall; for ’tis most fit


    My style should change, now Reason doth reknit,


    Ties Passion sundered, and again make whole;


    Be then Oblivion’s prey whate’er my soul


    Hath wrongly of thee thought, spoke, sung, or writ.


    Not, Lady, that impeachment of thy fame


    With tongue or pen I ever did design;

  


  
    248 But that, if unto these shall reach my name,


    Ages to come may study in my line


    How year by year more streamed and towered my flame,


    And how I living was and dying thine.

  


  There is no reason to doubt the perfect sincerity of these lines at the period of their composition; but Tansillo’s mistress had apparently resolved that his attachment should not henceforth have the diet even of a chameleon; and it is small wonder to find him shortly afterwards a tender husband and father, lamenting the death of an infant son in strains of extreme pathos, and instructing his wife on certain details of domestic economy in which she might have been supposed to be better versed than himself. His marriage took place in 1550, and in one of his sonnets he says that his unhappy attachment had endured sixteen years, which, allowing for a decent interval between the Romeo and the Benedict, would date its commencement at 1532 or 1533.


  Maria d’Aragona died on November 9, 1568, and Tansillo, whose services had been rewarded by a judicial appointment in the kingdom of Naples, followed her to the tomb on December 1. If her death is really the subject of the two poems in terza rima which appear to deplore it, he certainly lost no time in bewailing her, but the interval is so brief, and the poems are so weak, that they may have been composed on some other occasion. With respect to the latter consideration, however, it must be remembered that he was himself, in all probability, suffering from disabling sickness, having made his will on November 29. It is also worthy of note that the first sonnets composed by Petrarch upon the death of Laura are in general much inferior in depth of tenderness to those written years after the event. “In Memoriam” is another proof that the adequate poetical expression of grief, unlike that of life, requiees [requires] time and study. Tansillo, then, may not have been so completely 249 disillusioned as his editor thinks. If the poems do not relate to Maria d’Aragona, we have no clue to the ultimate nature of his feelings towards her.


  A generally fair estimate of Tansillo’s rank as a poet is given in Ginguéné’s “History of Italian Literature,” vol. ix., pp. 340-343. It can scarcely be admitted that his boldness and fertility of imagination transported him beyond the limits of lyric poetry—for this is hardly possible—but it is true that they sometimes transcended the limits of good taste, and that the germs may be found in him of the extravagance which so disfigured Italian poetry in the seventeenth century. On the other hand, he has the inestimable advantage over most Italian poets of his day of writing of genuine passion from genuine experience. Hence a truth and vigour preferable even to the exquisite elegance of his countryman, Angelo di Costanzo, and much more so to the mere amatory exercises of other contemporaries. After Michael Angelo he stands farther aloof than any contemporary from Petrarch, a merit in an age when the study of Petrarch had degenerated into slavish imitation. His faults as a lyrist are absent from his didactic poems, which are models of taste and elegance. His one unpardonable sin is want of patriotism; he is the dependant and panegyrist of the foreign conqueror, and seems equally unconscious of the past glories, the actual degradation, or the prospective regeneration of Italy. Born a Spanish subject, his ideal of loyalty was entirely misplaced, and he must not be severely censured for what he could hardly avoid. But Italy lost a Tyrtæus in him.
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  253 The Fool’s Hour


  The First Act of a Comedy


  By John Oliver Hobbes and George Moore


  Characters of the Comedy


  
    Lord Doldrummond


    Cyril, his Son (Viscount Aprile)


    Sir Digby Soame


    Charles Mandeville, a tenor


    Mr. Banish, a banker


    The Hon. Arthur Featherleigh


    Mr. Samuel Benjamin, a money-lender


    Lady Doldrummond


    Julia, an heiress


    The Hon. Mrs. Howard de Trappe, her mother, a widow


    Sarah Sparrow, an American prima donna

  


  254 Act I


  Scene—The Library in Lord Doldrummond’s house at Brighton. The scene represents a richly-furnished but somewhat oppressive room. The chairs and tables are all narrow, the lamp-shades stiff, the windows have double glasses. Lord Doldrummond, a man of middle-age, handsome, but with a dejected, browbeaten air, sits with a rug over his knees, reading “The Church Times.” The Butler announces “Sir Digby Soame.” Sir Digby is thin and elderly; has an easy smile and a sharp eye; dresses well; has two manners—the abrupt with men, the suave with women; smiles into his beard over his own witticisms.


  Lord Dol. Ah, Soame, so you are here at last?


  Soame. [Looking at his watch.] I am pretty punctual, only a few minutes late.


  Lord Dol. I am worried, anxious, irritable, and that has made the time seem long.


  Soame. Worried, anxious? And what about? Are you not well? Have you found that regularity of life ruins the constitution?


  Lord Dol. No, my dear Soame, no. But I am willing to own that the existence which my wife enjoys, and which I have learnt to endure, would not suit every one.


  Soame. I am glad to find you more tolerant. You used to hold the very harshest and most crude opinions. I remember when we were boys, I could never persuade you to accept the admirable doctrine that a reformed rake makes the best husband!


  Lord Dol. [Timidly.] Repentance does not require so large an income as folly! This may explain that paradox. You know, in 255 my way, I, too, am something of a philosopher! I married very young, whereas you entered the Diplomatic Service and resolved to remain single: you wished to study women. I have lived with one for five-and-twenty years. [Sighs.]


  Soame. Oh, I admit at once that yours is the greater achievement and was the more daring ambition.


  Lord Dol. I know all I wish to know about women, but men puzzle me extremely. So I have sent for you. I want your advice. It is Cyril who is the cause of my uneasiness. I am afraid that he is not happy.


  Soame. Cyril not happy? What is he unhappy about? You have never refused him anything?


  Lord Dol. Never! No man has had a kinder father! When he is unreasonable I merely say “You are a fool, but please yourself!” No man has had a kinder father!


  Soame. Does he complain?


  Lord Dol. He has hinted that his home is uncongenial—yet we have an excellent cook! Ah, thank heaven every night and morning, my dear Digby, that you are a bachelor. Praying for sinners and breeding them would seem the whole duty of man. I was no sooner born than my parents were filled with uneasiness lest I should not live to marry and beget an heir of my own. Now I have an heir, his mother will never know peace until she has found him a wife!


  Soame. And will you permit Lady Doldrummond to use the same method with Cyril which your mother adopted with such appalling results in your own case?


  Lord Dol. It does not seem my place to interfere, and love-affairs are not a fit subject of conversation between father and son!


  Soame. But what does Cyril say to the matrimonial prospect?


  256 Lord Dol. He seems melancholy and eats nothing but oranges. Yes, Cyril is a source of great uneasiness.


  Soame. Does Lady Doldrummond share this uneasiness?


  Lord Dol. My wife would regard a second thought on any subject as a most dangerous form of temptation. She insists that Cyril has everything which a young man could desire, and when he complains that the house is dull, she takes him for a drive!


  Soame. But you understand him?


  Lord Dol. I think I do. If I were young again——


  Soame. Ah, you regret! I always said you would regret it if you did not take your fling! The pleasures we imagine are so much more alluring, so much more dangerous, than those we experience. I suppose you recognise in Cyril the rascal you might have been, and feel that you have missed your vocation?


  Lord Dol. [Meekly.] I was never unruly, my dear Soame. We all have our moments, I own, yet—well, perhaps Cyril has inherited the tastes which I possessed at his age, but lacked the courage to obey.


  Soame. And so you wish me to advise you how to deal with him! Is he in love? I have constantly observed that when young men find their homes unsympathetic, it is because some particular lady does not form a member of the household. It is usually a lady, too, who would not be considered a convenient addition to any mother’s visiting-list!


  Lord Dol. Lady Doldrummond has taught him that women are the scourges of creation. You, perhaps, do not share that view!


  Soame. Certainly not. I would teach him to regard them as the reward, the compensation, the sole delight of this dreariest of all possible worlds.


  Lord Dol. [Uneasily.] Reward! Compensation! Delight! I 257 beg you will not go so far as that. What notion would be more upsettting? Pray do not use such extreme terms!


  Soame. Ha! ha! But tell me, Doldrummond, is it true that your wife insists on his retiring at eleven and rising at eight? I hear that she allows him nothing stronger than ginger ale and lemon; that she selects his friends, makes his engagements, and superintends his amusements? Should he marry, I am told she will even undertake the office of best man!


  Lord Dol. Poor soul! she means well; and if devotion could make the boy a saint he would have been in heaven before he was out of his long clothes. As it is, I fear that nothing can save him.


  Soame. Save him? You speak as though you suspected that he was not such a saint as his mother thinks him.


  Lord Dol. I suspect nothing. I only know that my boy is unhappy. You might speak to him, and draw him out if occasion should offer—but do not say a word about this to Lady Doldrummond.


  [Enter Lady Doldrummond.—She is a tall, slight, but not angular woman. Her hair is brown, and brushed back from her temples in the simplest possible fashion. Self-satisfaction (of a gentle and ladylike sort) and eminent contentment with her lot are the only writings on her smooth, almost girlish countenance. She has a prim tenderness and charm of manner which soften her rather cutting voice.]


  Lady Dol. What! Cyril not here? How do you do, Sir Digby? I am looking for my tiresome boy. I promised to take him to pay some calls this afternoon, and as he may have to talk I must tell him what to say. He has no idea of making himself pleasant to women, and is the shyest creature in the world!


  Soame. You have always been so careful to shield him from all 258 responsibility, Lady Doldrummond. Who knows what eloquence, what decision, what energy he might display, if you did not possess these gifts in so pre-eminent a degree as to make any exertion on his part unnecessary, and perhaps disrespectful.


  Lady Dol. Ah! mothers are going out of fashion. Even Cyril occasionally shows a certain impatience when I venture to correct him. As if I would hurt any one’s feelings unless from a sense of duty! And pray, where is the pleasure of having a son if you may not direct his life?


  Lord Dol. Cyril might ask, where is the pleasure of having parents if you may not disobey them.


  Lady Dol. [To Soame.] When Herbert is alone with me he never makes flippant remarks of this kind. [To Lord Doldrummond.] I wonder that you like to give your friends such a wrong impression of your character. [Turning to Sir Digby.] But I think I see your drift, Sir Digby. You wish to remind me that Cyril is now at an age when I must naturally desire to see him established in a home of his own.


  Soame. You have caught my meaning. As he is now two-and-twenty, I think he should be allowed more freedom than may have been expedient when he was—say, six months old.


  Lady Dol. I quite agree with you, and I trust you will convince Herbert that women understand young men far better than their fathers ever could. I have found the very wife for Cyril, and I hope I may soon have the pleasure of welcoming her as a daughter.


  Soame. A wife! Good heavens! I was suggesting that the boy had more liberty. Marriage is the prison of all emotions, and I should be very sorry to ask any young girl to be a man’s gaol-keeper.


  Lord Dol. Sir Digby is right.


  259 Lady Dol. The presence of a third person has the strangest effect on Herbert’s moral vision. As I have trained my son with a care and tenderness rarely bestowed nowadays even on a girl, I think I may show some resentment when I am asked to believe him a being with the instincts of a ruffian and the philosophy of a middle-aged bachelor. No, Sir Digby, Cyril is not my child if he does not make his home and his family the happiest in the world!


  Soame. Yes?


  Lady Dol. He has no taste for cards, horses, brandy, or actresses. We read together, walk together, and drive together. In the evening, if he is too tired to engage in conversation, I play the piano while he dozes. Lately he has taken a particular interest in Mozart’s classic light opera. Any interest of that kind is so elevating, and I know of nothing more agreeable than a musical husband.


  Lord Dol. You see she is resolved on his marriage, and she has had Julia de Trappe on a visit with us for the last five weeks in the hope of bringing matters to a crisis.


  Lady Dol. And why not? Our marriage was arranged for us, and what idle fancies of our own could have led to such perfect contentment?


  [Lord Doldrummond avoids her eyes.]


  Soame. Julia de Trappe? She must be the daughter of that Mrs. Howard de Trappe who gives large At Homes in a smal [small] house, and who spends her time hunting for old lovers and new servants.


  Lady Dol. I own that dear Julia has been allowed to meet men and women who are not fit companions for a young girl, no matter how interesting they may be to the general public. Only 260 yesterday she told me she was well acquainted with Mr. Mandeville, the tenor. Mrs. de Trappe, it seems, frequently invites him to dinner. Still, Julia herself is very sensible, and the family is of extraordinary antiquity.


  Soame. But the mother? If she has not been in the divorce court, it is through no fault of her own.


  Lady Dol. [Biting her lip.] Mrs. de Trappe is vain and silly, I admit; but as she has at last decided to marry Mr. Banish, the banker, I am hoping she will live in his house at Hampstead, and think a little more about her immortal soul.


  Soame. Does Cyril seem at all interested in Miss Julia?


  Lady Dol. Cyril has great elegance of mind, and is not very strong in the expression of his feelings one way or the other. But I may say that a deep attachment exists between them.


  Soame. A man must have sound wisdom before he can appreciate innocence. But I have no desire to be discouraging, and I hope I may soon have the pleasure of congratulating you all on the wedding. Good-bye.


  Lord Dol. What! Must you go?


  Soame. Yes. But [aside to Lord Dol.] I shall bear in mind what you say. I will do my best. I have an engagement in town to-night. [Chuckles.] An amusing one.


  Lord Dol. [With envy.] Where?


  Soame. At the Parnassus.


  Lady Dol. [With a supercilious smile.] And what is the Parnassus?


  Soame. A theatre much favoured by young men who wish to be thought wicked, and by young ladies who are. Good-bye, good-bye. [Shakes hands with Lord and Lady Doldrummond and goes out.]


  Lady Dol. Thank goodness, he is gone! What a terrible 261 example for Cyril. I was on thorns every second lest he should come in. Soame has just those meretricious attractions which appeal to youth and inexperience. That you should encourage such an acquaintance, and even discuss before him such an intimate matter as my hope with regard to Julia, is, perhaps, more painful than astonishing.


  Lord Dol. They are both too young to marry. Let them enjoy life while they may.


  Lady Dol. Enjoy life? What a degrading suggestion! I have often observed that there is a lurking taste for the vicious in every Doldrummond. [Picking up Cyril’s miniature from the table.] Cyril is pure Bedingfield: my second self!


  [The Butler announces Mrs. De Trappe, Mr. Arthur Featherleigh, Mr. Banish. Mrs. de Trappe is a pretty woman with big eyes and a small waist; she has a trick of biting her under-lip, and looking shocked, as it were, at her own audacity. Her manner is a little effusive, but always well-bred. She does not seem affected, and has something artless, confiding, and pathetic. Mr. Featherleigh has a nervous laugh and a gentlemanly appearance; otherwise inscrutable. Mr. Banish is old, well-preserved, rather pompous, and evidently mistakes deportment for dignity.]


  Mrs. de Trappe. [Kissing Lady Dol. on each cheek.] Dear Edith, I knew we should surprise you. But Mr. Banish and I are house-hunting, and I thought I must run in and see you and Julia, if only for a second. I felt sure you would not mind my bringing Arthur [indicating Featherleigh.] He is so lonely at the prospect of my marriage that Mr. Banish and I have promised to keep him always with us. We have known each other so long. How should we spend our evenings without him? James admits they would be tedious, don’t you, James? [Indicating Banish.]


  262 Banish. Certainly, my dear.


  Lady Dol. [Stiffly.] I can well understand that you have learned to regard Mr. Featherleigh as your own son. And as we advance in years, it is so pleasant to have young people about us.


  Mrs. de Trappe. [After a slight pause.] How odd that it should never have struck me in that light before! I have always thought of Arthur as the trustee, as it were, of my poor fatherless Julia [To Banish.] Have I not often said so, James?


  Banish. [Dryly.] Often. In fact I have always thought that Julia would never lack a father whilst Arthur was alive. But I admit that he is a little young for the responsibility.


  Feather. [Unmoved.] Do not forget, Violet, that our train leaves in fifty-five minutes.


  Lord Dol. [Catching a desperate glance from Lady Doldrummond.] Then I shall have time to show you the Russian poodles which the Duke of Camdem brought me from Japan.


  Mrs. de Trappe. [Peevishly.] Yes, please take them away. [Waving her hand in the direction of Banish and Featherleigh.] Edith and I have many secrets to discuss. Of course she will tell you [to Lord Dol.] everything I have said when we are gone, and I shall tell Arthur and James all she has said as we go home. But it is so amusing to think ourselves mysterious for twenty minutes. [As the men go out laughing, she turns to Lady Doldrummond with a sigh.] Ah, Edith, when I pause in all these gaieties and say to myself, Violet, you are about to marry a second husband, I cannot feel sufficiently thankful that it is not the third.


  Lady Dol. The third?


  Mrs. de Trappe. To face the possibility of a third honeymoon, a third disappointment, and a third funeral would tax my courage to the utmost! And I am not strong.


  263 Lady Dol. I am shocked to see you so despondent. Surely you anticipate every happiness with Mr. Banish?


  Mrs. de Trappe. Oh, yes. He has money, and Arthur thinks him a very worthy sort of person. He is a little dull, but then middle-class people are always so gross in their air when they attempt to be lively or amusing; so long as they are grave I can bear them well enough, but I know of nothing so unpleasant as the sight of a banker laughing. As Arthur says, City men and butlers should always be serious.


  Lady Dol. Do you think that the world will quite understand—Arthur?


  Mrs. de Trappe. What do you mean, Edith? A woman must have an adviser. Arthur was my late husband’s friend, and he is my future husband’s friend. Surely that should be enough to satisfy the most exacting.


  Lady Dol. But why marry at all? why not remain as you are?


  Mrs. de Trappe. How unreasonable you are, Edith! How often have you urged me to marry Mr. Banish, and now that it is all arranged and Arthur is satisfied, you begin to object.


  Lady Dol. I thought that you liked Mr. Banish better.


  Mrs. de Trappe. Better than Arthur? No, I am not so unkind as that, nor would James wish it. I am marrying because I am poor. My husband, as you know, left nearly all his money to Julia, and I feel the injustice so acutely that the absurd settlement he made on me is spent upon doctor’s bills alone. If it were not for Arthur and one or two other kind friends who send me game and other little things from time to time, I could not exist at all. [Draws off her gloves, displays a diamond ring on each finger, and wipes her eyes with a point-lace pocket-handkerchief.] And when I think of all that I endured with De Trappe! How often have I been roused from a sound sleep to see the room illuminated and De 264 Trappe, rolled up in flannel, sitting by the fire reading “Lead, kindly Light.” What an existence! But now tell me about Julia. I hope she does not give you much trouble.


  Lady Dol. I only hope that I may keep her always with me.


  Mrs. de Trappe. How she must have improved! When she is at home I find her so depressing. And she does not appeal to men in the least.


  Lady Dol. I could wish that all young girls were as modest.


  Mrs. de Trappe. Oh, I daresay Julia has all the qualities we like to see in some other woman’s daughter. But if you were her mother and had to find her a husband, you would regard her virtues in another light. Fortunately she has eight thousand a year, so she may be able to find somebody. Still, even money does not tempt men as it once did. A girl must have an extraordinary charm. She is so jealous of me. I cannot keep her out of the drawing-room when I have got callers, especially when Mr. Mandeville is there.


  Lady Dol. I have heard of Mr. Mandeville. He is an actor, a singer.


  Mrs. de Trappe. A lovely tenor voice. All the women are in love with him, except me. I would not listen to him. And now they say he is going to marry Sarah Sparrow—a great mistake. I should like to know who would care about him or his singing, once he is married.


  Lady Dol. And who is Sarah Sparrow?


  Mrs. de Trappe. Don’t you know? She is the last great success. She has two notes: B flat and the lower G—the orchestra plays the rest. You must go to the Parnassus and hear her. To-night is the dress rehearsal of the new piece.


  Lady Dol. And do you receive Miss Sparrow?


  Mrs. de Trappe. No, women take up too much time. They 265 say, too, that she is frantically jealous because Mandeville used to come and practise in my boudoir. He says no one can accompany him as I do!


  Lady Dol. I hope Cyril does not meet Mr. Mandeville when he goes to your house.


  Mrs. de Trappe. Let me see. I believe I introduced them. At any rate, I know I saw them at luncheon together last week.


  Lady Dol. At luncheon together! Cyril and this person who sings? What could my boy and Mr. Mandeville have in common?


  Mrs. de Trappe. They both appear to admire Sarah Sparrow very much. And I cannot find what men see in her. She is not tall and her figure is most innocent; you would say she was still in pinafores. As for her prettiness, I admit she has fine eyes, but of course she blackens them. I think the great attraction is her atrocious temper. One never knows whom she will stab next.


  Lady Dol. [Half to herself.] Last week Cyril came in after midnight. He refused to answer my questions.


  Mrs. de Trappe. You seem absent-minded, my dear Edith. [Pause.] I must be going now. Where are Arthur and James? We have not a moment to lose. We are going to choose wedding presents. James is going to choose Arthur’s and Arthur is going to choose James’s, so there can be no jealousy. It was I who thought of that way out of the difficulty. One does one’s best to be nice to them, and then something happens and upsets all one’s plans. Where is Cyril?


  Lady Dol. I am afraid Cyril is not at home.


  Mrs. de Trappe. Then I shall not see him. Tell him I am angry, and give my love to Julia. I hope she does not disturb you when you are in the drawing-room and have visitors. So difficult to keep a grown-up girl out of the drawing-room. Where can those men be? [Enter Lord Doldrummond, Mr. Featherleigh, 266 and Mr. Banish.] Ah! here they are. Now, come along; we haven’t a moment to lose. Good-bye, Edith.


  [Exeunt (after wishing their adieux) Mrs. de Trappe, Mr. Featherleigh, and Mr. Banish, Lord Doldrummond following them.]


  Lady Dol. [Stands alone in the middle of the room, repeating.] Cyril and—Sarah Sparrow! My son and Sarah Sparrow! And he has met her through the one woman for whom I have been wrong enough to forget my prejudices. What a punishment!


  [Julia enters cautiously. She is so unusually beautiful that she barely escapes the terrible charge of sublimity. But there is a certain peevishness in her expression which adds a comfortable smack of human nature to her classic features.]


  Julia. I thought mamma would never go. I have been hiding in your boudoir ever since I heard she was here.


  Lady Dol. Was Cyril with you?


  Julia. Oh, no; he has gone out for a walk.


  Lady Dol. Tell me, dearest, have you and Cyril had any disagreement lately? Is there any misunderstanding?


  Julia. Oh, no. [Sighs.]


  Lady Dol. I remember quite well that before I married Herbert he often suffered from the oddest moods of depression. Several times he entreated me to break off the engagement. His affection was so reverential that he feared he was not worthy of me. I assure you I had the greatest difficulty in overcoming his scruples, and persuading him that whatever his faults were I could help him to subdue them.


  Julia. But Cyril and I are not engaged. It is all so uncertain, so humiliating.


  267 Lady Dol. Men take these things for granted. If the truth were known, I daresay he already regards you as his wife.


  Julia. [With an inspired air.] Perhaps that is why he treats me so unkindly. I have often thought that if he were my husband he could not be more disagreeable! He has not a word for me when I speak to him. He does not hear. Oh, Lady Doldrummond, I know what is the matter. He is in love, but I am not the one. You are all wrong.


  Lady Dol. No, no, no. He loves you; I am sure of it. Only be patient with him and it will come all right. Hush! is that his step? Stay here, darling, and I will go into my room and write letters. [Exit, brushing the tears from her eyes.]


  [Butler ushers in Mr. Mandeville. Neither of them perceive Julia, who has gone to the window.]


  Butler. His Lordship will be down in half an hour, sir. He is now having his hair brushed.


  Julia. [In surprise as she looks round.] Mr. Mandeville! [Pause.] I hardly expected to meet you here.


  Mandeville. And why, may I ask?


  Julia. You know what Lady Doldrummond is. How did you overcome her scruples?


  Mandeville. Is my reputation then so very bad?


  Julia. You—you are supposed to be rather dangerous. You sing on the stage, and have a tenor voice.


  Mandeville. Is that enough to make a man dangerous?


  Julia. How can I tell? But mamma said you were invincible. You admire mamma, of course. [Sighs.]


  Mandeville. A charming woman, Mrs. de Trappe. A very interesting woman; so sympathetic.


  Julia. But she said she would not listen to you.


  268 Mandeville. Did she say that? [A slight pause.] I hope you will not be angry when I own that I do not especially admire your mother. A quarter of a century ago she may have had considerable attractions, but—are you offended?


  Julia. Offended? Oh, no. Only it seems strange. I thought that all men admired mamma. [Pause.] You have not told me yet how you made Lady Doldrummond’s acquaintance.


  Mandeville. I am here at Lord Aprile’s invitation. He has decided that he feels no further need of Lady Doldrummond’s apron-strings.


  Julia. Oh, Mr. Mandeville, are you teaching him to be wicked?


  Mandeville. But you will agree with me that a young man cannot make his mother a kind of scribbling diary?


  Julia. Still, if he spends his time well, there does not seem to be any reason why he should refuse to say where he dines when he is not at home.


  Mandeville. Lady Doldrummond holds such peculiar ideas; she would find immorality in a sofa-cushion. If she were to know that Cyril is coming with me to the dress rehearsal of our new piece!


  Julia. It would break her heart. And Lord Doldrummond would be indignant. Mamma says his own morals are so excellent!


  Mandeville. Is he an invalid?


  Julia. Certainly not. Why do you ask?


  Mandeville. Whenever I hear of a charming husband I always think that he must be an invalid. But as for morals, there can be no harm in taking Cyril to a dress rehearsal. If you do not wish him to go, however, I can easily say that the manager does not care to have strangers present. [Pause.] Afterwards there is to be a ball at Miss Sparrow’s.


  269 Julia. Is Cyril going there, too?


  Mandeville. I believe that he has an invitation, but I will persuade him to refuse it, if you would prefer him to remain at home.


  Julia. You are very kind, Mr. Mandeville, but it is a matter of indifference to me where Lord Aprile goes.


  Mandeville. Perhaps I ought not to have mentioned this to you?


  Julia. [Annoyed.] It does not make the least difference. In fact, I am delighted to think that you are taking Cyril out into the world. He is wretched in this house. [With heroism.] I am glad to think that he knows any one so interesting and clever and beautiful as Sarah Sparrow. I suppose she would be considered beautiful?


  Mandeville. [With a profound glance.] One can forget her—sometimes.


  Julia. [Looking down.] Perhaps—when I am as old as she is—I shall be prettier than I am at present.


  Mandeville. You always said you liked my voice. We never see anything of each other now. I once thought that—well—that you might like me better. Are you sure you are not angry with me because I am taking Cyril to this rehearsal?


  Julia. Quite sure. Why should I care where Cyril goes? I only wish that I, too, might go to the theatre to-night. What part do you play? And what do you sing? A serenade?


  Mandeville. [Astounded.] Yes. How on earth did you guess that? The costume is, of course, picturesque, and that is the great thing in an opera. A few men can sing—after a fashion—but to find the right clothes to sing in—that shows the true artist.


  Julia. And Sarah; does she look her part?


  Mandeville. Well, I do not like to say anything against her, 270 but she is not quite the person I should cast for la Marquise de la Perdrigonde. Ah! if you were on the stage, Miss de Trappe! You have just the exquisite charm, the grace, the majesty of bearing which, in the opinion of those who have never been to Court, is the peculiar distinction of women accustomed to the highest society.


  Julia. Oh, I should like to be an actress!


  Mandeville. No! no! I spoke selfishly—if you only acted with me, it would be different; but—but I could not bear to see another man making love to you—another man holding your hand and singing into your eyes—and—and—— Oh, this is madness. You must not listen to me.


  Julia. I am not—angry, but—you must never again say things which you do not mean. If I thought you were untruthful it would make me so—so miserable. Always tell me the truth. [Holds out her hand.]


  Mandeville. You are very beautiful!


  [She drops her eyes, smiles, and wanders unconsciously to the mirror.]


  [Lady Doldrummond suddenly enters from the boudoir, and Cyril from the middle door. Cyril is handsome, but his features have that delicacy and his expression that pensiveness which promise artistic longings and domestic disappointment.]


  Cyril. [Cordially and in a state of suppressed excitement.] Oh, mother, this is my friend Mandeville. You have heard me mention him?


  Lady Dol. I do not remember, but——


  Cyril. When I promised to go out with you this afternoon, I forgot that I had another engagement. Mandeville has been kind enough to call for me.


  271 Lady Dol. Another engagement, Cyril?


  [Lord Doldrummond enters and comes down, anxiously looking from one to the other.]


  Cyril. Father, this is my friend Mandeville. We have arranged to go up to town this afternoon.


  Lady Dol. [Calmly.] What time shall I send the carriage to the station for you? The last train usually arrives about——


  Cyril. I shall not return to-night. I intend to stay in town. Mandeville will put me up.


  Lord Dol. And where are you going?


  Mandeville. He is coming to our dress rehearsal of the “Dandy and the Dancer.”


  Cyril. At the Parnassus. [Lord and Lady Doldrummond exchange horrified glances.] I daresay you have never heard of the place, but it amuses me to go there, and I must learn life for myself. I am two-and-twenty, and it is not extraordinary that I should wish to be my own master. I intend to have chambers of my own in town.


  Lady Dol. Surely you have every liberty in this house?


  Lord Dol. If you leave us, you will leave the rooms in which your mother has spent every hour of her life, since the day you were born, planning and improving. Must all her care and thought go for nothing? The silk hangings in your bedroom she worked with her own hands. There is not so much as a pen-wiper in your quarter of the house which she did not choose with the idea of giving you one more token of her affection.


  Cyril. I am not ungrateful, but I cannot see much of the world through my mother’s embroidery. As you say, I have every comfort here. I may gorge at your expense and snore on your pillows and bully your servants, I can do everything, in fact, but 272 live. Dear mother, be reasonable. [Tries to kiss her. She remains quite frigid.]


  [Footman enters.]


  Footman. The dog-cart is at the door, my lord.


  Cyril. You think it well over and you will see that I am perfectly right. Come on, Mandeville, we shall miss the train. Make haste: there is no time to be polite. [He goes out, dragging Mandeville after him, and ignoring Julia.]


  Lord Dol. Was that my son? I am ashamed of him! To desert us in this rude, insolent, heartless manner. If I had whipped him more and loved him less, he would not have been leaving me to lodge with a God knows who. I disown him! The fool!


  Lady Dol. If you have anything to say, blame me! Cyril has the noblest heart in the world; I am the fool.


  Curtain.


  ·  ·
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  11 The Gospel of Content


  By Frederick Greenwood


  How it was that I, being so young a man and not a very tactful one, was sent on such an errand is more than I should be able to explain. But many years ago some one came to me with a request that I should go that evening to a certain street at King’s Cross, where would be found a poor lady in great distress; that I should take a small sum of money which was given to me for the purpose in a little packet which disguised all appearance of coin, present it to her as a “parcel” which I had been desired to deliver, and ask if there were any particular service that could be done for her. For my own information I was told that she was a beautiful Russian whose husband had barely contrived to get her out of the country, with her child, before his own arrest for some deep political offence of which she was more than cognisant, and that now she was living in desperate ignorance of his fate. Moreover, she was penniless and companionless, though not quite without friends; for some there were who knew of her husband and had a little help for her, though they were almost as poor as herself. But none of these dare approach her, so fearful was she of the danger of their doing so, either to themselves or her husband or 12 her child, and so ignorant of the perfect freedom that political exiles could count upon in England. “Then,” said I, “what expectation is there that she will admit me, an absolute stranger to her, who may be employed by the police for anything she knows to the contrary?” The answer was: “Of course that has been thought of. But you have only to send up your name, which, in the certainty that you would have no objection, has been communicated to her already. Her own name, in England, is Madame Vernet.”


  It was a Saturday evening in November, the air thick with darkness and a drizzling rain, the streets black and shining where lamplight fell upon the mud on the paths and the pools in the roadway, when I found my way to King’s Cross on this small errand of kindness. King’s Cross is a most unlovely purlieu at its best, which must be in the first dawn of a summer day, when the innocence of morning smiles along its squalid streets, and the people of the place, who cannot be so wretched as they look, are shut within their poor and furtive homes. On a foul November night nothing can be more miserable, more melancholy. One or two great thoroughfares were crowded with foot-passengers who bustled here and there about their Saturday marketings, under the light that flared from the shops and the stalls that lined the roadway. Spreading on every hand from these thoroughfares, with their noisy trafficking so dreadfully eager and small, was a maze of streets built to be “respectable” but now run down into the forlorn poverty which is all for concealment without any rational hope of success. It was to one of these that I was directed—a narrow silent little street of three-storey houses, with two families at least in every one of them.


  Arrived at No. 17, I was admitted by a child after long delay, and by her conducted to a room at the top of the house. No 13 voice responded to the knock at the room door, and none to the announcement of the visitor’s name; but before I entered I was aware of a sound which, though it was only what may be heard in the grill-room of any coffee-house at luncheon time, made me feel very guilty and ashamed. For the last ten minutes I had been gradually sinking under the fear of intrusion—of intrusion upon grief, and not less upon the wretched little secrets of poverty which pride is so fain to conceal; and now these splutterings of a frying-pan foundered me quite. What worse intrusion could there be than to come prying in upon the cooking of some poor little meal?


  Too much embarrassed to make the right apology (which, to be right, would have been without any embarrassment at all) I entered the room, in which everything could be seen in one straightforward glance: the little square table in the centre, with its old green cover and the squat lamp on it, the two chairs, the dingy half carpet, the bed wherein a child lay asleep in a lovely flush of colour, and the pale woman with a still face, and with the eyes that are said to resemble agates, standing before the hearth. Under the dark cloud of her hair she looked the very picture of Suffering—Suffering too proud to complain and too tired to speak. Beautiful as the lines of her face were, it was white as ashes and spoke their meaning; but nothing had yet tamed the upspringing nobility of her tall, slight, and yet imperious form.


  Receiving me with the very least appearance of curiosity or any other kind of interest, but yet with something of proud constraint (which I attributed too much, perhaps, to the untimely frying-pan), she waved her hand toward the farther chair of the two, and asked to be excused from giving me her attention for a moment. By that she evidently meant that otherwise her supper would be spoiled. It is not everything that can be left to cook unattended; 14 and since this poor little supper was a piece of fish scarce bigger than her hand, it was all the more likely to spoil and the less could be spared in damage. So I quietly took my seat in a position which more naturally commanded the view out of window than or the cooking operations, and waited to be again addressed.


  On the mantel-board a noisy little American clock ticked as if its mission was to hurry time rather than to measure it, the frying-pan fizzed and bubbled without any abatement of its usual habit or any sense of compunction, now and then the child tossed upon the bed from one pretty attitude to another; and that was all that could be heard, for Madame Vernet’s movements were as silent as the movements of a shadow. In almost any part of that small room she could be seen without direct looking; but at a moment when she seemed struck into a yet deeper silence, and because of it, I ventured to turn upon her more than half an eye. Standing rigidly still, she was staring at the door in an intensity of listening that transfigured her. But the door was closed, and I with the best of hearing directed to the same place could detect no new sound: indeed, I dare swear that there was none. It was merely accidental that just at this moment the child, with another toss of the lovely black head, opened her eyes wide; but it deepened the impressiveness of the scene when her mother, seeing the little one awake, placed a finger on her own lips as she advanced nearer to the door. The gesture was for silence, and it was obeyed as if in understood fear. But still there was nothing to be heard without, unless it were a push of soft drizzle against the window-panes. And this Madame Vernet herself seemed to think when, after a little while, she turned back to the fire—her eyes mere agates again which had been all ablaze.


  Stooping to the fender, she had now got her fish into one warm plate, and had covered it with another, and had placed it on the 15 broad old-fashioned hob of the grate to keep hot (as I surmised) while she spoke with and got rid of me, when knocking was heard at the outer door, a pair or hasty feet came bounding up the stair, careless of noise, and in flashed a splendid radiant creature of a man in a thin summer coat, and literally drenched to the skin.


  It was Monsieur Vernet, whose real name ended in “ieff.” By daring ingenuity, by a long chain of connivance yet more hazardous, by courage, effrontery, and one or two miraculous strokes of good fortune, he had escaped from the fortress to which he had been conveyed in secret and without the least spark of hope that he would ever be released. For many months no one but himself and his jailers knew whether he was alive or dead: his friends inclined to think him the one thing or the other according to the brightness or the gloominess or the hour. Smuggled into Germany, and running thence into Belgium, he had landed in England the night before; and walking the whole distance to London, with an interval of four hours’ sleep in a cartshed, he contrived to bring home nearly all of the four shillings with which he started.


  But these particulars, it will be understood, I did not learn till afterwards. For that evening my visit was at an end from the moment (the first of his appearance) when Vernet seized his wife in his arms with a partial resemblance to murder. Unobserved, I placed my small packet on the table behind the lamp, and then slipped out; but not without a last view of that affecting “domestic interior,” which showed me those two people in a relaxed embrace while they made me a courteous salute in response to another which was all awkwardness, their little daughter standing up on the bed in her night-gown, patiently yet eagerly waiting to be noticed by her father. In all likelihood she had not to wait long.


  16 This was the beginning of my acquaintance with a man who had a greater number of positive ideas than any one else that ever I have known, with wonderful intrepidity and skill in expounding or defending them. However fine the faculties of some other Russians whom I have encountered, they seemed to move in a heavily obstructive atmosphere; Vernet appeared to be oppressed by none. His resolutions were as prompt as his thought; whatever resourse he could command in any difficulty, whether the least or the greatest, presented itself to his mind instantly, with the occasion for it; and every movement of his body had the same quickness and precision. His pride, his pride of aristocracy, could tower to extraordinary heights; his sensibility to personal slights and indignities was so trenchant that I have seen him white and quivering with rage when he thought himself rudely jostled by a fellow-passenger in a crowded street. And yet any comrade in conspiracy was his familiar if he only brought daring enough into the common business; and wife, child, fortune, the exchange of ease for the most desperate misery, all were put at stake for the sake of the People and at the call of their sorrows and oppressions. And of one sort of pride he had no sense whatever—fine gentleman as he was, and used from his birth to every refinement of service and luxury: no degree of poverty, nor any blameless shift for relieving it, touched him as humiliating. Privation, whether for others or himself, angered him; the contrast between slothful wealth and toiling misery enraged him; but he had no conception of want and its wretched little expedients as mortifying.


  For example. It was in November, that dreary and inclement month, when he began life anew in England with a capital or three shillings and sevenpence. It was a bleak afternoon in December, sleet lightly falling as the dusk came on and melting 17 as it fell, when I found him gathering into a little basket what looked in the half-darkness like monstrous large snails. With as much indifference as if he were offering me a new kind of cigarette, Vernet put one of these things into my hand, and I saw that it was a beautifully-made miniature sailor’s hat. The strands of which it was built were just like twisted brown straw to the eye, though they were of the smallness of packthread; and a neat band of ribbon proportionately slender made all complete. But what were they for? How were they made? The answer was that the design was to sell them, and that they were made of the cords—more artistically twisted and more neatly waxed than usual—that shoemakers use in sewing. As for the bands, Madame Vernet had amongst her treasures a cap which her little daughter had worn in her babyhood; and this cap had close frills of lace, and the frills were inter-studded with tiny loops of ribbon—a fashion of that time. There were dozens of these tiny loops, and every one of them made a band for Vernet’s little toy hats. Perhaps in tenderness for the mother’s feelings, he would not let her turn the ribbons to their new use, but had applied them himself; and having spent the whole of a foodless day in the manufacture of these little articles, he was now about to go and sell them. He had selected his “pitch” in a flaring bustling street a mile away; and he asked me (“I must lose no time,” he said) to accompany him in that direction. I did so, with a cold and heavy stone in my breast which I am sure had no counterpart in his own. As he marched on, in his light and firm soldierly way, he was loud in praise of English liberty: at such a moment that was his theme. Arrived near his “pitch,” he bade me good-night with no abatement of the high and easy air that was natural to him; and though I instantly turned back of course, I knew that at a few paces farther the violently proud man moved off the pathway into the gutter, 18 and stood there till eleven o’clock; for not before then did he sell the last of his little penny hats. Another man, equally proud, might have done the same thing in Vernet’s situation, but not with Vernet’s absolute indifference to everything but the coldness of the night and the too-great stress of physical want.


  But this Russian revolutionist was far too capable and versatile a man to lie long in low water. He had a genius for industrial chemistry which soon got him employment and from the sufficiently comfortable made him prosperous by rapid stages. But what of that? Before long another wave of political disturbance rose in Europe; Russia, Italy, France, ’twas all one to Vernet when his sympathies were roused; and after one or two temporary disappearances he was again lost altogether. There was no news of him for months; and then his wife, who all this while had been sinking back into the pallid speechless deadness of the King’s Cross days, suddenly disappeared too.


  II


  For more than thirty years—a period of enormous change in all that men do or think—no word of Vernet came to my knowledge. But though quite passed away he was never forgotten long, and it was with an inrush of satisfaction that, a year or two ago, I received this letter from him:


  
    “…. I have been reading the —— Review, and it determines me to solicit a pleasure which I have been at full-cock to ask for many times since I returned to England in 1887. Let us meet. I have something to say to you. But let us not meet in this horrifically large and noisy town. You know Richmond? You know the Star 19 and Garter Hotel there? Choose a day when you will go to find me in that hotel. It shall be in a quiet room looking over the trees and the river, and there we will dine and sit and talk over our dear tobacco in a right place.


    “To say one word of the past, that you may know and then forget. Marie is gone—gone twelve years since; and my daughter, gone. I do not speak of them. And do not you expect to find in me any more the Vernet of old days.”

  


  Nor was he. The splendidly robust and soldierly figure of thirty-five had changed into a thin, fine-featured old man, above all things gentle, thoughtful, considerate. Except that there was no suggestion of a second and an inner self in him, he might have been an ecclesiastic; as it was, he looked rather as if he had been all his life a recluse student of books and state affairs.


  It was a good little dinner in a bright room overlooking the garden; and it was served so early that the declining sunshine of a June day shone through our claret-glasses when coffee was brought in. Our first talk was of matters of the least importance—our own changing fortunes over a period of prodigious change for the whole world. From that personal theme to the greater mutations that affect all mankind was a quick transition; and we had not long been launched on this line of talk before I found that in very truth nothing had changed more than Vernet himself. It was the story of Ignatius Loyola over again, in little and with a difference.


  “Yes,” said he, my mind filling with unspoken wonder at this during a brief pause in the conversation, “Yes, prison did me good. Not in the rough way you think, perhaps, as of taking nonsense out of a man with a stick, but as solitude. Strict Catholics go into retreat once a year, and it does them good as Catholics: whether otherwise I do not know, but it is possible. 20 You have a wild philosopher whom I love; and wild philosophers are much the best. In them there is more philosophic sport, more surprise, more shock; and it is shock that crystallises. They startle the breath into our own unborn thoughts—thoughts formed in the mind, you know, but without any ninth month for them: they wait for some outer voice to make them alive. Well, once upon a time I heard this philosopher, your Mr. Ruskin, say that only the most noble, most virtuous, most beautiful young men should be allowed to go to the war; the others, never. And he maintained it—ah! in language from some divine madhouse in heaven. But as to that, it is a great objection that your army is already small. Yet of this I am nearly sure; it is the wrong men who go to gaol. The rogues and thieves should give place to honest men—honest reflective men. Every advantage of that conclusive solitude is lost on blackguard persons and is mostly turned to harm. For them prescribe one, two, three applications of your cat-o’-nine tails——”


  “There is knout like it!” said I, intending a severity of retort which I hoped would not be quite lost in the pun.


  “——and then a piece of bread, a shilling, and dismissal to the most devout repentance that brutish crime is ever acquainted with, repentance in stripes. Imprisonment is wasted on persons of so inferior character. Waste it not, and you will have accommodation for wise men to learn the monk’s lesson (did you ever think it all foolishness?) that a little imperious hardship, a time of seclusion with only themselves to talk to themselves, is most improving. For statesmen and reformers it should be an obligation.”


  “And according to your experience what is the general course of the improvement? In what direction does it run?”


  “At best? In sum total? You know me that I am no monk nor lover of monks, but I say to you what the monk would say 21 were he still a man and intelligent. The chief good is rising above petty irritation, petty contentiousness; it is patience with ills that must last long; it is choosing to build out the east wind instead of running at it with a sword.”


  “And, if I remember aright, you never had that sword out of your hand.”


  “From twenty years old to fifty, never out of my hand. But there were excuses—no, but more than excuses; remember that that was another time. Now how different it is, and what satisfaction to have lived to see the change!”


  “And what is the change you are thinking of!”


  “One that I have read of—only he must not flatter himself that he alone could find it out—in some Review articles of an old friend of Vernet’s whose portrait is before me now.” And then, a little to my distress, but more to my pleasure, he quoted from two or three forgotten papers of mine on the later developments of social humanity, the “evolution of goodness” in the relations of men to each other, the new, great and rapid extension of brotherly kindness; observations and theories which were welcomed as novel when they were afterwards taken up and enlarged upon by Mr. Kidd in his book on “Social Evolution.”


  “For an ancient conspirator and man of the barricades,” continued Vernet, by this time pacing the room in the dusk which he would not allow to be disturbed, “for a blood-and-iron man who put all his hopes of a better day for his poor devils of fellow-creatures on the smashing of forms and institutions and the substitution of others, I am rather a surprising convert, don’t you think? But who could know in those days what was going on in the common stock of mind by—what shall we call it? Before your Darwin brought out his explaining word ‘evolution’ I should have said that the change came about by a sort of mental chemistry; 22 that it was due to a kind of chemical ferment in the mind, unsuspected till it showed entirely new growths and developments. And even now, you know, I am not quite comfortable with ‘evolution’ as the word for this sudden spiritual advance into what you call common kindness and more learned persons call ‘altruism.’ It does not satisfy me, ‘evolution.’”


  “But you can say why it doesn’t, perhaps.”


  “Nothing, more, I suppose, than the familiar association of ‘evolution’ with slow degrees and gradual processes. Evolution seems to speak the natural coming-out of certain developments from certain organisms under certain conditions. The change comes, and you see it coming; and you can look back and trace its advance. But here? The human mind has been the same for ages; subject to the same teaching; open to the same persuasions and dissuasions; as quick to see and as keen to think as it is now; and all the while it has been staring on the same cruel scenes of misery and privation: no, but very often worse. And then, presto! there comes a sudden growth of fraternal sentiment all over this field of the human mind; and such a growth that if it goes on, if it goes on straight and well, it will transform the whole world. Transform its economies?—it will change its very aspect. Towns, streets, houses will show the difference; while as to man himself, it will make him another being. For this is neither a physical nor a mere intellectual advance. As for that, indeed, perhaps the intellectual advance hasn’t very much farther to go on its own lines, which are independent of morality, or of goodness as I prefer to say: the simple word! Well, do you care if evolution has pretty nearly done with intellect? Would you mind if intellect never made a greater shine? Will your heart break if it never ascends to a higher plane than it has reached already?”


  23 “Not a bit; if, in time, nobody is without a good working share of what intellect there is amongst us.”


  “No, not a bit! Enough of intellect for the good and happiness of mankind if we evolve no more of it. But this is another thing! This is a spiritual evolution, spiritual advance and development—a very different thing! Mark you, too, that it is not shown in a few amongst millions, but is common, general. And though, as you have said, it may perish at its beginnings, trampled out by war, the terrible war to come may absolutely confirm it. For my part, I don’t despair of its surviving and spreading even from the battle-field. It is your own word that not only has the growth of common kindness been more urgent, rapid and general this last hundred years than was ever witnessed before in the whole long history of the world, but it has come out as strongly in making war as in making peace. It is seen in extending to foes a benevolence which not long ago would have been thought ludicrous and even unnatural. Why, then, if that’s so, the feeling may be furthered and intensified by the very horrors of the next great war, such horrors as there must be; and—God knows! God knows!—but from this beginning the spiritual nature of man may be destined to rise as far above the rudimentary thing it is yet (I think of a staggering blind puppy) as King Solomon’s wits were above an Eskimo’s.”


  “Still the same enthusiast,” I said to myself, “though with so great a difference.” But what struck me most was the reverence with which he said “God knows!” For the coolest Encyclopedist could not have denied the existence of God with a more settled air than did “the Vernet of old days.”


  “And yet,” so he went on, “were the human race to become all-righteous in a fortnight, and to push out angels’ wings from its shoulders, every one! every one! all together on Christmas Day, 24 it would still be the Darwinian process. Yes, we must stick to it, that it is evolution, I suppose, and I’m sure it contents me well enough. What matter for the process! And yet do you know what I think?”


  Lights had now been brought in by the waiter—a waiter who really could not understand why not. But we sat by the open window looking out upon the deepening darkness of the garden, beyond which the river shone as if by some pale effulgence of its own, or perhaps by a little store of light saved up from the liberal sunshine of the day.


  “Do you know what I think?” said Vernet, with the look of a man who is about to confess a weakness of which he is ashamed. “I sometimes think that if I were of the orthodox I should draw an argument for supernatural religion, against your strict materialists, from this sudden change of heart in Christian countries. For that is what it is. It is a change of heart; or, if you like to have it so, of spirit; and the remarkable thing is that it is nothing else. Whether it lasts or not, this awakening of brotherliness cannot be completely understood unless that is understood. What else has changed, these hundred years? There is no fresh discovery of human suffering, no new knowledge of the desperate poverty and toil of so many of our fellow-creatures: nor can we see better with our eyes, or understand better what we hear and see. This that we are talking about is a heart-growth, which, as we know, can make the lowliest peasant divine; not a mind-growth, which can be splendid in the coldest and most devilish man. Well, then, were I of the orthodox I should say this. When, after many generations, I see a traceless movement of the spirit of man like the one we are speaking of—a movement which, if it gains in strength and goes on to its natural end, will transfigure human society and make it infinitely more like heaven—I think the 25 divine influence upon the development of man as a spirit may be direct and continuous; or, it would be better to say, not without repetition.”


  Vernet had to be reminded that the intellectual development of man had also shown itself in sudden starts and rushes toward perfection—now in one land, now in another; and never with an appearance of gradual progress, as might be expected from the nature of things. And therefore nothing in the spiritual advance which is declared by the sudden efflorescence of “altruism” dissociates it from the common theory of evolution. This he was forced to admit. “I know,” he replied; “and as to intellectual development showing itself by starts and rushes, it is very obvious.” But though he made the admission, I could see that he preferred belief in direct influence from above. And this was Vernet!—a most unexpected example of that Return to Religion which was not so manifest when we talked together as it is to-day.


  “You see, I am a soldier,” he resumed, “and a soldier born and bred does not know how to get on very long without feeling the presence of a General, a Commander. That I find as I grow old; my youth would have been ashamed to acknowledge the sentiment. And for its own sake, I hope that Science is becoming an old gentleman too, and willing to see its youthful confidence in the destruction of religious belief quite upset. For upset it certainly will be, and very much by its own hands. Most of the new professors were sure that the religious idea was to perish at last in the light of scientific inquiry. None of them seemed to suspect what I remember to have read in a fantastic magazine article two or three years ago, that unbelief in the existence of a providential God, the dissolution of that belief, would not retard but probably draw on more quickly the greater and yet unfulfilled triumphs of Christ on earth. Are you surprised at that? Certainly it is not 26 the general idea of what unbelief is capable of. ‘And what,’ says some one in the story, ‘what are those greater triumphs?’ To which the answer is: ‘The extension of charity, the diffusion of brotherly love, greed suppressed, luxury shameful, service and self-sacrifice a common law’—something like what we see already between mother and child, it was said. Now what do you think of that as a consequence of settled unbelief? As for Belief, we must allow that that has not done much to bring on the greater triumphs of Christianity.”


  “And how is Unbelief to do this mighty work?” said I.


  “You would like to know! Why, in a most natural way, and not at all mysterious. But if you ask in how long a time——! Well, it is thus, as I understand. What the destruction of religious faith might have made of the world centuries ago we cannot tell; nothing much worse, perhaps, than it was under Belief, for belief can exist with little change of heart. But these are new times. Unbelief cannot annihilate the common feeling of humanity. On the contrary, we see that it is just when Science breaks religion down into agnosticism that a new day of tenderness for suffering begins, and poverty looks for the first time like a wrong. And why? To answer that question we should remember what centuries of belief taught us as to the place of man on earth in the plan of the Creator. This world, it was ‘a scene of probation.’ The mystery of pain and suffering, the burdens of life apportioned so unequally, the wicked prosperous, goodness wretched, innocent weakness trodden down or used up in starving toil—all this was explained by the scheme of probation. It was only for this life; and every hour of it we were under the eyes of a heavenly Father who knows all and weighs all; and there will be a future of redress that will leave no misery unreckoned, no weakness unconsidered, no wrong uncompensated that was patiently borne. Don’t 27 you remember? And how comfortable the doctrine was! How entirely it soothed our uneasiness when, sitting in warmth and plenty, we thought of the thousands of poor wretches outside! And it was a comfort for the poor wretches too, who believed most when they were most miserable or foully wronged that in His own good time God would requite or would avenge.


  “Very well. But now, says my magazine sermoniser, suppose this idea of a heavenly Father a mistake and probation a fairy tale; suppose that there is no Divine scheme of redress beyond the grave: how do we mortals stand to each other then? How do we stand to each other in a world empty of all promise beyond it? What is to become of our scene-of-probation complacency, we who are happy and fortunate in the midst of so much wrong? And if we do not busy ourselves with a new dispensation on their behalf, what hope or consolation is there for the multitude of our fellow-creatures who are born to unmerited misery in the only world there is for any of us? It is clear that if we must give up the Divine scheme of redress as a dream, redress is an obligation returned upon ourselves. All will not be well in another world: all must be put right in this world or nowhere and never. Dispossessed of God and a future life, mankind is reduced to the condition of the wild creatures, each with a natural right to ravage for its own good. If in such conditions there is a duty of forbearance from ravaging, there is a duty of helpful surrender too; and unbelief must teach both duties, unless it would import upon earth the hell it denies. ‘Unbelief is a call to bring in the justice, the compassion, the oneness of brotherhood that can never make a heaven for us elsewhere.’ So the thing goes on; the end of the argument being that in this way unbelief itself may turn to the service of Heaven and do the work of the believer’s God. More than that: in the doing of it the 28 spiritual nature of man must be exalted, step by step. That may be its way of perfection. On that path it will rise higher and higher into Divine illuminations which have touched it but very feebly as yet, even after countless ages of existence.


  “Do you recognise these speculations?” said Vernet, after a silence.


  I recognised them well enough, without at all anticipating that so much of them would presently re-appear in the formal theory of more than one social philosopher.


  There was a piano in the little room we dined in. For a minute or two Vernet, standing with his cigar between his lips, went lightly over the keys. The movement, though extremely quick, was wonderfully soft, so that he had not to raise his voice in saying:


  “I have an innocent little speculation of my own. How long will it be before this spiritual perfectioning is pretty near accomplishment? Two thousand years? One thousand years? Twenty generations at the least! Ah, that is the despair of us poor wretches of to-day and to-morrow. Well, when the time comes I fancy that an entirely new literature will have a new language. There will certainly be a new literature if ever spiritual progress equals intellectual progress. The dawning of conceptions as yet undreamt of, enlightenments higher than any yet attained to, may be looked for, I suppose, as in the natural order of things; and even without extraordinary revelations to the spirit, the spiritual advance must have an enormous effect in disabusing, informing and inspiring mental faculty such as we know it now. And meanwhile? Meanwhile words are all that we speak with, and how weak are words? Already there are heights and depths of feeling which they are hardly more adequate to express than the dumbness of the dog can express his love for his master. Yet 29 there is a language that speaks to the deeper thought and finer spirit in us as words do not—moving them profoundly though they have no power of articulate response. They heave and struggle to reply, till our breasts are actually conscious of pain sometimes; but—no articulate answer. Do you recognise——?”


  I pointed to the piano with the finger of interrogation.


  “Yes,” said Vernet, with a delicate sweep of the keyboard, “it is this! It is music; music, which is felt to be the most subtle, most appealing, most various of tongues even while we know that we are never more than half awake to its pregnant meanings, and have not learnt to think of it as becoming the last perfection of speech. But that may be its appointed destiny. No, I don’t think so only because music itself is a thing of late, speedy and splendid development, coming just before the later diffusion of spiritual growth. Yet there is something in that, something which an evolutionist would think apposite and to be expected. There is more, however, in what music is—a voice always understood to have powerful innumerable meanings appealing to we know not what in us, we hardly know how; and more, again, in its being an exquisite voice which can make no use of reason, nor reason of it; nor calculation, nor barter, nor anything but emotion and thought. The language we are using now, we two, is animal language by direct pedigree, which is worth observation don’t you think? And, for another thing, when it began it had very small likelihood of ever developing into what it has become under the constant addition of man’s business in the world and the accretive demands of reason and speculation. And the poets have made it very beautiful no doubt; yes, and when it is most beautiful it is most musical, please observe: most beautiful, and at the same time most meaning. Well, then! A new nature, new needs. What do you think? What do you say against 30 music being wrought into another language for mankind, as it nears the height of its spiritual growth?”


  “I say it is a pretty fancy, and quite within reasonable speculation.”


  “But yet not of the profoundest consequence,” added Vernet, coming from the piano and resuming his seat by the window. “No; but what is of consequence is the cruel tedium of these evolutionary processes. A thousand years, and how much movement?”


  “Remember the sudden starts towards perfection, and that the farther we advance the more we may be able to help.”


  “Well, but that is the very thing I meant to say. Help is not only desirable, it is imperatively called for. For an unfortunate offensive movement rises against this better one, which will be checked, or perhaps thrown back altogether, unless the stupid reformers who confront the new spirit of kindness with the highwayman’s demand are brought to reason. What I most willingly yield to friend and brother I do not choose to yield to an insulting thief; rather will I break his head in the cause of divine Civility. Robbery is no way of righteousness, and your gallant reformers who think it a fine heroic means of bringing on a better time for humanity should be taught that some devil has put the wrong plan into their heads. It is his way of continuing under new conditions the old conflict of evil and good.”


  “But taught! How should these so-earnest ones be taught?”


  “Ah, how! Then leave the reformers; and while they inculcate their mistaken Gospel of Rancour, let every wise man preach the Gospel of Content.”


  “Content—with things as they are?”


  “Why, no, my friend; for that would be preaching content with universal uncontent, which of course cannot last into a reign of wisdom and peace. But if you ask me whether I mean content with a very very little of this world’s goods, or even contentment 31 in poverty, I say yes. There will be no better day till that gospel has found general acceptance, and has been taken into the common habitudes of life. The end may be distant enough; but it is your own opinion that the time is already ripe for the preacher, and if he were no Peter the Hermit but only another, another——”


  “Father Mathew, inspired with more saintly fervour——”


  “Who knows how far he might carry the divine light to which so many hearts are awakening in secret? This first Christianity, it was but ‘the false dawn.’ Yes, we may think so.”


  Here there was a pause for a few moments, and then I put in a word to the effect that it would be difficult to commend a gospel of content to Poverty.


  “But,” said Vernet, “it will be addressed more to the rich and well-to-do, as you call them, bidding them be content with enough. Not forbidding them to strive for more than enough—that would never do. The good of mankind demands that all its energies should be maintained, but not that its energies should be meanly employed in grubbing for the luxury that is no enjoyment but only a show, or that palls as soon as it is once enjoyed, and then is no more felt as luxury than the labourer’s second pair of boots or the mechanic’s third shirt a week. For the men of thousands per annum the Gospel of Content would be the wise, wise, wise old injunction to plain living and high thinking, only with one addition both beautiful and wise: kind thinking, and the high and the kind thinking made good in deed. And it would work, this gospel; we may be sure of it already. For luxury has became common; it is being found out. Where there was one person at the beginning of the century who had daily experience of its fatiguing disappointments, now there are fifty. Like everything else, it loses distinction by coming abundantly into all sorts of hands; and meanwhile 32 other and nobler kinds of distinction have multiplied and have gained acknowledgment. And from losing distinction—this you must have observed—luxury is becoming vulgar; and I don’t know why the time should be so very far off when it will be accounted shameful. Certain it is that year by year a greater number of minds, and such as mostly determine the currents of social sentiment, think luxury low; without going deeper than the mere look of it, perhaps. These are hopeful signs. Here is good encouragement to stand out and preach a gospel of content which would be an education in simplicity, dignity, happiness, and yet more an education of heart and spirit. For nothing that a man can do in this world works so powerfully for his own spiritual good as the habit of sacrifice to kindness. It is so like a miracle that it is, I am sure, the one way—the one way appointed by the laws or our spiritual growth.


  “Yes, and what about preaching the gospel of content to Poverty? Well, there we must be careful to discriminate—careful to disentangle poverty from some other things which are the same thing in the common idea. Say but this, that there must be no content with squalor, none with any sort of uncleanness, and poverty takes its own separate place and its own unsmirched aspect. An honourable poverty, clear of squalor, any man should be able to endure with a tranquil mind. To attain to that tranquillity is to attain to nobleness; and persistence in it, though effort fail and desert go quite without reward, ennobles. Contentment in poverty does not mean crouching to it or under it. Contentment is not cowardice, but fortitude. There is no truer assertion of manliness, and none with more grace and sweetness. Before it can have an established place in the breast of any man, envy must depart from it—envy, jealousy, greed, readiness to take half-honest gains, a horde of small ignoble sentiments not only disturbing but poisonous to the 33 ground they grow in. Ah, believe me! if a man had eloquence enough, fire enough, and that command of sympathy that your Gordon seems to have had (not to speak of a man like Mahomet or to touch on more sacred names), he might do wonders for mankind in a single generation by preaching to rich and poor the several doctrines of the Gospel of Content. A curse on the mean strivings, stealings, and hoardings that survive from our animal ancestry, and another curse (by your permission) on the gaudy vanities that we have set up for objects in life since we became reasoning creatures.”


  In effect, here the conversation ended. More was said, but nothing worth recalling. Drifting back to less serious talk, we gossiped till midnight, and then parted with the heartiest desire (I speak for myself) of meeting soon again. But on our way back to town Vernet recurred for a moment to the subject of his discourse, saying:


  “I don’t make out exactly what you think now of the prospect we were talking of.”


  My answer pleased him. “I incline to think,” said I, “what I have long thought: that if there is any such future for us, and I believe there is, we of the older European nations will be nowhere when it comes. In existence—yes, perhaps; but gone down. You see we are becoming greybeards already; while you in Russia are boys, with every mark of boyhood on you. You, you are a new race—the only new race in the world; and it is plain that you swarm with ideas of precisely the kind that, when you come to maturity, may re-invigorate the world. But first, who knows what deadly wars?”


  He pressed his hand upon my knee in a way that spoke a great deal. We parted, and two months afterwards the Vernet whose real name ended in “ieff” was “happed in lead.”


  ·  ·


  34 Poor Cousin Louis


  By Ella D’Arcy


  There stands in the Islands a house known as “Les Calais.” It has stood there already some three hundred years, and do judge from its stout walls and weather-tight appearance, promises to stand some three hundred more. Built of brown home-quarried stone, with solid stone chimney-stacks and roof of red tiles, its door is set in the centre beneath a semi-circular arch of dressed granite, on the keystone of which is deeply cut the date of construction:


  J V N I

  1 6 0 3


  Above the date straggle the letters, L G M M, initials of the forgotten names of the builder of the house and of the woman he married. In the summer weather of 1603 that inscription was cut, and the man and woman doubtless read it with pride and pleasure as they stood looking up at their fine new homestead. They believed it would carry their names down to posterity when they themselves should be gone; yet there stand the initials to-day, while the personalities they represent are as lost to memory as are the builders’ graves.


  At the moment when this little sketch opens, Les Calais had 35 belonged for three generations to the family of Renouf (pronounced Rennuf), and it is with the closing days of Mr. Louis Renouf that it purposes to deal. But first to complete the description of the house, which is typical of the Islands: hundreds of such homesteads placed singly, or in groups—then sharing in one common name—may be found there in a day’s walk, although it must be added that a day’s walk almost suffices to explore any one of the Islands from end to end.


  Les Calais shares its name with none. It stands alone, completely hidden, save at one point only, by its ancient elms. On either side of the doorway are two windows, each of twelve small panes, and there is a row of five similar windows above. Around the back and sides of the house cluster all sorts of outbuildings, necessary dependencies of a time when men made their own cider and candles, baked their own bread, cut and stacked their own wood, and dried the dung of their herds for extra winter fuel. Beyond these lie its vegetable and fruit gardens, which again are surrounded on every side by its many rich vergées of pasture land.


  Would you find Les Calais, take the high road from Jacques-le-Port to the village of St. Gilles, then keep to the left of the schools along a narrow lane cut between high hedges. It is a cart track only, as the deep sun-baked ruts testify, leading direct from St. Gilles to Vauvert, and, likely enough, during the whole of that distance you will not meet with a solitary person. You will see nothing but the green running hedgerows on either hand, the blue-domed sky above, from whence the lark, a black pin-point in the blue, flings down a gush of song; while the thrush you have disturbed lunching off that succulent snail, takes short ground flights before you, at every pause turning back an ireful eye to judge how much farther you intend to pursue him. He is happy 36 if you branch off midway to the left down the lane leading straight to Les Calais.


  A gable end of the house faces this lane, and its one window in the days of Louis Renouf looked down upon a dilapidated farm- and stable-yard, the gate of which, turned back upon its hinges, stood wide open to the world. Within might be seen granaries empty of grain, stables where no horses fed, a long cow-house crumbling into ruin, and the broken stone sections of a cider trough dismantled more than half a century back. Cushions of emerald moss studded the thatches, and liliputian forests of grass-blades sprang thick between the cobble stones. The place might have been mistaken for some deserted grange, but for the contradiction conveyed in a bright pewter full-bellied water-can standing near the well, in a pile of firewood, with chopper still stuck in the topmost billet, and in a tatterdemalion troop of barn-door fowl lagging meditatively across the yard.


  On a certain day, when summer warmth and unbroken silence brooded over all, and the broad sunshine blent the yellows, reds, and greys of tile and stone, the greens of grass and foliage, into one harmonious whole, a visitor entered the open gate. This was a tall, large young woman, with a fair, smooth, thirty-year-old face. Dressed in what was obviously her Sunday best, although it was neither Sunday nor even market-day, she wore a bonnet diademed with gas-green lilies of the valley, a netted black mantilla, and a velvet-trimmed violet silk gown, which she carefully lifted out of dust’s way, thus displaying a stiffly starched petticoat and kid spring-side boots.


  Such attire, unbeautiful in itself and incongruous with its surroundings, jarred harshly with the picturesque note of the scene. From being a subject to perpetuate on canvas, it shrunk, as it were, to the background of a cheap photograph, or the stage adjuncts 37 to the heroine of a farce. The silence too was shattered as the new comer’s foot fell upon the stones. An unseen dog began to mouth a joyous welcome, and the fowls, lifting their thin, apprehensive faces towards her, flopped into a clumsy run as though their last hour were visible.


  The visitor meanwhile turned familiar steps to a door in the wall on the left, and raising the latch, entered the flower garden of Les Calais. This garden, lying to the south, consisted then, and perhaps does still, of two square grass-plots with a broad gravel path running round them and up to the centre of the house.


  In marked contrast with the neglect of the farmyard was this exquisitely kept garden, brilliant and fragrant with flowers. From a raised bed in the centre of each plot standard rose-trees shed out gorgeous perfume from chalices of every shade of loveliness, and thousands of white pinks justled shoulder to shoulder in narrow bands cut within the borders of the grass.


  Busy over these, his back towards her, was an elderly man, braces hanging, in coloured cotton shirt. “Good afternoon, Tourtel,” cried the lady, advancing. Thus addressed, he straightened himself slowly and turned round. Leaning on his hoe, he shaded his eyes with his hand. “Eh den! it’s you, Missis Pedvinn,” said he; “but we didn’t expec’ you till to-morrow?”


  “No, it’s true,” said Mrs. Poidevin, “that I wrote I would come Saturday, but Pedvinn expects some friends by the English boat, and wants me to receive them. Yet as they may be staying the week, I did not like to put poor Cousin Louis off so long without a visit, so thought I had better come up to-day.”


  Almost unconsciously, her phrases assumed apologetic form. She had an uneasy feeling Tourtel’s wife might resent her unexpected advent; although why Mrs. Tourtel should object, or why she herself should stand in any awe of the Tourtels, she 38 could not have explained. Tourtel was but gardener, the wife housekeeper and nurse, to her cousin Louis Renouf, master of Les Calais. “I sha’n’t inconvenience Mrs. Tourtel, I hope? Of course I shouldn’t think of staying tea if she is busy; I’ll just sit an hour with Cousin Louis, and catch the six o’clock omnibus home from Vauvert.”


  Tourtel stood looking at her with wooden countenance, in which two small shifting eyes alone gave signs of life. “Eh, but you won’t be no inconvenience to de ole woman, ma’am,” said he suddenly, in so loud a voice that Mrs. Poidevin jumped; “only de apple-gôche, dat she was goin’ to bake agen your visit, won’t be ready, dat’s all.”


  He turned, and stared up at the front of the house; Mrs. Poidevin, for no reason at all, did so too. Door and windows were open wide. In the upper storey, the white roller-blinds were let down against the sun, and on the broad sills of the parlour windows were nosegays placed in blue china jars. A white trellis-work criss-crossed over the façade, for the support of climbing, rose and purple clematis which hung out a curtain of blossom almost concealing the masonry behind. The whole place breathed of peace and beauty, and Louisa Poidevin was lapped round with that pleasant sense of well-being which it was her chief desire in life never to lose. Though poor Cousin Louis—feeble, childish, solitary—was so much to be pitied, at least in his comfortable home and his worthy Tourtels he found compensation.


  An instant after Tourtel had spoken, a woman passed across the wide hall. She had on a blue linen skirt, white stockings, and shoes of grey list. The strings of a large, bibbed, lilac apron drew the folds of a flowered bed-jacket about her ample waist; and her thick yellow-grey hair, worn without a cap, was arranged 39 smoothly on either side of a narrow head. She just glanced out, and Mrs. Poidevin was on the point of calling to her, when Tourtel fell into a torrent of words about his flowers. He had so much to say on the subject of horticulture; was so anxious for her to examine the freesia bulbs lying in the tool-house, just separated from the spring plants; he denounced so fiercely the grinding policy of Brehault the middleman, who purchased his garden stuff to resell it at Covent Garden—“my good! on dem freesias I didn’t make not two doubles a bunch!”—that for a long quarter of an hour all memory of her cousin was driven from Mrs. Poidevin’s brain. Then a voice said at her elbow, “Mr. Rennuf is quite ready to see you, ma’am,” and there stood Tourtel’s wife, with pale composed face, square shoulders and hips, and feet that moved noiselessly in her list slippers.


  “Ah, Mrs. Tourtel, how do you do?” said the visitor; a question which in the Islands is no mere formula, but demands and obtains a detailed answer, after which the questioner’s own health is politely inquired into. Not until this ceremony had been scrupulously accomplished, and the two women were on their way to the house, did Mrs. Poidevin beg to know how things were going with her “poor cousin.”


  There lay something at variance between the ruthless, calculating spirit which looked forth from the housekeeper’s cold eye, and the extreme suavity of her manner of speech.


  “Eh, my good! but much de same, ma’am, in his health, an’ more fancies dan ever in his head. First one ting an’ den anudder, an’ always tinking dat everybody is robbin’ him. You rem-ember de larse time you was here, an’ Mister Rennuf was abed? Well, den, after you was gone, if he didn’t deckclare you had taken some of de fedders of his bed away wid you. Yes, my good! he tought you had cut a hole in de 40 tick, as you sat dere beside him an’ emptied de fedders away into your pocket.”


  Mrs. Poidevin was much interested. “Dear me, is it possible? …. But it’s quite a mania with him. I remember now, on that very day he complained to me Tourtel was wearing his shirts, and wanted me to go in with him to Lepage’s to order some new ones.”


  “Eh! but what would Tourtel want wid fine white shirts like dem?” said the wife placidly. “But Mr. Louis have such dozens an’ dozens of ’em dat dey gets hidden away in de presses, an’ he tinks dem stolen.”


  They reached the house. The interior is quite as characteristic of the Islands as is the outside. Two steps take you down into the hall, crossing the further end of which is the staircase with its balustrade of carved black oak. Instead of the mean painted sticks, known technically as “raisers,” and connected together at the top by a vulgar mahogany hand-rail—a fundamental article of faith with the modern builder—these old Island balustrades are formed of wooden panels, fretted out into scrolls, representing flower, or leaf, or curious beaked and winged creatures, which go curving, creeping, and ramping along in the direction of the stairs. In every house you will find the detail different, while each resembles all as a whole. For in the old days the workman, were he never so humble, recognised the possession of an individual mind, as well as of two eyes and two hands, and he translated fearlessly this individuality of his into his work. Every house built in those days and existing down to these, is not only a confession, in some sort, of the tastes, the habits, the character, of the man who planned it, but preserves a record likewise of every one of the subordinate minds employed in the various parts.


  41 Off the hall of Les Calais are two rooms on the left and one on the right. The solidity of early seventeenth-century walls is shown in the embrasure depth (measuring fully three feet) of windows and doors. Up to fifty years ago all the windows had leaded casements, as had every similar Island dwelling-house. To-day, to the artist’s regret, you will hardly find one. The showy taste of the Second Empire spread from Paris even to these remote parts, and plate-glass, or at least oblong panes, everywhere replaced the mediæval style. In 1854, Louis Renouf, just three and thirty, was about to bring his bride, Miss Marie Mauger, home to the old house. In her honour it was done up throughout, and the diamonded casements were replaced by guillotine windows, six panes to each sash.


  The best parlour then became a “drawing-room”; its raftered ceiling was whitewashed, and its great centre-beam of oak infamously papered to match the walls. The newly married couple were not in a position to refurnish in approved Second Empire fashion. The gilt and marble, the console tables and mirrors, the impossibly curved sofas and chairs, were for the moment beyond them; the wife promised herself to acquire these later on. But later on came a brood of sickly children (only one of whom reached manhood); to the consequent expenses Les Calais owed the preservation of its inlaid wardrobes, its four-post bedsteads with slender fluted columns, and its Chippendale parlour chairs, the backs of which simulate a delicious intricacy of twisted ribbons. As a little girl, Louisa Poidevin had often amused herself studying these convolutions, and seeking to puzzle out among the rippling ribbons some beginning or some end; but as she grew up, even the simplest problem lost interest for her, and the sight of the old Chippendale chairs standing along the walls of the large parlour scarcely stirred her bovine mind now to so much as reminiscence.


  42 It was the door of this large parlour that the housekeeper opened as she announced, “Here is Mrs. Pedvinn come to see you, sir,” and followed the visitor in.


  Sitting in a capacious “berceuse,” stuffed and chintz-covered, was the shrunken figure of a more than seventy-year-old man. He was wrapped in a worn grey dressing-gown, with a black velvet skull-cap, napless at the seams, covering his spiritless hair, and he looked out upon his narrow world from dim eyes set in cavernous orbits. In their expression was something of the questioning timidity of a child, contrasting curiously with the querulousness of old age, shown in the thin sucked-in lips, now and again twitched by a movement in unison with the twitching of the withered hands spread out upon his knees.


  The sunshine, slanting through the low windows, bathed hands and knees, lean shanks and slippered feet, in mote-flecked streams of gold. It bathed anew rafters and ceiling-beam, as it had done at the same hour and season these last three hundred years; it played over the worm-eaten furniture, and lent transitory colour to the faded samplers on the walls, bringing into prominence one particular sampler, which depicted in silks Adam and Eve seated beneath the fatal tree, and recorded the fact that Marie Hochedé was seventeen in 1808 and put her “trust in God”; and the same ray kissed the cheek of that very Marie’s son, who at the time her girlish fingers pricked the canvas belonged to the enviable myriads of the unthought-of and the unborn.


  “Why, how cold you are, Cousin Louis,” said Mrs. Poidevin, taking his passive hand between her two warm ones, and feeling a chill strike from it through the violet kid gloves; “and in spite of all this sunshine too!”


  “Ah, I’m not always in the sunshine,” said the old man; “not always, not always in the sunshine.” She was not sure 43 that he recognised her, yet he kept hold of her hand and would not let it go.


  “No; you are not always in de sunshine, because de sunshine is not always here,” observed Mrs. Tourtel in a reasonable voice, and with a side glance for the visitor.


  “And I am not always here either,” he murmured, half to himself. He took a firmer hold of his cousin’s hand, and seemed to gain courage from the comfortable touch, for his thin voice changed from complaint to command. “You can go, Mrs. Tourtel,” he said; “we don’t require you here. We want to talk. You can go and set the tea-things in the next room. My cousin will stay and drink tea with me.”


  “Why, my cert’nly! of course Mrs. Pedvinn will stay tea. P’r’aps you’d like to put your bonnet off in the bedroom, first, ma’am?”


  “No, no,” he interposed testily, “she can lay it off here. No need for you to take her upstairs.”


  Servant and master exchanged a mute look; for the moment his old eyes were lighted up with the unforeseeing, unveiled triumph of a child; then they fell before hers. She turned, leaving the room with noiseless tread; although a large-built, ponderous woman, she walked with the softness of a cat.


  “Sit down here close beside me,” said Louis Renouf to his cousin, “I’ve something to tell you, something very important to tell you.” He lowered his voice mysteriously, and glanced with apprehension at window and door, squeezing tight her hand. “I’m being robbed, my dear, robbed of everything I possess.”


  Mrs. Poidevin, already prepared for such a statement, answered complacently, “Oh, it must be your fancy, Cousin Louis. Mrs. Tourtel takes too good care of you for that.”


  “My dear,” he whispered, “silver, linen, everything is going; 44 even my fine white shirts from the shelves of the wardrobe. Yet everything belongs to poor John, who is in Australia, and who never writes to his father now. His last letter is ten years old—ten years old, my dear, and I don’t need to read it over, for I know it by heart.”


  Tears of weakness gathered in his eyes, and began to trickle over on to his cheek.


  “Oh, Cousin John will write soon, I’m sure,” said Mrs. Poidevin, with easy optimism; “I shouldn’t wonder if he has made a fortune, and is on his way home to you at this moment.”


  “Ah, he will never make a fortune, my dear, he was always too fond of change. He had excellent capabilities, Louisa, but he was too fond of change….. And yet I often sit and pretend to myself he has made money, and is as proud to be with his poor old father as he used to be when quite a little lad. I plan out all we should do, and all he would say, and just how he would look …. but that’s only my make-believe; John will never make money, never. But I’d be glad if he would come back to the old home, though it were without a penny. For if he don’t come soon, he’ll find no home, and no welcome….. I raised all the money I could when he went away, and now, as you know, my dear, the house and land go to you and Pedvinn….. But I’d like my poor boy to have the silver and linen, and his mother’s furniture and needlework to remember us by.”


  “Yes, cousin, and he will have them some day, but not for a great while yet, I hope.”


  Louis Renouf shook his head, with the immovable obstinacy of the very old or the very young.


  “Louisa, mark my words, he will get nothing, nothing. Everything is going. They’ll make away with the chairs and the tables next, with the very bed I lie on.”


  45 “Oh, Cousin Louis, you mustn’t think such things,” said Mrs. Poidevin serenely; had not the poor old man accused her to the Tourtels of filching his mattress feathers?


  “Ah, you don’t believe me, my dear,” said he, with a resignation which was pathetic: “but you’ll remember my words when I am gone. Six dozen rat-tailed silver forks, with silver candlesticks, and tray, and snuffers. Besides odd pieces, and piles and piles of linen. Your cousin Marie was a notable housekeeper, and everything she bought was of the very best. The large table-cloths were five guineas apiece, my dear, British money—five guineas apiece.”


  Louisa listened with perfect calmness and scant attention. Circumstances too comfortable, and a too abundant diet, had gradually undermined with her all perceptive and reflective powers. Though, of course, had the household effects been coming to her as well as the land, she would have felt more interest in them; but it is only human nature to contemplate the possible losses of others with equanimity.


  “They must be handsome cloths, cousin,” she said pleasantly; “I’m sure Pedvinn would never allow me half so much for mine.”


  At this moment there appeared, framed in the open window, the hideous vision of an animated gargoyle, with elf-locks of flaming red, and an intense malignancy of expression. With a finger dragging down the under eyelid of either eye, so that the eyeball seemed to bulge out—with a finger pulling back either corner of the wide mouth, so that it seemed to touch the ear—this repulsive apparition leered at the old man in blood-curdling fashion. Then catching sight of Mrs. Poidevin, who sat dumfounded, and with her “heart in her mouth,” as she afterwards expressed it, the fingers dropped from the face, the features sprang back into position, and the gargoyle resolved itself into a buxom 46 red-haired girl, who, bursting into a laugh, impudently stuck her tongue out at them before skipping away.


  The old man had cowered down in his chair with his hands over his eyes; now he looked up. “I thought it was the old Judy,” he said, “the old Judy she is always telling me about. But it’s only Margot.”


  “And who is Margot, cousin?” inquired Louisa, still shaken from the surprise.


  “She helps in the kitchen. But I don’t like her. She pulls faces at me, and jumps out upon me from behind doors. And when the wind blows and the windows rattle she tells me about the old Judy from Jethou, who is sailing over the sea on a broom-stick, to come and beat me to death. Do you know, my dear,” he said piteously, “you’ll think I’m very silly, but I’m afraid up here by myself all alone? Do not leave me, Louisa; stay with me, or take me back to town with you. Pedvinn would let me have a room in your house, I’m sure? And you wouldn’t find me much trouble, and of course I would bring my own bed linen, you know.”


  “You had best take your tea first, sir,” said Mrs. Tourtel from outside the window; she held scissors in her hand, and was busy trimming the roses. She offered no excuse for eavesdropping.


  The meal was set out, Island fashion, with abundant cakes and sweets. Louisa saw in the silver tea-set another proof, if need be, of her cousin’s unfounded suspicions. Mrs. Tourtel stood in the background, waiting. Renouf desired her to pack his things; he was going into town. “To be sure, sir,” she said civilly, and remained where she stood. He brought a clenched hand down upon the table, so that the china rattled. “Are you master here, or am I?” he cried; “I am going down to my cousin 47 Pedvinn’s. To-morrow I shall send my notary to put seals on everything, and to take an inventory. For the future I shall live in town.”


  His senility had suddenly left him; he spoke with firmness; it was a flash-up of almost extinct fires. Louisa was astounded. Mrs. Tourtel looked at him steadily. Through the partition wall, Tourtel in the kitchen heard the raised voice, and followed his curiosity into the parlour. Margot followed him. Seen near, and with her features at rest, she appeared a plump touzle-headed girl, in whose low forehead and loose-lipped mouth, crassness, cruelty, and sensuality were unmistakably expressed. Yet freckled cheek, rounded chin, and bare red mottled arms, presented the beautiful curves of youth, and there was a certain sort of attractiveness about her not to be gainsaid.


  “Since my servants refuse to pack what I require,” said Renouf with dignity, “I will do it myself. Come with me, Louisa.”


  At a sign from the housekeeper, Tourtel and Margot made way. Mrs. Poidevin would have followed her cousin, as the easiest thing to do—although she was confused by the old man’s outbreak, and incapable of deciding what course she should take—when the deep vindictive baying of the dog ushered a new personage upon the scene.


  This was an individual who made his appearance from the kitchen regions—a tall thin man of about thirty years of age, with a pallid skin, a dark eye and a heavy moustache. His shabby black coat and tie, with the cords and gaiters that clothed his legs, suggested a combination of sportsman and family practitioner. He wore a bowler hat, and was pulling off tan driving gloves as he advanced.


  “Ah my good! Doctor Owen, but dat’s you?” said Mrs. Tourtel. “But we wants you here badly. Your patient is in one 48 of his tantrums, and no one can’t do nuddin wid him. He says he shall go right away into town. Wants to make up again wid Doctor Lelever for sure.”


  The new comer and Mrs. Poidevin were examining each other with the curiosity one feels on first meeting a person long known by reputation or by sight. But now she turned to the housekeeper in surprise.


  “Has my cousin quarrelled with his old friend Doctor Lelever?” she asked. “I’ve heard nothing of that.”


  “Ah, dis long time. He tought Doctor Lelever made too little of his megrims. He won’t have nobody but Dr. Owen now. P’r’aps you know Doctor Owen, ma’am? Mrs. Pedvinn, Doctor; de master’s cousin, come up to visit him.”


  Renouf was heard moving about overhead; opening presses, dragging boxes.


  Owen hung up his hat, putting his gloves inside it. He rubbed his lean discoloured hands lightly together, as a fly cleans its forelegs.


  “Shall I just step up to him?” he said. “It may calm him, and distract his thoughts.”


  With soft nimbleness, in a moment he was upstairs. “So that’s Doctor Owen?” observed Mrs. Poidevin with interest. “A splendid-looking gentleman! He must be very clever, I’m sure. Is he beginning to get a good practice yet?”


  “Ah, bah, our people, as you know, ma’am, dey don’t like no strangers, specially no Englishmen. He was very glad when Mr. Rennuf sent for him….. ’Twas through Margot there. She got took bad one Saturday coming back from market from de heat or de squidge” (crowd), “and Doctor Owen he overtook her on the road in his gig, and druv her home. Den de master, he must have a talk with him, and so de next time he fancy 49 hisself ill, he send for Doctor Owen, and since den he don’t care for Dr. Lelever no more at all.”


  “I ought to be getting off,” emarked Mrs. Poidevin, remembering the hour at which the omnibus left Vauvert; “had I better go up and bid cousin Louis good-bye?”


  Mrs. Tourtel thought Margot should go and ask the Doctor’s opinion first, but as Margot had already vanished, she went herself.


  There was a longish pause, during which Mrs. Poidevin looked uneasily at Tourtel; he with restless furtive eyes at her. Then the housekeeper reappeared, noiseless, cool, determined as ever.


  “Mr. Rennuf is quiet now,” she said; “de Doctor have given him a soothing draught, and will stay to see how it acts. He tinks you’d better slip quietly away.”


  On this, Louisa Poidevin left Les Calais; but in spite of her easy superficiality, her unreasoning optimism, she took with her a sense of oppression. Cousin Louis’s appeal rang in her ears: “Do not leave me; stay with me, or take me back with you. I am afraid up here, quite alone.” And after all, though his fears were but the folly of old age, why, she asked herself, should he not come and stay with them in town if he wished to do so? She resolved to talk it over with Pedvinn; she thought she would arrange for him the little west room, being the furthest from the nurseries; and in planning out such vastly important trifles as to which easy-chair and which bedroom candlestick she would devote to his use, she forgot the old man himself and recovered her usual stolid jocundity.


  When Owen had entered the bedroom, he had found Renouf standing over an open portmanteau, into which he was placing hurriedly whatever caught his eye or took his fancy, from the surrounding tables. His hand trembled from eagerness, his pale 50 old face was flushed with excitement and hope. Owen, going straight up to him, put his two hands on his shoulders, and without uttering a word, gently forced him backwards into a chair. Then he sat down in front of him, so close that their knees touched, and fixing his strong eyes on Renouf’s wavering ones, and stroking with his finger-tips the muscles behind the ears, he threw him immediately into an hypnotic trance.


  “You want to stay here, don’t you?” said Owen emphatically. “I want to stay here,” repeated the old man through grey lips. His face was become the colour of ashes, his hands were cold to the sight. “You want your cousin to go away and not disturb you any more? Answer—answer me.” “I want my cousin to go away,” Renouf murmured, but in his staring, fading eye were traces of the struggle tearing him within.


  Owen pressed down the eyelids, made another pass before the face, and rose on his long legs with a sardonic grin. Margot, leaning across a corner of the bed, had watched him with breathless interest.


  “I b’lieve you’re de Evil One himself,” she said admiringly.


  Owen pinched her smooth chin between his tobacco-stained thumb and fingers.


  “Pooh! nothing but a trick I learned in Paris,” said he; “it’s very convenient to be able to put a person to sleep now and again.”


  “Could you put any one to sleep?”


  “Any one I wanted to.”


  “Do it to me then,” she begged him.


  “What use, my girl? Don’t you do all I wish without?”


  She grimaced, and picked at the bed-quilt laughing, then rose and stood in front of him, her round red arms clasped behind her head. But he only glanced at her with professional interest.


  51 “You should get married, my dear, without delay. Pierre would be ready enough, no doubt?”—“Bah! Pierre or annuder—if I brought a weddin’ portion. You don’t tink to provide me wid one, I s’pose?”—“You know that I can’t. But why don’t you get it from the Tourtels? You’ve earned it before this, I dare swear.”


  It was now that the housekeeper came up, and took down to Louisa Poidevin the message given above. But first she was detained by Owen, to assist him in getting his patient into bed.


  The old man woke up during the process, very peevish, very determined to get to town. “Well, you can’t go till to-morrow den,” said Mrs. Tourtel; “your cousin has gone home, an’ now you’ve got to go to sleep, so be quiet.” She dropped all semblance of respect in her tones. “Come, lie down!” she said sharply, “or I’ll send Margot to tickle your feet.” He shivered and whimpered into silence beneath the clothes.


  “Margot tells him ’bout witches, an ogres, an scrapels her fingures ’long de wall, till he tinks dere goin’ to fly ’way wid him,” she explained to Owen in an aside. “Oh, I know Margot,” he answered laconically, and thought, “May I never lie helpless within reach of such fingers as hers.”


  He took a step and stumbled over a portmanteau lying open at his feet. “Put your mischievous paws to some use,” he told the girl, “and clear these things away from the floor;” then remembering his rival Le Lièvre; “if the old fool had really got away to town, it would have been a nice day’s work for us all,” he added.


  Downstairs he joined the Tourtels in the kitchen, a room situated behind the living-room on the left, with low green glass windows, rafters and woodwork smoke-browned with the fires of a dozen generations. In the wooden racks over by the chimney 52 hung flitches of home-cured bacon, and the kettle was suspended by three chains over the centre of the wide hearth, where glowed and crackled an armful of sticks. So dark was the room, in spite of the daylight outside, that two candles were set in the centre of the table, enclosing in their circles of yellow light the pale face and silver hair of the housekeeper, and Tourtel’s rugged head and weather-beaten countenance.


  He had glasses ready, and a bottle of the cheap brandy for which the Island is famous. “You’ll take a drop of something, eh, Doctor?” he said as Owen seated himself on the joncière, a padded settle—green baize covered, to replace the primitive rushes—fitted on one side of the hearth. He stretched his long legs into the light, and for a moment considered moodily the old gaiters and cobbled boots. “You’ve seen to the horse?” he asked Tourtel.


  “My cert’nly; he’s in de stable dis hour back, an’ I’ve given him a feed. I tought maybe you’d make a night of it?”


  “I may as well for all the work I have to do,” said Owen with sourness; “a damned little Island this for doctors. Nothing ever the matter with any one except the ‘creeps,’ and those who have it spend their last penny in making it worse.”


  “Dere’s as much illness here as anywhere,” said Tourtel, defending the reputation of his native soil, “if once you gets among de right class, among de people as has de time an’ de money to make dereselves ill. But if you go foolin’ roun’ wid de paysans, what can you expec’? We workin’ folks can’t afford to lay up an’ buy ourselves doctors’ stuff.”


  “And how am I to get among the right class?” retorted Owen, sucking the ends of his moustache into his mouth and chewing them savagely. “A more confounded set of stuck-up, beggarly 53 aristocrats I never met than your people here.” His discontented eye rested on Mrs. Tourtel. “That Mrs. Pedvinn is the wife of Pedvinn the Jurat, I suppose?”—“Yes, de Pedvinns of Rohais.” “Good people,” said Owen thoughtfully; in with the de Càterelles, and the Dadderney (d’Aldenois) set. Are [“Are] there children?”—“Tree.”


  He took a drink of the spirit and water; his bad temper passed. Margot came in from upstairs.


  “De marster sleeps as dough he’d never wake again,” she announced, flinging herself into the chair nearest Owen.


  “It’s ’bout time he did,” Tourtel growled.


  “I should have thought it more to your interest to keep him alive?” Owen inquired. “A good place, surely?”


  “A good place if you like to call it so,” the wife answered him; “but what, if he go to town, as he say to-night? and what, if he send de notary, to put de scelles here?—den he take up again wid Dr. Lelever, dat’s certain.” And Tourtel added in his surly key, “Anyway, I’ve been workin’ here dese tirty years now, an’ dat’s ’bout enough.”


  “In fact, when the orange is sucked, you throw away the peel? But are you quite sure it is sucked dry?”


  “De house an’ de lan’ go to de Pedvinns, an’ all de money die too, for de little he had left when young John went ’crost de seas, he sunk in a ’nuity. Dere’s nuddin’ but de lining, an’ plate, an’ such like, as goes to de son.”


  “And what he finds of that, I expect, will scarcely add to his impedimenta?” said Owen grinning. He thought, “The old man is well known in the island, the name of his medical attendant would get mentioned in the papers at least; just as well Le Lièvre should not have the advertisement.” Besides, there were the Poidevins.


  54 “You might say a good word for me to Mrs. Pedvinn,” he said aloud, “I live nearer to Rohais than Lelever does, and with young children she might be glad to have some one at hand.”


  “You may be sure you won’t never find me ungrateful, sir,” answered the housekeeper; and Owen, shading his eyes with his hand, sat pondering over the use of this word “ungrateful,” with its faint yet perceptible emphasis.


  Margot, meanwhile, laid the supper; the remains of a rabbit-pie, a big “pinclos” or spider crab, with thin, red knotted legs, spreading far over the edges of the dish, the apple-gôche, hot from the oven, cider, and the now half-empty bottle of brandy. The four sat down and fell to. Margot was in boisterous spirits; everything she said or did was meant to attract Owen’s attention. Her cheeks flamed with excitement; she wanted his eyes to be perpetually upon her. But Owen’s interest in her had long ceased. To-night, while eating heartily, he was absorbed in his ruling passion: to get on in the world, to make money, to be admitted into Island society. Behind the pallid, impenetrable mask, which always enraged yet intimidated Margot, he plotted incessantly, schemed, combined, weighed this and that, studied his prospects from every point of view.


  Supper over, he lighted his meerschaum; Tourtel produced a short clay, and the bottle was passed between them. The women left them together, and for ten, twenty minutes, there was complete silence in the room. Tourtel let his pipe go out, and rapped it down brusquely upon the table.


  “It must come to an end,” he said, with suppressed ferocity; “are we eider to spen’ de whole of our lives here, or else be turned off at de eleventh hour after sufferin’ all de heat an’ burden of de day? Its onreasonable. An’ dere’s de cottage at Cottu standin’ 55 empty, an’ me havin’ to pay a man to look after de tomato houses, when I could get fifty per cent. more by lookin’ after dem myself….. An’ what profit is such a sickly, shiftless life as dat? My good! dere’s not a man, woman, or chile in de Islan’s as will shed a tear when he goes, an’ dere’s some, I tells you, as have suffered from his whimsies dese tirty years, as will rejoice. Why, his wife was dead already when we come here, an’ his on’y son, a dirty, drunken, lazy vaurien too, has never been near him for fifteen years, nor written neider. Dead most likely, in foreign parts….. An’ what’s he want to stay for, contraryin’ an’ thwartin’ dem as have sweated an’ laboured, an’ now, please de good God, wan’s to sit ’neath de shadow of dere own fig-tree for de short time dat remains to dem? …. An’ what do we get for stayin’? Forty pound, Island money, between de two of us, an’ de little I makes from de flowers, an’ poultry, an’ such like. An’ what do we do for it? Bake, an’ wash, an’ clean, an’ cook, an’ keep de garden in order, an’ nuss him in all his tantrums….. If we was even on his testament, I’d say nuddin. But everything goes to Pedvinns, an’ de son John, and de little bit of income dies wid him. I tell you ’tis ’bout time dis came to an end. [end.”]


  Owen recognised that Destiny asked no sin more heinous from him than silence, perhaps concealment; the chestnuts would reach him without risk of burning his hand. “It’s time,” said he, “I thought of going home. Get your lantern, and I’ll help you with the trap. But first, I’ll just run up and have another look at Mr. Rennuf.”


  For the last time the five personages of this obscure little tragedy found themselves together in the bedroom, now lighted by a small lamp which stood on the wash-hand-stand. Owen, who had to stoop to enter the door, could have touched the low-pitched ceiling with his hand. The bed, with its slender pillars, supporting 56 a canopy of faded damask, took up the greater part of the room. There was a fluted headpiece of the damask, and long curtains of the same material, looped up, on either side of the pillows. Sunken in these lay the head of the old man, crowned with a cotton nightcap, the eyes closed, the skin drawn tight over the skull, the outline of the attenuated form indistinguishable beneath the clothes. The arms lay outside the counterpane, straight down on either side; and the mechanical playing movement of the fingers showed he was not asleep. Margot and Mrs. Tourtel watched him from the bed’s foot. Their gigantic shadows thrown forward by the lamp, stretched up the opposite wall, and covered half the ceiling. The old-fashioned mahogany furniture, with its fillets of paler wood, drawn in ovals, upon the doors of the presses, their centrepieces of fruit and flowers, shone out here and there with reflected light; and the looking-glass, swung on corkscrew mahogany pillars between the damask window curtains, gleamed lake-like amidst the gloom.


  Owen and Tourtel joined the women at the bedfoot; though each was absorbed entirely in his own egotisms, all were animated by the same secret desire. Yet, to the feeling heart, there was something unspeakably pleading in the sight of the old man lying there, in his helplessness, in the very room, on the very bed, which had seen his wedding-night fifty years before; where as a much-wished-for and welcomed infant, he had opened his eyes to the light more than seventy years since. He had been helpless then as now, but then the child had been held to loving hearts, loving fingers had tended him, a young and loving mother lay beside him, the circumference of all his tiny world, as he was the core and centre of all of hers. And from being that exquisite, well-beloved little child, he had passed thoughtlessly, hopefully, despairfully, wearily, through all the stages of life, until he had 57 come to this—a poor, old, feeble, helpless, worn-out man, lying there where he had been born, but with all those who had loved him carried long ago to the grave: with the few who might have protected him still, his son, his cousin, his old friend Le Lièvre, as powerless to save him as the silent dead.


  Renouf opened his eyes, looked in turn at the four faces before him, and read as much pity in them as in masks of stone. He turned himself to the pillow again and to his miserable thoughts.


  Owen took out his watch, went round to count the pulse, and in the hush the tick of the big silver timepiece could be heard.


  “There is extreme weakness,” came his quiet verdict.


  “Sinking?” whispered Tourtel loudly.


  “No; care and constant nourishment are all that are required; strong beef-tea, port wine jelly, cream beaten up with a little brandy at short intervals, every hour say. And of course no excitement; nothing to irritate, or alarm him” (Owen’s eye met Margot’s); “absolute quiet and rest.” He came back to the foot of the bed and spoke in a lower tone. “It’s just one of the usual cases of senile decay,” said he, “which I observe every one comes to here in the Islands (unless he has previously killed himself by drink), the results of breeding in. But Mr. Rennuf may last months, years longer. In fact, if you follow out my directions there is every probability that he will.”


  Tourtel and his wife shifted their gaze from Owen to look into each other’s eyes; Margot’s loose mouth lapsed into a smile. Owen felt cold water running down his back. The atmosphere of the room seemed to stifle him; reminiscences of his student days crowded on him: the horror of an unperverted mind, at its first spectacle of cruelty, again seized hold of him, as though no twelve callous years were wedged in between. At all costs he must get out into the open air.


  58 He turned to go. Louis Renouf opened his eyes, followed the form making its way to the door, and understood. “You won’t leave me, doctor? surely you won’t leave me?” came the last words of piercing entreaty.


  The man felt his nerve going all to pieces.


  “Come, come, my good sir, do you think I am going to stay here all night?” he answered brutally….. Outside the door, Tourtel touched his sleeve. “And suppose your directions are not carried out?” said he in his thick whisper.


  Owen gave no spoken answer, but Tourtel was satisfied. “I’ll come an’ put the horse in,” he said, leading the way through the kitchen to the stables. Owen drove off with a parting curse and cut with the whip because the horse slipped upon the stones. A long ray of light from Tourtel’s lantern followed him down the lane. When he turned out on to the high road to St. Gilles, he reined in a moment, to look back at Les Calais. This is the one point from which a portion of the house is visible, and he could see the lighted window of the old man’s bedroom plainly through the trees.


  What was happening there? he asked himself; and the Tourtel’s cupidity and callousness, Margot’s coarse cruel tricks, rose before him with appalling distinctness. Yet the price was in his hand, the first step of the ladder gained; he saw himself to-morrow, perhaps in the drawing-room of Rohais, paying the necessary visit of intimation and condolence. He felt he had already won Mrs. Poidevin’s favour. Among women, always poor physiognomists, he knew he passed for a handsome man; among the Islanders, the assurance of his address would pass for good breeding; all he had lacked hitherto was the opportunity to shine. This his acquaintance with Mrs. Poidevin would secure him. And he had trampled on his conscience so often before, it 59 had now little elasticity left. Just an extra glass of brandy to-morrow, and to-day would be as securely laid as those other episodes of his past.


  While he watched, some one shifted the lamp …. a woman’s shadow was thrown upon the white blind …. it wavered, grew monstrous, and spread, until the whole window was shrouded in gloom….. Owen put the horse into a gallop …. and from up at Les Calais, the long-drawn melancholy howling of the dog filled with forebodings the silent night.


  ·  ·


  60 The Lamplighter


  By A. S. Hartrick


  ·  ·
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  63 The Composer of “Carmen”†


  By Charles Willeby


  ·  ·


  85 Six Drawings


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  I. II. III. The Comedy-Ballet of Marionnettes, as performed by the troupe of the Théâtre-Impossible, posed in three drawings


  IV. Garçons de Café


  V. The Slippers of Cinderella


  For you must have all heard of the Princess Cinderella with her slim feet and shining slippers. She was beloved by Prince ******, who married her, but she died soon afterwards, poisoned (according to Dr. Gerschovius) by her elder sister Arabella, with powdered glass. It was ground I suspect from those very slippers she danced in at the famous ball. For the slippers of Cinderella have never been found since. They are not at Cluny.


  Hector Sandus


  VI. Portrait of Madame Réjane


  ·  ·
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  99 Thirty Bob a Week


  By John Davidson


  
    Icouldn’t touch a stop and turn a screw,


    And set the blooming world a-work for me,


    Like such as cut their teeth—I hope, like you—


    On the handle of a skeleton gold key.


    I cut mine on leek, which I eat it every week:


    I’m a clerk at thirty bob, as you can see.

  


  
    But I don’t allow it’s luck and all a toss;


    There’s no such thing as being starred and crossed;


    It’s just the power of some to be a boss,


    And the bally power of others to be bossed:


    I face the music, sir; you bet I ain’t a cur!


    Strike me lucky if I don’t believe I’m lost!

  


  
    For like a mole I journey in the dark,


    A-travelling along the underground


    From my Pillar’d Halls and broad suburban Park


    To come the daily dull official round;


    And home again at night with my pipe all alight


    A-scheming how to count ten bob a pound.

  


  
    100 And it’s often very cold and very wet;


    And my missis stitches towels for a hunks;


    And the Pillar’d Halls is half of it to let—


    Three rooms about the size of travelling trunks.


    And we cough, the wife and I, to dislocate a sigh,


    When the noisy little kids are in their bunks.

  


  
    But you’ll never hear her do a growl, or whine,


    For she’s made of flint and roses very odd;


    And I’ve got to cut my meaning rather fine


    Or I’d blubber, for I’m made of greens and sod:


    So p’rhaps we are in hell for all that I can tell,


    And lost and damned and served up hot to God.

  


  
    I ain’t blaspheming, Mr. Silvertongue;


    I’m saying things a bit beyond your art:


    Of all the rummy starts you ever sprung


    Thirty bob a week’s the rummiest start!


    With your science and your books and your the’ries about spooks,


    Did you ever hear of looking in your heart?

  


  
    I didn’t mean your pocket, Mr.; no!


    I mean that having children and a wife


    With thirty bob on which to come and go


    Isn’t dancing to the tabor and the fife;


    When it doesn’t make you drink, by Heaven, it makes you think,


    And notice curious items about life!

  


  
    I step into my heart and there I meet


    A god-almighty devil singing small,


    101 Who would like to shout and whistle in the street,


    And squelch the passers flat against the wall;


    If the whole world was a cake he had the power to take,


    He would take it, ask for more, and eat it all.

  


  
    And I meet a sort of simpleton beside—


    The kind that life is always giving beans;


    With thirty bob a week to keep a bride


    He fell in love and married in his teens;


    At thirty bob he stuck, but he knows it isn’t luck;


    He knows the seas are deeper than tureens.

  


  
    And the god-almighty devil and the fool


    That meet me in the High Street on the strike,


    When I walk about my heart a-gathering wool,


    Are my good and evil angels if you like;


    And both of them together in every kind of weather


    Ride me like a double-seated “bike.”

  


  
    That’s rough a bit and needs its meaning curled;


    But I have a high old hot un in my mind,


    A most engrugious notion of the world


    That leaves your lightning ’rithmetic behind:


    I give it at a glance when I say “There ain’t no chance,


    Nor nothing of the lucky-lottery kind.”

  


  
    And it’s this way that I make it out to be:


    No fathers, mothers, countries, climates—none!—


    Not Adam was responsible for me;


    Nor society, nor systems, nary one!


    A little sleeping seed, I woke—I did indeed—


    A million years before the blooming sun.

  


  
    102 I woke because I thought the time had come;


    Beyond my will there was no other cause:


    And everywhere I found myself at home


    Because I chose to be the thing I was;


    And in whatever shape, of mollusc, or of ape,


    I always went according to the laws.

  


  
    I was the love that chose my mother out;


    I joined two lives and from the union burst;


    My weakness and my strength without a doubt


    Are mine alone for ever from the first.


    It’s just the very same with a difference in the name


    As “Thy will be done.” You say it if you durst!

  


  
    They say it daily up and down the land


    As easy as you take a drink, it’s true;


    But the difficultest go to understand,


    And the difficultest job a man can do,


    Is to come it brave and meek with thirty bob a week,


    And feel that that’s the proper thing for you.

  


  
    It’s a naked child against a hungry wolf;


    It’s playing bowls upon a splitting wreck;


    It’s walking on a string across a gulf


    With millstones fore-and-aft about your neck:


    But the thing is daily done by many and many a one….


    And we fall, face forward, fighting, on the deck.

  


  ·  ·


  103 A Responsibility


  By Henry Harland


  It has been an episode like a German sentence, with its predicate at the end. Trifling incidents occurred at haphazard, as it seemed, and I never guessed they were by way of making sense. Then, this morning, somewhat of the suddenest, came the verb and the full stop.


  Yesterday I should have said there was nothing to tell; to-day there is too much. The announcement of his death has caused me to review our relations, with the result of discovering my own part to have been that of an accessory before the fact. I did not kill him (though, even there, I’m not sure I didn’t lend a hand), but I might have saved his life. It is certain that he made me signals of distress—faint, shy, tentative, but unmistakable—and that I pretended not to understand: just barely dipped my colours, and kept my course. Oh, if I had dreamed that his distress was extreme—that he was on the point of foundering and going down! However, that doesn’t exonerate me: I ought to have turned aside to find out. It was a case of criminal negligence. That he, poor man, probably never blamed me, only adds to the burden on my conscience. He had got past blaming people, I dare say, and doubtless merely lumped me with the rest—with the sum-total of things that made life unsupportable. Yet, for a moment, when 104 we first met, his face showed a distinct glimmering of hope; so perhaps there was a distinct disappointment. He must have had so many disappointments, before it came to—what it came to; but it wouldn’t have come to that if he had got hardened to them. Possibly they had lost their outlines, and merged into one dull general disappointment that was too hard to bear. I wonder whether the Priest and the Levite were smitten with remorse after they had passed on. Unfortunately, in this instance, no Good Samaritan followed.


  The bottom of our long table d’hôte was held by a Frenchman, a Normand, a giant, but a pallid and rather flabby giant, whose name, if he had another than Monsieur, I never heard. He professed to be a painter, used to sketch birds and profiles on the back of his menu-card between the courses, wore shamelessly the multi-coloured rosette of a foreign order in his buttonhole, and talked with a good deal of physiognomy. I had the corner seat at his right, and was flanked in turn by Miss Etta J. Hicks, a bouncing young person from Chicago, beyond whom, like rabbits in a company of foxes, cowered Mr. and Mrs. Jordan P. Hicks, two broken-spirited American parents. At Monsieur’s left, and facing me, sat Colonel Escott, very red and cheerful; then a young man who called the Colonel Cornel, and came from Dublin, proclaiming himself a barr’ster, and giving his name as Flarty, though on his card it was written Flaherty; and then Sir Richard Maistre. After him, a diminishing perspective of busy diners—for purposes of conversation, so far as we were concerned, inhabitants of the Fourth Dimension.


  Of our immediate constellation Sir Richard Maistre was the only member on whom the eye was tempted to linger. The others were obvious—simple equations, soluble “in the head.” But he called for slate and pencil, offered materials for doubt and speculation, 105 though it would not have been easy to tell wherein they lay. What displayed itself to a cursory inspection was quite unremarkable: simply a decent-looking young Englishman, of medium stature, with square-cut plain features, reddish-brown hair, grey eyes, and clothes and manners of the usual pattern. Yet, showing through this ordinary surface, there was something cryptic. For me, at any rate, it required a constant effort not to stare at him. I felt it from the beginning, and I felt it till the end: a teasing curiosity, a sort of magnetism that drew my eyes in his direction. I was always on my guard to resist it, and that was really the inception of my neglect of him. From I don’t know what stupid motive of pride, I was anxious that he shouldn’t discern the interest he had excited in me; so I paid less ostensible attention to him than to the others, who excited none at all. I tried to appear unconscious of him as a detached personality, to treat him as merely a part of the group as a whole. Then I improved such occasions as presented themselves to steal glances at him, to study him à la dérobée—groping after the quality, whatever it was, that made him a puzzle—seeking to formulate, to classify him.


  Already, at the end of my first dinner, he had singled himself out and left an impression. I went into the smoking-room, and began to wonder, over a cup of coffee and a cigarette, who he was. I had not heard his voice; he hadn’t talked much, and his few observations had been murmured into the ears of his next neighbours. All the same, he had left an impression, and I found myself wondering who he was, the young man with the square-cut features and the reddish-brown hair. I have said that his features were square-cut and plain, but they were small and carefully finished, and as far as possible from being common. And his grey eyes, though not conspicuous for size or beauty, had a character, an expression. They said something, something I 106 couldn’t perfectly translate, something shrewd, humorous, even perhaps a little caustic, and yet sad; not violently, not rebelliously sad (I should never have dreamed that it was a sadness which would drive him to desperate remedies), but rather resignedly, submissively sad, as if he had made up his mind to put the best face on a sorry business. This was carried out by a certain abruptness, a slight lack of suavity, in his movements, in his manner of turning his head, of using his hands. It hinted a degree of determination which, in the circumstances, seemed superfluous. He had unfolded his napkin and attacked his dinner with an air of resolution, like a man with a task before him, who mutters, “Well, it’s got to be done, and I’ll do it.” At a hazard, he was two- or three-and-thirty, but below his neck he looked older. He was dressed like everybody, but his costume had, somehow, an effect of soberness beyond his years. It was decidedly not smart, and smartness was the dominant note at the Hôtel d’Angleterre.


  I was still more or less vaguely ruminating him, in a corner of the smoking-room, on that first evening, when I became aware that he was standing near me. As I looked up, our eyes met, and for the fraction of a second fixed each other. It was barely the fraction of a second, but it was time enough for the transmission of a message. I knew as certainly as if he had said so that he wanted to speak, to break the ice, to scrape an acquaintance; I knew that he had approached me and was loitering in my neighbourhood for that specific purpose. I don’t know, I have studied the psychology of the moment in vain to understand, why I felt a perverse impulse to put him off. I was interested in him, I was curious about him; and there he stood, testifying that the interest was reciprocal, ready to make the advances, only waiting for a glance or a motion of encouragement; and I deliberately secluded 107 myself behind my coffee-cup and my cigarette smoke. I suppose it was the working of some obscure mannish vanity—of what in a woman would have defined itself as coyness and coquetry. If he wanted to speak—well, let him speak; I wouldn’t help him. I could realise the processes of his mind even more clearly than those of my own—his desire, his hesitancy. He was too timid to leap the barriers; I must open a gate for him. He hovered near me for a minute longer, and then drifted away. I felt his disappointment, his spiritual shrug of the shoulders; and I perceived rather suddenly that I was disappointed myself. I must have been hoping all along that he would speak quand même, and now I was moved to run after him, to call him back. That, however, would imply a consciouness of guilt, an admission that my attitude had been intentional; so I kept my seat, making a mental rendezvous with him for the morrow.


  Between my Irish vis-à-vis Flaherty and myself there existed no such strain. He presently sauntered up to me, and dropped into conversation as easily as if we had been old friends.


  “Well, and are you here for your health or your entertainment?” he began. “But I don’t need to ask that of a man who’s drinking black coffee and smoking tobacco at this hour of the night. I’m the only invalid at our end of the table, and I’m no better than an amateur meself. It’s a barrister’s throat I have—I caught it waiting for briefs in me chambers at Doblin.”


  We chatted together for a half-hour or so, and before we parted he had given me a good deal of general information—about the town, the natives, the visitors, the sands, the golf-links, the hunting, and, with the rest, about our neighbours at table.


  “Did ye notice the pink-faced bald little man at me right? That’s Cornel Escott, C.B., retired. He takes a sea-bath every morning, to live up to the letters; and faith, it’s an act of 108 heroism, no less, in weather the like of this. Three weeks have I been here, and but wan day of sunshine, and the mercury never above fifty. The other fellow, him at me left, is what you’d be slow to suspect by the look of him, I’ll go bail; and that’s a bar’net, Sir Richard Maistre, with a place in Hampshire, and ten thousand a year if he’s a penny. The young lady beside yourself rejoices in the euphonious name of Hicks, and trains her Popper and Mommer behind her like slaves in a Roman triumph. They’re Americans, if you must have the truth, though I oughtn’t to tell it on them, for I’m an Irishman myself, and its [it’s] not for the pot to be bearing tales of the kettle. However, their tongues bewray them; so I’ve violated no confidence.”


  The knowledge that my young man was a baronet with a place in Hampshire somewhat disenchanted me. A baronet with a place in Hampshire left too little to the imagination. The description seemed to curtail his potentialities, to prescribe his orbit, to connote turnip-fields, house-parties, and a whole system of British commonplace. Yet, when, the next day at luncheon, I again had him before me in the flesh, my interest revived. Its lapse had been due to an association of ideas which I now recognised as unscientific. A baronet with twenty places in Hampshire would remain at the end of them all a human being; and no human being could be finished off in a formula of half a dozen words. Sir Richard Maistre, anyhow, couldn’t be. He was enigmatic, and his effect upon me was enigmatic too. Why did I feel that tantalising inclination to stare at him, coupled with that reluctance frankly to engage in talk with him? Why did he attack his luncheon with that appearance of grim resolution? For a minute, after he had taken his seat, he eyed his knife, fork, and napkin, as a labourer might a load that he had to lift, measuring the difficulties he must cope with; then he gave his head a 109 resolute nod, and set to work. To-day, as yesterday, he said very little, murmured an occasional remark into the ear of Flaherty, accompanying it usually with a sudden short smile: but he listened to everything, and did so with apparent appreciation.


  Our proceedings were opened by Miss Hicks, who asked Colonel Escott, “Well, Colonel, have you had your bath this morning?”


  The Colonel chuckled, and answered, “Oh, yes—yes, yes—couldn’t forego my bath, you know—couldn’t possibly forego my bath.”


  “And what was the temperature of the water?” she continued.


  “Fifty-two—fifty-two—three degrees warmer than the air—three degrees,” responded the Colonel, still chuckling, as if the whole affair had been extremely funny.


  “And you, Mr. Flaherty, I suppose you’ve been to Bayonne?”


  “No, I’ve broken me habit, and not left the hotel.”


  Subsequent experience taught me that these were conventional modes by which the conversation was launched every day, like the preliminary moves in chess. We had another ritual for dinner: Miss Hicks then inquired if the Colonel had taken his ride, and Flaherty played his game of golf. The next inevitable step was common to both meals. Colonel Escott would pour himself a glass of the vin ordinaire, a jug of which was set by every plate, and holding it up to the light, exclaim with simulated gusto, “Ah! Fine old wine! Remarkably full rich flavour!” At this pleasantry we would all gently laugh; and the word was free.


  Sir Richard, as I have said, appeared to be an attentive and appreciative listener, not above smiling at our mildest sallies; but watching him out of the corner of an eye, I noticed that my own observations seemed to strike him with peculiar force—which led me to talk at him. Why not to him, with him? The interest 110 was reciprocal; he would have liked a dialogue; he would have welcomed a chance to commence one; and I could at any instant have given him such a chance. I talked at him, it is true; but I talked with Flaherty or Miss Hicks, or to the company at large. Of his separate identity he had no reason to believe me conscious. From a mixture of motives, in which I’m not sure that a certain heathenish enjoyment of his embarrassment didn’t count for something, I was determined that if he wanted to know me he must come the whole distance; I wouldn’t meet him half-way. Of course I had no idea that it could be a matter of the faintest real importance to the man. I judged his feelings by my own; and though I was interested in him, I shall have conveyed an altogether exaggerated notion of my interest if you fancy it kept me awake at night. How was I to guess that his case was more serious—that he was not simply desirous of a little amusing talk, but starving, starving for a little human sympathy, a little brotherly love and comradeship?—that he was in an abnormally sensitive condition of mind, where mere negative unresponsiveness could hurt him like a slight or a rebuff?


  In the course of the week I ran over to Pau, to pass a day with the Winchfields, who had a villa there. When I came back I brought with me all that they (who knew everybody) could tell about Sir Richard Maistre. He was intelligent and amiable, but the shyest of shy men. He avoided general society, frightened away perhaps by the British Mamma, and spent a good part of each year abroad, wandering rather listlessly from town to town. Though young and rich, he was neither fast nor ambitious: the Members’ entrance to the House of Commons, the stage-doors of the music halls, were equally without glamour for him; and if he was a Justice of the Peace and a Deputy Lieutenant, he had become so through the tacit operation of his stake in the country. He 111 had chambers in St. James’s Street, was a member of the Travellers Club, and played the violin—for an amateur rather well. His brother, Mortimer Maistre, was in diplomacy—at Rio Janeiro or somewhere. His sister had married an Australian, and lived in Melbourne.


  At the Hôtel d’Angleterre I found his shyness was mistaken for indifference. He was civil to everybody, but intimate with none. He attached himself to no party, paired off with no individuals. He sought nobody. On the other hand, the persons who went out of their way to seek him, came back, as they felt, repulsed. He had been polite but languid. These, however, were not the sort of persons he would be likely to care for. There prevailed a general conception of him as cold, unsociable. He certainly walked about a good deal alone—you met him on the sands, on the cliffs, in the stiff little streets, rambling aimlessly, seldom with a companion. But to me it was patent that he played the solitary from necessity, not from choice—from the necessity of his temperament. A companion was precisely that which above all things his heart coveted; only he didn’t know how to set about annexing one. If he sought nobody, it was because he didn’t know how. This was a part of what his eyes said; they bespoke his desire, his perplexity, his lack of nerve. Of the people who put themselves out to seek him, there was Miss Hicks; there were a family from Leeds, named Bunn, a father, mother, son, and two redoubtable daughters, who drank champagne with every meal, dressed in the height of fashion, said their say at the tops of their voices, and were understood to be auctioneers; a family from Bayswater named Krausskopf. I was among those whom he had marked as men he would like to fraternise with. As often as our paths crossed, his eyes told me that he longed to stop and speak, and continue the promenade abreast. I was under the 112 control of a demon of mischief; I took a malicious pleasure in eluding and baffling him—in passing on with a nod. It had become a kind of game; I was curious to see whether he would ever develop sufficient hardihood to take the bull by the horns. After all, from a conventional point of view, my conduct was quite justifiable. I always meant to do better by him next time, and then I always deferred it to the next. But from a conventional point of view my conduct was quite unassailable. I said this to myself when I had momentary qualms of conscience. Now, rather late in the day, it strikes me that the conventional point of view should have been re-adjusted to the special case. I should have allowed for his personal equation.


  My cousin Wilford came to Biarritz about this time, stopping for a week, on his way home from a tour in Spain. I couldn’t find a room for him at the Hôtel d’Angleterre, so he put up at a rival hostelry over the way; but he dined with me on the evening of his arrival, a place being made for him between mine and Monsieur’s. He hadn’t been at the table five minutes before the rumour went abroad who he was—somebody had recognised him. Then those who were within reach of his voice listened with all their ears—Colonel Escott, Flaherty, Maistre, and Miss Hicks, of course, who even called him by name: “Oh, Mr. Wilford.” “Now, Mr. Wilford,” &c. After dinner, in the smoking-room, a cluster of people hung round us; men with whom I had no acquaintance came merrily up and asked to be introduced. Colonel Escott and Flaherty joined us. At the outskirts of the group I beheld Sir Richard Maistre. His eyes (without his realising it perhaps) begged me to invite him, to present him, and I affected not to understand! This is one of the little things I find hardest to forgive myself. My whole behaviour towards the young man is now a subject of self-reproach; 113 if it had been different, who knows that the tragedy of yesterday would ever have happened? If I had answered his timid overtures, walked with him, talked with him, cultivated his friendship, given him mine, established a kindly human relation with him, I can’t help feeling that he might not have got to such a desperate pass, that I might have cheered him, helped him, saved him. I feel it especially when I think of Wilford. His eyes attested so much; he would have enjoyed meeting him so keenly. No doubt he was already fond of the man, had loved him through his books, like so many others. If I had introduced him? If we had taken him with us the next morning, on our excursion to Cambo? Included him occasionally in our smokes and parleys?


  Wilford left for England without dining again at the Hôtel d’Angleterre. We were busy “doing” the country, and never chanced to be at Biarritz at the dinner-hour. During that week I scarcely saw Sir Richard Maistre.


  Another little circumstance that rankles especially now would have been ridiculous, except for the way things have ended. It isn’t easy to tell—it was so petty, and I am so ashamed. Colonel Escott had been abusing London, describing it as the least beautiful of the capitals of Europe, comparing it unfavourably to Paris, Vienna, and St. Petersburg. I took up the cudgels in its defence, mentioned its atmosphere, its tone; Paris, Vienna, St. Petersburg were lyric, London was epic; and so forth and so forth. Then, shifting from the æsthetic to the utilitarian, I argued that of all great towns it was the healthiest, its death-rate was lowest. Sir Richard Maistre had followed my dissertation attentively, and with a countenance that signified approval; and when, with my reference to the death-rate, I paused, he suddenly burned his ships. He looked me full in the eye, and said, “Thirty-seven, I believe?” His heightened colour, a nervous 114 movement of the lip, betrayed the effort it had cost him; but at last he had done it—screwed his courage to the sticking-place, and spoken. And I—I can never forget it—I grow hot when I think of it—but I was possessed by a devil. His eyes hung on my face, awaiting my response, pleading for a cue. “Go on,” they urged. “I have taken the first, the difficult step—make the next smoother for me.” And I—I answered lackadaisically, with just a casual glance at him, “I don’t know the figures,” and absorbed myself in my viands.


  Two or three days later his place was filled by a stranger, and Flaherty told me that he had left for the Riviera.


  All this happened last March at Biarritz. I never saw him again till three weeks ago. It was one of those frightfully hot afternoons in July; I had come out of my club, and was walking up St. James’s Street, towards Piccadilly; he was moving in an opposite sense; and thus we approached each other. He didn’t see me, however, till we had drawn rather near to a conjunction: then he gave a little start of recognition, his eyes brightened, his pace slackened, his right hand prepared to advance itself—and I bowed slightly, and pursued my way! Don’t ask why I did it. It is enough to confess it, without having to explain it. I glanced backwards, by and by, over my shoulder. He was standing where I had met him, half turned round, and looking after me. But when he saw that I was observing him, he hastily shifted about, and continued his descent of the street.


  That was only three weeks ago. Only three weeks ago I still had it in my power to act. I am sure—I don’t know why I am sure, but I am sure—that I could have deterred him. For all that one can gather from the brief note he left behind, it seems he had no special, definite motive; he had met with no losses, got into no scrape; he was simply tired and sick of life and of himself. 115 “I have no friends,” he wrote. “Nobody will care. People don’t like me; people avoid me. I have wondered why; I have tried to watch myself, and discover; I have tried to be decent. I suppose it must be that I emit a repellent fluid; I suppose I am a ‘bad sort.’” He had a morbid notion that people didn’t like him, that people avoided him! Oh, to be sure, there were the Bunns and the Krausskopfs and their ilk, plentiful enough: but he understood what it was that attracted them. Other people, the people he could have liked, kept their distance—were civil, indeed, but reserved. He wanted bread, and they gave him a stone. It never struck him, I suppose, that they attributed the reserve to him. But I—I knew that his reserve was only an effect of his shyness; I knew that he wanted bread: and that knowledge constituted my moral responsibility. I didn’t know that his need was extreme; but I have tried in vain to absolve myself with the reflection. I ought to have made inquiries. When I think of that afternoon in St. James’s Street—only three weeks ago—I feel like an assassin. The vision of him, as he stopped and looked after me—I can’t banish it. Why didn’t some good spirit move me to turn back and overtake him?


  It is so hard for the mind to reconcile itself to the irretrievable. I can’t shake off a sense that there is something to be done. I can’t realise that it is too late.


  ·  ·


  116 Song


  By Dollie Radford


  
    Icould not through the burning day


    In hope prevail,


    Beside my task I could not stay


    If love should fail,

  


  
    Nor underneath the evening sky,


    When labours cease,


    Fold both my tired hands and lie


    At last in peace.

  


  
    Ah! what to me in death or life


    Could then avail?


    I dare not ask for rest or strife


    If love should fail.

  


  ·  ·


  117 A Landscape


  By Alfred Thornton


  ·  ·
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  121 Passed


  By Charlotte M. Mew


  
    “Like souls that meeting pass,


    And passing never meet again.”

  


  Let those who have missed a romantic view of London in its poorest quarters—and there will romance be found—wait for a sunset in early winter. They may turn North or South, towards Islington or Westminster, and encounter some fine pictures and more than one aspect of unique beauty. This hour of pink twilight has its monopoly of effects. Some of them may never be reached again.


  On such an evening in mid-December, I put down my sewing and left tame glories of fire-light (discoverers of false charm) to welcome, as youth may, the contrast of keen air outdoors to the glow within.


  My aim was the perfection of a latent appetite, for I had no mind to content myself with an apology for hunger, consequent on a warmly passive afternoon.


  The splendid cold of fierce frost set my spirit dancing. The road rung hard underfoot, and through the lonely squares woke sharp echoes from behind. This stinging air assailed my cheeks with vigorous severity. It stirred my blood grandly, and brought 122 thought back to me from the warm embers just forsaken, with an immeasurable sense of gain.


  But after the first delirium of enchanting motion, destination became a question. The dim trees behind the dingy enclosures were beginning to be succeeded by rows of flaring gas jets, displaying shops of new aspect and evil smell. Then the heavy walls of a partially demolished prison reared themselves darkly against the pale sky.


  By this landmark I recalled—alas that it should be possible—a church in the district, newly built by an infallible architect, which I had been directed to seek at leisure. I did so now. A row of cramped houses, with the unpardonable bow window, projecting squalor into prominence, came into view. Robbing these even of light, the portentous walls stood a silent curse before them. I think they were blasting the hopes of the sad dwellers beneath them—if hope they had—to despair. Through spattered panes faces of diseased and dirty children leered into the street. One room, as I passed, seemed full of them. The window was open; their wails and maddening requirements sent out the mother’s cry. It was thrown back to her, mingled with her children’s screams, from the pitiless prison walls.


  These shelters struck my thought as travesties—perhaps they were not—of the grand place called home.


  Leaving them I sought the essential of which they were bereft. What withheld from them, as poverty and sin could not, a title to the sacred name?


  An answer came, but interpretation was delayed. Theirs was not the desolation of something lost, but of something that had never been. I thrust off speculation gladly here, and fronted Nature free.


  123 Suddenly I emerged from the intolerable shadow of the brickwork, breathing easily once more. Before me lay a roomy space, nearly square, bounded by three-storey dwellings, and transformed, as if by quick mechanism, with colours of sunset. Red and golden spots wavered in the panes of the low scattered houses round the bewildering expanse. Overhead a faint crimson sky was hung with violet clouds, obscured by the smoke and nearing dusk.


  In the centre, but towards the left, stood an old stone pump, and some few feet above it irregular lamps looked down. They were planted on a square of paving railed in by broken iron fences, whose paint, now discoloured, had once been white. Narrow streets cut in five directions from the open roadway. Their lines of light sank dimly into distance, mocking the stars’ entrance into the fading sky. Everything was transfigured in the illuminated twilight. As I stood, the dying sun caught the rough edges of a girl’s uncovered hair, and hung a faint nimbus round her poor desecrated face. The soft circle, as she glanced toward me, lent it the semblance of one of those mystically pictured faces of some mediæval saint.


  A stillness stole on, and about the square dim figures hurried along, leaving me stationary in existence (I was thinking fancifully), when my mediæval saint demanded “who I was a-shoving of?” and dismissed me, not unkindly, on my way. Hawkers in a neighbouring alley were calling, and the monotonous ting-ting of the muffin-bell made an audible background to the picture. I left it, and then the glamour was already passing. In a little while darkness possessing it, the place would reassume its aspect of sordid gloom.


  There is a street not far from there, bearing a name that quickens life within one, by the vision it summons of a most 124 peaceful country, where the broad roads are but pathways through green meadows, and your footstep keeps the time to a gentle music of pure streams. There the scent of roses, and the first pushing buds of spring, mark the seasons, and the birds call out faithfully the time and manner of the day. Here Easter is heralded by the advent in some squalid mart of air-balls on Good Friday; early summer and late may be known by observation of that unromantic yet authentic calendar in which alley-tors, tip-cat, whip- and peg-tops, hoops and suckers, in their courses mark the flight of time.


  Perhaps attracted by the incongruity, I took this way. In such a thoroughfare it is remarkable that satisfied as are its public with transient substitutes for literature, they require permanent types (the term is so far misused it may hardly be further outraged) of Art. Pictures, so-called, are the sole departure from necessity and popular finery which the prominent wares display. The window exhibiting these aspirations was scarcely more inviting than the fishmonger’s next door, but less odoriferous, and I stopped to see what the ill-reflecting lights would show. There was a typical selection. Prominently, a large chromo of a girl at prayer. Her eyes turned upwards, presumably to heaven, left the gazer in no state to dwell on the elaborately bared breasts below. These might rival, does wax-work attempt such beauties, any similar attraction of Marylebone’s extensive show. This personification of pseudo-purity was sensually diverting, and consequently marketable.


  My mind seized the ideal of such a picture, and turned from this prostitution of it sickly away. Hurriedly I proceeded, and did not stop again until I had passed the low gateway of the place I sought.


  Its forbidding exterior was hidden in the deep twilight and 125 invited no consideration. I entered and swung back the inner door. It was papered with memorial cards, recommending to mercy the unprotesting spirits of the dead. My prayers were requested for the “repose of the soul of the Architect of that church, who passed away in the True Faith—December,—1887.” Accepting the assertion, I counted him beyond them, and mentally entrusted mine to the priest for those who were still groping for it in the gloom.


  Within the building, darkness again forbade examination. A few lamps hanging before the altar struggled with obscurity.


  I tried to identify some ugly details with the great man’s complacent eccentricity, and failing, turned toward the street again. Nearly an hour’s walk lay between me and my home. This fact and the atmosphere of stuffy sanctity about the place, set me longing for space again, and woke a fine scorn for aught but air and sky. My appetite, too, was now an hour ahead of opportunity. I sent back a final glance into the darkness as my hand prepared to strike the door. There was no motion at the moment, and it was silent; but the magnetism of human presence reached me where I stood. I hesitated, and in a few moments found what sought me on a chair in the far corner, flung face downwards across the seat. The attitude arrested me. I went forward. The lines of the figure spoke unquestionable despair.


  Does speech convey intensity of anguish? Its supreme expression is in form. Here was human agony set forth in meagre lines, voiceless, but articulate to the soul. At first the forcible portrayal of it assailed me with the importunate strength of beauty. Then the Thing stretched there in the obdurate darkness grew personal and banished delight. Neither sympathy nor its vulgar substitute, curiosity, induced my action as I drew near. I was eager indeed to be gone. I wanted to ignore the almost indistinguishable 126 being. My will cried: Forsake it!—but I found myself powerless to obey. Perhaps it would have conquered had not the girl swiftly raised herself in quest of me. I stood still. Her eyes met mine. A wildly tossed spirit looked from those ill-lighted windows, beckoning me on. Mine pressed towards it, but whether my limbs actually moved I do not know, for the imperious summons robbed me of any consciousness save that of necessity to comply.


  Did she reach me, or was our advance mutual? It cannot be told. I suppose we neither know. But we met, and her hand, grasping mine, imperatively dragged me into the cold and noisy street.


  We went rapidly in and out of the flaring booths, hustling little staggering children in our unpitying speed, I listening dreamily to the concert of hoarse yells and haggling whines which struck against the silence of our flight. On and on she took me, breathless and without explanation. We said nothing. I had no care or impulse to ask our goal. The fierce pressure of my hand was not relaxed a breathing space; it would have borne me against resistance could I have offered any, but I was capable of none. The streets seemed to rush past us, peopled with despair.


  Weirdly lighted faces sent blank negations to a spirit of question which finally began to stir in me. Here, I thought once vaguely, was the everlasting No!


  We must have journeyed thus for more than half an hour and walked far. I did not detect it. In the eternity of supreme moments time is not. Thought, too, fears to be obtrusive and stands aside.


  We gained a door at last, down some blind alley out of the deafening thoroughfare. She threw herself against it and pulled me up the unlighted stairs. They shook now and then with the 127 violence of our ascent; with my free hand I tried to help myself up by the broad and greasy balustrade. There was little sound in the house. A light shone under the first door we passed, but all was quietness within.


  At the very top, from the dense blackness of the passage, my guide thrust me suddenly into a dazzling room. My eyes rejected its array of brilliant light. On a small chest of drawers three candles were guttering, two more stood flaring in the high window ledge, and a lamp upon a table by the bed rendered these minor illuminations unnecessary by its diffusive glare. There were even some small Christmas candles dropping coloured grease down the wooden mantel-piece, and I noticed a fire had been made, built entirely of wood. There were bits of an inlaid work-box or desk, and a chair-rung, lying half burnt in the grate. Some peremptory demand for light had been, these signs denoted unscrupulously met. A woman lay upon the bed, half clothed, asleep. As the door slammed behind me the flames wavered and my companion released my hand. She stood beside me, shuddering violently, but without utterance.


  I looked around. Everywhere proofs of recent energy were visible. The bright panes reflecting back the low burnt candles, the wretched but shining furniture, and some odd bits of painted china, set before the spluttering lights upon the drawers, bore witness to a provincial intolerance of grime. The boards were bare, and marks of extreme poverty distinguished the whole room. The destitution of her surroundings accorded ill with the girl’s spotless person and well-tended hands, which were hanging tremulously down.


  Subsequently I realised that these deserted beings must have first fronted the world from a sumptuous stage. The details in proof of it I need not cite. It must have been so.


  128 My previous apathy gave place to an exaggerated observation. Even some pieces of a torn letter, dropped off the quilt, I noticed, were of fine texture, and inscribed by a man’s hand. One fragment bore an elaborate device in colours. It may have been a club crest or coat-of-arms. I was trying to decide which, when the girl at length gave a cry of exhaustion or relief, at the same time falling into a similar attitude to that she had taken in the dim church. Her entire frame became shaken with tearless agony or terror. It was sickening to watch. She began partly to call or moan, begging me, since I was beside her, wildly, and then with heart-breaking weariness, “to stop, to stay.” She half rose and claimed me with distracted grace. All her movements were noticeably fine.


  I pass no judgment on her features; suffering for the time assumed them, and they made no insistence of individual claim.


  I tried to raise her, and kneeling, pulled her reluctantly towards me. The proximity was distasteful. An alien presence has ever repelled me. I should have pitied the girl keenly perhaps a few more feet away. She clung to me with ebbing force. Her heart throbbed painfully close to mine, and when I meet now in the dark streets others who have been robbed, as she has been, of their great possession, I have to remember that.


  The magnetism of our meeting was already passing; and, reason asserting itself, I reviewed the incident dispassionately, as she lay like a broken piece of mechanism in my arms. Her dark hair had come unfastened and fell about my shoulder. A faint white streak of it stole through the brown. A gleam of moonlight strays thus through a dusky room. I remember noticing, as it was swept with her involuntary motions across my face, a faint fragrance which kept recurring like a subtle and seductive sprite, hiding itself with fairy cunning in the tangled maze.


  129 The poor girl’s mind was clearly travelling a devious way. Broken and incoherent exclamations told of a recently wrung promise, made to whom, or of what nature, it was not my business to conjecture or inquire.


  I record the passage of a few minutes. At the first opportunity I sought the slumberer on the bed. She slept well: hers was a long rest; there might be no awakening from it, for she was dead. Schooled in one short hour to all surprises, the knowledge made me simply richer by a fact. Nothing about the sternly set face invited horror. It had been, and was yet, a strong and, if beauty be not confined to youth and colour, a beautiful face.


  Perhaps this quiet sharer of the convulsively broken silence was thirty years old. Death had set a firmness about the finely controlled features that might have shown her younger. The actual years are of little matter; existence, as we reckon time, must have lasted long. It was not death, but life that had planted the look of disillusion there. And romance being over, all good-byes to youth are said. By the bedside, on a roughly constructed table, was a dearly bought bunch of violets. They were set in a blue bordered tea-cup, and hung over in wistful challenge of their own diviner hue. They were foreign, and their scent probably unnatural, but it stole very sweetly round the room. A book lay face downwards beside them—alas for parochial energies, not of a religious type—and the torn fragments of the destroyed letter had fallen on the black binding.


  A passionate movement of the girl’s breast against mine directed my glance elsewhere. She was shivering, and her arms about my neck were stiffly cold. The possibility that she was starving missed my mind. It would have found my heart. I wondered if she slept, and dared not stir, though I was by this time cramped 130 and chilled. The vehemence of her agitation ended, she breathed gently, and slipped finally to the floor.


  I began to face the need of action and recalled the chances of the night. When and how I might get home was a necessary question, and I listened vainly for a friendly step outside. None since we left it had climbed the last flight of stairs. I could hear a momentary vibration of men’s voices in the room below. Was it possible to leave these suddenly discovered children of peace and tumult? Was it possible to stay?


  This was Saturday, and two days later I was bound for Scotland; a practical recollection of empty trunks was not lost in my survey of the situation. Then how, if I decided not to forsake the poor child, now certainly sleeping in my arms, were my anxious friends to learn my whereabouts, and understand the eccentricity of the scheme? Indisputably, I determined, something must be done for the half-frantic wanderer who was pressing a tiring weight against me. And there should be some kind hand to cover the cold limbs and close the wide eyes of the breathless sleeper, waiting a comrade’s sanction to fitting rest.


  Conclusion was hastening to impatient thought, when my eyes let fall a fatal glance upon the dead girl’s face. I do not think it had changed its first aspect of dignified repose, and yet now it woke in me a sensation of cold dread. The dark eyes unwillingly open reached mine in an insistent stare. One hand lying out upon the coverlid, I could never again mistake for that of temporarily suspended life. My watch ticked loudly, but I dared not examine it, nor could I wrench my sight from the figure on the bed. For the first time the empty shell of being assailed my senses. I watched feverishly, knowing well the madness of the action, for a hint of breathing, almost stopping my own.


  To-day, as memory summons it, I cannot dwell without 131 reluctance on this hour of my realisation of the thing called Death.


  A hundred fancies, clothed in mad intolerable terrors, possessed me, and had not my lips refused it outlet, I should have set free a cry, as the spent child beside me had doubtless longed to do, and failed, ere, desperate, she fled.


  My gaze was chained; it could not get free. As the shapes of monsters of ever varying and increasing dreadfulness flit through one’s dreams, the images of those I loved crept round me, with stark yet well-known features, their limbs borrowing death’s rigid outline, as they mocked my recognition of them with soundless semblances of mirth. They began to wind their arms about me in fierce embraces of burning and supernatural life. Gradually the contact froze. They bound me in an icy prison. Their hold relaxed. These creatures of my heart were restless. The horribly familiar company began to dance at intervals in and out a ring of white gigantic bedsteads, set on end like tombstones, each of which framed a huge and fearful travesty of the sad set face that was all the while seeking vainly a pitiless stranger’s care. They vanished. My heart went home. The dear place was desolate. No echo of its many voices on the threshold or stair. My footsteps made no sound as I went rapidly up to a well-known room. Here I besought the mirror for the reassurance of my own reflection. It denied me human portraiture and threw back cold glare. As I opened mechanically a treasured book, I noticed the leaves were blank, not even blurred by spot or line; and then I shivered—it was deadly cold. The fire that but an hour or two ago it seemed I had forsaken for the winter twilight, glowed with slow derision at my efforts to rekindle heat. My hands plunged savagely into its red embers, but I drew them out quickly, unscathed and clean. The things by which I had touched life were nothing. Here, as 132 I called the dearest names, their echoes came back again with the sound of an unlearned language. I did not recognise, and yet I framed them. What was had never been!


  My spirit summoned the being who claimed mine. He came, stretching out arms of deathless welcome. As he reached me my heart took flight. I called aloud to it, but my cries were lost in awful laughter that broke to my bewildered fancy from the hideously familiar shapes which had returned and now encircled the grand form of him I loved. But I had never known him. I beat my breast to wake there the wonted pain of tingling joy. I called past experience with unavailing importunity to bear witness the man was wildly dear to me. He was not. He left me with bent head a stranger, whom I would not if I could recall.


  For one brief second, reason found me. I struggled to shake off the phantoms of despair. I tried to grasp while it yet lingered the teaching of this never-to-be-forgotten front of death. The homeless house with its indefensible bow window stood out from beneath the prison walls again. What had this to do with it? I questioned. And the answer it had evoked replied, “Not the desolation of something lost, but of something that had never been.”


  The half-clad girl of the wretched picture-shop came into view with waxen hands and senseless symbolism. I had grown calmer, but her doll-like lips hissed out the same half-meaningless but pregnant words. Then the nights of a short life when I could pray, years back in magical childhood, sought me. They found me past them—without the power


  Truly the body had been for me the manifestation of the thing called soul. Here was my embodiment bereft. My face was stiff with drying tears. Sickly I longed to beg of an unknown God 133 a miracle. Would He but touch the passive body and breathe into it the breath even of transitory life.


  I craved but a fleeting proof of its ever possible existence. For to me it was not, would never be, and had never been.


  The partially relinquished horror was renewing dominance. Speech of any incoherence or futility would have brought mental power of resistance. My mind was fast losing landmarks amid the continued quiet of the living and the awful stillness of the dead. There was no sound, even of savage guidance, I should not then have welcomed with glad response.


  “The realm of Silence,” says one of the world’s great teachers, “is large enough beyond the grave.”


  I seemed to have passed life’s portal, and my soul’s small strength was beating back the noiseless gate. In my extremity, I cried, “O God! for man’s most bloody warshout, or Thy whisper!” It was useless. Not one dweller in the crowded tenements broke his slumber or relaxed his labour in answer to the involuntary prayer.


  And may the ‘Day of Account of Words’ take note of this! Then, says the old fable, shall the soul of the departed be weighed against an image of Truth. I tried to construct in imagination the form of the dumb deity who should bear down the balances for me. Soundlessness was turning fear to madness. I could neither quit nor longer bear company the grim Presence in that room. But the supreme moment was very near.


  Long since, the four low candles had burned out, and now the lamp was struggling fitfully to keep alight. The flame could last but a few moments. I saw it, and did not face the possibility or darkness. The sleeping girl, I concluded rapidly, had used all available weapons of defiant light.


  As yet, since my entrance, I had hardly stirred, steadily supporting 134 the burden on my breast. Now, without remembrance of it, I started up to escape. The violent suddenness of the action woke my companion. She staggered blindly to her feet and confronted me as I gained the door.


  Scarcely able to stand, and dashing the dimness from her eyes, she clutched a corner of the drawers behind her for support. Her head thrown back, and her dark hair hanging round it, crowned a grandly tragic form. This was no poor pleader, and I was unarmed for fight. She seized my throbbing arm and cried in a whisper, low and hoarse, but strongly audible:


  “For God’s sake, stay here with me.”


  My lips moved vainly. I shook my head.


  “For God in heaven’s sake”—she repeated, swaying, and turning her burning, reddened eyes on mine—“don’t leave me now.”


  I stood irresolute, half stunned. Stepping back, she stooped and began piecing together the dismembered letter on the bed. A mute protest arrested her from a cold sister’s face. She swept the action from her, crying, “No!” and bending forward suddenly, gripped me with fierce force.


  “Here! Here!” she prayed, dragging me passionately back into the room.


  The piteous need and wild entreaty—no, the vision of dire anguish—was breaking my purpose of flight. A fragrance that was to haunt me stole between us. The poor little violets put in their plea. I moved to stay. Then a smile—the splendour of it may never be reached again—touched her pale lips and broke through them, transforming, with divine radiance, her young and blurred and never-to-be-forgotten face. It wavered, or was it the last uncertain flicker of the lamp that made me fancy it? The exquisite moment was barely over when darkness came. 135 Then light indeed forsook me. Almost ignorant of my own intention, I resisted the now trembling figure, indistinguishable in the gloom, but it still clung. I thrust it off me with unnatural vigour.


  She fell heavily to the ground. Without a pause of thought I stumbled down the horrible unlighted stairs. A few steps before I reached the bottom my foot struck a splint off the thin edge of one of the rotten treads. I slipped, and heard a door above open and then shut. No other sound. At length I was at the door. It was ajar. I opened it and looked out. Since I passed through it first the place had become quite deserted. The inhabitants were, I suppose, all occupied elsewhere at such an hour on their holiday night. The lamps, if there were any, had not been lit. The outlook was dense blackness. Here too the hideous dark pursued me and silence held its sway. Even the children were screaming in more enticing haunts of gaudy squalor. Some, whose good angels perhaps had not forgotten them, had put themselves to sleep. Not many hours ago their shrieks were deafening. Were these too in conspiracy against me? I remembered vaguely hustling some of them with unmeant harshness in my hurried progress from the Church. Dumb the whole place seemed; and it was, but for the dim stars aloft, quite dark. I dared not venture across the threshold, bound by pitiable cowardice to the spot. Alas for the unconscious girl upstairs. A murmur from within the house might have sent me back to her. Certainly it would have sent me, rather than forth into the empty street. The faintest indication of humanity had recalled me. I waited the summons of a sound. It came.


  But from the deserted, yet not so shamefully deserted, street. A man staggering home by aid of friendly railings, set up a drunken song. At the first note I rushed towards him, pushing 136 past him in wild departure, and on till I reached the noisome and flaring thoroughfare, a haven where sweet safety smiled. Here I breathed joy, and sped away without memory of the two lifeless beings lying alone in that shrouded chamber of desolation, and with no instinct to return.


  My sole impulse was flight; and the way, unmarked in the earlier evening, was unknown. It took me some minutes to find a cab; but the incongruous vehicle, rudely dispersing the haggling traders in the roadway, came at last, and carried me from the distorted crowd of faces and the claims of pity to peace.


  I lay back shivering, and the wind crept through the rattling glass in front of me. I did not note the incalculable turnings that took me home.


  My account of the night’s adventure was abridged and unsensational. I was pressed neither for detail nor comment, but accorded a somewhat humorous welcome which bade me say farewell to dying horror, and even let me mount boldly to the once death-haunted room.


  Upon its threshold I stood and looked in, half believing possible the greeting pictured there under the dead girl’s influence, and I could not enter. Again I fled, this time to kindly light, and heard my brothers laughing noisily with a friend in the bright hall.


  A waltz struck up in the room above as I reached them. I joined the impromptu dance, and whirled the remainder of that evening gladly away.


  Physically wearied, I slept. My slumber had no break in it. I woke only to the exquisite joys of morning, and lay watching the early shadows creep into the room. Presently the sun rose. His first smile greeted me from the glass before my bed. I sprang up disdainful of that majestic reflection, and flung the window wide to meet him face to face. His splendour fell too on 137 one who had trusted me, but I forgot it. Not many days later the same sunlight that turned my life to laughter shone on the saddest scene of mortal ending, and, for one I had forsaken, lit the ways of death. I never dreamed it might. For the next morning the tragedy of the past night was a distant one, no longer intolerable.


  At twelve o’clock, conscience suggested a search. I acquiesced, but did not move. At half-past, it insisted on one, and I obeyed. I set forth with a determination of success and no clue to promise it. At four o’clock, I admitted the task hopeless and abandoned it. Duty could ask no more of me, I decided, not wholly dissatisfied that failure forbade more difficult demands. As I passed it on my way home, some dramatic instinct impelled me to reenter the unsightly church.


  I must almost have expected to see the same prostrate figure, for my eyes instantly sought the corner it had occupied. The winter twilight showed it empty. A service was about to begin. One little lad in violet skirt and goffered linen was struggling to light the benediction tapers, and a troop of school children pushed past me as I stood facing the altar and blocking their way. A grey-clad sister of mercy was arresting each tiny figure, bidding it pause beside me, and with two firm hands on either shoulder, compelling a ludicrous curtsey, and at the same time whispering the injunction to each hurried little personage,—“always make a reverence to the altar.” “Ada, come back!” and behold another unwilling bob! Perhaps the good woman saw her Master’s face behind the tinsel trappings and flaring lights. But she forgot His words. The saying to these little ones that has rung through centuries commanded liberty and not allegiance. I stood aside till they had shuffled into seats, and finally kneeling stayed till the brief spectacle of the afternoon was over.


  138 Towards its close I looked away from the mumbling priest, whose attention, divided between inconvenient millinery and the holiest mysteries, was distracting mine.


  Two girls holding each other’s hands came in and stood in deep shadow behind the farthest rows of high-backed chairs by the door. The younger rolled her head from side to side; her shifting eyes and ceaseless imbecile grimaces chilled my blood. The other, who stood praying, turned suddenly (the place but for the flaring altar lights was dark) and kissed the dreadful creature by her side. I shuddered, and yet her face wore no look of loathing nor of pity. The expression was a divine one of habitual love.


  She wiped the idiot’s lips and stroked the shaking hand in hers, to quiet the sad hysterical caresses she would not check. It was a page of gospel which the old man with his back to it might never read. A sublime and ghastly scene.


  Up in the little gallery the grey-habited nuns were singing a long Latin hymn of many verses, with the refrain “Oh! Sacred Heart!” I buried my face till the last vibrating chord of the accompaniment was struck. The organist ventured a plagal cadence. It evoked no “amen.” I whispered one, and an accidentally touched note shrieked disapproval. I repeated it. Then I spit upon the bloodless cheek of duty, and renewed my quest. This time it was for the satisfaction of my own tingling soul.


  I retook my unknown way. The streets were almost empty and thinly strewn with snow. It was still falling. I shrank from marring the spotless page that seemed outspread to challenge and exhibit the defiling print of man. The quiet of the muffled streets soothed me. The neighbourhood seemed lulled into unwonted rest.


  Black little figures lurched out of the white alleys in twos and 139 threes. But their childish utterances sounded less shrill than usual, and sooner died away.


  Now in desperate earnest I spared neither myself nor the incredulous and dishevelled people whose aid I sought.


  Fate deals honestly with all. She will not compromise though she may delay. Hunger and weariness at length sent me home, with an assortment of embellished negatives ringing in my failing ears.


  I had almost forgotten my strange experience, when, some months afterwards, in late spring, the wraith of that winter meeting appeared to me. It was past six o’clock, and I had reached, ignorant of the ill-chosen hour, a notorious thoroughfare in the western part of this glorious and guilty city. The place presented to my unfamiliar eyes a remarkable sight. Brilliantly lit windows, exhibiting dazzling wares, threw into prominence the human mart.


  This was thronged. I pressed into the crowd. Its steady and opposite progress neither repelled nor sanctioned my admittance. However, I had determined on a purchase, and was not to be baulked by the unforeseen. I made it, and stood for a moment at the shop-door preparing to break again through the rapidly thickening throng.


  Up and down, decked in frigid allurement, paced the insatiate daughters of an everlasting king. What fair messengers, with streaming eyes and impotently craving arms, did they send afar off ere they thus “increased their perfumes and debased themselves even unto hell”? This was my question. I asked not who forsook them, speaking in farewell the “hideous English of their fate.”


  I watched coldly, yet not inapprehensive or a certain grandeur in the scene. It was Virtue’s very splendid Dance of Death.


  140 A sickening confusion of odours assailed my senses; each essence a vile enticement, outraging Nature by a perversion of her own pure spell.


  A timidly protesting fragrance stole strangely by. I started at its approach. It summoned a stinging memory. I stepped forward to escape it, but stopped, confronted by the being who had shared, by the flickering lamp-light and in the presence of that silent witness, the poor little violet’s prayer.


  The man beside her was decorated with a bunch of sister flowers to those which had taken part against him, months ago, in vain. He could have borne no better badge of victory. He was looking at some extravagant trifle in the window next the entry I had just crossed. They spoke, comparing it with a silver case he turned over in his hand. In the centre I noticed a tiny enamelled shield. The detail seemed familiar, but beyond identity. They entered the shop. I stood motionless, challenging memory, till it produced from some dim corner of my brain a hoarded “No.”


  The device now headed a poor strip of paper on a dead girl’s bed. I saw a figure set by death, facing starvation, and with ruin in torn fragments in her hand. But what place in the scene had I? A brief discussion next me made swift answer.


  They were once more beside me. The man was speaking: his companion raised her face; I recognised its outline,—its true aspect I shall not know. Four months since it wore the mask of sorrow; it was now but one of the pages of man’s immortal book. I was conscious of the matchless motions which in the dim church had first attracted me.


  She was clothed, save for a large scarf of vehemently brilliant crimson, entirely in dull vermilion. The two shades might serve as symbols of divine and earthly passion. Yet does one ask the martyr’s colour, you name it ‘Red’ (and briefly thus her garment): 141 no distinctive hue. The murderer and the prelate too may wear such robes of office. Both are empowered to bless and ban.


  My mood was reckless. I held my hands out, craving mercy. It was my bitter lot to beg. My warring nature became unanimously suppliant, heedless of the debt this soul might owe me—of the throes to which I left it, and of the discreditable marks of mine it bore. Failure to exact regard I did not entertain. I waited, with exhaustless fortitude, the response to my appeal. Whence it came I know not. The man and woman met my gaze with a void incorporate stare. The two faces were merged into one avenging visage—so it seemed. I was excited. As they turned towards the carriage waiting them, I heard a laugh, mounting to a cry. It rang me to an outraged Temple. Sabbath bells peal sweeter calls, as once this might have done.


  I knew my part then in the despoiled body, with its soul’s tapers long blown out.


  Wheels hastened to assail that sound, but it clanged on. Did it proceed from some defeated angel? or the woman’s mouth? or mine? God knows!


  ·  ·


  142 Sat est scripsisse


  By Austin Dobson


  To E. G., with a Volume of Essays


  
    When you and I have wandered beyond the reach of call,


    And all our works immortal are scattered on the Stall,


    It may be some new Reader, in that remoter age,


    Will find this present volume, and listless turn the page.

  


  
    For him I write these Verses. And “Sir” (I say to him),


    “This little Book you see here—this masterpiece of Whim,


    Of Wisdom, Learning, Fancy (if you will, please, attend),


    Was written by its Author, who gave it to his Friend.

  


  
    “For they had worked together, been Comrades of the Pen;


    They had their points at issue, they differed now and then;


    But both loved Song and Letters, and each had close at heart


    The dreams, the aspirations, the ‘dear delays’ of Art.

  


  
    “And much they talk’d of Metre, and more they talked of Style,


    Of Form and ‘lucid Order,’ of labour of the File;


    And he who wrote the writing, as sheet by sheet was penned,


    (This all was long ago, Sir!) would read it to his Friend.

  


  
    143 “They knew not, nor cared greatly, if they were spark or star,


    They knew to move is somewhat, although the goal be far;


    And larger light or lesser, this thing at least is clear,—


    They served the Muses truly, their service was sincere.

  


  
    “This tattered page you see, Sir, is all that now remains


    (Yes, fourpence is the lowest!) of all those pleasant pains;


    And as for him that read it, and as for him that wrote,—


    No Golden Book enrolls them among its ‘Names of Note.’

  


  
    “And yet they had their office. Though they to-day are passed,


    They marched in that procession where is no first or last;


    Though cold is now their hoping, though they no more aspire,


    They, too, had once their ardour:—they handed on the fire.”

  


  ·  ·


  144 Three Stories


  By V., O., C.S.


  I—Honi soit qui mal y pense


  By C. S.


  But I’m not very tall, am I?” said the little book-keeper, coming close to the counter so as to prevent me from seeing that she was standing on tiptoe.


  “A p’tite woman,” said I, “goes straight to my heart.”


  The book-keeper blushed and looked down, and began fingering a bunch of keys with one hand.


  “How is the cold?” I asked. “You don’t seem to cough so much to-day.”


  “It always gets bad again at night,” she answered, still looking down and playing with her keys.


  I reached over to them, and she moved her hand quickly away and clasped it tightly with the other.


  I picked up the keys:—“Store-room, Cellar, Commercial Room, Office,” said I, reading off the names on the labels—“why, you seem to keep not only the books, but everything else as well.”


  She turned away to measure out some whisky at the other 145 window, and then came back and held out her hand for the keys.


  “What a pretty ring,” I said; “I wonder I haven’t noticed it before. You can’t have had it on lately.”


  She looked at me fearfully and again covered her hand.


  “Please give me my keys.”


  “Yes, if I may look at the ring.”


  The little book-keeper turned away, and slipping quietly on to her chair, burst into tears.


  I pushed open the door of the office and walked in.


  “What is it?” I whispered, bending over her and gently smoothing her hair.


  “I—I hate him!” she sobbed.


  “Him?—Him?”


  “Yes,—the—the ring man.”


  I felt for the little hand among the folds or the inky tablecloth, and stooped and kissed her forehead. “Forgive me, dearest——”


  “Go away,” she sobbed, “go away. I wish I had never seen you. It was all my fault: I left off wearing the ring on purpose, but he’s coming here to-day——and—and we are so many at home—and have so little money——”


  And as I went upstairs to pack I could see the little brown head bent low over the inky table-cloth.


  146 II—A Purple Patch


  By O.


  I


  It was nearly half-past four. Janet was sitting in the drawing-room reading a novel and waiting for tea. She was in one of those pleasing moods when the ordinary happy circumstances of life do not pass unnoticed as inevitable. She was pleased to be living at home with her father and sister, pleased that her father was a flourishing doctor, and that she could sit idle in the drawing-room, pleased at the pretty furniture, at the flowers which she had bought in the morning.


  She seldom felt so. Generally these things did not enter her head as a joy in themselves; and this mood never came upon her when, according to elderly advice, it would have been useful. In no trouble, great or small, could she gain comfort from remembering that she lived comfortably; but sometimes without any reason, as now, she felt glad at her position.


  When the parlour-maid came in and brought the lamp, Janet watched her movements pleasurably. She noticed all the ways of a maid in an orderly house: how she placed the lighted lamp on the table at her side, then went to the windows and let down the blinds and drew the curtains, then pulled a small table forward, spread a blue-edged cloth on it, and walked out quietly, pushing her cuffs up a little.


  She was pleased too with her novel, Miss Braddon’s Asphodel. For some time she had enjoyed reading superior books. She knew that Asphodel was bad, and saw its inferiority to the books which 147 she had lately read; but that did not prevent her pleasure at being back with Miss Braddon.


  The maid came in and set the glass-tray on the table which she had just covered, took a box of matches from her apron pocket, lit the wick of the silver spirit-stove and left the room. Janet watched the whole proceeding with pleasure, sitting still in the arm-chair. Three soft raps on the gong and Gertrude appeared. She made the tea, and they talked. When they had finished, Gertrude sat at her desk and began to write a lettter, and still talking, Janet gradually let herself into her novel once more. There was plenty of the story left, she would read right on till dinner.


  They had finished talking for some minutes when they heard a ring.


  “Oh, Gerty, suppose this is a visitor!” Janet said, looking up from her book.


  Gertrude listened. Janet prayed all the time that it might not be a visitor, and she gave a low groan as she heard heavy steps upon the stairs. Gertrude’s desk was just opposite the door, and directly the maid opened it she saw that the visitor was an awkward young man who never had anything to say. She exchanged a glance with Janet, then Janet saw the maid who announced, “Mr. Huddleston.”


  And then she saw Mr. Huddleston. She laid her book down open on the table behind her, and rose to shake hands with him.


  Janet had one conversation with Mr. Huddleston—music: they were very slightly acquainted, and they never got beyond that subject. She smiled at the inevitableness of her question as she asked:


  “Were you at the Saturday Afternoon Concert?”


  When they had talked for ten minutes with some difficulty, Gertrude, who had finished her letter, left the room: she was 148 engaged to be married, and was therefore free to do anything she liked. After a visit of half an hour Huddleston went.


  Janet rang the bell, and felt a little guilty as she took up the open book directly her visitor had gone. She did not know quite why, but she was dissatisfied. However, in a moment or two she was deep in the excitement of Asphodel.


  She read on for a couple of hours, and then she heard the carriage drive up to the door. She heard her father come into the house and go to his consulting-room, then walk upstairs to his bedroom, and she knew that in a few minutes he would be down in the drawing-room to talk for a quarter of an hour before dinner. When she heard him on the landing, she put away her book; Gertrude met him just at the door; they both came in together, and then they all three chatted. But instead of feeling in a contented mood, because she had read comfortably, as she had intended all the afternoon, Janet was dissatisfied, as if the afternoon had slipped by without being enjoyed, wasted over the exciting novel.


  And towards the end of dinner her thoughts fell back on an old trouble which had been dully threatening her. Gertrude was her father’s favourite; gay and pretty, she had never been difficult. Janet was more silent, could not amuse her father and make him laugh, and he was not fond of her. She would find still more difficulty when Gertrude was married, and she was left alone with him. His health was failing, and he was growing very cantankerous. She dreaded the prospect, and already the doctor was moaning to Gerty about her leaving, and she was making him laugh for the last time over the very cause of his dejection. Not that he would have retarded her marriage by a day; he was extremely proud of her engagement to the son of the great Lady Beamish.


  149 That thought had been an undercurrent of trouble ever since Gertrude’s engagement, and she wondered how she could have forgotten it for a whole afternoon. Now she was as fully miserable as she had been content four hours before, and her trouble at the moment mingled with her unsatisfactory recollection of the afternoon, her annoyance at Mr. Huddleston’s interruption, and the novel which she had taken up directly he had left the room.


  II


  A year after Gertrude’s marriage Dr. Worgan gave up his work and decided at last to carry out a cherished plan. One of his oldest friends was going to Algiers with his wife and daughter. The doctor was a great favourite with them; he decided to sell his house in London, and join the party in their travels. The project had been discussed for a long time, and Janet foresaw an opportunity of going her own way. She was sure that her father did not want her. She had hinted at her wish to stay in England and work for herself; but she did not insist or trouble her father, and as he did not oppose her she imagined that the affair was understood. When the time for his departure drew close, Janet said something about her arrangements which raised a long discussion. Dr. Worgan expressed great astonishment at her resolution, and declared that she had not been open with him. Janet could not understand his sudden opposition; perhaps she had not been explicit enough; but surely they both knew what they were about, and it was obviously better that they should part.


  They were in the drawing-room. Dr. Worgan felt aggrieved that the affair should be taken so completely out of his hands; he had been reproaching her, and arguing for some time. Janet’s 150 tone vexed him. She was calm, disinclined to argue, behaving as if the arrangement were quite decided: he would have been better pleased if she had cried or lost her temper.


  “It’s very easy to say that; but, after all, you’re not independent. You say you want to get work as a governess; but that’s only an excuse for not going away with me.”


  “You never let me do anything for you.”


  “I don’t ask you to. I never demand anything of you. I’m not a tyrant; but that’s no reason why you should want to desert me; you’re the last person I have.”


  Janet hated arguments and talk about affairs which were obviously settled. They had talked for almost an hour, they could neither of them gain anything from the conversation, and yet her father seemed to delight in prolonging it. She did not wish to defend her course. She would willingly have allowed her father to put her in the wrong, if only he had left her alone to do what both of them wanted.


  “You want to pose as a kind of martyr, I suppose. Your father hasn’t treated you well, he only loved your sister; you’ve a grievance against him.”


  “No, indeed; you know it’s not so.”


  The impossibility of answering such charges, all the unnecessary fatigue, had brought her very near crying: she felt the lump in her throat, the aching in her breast. Be a governess? Why, she would willingly be a factory girl, working her life out for a few shillings a week, if only she could be left alone to be straightforward. The picture of the girls with shawl and basket leaving the factory came before her eyes. She really envied them, and pictured herself walking home to her lonely garret, forgotten and in peace.


  “But that’s how our relations and friends will look upon your conduct.”


  151 “Oh no,” she answered, trying to smile and say something amusing after the manner of Gertrude; “they will only shake their heads at their daughters and say, ‘There goes another rebel who isn’t content to be beautiful, innocent, and protected.’”


  But Janet’s attempts to be amusing were not successful with her father.


  “They won’t at all. They’ll say, ‘At any rate her father is well off enough to give her enough to live upon, and not make her work as a governess.” [governess.’”]


  “We know that’s got nothing to do with it. If I were dependent, I should feel I’d less right to choose——”


  “But you’re mistaken; that’s not honesty, but egoism, on your part.”


  Janet had nothing to answer; there was a pause, as if her father wished her to argue the point. She thought, perhaps, she had better say something, else she would show too plainly that she saw he was in the wrong; but she said nothing, and he went on: “And what will people say at the idea of you’re being a governess? Practically a servant in a stranger’s house, with a pretence of equality, but less pay than a good cook. What will all our friends say?”


  Janet did not wish to say to herself in so many words that her father was a snob. If he had left her alone, she would have been satisfied with the unacknowledged feeling that he attached importance to certain things.


  “Surely people of understanding know there’s no harm in being a governess, and I’m quite willing to be ignored by any one who can’t see that.”


  These were the first words she spoke with any warmth.


  “Selfishness again. It’s not only your concern: what will your sister think and feel about it?”


  152 “Gerty is sensible enough to think as I do; besides, she is very happy, and so has no right to dictate to other people about their affairs; indeed, she won’t trouble about it—why should she? I’m not part of her.”


  “You’re unjust to Gertrude: your sister is too sweet and modest to wish to dictate to any one.”


  “Exactly.” Janet could not help saying this one word, and yet she knew that it would irritate her father still more.


  “And who would take you as a governess? You don’t find it easy to live even with your own people, and I don’t know what you can teach. Perhaps you will reproach me as Laura did her mother, and say it was my fault you didn’t go to Girton?”


  “Oh, I think I can manage. My music is not much, I know; but I think it’s good enough to be useful.”


  “Are you going to say that I was wrong in not encouraging you to train for a professional musician?”


  “I hadn’t the faintest notion of reproaching you for anything: it was only modesty.”


  She knew that having passed the period when she might have cried, she was being fatigued into the flippant stage, and her father hated that above everything.


  “Now you’re beginning to sneer in your superior way,” Dr. Worgan said, walking up the room, “talking to me as if I were an idiot——”


  He was interrupted by the maid who came in to ask Janet whether she could put out the light in the hall. Janet looked questioningly at her father, who had faced round when he heard the door open, and he said yes.


  “And, Callant,” Janet cried after her, and then went on in a lower tone as she reappeared, “we shall want breakfast at eight to-morrow; Dr. Worgan is going out early.”


  153 The door was shut once more. Her father seemed vexed at the interruption so welcome to her.


  “Well, I never could persuade you in anything; but I resent the way in which you look on my advice as if it were selfish—I’m only anxious for your own welfare.”


  * * * * *


  In bed Janet lay awake thinking over the conversation. She had an instinctive dislike to judging any one, especially her father. Why couldn’t people who understood each other remain satisfied with their tacit understanding, and each go his own way without pretence? She was sure her father did not really want her, he was only opposing her desertion to justify himself in his own eyes, trying to persuade himself that he did love her. If he had just let things take their natural course and made no objections against his better judgment, she would not have criticised him; she had never felt aggrieved at his preference for Gertrude: it so happened that she was not sympathetic to him, and they both knew it. Over and over again as she lay in bed, she argued out all these points with herself. If he had said, “You’re a good girl, you’re doing the right thing; I admire you, though we’re not sympathetic,” his humanity would have given her deep pleasure, and they might have felt more loving towards each other than ever before. Perhaps that was too much to expect; but at any rate he might have left her alone. Anything rather than all this pretence, which forced her to criticise him and defend herself.


  But perhaps she had not given him a chance? She knew that every movement and look of hers irritated him: if only she could have not been herself, he might have been generous. But then, as if to make up for this thought, she said aloud to herself:


  “Generosity, logic, and an objection to unnecessary talking 154 are manly qualities.” And then she repented for becoming bitter.


  “But why must all the hateful things in life be defined and printed on one’s mind in so many words? I could face difficulties quite well without being forced to set all the unpleasantnesses in life clearly out. And this makes me bitter.”


  She was terribly afraid of becoming bitter. Bitterness was for the failures, and why should she own to being a failure; surely she was not aiming very high? She was oppressed by the horrible fear of becoming old-maidish and narrow. Perhaps she would change gradually without being able to prevent, without even noticing the change. Every now and then she spoke her thoughts aloud.


  “I can’t have taking ways: some people think I’m superior and crushing, father says I’m selfish;” and yet she could not think of any great pleasures which she had longed for and claimed. Gerty had never hidden her wishes or sacrificed anything to others, and she always got everything she fancied; yet she was not selfish.


  Then the old utter dejection came over her as she thought of her life; if no one should love her, and she should grow old and fixed in desolation? This was no sorrow at an unfortunate circumstance, but a dejection so far-reaching that its existence seemed to her more real than her own; it must have existed in the world before she was born, it must have been since the beginning. The smaller clouds which had darkened her day were forced aside, and the whole heaven was black with this great hopelessness. If any sorrow had struck her, death, disgrace, crime, that would have been a laughing matter compared with this.


  Perhaps life would be better when she was a governess; she would be doing something, moulding her own life, ill-treated with 155 actual wrongs perhaps. In the darkness of her heaven there came a little patch of blue sky, the hopefulness which was always there behind the cloud, and she fell asleep, dreamily looking forward to a struggle, to real life with possibilities—dim pictures.


  III


  A month afterwards, on a bitterly cold February day, Janet was wandering miserably about the house. She was to start in a few days for Bristol, where she had got a place as governess to two little girls, the daughters of a widower, a house-master at the school. Her father had left the day before. Janet could not help crying as she sat desolately in her cold bedroom trying to concern herself with packing and the arrangements for her journey. She was to dine that evening with Lady Beamish, to meet Gerty and her husband and say good-bye. She did not want to go a bit, she would rather have stayed at home and been miserable by herself. She had, as usual, asked nothing of any of her friends; she felt extraordinarily alone, and she grew terrified when she asked herself what connected her with the world at all, how was she going to live and why? What hold had she on life? She might go on as a governess all her life and who would care? What reason had she to suppose that anything would justify her living? From afar the struggle had looked attractive, there was something fine and strong in it; that would be life indeed when she would have to depend entirely upon herself and work her way; but now that the time was close at hand, the struggle only looked very bitter and prosaic. In her imagination beforehand she had always looked on at herself admiringly as governess and been strengthened 156 by the picture. Now she was acting to no gallery. Whatever strength and virtue there was in her dealing met no one’s approval; and all she had before her in the immediate future was a horrible sense of loneliness, a dreaded visit, two more days to be occupied with details of packing, a cab to the station, the dull east wind, the journey, the leave-taking all the more exquisitely painful because she felt that no one cared. The sense of being neglected gave her physical pain all over her body until her finger-tips ached. How is it possible, she thought, that a human being in the world for only a few years can be so hopeless and alone?


  In the cab on her way to Lady Beamish she began to think at once of the evening before her. She tried to comfort herself with the idea of seeing Gerty, sweet Gerty, who charmed every one, and what close friends they had been! But the thought of Lady Beamish disturbed and frightened her. Lady Beamish was a very handsome woman of sixty, with gorgeous black hair showing no thread of white. She had been a great beauty, and a beauty about whom no one could tell any stories; she had married a very brilliant and successful man, and seconded him most ably during his lifetime. Those who disliked her declared she was fickle, and set too much value on her social position. Janet had always fancied that she objected from the beginning to her second son’s engagement to Gertrude; but there was no understanding her, and if Janet had been asked to point to some one who was radically unsimple, she would at once have thought of Lady Beamish. She had been told of many charming things which she had done, and she had heard her say the sweetest things; but then suddenly she was stiff and unforgiving. There was no doubt about her cleverness and insight; many of her actions showed complete disregard of convention, and yet, whenever Janet had seen her, she had always been lifted up on a safe height by her 157 own high birth, her dead husband’s distinctions, her imposing appearance, and hedged round by all the social duties which she performed so well. Janet saw that Lady Beamish’s invitation was kind; but she was the last person with whom she would have chosen to spend that evening. But here she was at the door, there was no escape.


  Lady Beamish was alone in the drawing-room. “I’m very sorry, I’m afraid I’ve brought you here on false pretences. I’ve just had a telegram from Gertrude to say that Charlie has a cold. I suppose she’s afraid it may be influenza, and so she’s staying at home to look after him. And Harry has gone to the play, so we shall be quite alone.” Janet’s heart sank. Gerty had been the one consoling circumstance about that evening; besides, Lady Beamish would never have asked her if Gerty had not been coming. How would she manage with Lady Beamish all alone? She made up her mind to go as soon after dinner as she could.


  They talked about Gertrude; that was a good subject for Janet, and she clung to it; she was delighted to hear Lady Beamish praise her warmly.


  As they sat down to dinner Lady Beamish said:


  “You’re not looking well, Janet?”


  “I’m rather tired,” she answered lightly; “I’ve been troubled lately, the weight of the world—— but I’m quite well.”


  Lady Beamish made no answer. Janet could not tell why she had felt an impulse to speak the truth, perhaps just because she was afraid of her, and gave up the task of feeling easy as hopeless. They talked of Gertrude again. Dinner was quickly finished. Instead of going back into the drawing-room, Lady Beamish took her upstairs into her own room.


  “I’m sorry you have troubles which are making you thin and pale. At your age life ought to be bright and full of romance: 158 you ought to have no troubles at all. I heard that you weren’t going to travel with your father, but begin work on your own account: it seems to me you’re quite right, and I admire your courage.”


  Janet was surprised that Lady Beamish should show so much interest.


  “My courage somehow doesn’t make me feel cheerful,” Janet answered, laughing, “and I can’t see anything hopeful in the future to look forward to——” “Why am I saying all this to her?” she wondered.


  “No? And the consciousness of doing right as an upholding power—that is generally a fallacy. I think you are certainly right there.”


  Janet looked at Lady Beamish, astonished and comforted to hear these words from the lips of an old experienced woman.


  “I am grateful to you for saying that?”


  “It must be a hard wrench to begin a new kind of life.”


  “It’s not the work or even the change which I mind; if only there were some assurance in life, something certain and hopeful: I feel so miserably alone, acting on my own responsibility in the only way possible, and yet for no reason——”


  “My poor girl——” and she stretched out her arms. Janet rose from her chair and took both her hands and sat down on the foot-stool at her feet. She looked up at her handsome face; it seemed divine to her lighted by that smile, and the wrinkles infinitely touching and beautiful. There was an intimate air about the room.


  “You’ve decided to go away to Bristol?”


  “I thought I’d be thorough: I might stay in London and get work; a friend of mine is editor of a lady’s paper, and I suppose she could give me something to do; and there are other things I could do; but that doesn’t seem to me thorough enough——”


  159 The superiority of the older experienced women made the girl feel weak. She would have a joy in confessing herself.


  “I suppose it was chiefly Gerty’s marriage which set me thinking I’d better change. Until then I’d lived contentedly enough. I’m easily occupied, and I felt no necessity to work. But when I was left alone with father, I began gradually to feel as if I couldn’t go on living so, as if I hadn’t the right; nothing I ever did pleased him. And then I wondered what I was waiting for——”


  She looked up at Lady Beamish and saw her fine features set attentively to her story; she could tell everything to such a face—all these things of which she had never spoken to any one. She looked away again.


  “Was I waiting to get married? That idea tortured me. Why should ideas come and trouble us when they’re untrue and bear no likeness to our character?”


  She turned her head once more to glance at the face above her.


  “I looked into myself. Was it true of me that my only outlook in life was a man, that that was the only aim of my life? It wasn’t necessary to answer the question, for it flashed into my mind with bitter truth that if I’d been playing that game, I’d been singularly unsuccessful, so I needn’t trouble about the question——”


  Astonished at herself, she moved her hand up, and Lady Beamish stretched out hers, and held the girl’s hand upon her lap. Then, half ashamed of her frankness, she went on quickly and in a more ordinary tone:


  “Oh, that and everything else—I was afraid of growing bitter. When my father threw up his work and decided to go to Algiers with his old friends, that seemed a good opportunity: I would do something for myself, you’re justified if you work. It seemed 160 hopeful then; but now the prospect is as hopeless and desolate as before.”


  Janet saw the tears collecting in Lady Beamish’s eyes, and her underlip beginning to quiver. Lady Beamish dared not kiss the girl for fear of breaking into tears: she stood up and went towards the fire, and trying to conquer her tears said: “Seeing you in trouble makes all my old wounds break out afresh.”


  Janet gazed in wonder at her, feeling greatly comforted. Lady Beamish put her hand on the girl’s head as she sat before her and said smiling: “It’s strange how one sorrow brings up another, and if you cry you can’t tell for what exactly you’re crying. As I hear you talk of loneliness, I’m reminded of my own loneliness, so different from yours. As long as my own great friend was living, there was no possibility of loneliness; I was proud, I could have faced the whole world. But since he died, every year has made me feel the want of a sister or brother, some one of my own generation. I don’t suppose you can understand what I mean. You say: ‘You have sons, and many friends who love and respect you’; that’s true, and, indeed, without my sons I should not live; but they’ve all got past me, even Harry, the youngest. I can do nothing more for them, and as years go by I grow less able to do anything for anybody; my energy leaves me, and I sit still and see the world in front of me, see men and women whom I admire, whose conduct I commend inwardly, but that is all. My heart aches sometimes for a companion of my own age who would sit still with me, who understands my ideas, who has no new object in view, who has done life and has been left behind too——”


  “Extremes meet,” she broke off. “I wish to comfort you, who are looking hopelessly forward, and all I can do is to show you an old woman’s sorrow.”


  161 “But wait,” she went on, sitting down, “let us be practical; you needn’t go back to-night, I’ll tell some one to fetch your things. And will you let me try and help you? I don’t know whether I can; but may I try? Won’t you stay a bit here with me? You would then have time to think over your plans; it would do no harm, at any rate. Or, if you would prefer living alone, would you let me help you? Sometimes it’s easier to be indebted to strangers. Don’t answer now, you know my offer is sincere, coming at this time; you can think it over.”


  She left her place and met the servant at the door, to give her the order for the fetching of Janet’s things. She came back and stood with her hands behind her, facing Janet, who looked up to her from her stool, adoring her as if she were a goddess.


  “There’s only one thing to do in life, to try and help those whom we can help; but it’s very difficult to help you young people,” she said, drying her eyes; “you generally want something we cannot give you.”


  “You comforted me more than I can say. I never dreamed of the possibility of such comfort as you’re giving me.”


  Still standing facing Janet, she suddenly began: “I knew a girl a long time ago; she was the most exquisite creature I’ve ever seen. She was lovely as only a Jewess can be lovely: by her side English beauties looked ridiculous, as if their features had been thrown together by mistake a few days ago; this girl’s beauty was eternal, I don’t know how else to describe her superiority. There was a harmony about her figure—not as we have pretty figures—but every movement seemed to be the expression of a magnificent nature. She had that strange look in her face which some Jews have, a something half humorous half pitiful about the eyebrows; it was so remarkable in a young girl, as if an endless experience of the world had been born in her—not that she was tired or blasé; 162 she wasn’t at all one of those young people who have seen the vanity of everything, she was full of enthusiasm, fascinatingly fresh; she was so capable and sensitive that nothing could be foreign or incomprehensible to her. I never saw any one so unerring; I would have wagered the world that she could never be wrong in feeling. I never saw her misunderstand any one, except on purpose.”


  Janet was rapt in attention, loving to hear this beauty’s praises in the mouth of Lady Beamish. She kept her gaze fixed on the face, which now was turned towards her, now towards the fire.


  “At the time I remember some man was writing in the paper about the inferiority of women, and as a proof he said quite truly that there were no women artists except actresses. He happened to mention one or two well-known living artists whom I knew personally; they weren’t to be compared with this girl, and they would have been the first to say so themselves. She had no need to write her novels and symphonies; she lived them. One would have said a person most wonderfully fitted for life. Oh, I could go on praising her for ever; except once, I never fell so completely in love as I did with her. To see her dance and romp—I hadn’t realised before how a great nature can show itself in everything a person does. It is a joy to think of her.


  “One day she came to me, it was twenty years ago, I was a little over forty, she was just nineteen. She had fallen in love with a boy of her own age, and was in terrible difficulties with herself. I suppose it would have been more fitting if I’d given her advice; but I was so full of pity at the sight of this exquisite nature in torments that I could only try and comfort her and tell her above all things she musn’t be oppressed by any sense of her own 163 wickedness; we all had difficulties of the same kind, and we couldn’t expect to do more than just get along somehow as well as we could. I was angry with Fate that such a harmonious being had been made to jar with so heavy a strain. She had been free, and now she was to be confounded and brought to doubt. I don’t think I can express it in words; but I feel as if I really understood why she killed herself a few days later. She had come among us, a wonder, ignoring the littlenesses of life, or else making them worthy by the spirit in which she treated them, and the first strain of this dragging ordinary affliction bewildered her. Whether a little more experience would have saved her, or whether it was a superior flash of insight which prompted her to end her life—at any rate it wasn’t merely unreturned love which oppressed her.”


  “And what was the man like?”


  “He was quite a boy, and never knew she was in love with him; in fact I can’t tell how far she did love him. The older I grow the more certain I feel that this actual love wasn’t deep; but it was the sudden revelation of a whole mystery, a new set of difficulties, which confounded an understanding so far-reaching and superior. I remember her room distinctly; she was unlike most women in this respect, she had no desire to furnish her own room and be surrounded by pretty things of her own choice. She left the room just as it was when the family took the furnished house, with its very common ugly furniture, vile pictures on the walls, and things under glasses. She carried so much beauty with her, she didn’t think her room worth troubling about. I always imagine that her room has never been entered or changed since her death: nothing stirs there, except in the summer a band of small flies dance their mazy quadrille at the centre of the ceiling. I remember how she used to lie on the sofa and wonder at them with her half-laughing, half-pathetic eyes.”


  164 “And what did her people think?”


  “Her family adored her: they were nice people, very ordinary——”


  There was a knock at the door and Henry appeared, red-cheeked and smelling of the cold street. Janet rose from her stool to shake hands with him: his entrance was an unpleasant interruption; she thought that his mother too must feel something of the sort, although he was the one thing in the world she loved most.


  “How was your play, Harry?”


  “Oh, simply wonderful.”


  “Was the house pretty full?”


  “Not very, though people were fairly enthusiastic; but there was a fool of a girl sitting in front of us, I could have kicked her, she would go on laughing.”


  “Perhaps she thought you were foolish for not laughing!”


  “But such a sloppy-looking person had no right to laugh.”


  “Opinions differ about personal appearance.”


  “Well, at any rate she had a dirty dress on; the swan’s-down round her cloak was perfectly black.”


  “Ah, now your attack becomes more telling!”


  Lady Beamish had not changed her position. When Henry left, Janet feared she might want to stop their confidential talk; but she showed no signs of wishing to go to bed.


  “I wish boys would remain boys, and not grow older; they never grow into such nice men, they don’t fulfil their promise.”


  She sat down once more, and went on to tell Janet another story, a love story. When Janet, happy as she had not been for months, kissed her and said good-night, she told her how glad she was that no one else had been with her that evening.


  165 Janet went to bed, feeling that the world was possible once more. Her mind was relieved of a great weight, she was wonderfully light-hearted, now that she rested weakly upon another’s generosity, and was released from her egotistical hopelessness. She no longer had a great trouble which engrossed her thoughts, her mind was free to travel over the comforting circumstances of that evening: the intimate room, Lady Beamish’s face with the tears gathering in her eyes, the confession she had made of her own loneliness, her offer of help which had made the world human again, her story and Henry’s interruption, and the funny little argument between the mother and the son whom she adored; and after that, Lady Beamish had still stayed talking, and had dropped into telling of love as willingly as any school-girl, only everything came with such sweet force from the woman with all that experience of life. Every point in the evening with Lady Beamish had gone to give her a deep-felt happiness; hopes sprang up in her mind, and she soon fell asleep filled with wonder and pity, thinking of the lovely Jewess whom Lady Beamish had known and admired so long ago, when Janet herself was only five or six years old.


  The older woman lay awake many hours thinking over her own life, and the sorrows of this poor girl.


  * * * * *


  Janet did not take Lady Beamish’s offer, but went to Bristol, upheld by the idea that her friend respected her all the more for keeping to her plans. The first night at Bristol, in the room which was to be hers, she took out the old letter of invitation for that evening, and before she went to bed she kissed the signature “Clara Beamish”—the Christian name seemed to bring them close together.


  166 When she had overcome the strangeness of her surroundings, life was once more what it had always been; there was no particular struggle, no particular hopefulness. She was cheerful for no reason on Monday, less cheerful for no reason on Wednesday. The correspondence with Lady Beamish, which she had hoped would keep up their friendship, dropped almost immediately; the two letters she received from her were stiff, far off. Janet heard of her now and then, generally as performing some social duty. They met too a few times, but almost as strangers.


  But Janet always remembered that she had gained the commendation of the wonderful woman, and that she approved of her; and she never forgot that evening, and the picture of Clara Beamish, exquisitely sympathetic, adorable. It stood out as a bright spot in life, nothing could change its value and reality.


  III—Sancta Maria


  By V.


  The fire had grown black and smoky, and the room felt cold. It was about four o’clock on a dark day in November. Black snow-fraught clouds had covered the sky since the dawn. They seemed to be saving up their wrath for the storm to come. A woman sat close to the fire with a child in her arms. From time to time she shuddered involuntarily. It was miserably cold. In the corner of the room a man lay huddled up in a confusion of rags and covers. He moaned from time to time. Suddenly the fire leaped into a yellow flame, which lit up the room and revealed all its nakedness and filth. The floor was bare, and 167 there were lumps of mud here and there on the boards, left by the tramp of heavy boots. There was a strip of paper that had come unfastened from the wall, and hung over in a large curve. It was black and foul, but here and there could be seen faintly a pattern of pink roses twined in and out of a trellis. There was no furniture in the room but the chair on which the woman sat. By the sick man’s side was a white earthenware bowl, full of a mixture that gave out a strong pungent smell which pervaded the room. On the floor by the fireside was a black straw hat with a green feather and a rubbed velvet bow in it. The woman’s face was white, and the small eyes were full of an intense despair. As the flame shot up feebly and flickered about she looked for something to keep alive the little bit of coal. She glanced at the heap in the corner which had become quiet, then, turning round, caught sight of the hat on the floor. She looked at it steadily for a minute between the flickers of the flame, then stooped down and picked it up. Carefully detaching the trimming from the hat, she laid it on the chair. Then she tore the bits of straw and lay them across each other over the little piece of coal. The fire blazed brightly for a few minutes after the straw had caught. It covered the room with a fierce light and the woman looked afraid that the sick man might be disturbed. But he was quiet as before. Almost mechanically she pulled a little piece of the burning straw from the fire and, shading it with her hand, stole softly to the other end of the room after depositing the child on the chair.


  She looked for some minutes at the figure stretched before her. He lay with his face to the wall. He was a long thin man, and it seemed to her as she looked that his length was almost abnormal. Holding the light that was fast burning to the end away from her, she stooped down and laid her finger 168 lightly on his forehead. The surface of his skin was cold as ice. She knew that he was dead. But she did not cry out. The eyes were filled with a look of bitter disappointment, and she dropped the bit of burning straw, and then, moving suddenly from her stooping posture, crushed out the little smouldering heap with her heel. She looked about the room for something; then repeating a prayer to herself hurriedly, hastened to the child who had woke up and was crying and kicking the bars of the wooden chair. There was something in the contrast between the stillness of the figure in the corner and the noise made by the child that made the woman shiver. She took up the child in her arms, comforted him, and sat down before the fire. She was thinking deeply. So poor! Scarcely enough to keep herself and the child till the end of the week, and then the figure in the corner! For some time she puzzled and puzzled. The burning straw had settled into a little glowing heap. She rose and went to a little box on the mantel-piece, and, opening it, counted the few coins in it. Then she seemed to reckon for a few moments, and a look of determination came into her face. She put the child down again and went to the other end of the room. She stood a moment over the prostrate figure, and then stooped down and took off an old rag of a shawl and a little child’s coat which lay over the dead man’s feet. She paused a moment. Again she stooped down and stripped the figure of all its coverings, until nothing was left but the dull white nightshirt that the man wore. She put the bundle which she had collected in a little heap on the other side of the room. Then she came back, and with an almost superhuman effort reared the figure into an upright position against the wall. She looked round for a moment, gathered up the little bundle, and stole softly from the room. A few hours later she came back. There was a gas lamp outside the window, 169 and by the light of it she saw the child sitting at the feet of the figure, staring up at it stupidly.


  * * * * *


  Four days passed by, and still the figure stood against the wall. The woman had grown very white and haggard. She had only bought food enough for the child, and had scarce touched a morsel herself. It was Saturday. She was expecting a few pence for some matches which she had sold during the week. She was not allowed to take her money immediately, but had to hand it over to the owner of the matches, who had told her that if she had sold a certain quantity by the end of the week she should be paid a small percentage.


  So she went out on this Saturday and managed to get rid of the requisite number, and carrying the money as usual to the owner, received a few pence commission. There was an eager look in her pale face as she hurried home and hastened to the box on the mantel-shelf. She emptied its contents into her hand, quickly counted up the total of her fortune, and then crept out again.


  It was snowing heavily, but she did not mind. The soft flakes fell on her weary face, and she liked their warm touch. She hurried along until she came to a tiny grocer’s shop. The red spot on her cheeks deepened as she asked the shopkeeper for twelve candles—“Tall ones, please,” she said in a whisper. She pushed the money on to the counter and ran away home with her parcel. Then she went up to the figure against the wall, and gently placed it on the ground, away from the wall. She opened the parcel and carefully stood up the twelve candles in a little avenue, six each side of the dead man. With a feverous excitement in her eyes she pulled a match from her pocket and 170 lit them. They burned steadily and brightly, casting a yellow light over the cold naked room, and over the blackened face of the dead man. The child that was rolling on the floor at the other end of the room uttered a coo of joy at the bright lights, and stretched out his tiny hands towards them. And the face of the mother was filled with a divine pleasure.


  The articles of her faith had been fulfilled.


  ·  ·


  171 Three Pictures


  By P. Wilson Steer


  I. Portrait of Himself


  II. A Lady


  III. A Gentleman


  ·  ·
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  177 In a Gallery


  Portrait of a Lady (Unknown)


  By Katharine de Mattos


  
    Veiled eyes, yet quick to meet one glance


    Not his, not yours, but mine,


    Lips that are fain to stir and breathe


    Dead joys (not love nor wine):


    ’Tis not in you the secret lurks


    That makes men pause and pass!

  


  
    Did unseen magic flow from you


    Long since to madden hearts,


    And those who loathed remain to pray


    And work their dolorous parts—


    To seek your riddle, dread or sweet,


    And find it in the grave?

  


  
    Till some one painted you one day,


    Perchance to ease his soul,


    And set you here to weave your spells


    While time and silence roll;


    And you were hungry for the hour


    When one should understand?

  


  
    178 Your jewelled fingers writhe and gleam


    From out your sombre vest;


    Am I the first of those who gaze,


    Who may their meaning guess,


    Yet dare not whisper lest the words


    Pale even painted cheeks?

  


  ·  ·


  179 The Yellow Book


  A Criticism of Volume I


  By Philip Gilbert Hamerton, LL.D.


  I—The Literature


  The Editor and Publishers of The Yellow Book, who seem to know the value of originality in all things, have conceived the entirely novel idea of publishing in the current number of their quarterly, a review in two parts of the number immediately preceding it, one part to deal with the literature, and another to criticise the illustrations.


  I notice that on the cover of The Yellow Book the literary contributions are described simply as “Letterpress.” This seems rather unfortunate, because “letterpress” is usually understood to mean an inferior kind of writing, which is merely an accompaniment to something else, such as engravings, or even maps. Now, in The Yellow Book the principle seems to be that one kind of contribution should not be made subordinate to another; the drawings and the writings are, in fact, independent. Certainly the writings are composed without the slightest pre-occupation concerning the work of the graphic artists, and the draughtsmen do not illustrate the inventions of the scribes. This independence 180 of the two arts is favourable to excellence in both, besides making the business of the Editor much easier, and giving him more liberty of choice.


  The literary contributions include poetry, fiction, short dramatic scenes, and one or two essays. The Editor evidently attaches much greater importance to creative than to critical literature, in which he is unquestionably right, provided only that the work which claims to be creative is inspired by a true genius for invention. The admission of poetry in more than usual quantity does not surprise us, when we reflect that The Yellow Book is issued by a publishing house which has done more than any other for the encouragement of modern verse. It is the custom to profess contempt for minor poets, and all versifiers of our time except Tennyson and Swinburne are classed as minor poets by critics who shrink from the effort of reading metrical compositions. The truth is that poetry and painting are much more nearly on a level in this respect than people are willing to admit. Many a painter and many a poet has delicate perceptions and a cultivated taste without the gigantic creative force that is necessary to greatness in his art.


  Mr. Le Gallienne’s “Tree-Worship” is full of the sylvan sense, the delight in that forest life which we can scarcely help believing to be conscious. It contains some perfect stanzas and some magnificent verses. As a stanza nothing can be more perfect than the fourth on page 58, and the fourth on the preceding page begins with a rarely powerful line. The only weak points in the poem are a few places in which even poetic truth has not been perfectly observed. For example, in the first line on page 58, the heart of the tree is spoken of as being remarkable for its softness, a new and unexpected characteristic in heart of oak. On the following page the tree is described as a green and welcome 181 “coast” to the sea of air. No single tree has extent enough to be a coast of the air-ocean; at most it is but a tiny green islet therein. In the last stanza but one Mr. Le Gallienne speaks of “the roar of sap.” This conveys the idea of a noisy torrent, whereas the marvel of sap is that it is steadily forced upwards through a mass of wood by a quietly powerful pressure. I dislike the fallacious theology of the last stanza as being neither scientific nor poetical. Mr. Benson’s little poem, Δαιμονιζόμενος is lightly and cleverly versified, and tells the story of a change of temper, almost of nature, in very few words. The note of Mr. Watson’s two sonnets is profoundly serious, even solemn, and the workmanship firm and strong; the reader may observe, in the second sonnet, the careful preparation for the last line and the force with which it strikes upon the ear. Surely there is nothing frivolous or fugitive in such poetry as this! I regret the publication of “Stella Maris,” by Mr. Arthur Symons; the choice of the title is in itself offensive. It is taken from one of the most beautiful hymns to the Holy Virgin (Ave, maris Stella!), and applied to a London street-walker, as a star in the dark sea of urban life. We know that the younger poets make art independent of morals, and certainly the two have no necessary connection; but why should poetic art be employed to celebrate common fornication? Rossetti’s “Jenny” set the example, diffusely enough.


  The two poems by Mr. Edmund Gosse, “Alere Flammam” and “A Dream of November,” have each the great quality of perfect unity. The first is simpler and less fanciful than the second. Both in thought and execution it reminds me strongly of Matthew Arnold. Whether there has been any conscious imitation or not, “Alere Flammam” is pervaded by what is best in the classical spirit. Mr. John Davidson’s two songs are sketches in town and country, impressionist sketches well done in 182 a laconic and suggestive fashion. Mr. Davidson has a good right to maledict “Elkin Mathews & John Lane” for having revived the detestable old custom of printing catchwords at the lower corner of the page. The reader has just received the full impression of the London scene, when he is disturbed by the isolated word Foxes, which destroys the impression and puzzles him. London streets are not, surely, very favourable to foxes! He then turns the page and finds that the word is the first in the rural poem which follows. How Tennyson would have growled if the printer had put the name of some intrusive beast at the foot of one of his poems! Even in prose the custom is still intolerable; it makes one read the word twice over as thus (pp. 159, 60), “Why doesn’t the wretched publisher publisher bring it out!”


  We find some further poetry in Mr. Richard Garnett’s translations from Luigi Tansillo. Not having access just now to the original Italian, I cannot answer for their fidelity, but they are worth reading, even in English, and soundly versified.


  It is high time to speak of the prose. The essays are “A Defence of Cosmetics,” by Mr. Max Beerbohm, and “Reticence in Literature,” by Mr. Arthur Waugh. I notice that a critic in the New York Nation says that the Whistlerian affectations of Mr. Beerbohm are particularly intolerable. I understood his essay to be merely a jeu d’esprit, and found that it amused me, though the tastes and opinions ingeniously expressed in it are precisely the opposite of my own. Mr. Beerbohm is (or pretends to be) entirely on the side of artifice against nature. The difficulty is to determine what is nature. The easiest and most “natural” manners of a perfect English lady are the result of art, and of a more advanced art than that indicated by more ceremonious manners. Mr. Beerbohm says that women in the time of Dickens appear to have been utterly natural in their conduct, “flighty, gushing, blushing, 183 fainting, giggling, and shaking their curls.” Much of that conduct may have been as artificial as the curls themselves, and assumed only to attract attention. Ladies used to faint on the slightest pretext, not because it was natural but because it was the fashion; when it ceased to be the fashion they abandoned the practice. Mr. Waugh’s essay on “Reticence in Literature” is written more seriously, and is not intended to amuse. He defends the principle of reticence, but the only sanction that he finds for it is a temporary authority imposed by the changing taste of the age. We are consequently never sure of any permanent law that will enforce any reticence whatever. A good proof of the extreme laxity of the present taste is that Mr. Waugh himself has been able to print at length three of the most grossly sensual stanzas in Mr. Swinburne’s “Dolores.” Reticence, however, is not concerned only with sexual matters. There is, for instance, a flagrant want of reticence in the lower political press of France and America, and the same violent kind of writing, often going as far beyond truth as beyond decency, is beginning to be imitated in England. One rule holds good universally; all high art is reticent, e.g., in Dante’s admirable way of telling the story of Francesca through her own lips.


  Mr. Henry James, in “The Death of the Lion,” shows his usual elegance of style, and a kind of humour which, though light enough on the surface, has its profound pathos. It is absolutely essential, in a short story, to be able to characterise people and things in a very few words. Mr. James has this talent, as for example in his description of the ducal seat at Bigwood: “very grand and frigid, all marble and precedence.” We know Bigwood, after that, as if we had been there and have no desire to go. So of the Princess: “She has been told everything in the world and has never perceived anything, and the echoes of her education,” etc., p. 42. The 184 moral of the story is the vanity and shallowness of the world’s professed admiration for men of letters, and the evil, to them, or going out of their way to suck the sugar-plums of praise. The next story, “Irremediable,” shows the consequences of marrying a vulgar and ignorant girl in the hope of improving her, the difficulty being that she declines to be improved. The situation is powerfully described, especially the last scene in the repulsive, disorderly little home. The most effective touch reveals Willoughby’s constant vexation because his vulgar wife “never did any one mortal thing efficiently or well,” just the opposite of the constant pleasure that clever active women give us by their neat and rapid skill. “The Dedication,” by Mr. Fred Simpson, is a dramatic representation of the conflict between ambition and love—not that the love on the man’s side is very earnest, or the conflict in his mind very painful, as ambition wins the day only too easily when Lucy is thrown over. “The Fool’s Hour,” by Mr. Hobbes and Mr. George Moore, is a slight little drama founded on the idea that youth must amuse itself in its own way, and cannot be always tied to its mamma’s apron-strings. It is rather French than English in the assumption that youth must of necessity resort to theatres and actresses. Of the two sketches by Mr. Harland, that on white mice is clever as a supposed reminiscence of early boyhood, but rather long for its subject, the other, “A Broken Looking-Glass,” is a powerful little picture of the dismal end of an old bachelor who confesses to himself that his life has been a failure, equally on the sides of ambition and enjoyment. One of my friends tells me that it is impossible for a bachelor to be happy, yet he may invest money in the Funds! In Mr. Crackanthorpe’s “Modern Melodrama,” he describes for us the first sensations of a girl when she sees death in the near future. It is pathetic, tragical, life-like in language, with the 185 defects of character and style that belong to a close representation of nature. “A Lost Masterpiece,” by George Egerton, is not so interesting as the author’s “Keynotes,” though it shows the same qualities of style. The subject is too unfruitful, merely a literary disappointment, because a bright idea has been chased away. “A Sentimental Cellar,” by Mr. George Saintsbury, written in imitation of the essayists of the eighteenth century, associates the wines in a cellar with the loves and friendships of their owner. To others the vinous treasures would be “good wine and nothing more”; to their present owner they are “a casket of magic liquors,” a museum in which he lives over again “the vanished life of the past.” The true French bookless bourgeois often calls his cellar his bibliothèque, meaning that he values its lore as preferable to that of scholarship; but Mr. Saintsbury’s Falernianus associates his wines with sentiment rather than with knowledge.


  On the whole, the literature in the first number of The Yellow Book is adequately representative of the modern English literary mind, both in the observation of reality and in style. It is, as I say, really literature and not letterpress. I rather regret, for my own part, the general brevity of the pieces which restricts them to the limits of the sketch, especially as the stories cannot be continued after the too long interval of three months. As to this, the publishers know their own business best, and are probably aware that the attention of the general public, though easily attracted, is even more easily fatigued.


  186 II—The Illustrations


  On being asked to undertake the second part of this critical article, I accepted because one has so rarely an opportunity of saying anything about works of art to which the reader can quite easily refer. To review an exhibition of pictures in London or Paris is satisfactory only when the writer imagines himself to be addressing readers who have visited it, and are likely to visit it again. When an illustration appears in one of the art periodicals, it may be accompanied by a note that adds something to its interest, but no one expects such a note to be really critical. In the present instance, on the contrary, we are asked to say what we think, without reserve, and as we have had nothing to do with the choice of the contributors, and have not any interest in the sale of the periodical, there is no reason why we should not.


  To begin with the cover. The publishers decided not to have any ornament beyond the decorative element in the figure design which is to be changed for every new number. What is permanent in the design remains, therefore, of an extreme simplicity and does not attract attention. The yellow colour adopted is glaring, and from the æsthetic point of view not so good as a quiet mixed tint might have been; however, it gives a title to the publication and associates itself so perfectly with the title that it has a sufficient raison d’être, whilst it contrasts most effectively with black. Though white is lighter than any yellow, it has not the same active and stimulating quality. The drawing of the masquers is merely one of Mr. Aubrey Beardsley’s fancies and has no particular signification. We see a plump and merry lady laughing 187 boisterously whilst she seems to be followed by a man who gazes intently upon the beauties of her shoulder. It is not to be classed amongst the finest of Mr. Beardsley’s designs, but it shows some of his qualities, especially his extreme economy of means. So does the smaller drawing on the back of the volume, which is a fair example of his ready and various invention. See how the candle-flame is blown a little to one side, how the candle gutters on that side, and how the smoke is affected by the gust of air. Observe, too, the contrasts between the faces, not that they are attractive faces. There seems to be a peculiar tendency in Mr. Beardsley’s mind to the representation of types without intellect and without morals. Some of the most dreadful faces in all art are to be found in the illustrations (full of exquisite ornamental invention) to Mr. Oscar Wilde’s “Salome.” We have two unpleasant ones here in “l’Education Sentimentale.” There is distinctly a sort of corruption in Mr. Beardsley’s art so far as its human element is concerned, but not at all in its artistic qualities, which show the perfection of discipline, of self-control, and of thoughtful deliberation at the very moment of invention. Certainly he is a man of genius, and perhaps, as he is still very young, we may hope that when he has expressed his present mood completely, he may turn his thoughts into another channel and see a better side of human life. There is, of course, nothing to be said against the lady who is touching the piano on the title-page of The Yellow Book, nor against the portrait of Mrs. Patrick Campbell opposite page 126, except that she reminds one of a giraffe. It is curious how the idea of extraordinary height is conveyed in this drawing without a single object for comparison. I notice in Mr. Beardsley’s work a persistent tendency to elongation; for instance, in the keys of the piano on the title-page which in their perspective look fifteen inches long. He has a habit, too, of making faces small and head-dresses enormous. 188 The rarity of beauty in his faces seems in contradiction with his exquisite sense of beauty in curving lines, and the singular grace as well as rich invention of his ornaments. He can, however, refuse himself the pleasure of such invention when he wants to produce a discouraging effect upon the mind. See, for instance, the oppressive plainness of the architecture in the background to the dismal “Night Piece.”


  It is well known that the President of the Royal Academy, unlike most English painters, is in the habit of making studies. In his case these studies are uniformly in black and white chalk on brown paper. Two of them are reproduced in The Yellow Book, one being for drapery, and the other for the nude form moving in a joyous dance with a light indication of drapery that conceals nothing. The latter is a rapid sketch of an intention and is full of life both in attitude and execution, the other is still and statuesque. Sir Frederic is a model to all artists in one very rare virtue, that of submitting himself patiently, in his age, to the same discipline which strengthened him in youth.


  I find a curious and remarkable drawing by Mr. Pennell of that strangely romantic place Le Puy en Velay, whose rocks are crowned with towers or colossal statues, whilst houses cluster at their feet. The subject is dealt with rather in the spirit of Dürer, but with a more supple and more modern kind of skill. It is topography, though probably with considerable artistic liberty. I notice one of Dürer’s licences in tonic relations. The sky, though the sun is setting (or rising) is made darker than the hills against it, and darker even than the two remoter masses of rock which come between us and the distance. The trees, too, are shaded capriciously, some poplars in the middle distance being quite dark whilst nearer trees are left without shade or local colour. In a word, the tonality is simply arbitrary, and in this kind of drawing it 189 matters very little. Mr. Pennell has given us a delightful bit of artistic topography showing the strange beauty of a place that he always loves and remembers.


  Mr. Sickert contributed two drawings. “The Old Oxford Music Hall” has some very good qualities, especially the most important quality of all, that of making us feel as if we were there. The singer on the stage (whose attitude has been very closely observed) is strongly lighted by convergent rays. According to my recollection the rays themselves are much more visible in reality than they are here, but it is possible that the artist may have intentionally subdued their brightness in order to enhance that of the figure itself. The musicians and others are good, except that they are too small, if the singing girl (considering her distance) is to be taken as the standard of comparison. The pen-sketch of “A Lady Reading” is not so satisfactory. I know, of course, that it is offered only as a very slight and rapid sketch, and that it is impossible, even for a Rembrandt, to draw accurately in a hurry, but there is a formlessness in some important parts of this sketch (the hands, for instance) which makes it almost without interest for me. It is essentially painter’s pen work, and does not show any special mastery of pen and ink.


  The very definite pen-drawing by Mr. Housman called “The Reflected Faun” is open to the objection that the reflections in the water are drawn with the same hardness as the birds and faun in the air. The plain truth is that the style adopted, which in its own way is as legitimate as any other, does not permit the artist to represent the natural appearance of water. This kind of pen-drawing is founded on early wood-engraving which filled the whole space with decorative work, even to the four corners.


  Mr. Rothenstein is a modern of the moderns. His two slight portrait-sketches are natural and easy, and there is much life in the 190 “Portrait of a Gentleman.” The “Portrait of a Lady,” by Mr. Furse, is of a much higher order. It has a noble gravity, and it shows a severity of taste not common in the portraiture of our time; it is essentially a distinguished work. Mr. Nettleship gives us an ideal portrait of Minos, not in his earthly life, as king of Crete, but in his infernal capacity as supreme judge of the dead. The face is certainly awful enough and implacable:


  
    Stavvi Minòs orribilmente, e ringhia:


    Esamina le colpe nell’entrata;


    Giudica e manda, secondo ch’avvinghia.

  


  The book-plate designed by Mr. Beardsley for Dr. Propert has the usual qualities of the inventor. It seems to tell a tale of hopeless love. The other book-plate, by Mr. Anning Bell, is remarkable for its pretty and ingenious employment of heraldry which so easily becomes mechanical when the draughtsman is not an artist.


  On the whole, these illustrations decidedly pre-suppose real artistic culture in the public. They do not condescend in any way to what might be guessed at as the popular taste. I notice that the Editor and Publishers have a tendency to look to young men of ability for assistance in their enterprise, though they accept the criticism of those who now belong to a preceding generation.


  ·  ·


  191 Portrait of Henry James


  By John S. Sargent, A.R.A.


  ·  ·
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  195 Dreams


  By Ronald Campbell Macfie


  
    “In the first dream that comes with the first sleep


    I run, I run, I am gathered to thy heart”

  


  
    Unworthy! yea,


    So high thou art above me


    I hardly dare to love thee,


    But kneel and lay


    All homage and all worship at thy feet,


    O lady sweet!

  


  
    Yet dreams are strong:


    Their wordless wish suffices


    To win them Paradises


    Of sun and song.


    Delight our waking life can never know


    The dreams bestow.

  


  
    And in a dream,


    Dupe of its bold beguiling,


    I watch thy blue eyes smiling;


    I see them gleam


    196 With love the waking moments have forbidden,


    And veiled and hidden.

  


  
    O brave deceit!


    In dreams thy glad eyes glisten,


    In dreams I lie and listen


    Thy bosom beat,


    Hiving hot lips among thy temple-hair,


    O lady fair!

  


  
    And tho’ I live,


    Dreaming in such fair fashion,


    I think, in thy compassion,


    Thou wilt forgive,


    Since I but dream, and since my heart will ache


    When I awake.

  


  ·  ·


  197 Madame Réjane


  By Dauphin Meunier


  Afabulous being, in an everyday human form; a face, not beautiful, scarcely even pretty, which looks upon the world with an air at once ironical and sympathetic; a brow that grows broader or narrower according to the capricious invasions of her aureole of hair; an odd little nose, perked heavenward; two roguish eyes, now blue, now black; the rude accents of a street-girl, suddenly changing to the well-bred murmuring of a great lady; abrupt, abundant gestures, eloquently finishing half-spoken sentences; a supple neck—a slender, opulent figure—a dainty foot, that scarcely touches the earth and yet can fly amazingly near the ceiling; lips, nervous, senuous, trembling, curling; a frock, simple or sumptuous, bought at a bargain or created by a Court-dressmaker, which expresses, moulds, completes, and sometimes almost unveils the marvellous creature it envelops; a gay, a grave demeanour; grace, wit, sweetness, tartness; frivolity and earnestness, tenderness and indifference; beauty without beauty, immorality without evil: a nothing capable of everything: such is Woman at Paris: such is the Parisienne: and Madame Réjane is the Parisienne, is all Parisiennes, incarnated.


  What though our Parisienne be the daughter of a hall-porter, what though she be a maid-servant, a courtesan, or an arch-duchess, 198 she goes everywhere, she is the equal of every one, she knows or divines everything. No need for her to learn good manners, nor bad ones: she’s born with both. According to the time or place, she will talk to you of politics, of art, of literature—of dress, trade, cookery—of finance, of socialism, of luxury, of starvation—with the patness, the sure touch, the absolute sincerity, of one who has seen all, experienced all, understood all. She’s as sentimental as a song, wily as a diplomate, gay as folly, or serious as a novel by Zola. What has she read? Where was she educated? Who cares? Her book of life is Paris; she knows her Paris by heart; and whoso knows Paris can dispense with further knowledge. She adores originality and novelty, but she can herself transmute the commonplace into the original, the old into the new. Whatever she touches forthwith reflects her own animation, her mobility, her elusive charm. Flowers have no loveliness until she has grouped them; colours are colourless unless they suit her complexion. Delicately fingering this or that silken fabric, she decrees which shall remain in the darkness of the shops, which shall become the fashion of the hour. She crowns the poet, sits to the painter, inspires the sculptor, lends her voice to the musician; and not one of these artists can pretend to talent, if it be her whim to deny it him. She awards fame and wealth, success and failure, according to her pleasure.


  Madame Réjane—the Parisienne: they are interchangeable terms. Whatever rôle she plays absorbs the attention of all Paris. Hearken, then, good French Provincials, who would learn the language of the Boulevards in a single lesson; hearken, also, ye children of other lands who are eager for our pleasures, and curious about our tastes and manners; hearken all people, men and women, who care, for once in a way, to behold what of all Parisian things is most essentially Parisian:—Go and see Réjane. 199 Don’t go to the Opéra, where the music is German; nor to the Opéra-Comique, where it is Italian; nor yet to the Comédie-Française, where the sublime is made ridiculous, and the heroes and heroines of Racine take on the attitudes of bull-fighters and cigarette-makers; nor to the Odéon, nor to the Palais-Royal, nor here, nor there, nor elsewhere: go and see Réjane. Be she at London, Chicago, Brussels, St. Petersburg—Réjane is Paris. She carries the soul of Paris with her, wheresoever she listeth.


  A Parisienne, she was born in Paris; an actress, she is the daughter of an actor, and the niece of Madame Aptal-Arnault, sometime pensionnaire of the Comédie-Française. Is it a sufficent pedigree? Her very name is suggestive; it seems to share in the odd turn of her wit, the sauciness of her face, the tang of her voice; for Réjane’s real name is Réju. Doesn’t it sound like a nick-name, especially invented for this child of the greenroom? “Réjane” calls up to us the fanciful actress—fanciful, but studious, conscientious, impassioned for her art; “Madame Réjane” has rather a grand air; but Réju makes such a funny face at her.


  I picture to myself the little Réju, scarcely out of her cradle, but already cunningly mischievous, fired with an immense curiosity about the world behind the scenes, and dreaming of herself as leading lady. She hears of nothing, she talks of nothing, but the Theatre. And presently her inevitable calling, her manifest destiny, takes its first step towards realisation. She is admitted into the class of Regnier, the famous sociétaire of the Théâtre-Français. Thenceforth the pupil makes steady progress. In 1873, at the age of fifteen, she obtains an honourable mention for comedy at the Conservatoire; the following year she divides a second prize with Mademoiselle Samary. But what am I saying? Only a second prize? Let us see.


  200 To-day, as then, though twenty years have passed, there is no possibility of success, no chance of getting an engagement, for a pupil on leaving the Conservatoire, unless a certain all-powerful critic, supreme judge, arbiter beyond appeal, sees fit to pronounce a decision confirming the verdict of the Examining Jury. This extraordinary man holds the future of each candidate in the palm of his fat and heavy hand. Fame and fortune are contained in his inkstand, and determined by his articles. He is both Pope and King. The Jury proposes, he disposes. The Jury reigns, he governs. He smiles or frowns, the Jury bows its head. The pupils tremble before their Masters; the Masters tremble before this monstrous Fetich,—for the Public thinks with him and by him, and sees only through his spectacles; and no star can shine till his short sight has discovered it.


  This puissant astronomer is Monsieur Francisque Sarcey.


  Against his opinion the newspapers can raise no voice, for he alone edits them all. He writes thirty articles a day, each of which is thirty times reprinted, thrice thirty times quoted from. He is, as it were, the Press in person. And presently the momentous hour arrived when the delicate and sprightly pupil of Regnier was to appear before this enormous and somnolent mass, and to thrill it with pleasure. For Monsieur Sarcey smiled upon and applauded Réjane’s début at the Conservatoire. He consecrated to her as many as fifty lines of intelligent criticism; and I pray Heaven they may be remembered to his credit on the Day of Judgment. Here they are, in that twopenny-halfpenny style of his, so dear to the readers of Le Temps.


  “I own that, for my part, I should have willingly awarded to the latter (Mademoiselle Réjane) a first prize. It seems to me that she deserved it. But the Jury is frequently influenced by extrinsic and 201 private motives, into which it is not permitted to pry. A first prize carries with it the right of entrance into the Comédie Française; and the Jury did not think Mademoiselle Réjane, with her little wide-awake face, suited to the vast frame of the House of Molière. That is well enough; but the second prize, which it awarded her, authorises the Director of the Odéon to receive her into his Company; and that perspective alone ought to have sufficed to dissuade the Jury from the course it took….. Every one knows that at present the Odéon is, for a beginner, a most indifferent school….. Instead of shoving its promising pupils into it by the shoulders, the Conservatoire should forbid them to approach it, lest they should be lost there. What will Mademoiselle Réjane do at the Odéon? Show her legs in La Jeunesse de Louis XIV., which is to be revived at the opening of the season! A pretty state of things. She must either go to the Vaudeville or to the Gymnase. It is there that she will form herself; it is there that she will learn her trade, show what she is capable of, and prepare herself for the Comédie Française, if she is ever to enter it….. She recited a fragment from Les Trois Sultanes …. I was delighted by her choice. The Trois Sultanes is so little known nowadays….. What wit there is in her look, her smile! With her small eyes, shrewd and piercing, with her little face thrust forward, she has so knowing an air, one is inclined to smile at the mere sight of her. Does she perhaps show a little too much assurance? What of it? ’Tis the result of excessive timidity. But she laughs with such good grace, she has so fresh and true a voice, she articulates so clearly, she seems so happy to be alive and to have talent, that involuntarily one thinks of Chénier’s line:


  
    Sa bienvenue au jour lui rit dans tous les yeux.

  


  …. I shall be surprised if she does not make her way.”


  Praised be Sarcey! That was better than a second prize for Réjane. The Oracle gave her the first, without dividing it. She 202 got an immediate engagement; and in March, 1875, appeared on that stage where to-day she reigns supreme, the Vaudeville, to which she brought back the vaudeville that was no longer played there. She began by alienating the heart of Alphonse Daudet, who, while recognising her clever delivery, found fault with her unemotional gaiety; but, in compensation, another authoritative critic, Auguste Vitu, wrote, after the performance of Pierre: “Mademoiselle Réjane showed herself full of grace and feeling. She rendered Gabrielle’s despair with a naturalness, a brilliancy, a spontaneity, which won a most striking success.”


  Shall I follow her through each of her creations, from her début in La Revue des Deux-Mondes, up to her supreme triumph in Madame Sans-Gêne? Shall I show her as the sly soubrette in Fanny Lear? as the woman in love, “whose ignorance divines all things,” in Madame Lili? as the comical Marquise de Menu-Castel in Le Verglas? Shall I tell of her first crowning success, when she played Gabrielle in Pierre? Shall I recall her stormy interpretation of Madame de Librac, in Le Club? and her dramatic conception of the part of Ida?—which quite reversed the previous judgments of her critics, wringing praise from her enemy Daudet, and censure from her faithful admirer Vitu. The natural order of things, however, was re-established by her performance of Les Tapageurs; again Daudet found her cold and lacking in tenderness; and Vitu again applauded.


  Her successes at the Vaudeville extend from 1875 to 1882; and towards the end of that period, Réjane, always rising higher in her art, created Anita in L’Auréole, and the Baronne d’Oria in Odette. Next, forgetting her own traditions, she appeared at the Théâtre des Panoramas, and at the Ambigu, where she gave a splendid interpretation of Madame Cézambre in Richepin’s La Glu; and at Les Variétés as Adrienne in Ma Camarade. Now 203 fickle, now constant to her first love, she alternated between the Variétés and the Vaudeville; took an engagement at the Odéon; assisted at the birth and death of the Grand-Théâtre; and just lately the Vaudeville has won her back once more.


  Amidst these perambulations, Réjane played the diva in Clara Soleil. The following year she had to take two different parts in the same play, those of Gabrielle and Clicquette in Les Demoiselles Clochart. Gabrielle is a cold and positive character; Clicquette a gay and mischievous one. Réjane kept them perfectly distinct, and without the smallest apparent effort. In 1887, she telephoned in Allô-Allô, and represented so clearly, by means of clever mimicry, the absurd answers of the apparatus, that from the gallery to the stalls the theatre was one roar of laughter and applause; I fancy the salvoes and broadsides must still sometimes echo in her delicate ears.


  Réjane’s part in M. de Morat should not be forgotten; nor above all, the inimitable perfection of her play in Décoré (1888). Sarcey’s exultation knew no bounds when, in 1890, she again appeared in this rôle. Time, that had metamorphosed the lissom critic of 1875 into a round and inert mass of solid flesh, cruel Father Time, gave back to Sarcey, for this occasion only, a flash of youthful fire, which stirred his wits to warmth and animation. He shouted out hardly articulate praise; he literally rolled in his stall with pleasure; his bald head blushed like an aurora borealis. “Look at her!” he cried, “see her malicious smiles, her feline graces, listen to her reserved and biting diction; she is the very essence of the Parisienne! What an ovation she received! How they applauded her! and how she played!” From M. Sarcey the laugh spreads; it thaws the scepticism of M. Jules Lemaître, engulfs the timidity of the public, becomes unanimous and universal, and is no longer to be silenced.


  In 1888, M. Edmond de Goncourt entrusted Réjane with the 204 part of Germinie Lacerteux. On the first night, a furious battle against the author was waged in the house. Réjane secured the victory sans peur et sans reproches.


  Everything in her inspires the certitude of success; her voice aims at the heart, her gestures knock at it. Réjane confides all to the hazard of the dice; her sudden attacks are of the most dare-devil nature; and no matter how risky, how dangerous, how extravagant the jump, she never loses her footing; her play is always correct, her handling sure, her coolness imperturbable. It was impossible to watch her precipitate herself down the staircase in La Glu without a tremble. And fifteen years before Yvette Guilbert, it was Réjane who first had the audacity to sing with a voice that was no voice, making wit and gesture more than cover the deficiency. In Ma Cousine, Réjane introduced on the boards of Les Variétés a bit of dancing such as one sees at the Elysée-Montmartre; she seized on and imitated the grotesque effrontery of Mademoiselle Grille-d’Egout, and her little arched foot flying upwards, brushed a kiss upon the forehead of her model; for Réjane the “grand écart” may be fatal, perhaps, but it is neither difficult nor terrifying.


  Once more delighting us with Marquise in 1889; playing with such child-like grace the Candidate in Brevet Supérieur in 1891; immediately afterwards she took a part in Amoureuse at the Odéon. The subject is equivocal, the dialogue smutty. Réjane extenuated nothing; on the contrary, accentuated things, and yet knew always how to win her pardon.


  Now, it so happened that in 1882, after having personified the Moulin-Rouge in Les Variétés de Paris, Réjane was married on the stage, in La Nuit de Noces de P. L. M., to P. L. Moriseau. On the anniversary day, ten years later, her marriage took place in good earnest, before a real M. le Maire, and according to all legal 205 formalities, with M. Porel, a sometime actor, an ex-director of the Odéon, then director of the Grand-Théâtre, and co-director to-day of the Vaudeville….. But to return to her art.


  Just as the first dressmakers of Paris measure Réjane’s fine figure for the costumes of her various rôles, so the best writers of the French Academy now make plays to her measure. They take the size of her temperament, the height of her talent, the breadth of her play; they consider her taste, they flatter her mood; they clothe her with the richest draperies she can covet. Their imagination, their fancy, their cleverness, are all put at her service. The leaders in this industry have hitherto been Messrs. Meilhac and Halévy, but now M. Victorien Sardou is ruining them. Madame Sans-Gêne is certainly, of all the rôles Réjane has played, that best suited to bring out her manifold resources. It is not merely that Réjane plays the washerwoman, become a great lady, without blemish or omission; she is Madame Sans-Gêne herself, with no overloading, nothing forced, nothing caricatured. It is portraiture; history.


  Many a time has Réjane appeared in cap, cotton frock, and white apron; many a time in robes of state, glittering with diamonds; she has worn the buskin or the sock, demeaned herself like a gutter heroine, or dropped the stately curtsey of the high-born lady. But never, except in Madame Sans-Gêne, has she been able to bring all her róles [rôles] into one focus, exhibit her whole wardrobe, and yet remain one and the same person, compress into one evening the whole of her life.


  The seekers after strange novelties, the fanatics for the mists of the far north, the vague, the irresolute, the restless, will not easily forget the Ibsenish mask worn by Réjane in Nora of The Doll’s House; although most of us, loving Réjane for herself, probably prefer to this vacillating creation, the 206 firm drawing, the clear design, the strong, yet supple lines of Madame Sans-Gêne.


  Why has Réjane no engagement at the Comédie-Française? Whom does one go to applaud on this stage, called the first in France, and from which Réjane, Sarah Bernhardt, and Coquelin the elder, all are absent? I will explain the matter in two words.


  The house of Molière, for many years now, has belonged to Molière no more. Were Molière to come to life again, neither he nor Réjane would go to eat their hearts out, with inaction and dulness, beneath the wings of M. Jules Claretie—although he is, of course, a very estimable gentleman. Were Réjane unmarried, Molière to-day would enter into partnership with her, because she is in herself the entire Comédie-Française. I have already said she is married to M. Porel, director of the Vaudeville, where she reigns as Queen. I am quite unable to see any reason why she should soon desert such a fortunate conjugal domicile.


  Notwithstanding the dryness and the rapidity of this enumeration of Réjane’s rôles, I hope to have given some general idea of the marvellous diversity and flexibility of her dramatic spirit and temperament; it seems to me that the most searching criticism of her various creations, would not greatly enhance the accuracy of the picture. This is why I make no attempt to describe her in some three or four parts of an entirely different character. Besides, I should have to draw on hearsay; and I desire to trust only to my own eyes, my own heart. Needless to say, I have not had the good luck to see Madame Réjane in each of her characterisations since her first appearance. Her youthful air has never changed; but I have only had the opportunity of admiring it during the last few years. I confidently maintain, however, that she could not have been more charning in 1875 than she is to-day, with the devil in her body, heaven in her eyes.


  ·  ·


  207 A Girl Resting


  By Sydney Adamson


  ·  ·
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  211 The Roman Road


  By Kenneth Grahame


  All the roads of our neighbourhood were cheerful and friendly, having each of them pleasant qualities of its own; but this one seemed different from the others in its masterful suggestion of a serious purpose, speeding you along with a strange uplifting of the heart. The others tempted chiefly with their treasures of hedge and ditch; the rapt surprise of the first lords-and-ladies, the rustle of a field-mouse, splash of a frog; while cool noses of brother-beasts were pushed at you through gate or gap. A loiterer you had need to be, did you choose one of them; so many were the tiny hands thrust out to detain you, from this side and that. But this other was of a sterner sort, and even in its shedding off of bank and hedgerow as it marched straight and full for the open downs, it seemed to declare its contempt for adventitious trappings to catch the shallow-pated. When the sense of injustice or disappointment was heavy on me, and things were very black within, as on this particular day, the road of character was my choice for that solitary ramble when I turned my back for an afternoon on a world that had unaccountably declared itself against me.


  “The Knight’s Road” we children had named it, from a sort of feeling that, if from any quarter at all, it would be down this 212 track we might some day see Lancelot and his peers come pacing on their great war-horses; supposing that any of the stout band still survived, in nooks and unexplored places. Grown-up people sometimes spoke of it as the “Pilgrim’s Way”; but I didn’t know much about pilgrims—except Walter in the Horselburg story. Him I sometimes saw, breaking with haggard eyes out of yonder copse, and calling to the pilgrims as they hurried along on their desperate march to the Holy City, where peace and pardon were awaiting them. “All roads lead to Rome,” I had once heard somebody say; and I had taken the remark very seriously, of course, and puzzled over it many days. There must have been some mistake, I concluded at last; but of one road at least I intuitively felt it to be true. And my belief was clinched by something that fell from Miss Smedley during a history-lesson, about a strange road that ran right down the middle of England till it reached the coast, and then began again in France, just opposite, and so on undeviating, through city and vineyard, right from the misty Highlands to the Eternal City. Uncorroborated, any statement of Miss Smedley’s usually fell on incredulous ears; but here, with the road itself in evidence, she seemed, once in a way, to have strayed into truth.


  Rome! It was fascinating to think that it lay at the other end of this white ribbon that rolled itself off from my feet over the distant downs. I was not quite so uninstructed as to imagine I could reach it that afternoon; but some day, I thought, if things went on being as unpleasant as they were now—some day, when Aunt Eliza had gone on a visit—we would see.


  I tried to imagine what it would be like when I got there. The Coliseum I knew, of course, from a woodcut in the history-book: so to begin with I plumped that down in the middle. The rest had to be patched up from the little grey market-town where 213 twice a year we went to have our hair cut; hence, in the result, Vespasian’s amphitheatre was approached by muddy little streets, wherein the Red Lion and the Blue Boar, with Somebody’s Entire along their front, and “Commercial Room” on their windows; the doctor’s house, of substantial red-brick; and the façade of the new Wesleyan chapel, which we thought very fine, were the chief architectual ornaments: while the Roman populace pottered about in smocks and corduroys, twisting the tails of Roman calves and inviting each other to beer in musical Wessex. From Rome I drifted on to other cities, dimly heard of—Damascus, Brighton, (Aunt Eliza’s ideal), Athens, and Glasgow, whose glories the gardener sang; but there was a certain sameness in my conception of all of them: that Wesleyan chapel would keep cropping up everywhere. It was easier to go a-building among those dream-cities where no limitations were imposed, and one was sole architect, with a free hand. Down a delectable street of cloud-built palaces I was mentally pacing, when I happened upon the Artist.


  He was seated at work by the roadside, at a point whence the cool large spaces of the downs, juniper-studded, swept grandly westwards. His attributes proclaimed him of the artist tribe: besides, he wore knickerbockers like myself. I knew I was not to bother him with questions, nor look over his shoulder and breathe in his ear—they didn’t like it, this genus irritabile; but there was nothing about staring in my code of instructions, the point having somehow been overlooked: so, squatting down on the grass, I devoted myself to a passionate absorbing of every detail. At the end of five minutes there was not a button on him that I could not have passed an examination in; and the wearer himself of that homespun suit was probably less familiar with its pattern and texture than I was. Once he looked up, nodded, half held out his tobacco 214 pouch, mechanically as it were, then, returning it to his pocket, resumed his work, and I my mental photography.


  After another five minutes or so had passed he remarked, without looking my way: “Fine afternoon we’re having: going far to-day?”


  “No, I’m not going any farther than this,” I replied: “I was thinking of going on to Rome: but I’ve put it off.”


  “Pleasant place, Rome,” he murmured: “you’ll like it.” It was some minutes later that he added: “But I wouldn’t go just now, if I were you: too jolly hot.”


  “You haven’t been to Rome, have you?” I inquired.


  “Rather,” he replied briefly: “I live there.”


  This was too much, and my jaw dropped as I struggled to grasp the fact that I was sitting there talking to a fellow who lived in Rome. Speech was out of the question: besides I had other things to do. Ten solid minutes had I already spent in an examination of him as a mere stranger and artist; and now the whole thing had to be done over again, from the changed point of view. So I began afresh, at the crown of his soft hat, and worked down to his solid British shoes, this time investing everything with the new Roman halo; and at last I managed to get out: “But you don’t really live there, do you?” never doubting the fact, but wanting to hear it repeated.


  “Well,” he said, good-naturedly overlooking the slight rudeness of my query, “I live there as much as I live anywhere. About half the year sometimes. I’ve got a sort of a shanty there. You must come and see it some day.”


  “But do you live anywhere else as well?” I went on, feeling the forbidden tide of questions surging up within me.


  “O yes, all over the place,” was his vague reply. “And I’ve got a diggings somewhere off Piccadilly.”


  215 “Where’s that?” I inquired.


  “Where’s what?” said he. “Oh, Piccadilly! It’s in London.”


  “Have you a large garden?” I asked; “and how many pigs have you got?”


  “I’ve no garden at all,” he replied sadly, “and they don’t allow me to keep pigs, though I’d like to, awfully. It’s very hard.”


  “But what do you do all day, then,” I cried, “and where do you go and play, without any garden, or pigs, or things?”


  “When I want to play,” he said gravely, “I have to go and play in the street; but it’s poor fun, I grant you. There’s a goat, though, not far off, and sometimes I talk to him when I’m feeling lonely; but he’s very proud.”


  “Goats are proud,” I admitted. “There’s one lives near here, and if you say anything to him at all, he hits you in the wind with his head. You know what it feels like when a fellow hits you in the wind?”


  “I do, well,” he replied, in a tone of proper melancholy, and painted on.


  “And have you been to any other places,” I began again presently, “besides Rome and Piccy-what’s-his-name?”


  “Heaps,” he said. “I’m a sort of Ulysses—seen men and cities, you know. In fact, about the only place I never got to was the Fortunate Island.”


  I began to like this man. He answered your questions briefly and to the point, and never tried to be funny. I felt I could be confidential with him.


  “Wouldn’t you like,” I inquired, “to find a city without any people in it at all?”


  He looked puzzled. “I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,” said he.


  “I mean,” I went on eagerly, “a city where you walk in at the 216 gates, and the shops are all full of beautiful things, and the houses furnished as grand as can be, and there isn’t anybody there whatever! And you go into the shops, and take anything you want—chocolates and magic-lanterns and injirubber balls—and there’s nothing to pay; and you choose your own house and live there and do just as you like, and never go to bed unless you want to!”


  The artist laid down his brush. “That would be a nice city,” he said. “Better than Rome. You can’t do that sort of thing in Rome—or in Piccadilly either. But I fear it’s one of the places I’ve never been to.”


  “And you’d ask your friends,” I went on, warming to my subject; “only those who really like, of course; and they’d each have a house to themselves—there’d be lots of houses, and no relations at all, unless they promised they’d be pleasant, and if they weren’t they’d have to go.”


  “So you wouldn’t have any relations?” said the artist. “Well, perhaps you’re right. We have tastes in common, I see.”


  “I’d have Harold,” I said reflectively, “and Charlotte. They’d like it awfully. The others are getting too old. Oh! and Martha—I’d have Martha to cook and wash up and do things. You’d like Martha. She’s ever so much nicer than Aunt Eliza. She’s my idea of a real lady.”


  “Then I’m sure I should like her,” he replied heartily, “and when I come to—what do you call this city of yours? Nephelo—something, did you say!”


  “I—I don’t know,” I replied timidly. “I’m afraid it hasn’t got a name—yet.”


  The artist gazed out over the downs. “‘The poet says dear city of Cecrops;’” he said softly to himself, “‘and wilt not thou say, dear city of Zeus?’ That’s from Marcus Aurelius,” he 217 went on, turning again to his work. “You don’t know him, I suppose; you will some day.”


  “Who’s he?” I inquired.


  “Oh, just another fellow who lived in Rome,” he replied, dabbing away.


  “O dear!” I cried, disconsolately. “What a lot of people seem to live at Rome, and I’ve never even been there! But I think I’d like my city best.”


  “And so would I,” he replied with unction. “But Marcus Aurelius wouldn’t, you know.”


  “Then we won’t invite him,” I said: “will we?”


  “I won’t if you won’t,” said he. And that point being settled, we were silent for a while.


  “Do you know,” he said presently, “I’ve met one or two fellows from time to time, who have been to a city like yours—perhaps it was the same one. They won’t talk much about it—only broken hints, now and then; but they’ve been there sure enough. They don’t seem to care about anything in particular—and everything’s the same to them, rough or smooth; and sooner or later they slip off and disappear; and you never see them again. Gone back, I suppose.”


  “Of course,” said I. “Don’t see what they ever came away for; I wouldn’t. To be told you’ve broken things when you haven’t, and stopped having tea with the servants in the kitchen, and not allowed to have a dog to sleep with you. But I’ve known people, too, who’ve gone there.”


  The artist stared, but without incivility.


  “Well, there’s Lancelot,” I went on. “The book says he died, but it never seemed to read right, somehow. He just went away, like Arthur. And Crusoe, when he got tired of wearing clothes and being respectable. And all the nice men in the 218 stories who don’t marry the Princess, ’cos only one man ever gets married in a book, you know. They’ll be there!”


  “And the men who fail,” he said, “who try like the rest, and toil, and eat their hearts out, and somehow miss—or break down or get bowled over in the mêlée—and get no Princess, nor even a second-class kingdom—some of them’ll be there, I hope?”


  “Yes, if you like,” I replied, not quite understanding him; “if they’re friends of yours, we’ll ask ’em, of course.”


  “What a time we shall have!” said the artist reflectively; “and how shocked old Marcus Aurelius will be!”


  The shadows had lengthened uncannily, a tide of golden haze began to flood the grey-green surface of the downs, and the artist put his traps together, preparatory to a move. I felt very low: we would have to part, it seemed, just as we were getting on so well together. Then he stood up, and he was very straight and tall, and the sunset was in his hair and beard as he stood there, high over me. He took my hand like an equal. “I’ve enjoyed our conversation very much,” he said. “That was an interesting subject you started, and we haven’t half exhausted it. We shall meet again, I hope?”


  “Of course we shall,” I replied, surprised that there should be any doubt about it.


  “In Rome perhaps?” said he.


  “Yes, in Rome,” I answered; “or Piccy-the-other-place, or somewhere.”


  “Or else,” said he, “in that other city—when we’ve found the way there. And I’ll look out for you, and you’ll sing out as soon as you see me. And we’ll go down the street arm-in-arm, and into all the shops, and then I’ll choose my house, and you’ll choose your house, and we’ll live there like princes and good fellows.”


  219 “Oh, but you’ll stay in my house, won’t you?” I cried; “I wouldn’t ask everybody; but I’ll ask you.”


  He affected to consider a moment; then “Right!” he said: “I believe you mean it, and I will come and stay with you. I won’t go to anybody else, if they ask me ever so much. And I’ll stay quite a long time, too, and I won’t be any trouble.”


  Upon this compact we parted, and I went down-heartedly from the man who understood me, back to the house where I never could do anything right. How was it that everything seemed natural and sensible to him, which these uncles, vicars, and other grown-up men took for the merest tomfoolery? Well, he would explain this, and many another thing, when we met again. The Knight’s Road! How it always brought consolation! Was he possibly one of those vanished knights I had been looking for so long? Perhaps he would be in armour next time—why not? He would look well in armour, I thought. And I would take care to get there first, and see the sunlight flash and play on his helmet and shield, as he rode up the High Street of the Golden City.


  Meantime, there only remained the finding it,—an easy matter.


  ·  ·


  220 Three Pictures


  By Walter Sickert


  I. The Old Bedford Music Hall


  II. Portrait of Aubrey Beardsley


  III. Ada Lundberg
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  227 Betrothed


  By Norman Gale


  
    She is mine in the day,


    She is mine in the dusk;


    She is virgin as dawn,


    And as fragrant as musk.

  


  
    And the wood on the hill


    Is the home where we meet—


    O, the coming of eve,


    It is marvellous sweet!

  


  
    To my satisfied heart


    She has flown like a dove;


    All her kisses are taught


    By the wisdom of love.

  


  
    And whatever my grief


    There is healing, and rest,


    On the pear-blossom slope


    Of her beautiful breast.

  


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  228 Thy Heart’s Desire


  By Netta Syrett


  I


  The tents were pitched in a little plain surrounded by hills. Right and left there were stretches of tender vivid green where the young corn was springing; further still, on either hand, the plain was yellow with mustard-flower; but in the immediate foreground it was bare and stony. A few thorny bushes pushed their straggling way through the dry soil, ineffectively as far as the grace of the landscape was concerned, for they merely served to emphasise the barren aridness of the land that stretched before the tents, sloping gradually to the distant hills.


  The hills were uninteresting enough in themselves; they had no grandeur of outline, no picturesqueness even, though at morning and evening the sun, like a great magician, clothed them with beauty at a touch.


  They had begun to change, to soften, to blush rose-red in the evening light, when a woman came to the entrance of the largest of the tents and looked towards them. She leant against the support on one side of the canvas flap, and putting back her head, rested that too against it, while her eyes wandered over the plain and over the distant hills.


  229 She was bareheaded, for the covering of the tent projected a few feet to form an awning overhead. The gentle breeze which had risen with sundown, stirred the soft brown tendrils of hair on her temples, and fluttered her pink cotton gown a little. She stood very still, with her arms hanging and her hands clasped loosely in front of her. There was about her whole attitude an air of studied quiet which in some vague fashion the slight clasp of her hands accentuated. Her face, with its tightly, almost rigidly closed lips, would have been quite in keeping with the impression of conscious calm which her entire presence suggested, had it not been that when she raised her eyes a strange contradiction to this idea was afforded. They were large grey eyes, unusually bright and rather startling in effect, for they seemed the only live thing about her. Gleaming from her still set face, there was something almost alarming in their brilliancy. They softened with a sudden glow of pleasure as they rested on the translucent green of the wheat fields under the broad generous sunlight, and then wandered to where the pure vivid yellow of the mustard-flower spread in waves to the base of the hills, now mystically veiled in radiance. She stood motionless watching their melting elusive changes from palpitating rose to the transparent purple of amethyst. The stillness of evening was broken by the monotonous, not unmusical creaking of a Persian wheel at some little distance to the left of the tent. The well stood in a little grove of trees: between their branches she could see, when she turned her head, the coloured saris of the village women, where they stood in groups chattering as they drew the water, and the little naked brown babies that toddled beside them or sprawled on the hard ground beneath the trees. From the village of flat-roofed mud-houses under the low hill at the back of the tents, other women were crossing the plain towards the well, their terra-cotta water-jars 230 poised easily on their heads, casting long shadows on the sun-baked ground as they came.


  Presently, in the distance, from the direction of the sunlit hills opposite, a little group of men came into sight. Far off, the mustard-coloured jackets and the red turbans of the orderlies made vivid splashes of colour on the dull plain. As they came nearer, the guns slung across their shoulders, the cases of mathematical instruments, the hammers and other heavy baggage they carried for the Sahib, became visible. A little in front, at walking pace, rode the Sahib himself, making notes as he came in a book he held before him. The girl at the tent-entrance watched the advance of the little company indifferently, it seemed; except for a slight tightening of the muscles about her mouth, her face remained unchanged. While he was still some little distance away, the man with the note-book raised his head and smiled awkwardly as he saw her standing there. Awkwardness, perhaps, best describes the whole man. He was badly put together, loose-jointed, ungainly. The fact that he was tall profited him nothing, for it merely emphasised the extreme ungracefulness of his figure. His long pale face was made paler by a shock of coarse, tow-coloured hair; his eyes even looked colourless, though they were certainly the least uninteresting feature of his face, for they were not devoid of expression. He had a way of slouching when he moved that singularly intensified the general uncouthness of his appearance. “Are you very tired?” asked his wife gently when he had dismounted close to the tent. The question would have been an unnecessary one had it been put to her instead of to her husband, for her voice had that peculiar flat toneless sound for which extreme weariness is answerable.


  “Well, no, my dear, not very,” he replied, drawling out the 231 words with an exasperating air of delivering a final verdict, after deep reflection on the subject.


  The girl glanced once more at the fading colours on the hills. “Come in and rest,” she said, moving aside a little to let him pass.


  She stood lingering a moment after he had entered the tent, as though unwilling to leave the outer air; and before she turned to follow him she drew a deep breath, and her hand went for one swift second to her throat as though she felt stifled.


  Later on that evening she sat in her tent sewing by the light of the lamp that stood on her little table.


  Opposite to her, her husband stretched his ungainly length in a deck-chair, and turned over a pile of official notes. Every now and then her eyes wandered from the gay silks of the table-cover she was embroidering to the canvas walls which bounded the narrow space into which their few household goods were crowded. Outside there was a deep hush. The silence of the vast empty plain seemed to work its way slowly, steadily in, towards the little patch of light set in its midst. The girl felt it in every nerve; it was as though some soft-footed, noiseless, shapeless creature, whose presence she only dimly divined, was approaching nearer—nearer. The heavy outer stillness was in some way made more terrifying by the rustle of the papers her husband was reading, by the creaking of his chair as he moved, and by the little fidgeting grunts and half exclamations which from time to time broke from him. His wife’s hand shook at every unintelligible mutter from him, and the slight habitual contraction between her eyes deepened.


  All at once she threw her work down on to the table. “For Heaven’s sake——please, John, talk!” she cried. Her eyes, for 232 the moment’s space in which they met the startled ones of her husband, had a wild hunted look, but it was gone almost before his slow brain had time to note that it had been there—and was vaguely disturbing. She laughed a little, unsteadily.


  “Did I startle you? I’m sorry. I——” she laughed again. “I believe I’m a little nervous. When one is all day alone——” She paused without finishing the sentence. The man’s face changed suddenly. A wave of tenderness swept over it, and at the same time an expression of half-incredulous delight shone in his pale eyes.


  “Poor little girl, are you really lonely?” he said. Even the real feeling in his tone failed to rob his voice of its peculiarly irritating grating quality. He rose awkwardly and moved to his wife’s side.


  Involuntarily she shrank a little, and the hand which he had stretched out to touch her hair sank to his side. She recovered herself immediately and turned her face up to his, though she did not raise her eyes; but he did not kiss her. Instead, he stood in an embarrassed fashion a moment by her side, and then went back to his seat.


  There was silence again for some time. The man lay back in his chair, gazing at his big clumsy shoes, as though he hoped for some inspiration from that quarter, while his wife worked with nervous haste.


  “Don’t let me keep you from reading, John,” she said, and her voice had regained its usual gentle tone.


  “No, my dear; I’m just thinking of something to say to you, but I don’t seem——”


  She smiled a little. In spite of herself, her lip curled faintly. “Don’t worry about it—it was stupid of me to expect it. I mean——” she added hastily, immediately repenting the sarcasm. 233 She glanced furtively at him, but his face was quite unmoved. Evidently he had not noticed it, and she smiled faintly again.


  “Oh, Kathie, I knew there was something I’d forgotten to tell you, my dear; there’s a man coming down here. I don’t know whether——”


  She looked up sharply. “A man coming here? What for?” she interrupted breathlessly.


  “Sent to help me about this oil-boring business, my dear.”


  He had lighted his pipe, and was smoking placidly, taking long whiffs between his words.


  “Well?” impatiently questioned his wife, fixing her bright eyes on his face.


  “Well—that’s all, my dear.”


  She checked an exclamation. “But don’t you know anything about him—his name? where he comes from? what he is like?” She was leaning forward against the table, her needle with a long end of yellow silk drawn halfway through her work, held in her upraised hand, her whole attitude one of quivering excitement and expectancy.


  The man took his pipe from his mouth deliberately, with a look of slow wonder.


  “Why Kathie, you seem quite anxious. I didn’t know you’d be so interested, my dear. Well,”—another long pull at his pipe—“his name’s Brook—Brookfield, I think.” He paused again. “This pipe don’t draw well a bit; there’s something wrong with it, I shouldn’t wonder,” he added, taking it out and examining the bowl as though struck with the brilliance of the idea.


  The woman opposite put down her work and clenched her hands under the table.


  “Go on, John,” she said presently in a tense vibrating voice—“his name is Brookfield. Well, where does he come from?”


  234 “Straight from home, my dear, I believe.” He fumbled in his pocket, and after some time extricated a pencil with which he began to poke the tobacco in the bowl in an ineffectual aimless fashion, becoming completely engrossed in the occupation apparently. There was another long pause. The woman went on working, or feigning to work, for her hands were trembling a good deal.


  After some moments she raised her head again. “John, will you mind attending to me one moment, and answering these questions as quickly as you can?” The emphasis on the last word was so faint as to be almost as imperceptible as the touch or exasperated contempt which she could not absolutely banish from her tone.


  Her husband, looking up, met her clear bright gaze and reddened like a schoolboy.


  “Whereabouts ‘from home’ does he come?” she asked in a studiedly gentle fashion.


  “Well, from London, I think,” he replied, almost briskly for him, though he stammered and tripped over the words. “He’s a University chap; I used to hear he was clever—I don’t know about that, I’m sure; he used to chaff me, I remember, but——”


  “Chaff you? You have met him then?”


  “Yes, my dear”—he was fast relapsing into his slow drawl again—“that is, I went to school with him, but it’s a long time ago. Brookfield—yes, that must be his name.”


  She waited a moment, then “When is he coming?” she inquired abruptly.


  “Let me see—to-day’s——”


  “Monday,” the word came swiftly between her set teeth.


  “Ah, yes,—Monday—well,” reflectively, “next Monday, my dear.”


  235 Mrs. Drayton rose, and began to pace softly the narrow passage between the table and the tent-wall, her hands clasped loosely behind her.


  “How long have you known this?” she said, stopping abruptly. “Oh, John, you needn’t consider; it’s quite a simple question. To-day? Yesterday?”


  Her foot moved restlessly on the ground as she waited.


  “I think it was the day before yesterday,” he replied.


  “Then why in Heaven’s name didn’t you tell me before?” she broke out fiercely.


  “My dear, it slipped my memory. If I’d thought you would be interested——”


  “Interested?” She laughed shortly. “It is rather interesting to hear that after six months of this”—she made a quick comprehensive gesture with her hand—“one will have some one to speak to—some one. It is the hand of Providence; it comes just in time to save me from——” She checked herself abruptly.


  He sat staring up at her stupidly, without a word.


  “It’s all right, John,” she said, with a quick change of tone, gathering up her work quietly as she spoke. “I’m not mad—yet. You—you must get used to these little outbreaks,” she added after a moment, smiling faintly, “and to do me justice, I don’t often trouble you with them, do I? I’m just a little tired, or it’s the heat or—something. No—don’t touch me,” she cried, shrinking back, for he had risen slowly and was coming towards her.


  She had lost command over her voice, and the shrill note or horror in it was unmistakable. The man heard it, and shrank in his turn.


  “I’m so sorry, John,” she murmured, raising her great bright eyes to his face. They had not lost their goaded expression, 236 though they were full of tears. “I’m awfully sorry, but I’m just nervous and stupid, and I can’t bear any one to touch me when I’m nervous.”


  II


  “Here’s Broomhurst, my dear! I made a mistake in his name after all, I find. I told you Brookfield, I believe, didn’t I? Well, it isn’t Brookfield, he says; it’s Broomhurst.”


  Mrs. Drayton had walked some little distance across the plain to meet and welcome the expected guest. She stood quietly waiting while her husband stammered over his incoherent sentences, and then put out her hand.


  “We are very glad to see you,” she said with a quick glance at the newcomer’s face as she spoke.


  As they walked together towards the tent, after the first greetings, she felt his keen eyes upon her before he turned to her husband.


  “I’m afraid Mrs. Drayton finds the climate trying?” he asked. “Perhaps she ought not to have come so far in this heat?”


  “Kathie is often pale. You do look white to-day, my dear,” he observed, turning anxiously towards his wife.


  “Do I?” she replied. The unsteadiness of her tone was hardly appreciable, but it was not lost on Broomhurst’s quick ears. “Oh, I don’t think so. I feel very well.”


  “I’ll come and see if they’ve fixed you up all right,” said Drayton, following his companion towards the new tent that had been pitched at some little distance from the large one.


  “We shall see you at dinner then?” Mrs. Drayton observed in reply to Broomhurst’s smile as they parted.


  237 She entered the tent slowly, and moving up to the table, already laid for dinner, began to rearrange the things upon it in a purposeless mechanical fashion.


  After a moment she sank down upon a seat opposite the open entrance, and put her hand to her head.


  “What is the matter with me?” she thought wearily. “All the week I’ve been looking forward to seeing this man—any man, any one to take off the edge of this.” She shuddered. Even in thought she hesitated to analyse the feeling that possessed her. “Well, he’s here, and I think I feel worse.” Her eyes travelled towards the hills she had been used to watch at this hour, and rested on them with a vague unseeing gaze.


  “Tired, Kathie? A penny for your thoughts, my dear,” said her husband, coming in presently to find her still sitting there.


  “I’m thinking what a curious world this is, and what an ironical vein of humour the gods who look after it must possess,” she replied with a mirthless laugh, rising as she spoke.


  John looked puzzled.


  “Funny my having known Broomhurst before, you mean?” he said doubtfully.


  “I was fishing down at Lynmouth this time last year,” Broomhurst said at dinner. “You know Lynmouth, Mrs. Drayton? Do you never imagine you hear the gurgling of the stream? I am tantalised already by the sound of it rushing through the beautiful green gloom of those woods—aren’t they lovely? And I haven’t been in this burnt-up spot as many hours as you’ve had months of it.”


  She smiled a little.


  “You must learn to possess your soul in patience,” she said, 238 and glanced inconsequently from Broomhurst to her husband, and then dropped her eyes and was silent a moment.


  John was obviously, and a little audibly, enjoying his dinner. He sat with his chair pushed close to the table, and his elbows awkwardly raised, swallowing his soup in gulps. He grasped his spoon tightly in his bony hand so that its swollen joints stood out larger and uglier than ever, his wife thought.


  Her eyes wandered to Broomhurst’s hands. They were well shaped, and though not small, there was a look of refinement about them; he had a way of touching things delicately, a little lingeringly, she noticed. There was an air of distinction about his clear-cut, clean-shaven face, possibly intensified by contrast with Drayton’s blurred features; and it was, perhaps, also by contrast with the grey cuffs that showed beneath John’s ill-cut drab suit that the linen Broomhurst wore seemed to her particularly spotless.


  Broomhurst’s thoughts, for his part, were a good deal occupied with his hostess.


  She was pretty, he thought, or perhaps it was that, with the wide dry lonely plain as a setting, her fragile delicacy of appearance was invested with a certain flower-like charm.


  “The silence here seems rather strange, rather appalling at first, when one is fresh from a town,” he pursued, after a moment’s pause, “but I suppose you’re used to it; eh, Drayton? How do you find life here, Mrs. Drayton?” he asked a little curiously, turning to her as he spoke.


  She hesitated a second. “Oh, much the same as I should find it anywhere else, I expect,” she replied; “after all, one carries the possibilities of a happy life about with one—don’t you think so? The Garden of Eden wouldn’t necessarily make my life any happier, or less happy, than a howling wilderness like this. It depends on oneself entirely.”


  239 “Given the right Adam and Eve, the desert blossoms like the rose, in fact,” Broomhurst answered lightly, with a smiling glance inclusive of husband and wife; “you two don’t feel as though you’d been driven out of Paradise evidently.”


  Drayton raised his eyes from his plate with a smile of total incomprehension.


  “Great Heavens! What an Adam to select!” thought Broomhurst involuntarily, as Mrs. Drayton rose rather suddenly from the table.


  “I’ll come and help with that packing-case,” John said, rising, in his turn, lumberingly from his place; “then we can have a smoke—eh? Kathie don’t mind, if we sit near the entrance.”


  The two men went out together, Broomhurst holding the lantern, for the moon had not yet risen. Mrs. Drayton followed them to the doorway, and, pushing the looped-up hanging further aside, stepped out into the cool darkness.


  Her heart was beating quickly, and there was a great lump in her throat that frightened her as though she were choking.


  “And I am his wife—I belong to him!” she cried, almost aloud.


  She pressed both her hands tightly against her breast, and set her teeth, fighting to keep down the rising flood that threatened to sweep away her composure. “Oh, what a fool I am! What an hysterical fool of a woman I am!” she whispered below her breath. She began to walk slowly up and down outside the tent, in the space illumined by the lamplight, as though striving to make her outwardly quiet movements react upon the inward tumult. In a little while she had conquered; she quietly entered the tent, drew a low chair to the entrance, and took up a book, just as footsteps became audible. A moment afterwards Broomhurst emerged from the darkness into the circle of light outside, 240 and Mrs. Drayton raised her eyes from the pages she was turning to greet him with a smile.


  “Are your things all right?”


  “Oh yes, more or less, thank you. I was a little concerned about a case of books, but it isn’t much damaged fortunately. Perhaps I’ve some you would care to look at?”


  “The books will be a godsend,” she returned with a sudden brightening of the eyes; I [“I] was getting desperate—for books.”


  “What are you reading now?” he asked, glancing at the volume that lay in her lap.


  “It’s a Browning. I carry it about a good deal. I think I like to have it with me, but I don’t seem to read it much.”


  “Are you waiting for a suitable optimistic moment?” Broomhurst inquired smiling.


  “Yes, now you mention it, I think that must be why I am waiting,” she replied slowly.


  “And it doesn’t come—even in the Garden of Eden? Surely the serpent, pessimism, hasn’t been insolent enough to draw you into conversation with him?” he said lightly.


  “There has been no one to converse with at all—when John is away, I mean. I think I should have liked a little chat with the serpent immensely by way of a change,” she replied in the same tone.


  “Ah, yes,” Broomhurst said with sudden seriousness, “it must be unbearably dull for you alone here, with Drayton away all day.”


  Mrs. Drayton’s hand shook a little as she fluttered a page of her open book.


  “I should think it quite natural you would be irritated beyond endurance to hear that all’s right with the world, for instance, when you were sighing for the long day to pass,” he continued.


  241 “I don’t mind the day so much—it’s the evenings.” She abruptly checked the swift words and flushed painfully. “I mean—I’ve grown stupidly nervous, I think—even when John is here. Oh, you have no idea of the awful silence of this place at night,” she added, rising hurriedly from her low seat, and moving closer to the doorway. “It is so close, isn’t it?” she said, almost apologetically. There was silence for quite a minute.


  Broomhurst’s quick eyes noted the silent momentary clenching of the hands that hung at her side as she stood leaning against the support at the entrance.


  “But how stupid of me to give you such a bad impression of the camp—the first evening, too,” Mrs. Drayton exclaimed presently, and her companion mentally commended the admirable composure of her voice.


  “Probably you will never notice that it is lonely at all,” she continued, “John likes it here. He is immensely interested in his work, you know. I hope you are too. If you are interested it is all quite right. I think the climate tries me a little. I never used to be stupid—and nervous. Ah, here’s John; he’s been round to the kitchen-tent, I suppose.”


  “Been looking after that fellow cleanin’ my gun, my dear,” John explained, shambling towards the deck-chair.


  Later, Broomhurst stood at his own tent-door. He looked up at the star-sown sky, and the heavy silence seemed to press upon him like an actual, physical burden.


  He took his cigar from between his lips presently and looked at the glowing end reflectively before throwing it away.


  “Considering that she has been alone with him here for six months, she has herself very well in hand—very well in hand,” he repeated.


  242 III


  It was Sunday morning. John Drayton sat just inside the tent, presumably enjoying his pipe before the heat of the day. His eyes furtively followed his wife as she moved about near him, sometimes passing close to his chair in search of something she had mislaid. There was colour in her cheeks; her eyes, though preoccupied, were bright; there was a lightness and buoyancy in her step which she set to a little dancing air she was humming under her breath.


  After a moment or two the song ceased, she began to move slowly, sedately; and as if chilled by a raw breath of air, the light faded from her eyes, which she presently turned towards her husband.


  “Why do you look at me?” she asked suddenly.


  “I don’t know, my dear,” he began, slowly and laboriously as was his wont. “I was thinkin’ how nice you looked—jest now—much better you know—but somehow”—he was taking long whiffs at his pipe, as usual, between each word, while she stood patiently waiting for him to finish—“somehow, you alter so, my dear—you’re quite pale again all of a minute.”


  She stood listening to him, noticing against her will the more than suspicion of cockney accent and the thick drawl with which the words were uttered.


  His eyes sought her face piteously. She noticed that too, and stood before him torn by conflicting emotions, pity and disgust struggling in a hand-to-hand fight within her.


  “Mr. Broomhurst and I are going down by the well to sit; it’s cooler there. Won’t you come?” she said at last gently.


  243 He did not reply for a moment, then he turned his head aside sharply for him.


  “No, my dear, thank you; I’m comfortable enough here,” he returned huskily.


  She stood over him, hesitating a second, then moved abruptly to the table, from which she took a book.


  He had risen from his seat by the time she turned to go out, and he intercepted her timorously.


  “Kathie, give me a kiss before you go,” he whispered hoarsely. “I—I don’t often bother you.”


  She drew her breath in deeply as he put his arms clumsily about her, but she stood still, and he kissed her on the forehead, and touched the little wavy curls that strayed across it gently with his big trembling fingers.


  When he released her she moved at once impetuously to the open doorway. On the threshold she hesitated, paused a moment irresolutely, and then turned back.


  “Shall I—— Does your pipe want filling, John?” she asked softly.


  “No, thank you, my dear.”


  “Would you like me to stay, read to you, or anything?”


  He looked up at her wistfully. “N-no, thank you, I’m not much of a reader, you know, my dear—somehow.”


  She hated herself for knowing that there would be a “my dear,” probably a “somehow” in his reply, and despised herself for the sense of irritated impatience she felt by anticipation, even before the words were uttered.


  There was a moment’s hesitating silence, broken by the sound of quick firm footsteps without. Broomhurst paused at the entrance, and looked into the tent.


  “Aren’t you coming, Drayton?” he asked, looking first at 244 Drayton’s wife and then swiftly putting in his name with a scarcely perceptible pause. “Too lazy? But you, Mrs. Drayton?”


  “Yes, I’m coming,” she said.


  They left the tent together, and walked some few steps in silence.


  Broomhurst shot a quick glance at his companion’s face.


  “Anything wrong?” he asked presently.


  Though the words were ordinary enough, the voice in which they were spoken was in some subtle fashion a different voice from that in which he had talked to her nearly two months ago, though it would have required a keen sense of nice shades in sound to have detected the change.


  Mrs. Drayton’s sense of niceties in sound was particularly keen, but she answered quietly, “Nothing, thank you.”


  They did not speak again till the trees round the stone-well were reached.


  Broomhurst arranged their seats comfortably beside it.


  “Are we going to read or talk?” he asked, looking up at her from his lower place.


  “Well, we generally talk most when we arrange to read, so shall we agree to talk to-day for a change, by way of getting some reading done?” she rejoined, smiling. “You begin.”


  Broomhurst seemed in no hurry to avail himself of the permission, he was apparently engrossed in watching the flecks of sunshine on Mrs. Drayton’s white dress. The whirring of insects, and the creaking of a Persian wheel somewhere in the neighbourhood, filtered through the hot silence.


  Mrs. Drayton laughed after a few minutes; there was a touch of embarrassment in the sound.


  “The new plan doesn’t answer. Suppose you read as usual, and let me interrupt, also as usual, after the first two lines.”


  245 He opened the book obediently, but turned the pages at random.


  She watched him for a moment, and then bent a little forward towards him.


  “It is my turn now,” she said suddenly. “Is anything wrong?”


  He raised his head, and their eyes met. There was a pause. “I will be more honest than you,” he returned. “Yes, there is.”


  “What?”


  “I’ve had orders to move on.”


  She drew back, and her lips whitened, though she kept them steady.


  “When do you go?”


  “On Wednesday.”


  There was silence again; the man still kept his eyes on her face.


  The whirring of the insects and the creaking of the wheel had suddenly grown so strangely loud and insistent, that it was in a half-dazed fashion she at length heard her name—“Kathleen!”


  “Kathleen!” he whispered again hoarsely.


  She looked him full in the face, and once more their eyes met in a long grave gaze.


  The man’s face flushed, and he half rose from his seat with an impetuous movement, but Kathleen stopped him with a glance.


  “Will you go and fetch my work? I left it in the tent,” she said, speaking very clearly and distinctly; “and then will you go on reading? I will find the place while you are gone.”


  She took the book from his hand, and he rose and stood before her.


  There was a mute appeal in his silence, and she raised her head slowly.


  Her face was white to the lips, but she looked at him unflinchingly; and without a word he turned and left her.


  246 IV


  Mrs. Drayton was resting in the tent on Tuesday afternoon. With the help of cushions and some low chairs she had improvised a couch, on which she lay quietly with her eyes closed. There was a tenseness, however, in her attitude which indicated that sleep was far from her.


  Her features seemed to have sharpened during the last few days, and there were hollows in her cheeks. She had been very still for a long time, but all at once with a sudden movement she turned her head and buried her face in the cushions with a groan. Slipping from her place she fell on her knees beside the couch, and put both hands before her mouth to force back the cry that she felt struggling to her lips.


  For some moments the wild effort she was making for outward calm, which even when she was alone was her first instinct, strained every nerve and blotted out sight and hearing, and it was not till the sound was very near that she was conscious of the ring of horse’s hoofs on the plain.


  She raised her head sharply with a thrill of fear, still kneeling, and listened.


  There was no mistake. The horseman was riding in hot haste, for the thud of the hoofs followed one another swiftly.


  As Mrs. Drayton listened her white face grew whiter, and she began to tremble. Putting out shaking hands, she raised herself by the arms of the folding-chair and stood upright.


  Nearer and nearer came the thunder of the approaching sound, mingled with startled exclamations and the noise of trampling feet from the direction of the kitchen tent.


  247 Slowly, mechanically almost, she dragged herself to the entrance, and stood clinging to the canvas there. By the time she had reached it, Broomhurst had flung himself from the saddle, and had thrown the reins to one of the men.


  Mrs. Drayton stared at him with wide bright eyes as he hastened towards her.


  “I thought you—you are not——” she began, and then her teeth began to chatter. “I am so cold!” she said, in a little weak voice.


  Broomhurst took her hand, and led her over the threshold back into the tent.


  “Don’t be so frightened,” he implored; “I came to tell you first. I thought it wouldn’t frighten you so much as—— Your—Drayton is—very ill. They are bringing him. I——”


  He paused. She gazed at him a moment with parted lips, then she broke into a horrible discordant laugh, and stood clinging to the back of a chair.


  Broomhurst started back.


  “Do you understand what I mean?” he whispered. “Kathleen, for God’s sake—don’t—he is dead.”


  He looked over his shoulder as he spoke, her shrill laughter ringing in his ears. The white glare and dazzle of the plain stretched before him, framed by the entrance to the tent; far off, against the horizon, there were moving black specks, which he knew to be the returning servants with their still burden.


  They were bringing John Drayton home.


  248 V


  One afternoon, some months later, Broomhurst climbed the steep lane leading to the cliffs of a little English village by the sea. He had already been to the inn, and had been shown by the proprietress the house where Mrs. Drayton lodged.


  “The lady was out, but the gentleman would likely find her if he went to the cliffs—down by the bay, or thereabouts,” her landlady explained, and, obeying her directions, Broomhurst presently emerged from the shady woodland path on to the hillside overhanging the sea.


  He glanced eagerly round him, and then with a sudden quickening of the heart, walked on over the springy heather to where she sat. She turned when the rustling his footsteps made through the bracken was near enough to arrest her attention, and looked up at him as he came. Then she rose slowly and stood waiting for him. He came up to her without a word and seized both her hands, devouring her face with his eyes. Something he saw there repelled him. Slowly he let her hands fall, still looking at her silently. “You are not glad to see me, and I have counted the hours,” he said at last in a dull toneless voice.


  Her lips quivered. “Don’t be angry with me—I can’t help it—I’m not glad or sorry for anything now,” she answered, and her voice matched his for greyness.


  They sat down together on a long flat stone half embedded in a wiry clump of whortleberries. Behind them the lonely hillsides rose, brilliant with yellow bracken and the purple of heather. Before them stretched the wide sea. It was a soft grey day. Streaks of pale sunlight trembled at moments far out on the water. 249 The tide was rising in the little bay above which they sat, and Broomhurst watched the lazy foam-edged waves slipping over the uncovered rocks towards the shore, then sliding back as though for very weariness they despaired of reaching it. The muffled pulsing sound of the sea filled the silence. Broomhurst thought suddenly of hot Eastern sunshine, of the whirr of insect wings on the still air, and the creaking of a wheel in the distance. He turned and looked at his companion.


  “I have come thousands of miles to see you,” he said; “aren’t you going to speak to me now I am here?”


  “Why did you come? I told you not to come,” she answered, falteringly. “I——” she paused.


  “And I replied that I should follow you—if you remember,” he answered, still quietly. “I came because I would not listen to what you said then, at that awful time. You didn’t know yourself what you said. No wonder! I have given you some months, and now I have come.”


  There was silence between them. Broomhurst saw that she was crying; her tears fell fast on to her hands, that were clasped in her lap. Her face, he noticed, was thin and drawn.


  Very gently he put his arm round her shoulder and drew her nearer to him. She made no resistance—it seemed that she did not notice the movement; and his arm dropped at his side.


  “You asked me why I had come? You think it possible that three months can change one, very thoroughly, then?” he said in a cold voice.


  “I not only think it possible, I have proved it,” she replied wearily.


  He turned round and faced her.


  “You did love me, Kathleen!” he asserted; “you never said so in words, but I know it,” he added fiercely.


  250 “Yes, I did.”


  “And—— You mean that you don’t now?”


  Her voice was very tired. “Yes—I can’t help it,” she answered, “it has gone—utterly.”


  The grey sea slowly lapped the rocks. Overhead the sharp scream of a gull cut through the stillness. It was broken again, a moment afterwards, by a short hard laugh from the man.


  “Don’t!” she whispered, and laid a hand swiftly on his arm. “Do you think it isn’t worse for me? I wish to God I did love you,” she cried passionately. “Perhaps it would make me forget that to all intents and purposes I am a murderess.”


  Broomhurst met her wide despairing eyes with an amazement which yielded to sudden pitying comprehension.


  “So that is it, my darling? You are worrying about that? You who were as loyal, as——”


  She stopped him with a frantic gesture.


  “Don’t! don’t!” she wailed. “If you only knew; let me try to tell you—will you?” she urged pitifully. “It may be better if I tell some one—if I don’t keep it all to myself, and think, and think.”


  She clasped her hands tight, with the old gesture he remembered when she was struggling for self-control, and waited a moment.


  Presently she began to speak in a low hurried tone: “It began before you came. I know now what the feeling was that I was afraid to acknowledge to myself. I used to try and smother it, I used to repeat things to myself all day—poems, stupid rhymes—anything to keep my thoughts quite underneath—but I—hated John before you came! We had been married nearly a year then. I never loved him. Of course you are going to say: ‘Why did you marry him?’” She looked drearily over the placid sea. 251 “Why did I marry him? I don’t know; for the reason that hundreds of ignorant inexperienced girls marry, I suppose. My home wasn’t a happy one. I was miserable, and oh,—restless. I wonder if men know what it feels like to be restless? Sometimes I think they can’t even guess. John wanted me very badly—nobody wanted me at home particularly. There didn’t seem to be any point in my life. Do you understand? …. Of course being alone with him in that little camp in that silent plain”—she shuddered—“made things worse. My nerves went all to pieces. Everything he said—his voice—his accent—his walk—the way he ate—irritated me so that I longed to rush out sometimes and shriek—and go mad. Does it sound ridiculous to you to be driven mad by such trifles? I only know I used to get up from the table sometimes and walk up and down outside, with both hands over my mouth to keep myself quiet. And all the time I hated myself—how I hated myself! I never had a word from him that wasn’t gentle and tender. I believe he loved the ground I walked on. Oh, it is awful to be loved like that, when you——” She drew in her breath with a sob. I—I—it [“I—I—it] made me sick for him to come near me—to touch me.” She stopped a moment.


  Broomhurst gently laid his hand on her quivering one. “Poor little girl!” he murmured.


  “Then you came,” she said, “and before long I had another feeling to fight against. At first I thought it couldn’t be true that I loved you—it would die down. I think I was frightened at the feeling; I didn’t know it hurt so to love any one.”


  Broomhurst stirred a little. “Go on,” he said tersely.


  “But it didn’t die,” she continued in a trembling whisper, and [“and] the other awful feeling grew stronger and stronger—hatred; no, that is not the word—loathing for—for—John. I fought against 252 it. Yes,” she cried feverishly, clasping and unclasping her hands, “Heaven knows I fought it with all my strength, and reasoned with myself, and—oh, I did everything, but——” Her quick-falling tears made speech difficult.


  “Kathleen!” Broomhurst urged desperately, “you couldn’t help it, you poor child. You say yourself you struggled against your feelings—you were always gentle. Perhaps he didn’t know.”


  “But he did—he did,” she wailed, “it is just that. I hurt him a hundred times a day; he never said so, but I knew it; and yet I couldn’t be kind to him—except in words—and he understood. And after you came it was worse in one way, for he knew. I felt he knew that I loved you. His eyes used to follow me like a dog’s, and I was stabbed with remorse, and I tried to be good to him, but I couldn’t.”


  “But—he didn’t suspect—he trusted you,” began Broomhurst. “He had every reason. No woman was ever so loyal, so——”


  “Hush,” she almost screamed. “Loyal! it was the least I could do—to stop you, I mean—when you—— After all, I knew it without your telling me. I had deliberately married him without loving him. It was my own fault. I felt it. Even if I couldn’t prevent his knowing that I hated him, I could prevent that. It was my punishment. I deserved it for daring to marry without love. But I didn’t spare John one pang, after all,” she added bitterly. “He knew what I felt towards him—I don’t think he cared about anything else. You say I mustn’t reproach myself? When I went back to the tent that morning—when you—when I stopped you from saying you loved me, he was sitting at the table with his head buried in his hands; he was crying—bitterly: I saw him—it is terrible to see a man cry—and I stole away gently, but he saw me. I was torn to pieces, but I couldn’t go 253 to him. I knew he would kiss me, and I shuddered to think of it. It seemed more than ever not to be borne that he should do that—when I knew you loved me.”


  “Kathleen,” cried her lover again, “don’t dwell on it all so terribly——don’t——”


  “How can I forget?” she answered despairingly, “and then”—she lowered her voice—“oh, I can’t tell you—all the time, at the back of my mind somewhere, there was a burning wish that he might die. I used to lie awake at night, and do what I would to stifle it, that thought used to scorch me, I wished it so intensely. Do you believe that by willing one can bring such things to pass?” she asked, looking at Broomhurst with feverishly bright eyes. “No?—well, I don’t know—I tried to smother it. I really tried, but it was there, whatever other thoughts I heaped on the top. Then, when I heard the horse galloping across the plain that morning, I had a sick fear that it was you. I knew something had happened, and my first thought when I saw you alive and well, and knew that it was John, was, that it was too good to be true. I believe I laughed like a maniac, didn’t I? …. Not to blame? Why, if it hadn’t been for me he wouldn’t have died. The men say they saw him sitting with his head uncovered in the burning sun, his face buried in his hands—just as I had seen him the day before. He didn’t trouble to be careful—he was too wretched.”


  She paused, and Broomhurst rose and began to pace the little hillside path at the edge of which they were seated.


  Presently he came back to her.


  “Kathleen, let me take care of you,” he implored, stooping towards her. “We have only ourselves to consider in this matter. Will you come to me at once?”


  She shook her head sadly.


  254 Broomhurst set his teeth, and the lines round his mouth deepened. He threw himself down beside her on the heather.


  “Dear,” he urged still gently, though his voice showed he was controlling himself with an effort. “You are morbid about this. You have been alone too much—you are ill. Let me take care of you: I can, Kathleen—and I love you. Nothing but morbid fancy makes you imagine you are in any way responsible for—Drayton’s death. You can’t bring him back to life, and——”


  “No,” she sighed drearily, “and if I could, nothing would be altered. Though I am mad with self-reproach, I feel that—it was all so inevitable. If he were alive and well before me this instant my feeling towards him wouldn’t have changed. If he spoke to me, he would say ‘My dear’—and I should loathe him. Oh, I know! It is that that makes it so awful.”


  “But if you acknowledge it,” Broomhurst struck in eagerly, “will you wreck both of our lives for the sake of vain regrets? Kathleen, you never will.”


  He waited breathlessly for her answer.


  “I won’t wreck both our lives by marrying again without love on my side,” she replied firmly.


  “I will take the risk,” he said. “You have loved me—you will love me again. You are crushed and dazed now with brooding over this—this trouble, but——”


  “But I will not allow you to take the risk,” Kathleen answered. “What sort of woman should I be to be willing again to live with a man I don’t love? I have come to know that there are things one owes to oneself. Self-respect is one of them. I don’t know how it has come to be so, but all my old feeling for you has gone. It is as though it had burnt itself out. I will not offer grey ashes to any man.”


  255 Broomhurst looking up at her pale, set face, knew that her words were final, and turned his own aside with a groan.


  “Ah!” cried Kathleen with a little break in her voice, “don’t. Go away and be happy and strong, and all that I loved in you. I am so sorry—so sorry to hurt you. I——” her voice faltered miserably. “I—I only bring trouble to people.”


  There was a long pause.


  “Did you never think that there is a terrible vein of irony running through the ordering of this world?” she said presently. “It is a mistake to think our prayers are not answered—they are. In due time we get our heart’s desire—when we have ceased to care for it.”


  “I haven’t yet got mine,” Broomhurst answered doggedly, “and I shall never cease to care for it.”


  She smiled a little with infinite sadness.


  “Listen, Kathleen,” he said. They had both risen and he stood before her, looking down at her. “I will go now, but in a year’s time I shall come back. I will not give you up. You shall love me yet.”


  “Perhaps—I don’t think so,” she answered wearily.


  Broomhurst looked at her trembling lips a moment in silence, then he stooped and kissed both her hands instead.


  “I will wait till you tell me you love me,” he said.


  She stood watching him out of sight. He did not look back, and she turned with swimming eyes to the grey sea and the transient gleams of sunlight that swept like tender smiles across its face.


  ·  ·


  256 An Idyll


  By W. Brown Mac Dougal
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  259 Reticence in Literature


  Some Roundabout Remarks


  By Hubert Crackanthorpe


  During the past fifty years, as every one knows, the art of fiction has been expanding in a manner exceedingly remarkable, till it has grown to be the predominant branch of imaginative literature. But the other day we were assured that poetry only thrives in limited and exquisite editions; that the drama, here in England at least, has practically ceased to be literature at all. Each epoch instinctively chooses that literary vehicle which is best adapted for the expression of its particular temper: just as the drama flourished in the robust age of Shakespeare and Ben Jonson; just as that outburst of lyrical poetry, at the beginning of the century in France, coincided with a period of extreme emotional exaltation; so the novel, facile and flexible in its conventions, with its endless opportunities for accurate delineation of reality, becomes supreme in a time of democracy and of science—to note but these two salient characteristics.


  And, if we pursue this light of thought, we find that, on all sides, the novel is being approached in one especial spirit, that it would seem to be striving, for the moment at any rate, to perfect itself within certain definite limitations. To employ a hackeyed, 260 and often quite unintelligent, catchword—the novel is becoming realistic.


  Throughout the history of literature, the jealous worship of beauty—which we term idealism—and the jealous worship of truth—which we term realism—have alternately prevailed. Indeed, it is within the compass of these alternations that lies the whole fundamental diversity of literary temper.


  Still, the classification is a clumsy one, for no hard and fast line can be drawn between the one spirit and the other. The so-called idealist must take as his point of departure the facts of Nature; the so-called realist must be sensitive to some one or other of the forms of beauty, if each would achieve the fineness of great art. And the pendulum of production is continually swinging, from degenerate idealism to degenerate realism, from effete vapidity to slavish sordidity.


  Either term, then, can only be employed in a purely limited and relative sense. Completely idealistic art—art that has no point of contact with the facts of the universe, as we know them—is, of course, an impossible absurdity; similarly, a complete reproduction of Nature by means of words is an absurd impossibility. Neither emphasization nor abstraction can be dispensed with: the one, eliminating the details of no import; the other, exaggerating those which the artist has selected. And, even were such a thing possible, it would not be Art. The invention of a highly perfected system of coloured photography, for instance, or a skilful recording by means of the phonograph of scenes in real life, would not subtract one whit from the value of the painter’s or the playwright’s interpretation. Art is not invested with the futile function of perpetually striving after imitation or reproduction of Nature; she endeavours to produce, through the adaptation of a restricted number of natural facts, an harmonious and satisfactory whole. Indeed, in 261 this very process of adaptation and blending together, lies the main and greater task of the artist. And the novel, the short story, even the impression of a mere incident, convey each of them, the imprint of the temper in which their creator has achieved this process of adaptation and blending together of his material. They are inevitably stamped with the hall-mark of his personality. A work of art can never be more than a corner of Nature, seen through the temperament of a single man. Thus, all literature is, must be, essentially subjective; for style is but the power of individual expression. The disparity which separates literature from the reporter’s transcript is ineradicable. There is a quality of ultimate suggestiveness to be achieved; for the business of art is, not to explain or to describe, but to suggest. That attitude of objectivity, or of impersonality towards his subject, consciously or unconsciously, assumed by the artist, and which nowadays provokes so considerable an admiration, can be attained only in a limited degree. Every piece of imaginative work must be a kind of autobiography of its creator—significant, if not of the actual facts of his existence, at least of the inner working of his soul. We are each of us conscious, not of the whole world, but of our own world; not of naked reality, but of that aspect of reality which our peculiar temperament enables us to appropriate. Thus, every narrative of an external circumstance is never anything else than the transcript of the impression produced upon ourselves by that circumstance, and, invariably, a degree of individual interpretation is insinuated into every picture, real or imaginary, however objective it may be. So then, the disparity between the so-called idealist and the so-called realist is a matter, not of æsthetic philosophy, but of individual temperament. Each is at work, according to the especial bent of his genius, within precisely the same limits. Realism, as a creed, is as ridiculous as any other literary creed.


  262 Now, it would have been exceedingly curious if this recent specialisation of the art of fiction, this passion for draining from the life, as it were, born, in due season, of the general spirit of the latter half of the nineteenth century, had not provoked a considerable amount of opposition—opposition of just that kind which every new evolution in art inevitably encounters. Between the vanguard and the main body there is perpetual friction.


  But time flits quickly in this hurried age of ours, and the opposition to the renascence of fiction as a conscientious interpretation of life is not what it was; its opponents are not the men they were. It is not so long since a publisher was sent to prison for issuing English translations of celebrated specimens of French realism; yet, only the other day, we vied with each other in doing honour to the chief figure-head of that tendency across the Channel, and there was heard but the belated protest of a few worthy individuals, inadequately equipped with the jaunty courage of ignorance, or the insufferable confidence of second-hand knowledge.


  And during the past year things have been moving very rapidly. The position of the literary artist towards Nature, his great inspirer, has become more definite, more secure. A sound, organised opinion of men of letters is being acquired; and in the little bouts with the bourgeois—if I may be pardoned the use of that wearisome word—no one has to fight single-handed. Heroism is at a discount; Mrs. Grundy is becoming mythological; a crowd of unsuspected supporters collect from all sides, and the deadly conflict of which we had been warned becomes but an interesting skirmish. Books are published, stories are printed, in old-established reviews, which would never have been tolerated a few years ago. On all sides, deference to the tendency of the time is spreading. The truth must be admitted: the roar of unthinking prejudice is dying away.


  263 All this is exceedingly comforting: and yet, perhaps, it is not a matter for absolute congratulation. For, if the enemy are not dying as gamely as we had expected, if they are, as I am afraid, losing heart, and in danger of sinking into a condition of passive indifference, it should be to us a matter of not inconsiderable apprehension. If this new evolution in the art of fiction—this general return of the literary artist towards Nature, on the brink of which we are to-day hesitating—is to achieve any definite, ultimate fineness of expression, it will benefit enormously by the continued presence of a healthy, vigorous, if not wholly intelligent, body of opponents. Directly or indirectly, they will knock a lot of nonsense out of us, will these opponents;—why should we be ashamed to admit it? They will enable us to find our level, they will spur us on to bring out the best—and only the best—that is within us.


  Take, for instance, the gentleman who objects to realistic fiction on moral grounds. If he does not stand the most conspicuous to-day, at least he was pre-eminent the day before yesterday. He is a hard case, and it is on his especial behalf that I would appeal. For he has been dislodged from the hill top, he has become a target for all manner of unkind chaff, from the ribald youth of Fleet Street and Chelsea. He has been labelled a Philistine: he has been twitted with his middle-age; he has been reported to have compromised himself with that indecent old person, Mrs. Grundy. It is confidently asserted that he comes from Putney, or from Sheffield, and that, when he is not busy abolishing the art of English literature, he is employed in safeguarding the interests of the grocery or tallow-chandler’s trade. Strange and cruel tales of him have been printed in the monthly reviews; how, but for him, certain well-known popular writers would have written masterpieces; how, like the ogre in the fairy tale, he consumes every morning at breakfast 264 a hundred pot-boiled young geniuses. For the most part they have been excellently well told, these tales of this moral ogre of ours; but why start to shatter brutally their dainty charm by a soulless process of investigation? No, let us be shamed rather into a more charitable spirit, into making generous amends, into rehabilitating the greatness of our moral ogre.


  He is the backbone of our nation; the guardian of our mediocrity; the very foil of our intelligence. Once, you fancied that you could argue with him, that you could dispute his dictum. Ah! how we cherished that day-dream of our extreme youth. But it was not to be. He is still immense; for he is unassailable; he is flawless, for he is complete within himself; his lucidity is yet unimpaired; his impartiality is yet supreme. Who amongst us could judge with a like impartiality the productions of Scandinavia and Charpentier, Walt Whitman, and the Independent Theatre? Let us remember that he has never professed to understand Art, and the deep debt of gratitude that every artist in the land should consequently owe to him; let us remember that he is above us, for he belongs to the great middle classes; let us remember that he commands votes, that he is candidate for the County Council; let us remember that he is delightful, because he is intelligible.


  Yes, he is intelligible; and of how many of us can that be said? His is no complex programme, no subtly exacting demand. A plain moral lesson is all that he asks, and his voice is as of one crying in the ever fertile wilderness of Smith and of Mudie.


  And he is right, after all—if he only knew it. The business of art is to create for us fine interests, to make of our human nature a more complete thing: and thus, all great art is moral in the wider and the truer sense of the word. It is precisely on this point of the meaning of the word “moral” that we and our ogre 265 part company. To him, morality is concerned only with the established relations between the sexes and with fair dealing between man and man: to him the subtle, indirect morality of Art is incomprehensible.


  Theoretically, Art is non-moral. She is not interested in any ethical code of any age or any nation, except in so far as the breach or observance of that code may furnish her with material on which to work. But, unfortunately, in this complex world of ours, we cannot satisfactorily pursue one interest—no, not even the interest of Art, at the expense of all others—let us look that fact in the face, doggedly, whatever pangs it may cost us—pleading magnanimously for the survival of our moral ogre, for there will be danger to our cause when his voice is no more heard.


  If imitation be the sincerest form of flattery, then our moral ogre must indeed have experienced a proud moment, when a follower came to him from the camp of the lovers of Art, and the artistic objector to realistic fiction started on his timid career. I use the word timid in no disparaging sense, but because our artistic objector, had he ventured a little farther from the vicinity of the coat-tails of his powerful protector, might have secured a more adequate recognition of his performances. For he is by no means devoid of adroitness. He can patter to us glibly of the “gospel of ugliness”; of the “cheerlessness of modern literature”; he can even juggle with that honourable property-piece, the maxim of Art for Art’s sake. But there have been moments when even this feat has proved ineffective, and some one has started scoffing at his pretended “delight in pure rhythm or music of the phrase,” and flippantly assured him that he is talking nonsense, and that style is a mere matter of psychological suggestion. You fancy our performer nonplussed, or at least boldly bracing himself to brazen the matter out. No, he passes dexterously to his curtain 266 effect—a fervid denunciation of express trains, evening newspapers, Parisian novels, or the first number of The Yellow Book. Verily, he is a versatile person.


  Sometimes, to listen to him you would imagine that pessimism and regular meals were incompatible; that the world is only ameliorated by those whom it completely satisfies, that good predominates over evil, that the problem of our destiny had been solved long ago. You begin to doubt whether any good thing can come out of this miserable, inadequate age of ours, unless it be a doctored survival of the vocabulary of a past century. The language of the coster and cadger resound in our midst, and, though Velasquez tried to paint like Whistler, Rudyard Kipling cannot write like Pope. And a weird word has been invented to explain the whole business. Decadence, decadence: you are all decadent nowadays. Ibsen, Degas, and the New English Art Club; Zola, Oscar Wilde, and the Second Mrs. Tanqueray. Mr. Richard Le Gallienne is hoist with his own petard; even the British playwright has not escaped the taint. Ah, what a hideous spectacle. All whirling along towards one common end. And the elegant voice of the artistic objector floating behind: “Après vous le déluge.” A wholesale abusing of the tendencies of the age has ever proved, for the superior mind, an inexhaustible source of relief. Few things breed such inward comfort as the contemplation of one’s own pessimism—few things produce such discomfort as the remembrance of our neighbour’s optimism.


  And yet, pessimists though we may be dubbed, some of us, on this point at least, how can we compete with the hopelessness enjoyed by our artistic objector, when the spectacle of his despondency makes us insufferably replete with hope and confidence, so that while he is loftily bewailing or prettily denouncing the completeness of our degradation, we continue to delight in the evil of 267 our ways? Oh, if we could only be sure that he would persevere in reprimanding this persistent study of the pitiable aspects of life, how our hearts would go out towards him? For the man who said that joy is essentially, regrettably inartistic, admitted in the same breath that misery lends itself to artistic treatment twice as easily as joy, and resumed the whole question in a single phrase. Let our artistic objector but weary the world sufficiently with his despair concerning the permanence of the cheerlessness of modern realism, and some day a man will arise who will give us a study of human happiness, as fine, as vital as anything we owe to Guy de Maupassant or to Ibsen. That man will have accomplished the infinitely difficult, and in admiration and in awe shall we bow down our heads before him.


  In one radical respect the art of fiction is not in the same position as the other arts. They—music, poetry, painting, sculpture, and the drama—possess a magnificent fabric of accumulated tradition. The great traditions of the art of fiction have yet to be made. Ours is a young art, struggling desperately to reach expression, with no great past to guide it. Thus, it should be a matter for wonder, not that we stumble into certain pitfalls, but that we do not fall headlong into a hundred more.


  But, if we have no great past, we have the present and the future—the one abundant in facilities, the other abundant in possibilities. Young men of to-day have enormous chances: we are working under exceedingly favourable conditions. Possibly we stand on the threshold of a very great period. I know, of course, that the literary artist is shamefully ill-paid, and that the man who merely caters for the public taste, amasses a rapid and respectable fortune. But how is it that such an arrangement seems other than entirely equitable? The essential conditions of the two cases are entirely distinct. The one man is free to give untrammelled 268 expression to his own soul, free to fan to the full the flame that burns in his heart: the other is a seller of wares, a unit in national commerce. To the one is allotted liberty and a living wage; to the other, captivity and a consolation in Consols. Let us whine, then, no more concerning the prejudice and the persecution of the Philistine, when even that misanthrope, Mr. Robert Buchanan, admits that there is no power in England to prevent a man writing exactly as he pleases. Before long the battle for literary freedom will be won. A new public has been created—appreciative, eager and determined; a public which, as Mr. Gosse puts it, in one of those admirable essays of his, “has eaten of the apple of knowledge, and will not be satisfied with mere marionnettes. Whatever comes next,” Mr. Gosse continues, “we cannot return, in serious novels, to the inanities and impossibilites [impossibilities] of the old well-made plot, to the children changed at nurse, to the madonna-heroine and the god-like hero, to the impossible virtues and melodramatic vices. In future, even those who sneer at realism and misrepresent it most wilfully, will be obliged to put their productions more in accordance with veritable experience. There will still be novel-writers who address the gallery, and who will keep up the gaudy old convention, and the clumsy Family Herald evolution, but they will no longer be distinguished men of genius. They will no longer sign themselves George Sand or Charles Dickens.”


  Fiction has taken her place amongst the arts. The theory that writing resembles the blacking of boots, the more boots you black, the better you do it, is busy evaporating. The excessive admiration for the mere idea of a book or a story is dwindling; so is the comparative indifference to slovenly treatment. True is it that the society lady, dazzled by the brilliancy of her own conversation, and the serious-minded spinster, bitten by some sociological theory, still decide in the old jaunty spirit, that fiction is the obvious 269 medium through which to astonish or improve the world. Let us beware of the despotism of the intelligent amateur, and cease our toying with that quaint and winsome bogey of ours, the British Philistine, whilst the intelligent amateur, the deadliest of Art’s enemies, is creeping up in our midst.


  For the familiarity of the man in the street with the material employed by the artist in fiction, will ever militate against the acquisition of a sound, fine, and genuine standard of workmanship. Unlike the musician, the painter, the sculptor, the architect, the artist in fiction enjoys no monopoly in his medium. The word and the phrase are, of necessity, the common property of everybody; the ordinary use of them demands no special training. Hence the popular mind, while willingly acknowledging that there are technical difficulties to be surmounted in the creation of the sonata, the landscape, the statue, the building, in the case of the short story, or of the longer novel, declines to believe even in their existence, persuaded that in order to produce good fiction, an ingenious idea, or “plot,” as it is termed, is the one thing needed. The rest is a mere matter of handwriting.


  The truth is, and, despite Mr. Waugh, we are near recognition of it, that nowadays there is but scanty merit in the mere selection of any particular subject, however ingenious or daring it may appear at first sight; that a man is not an artist, simply because he writes about heredity or the demi-monde that to call a spade a spade requires no extraordinary literary gift, and that the essential is contained in the frank, fearless acceptance by every man of his entire artistic temperament, with its qualities and its flaws.


  ·  ·


  270 Two Drawings


  By E. J. Sullivan


  I. The Old Man’s Garden


  II. The Quick and the Dead


  ·  ·
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  275 My Study


  By Alfred Hayes


  
    Let others strive for wealth or praise


    Who care to win;


    I count myself full blest, if He,


    Who made my study fair to see,


    Grant me but length of quiet days


    To muse therein.

  


  
    Its walls, with peach and cherry clad,


    From yonder wold


    Unbosomed, seem as if thereon


    September sunbeams ever shone;


    They make the air look warm and glad


    When winds are cold.

  


  
    Around its door a clematis


    Her arms doth tie;


    Through leafy lattices I view


    Its endless corridors of blue


    Curtained with clouds; its ceiling is


    The marbled sky.

  


  
    276 A verdant carpet smoothly laid


    Doth oft invite


    My silent steps; thereon the sun


    With silver thread of dew hath spun


    Devices rare—the warp of shade,


    The weft of light.

  


  
    Here dwell my chosen books, whose leaves


    With healing breath


    The ache of discontent assuage,


    And speak from each illumined page


    The patience that my soul reprieves


    From inward death;

  


  
    Some perish with a season’s wind,


    And some endure;


    One robes itself in snow, and one


    In raiment of the rising sun


    Bordered with gold; in all I find


    God’s signature.

  


  
    As on my grassy couch I lie,


    From hedge and tree


    Musicians pipe; or if the heat


    Subdue the birds, one crooneth sweet


    Whose labour is a lullaby—


    The slumbrous bee.

  


  
    277 The sun my work doth overlook


    With searching light;


    The serious moon, the flickering star,


    My midnight lamp and candle are;


    A soul unhardened is the book


    Wherein I write.

  


  
    There labouring, my heart is eased


    Of every care;


    Yet often wonderstruck I stand,


    With earnest gaze but idle hand,


    Abashed—for God Himself is pleased


    To labour there.

  


  
    Ashamed my faultful task to spell,


    I watch how grows


    The Master’s perfect colour-scheme


    Of sunset, or His simpler dream


    Of moonlight, or that miracle


    We name a rose.

  


  
    Dear Earth, one thought alone doth grieve—


    The tender dread


    Of parting from thee; as a child,


    Who painted while his father smiled,


    Then watched him paint, is loth to leave


    And go to bed.

  


  ·  ·


  278 A Reminiscence of “The Transgressor”


  By Francis Forster


  ·  ·
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  281 A Letter to the Editor†


  From Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·


  285 A Study


  By Bernhard Sickert


  ·  ·
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  289 Epigram


  To a Lady Recovered from a Dangerous Sickness


  
    Life plucks thee back as by the golden hair—


    Life, who had feigned to let thee go but now.


    Wealthy is Death already, and can spare


    Ev’n such a prey as thou.

  


  WILLIAM WATSON


  ·  ·


  290 The Coxon Fund


  By Henry James


  “They’ve got him for life!” I said to myself that evening on my way back to the station; but later, alone in the compartment (from Wimbledon to Waterloo, before the glory of the District Railway), I amended this declaration in the light of the sense that my friends would probably after all not enjoy a monopoly of Mr. Saltram. I won’t pretend to have taken his vast measure on that first occasion; but I think I had achieved a glimpse of what the privilege of his acquaintance might mean for many persons in the way of charges accepted. He had been a great experience, and it was this perhaps that had put me into a frame for divining that we should all have the honour, sooner or later, of dealing with him as a whole. Whatever impression I then received of the amount of this total, I had a full enough vision of the patience of the Mulvilles. He was staying with them for the winter; Adelaide dropped it in a tone which drew the sting from the temporary. These excellent people might indeed have been content to give the circle of hospitality a diameter of six months; but if they didn’t say that he was staying for the summer as well it was only because this was more than they ventured to hope. I 291 remember that at dinner that evening he wore slippers, new and predominantly purple, of some queer carpet-stuff: but the Mulvilles were still in the stage of supposing that he might be snatched from them by higher bidders. At a later time they grew, poor dears, to fear no snatching; but theirs was a fidelity which needed no help from competition to make them proud. Wonderful indeed as, when all was said, you inevitably pronounced Frank Saltram, it was not to be overlooked that the Kent Mulvilles were in their way still more extraordinary; as striking an instance as could easily be encountered of the familiar truth that remarkable men find remarkable conveniences.


  They had sent for me from Wimbledon to come out and dine, and there had been an implication in Adelaide’s note (judged by her notes alone she might have been thought silly), that it was a case in which something momentous was to be determined or done. I had never known them not to be in a state about somebody, and I daresay I tried to be droll on this point in accepting their invitation. On finding myself in the presence of their latest revelation I had not at first felt irreverence droop—and, thank heaven, I have never been absolutely deprived of that alternative in Mr. Saltram’s company. I saw, however (I hasten to declare it), that compared to this specimen their other phoenixes had been birds of inconsiderable feather, and I afterwards took credit to myself for not having even in primal bewilderments made a mistake about the essence of the man. He had an incomparable gift; I never was blind to it—it dazzles me at present. It dazzles me perhaps even more in remembrance than in fact, for I’m not unaware that for a subject so magnificent the imagination goes to some expense, inserting a jewel here and there or giving a twist to a plume. How the art of portraiture would rejoice in this figure if the art of portraiture had only the canvas! Nature, however, had really 292 rounded it, and if memory, hovering about it, sometimes holds her breath, this is because the voice that comes back was really golden.


  Though the great man was an inmate and didn’t dress he kept dinner on this occasion waiting long, and the first words he uttered on coming into the room were a triumphant announcement to Mulville that he had found out something. Not catching the allusion and gaping doubtless a little at his face, I privately asked Adelaide what he had found out. I shall never forget the look she gave me as she replied: “Everything!” She really believed it. At that moment, at any rate, he had found out that the mercy of the Mulvilles was infinite. He had previously of course discovered, as I had myself for that matter, that their dinners were soignés. Let me not indeed, in saying this, neglect to declare that I shall falsify my counterfeit if I seem to hint that there was in his nature any ounce of calculation. He took whatever came, but he never plotted for it, and no man who was so much of an absorbent can ever have been so little of a parasite. He had a system of the universe, but he had no system of sponging—that was quite hand to mouth. He had fine, gross, easy senses, but it was not his good-natured appetite that wrought confusion. If he had loved us for our dinners we could have paid with our dinners, and it would have been a great economy of finer matter. I make free in these connections with the plural possessive because, if I was never able to do what the Mulvilles did, and people with still bigger houses and simpler charities, I met, first and last, every demand of reflection, of emotion—particularly perhaps those of gratitude and of resentment. No one, I think, paid the tribute of giving him up so often, and if it’s rendering honour to borrow wisdow I have a right to talk of my sacrifices. He yielded lessons as the sea yields fish—I lived for a while on this diet. 293 Sometimes it almost appeared to me that his massive, monstrous failure—if failure after all it was—had been intended for my private recreation. He fairly pampered my curiosity; but the history of that experience would take me too far. This is not the large canvas I just now spoke of, and I would not have approached him with my present hand had it been a question of all the features. Frank Saltram’s features, for artistic purposes, are verily the anecdotes that are to be gathered. Their name is legion, aud this is only one, of which the interest is that it concerns even more closely several other persons. Such episodes, as one looks back, are the little dramas that made up the innumerable facets of the big drama—which is yet to be reported.


  II


  It is furthermore remarkable that though the two stories are distinct—my own, as it were, and this other, they equally began, in a manner, the first night of my acquaintance with Frank Saltram, the night I came back from Wimbledon so agitated with a new sense of life that, in London, for the very thrill of it, I could only walk home. Walking and swinging my stick, I overtook, at Buckingham Gate, George Gravener, and George Gravener’s story may be said to have begun with my making him, as our paths lay together, come home with me for a talk. I duly remember, let me parenthesise, that it was still more that or another person, and also that several years were to elapse before it was to extend to a second chapter. I had much to say to him, none the less, about my visit to the Mulvilles, whom he more indifferently knew, and I was at any rate so amusing that for long afterwards 294 he never encountered me without asking for news of the old man of the sea. I hadn’t said Mr. Saltram was old, and it was to be seen that he was of an age to outweather George Gravener. I had at that time a lodging in Ebury Street, and Gravener was staying at his brother’s empty house in Eaton Square. At Cambridge, five years before, even in our devastating set, his intellectual power had seemed to me almost awful. Some one had once asked me privately, with blanched cheeks, what it was then that after all such a mind as that left standing. “It leaves itself!” I could recollect devoutly replying. I could smile at present at this reminiscence, for even before we got to Ebury Street I was struck with the fact that, save in the sense of being well set up on his legs, George Gravener had actually ceased to tower. The universe he laid low had somehow bloomed again—the usual eminences were visible. I wondered whether he had lost his humour, or only, dreadful thought, had never had any—not even when I had fancied him most Aristophanesque. What was the need of appealing to laughter, however, I could enviously inquire, where you might appeal so confidently to measurement? Mr. Saltram’s queer figure, his thick nose and hanging lip were fresh to me: in the light of my old friend’s fine cold symmetry they presented mere success in amusing as the refuge of conscious ugliness. Already, at hungry twenty-six, Gravener looked as blank and parliamentary as if he were fifty and popular. In my scrap of a residence (he had a worldling’s eye for its futile conveniences, but never a comrade’s joke), I sounded Frank Saltram in his ears; a circumstance I mention in order to note that even then I was surprised at his impatience of my enlivenment. As he had never before heard of the personage, it took indeed the form of impatience of the preposterous Mulvilles, his relation to whom, like mine, had had its origin in an early, a childish intimacy with 295 the young Adelaide, the fruit of multiplied ties in the previous generation. When she married Kent Mulville, who was older than Gravener and I, and much more amiable, I gained a friend, but Gravener practically lost one. We were affected in different ways by the form taken by what he called their deplorable social action—the form (the term was also his) of nasty second-rate gush. I may have held in my for intérieur that the good people at Wimbledon were beautiful fools, but when he sniffed at them I couldn’t help taking the opposite line, for I already felt that even should we happen to agree it would always be for reasons that differed. It came home to me that he was admirably British as, without so much as a sociable sneer at my bookbinder, he turned away from the serried rows of my little French library.


  “Of course I’ve never seen the fellow, but it’s clear enough he’s a humbug.”


  “Clear enough is just what it isn’t,” I replied: “if it only were!” That ejaculation on my part must have been the beginning of what was to be later a long ache for final frivolous rest. Gravener was profound enough to remark after a moment that in the first place he couldn’t be anything but a Dissenter, and when I answered that the very note of his fascination was his extraordinary speculative breadth he retorted that there was no cad like your cultivated cad and that I might depend upon discovering (since I had had the levity not already to have inquired), that my shining light proceeded, a generation back, from a Methodist cheesemonger. I confess I was struck with his insistence, and I said, after reflection: “It may be—I admit it may be; but why on earth are you so sure?”—asking the question mainly to lay him the trap of saying that it was because the poor man didn’t dress for dinner. He took an instant to dodge my trap and come blandly out the other side.


  296 “Because the Kent Mulvilles have invented him. They’ve an infallible hand for frauds. All their geese are swans. They were born to be duped, they like it, they cry for it, they don’t know anything from anything, and they disgust one (luckily perhaps!) with Christian charity.” His intensity was doubtless an accident, but it might have been a strange foreknowledge. I forget what protest I dropped; it was at any rate something which led him to go on after a moment: “I only ask one thing—it’s perfectly simple. Is a man, in a given case, a real gentleman?”


  “A real gentleman, my dear fellow—that’s so soon said!”


  “Not so soon when he isn’t! If they’ve got hold of one this time he must be a great rascal!”


  “I might feel injured,” I answered, “if I didn’t reflect that they don’t rave about me.”


  “Don’t be too sure! I’ll grant that he’s a gentleman,” Gravener presently added, “if you’ll admit that he’s a scamp.”


  “I don’t know which to admire most, your logic or your benevolence.”


  My friend coloured at this, but he didn’t change the subject. “Where did they pick him up?”


  “I think they were struck with something he had published.”


  “I can fancy the dreary thing!”


  “I believe they found out he had all sorts of worries and difficulties.”


  “That, of course, was not to be endured, and they jumped at the privilege of paying his debts!” I replied that I knew nothing about his debts, and I reminded my visitor that though the dear Mulvilles were angels they were neither idiots nor millionaires. What they mainly aimed at was re-uniting Mr. Saltram to his wife. “I was expecting to hear that he has basely abandoned her,” 297 Gravener went on, at this, “and I’m too glad you don’t disappoint me.”


  I tried to recall exactly what Mrs. Mulville had told me. “He didn’t leave her—no. It’s she who has left him.”


  “Left him to us?” Gravener asked. “The monster—many thanks! I decline to take him.”


  “You’ll hear more about him in spite of yourself. I can’t, no, I really can’t, resist the impression that he’s a big man.” I was already learning—to my shame perhaps be it said—just the tone that my old friend least liked.


  “It’s doubtless only a trifle,” he returned, “but you haven’t happened to mention what his reputation’s to rest on.”


  “Why, on what I began by boring you with—his extraordinary mind.”


  “As exhibited in his writings?”


  “Possibly in his writings, but certainly in his talk, which is far and away the richest I ever listened to.”


  “And what is it all about?”


  “My dear fellow, don’t ask me! About everything!” I pursued, reminding myself of poor Adelaide. “About his idea of things,” I then more charitably added. “You must have heard him to know what I mean—it’s unlike anything that ever was heard.” I coloured, I admit, I overcharged a little, for such a picture was an anticipation of Saltram’s later development and still more of my fuller acquaintance with him. However, I really expressed, a little lyrically perhaps, my actual imagination of him when I proceeded to declare that, in a cloud of tradition, of legend, he might very well go down to posterity as the greatest of all great talkers. Before we parted George Gravener demanded why such a row should be made about a chatterbox the more and why he should be pampered and pensioned. The greater the windbag 298 the greater the calamity. Out of proportion to all other movements on earth had come to be this wagging of the tongue. We were drenched with talk—our wretched age was dying of it. I differed from him here sincerely, only going so far as to concede, and gladly, that we were drenched with sound. It was not, however, the mere speakers who were killing us—it was the mere stammerers. Fine talk was as rare as it was refreshing—the gift of the gods themselves, the one starry spangle on the ragged cloak of humanity. How many men were there who rose to this privilege, of how many masters of conversation could he boast the acquaintance? Dying of talk?—why, we were dying of the lack of it! Bad writing wasn’t talk, as many people seemed to think, and even good wasn’t always to be compared to it. From the best talk, indeed, the best writing had something to learn. I fancifully added that we too should peradventure be gilded by the legend, should be pointed at for having listened, for having actually heard. Gravener, who had looked at his watch and discovered it was midnight, found to all this a response beautifully characteristic of him.


  “There is one little sovereign circumstance,” he remarked, “which is common to the best talk and the worst.” He looked at this moment as if he meant so much that I thought he could only mean once more that neither of them mattered if a man wasn’t a real gentleman. Perhaps it was what he did mean; he deprived me, however, of the exultation of being right by putting the truth in a slightly different way. “The only thing that really counts for one’s estimate of a person is his conduct.” He had his watch still in his hand, and I reproached him with unfair play in having ascertained beforehand that it was now the hour at which I always gave in. My pleasantry so far failed to mollify him as that he presently added that to the rule he had just enunciated there was absolutely no exception.


  299 “None whatever?”


  “None whatever.”


  “Trust me then to try to be good at any price!” I laughed as I went with him to the door. “I declare I will be, if I have to be horrible!”


  III


  If that first night was one of the liveliest, or at any rate was the freshest, of my exaltation, there was another, four years later, that was one of my great discomposures. Repetition, I well knew by this time, was the secret of Saltram’s power to alienate, and of course one would never have seen him at his finest if one hadn’t seen him in his remorses. They set in mainly at this season and were magnificent, orchestral. I was perfectly aware that one of these great sweeps was now gathering; but none the less, in our arduous attempt to set him on his feet as a lecturer, it was impossible not to feel that two failures were a large order, as we said, for a short course of five. This was the second time, and it was past nine o’clock; the audience, a muster unprecedented and really encouraging, had fortunately the attitude of blandness that might have been looked for in persons whom the promise (if I am not mistaken) of an Analysis of Primary Ideas had drawn to the neighbourhood of Upper Baker Street. There was in those days in that region a petty lecture-hall to be secured on terms as moderate as the funds left at our disposal by the irrepressible question of the maintenance of five small Saltrams (I include the mother) and one large one. By the time the Saltrams, of different sizes, were all maintained, we had pretty well poured out the 300 oil that might have lubricated the machinery for enabling the most original of men to appear to maintain them.


  It was I, the other time, who had been forced into the breach, standing up there, for an odious lamplit moment to explain to half-a-dozen thin benches, where the earnest brows were virtuously void of guesses, that we couldn’t put so much as a finger on Mr. Saltram. There was nothing to plead but that our scouts had been out from the early hours and that we were afraid that on one of his walks abroad—he took one, for meditation, whenever he was to address such a company—some accident had disabled or delayed him. The meditative walks were a fiction, for he never, that any one could discover, prepared anything but a magnificent prospectus; so that his circulars and programmes, of which I possess an almost complete collection, are as the solemn ghosts of generations never born. I put the case, as it seemed to me, at the best; but I admit I had been angry, and Kent Mulville was shocked at my want of attenuation. This time therefore I left the excuses to his more practised patience, only relieving myself in response to a direct appeal from a young lady next whom, in the hall, I found myself sitting. My position was an accident, but if it had been calculated the reason would scarcely have eluded an observer of the fact that no one else in the room had an appearance so charming. I think indeed she was the only person there who looked at her ease, who had come a little in the spirit of adventure. She seemed to carry amusement in her handsome young head, and her presence quite gave me the sense of a sudden extension of Saltram’s sphere of influence. He was doing better than we hoped and he had chosen this occasion, of all occasions, to succumb to heaven knew which of his infirmities. The young lady produced an impression of auburn hair and black velvet, and had on her other hand a companion 301 of obscurer type, presumably a waiting-maid. She herself might perhaps have been a foreign countess, and before she spoke to me I had beguiled our sorry interval by thinking that she brought vaguely back the first page of some novel of Madame Sand. It didn’t make her more fathomable to perceive in a few minutes that she could only be an American; it simply engendered depressing reflections as to the possible check to contributions from Boston. She asked me if, as a person apparently more initiated, I would recommend further waiting, and I replied that if she considered I was on my honour I would privately deprecate it. Perhaps she didn’t; at any rate something passed between us that led us to talk until she became aware that we were almost the only people left. I presently discovered that she knew Mrs. Saltram, and this explained in a manner the miracle. The brotherhood of the friends of the husband were as nothing to the brotherhood, or perhaps I should say the sisterhood, of the friends of the wife. Like the Kent Mulvilles I belonged to both fraternities, and even better than they I think I had sounded the dark abyss of Mrs. Saltram’s wrongs. She bored me to extinction, and I knew but too well how she had bored her husband; but she had her partisans, the most inveterate of whom were indeed the handful of poor Saltram’s backers. They did her liberal justice, whereas her peculiar comforters had nothing but hatred for our philosopher. I am bound to say it was we, however—we of both camps, as it were—who had always done most for her.


  I thought my young lady looked rich—I scarcely knew why; and I hoped she had put her hand in her pocket. But I soon discovered that she was not a partisan—she was only a generous, irresponsible inquirer. She had come to England to see her aunt, and it was at her aunt’s she had met the dreary lady we had all so 302 much on our minds. I saw she would help to pass the time when she observed that it was a pity this lady wasn’t intrinsically more interesting. That was refreshing, for it was an article of faith in Mrs. Saltram’s circle—at least among those who scorned to know her horrid husband—that she was attractive on her merits. She was really a very common person, as Saltram himself would have been if he hadn’t been a prodigy. The question of vulgarity had no application to him, but it was a measure that his wife kept challenging you to apply to her. I hasten to add that the consequences of your doing so were no sufficient reason for his having left her to starve. “He doesn’t seem to have much force of character,” said my young lady; at which I laughed out so loud that my departing friends looked back at me over their shoulders as if I were making a joke of their discomfiture. My joke probably cost Saltram a subscription or two, but it helped me on with my interlocutress. “She says he drinks like a fish,” she sociably continued, “and yet she admits that his mind is wonderfully clear.” It was amusing to converse with a pretty girl who could talk of the clearness of Saltram’s mind. I tried to tell her—I had it almost on my conscience—what was the proper way to regard him; an effort attended perhaps more than ever on this occasion with the usual effect of my feeling that I wasn’t after all very sure of it. She had come to-night out of high curiosity—she had wanted to find out this proper way for herself. She had read some of his papers and hadn’t understood them; but it was at home, at her aunt’s, that her curiosity had been kindled—kindled mainly by his wife’s remarkable stories of his want of virtue. “I suppose they ought to have kept me away,” my companion dropped, “and I suppose they would have done so if I hadn’t somehow got an idea that he’s fascinating. In fact Mrs. Saltram herself says he is.”


  303 “So you came to see where the fascination resides? Well, you’ve seen!”


  My young lady raised her fine eyebrows. “Do you mean in his bad faith?”


  “In the extraordinary effects of it; his possession, that is, of some quality or other that condemns us in advance to forgive him the humiliation, as I may call it, to which he has subjected us.”


  “The humiliation?”


  “Why mine, for instance, as one of his guarantors, before you as the purchaser of a ticket.”


  “You don’t look humiliated a bit, and if you did I should let you off, disappointed as I am; for the mysterious quality you speak of is just the quality I came to see.”


  “Oh, you can’t see it!” I exclaimed.


  “How then do you get at it?”


  “You don’t! You musn’t suppose he’s good-looking,” I added.


  “Why, his wife says he is!”


  My hilarity may have struck my interlocutress as excessive, but I confess it broke out afresh. Had she acted only in obedience to this singular plea, so characteristic, on Mrs. Saltram’s part, of what was irritating in the narrowness of that lady’s point of view? “Mrs. Saltram,” I explained, “undervalues him where he is strongest, so that, to make up for it perhaps, she overpraises him where he’s weak. He’s not, assuredly, superficially attractive; he’s middle-aged, fat, featureless save for his great eyes.”


  “Yes, his great eyes,” said my young lady attentively. She had evidently heard all about them.


  “They’re tragic and splendid—lights on a dangerous coast. But he moves badly and dresses worse, and altogether he’s strange to behold.”


  304 My companion appeared to reflect on this, and after a moment she inquired: “Do you call him a real gentleman?”


  I started slightly at the question, for I had a sense of recognising it: George Gravener, years before that first flushed night, had put me face to face with it. It had embarrassed me then, but it didn’t embarrass me now, for I had lived with it and overcome it and disposed of it. “A real gentleman? Decidedly not!”


  My promptitude surprised her a little, but I quickly felt that it was not to Gravener I was now talking. “Do you say that because he’s—what do you call it in England?—of humble extraction?”


  “Not a bit. His father was a country schoolmaster and his mother the widow of a sexton, but that has nothing to do with it. I say it simply because I know him well.”


  “But isn’t it an awful drawback?”


  “Awful—quite awful.”


  “I mean, isn’t it positively fatal?”


  “Fatal to what? Not to his magnificent vitality.”


  Again there was a meditative moment, “And is his magnificent vitality the cause of his vices?”


  “Your questions are formidable, but I’m glad you put them. I was thinking of his noble intellect. His vices, as you say, have been much exaggerated: they consist mainly after all in one comprehensive misfortune.”


  “A want of will?”


  “A want of dignity.”


  “He doesn’t recognise his obligations?”


  “On the contrary, he recognises them with effusion, especially in public: he smiles and bows and beckons across the street to them. But when they pass over he turns away, and he speedily loses them in the crowd. The recognition is purely spiritual—it 305 isn’t in the least social. So he leaves all his belongings to other people to take care of. He accepts favours, loans, sacrifices, with nothing more restrictive than an agony of shame. Fortunately we’re a little faithful band, and we do what we can.” I held my tongue about the natural children, engendered, to the number of three, in the wantonness of his youth. I only remarked that he did make efforts—often tremendous ones. “But the efforts,” I said, “never come to much; the only things that come to much are the abandonments, the surrenders.”


  “And how much do they come to?”


  “I’ve told you before that your questions are terrible! They come, these mere exercises of genius, to a great body of poetry, of philosophy, a notable mass of speculation, of discovery. The genius is there, you see, to meet the surrender; but there’s no genius to support the defence.”


  “But what is there, after all, at his age, to show?”


  “In the way of achievement recognised and reputation established?” I interrupted. “To ‘show’ if you will, there isn’t much, for his writing, mostly, isn’t as fine as his talk. Moreover, two-thirds of his work are merely colossal projects and announcements. ‘Showing’ Frank Saltram is often a poor business; we endeavoured, you will have observed, to show him to-night! However, if he had lectured, he would have lectured divinely. It would just have been his talk.”


  “And what would his talk just have been?”


  I was conscious of some ineffectiveness as well perhaps as of a little impatience as I replied: “The exhibition of a splendid intellect.” My young lady looked not quite satisfied at this, but as I was not prepared for another question I hastily pursued: “The sight of a great suspended, swinging crystal, huge, lucid, lustrous, a block of light, flashing back every impression of life and 306 every possibility of thought!” This gave her something to think about till we had passed out to the dusky porch of the hall, in front of which the lamps of a quiet brougham were almost the only thing Saltram’s treachery hadn’t extinguished. I went with her to the door of her carriage, out of which she leaned a moment after she had thanked me and taken her seat. Her smile even in the darkness was pretty. “I do want to see that crystal!”


  “You’ve only to come to the next lecture.”


  “I go abroad in a day or two with my aunt.”


  “Wait over till next week,” I suggested. “It’s worth it.”


  She became grave. “Not unless he really comes!” At which the brougham started off, carrying her away too fast, fortunately for my manners, to allow me to exclaim “Ingratitude!”


  IV


  Mrs. Saltram made a great affair of her right to be informed where her husband had been the second evening he failed to meet his audience. She came to me to ascertain, but I couldn’t satisfy her, for in spite of my ingenuity I remained in ignorance. It was not till much later that I found this had not been the case with Kent Mulville, whose hope for the best never twirled its thumbs more placidly than when he happened to know the worst. He had known it on the occasion I speak of—that is immediately after. He was impenetrable then, but he ultimately confessed—more than I shall venture to confess to-day. It was of course familiar to me that Saltram was incapable of keeping the engagements which, after their separation, he had entered into with regard to his wife, a deeply wronged, justly resentful, quite irreproachable 307 and insufferable person. She often appeared at my chambers to talk over his lacunæ, for if, as she declared, she had washed her hands of him, she had carefully preserved the water of this ablution and she handed it about for inspection. She had arts of her own of exciting one’s impatience, the most infallible of which was perhaps her assumption that we were kind to her because we liked her. In reality her personal fall had been a sort of social rise, for there had been a moment when, in our little conscientious circle, her desolation almost made her the fashion. Her voice was grating and her children ugly; moreover she hated the good Mulvilles, whom I more and more loved. They were the people who by doing most for her husband had in the long run done most for herself; and the warm confidence with which he had laid his length upon them was a pressure gentle compared with her stiffer persuadability. I am bound to say he didn’t criticise his benefactors, though practically he got tired of them; she, however, had the highest standards about eleemosynary forms. She offered the odd spectacle of a spirit puffed up by dependence, and indeed it had introduced her to some excellent society. She pitied me for not knowing certain people who aided her and whom she doubtless patronised in turn for their luck in not knowing me. I daresay I should have got on with her better if she had had a ray of imagination—if it had occasionally seemed to occur to her to regard Saltram’s manifestations in any other manner than as separate subjects of woe. They were all flowers of his nature, pearls strung on an endless thread; but she had a stubborn little way of challenging them one after the other, as if she never suspected that he had a nature, such as it was, or that deficiencies might be organic; the irritating effect of a mind incapable of a generalisation. One might doubtless have overdone the idea that there was a general exemption for such a man; but 308 if this had happened it would have been through one’s feeling that there could be none for such a woman.


  I recognised her superiority when I asked her about the aunt of the disappointed young lady: it sounded like a sentence from a phrase-book. She triumphed in what she told me and she may have triumphed still more in what she withheld. My friend of the other evening, Miss Anvoy, had but lately come to England; Lady Coxon, the aunt, had been established here for years in consequence of her marriage with the late Sir Gregory of that ilk. She had a house in the Regent’s Park and a Bath-chair and a page; and above all she had sympathy. Mrs. Saltram had made her acquaintance through mutual friends. This vagueness caused me to feel how much I was out of it and how large an independent circle Mrs. Saltram had at her command. I should have been glad to know more about the charming Miss Anvoy, but I felt that I should know most by not depriving her of her advantage, as she might have mysterious means of depriving me of my knowledge. For the present, moreover, this experience was arrested, Lady Coxon having in fact gone abroad, accompanied by her niece. The niece, besides being immensely clever, was an heiress, Mrs. Saltram said; the only daughter and the light of the eyes of some great American merchant, a man, over there, of endless indulgences and dollars. She had pretty clothes and pretty manners, and she had, what was prettier still, the great thing of all. The great thing of all for Mrs. Saltram was always sympathy, and she spoke as if during the absence of these ladies she might not know where to turn for it. A few months later indeed, when they had come back, her tone perceptibly changed: she alluded to them, on my leading her up to it, rather as to persons in her debt for favours received. What had happened I didn’t know, but I saw it would take only a little more or a little 309 less to make her speak of them as thankless subjects of social countenance—people for whom she had vainly tried to do something. I confess I saw that it would not be in a mere week or two that I should rid myself of the image of Ruth Anvoy, in whose very name, when I learnt it, I found something secretly to like. I should probably neither see her nor hear of her again: the knight’s widow (he had been mayor of Clockborough) would pass away, and the heiress would return to her inheritance. I gathered with surprise that she had not communicated to his wife the story of her attempt to hear Mr. Saltram, and I founded this reticence on the easy supposition that Mrs. Saltram had fatigued by over-pressure the spring of the sympathy of which she boasted. The girl at any rate would forget the small adventure, be distracted, take a husband; besides which she would lack opportunity to repeat her experiment.


  We clung to the idea of the brilliant course, delivered without a tumble, that, as a lecturer, would still make the paying public aware of our great mind; but the fact remained that in the case of an inspiration so unequal there was treachery, there was fallacy at least, in the very conception of a series. In our scrutiny of ways and means we were inevitably subject to the old convention of the synopsis, the syllabus, partly of course not to lose the advantage of his grand free hand in drawing up such things; but for myself I laughed at our categories even while I stickled for them. It was indeed amusing work to be scrupulous for Frank Saltram, who also at moments laughed about it, so far as the rise and fall of a luxurious sigh might pass for such a sound. He admitted with a candour all his own that he was in truth only to be depended on in the Mulvilles’ drawing-room. “Yes,” he suggestively conceded, “it’s there, I think, that I am at my best; quite late, when it gets toward eleven—and if I’ve not been too much 310 worried.” We all knew what too much worry meant; it meant too enslaved for the hour to the superstition of sobriety. On the Saturdays I used to bring my portmanteau, so as not to have to think of eleven o’clock trains. I had a bold theory that as regards this temple of talk and its altars of cushioned chintz, its pictures and its flowers, its large fireside and clear lamplight, we might really arrive at something if the Mulvilles would only charge for admission. But here it was that the Mulvilles shamelessly broke down; as there is a flaw in every perfection, this was the inexpugnable refuge of their egotism. They declined to make their saloon a market, so that Saltram’s golden words continued to be the only coin that rang there. It can have happened to no man, however, to be paid a greater price than such an enchanted hush as surrounded him on his greatest nights. The most profane, on these occasions, felt a presence; all minor eloquence grew dumb. Adelaide Mulville, for the pride of her hospitality, anxiously watched the door or stealthily poked the fire. I used to call it the music-room, for we had anticipated Bayreuth. The very gates of the kingdom of light seemed to open and the horizon of thought to flash with the beauty of a sunrise at sea.


  In the consideration of ways and means, the sittings of our little board, we were always conscious of the creak of Mrs. Saltram’s shoes. She hovered, she interrupted, she almost presided, the state of affairs being mostly such as to supply her with every incentive for inquiring what was to be done next. It was the pressing pursuit of this knowledge that, in concatenations of omnibuses and usually in very wet weather, led her so often to my door. She thought us spiritless creatures with editors and publishers; but she carried matters to no great effect when she personally pushed into back-shops. She wanted all moneys to be paid to herself; they 311 were otherwise liable to such strange adventures. They trickled away into the desert, and they were mainly at best, alas, but a slender stream. The editors and the publishers were the last people to take this remarkable thinker at the valuation that has now pretty well come to be established. The former were half distraught between the desire to “cut” him and the difficulty of finding a crevice for their shears; and when a volume on this or that portentous subject was proposed to the latter they suggested alternative titles which, as reported to our friend, brought into his face the noble blank melancholy that sometimes made it handsome. The title of an unwritten book didn’t after all much matter, but some masterpiece of Saltram’s may have died in his bosom of the shudder with which it was then convulsed. The ideal solution, failing the fee at Kent Mulville’s door, would have been some system of subscription to projected treatises with their non-appearance provided for—provided for, I mean, by the indulgence of subscribers. The author’s real misfortune was that subscribers were so wretchedly literal. When they tastelessly inquired why publication had not ensued I was tempted to ask who in the world had ever been so published. Nature herself had brought him out in voluminous form, and the money was simply a deposit on borrowing the work.


  V


  I was doubtless often a nuisance to my friends in those years; but there were sacrifices I declined to make, and I never passed the hat to George Gravener. I never forgot our little discussion in Ebury Street, and I think it stuck in my throat to have to make to him the admission I had made so easily to Miss Anvoy. 312 It had cost me nothing to confide to this charming girl, but it would have cost me much to confide to the friend of my youth, that the character of the “real gentleman” was not an attribute of the man I took such pains for. Was this because I had already generalised to the point of perceiving that women are really the unfastidious sex? I knew at any rate that Gravener, already quite in view but still hungry and frugal, had naturally enough more ambition than charity. He had sharp aims for stray sovereigns, being in view most from the tall steeple of Clockborough. His immediate ambition was to wholly occupy the field of vision of that smokily-seeing city, and all his movements and postures were calculated at this angle. The movement of the hand to the pocket had thus to alternate gracefully with the posture of the hand on the heart. He talked to Clockborough in short only less beguilingly than Frank Saltram talked to his electors; with the difference in our favour, however, that we had already voted and that our candidate had no antagonist but himself. He had more than once been at Wimbledon—it was Mrs. Mulville’s work, not mine—and, by the time the claret was served, had seen the god descend. He took more pains to swing his censer than I had expected, but on our way back to town he forestalled any little triumph I might have been so artless as to express by the observation that such a man was—a hundred times!—a man to use and never a man to be used by. I remember that this neat remark humiliated me almost as much as if virtually, in the fever of broken slumbers, I hadn’t often made it myself. The difference was that on Gravener’s part a force attached to it that could never attach to it on mine. He was able to use him in short, he had the machinery; and the irony of Saltram’s being made showy at Clockborough came out to me when he said, as if he had no memory of our original talk and the idea were quite fresh to him: 313 “I hate his type, you know, but I’ll be hanged if I don’t put some of those things in. I can find a place for them: we might even find a place for the fellow himself.” I myself should have had some fear, not, I need scarcely say, for the “things” themselves, but for some other things very near them—in fine for the rest of my eloquence.


  Later on I could see that the oracle of Wimbledon was not in this case so serviceable as he would have been had the politics of the gods only coincided more exactly with those of the party. There was a distinct moment when, without saying anything more definite to me, Gravener entertained the idea of “getting hold” of Mr. Saltram. Such a project was factitious, for the discovery of analogies between his body of doctrine and that pressed from headquarters upon Clockborough—the bottling, in a word, of the air of those lungs for convenient public uncorking in corn-exchanges—was an experiment for which no one had the leisure. The only thing would have been to carry him massively about, paid, caged, clipped: to turn him on for a particular occasion in a particular channel. Frank Saltram’s channel, however, was essentially not calculable, and there was no knowing what disastrous floods might have issued. For what there would have been to do “The Empire,” the great newspaper, was there to look to; but it was no new misfortune that there were delicate situations in which “The Empire” broke down. In fine there was an instinctive apprehension that a clever young journalist commissioned to report upon Mr. Saltram might never come back from the errand. No one knew better than George Gravener that that was a time when prompt returns counted double. If he therefore found our friend an exasperating waste of orthodoxy, it was because he was, as he said, up in the clouds; not because he was down in the dust. He would have been a real enough gentleman if he 314 could have helped to put in a real gentleman. Gravener’s great objection to the actual member was that he was not one.


  Lady Coxon had a fine old house, a house with “grounds,” at Clockborough, which she had let; but after she returned from abroad I learned from Mrs. Saltram that the lease had fallen in and that she had gone down to resume possession. I could see the faded red livery, the big square shoulders, the high-walled garden of this decent abode. As the rumble of dissolution grew louder the suitor would have pressed his suit, and I found myself hoping that the politics of the late Mayor’s widow would not be such as to enjoin upon her to ask him to dinner; perhaps indeed I went so far as to hope that they would be such as to put all countenance out of the question. I tried to focus the page, in the daily airing, as he perhaps even pushed the Bath-chair over somebody’s toes. I was destined to hear, however, through Mrs. Saltram (who, I afterwards learned, was in correspondence with Lady Coxon’s housekeeper), that Gravener was known to have spoken of the habitation I had in my eye as the pleasantest thing at Clockborough. On his part, I was sure, this was the voice not of envy but of experience. The vivid scene was now peopled, and I could see him in the old-time garden with Miss Anvoy, who would be certain, and very justly, to think him good-looking. It would be too much to say that I was troubled by such an image; but I seem to remember the relief, singular enough, of feeling it suddenly brushed away by an annoyance really much greater; an annoyance the result of its happening to come over me about that time with a rush that I was simply ashamed of Frank Saltram. There were limits after all, and my mark at last had been reached.


  I had had my disgusts, if I may allow myself to-day such an expression; but this was a supreme revolt. Certain things cleared up in my mind, certain values stood out. It was all very well to 315 talk of an unfortunate temperament; there were misfortunes that people should themselves correct, and correct in private, without calling in assistance. I avoided George Gravener at this moment, and reflected that at such a time I should do so most effectually by leaving England. I wanted to forget Frank Saltram—that was all. I didn’t want to do anything in the world to him but that. Indignation had withered on the stalk, and I felt that one could pity him as much as one ought only by never thinking of him again. It wasn’t for anything he had done to me; it was for something he had done to the Mulvilles. Adelaide cried about it for a week, and her husband, profiting by the example so signally given him of the fatal effect of a want of character, left the letter unanswered. The letter, an incredible one, addressed by Saltram to Wimbledon during a stay with the Pudneys at Ramsgate, was the central feature of the incident, which, however, had many features, each more painful than whichever other we compared it with. The Pudneys had behaved shockingly, but that was no excuse. Base ingratitude, gross indecency—one had one’s choice only of such formulas as that the more they fitted the less they gave one rest. These are dead aches now, and I am under no obligation, thank heaven, to be definite about the business. There are things which if I had had to tell them—well, I wouldn’t have told my story.


  I went abroad for the general election, and if I don’t know how much, on the Continent, I forgot, I at least know how much I missed, him. At a distance, in a foreign land, ignoring, abjuring, unlearning him, I discovered what he had done for me. I owed him, oh unmistakably, certain noble conceptions; I had lighted my little taper at his smoky lamp, and lo, it continued to twinkle. But the light it gave me just showed me how much more I wanted. I was pursued of course by letters from Mrs. Saltram, 316 which I didn’t scruple not to read, though I was duly conscious that her embarrassments would now be of the gravest. I sacrificed to propriety by simply putting them away, and this is how, one day as my absence drew to an end, my eye, as I rummaged in my desk for another paper, was caught by a name on a leaf that had detached itself from the packet. The allusion was to Miss Anvoy, who, it appeared, was engaged to be married to Mr. George Gravener; and the news was two months old. A direct question of Mrs. Saltram’s had thus remained unanswered—she had inquired of me in a postscript what sort of man this Mr. Gravener might be. This Mr. Gravener had been triumphantly returned for Clockborough, in the interest of the party that had swept the country, so that I might easily have referred Mrs. Saltram to the journals of the day. But when I at last wrote to her that I was coming home and would discharge my accumulated burden by seeing her, I remarked in regard to her question that she must really put it to Miss Anvoy.


  VI


  I had almost avoided the general election, but some of its consequences, on my return, had squarely to be faced. The season, in London, began to breathe again and to flap its folded wings. Confidence, under the new ministry, was understood to be reviving, and one of the symptoms, in the social body, was a recovery of appetite. People once more fed together, and it happened that, one Saturday night, at somebody’s house, I fed with George Gravener. When the ladies left the room I moved up to where he sat and offered him my congratulation. “On my election?” he asked after a moment; whereupon I feigned, jocosely not to 317 have heard of his election and to be alluding to something much more important, the rumour of his engagement. I daresay I coloured however, for his political victory had momentarily passed out of my mind. What was present to it was that he was to marry that beautiful girl; and yet his question made me conscious of some embarrassment—I had not intended to put that before everything. He himself indeed ought gracefully to have done so, and I remember thinking the whole man was in this assumption, that in expressing my sense of what he had won I had fixed my thoughts on his “seat.” We straightened the matter out, and he was so much lighter in hand than I had lately seen him that his spirits might well have been fed from a double source. He was so good as to say that he hoped I should soon make the acquaintance of Miss Anvoy, who, with her aunt, was presently coming up to town. Lady Coxon, in the country, had been seriously unwell, and this had delayed their arrival. I told him I had heard the marriage would be a splendid one; on which, brightened and humanised by his luck, he laughed and said: “Do you mean for her?” When I had again explained what I meant he went on: “Oh, she’s an American, but you’d scarcely know it; unless, perhaps,” he added, “by her being used to more money than most girls in England, even the daughters of rich men. That wouldn’t in the least do for a fellow like me, you know, if it wasn’t for the great liberality of her father. He really has been most kind, and everything is quite satisfactory.” He added that his eldest brother had taken a tremendous fancy to her and that during a recent visit at Coldfield she had nearly won over Lady Maddock. I gathered from something he dropped later that the free-handed gentleman beyond the seas had not made a settlement, but had given a handsome present and was apparently to be looked to, across the water, for other favours. People are simplified alike 318 by great contentments and great yearnings, and whether or no it was Gravener’s directness that begot my own, I seem to recall that in some turn taken by our talk he almost imposed it upon me as an act of decorum to ask if Miss Anvoy had also by chance expectations from her aunt. My inquiry elicited that Lady Coxon, who was the oddest of women, would have in any contingency to act under her late husband’s will, which was odder still, saddling her with a mass of queer obligations intermingled with queer loopholes. There were several dreary people, Coxon relations, old maids, whom she would have more or less to consider. Gravener laughed, without saying no, when I suggested that the young lady might come in through a loophole; then suddenly, as if he suspected that I had turned a lantern on him, he exclaimed quite dryly: “That’s all rot—one is moved by other springs!”


  A fortnight later, at Lady Coxon’s own house, I understood well enough the springs one was moved by. Gravener had spoken of me there as an old friend, and I received a gracious invitation to dine. The knight’s widow was again indisposed—she had succumbed at the eleventh hour; so that I found Miss Anvoy bravely playing hostess, without even Gravener’s help, inasmuch as, to make matters worse, he had just sent up word that the House, the insatiable House, with which he supposed he had contracted for easier terms, positively declined to release him. I was struck with the courage, the grace and gaiety of the young lady left to deal unaided with the possibilities of the Regent’s Park. I did what I could to help her to keep them down, or up, after I had recovered from the confusion of seeing her slightly disconcerted at perceiving in the guest introduced by her intended the gentleman with whom she had had that talk about Frank Saltram. I had at that moment my first glimpse of the fact that 319 she was a person who could carry a responsibility; but I leave the reader to judge of my sense of the aggravation, for either of us, of such a burden when I heard the servant announce Mrs. Saltram. From what immediately passed between the two ladies I gathered that the latter had been sent for post-haste to fill the gap created by the absence of the mistress of the house. “Good!” I exclaimed, “she will be put by me!” and my apprehension was promptly justified. Mrs. Saltram taken into dinner, and taken in as a consequence of an appeal to her amiability, was Mrs. Saltram with a vengeance. I asked myself what Miss Anvoy meant by doing such things, but the only answer I arrived at was that Gravener was verily fortunate. She had not happened to tell him of her visit to Upper Baker Street, but she would certainly tell him to-morrow; not indeed that this would make him like any better her having had the simplicity to invite such a person as Mrs. Saltram on such an occasion. I reflected that I had never seen a young woman put such ignorance into her cleverness, such freedom into her modesty: this, I think, was when, after dinner, she said to me frankly, with almost jubilant mirth: “Oh, you don’t admire Mrs. Saltram!” Why should I? She was truly an innocent maiden. I had briefly to consider before I could reply that my objection to the lady in question was the objection often formulated in regard to persons met at the social board—I knew all her stories. Then, as Miss Anvoy remained momentarily vague, I added: “About her husband.”


  “Oh yes, but there are some new ones.”


  “None for me. Oh, novelty would be pleasant!”


  “Doesn’t it appear that of late he has been particularly horrid?”


  “His fluctuations don’t matter,” I replied; “they are all covered by the single circumstance I mentioned the evening we 320 waited for him together. What will you have? He has no dignity.”


  Miss Anvoy, who had been introducing with her American distinctness, looked encouragingly round at some of the combinations she had risked. “It’s too bad I can’t see him.”


  “You mean Gravener won’t let you?”


  “I haven’t asked him. He lets me do everything.”


  “But you know he knows him and wonders what some of us see in him.”


  “We haven’t happened to talk of him,” the girl said.


  “Get him to take you some day out to see the Mulvilles.”


  “I thought Mr. Saltram had thrown the Mulvilles over.”


  “Utterly. But that won’t prevent his being planted there again, to bloom like a rose, within a month or two.”


  Miss Anvoy thought a moment. Then, “I should like to see them,” she said with her fostering smile.


  “They’re tremendously worth it. You mustn’t miss them.”


  “I’ll make George take me,” she went on as Mrs. Saltram came up to interrupt us. The girl smiled at her as kindly as she had smiled at me, and addressing the question to her, continued: “But the chance of a lecture—one of the wonderful lectures? Isn’t there another course announced!”


  “Another? There are about thirty!” I exclaimed, turning away and feeling Mrs. Saltram’s little eyes in my back. A few days after this, I heard that Gravener’s marriage was near at hand—was settled for Whitsuntide; but as I had received no invitation I doubted it, and presently there came to me in fact the report of a postponement. Something was the matter; what was the matter was supposed to be that Lady Coxon was now critically ill. I had called on her after my dinner in the Regent’s Park, but I had neither seen her nor seen Miss 321 Anvoy. I forget to-day the exact order in which, at this period, certain incidents occurred and the particular stage at which it suddenly struck me, making me catch my breath a little, that the progression, the acceleration was for all the world that of a drama. This was probably rather late in the day, and the exact order doesn’t matter. What had already occurred was some accident determining a more patient wait. George Gravener, whom I met again, in fact told me as much, but without signs of perturbation. Lady Coxon had to be constantly attended to, and there were other good reasons as well. Lady Coxon had to be so constantly attended to that on the occasion of a second attempt in the Regent’s Park I equally failed to obtain a sight of her niece. I judged it discreet under the circumstances not to make a third; but this didn’t matter, for it was through Adelaide Mulville that the side-wind of the comedy, though I was at first unwitting, began to reach me. I went to Wimbledon at times because Saltram was there and I went at others because he was not. The Pudneys, who had taken him to Birmingham, had already got rid of him, and we had a horrible consciousness of his wandering roofless, in dishonour, about the smoky Midlands, almost as the injured Lear wandered on the storm-lashed heath. His room, upstairs, had been lately done up (I could hear the crackle of the new chintz), and the difference only made his smirches and bruises, his splendid tainted genius, the more tragic. If he wasn’t barefoot in the mire, he was sure to be unconventionally shod. These were the things Adelaide and I, who were old enough friends to stare at each other in silence, talked about when we didn’t speak. When we spoke it was only about the charming girl George Gravener was to marry, whom he had brought out the other Sunday. I could see that this introduction had been happy, for Mrs. Mulville commemorated it in the only 322 way in which she ever expressed her confidence in a new relation. “She likes me—she likes me”: her native humility exulted in that measure of success. We all knew for ourselves how she liked those who liked her, and as regards Ruth Anvoy she was more easily won over than Lady Maddock.


  VII


  One of the consequences, for the Mulvilles, of the sacrifices they made for Frank Saltram was that they had to give up their carriage. Adelaide drove gently into London in a one-horse greenish thing, an early Victorian landau, hired, near at hand, imaginatively, from a broken-down jobmaster whose wife was in consumption—a vehicle that made people turn round all the more when her pensioner sat beside her in a soft white hat and a shawl, one of her own. This was his position and I daresay his costume when on an afternoon in July she went to return Miss Anvoy’s visit. The wheel of fate had now revolved, and amid silences deep and exhaustive, compunctions and condonations alike unutterable, Saltram was reinstated. Was it in pride or in penance that Mrs. Mulville began immediately to drive him about? If he was ashamed of his ingratitude she might have been ashamed of her forgiveness; but she was incorrigibly capable of liking him to be seen strikingly seated in the landau while she was in shops or with her acquaintance. However, if he was in the pillory for twenty minutes in the Regent’s Park (I mean at Lady Coxon’s door, while her companion paid her call), it was not for the further humiliation of any one concerned that she presently came out for him in person, not even to show either of them what a fool she was 323 that she drew him in to be introduced to the clever young American. Her account of this introduction I had in its order, but before that, very late in the season, under Gravener’s auspices, I met Miss Anvoy at tea at the House of Commons. The member for Clockborough had gathered a group of pretty ladies, and the Mulvilles were not of the party. On the great terrace, as I strolled off a little with her, the guest of honour immediately exclaimed to me: “I’ve seen him, you know—I’ve seen him!” She told me about Saltram’s call.


  “And how did you find him?”


  “Oh, so strange!”


  “You didn’t like him?”


  “I can’t tell till I see him again.”


  “You want to do that?”


  She was silent a moment. “Immensely.”


  We stopped; I fancied she had become aware Gravener was looking at us. She turned back toward the knot of the others, and I said: “Dislike him as much as you will—I see you’re bitten.”


  “Bitten?” I thought she coloured a little.


  “Oh, it doesn’t matter!” I laughed; “one doesn’t die of it.”


  “I hope I sha’n’t die of anything before I’ve seen more of Mrs. Mulville.” I rejoiced with her over plain Adelaide, whom she pronounced the loveliest woman she had met in England; but before we separated I remarked to her that it was an act of mere humanity to warn her that if she should see more of Frank Saltram (which would be likely to follow on any increase of acquaintance with Mrs. Mulville), she might find herself flattening her nose against the clear hard pane of an eternal question—that of the relative importance of virtue. She replied that this was surely a subject on which one took everything for granted; whereupon 324 I admitted that I had perhaps expressed myself ill. What I referred to was what I had referred to the night we met in Upper Baker Street—the importance relative (relative to virtue) of other gifts. She asked me if I called virtue a gift—as if it were handed to us in a parcel on our birthday; and I declared that this very question showed me the problem had already caught her by the skirt. She would have help however, help that I myself had once had, in resisting its tendency to make one cross.


  “What help do you mean?”


  “That of the member for Clockborough.”


  She stared, smiled, then exclaimed: “Why, my idea has been to help him!”


  She had helped him—I had his own word for it that at Clockborough her bedevilment of the voters had really put him in. She would do so doubtless again and again, but I heard the very next month that this fine faculty had undergone a temporary eclipse. News of the catastrophe first came to me from Mrs. Saltram, and it was afterwards confirmed at Wimbledon: poor Miss Anvoy was in trouble—great disasters, in America, had suddenly summoned her home. Her father, in New York, had had reverses—lost so much money that no one knew what mightn’t yet come of it. It was Adelaide who told me that she had gone off, alone, at less than a week’s notice.


  “Alone? Gravener has permitted that?”


  “What will you have? The House of Commons?”


  I’m afraid I damned the House of Commons: I was so much interested. Of course he would follow her as soon as he was free to make her his wife; only she mightn’t now be able to bring him anything like the marriage-portion of which he had begun by having the pleasant confidence. Mrs. Mulville let me know what was already said: she was charming, this Miss Anvoy, 325 but really these American girls! What was a man to do? Mr. Saltram, according to Mrs. Mulville, was of opinion that a man was never to suffer his relation to money to become a spiritual relation, but was to keep it wholesomely mechanical. “Moi pas comprendre!” I commented on this; in rejoinder to which Adelaide, with her beautiful sympathy, explained that she supposed he simply meant that the thing was to use it, don’t you know! but not to think too much about it. “To take it, but not to thank you for it?” I still more profanely inquired. For a quarter of an hour afterwards she wouldn’t look at me, but this didn’t prevent my asking her what had been the result, that afternoon in the Regent’s Park, of her taking our friend to see Miss Anvoy.


  “Oh, so charming!” she answered, brightening. “He said he recognised in her a nature he could absolutely trust.”


  “Yes, but I’m speaking of the effect on herself.”


  Mrs. Mulville was silent an instant. “It was everything one could wish.”


  Something in her tone made me laugh. “Do you mean she gave him something?”


  “Well, since you ask me!”


  “Right there—on the spot?”


  Again poor Adelaide faltered. “It was to me of course she gave it.”


  I stared; somehow I couldn’t see the scene. “Do you mean a sum of money?”


  “It was very handsome.” Now at last she met my eyes though I could see it was with an effort. “Thirty pounds.”


  “Straight out of her pocket?”


  “Out of the drawer of a table at which she had been writing. She just slipped the folded notes into my hand. He wasn’t looking; it was while he was going back to the carriage. “Oh,” said 326 Adelaide reassuringly, “I dole it out!” The dear practical soul thought my agitation, for I confess I was agitated, had reference to the administration of the money. Her disclosure made me for a moment muse violently, and I daresay that during that moment I wondered if anything else in the world makes people as indelicate as unselfishness. I uttered, I suppose, some vague synthetic cry, for she went on as if she had had a glimpse of my inward amaze at such episodes. “I assure you, my dear friend, he was in one of his happy hours.”


  But I wasn’t thinking of that. “Truly, indeed, these American girls!” I said. “With her father in the very act, as it were, of cheating her betrothed!”


  Mrs. Mulville stared. “Oh, I suppose Mr. Anvoy has scarcely failed on purpose. Very likely they won’t be able to keep it up, but there it was, and it was a very beautiful impulse.”


  “You say Saltram was very fine?”


  “Beyond everything. He surprised even me.”


  “And I know what you’ve heard.” After a moment I added: “Had he peradventure caught a glimpse of the money in the table-drawers?”


  At this my companion honestly flushed. “How can you be so cruel when you know how little he calculates?”


  “Forgive me, I do know it. But you tell me things that act on my nerves. I’m sure he hadn’t caught a glimpse of anything but some splendid idea.”


  Mrs. Mulville brightly concurred. “And perhaps even of her beautiful listening face.”


  “Perhaps, even! And what was it all about?”


  “His talk? It was à propos of her engagement, which I had told him about: the idea of marriage, the philosophy, the poetry, the profundity of it.” It was impossible wholly to restrain one’s 327 mirth at this, and some rude ripple that I emitted again caused my companion to admonish me. “It sounds a little stale, but you know his freshness.”


  “Of illustration? Indeed I do!”


  “And how he has always been right on that great question.”


  “On what great question, dear lady, hasn’t he been right?”


  “Of what other great men can you equally say it? I mean that he has never, but never, had a deviation?” Mrs. Mulville exultantly demanded.


  I tried to think of some other great man, but I had to give it up. “Didn’t Miss Anvoy express her satisfaction in any less diffident way than by her charming present?” I was reduced to inquiring instead.


  “Oh yes, she overflowed to me on the steps while he was getting into the carriage.” These words somehow brushed up a picture of Saltram’s big shawled back as he hoisted himself into the green landau. “She said she was not disappointed,” Adelaide pursued.


  I meditated a moment. “Did he wear his shawl?”


  “His shawl?” She had not even noticed.


  “I mean yours.”


  “He looked very nice, and you know he’s always clean. Miss Anvoy used such a remarkable expression—she said his mind is like a crystal!”


  I pricked up my ears. “A crystal?”


  “Suspended in the moral world—swinging and shining and flashing there. She’s monstrously clever, you know.”


  I reflected again. “Monstrously!”


  328 VIII


  George Gravener didn’t follow her, for late in September, after the House had risen, I met him in a railway-carriage. He was coming up from Scotland, and I had just quitted the abode of a relation who lived near Durham. The current of travel back to London was not yet strong; at any rate on entering the compartment I found he had had it for some time to himself. We fared in company, and though he had a blue-book in his lap and the open jaws of his bag threatened me with the white teeth of confused papers, we inevitably, we even at last sociably, conversed. I saw that things were not well with him, but I asked no question until something dropped by himself made an absence of curiosity almost rude. He mentioned that he was worried about his good old friend Lady Coxon, who, with her niece likely to be detained some time in America, lay seriously ill at Clockborough, much on his mind and on his hands.


  “Ah, Miss Anvoy’s in America?”


  “Her father has got into a horrid mess, lost no end of money.”


  I hesitated, after expressing due concern, but I presently said, “I hope that raises no obstacle to your marriage.”


  “None whatever; moreover it’s my trade to meet objections. But it may create tiresome delays, of which there have been too many, from various causes, already. Lady Coxon got very bad, then she got much better. Then Mr. Anvoy suddenly began to totter, and now he seems quite on his back. I’m afraid he’s really in for some big disaster. Lady Coxon is worse again, awfully upset by the news from America, and she sends me word 329 that she must have Ruth. How can I give her Ruth? I haven’t got Ruth myself!”


  “Surely you haven’t lost her,” I smiled.


  “She’s everything to her wretched father. She writes me by every post, telling me to smooth her aunt’s pillow. I’ve other things to smooth; but the old lady, save for her servants, is really alone. She won’t receive her Coxon relations, because she’s angry at so much of her money going to them. Besides, she’s off her head,” said Gravener very frankly.


  I don’t remember whether it was this, or what it was, that made me ask if she had not such an appreciation of Mrs. Saltram as might render that active person of some use.


  He gave me a cold glance, asking me what had put Mrs. Saltram into my head, and I replied that she was unfortunately never out of it. I happened to remember the wonderful accounts she had given me of the kindness Lady Coxon had shown her. Gravener declared this to be false: Lady Coxon, who didn’t care for her, hadn’t seen her three times. The only foundation for it was that Miss Anvoy, who used, poor girl, to chuck money about in a manner she must now regret, had for an hour seen in the miserable woman (you could never know what she would see in people), an interesting pretext for the liberality with which her nature overflowed. But even Miss Anvoy was now quite tired of her. Gravener told me more about the crash in New York and the annoyance it had been to him, and we also glanced here and there in other directions; but by the time we got to Doncaster the principal thing he had communicated was that he was keeping something back. We stopped at that station, and, at the carriage door, some one made a movement to get in. Gravener uttered a sound of impatience, and I said to myself that but for this I should have had the secret. Then the intruder, for some reason, spared 330 us his company; we started afresh, and my hope of the secret returned. Gravener remained silent however, and I pretended to go to sleep; in fact, in discouragement, I really dozed. When I opened my eyes I found he was looking at me with an injured air. He tossed away with some vivacity the remnant of a cigarette and then he said: “If you’re not too sleepy I want to put you a case.” I answered that I would make every effort to attend, and I felt it was going to be interesting when he went on: “As I told you a while ago, Lady Coxon, poor dear, is a maniac.” His tone had much behind it—was full of promise. I inquired if her ladyship’s misfortune were a feature of her malady or only of her character, and he replied that it was a product of both. The case he wanted to put me was a matter on which it would interest him to have the impression—the judgment, he might also say—of another person. “I mean of the average intelligent man,” he said: “but you see I take what I can get.” There would be the technical, the strictly legal view; then there would be the way the question would strike a man of the world. He had lighted another cigarette while he talked, and I saw he was glad to have it to handle when he brought out at last, with a laugh slightly artificial: “In fact it’s a subject on which Miss Anvoy and I are pulling different ways.”


  “And you want me to pronounce between you? I pronounce in advance for Miss Anvoy.”


  “In advance—that’s quite right. That’s how I pronounced when I asked her to marry me. But my story will interest you only so far as your mind is not made up.” Gravener puffed his cigarette a minute and then continued: “Are you familiar with the idea of the Endowment of Research?”


  “Of Research?” I was at sea for a moment.


  “I give you Lady Coxon’s phrase. She has it on the brain.”


  331 “She wishes to endow——?”


  “Some earnest and disinterested seeker,” Gravener said. “It was a half-baked plan of her late husband’s, and he handed it on to her; setting apart in his will a sum of money of which she was to enjoy the interest for life, but of which, should she eventually see her opportunity—the matter was left largely to her discretion—she would best honour his memory by determining the exemplary public use. This sum of money, no less than thirteen thousand pounds, was to be called the Coxon Fund; and poor Sir Gregory evidently proposed to himself that the Coxon Fund should cover his name with glory—be universally desired and admired. He left his wife a full declaration of his views; so far at least as that term may be applied to views vitiated by a vagueness really infantine. A little learning is a dangerous thing, and a good citizen who happens to have been an ass is worse for a community than the small-pox. He’s worst of all when he’s dead, because then he can’t be stopped. However, such as they were, the poor man’s aspirations are now in his wife’s bosom, or fermenting rather in her foolish brain: it lies with her to carry them out. But of course she must first catch her hare.”


  “Her earnest, disinterested seeker?”


  “The man suffering most from want of means, want of the pecuniary independence necessary to cause the light that is in him to shine upon the human race. The man, in a word, who, having the rest of the machinery, the spiritual, the intellectual, is most hampered in his search.”


  “His search for what?”


  “For Moral Truth. That’s what Sir Gregory calls it.”


  I burst out laughing. “Delightful, munificent Sir Gregory! It’s a charming idea.”


  “So Miss Anvoy thinks.”


  332 “Has she a candidate for the Fund?”


  “Not that I know of; and she’s perfectly reasonable about it. But Lady Coxon has put the matter before her, and we’ve naturally had a lot of talk.”


  “Talk that, as you’ve so interestingly intimated, has landed you in a disagreement.”


  “She considers there’s something in it,” Gravener said.


  “And you consider there’s nothing?”


  “It seems to me a puerility fraught with consequences inevitably grotesque and possibly immoral. To begin with, fancy the idea of constituting an endowment without establishing a tribunal—a bench of competent people, of judges.”


  “The sole tribunal is Lady Coxon?”


  “And any one she chooses to invite.”


  “But she has invited you.”


  “I’m not competent—I hate the thing. Besides, she hasn’t. The real history of the matter, I take it, is that the inspiration was originally Lady Coxon’s own, that she infected him with it, and that the flattering option left her is simply his tribute to her beautiful, her aboriginal enthusiasm. She came to England forty years ago, a thin transcendental Bostonian, and even her odd, happy, frumpy Clockborough marriage never really materialised her. She feels indeed that she has become very British—as if that, as a process, as a Werden, were conceivable; but it’s precisely what makes her cling to the notion of the ‘Fund’ as to a link with the ideal.”


  “How can she cling if she’s dying?”


  “Do you mean how can she act in the matter?” my companion asked. “That’s precisely the question. She can’t! As she has never yet caught her hare, never spied out her lucky impostor (how should she, with the life she has led?) her husband’s intention 333 has come very near lasping. His idea, to do him justice, was that it should lapse if exactly the right person, the perfect mixture of genius and chill penury, should fail to turn up. Ah! Lady Coxon’s very particular—she says there must be no mistake.”


  I found all this quite thrilling—I took it in with avidity. “If she dies without doing anything, what becomes of the money?” I demanded.


  “It goes back to his family, if she hasn’t made some other disposition of it.”


  “She may do that, then—she may divert it?”


  “Her hands are not tied. The proof is that three months ago she offered to make it over to her niece.”


  “For Miss Anvoy’s own use?”


  “For Miss Anvoy’s own use—on the occasion of her prospective marriage. She was discouraged—the earnest seeker required so earnest a search. She was afraid of making a mistake; every one she could think of seemed either not earnest enough or not poor enough. On the receipt of the first bad news about Mr. Anvoy’s affairs she proposed to Ruth to make the sacrifice for her. As the situation in New York got worse she repeated her proposal.”


  “Which Miss Anvoy declined?”


  “Except as a formal trust.”


  “You mean except as committing herself legally to place the money?”


  “On the head of the deserving object, the great man frustrated,” said Gravener. “She only consents to act in the spirit of Sir Gregory’s scheme.”


  “And you blame her for that?” I asked with an excited smile.


  My tone was not harsh, but he coloured a little and there was a 334 queer light in his eye. “My dear fellow, if I ‘blamed’ the young lady I’m engaged to, I shouldn’t immediately say so even to so old a friend as you.” I saw that some deep discomfort, some restless desire to be sided with, reassuringly, becomingly reflected, had been at the bottom of his drifting so far, and I was genuinely touched by his confidence. It was inconsistent with his habits; but being troubled about a woman was not, for him, a habit: that itself was an inconsistency. George Gravener could stand straight enough before any other combination of forces. It amused me to think that the combination he had succumbed to had an American accent, a transcendental aunt and an insolvent father; but all my old loyalty to him mustered to meet this unexpected hint that I could help him. I saw that I could from the insincere tone in which he pursued: “I’ve criticised her of course, I’ve contended with her, and it has been great fun.” It clearly couldn’t have been such great fun as to make it improper for me presently to ask if Miss Anvoy had nothing at all settled upon herself. To this he replied that she had only a trifle from her mother—a mere four hundred a year, which was exactly why it would be convenient to him that she shouldn’t decline, in the face of this total change in her prospects, an accession of income which would distinctly help them to marry. When I inquired if there were no other way in which so rich and so affectionate an aunt could cause the weight of her benevolence to be felt, he answered that Lady Coxon was affectionate indeed, but was scarcely to be called rich. She could let her project of the Fund lapse for her niece’s benefit, but she couldn’t do anything else. She had been accustomed to regard her as tremendously provided for, and she was up to her eyes in promises to anxious Coxons. She was a woman of an inordinate conscience, and her conscience was now a distress to her, hovering round her bed in irreconcilable 335 forms of resentful husbands, portionless nieces and undiscoverable philosophers.


  We were by this time getting into the whirr of fleeting platforms, the multiplication of lights. “I think you’ll find,” I said with a laugh, “that the difficulty will disappear in the very fact that the philosopher is undiscoverable.”


  He began to gather up his papers. “Who can set a limit to the ingenuity of an extravagant woman?”


  “Yes, after all, who indeed?” I echoed as I recalled the extravagance commemorated in Mrs. Mulville’s anecdote of Miss Anvoy and the thirty pounds.


  IX


  The thing I had been most sensible of in that talk with George Gravener was the way Saltram’s name kept out of it. It seemed to me at the time that we were quite pointedly silent about him; yet afterwards I inclined to think that there had been on my companion’s part no conscious avoidance. Later on I was sure of this, and for the best of reasons—the reason, namely, of my perceiving more completely that, for evil as well as for good, he left Gravener’s imagination utterly cold. Gravener was not afraid of him; he was too much disgusted with him. No more was I, doubtless, and for very much the same reason. I treated my friend’s story as an absolute confidence; but when before Christmas, by Mrs. Saltram, I was informed of Lady Coxon’s death without having had news of Miss Anvoy’s return, I found myself taking for granted that we should hear no more of these nuptials, in which I now recognised an element incongruous from 336 the first. I began to ask myself how people who suited each other so little could please each other so much. The charm was some material charm, some affinity exquisite doubtless, but superficial; some surrender to youth and beauty and passion, to force and grace and fortune, happy accidents and easy contacts. They might dote on each other’s persons, but how could they know each other’s souls? How could they have the same prejudices, how could they have the same horizon? Such questions, I confess, seemed quenched but not answered when, one day in February, going out to Wimbledon, I found my young lady in the house. A passion that had brought her back across the wintry ocean was as much of a passion as was necessary. No impulse equally strong indeed had drawn George Gravener to America; a circumstance on which, however, I reflected only long enough to remind myself that it was none of my business. Ruth Anvoy was distinctly different, and I felt that the difference was not simply that of her being in mourning. Mrs. Mulville told me soon enough what it was: it was the difference between a handsome girl with large expectations and a handsome girl with only four hundred a year. This explanation indeed didn’t wholly content me, not even when I learned that her mourning had a double cause—learned that poor Mr. Anvoy, giving way altogether, buried under the ruins of his fortune and leaving next to nothing, had died a few weeks before.


  “So she has come out to marry George Gravener?” I demanded. “Wouldn’t it have been prettier of him to have saved her the trouble?”


  “Hasn’t the House just met?” said Adelaide. Then she added: “I gather that her having come is exactly a sign that the marriage is a little shaky. If it were certain, so self-respecting a girl as Ruth would have waited for him over there.”


  337 I noted that they were already Ruth and Adelaide, but what I said was: “Do you mean that she has returned to make it a certainty?”


  “No, I mean that I imagine she has come out for some reason independent of it.” Adelaide could only imagine as yet, and there was more, as we found, to be revealed. Mrs. Mulville, on hearing of her arrival, had brought the young lady out, in the green landau, for the Sunday. The Coxons were in possession of the house in the Regent’s Park, and Miss Anvoy was in dreary lodgings. George Gravener was with her when Adelaide called, but he had assented graciously enough to the little visit at Wimbledon. The carriage, with Mr. Saltram in it but not mentioned, had been sent off on some errand from which it was to return and pick the ladies up. Gravener left them together, and at the end of an hour, on the Saturday afternoon, the party of three drove out to Wimbledon. This was the girl’s second glimpse of our great man, and I was interested in asking Mrs. Mulville if the impression made by the first appeared to have been confirmed. On her replying, after consideration, that of course with time and opportunity it couldn’t fail to be, but that as yet she was disappointed, I was sufficiently struck with her use of this last word to question her further.


  “Do you mean that you’re disappointed because you judge that Miss Anvoy is?”


  “Yes; I hoped for a greater effect last evening. We had two or three people, but he scarcely opened his mouth.”


  “He’ll be all the better this evening,” I added after a moment. “What particular importance do you attach to the idea of her being impressed?”


  Adelaide turned her clear, pale eyes on me as if she were amazed at my levity. “Why, the importance of her being as happy as we are!”


  338 I’m afraid that at this my levity increased. “Oh, that’s a happiness almost too great to wish a person!” I saw she had not yet in her mind what I had in mine, and at any rate the visitor’s actual bliss was limited to a walk in the garden with Kent Mulville. Later in the afternoon I also took one, and I saw nothing of Miss Anvoy till dinner, at which we were without the company of Saltram, who had caused it to be reported that he was out of sorts and lying down. This made us, most of us—for there were other friends present—convey to each other in silence some of the unutterable things which in those years our eyes had inevitably acquired the art of expressing. If an American inquirer had not been there we would have expressed them otherwise, and Adelaide would have pretended not to hear. I had seen her, before the very fact, abstract herself nobly; and I knew that more than once, to keep it from the servants, managing, dissimulating cleverly, she had helped her husband to carry him bodily to his room. Just recently he had been so wise and so deep and so high that I had begun to be nervous—to wonder if by chance there were something behind it, if he were kept straight, for instance, by the knowledge that the hated Pudneys would have more to tell us if they chose. He was lying low, but unfortunately it was common knowledge with us that the biggest splashes took place in the quietest pools. We should have had a merry life indeed if all the splashes had sprinkled us as refreshingly as the waters we were even then to feel about our ears. Kent Mulville had been up to his room, but had come back with a facial inscrutability that I had seen him achieve in equal measure only on the evening I waited in the lecture-room with Miss Anvoy. I said to myself that our friend had gone out, but I was glad that the presence of a comparative stranger deprived us of the dreary duty of suggesting to each other, in respect of his errand, edifying possibilities in which 339 we didn’t ourselves believe. At ten o’clock he came into the drawing-room with his waistcoat much awry but his eyes sending out great signals. It was precisely with his entrance that I ceased to be vividly conscious of him. I saw that the crystal, as I had called it, had begun to swing, and I had need of my immediate attention for Miss Anvoy.


  Even when I was told afterwards that he had, as we might have said to-day, broken the record, the manner in which that attention had been rewarded relieved me of a sense of loss. I had of course a perfect general consciousness that something great was going on: it was a little like having been etherised to hear Herr Joachim play. The old music was in the air; I felt the strong pulse of thought, the sink and swell, the flight, the poise, the plunge; but I knew something about one of the listeners that nobody else knew, and Saltram’s monologue could reach me only through that medium. To this hour I’m of no use when, as a witness, I’m appealed to (for they still absurdly contend about it), as to whether or no on that historic night he was drunk; and my position is slightly ridiculous, for I have never cared to tell them what it really was I was taken up with. What I got out of it is the only morsel of the total experience that is quite my own. The others were shared, but this is incommunicable. I feel that now, I’m bound to say, in even thus roughly evoking the occasion, and it takes something from my pride of clearness. However, I shall perhaps be as clear as is absolutely necessary if I remark that she was too much given up to her own intensity of observation to be sensible of mine. It was plainly not the question of her marriage that had brought her back. I greatly enjoyed this discovery and was sure that had that question alone been involved she would have remained away. In this case doubtless Gravener would, in spite of the House of Commons, have found means to rejoin her. 340 It afterwards made me uncomfortable for her that, alone in the lodging Mrs. Mulville had put before me as dreary, she should have in any degree the air of waiting for her fate; so that I was presently relieved at hearing of her having gone to stay at Coldfield. If she was in England at all while the engagement stood the only proper place for her was under Lady Maddock’s wing. Now that she was unfortunate and relatively poor, perhaps her prospective sister-in-law would be wholly won over. There would be much to say, if I had space, about the way her behaviour, as I caught gleams of it, ministered to the image that had taken birth in my mind, to my private amusement, as I listened to George Gravener in the railway carriage. I watched her in the light of this queer possibility—a formidable thing certainly to meet—and I was aware that it coloured, extravagantly perhaps, my interpretation of her very looks and tones. At Wimbledon for instance it had seemed to me that she was literally afraid of Saltram, in dread of a coercion that she had begun already to feel. I had come up to town with her the next day and had been convinced that, though deeply interested, she was immensely on her guard. She would show as little as possible before she should be ready to show everything. What this final exhibition might be on the part of a girl perceptibly so able to think things out I found it great sport to conjecture. It would have been exciting to be approached by her, appealed to by her for advice; but I prayed to heaven I mightn’t find myself in such a predicament. If there was really a present rigour in the situation of which Gravener had sketched for me the elements she would have to get out of her difficulty by herself. It was not I who had launched her and it was not I who could help her. I didn’t fail to ask myself why, since I couldn’t help her, I should think so much about her. It was in part my suspense that was responsible for 341 this: I waited impatiently to see whether she wouldn’t have told Mrs. Mulville a portion at least of what I had learned from Gravener. But I saw Mrs. Mulville was still reduced to wonder what she had come out again for if she hadn’t come as a conciliatory bride. That she had come in some other character was the only thing that fitted all the appearances. Having for family reasons to spend some time that spring in the west of England, I was in a manner out of earshot of the great oceanic rumble (I mean of the continuous hum of Saltram’s thought), and my nervousness tended to keep me quiet. There was something I wanted so little to have to say that my prudence surmounted my curiosity. I only wondered if Ruth Anvoy talked over the idea of the Coxon Fund with Lady Maddock, and also somewhat why I didn’t hear from Wimbledon. I had a reproachful note about something or other from Mrs. Saltram, but it contained no mention of Lady Coxon’s niece, on whom her eyes had been much less fixed since the recent untoward events.


  X


  Adelaide’s silence was fully explained later; it was practically explained when in June, returning to London, I was honoured by this admirable woman with an early visit. As soon as she appeared I guessed everything, and as soon as she told me that darling Ruth had been in her house nearly a month I exclaimed: “What in the name of maidenly modesty is she staying in England for?”


  “Because she loves me so!” cried Adelaide gaily. But she had not come to see me only to tell me Miss Anvoy loved her: 342 that was now sufficiently established, and what was much more to the point was that Mr. Gravener had now raised an objection to it. That is he had protested against her being at Wimbledon, where in the innocence of his heart he had originally brought her himself; in short he wanted her to put an end to their engagement in the only proper, the only happy manner.


  “And why in the world doesn’t she do so?” I inquired.


  Adelaide hesitated. “She says you know.” Then on my also hesitating she added: “A condition he makes.”


  “The Coxon Fund?” I cried.


  “He has mentioned to her his having told you about it.”


  “Ah, but so little! Do you mean she has accepted the trust!”


  “In the most splendid spirit—as a duty about which there can be no two opinions.” Then said Adelaide after an instant: “Of course she’s thinking of Mr. Saltram.”


  I gave a quick cry at this, which, in its violence, made my visitor turn pale. “How very awful!”


  “Awful?”


  “Why, to have anything to do with such an idea oneself.”


  “I’m sure you needn’t!” Mrs. Mulville gave a slight toss of her head.


  “He isn’t good enough!” I went on; to which she responded with an ejaculation almost as lively as mine had been. This made me, with genuine, immediate horror, exclaim: “You haven’t influenced her, I hope!” and my emphasis brought back the blood with a rush to poor Adelaide’s face. She declared while she blushed (for I had frightened her again), that she had never influenced anybody and that the girl had only seen and heard and judged for herself. He had influenced her, if I would, as he did every one who had a soul: that word, as we knew, even expressed 343 feebly the power of the things he said to haunt the mind. How could she, Adelaide, help it if Miss Anvoy’s mind was haunted? I demanded with a groan what right a pretty girl engaged to a rising M.P. had to have a mind; but the only explanation my bewildered friend could give me was that she was so clever. She regarded Mr. Saltram naturally as a tremendous force for good. She was intelligent enough to understand him and generous enough to admire.


  “She’s many things enough, but is she, among them, rich enough?” I demanded. “Rich enough, I mean, to sacrifice such a lot of good money?”


  “That’s for herself to judge. Besides, it’s not her own money; she doesn’t in the least consider it so.”


  “And Gravener does, if not his own: and that’s the whole difficulty?”


  “The difficulty that brought her back, yes: she had absolutely to see her poor aunt’s solicitor. It’s clear that by Lady Coxon’s will she may have the money, but it’s still clearer to her conscience that the original condition, definite, intensely implied on her uncle’s part, is attached to the use of it. She can only take one view of it. It’s for the Endowment or it’s for nothing.”


  “The Endowment is a conception superficially sublime but fundamentally ridiculous.”


  “Are you repeating Mr. Gravener’s words?” Adelaide asked.


  “Possibly, though I’ve not seen him for months. It’s simply the way it strikes me too. It’s an old wife’s tale. Gravener made some reference to the legal aspect, but such an absurdly loose arrangement has no legal aspect.”


  “Ruth doesn’t insist on that,” said Mrs. Mulville; “and it’s, for her, exactly this weakness that constitutes the force of the moral obligation.”


  344 “Are you repeating her words?” I inquired. I forgot what else Adelaide said, but she said she was magnificent. I thought of George Gravener confronted with such magnificence as that, and I asked what could have made two such people ever suppose they understood each other. Mrs. Mulville assured me the girl loved him as such a woman could love and that she suffered as such a woman could suffer. Nevertheless she wanted to see me. At this I sprang up with a groan. “Oh, I’m so sorry!—when?” Small though her sense of humour, I think Adelaide laughed at my tone. We discussed the day, the nearest, it would be convenient I should come out; but before she went I asked my visitor how long she had been acquainted with these prodigies.


  “For several weeks, but I was pledged to secrecy.”


  “And that’s why you didn’t write?”


  “I couldn’t very well tell you she was with me without telling you that no time had even yet been fixed for her marriage. And I couldn’t very well tell you as much as that without telling you what I knew of the reason of it. It was not till a day or two ago,” Mrs. Mulville went on, “that she asked me to ask you if you wouldn’t come and see her. Then at last she said that you knew about the idea of the Endowment.”


  I considered a little. “Why on earth does she want to see me?”


  “To talk with you, naturally, about Mr. Saltram.”


  “As a subject for the prize?” This was hugely obvious, and I presently exclaimed: “I think I’ll sail to-morrow for Australia.”


  “Well then—sail!” said Mrs. Mulville, getting up.


  “On Thursday at five, we said?” I frivolously continued. The appointment was made definite and I inquired how, all this time, the unconscious candidate had carried himself.


  345 “In perfection, really, by the happiest of chances: he has been a dear. And then, as to what we revere him for, in the most wonderful form. His very highest—pure celestial light. You won’t do him an ill turn?” Adelaide pleaded at the door.


  “What danger can equal for him the danger to which he is exposed from himself?” I asked. “Look out sharp, if he has lately been reasonable. He will presently treat us to some exhibition that will make an Endowment a scandal.”


  “A scandal?” Mrs. Mulville dolorously echoed.


  “Is Miss Anvoy prepared for that?”


  My visitor, for a moment, screwed her parasol into my carpet. “He grows larger every day.”


  “So do you!” I laughed as she went off.


  That girl at Wimbledon, on the Thursday afternoon, more than justified my apprehensions. I recognised fully now the cause of the agitation she had produced in me from the first—the faint foreknowledge that there was something very stiff I should have to do for her. I felt more than ever committed to my fate as, standing before her in the big drawing-room where they had tactfully left us to ourselves, I tried with a smile to string together the pearls of lucidity which, from her chair, she successively tossed me. Pale and bright, in her monotonous mourning, she was an image of intelligent purpose, of the passion of duty; but I asked myself whether any girl had ever had so charming an instinct as that which permitted her to laugh out, as if in the joy of her difficulty, into the blasée old room. This remarkable young woman could be earnest without being solemn, and at moments when I ought doubtless to have cursed her obstinacy I found myself watching the unstudied play of her eyebrows or the recurrence of a singularly intense whiteness produced by the parting of her lips. These aberrations, I hasten to add, didn’t prevent my learning soon 346 enough why she had wished to see me. Her reason for this was as distinct as her beauty: it was to make me explain what I had meant, on the occasion of our first meeting, by Mr. Saltram’s want of dignity. It wasn’t that she couldn’t imagine, but she desired it there from my lips. What she really desired of course was to know whether there was worse about him than what she had found out for herself. She hadn’t been a month in the house with him, that way, without discovering that he wasn’t a man of starch and whalebone. He was like a jelly without a mould, he had to be embanked; and that was precisely the source of her interest in him and the ground of her project. She put her project boldly before me: there it stood in its preposterous beauty. She was as willing to take the humorous view of it as I could be: the only difference was that for her the humorous view of a thing was not necessarily prohibitive, was not paralysing.


  Moreover she professed that she couldn’t discuss with me the primary question—the moral obligation: that was in her own breast. There were things she couldn’t go into—injunctions, impressions she had received. They were a part of the closest intimacy of her intercourse with her aunt, they were absolutely clear to her; and on questions of delicacy, the interpretation of a fidelity, of a promise, one had always in the last resort to make up one’s mind for oneself. It was the idea of the application to the particular case, such a splendid one at last, that troubled her, and she admitted that it stirred very deep things. She didn’t pretend that such a responsibility was a simple matter; if it had been she wouldn’t have attempted to saddle me with any portion of it. The Mulvilles were sympathy itself; but were they absolutely candid? Could they indeed be, in their position—would it even have been to be desired? Yes, she had sent for me to ask no less than that of me—whether there was anything dreadful 347 kept back. She made no allusion whatever to George Gravener—I thought her silence the only good taste and her gaiety perhaps a part of the very anxiety of that discretion, the effect of a determination that people shouldn’t know from herself that her relations with the man she was to marry were strained. All the weight, however, that she left me to throw was a sufficient implication of the weight that he had thrown in vain. Oh, she knew the question of character was immense, and that one couldn’t entertain any plan for making merit comfortable without running the gauntlet of that terrible procession of interrogation-points which, like a young ladies’ school out for a walk, hooked their uniform noses at the tail of governess Conduct. But were we absolutely to hold that their was never, never, never an exception, never, never, never an occasion for liberal acceptance, for clever charity, for suspended pedantry—for letting one side, in short, outbalance another? When Miss Anvoy threw off this inquiry I could have embraced her for so delightfully emphasising her unlikeness to Mrs. Saltram. “Why not have the courage of one’s forgiveness,” she asked, “as well as the enthusiasm of one’s adhesion?”


  “Seeing how wonderfully you have threshed the whole thing out,” I evasively replied, “gives me an extraordinary notion of the point your enthusiasm has reached.”


  She considered this remark an instant with her eye on mine, and I divined that it struck her I might possibly intend it as a reference to some personal subjection to our fat philosopher, to some fanciful transfigurement, some perversion of taste. At least I couldn’t interpret otherwise the sudden flush that came into her face. Such a manifestation, as the result of any word of mine, embarrassed me; but while I was thinking how to reassure her the colour I speak of passed away in a smile of exquisite good nature. “Oh, you see, one forgets so wonderfully how one dislikes him!” she 348 said; and if her tone simply extinguished his strange figure with the brush of its compassion, it also rings in my ear to-day as the purest of all our praises. But with what quick response of compassion such a relegation of the man himself made me privately sigh: “Ah, poor Saltram!” She instantly, with this, took the measure of all I didn’t believe, and it enabled her to go on: “What can one do when a person has given such a lift to one’s interest in life?”


  “Yes, what can one do?” If I struck her as a little vague it was because I was thinking of another person. I indulged in another inarticulate murmur—“Poor George Gravener!” What had become of the lift he had given that interest? Later on I made up my mind that she was sore and stricken at the appearance he presented of wanting the miserable money. It was the hidden reason of her alienation. The probable sincerity, in spite of the illiberality, of his scruples about the particular use of it under discussion didn’t efface the ugliness of his demand that they should buy a good house with it. Then, as for his alienation, he didn’t, pardonably enough, grasp the lift Frank Saltram had given her interest in life. If a mere spectator could ask that last question, with what rage in his heart the man himself might! He was not, like her, I was to see, too proud to show me why he was disappointed.


  XI


  I was unable, this time, to stay to dinner: such, at any rate, was the plea on which I took leave. I desired in truth to get away from my young lady, for that obviously helped me not to pretend to satisfy her. How could I satisfy her? I asked myself349—how could I tell her how much had been kept back? I didn’t even know, myself, and I certainly didn’t desire to know. My own policy had ever been to learn the least about poor Saltram’s weaknesses—not to learn the most. A great deal that I had in fact learned had been forced upon me by his wife. There was something even irritating in Miss Anvoy’s crude conscientiousness, and I wondered why after all she couldn’t have let him alone and been content to entrust George Gravener with the purchase of the good house. I was sure he would have driven a bargain, got something excellent and cheap. I laughed louder even than she, I temporised, I failed her; I told her I must think over her case. I professed a horror of responsibilities and twitted her with her own extravagant passion for them. It was not really that I was afraid of the scandal, the moral discredit for the Fund; what troubled me most was a feeling of a different order. Of course, as the beneficiary of the Fund was to enjoy a simple life-interest, as it was hoped that new beneficiaries would arise and come up to new standards, it would not be a trifle that the first of these worthies should not have been a striking example of the domestic virtues. The Fund would start badly, as it were, and the laurel would, in some respects at least, scarcely be greener from the brows of the original wearer. That idea however was at that hour, as I have hinted, not the source of anxiety it ought perhaps to have been, for I felt less the irregularity of Saltram’s getting the money than that of this exalted young woman’s giving it up. I wanted her to have it for herself, and I told her so before I went away. She looked graver at this than she had looked at all, saying she hoped such a preference wouldn’t make me dishonest.


  It made me, to begin with, very restless—made me, instead of going straight to the station, fidget a little about that many-coloured 350 Common which gives Wimbledon horizons. There was a worry for me to work off, or rather keep at a distance, for I declined even to admit to myself that I had, in Miss Anvoy’s phrase, been saddled with it. What could have been clearer indeed than the attitude of recognising perfectly what a world of trouble the Coxon Fund would in future save us, and of yet liking better to face a continuance of that trouble than see, and in fact contribute to, a deviation from attainable bliss in the life of two other persons in whom I was deeply interested? Suddenly, at the end of twenty minutes, there was projected across this clearness the image of a massive, middle-aged man seated on a bench, under a tree, with sad, far-wandering eyes and plump white hands folded on the head of a stick—a stick I recognised, a stout gold-headed staff that I had given him in throbbing days. I stopped short as he turned his face to me, and it happened that for some reason or other I took in as I had perhaps never done before the beauty of his rich blank gaze. It was charged with experience as the sky is charged with light, and I felt on the instant as if we had been overspanned and conjoined by the great arch of a bridge or the great dome of a temple. Doubtless I was rendered peculiarly sensitive to it by something in the way I had been giving him up and sinking him. While I met it I stood there smitten, and I felt myself responding to it with a sort of guilty grimace. This brought back his attention in a smile which expressed for me a cheerful, weary patience, a bruised noble gentleness. I had told Miss Anvoy that he had no dignity, but what did he seem to me, all unbuttoned and fatigued as he waited for me to come up, if he didn’t seem unconcerned with small things, didn’t seem in short majestic? There was majesty in his mere unconsciousness of our little conferences and puzzlements over his maintenance and his reward.


  351 After I had sat by him a few minutes I passed my arm over his big soft shoulder (wherever you touched him you found equally little firmness,) and said in a tone of which the suppliance fell oddly on my own ear: “Come back to town with me, old friend—come back and spend the evening.” I wanted to hold him, I wanted to keep him, and at Waterloo, an hour later, I telegraphed possessively to the Mulvilles. When he objected, as regards staying all night, that he had no things, I asked him if he hadn’t everything of mine. I had abstained from ordering dinner, and it was too late for preliminaries at a club; so we were reduced to tea and fried fish at my rooms—reduced also to the transcendent. Something had come up which made me want him to feel at peace with me, which was all the dear man himself wanted on any occasion. I had too often had to press upon him considerations irrelevant, but it gives me pleasure now to think that on that particular evening I didn’t even mention Mrs. Saltram and the children. Late into the night we smoked and talked; old shames and old rigours fell away from us; I only let him see that I was conscious of what I owed him. He was as mild as contrition and as abundant as faith; he was never so fine as on a shy return, and even better at forgiving than at being forgiven. I daresay it was a smaller matter than that famous night at Wimbledon, the night of the problematical sobriety and of Miss Anvoy’s initiation; but I was as much in it on this occasion as I had been out of it then. At about 1.30 he was sublime.


  He never, under any circumstances, rose till all other risings were over, and his breakfasts, at Wimbledon, had always been the principal reason mentioned by departing cooks. The coast was therefore clear for me to receive her when, early the next morning, to my surprise, it was announced to me that his wife had 352 called. I hesitated, after she had come up, about telling her Saltram was in the house, but she herself settled the question, kept me reticent, by drawing forth a sealed letter which, looking at me very hard in the eyes, she placed, with a pregnant absence of comment, in my hand. For a single moment there glimmered before me the fond hope that Mrs. Saltram had tendered me, as it were, her resignation and desired to embody the act in an unsparing form. To bring this about I would have feigned any humiliation; but after my eyes had caught the superscription I heard myself say with a flatness that betrayed a sense of something very different from relief: “Oh, the Pudneys?” I knew their envelopes, though they didn’t know mine. They always used the kind sold at post-offices with the stamp affixed, and as this letter had not been posted they had wasted a penny on me. I had seen their horrid missives to the Mulvilles, but had not been in direct correspondence with them.


  “They enclosed it to me, to be delivered. They doubtless explain to you that they hadn’t your address.”


  I turned the thing over without opening it. “Why in the world should they write to me?”


  “Because they have something to tell you. The worst,” Mrs. Saltram dryly added.


  It was another chapter, I felt, of the history of their lamentable quarrel with her husband, the episode in which, vindictively, disingenuously as they themselves had behaved, one had to admit that he had put himself more grossly in the wrong than at any moment of his life. He had begun by insulting the matchless Mulvilles for these more specious protectors, and then, according to his wont at the end of a few months, had dug a still deeper ditch for his aberration than the chasm left yawning behind. The chasm at Wimbledon was now blessedly closed; but the Pudneys 353 across their persistent gulf, kept up the nastiest fire. I never doubted they had a strong case, and I had been from the first for not defending him—reasoning that if they were not contradicted they would perhaps subside. This was above all what I wanted, and I so far prevailed, that I did arrest the correspondence in time to save our little circle an infliction heavier than it perhaps would have borne. I knew, that is I divined, that they had produced as yet as much as they dared, conscious as they were in their own virtue of an exposed place in which Saltram could have planted a blow. It was a question with them whether a man who had himself so much to cover up would dare; so that these vessels of rancour were in a manner afraid of each other. I judged that on the day the Pudneys should cease for some reason or other to be afraid they would treat us to some revelation more disconcerting than any of its predecessors. As I held Mr. Saltram’s letter in my hand it was distinctly communicated to me that the day had come—they had ceased to be afraid. “I don’t want to know the worst,” I presently declared.


  “You’ll have to open the letter. It also contains an enclosure.”


  I felt it—it was fat and uncanny. “Wheels within wheels!” I exclaimed. “There is something for me too to deliver.”


  “So they tell me—to Miss Anvoy.”


  I stared; I felt a certain thrill. “Why don’t they send it to her directly?”


  Mrs. Saltram hesitated! “Because she’s staying with Mr. and Mrs. Mulville.”


  “And why should that prevent?”


  Again my visitor faltered, and I began to reflect on the grotesque, the unconscious perversity of her action. I was the only person save George Gravener and the Mulvilles who was aware of 354 Sir Gregory Coxon’s and of Miss Anvoy’s strange bounty. Where could there have been a more signal illustration of the clumsiness of human affairs than her having complacently selected this moment to fly in the face of it? “There’s the chance of their seeing her letters. They know Mr. Pudney’s hand.”


  Still I didn’t understand; then it flashed upon me. “You mean they might intercept it? How can you imply anything so base?” I indignantly demanded.


  “It’s not I; it’s Mr. Pudney!” cried Mrs. Saltram with a flush. “It’s his own idea.”


  “Then why couldn’t he send the letter to you to be delivered?”


  Mrs. Saltram’s colour deepened; she gave me another hard look. “You must make that out for yourself.”


  I made it out quickly enough. “It’s a denunciation?”


  “A real lady doesn’t betray her husband!” this virtuous woman exclaimed.


  I burst out laughing, and I fear my laugh may have had an effect of impertinence.


  “Especially to Miss Anvoy, who’s so easily shocked? Why do such things concern her?” I asked, much at a loss.


  “Because she’s there, exposed to all his craft. Mr. and Mrs. Pudney have been watching this; they feel she may be taken in.”


  “Thank you for all the rest of us! What difference can it make, when she has lost her power to contribute?”


  Again Mrs. Saltram considered; then very nobly: “There are other things in the world than money,” she remarked. This hadn’t occurred to her so long as the young lady had any; but she now added, with a glance at my letter, that Mr. and Mrs. Pudney doubtless explained their motives. “It’s all in kindness,” she continued as she got up.


  355 “Kindness to Miss Anvoy? You took, on the whole, another view of kindness before her reverses.”


  My companion smiled with some acidity. “Perhaps you’re no safer than the Mulvilles!”


  I didn’t want her to think that, nor that she should report to the Pudneys that they had not been happy in their agent; and I well remember that this was the moment at which I began, with considerable emotion, to promise myself to enjoin upon Miss Anvoy never to open any letter that should come to her with a stamp worked into the envelope. My emotion and I fear I must add my confusion quickly increased; I presently should have been as glad to frighten Mrs. Saltram as to think I might by some diplomacy restore the Pudneys to a quieter vigilance. “It’s best you should take my view of my safety,” I at any rate soon responded. When I saw she didn’t know what I meant by this I added: “You may turn out to have done, in bringing me this letter, a thing you will profoundly regret.” My tone had a significance which, I could see, did make her uneasy, and there was a moment, after I had made two or three more remarks of studiously bewildering effect, at which her eyes followed so hungrily the little flourish of the letter with which I emphasised them, that I instinctively slipped Mr. Pudney’s communication into my pocket. She looked, in her embarrassed annoyance, as if she might grab it and send it back to him. I felt, after she had gone, as if I had almost given her my word I wouldn’t deliver the enclosure. The passionate movement, at any rate, with which, in solitude, I transferred the whole thing, unopened, from my pocket to a drawer which I double-locked would have amounted, for an initiated observer, to some such promise.


  356 XII


  Mrs. Saltram left me drawing my breath more quickly and indeed almost in pain—as if I had just perilously grazed the loss of something precious. I didn’t quite know what it was—it had a shocking resemblance to my honour. The emotion was the livelier doubtless in that my pulses were still shaken with the great rejoicing with which, the night before, I had rallied to the most potent inspirer it could ever have been a man’s fortune to meet. What had dropped from me like a cumbersome garment as Saltram appeared before me in the afternoon on the heath was the disposition to haggle over his value. Hang it, one had to choose, one had to put that value somewhere; so I would put it really high and have done with it. Mrs. Mulville drove in for him at a discreet hour—the earliest she could presume him to have got up; and I learned that Miss Anvoy would also have come had she not been expecting a visit from Mr. Gravener. I was perfectly mindful that I was under bonds to see this young lady, and also that I had a letter to deliver to her; but I took my time, I waited from day to day. I left Mrs. Saltram to deal as her apprehensions should prompt with the Pudneys. I knew at last what I meant—I had ceased to wince at my responsibility. I gave this supreme impression of Saltram time to fade if it would; but it didn’t fade, and, individually, it has not faded even now. During the month that I thus invited myself to stiffen again Adelaide Mulville, perplexed by my absence, wrote to me to ask why I was so stiff. At that season of the year I was usually oftener with them. She also wrote that she feared a real estrangement had set in between Mr. Gravener and her sweet 357 young friend—a state of things only partly satisfactory to her so long as the advantage accruing to Mr. Saltram failed to disengage itself from the cold mists of theory. She intimated that her sweet young friend was, if anything, a trifle too reserved; she also intimated that there might now be an opening for another clever young man. There never was the slightest opening, I may here parenthesise, and of course the question can’t come up to-day. These are old frustrations now. Ruth Anvoy has not married, I hear, and neither have I. During the month, toward the end, I wrote to George Gravener to ask if, on a special errand, I might come to see him, and his answer was to knock the very next day at my door. I saw he had immediately connected my inquiry with the talk we had had in the railway carriage, and his promptitude showed that the ashes of his eagerness were not yet cold. I told him there was something I thought I ought in candour to let him know—I recognised the obligation his friendly confidence had laid upon me.


  “You mean that Miss Anvoy has talked to you? She has told me so herself,” he said.


  “It was not to tell so that I wanted to see you,” I replied; “for it seemed to me that such a communication would rest wholly with herself. If however she did speak to you of our conversation she probably told you that I was discouraging.”


  “Discouraging?”


  “On the subject of a present application of the Coxon Fund.”


  “To the case of Mr. Saltram? My dear fellow, I don’t know what you call discouraging!” Gravener exclaimed.


  “Well, I thought I was, and I thought she thought I was.”


  “I believe she did, but such a thing is measured by the effect. She’s not discouraged.”


  “That’s her own affair. The reason I asked you to see me 358 was that it appeared to me I ought to tell you frankly that decidedly I can’t undertake to produce that effect. In fact I don’t want to!”


  “It’s very good of you, damn you!” my visitor laughed, red and really grave. Then he said: “You would like to see that fellow publicly glorified—perched on the pedestal of a great complimentary fortune?”


  “Taking one form of public recognition with another, it seems to me on the whole I could bear it. When I see the compliments that are paid right and left, I ask myself why this one shouldn’t take its course. This therefore is what you’re entitled to have looked to me to mention to you. I have some evidence that perhaps would be really dissuasive, but I propose to invite Miss Anvoy to remain in ignorance of it.”


  “And to invite me to do the same?”


  “Oh, you don’t require it—you’ve evidence enough. I speak of a sealed letter which I’ve been requested to deliver to her.”


  “And you don’t mean to?”


  “There’s only one consideration that would make me.”


  Gravener’s clear, handsome eyes plunged into mine a minute; but evidently without fishing up a clue to this motive—a failure by which I was almost wounded. “What does the letter contain?”


  “It’s sealed, as I tell you, and I don’t know what it contains.”


  “Why is it sent through you?”


  “Rather than you?” I hesitated a moment. “The only explanation I can think of is that the person sending it may have imagined your relations with Miss Anvoy to be at an end—may have been told they were by Mrs. Saltram.”


  “My relations with Miss Anvoy are not at an end,” poor Gravener stammered.


  359 Again, for an instant, I deliberated. “The offer I propose to make you gives me the right to put you a question remarkably direct. Are you still engaged to Miss Anvoy?”


  “No, I’m not,” he slowly brought out. “But we’re perfectly good friends.”


  “Such good friends that you will again become prospective husband and wife if the obstacle in your path be removed?”


  “Removed?” Gravener vaguely repeated.


  “If I give Miss Anvoy the letter I speak of she may drop her project.”


  “Then for God’s sake give it!”


  “I’ll do so if you’re ready to assure me that her dropping it would now presumably bring about your marriage.”


  “I’d marry her the next day!” my visitor cried.


  “Yes, but would she marry you? What I ask of you of course is nothing less than your word of honour as to your conviction of this. If you give it me,” I said, “I’ll place the letter in her hand to-day.”


  Gravener took up his hat; turning it mechanically round, he stood looking a moment hard at its unruffled perfection. Then, very angrily, honestly and gallantly: “Place it in hell!” he broke out; with which he clapped the hat on his head and left me.


  “Will you read it or not?” I said to Ruth Anvoy, at Wimbledon, when I had told her the story of Mrs. Saltram’s visit.


  She reflected for a period which was probably of the briefest, but which was long enough to make me nervous. “Have you brought it with you?”


  “No indeed. It’s at home, locked up.”


  There was another great silence, and then she said: “Go back and destroy it.”


  I went back, but I didn’t destroy it till after Saltram’s death, 360 when I burnt it unread. The Pudneys approached her again pressingly, but, prompt as they were, the Coxon Fund had already become an operative benefit and a general amaze; Mr. Saltram, while we gathered about, as it were, to watch the manna descend, was already drawing the magnificent income. He drew it as he had always drawn everything, with a grand abstracted gesture. Its magnificence, alas, as all the world now knows, quite quenched him; it was the beginning of his decline. It was also naturally a new grievance for his wife, who began to believe in him as soon as he was blighted and who to this day accuses us of having bribed him to gratify the fad of a pushing American, to renounce his glorious office, to become, as she says, like everybody else. On the day he found himself able to publish he wholly ceased to produce. This deprived us, as may easily be imagined, of much of our occupation, and especially deprived the Mulvilles, whose want of self-support I never measured till they lost their great inmate. They have no one to live on now. Adelaide’s most frequent reference to their destitution is embodied in the remark that dear far-away Ruth’s intentions were doubtless good. She and Kent are even yet looking for another prop, but every one is so dreadfully robust. With Saltram the type was scattered, the grander, the elder style. They have got their carriage back, but what’s an empty carriage? In short, I think we were all happier as well as poorer before; even including George Gravener, who, by the deaths of his brother and his nephew, has lately become Lord Maddock. His wife, whose fortune clears the property, is criminally dull; he hates being in the Upper House and he has not yet had high office. But what are these accidents, which I should perhaps apologise for mentioning, in the light of the great eventual boon promised the patient by the rate at which the Coxon Fund must be rolling up?


  ·  ·
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  11 Women—Wives or Mothers


  By a Woman


  We believe it to be well within the truth to say that most men cherish, hidden away in an inner pocket of consciousness, their own particular ideal of the perfect woman. Sole sovereign she of that unseen kingdom, and crowned and sceptred she remains long after her faithful subject has put aside the other playthings of his youth. The fetish is from time to time regarded rapturously, though sorrowfully, by its possessor, but it is never brought forth for public exhibition. If to worship and adore were the beginning and end of the pastime, no cavilling word need be said, for the power to worship is a great and good gift, and, save in the fabulous region of politics, is nowadays so rare an one, that when discovered in the actual world its steady encouragement becomes a duty. But to this apparently innocent diversion there is another side. Somewhat grave consequences are apt to follow, and it is to this point of view that we wish to call attention.


  When the woman uncreate becomes the measuring rod by which her unconscious living rivals are judged, and are mostly found wanting, then we are minded to lift up our voice and put in a plea for fair-play. To the shrined deity are given by the acolothyst, not only all the perfections of person demanded by a severely 12 æsthetic sense, but all the moral qualities as well. Every grace of every fair woman he has ever met—the best attributes of his mother, his sister, and his aunt—are freely hers. None of the slight blemishes which occasionally tarnish the high lustre of virtue, none of the caprices to which sirens are constitutionally liable, are permitted. Faultless wife and faultless mother must she be, faithful lover and long-suffering friend, or he will have none of her in his temple. Now, this is surely a wholly unreasonable, an utterly extravagant demand on the part of man, and if analysed carefully, will, we believe, be found to yield egoism and gluttony in about equal parts. How, we venture to inquire, would he meet a like claim, were it in turn presented to him? A witty and light-hearted lady—a remnant yet remains, in spite of the advent of the leaping, bounding, new womanhood—once startled a selected audience by the general statement, “All men are widowers.” But even if this generous utterance can be accepted as absolutely accurate, it can hardly be taken as a proof of man’s fitness for both the important rôles involved.


  For our own part, we are convinced that, broadly speaking, the exception only proving the rule—whatever that supporting phrase may mean—woman, fresh from Nature’s moulding, is, so far as first intention is concerned, a predestined wife or mother. She is not both, though doubtless by constant endeavour, art and duty taking it turn and turn about, the dual end may, with hardness, be attained unto. For Nature is not economic. Far from her is the fatal utilitarian spirit which too often prompts the improver man (or—dare we confess it?—still more frequently woman) to attempt to make one object do the work of two. From all such sorry makeshifts Nature, the great modeller in clay, turns contemptuously away. Not long ago we read in a lady’s journal of a ‘combination gown’ which by some cunning arrangement, the 13 secret whereof was only known to its lucky possessor, would do alternate day and night duty with equal credit and despatch. We have no desire to disparage the varied merits of this ingenious contrivance, but at the best it must remain an unlovely hybrid thing. Probably it knew this well, for gowns, too, have their feelings, and before now have been seen to go limp in a twinkling, overcome by a sudden access of despondency. Such a moment must certainly have come to the omnibus garment referred to above, when it found itself breakfasting with a severe and one-idea’d “tailor-made,” or, more cruel experience still, dining skirt by skirt with a “mysterious miracle”—the latest label—in gossamer and satin.


  We dare to go even further, and to declare that every woman knows in her heart—though never, never will she admit it to you—within which fold she was intended to pass. Is it an exaggeration to say that many a girl marries out of the superabundance of the maternal instinct, though she may the while be absolutely ignorant of the motive power at work? Believing herself to be wildly enamoured of the man of her (or her parents’) choice, she is in reality only in love with the nursery of an after-day. Of worship between husband and wife, as a factor in the transaction, she knows nothing, or likely enough she imagines it present when it is the sweet passion of pity, or the more subtle patronage of bestowal, one or both, which are urging her forward into marriage. Gratitude, none the less real because unrealised, towards the man who thus enables her to fulfil her true destiny—the saving of souls alive—has also its share in the complex energy. Well for the husband of this wife if he allows himself gradually to occupy the position of eldest and most important of her children, to whom indeed a somewhat larger liberty is accorded, but from whom also more is required. In return for this submission boundless will be the care and devotion bestowed upon his upbringing day by day. 14 He will be foolish if he utters aloud, or even says in the silence of his heart, that motherhood is good, but that wifehood was what he wanted. It would be but a bootless kicking against the pricks. For he has chosen the mother-woman, and it is beyond his power, or that of any other specialist, to effect the fundamental change for which his soul may long. It only remains for him to make the best of a very good bargain, and one to which it is very probable his strict personal merits may hardly have entitled him.


  If such a marriage is childless, it may still be a very useful one. Nature’s accommodations often verge on the miraculous. The unemployed maternal instincts of the wife easily work themselves out in an unlimited and universal auntdom. It must be confessed that bad blunders are apt to ensue, but where the intentions are good, the pavement should not be too closely scanned. In fiction these are the Dinahs, the Romolas, the Dorotheas, the Mary Garths. Dear to the soul of the female writer is the maternal type. With loving, if tiresome frequency, she is presented to us again and yet again. In truth we sometimes grow a little weary of her saintly monotony. But as it is given to few of us to have the courage of our tastes, we bear with her, as we bear with other not altogether pleasing appliances, presented to us by earnest friends, with the assurance that they are for our good, or for our education, or some other equally superfluous purpose.


  With the male artist this female model is not nearly so popular. It may be that he feels himself wholly unequal to cope with her countless perfections. Certain it is that he makes but a sad muddle of it when he tries. Witness Thackeray’s faded, bloodless Lady Esmond, as set against his glowing wayward Trix—she, by the way, a beautifully-marked specimen of the wife-woman—though whether it would be pure wisdom to take her to wife must be left an open question. Still, we have in our time loved 15 her well, and some of us have found it hard to forgive the black treachery done in bringing her back in her old age, a painted and scolding harridan. For these, well-loved of the gods, should, in fiction at least, die young.


  Truth compels us to own regretfully that man in his self-indulgence shrinks from both the giving and receiving of dull moments, whilst woman, believing devoutly in their saving grace, is altruistic enough to devote herself with enthusiasm to the task of their administration. Now, dull moments are apt to lie hidden about the creases of the severely classic robe, which, in the story-books at any rate, these heroines always wear. We must all agree that during the last twenty years this type, with its portentous accumulation of self-conscious responsibility has increased alarmingly. To what is the increase to be attributed? The too rapid growth of the female population stands out plainly as prime cause. Legislators are athirst for things practical. Is it beyond their power to devise some method of dealing with this problem? The Chinese plan is painfully obvious, but only as a last and despairful resource, when the wise men of Westminster sitting on committees and commissions have failed, can it be mentioned for adoption in Europe. We are, alas! Science-ridden, and are likely to remain thus bridled and saddled for weary years to come. Every bush and every bug grows its own specialist, and yet we, the patient, the long-suffering public, are left to endure both the fogs that make of London one murky pit, and the redundant female birth-rate which threatens more revolutions than all the forces of the Anarchists in active combination. Meanwhile these devotees of the abstract play about with all sorts of trifles, masquerading as grave thinkers, hoping thus to escape their certain judgment-day. The identification of criminals by the variation of thumb-prints is a pretty conceit; so too is the record of the influence of the 16 moon on the tides, which, we are informed, employs all to itself a whole and highly paid professor with a yearly average of three pupils at Cambridge. But what are these save mere fads, on a par with leapfrog and skittles, in the presence of the momentous problems about and around us? Let these gentlemen jockeys look to it. The hour is not far distant when public opinion shall discover their uselessness and send them about their business.


  In humbler ways, too, much might be done to stem the morbid activity of the collective female conscience. Big sins lie at the doors of the hosts of good men and women who turn out year by year tons of “books for the young” to serve as nutriment for the hungry nestlings of culpable, thoughtless parents. It is hard to overstate the pernicious effect of this class of motif literature. Féerie in old or new dress is the only nourishing food for the happy child who is to remain happy. The little girl, aged seven, who lately wrote in her diary before going to bed, “Of what real use am I in the world?” had, it is certain, been denied her Andersen, her Grimm, her Carroll, even her Blue fairy book. Turned in to browse on “Ministering Children,” “Agatha’s First Prayer,” and the fatal “Eric”—into how many editions has this last well-meaning but poisonous romance not passed—the little victim of parental stupidity is thus left with an organ damaged for life by over-much stimulation at the start. This new massacre of the innocents is of purely nineteenth-century growth. It dates from the era of the awakened conscience, and is coincident with the formation of all the societies for the regeneration of the human race.


  Per contra, the wife-woman, though but seldom to be met with in the multitudinous pages written by women, is the well-beloved, the chosen of the male artist. Week-days and Sundays he paints her portrait. Shakespeare returns to her again and again, 17 as though it were hard to part from her. Wicked Trix stands out as bold leader of one bad band. Tess belongs to the family, though she is of another branch; so does Cathy of Wuthering Heights, and Lyndall of the African Farm; whilst latest and slightest scamp of the lot comes dancing Dodo of Lambeth. Save in a strictly specialised sense, none of this class can be said to contrive the greatest good of the greatest number. These are the women to whom the nursery is at best but an interlude, and at worst a real interruption of their life’s strongest interests. They are not skilled in dealing with early teething troubles, nor in the rival merits of Welsh and Saxony flannel stuffs. Their crass ignorance of all this deep lore may, it is true, go far to kill off superfluous offspring, but, unjust as it would appear, these are the mothers who each succeeding year become more and more adored of their sons. Fribblers though they be, they sweeten the world’s corners with the perfume of their charm. And the bit of world’s work in which they excel is the keeping alive the tradition of woman’s witchery. Who, then, can deny them their plain uses? When Fate is kind and bestows the fitting partner, the fires of their love never die down. They remain lovers to the end. Their husbands need fear no rival, not even in the person of their own superior son. When Fate is unkind and things go crookedly, these are the women whose wreckage strews life’s high road, and from whom their wiser sisters turn reprovingly away. For the good woman who has to “work for her living,” and who pretends to enjoy the healthful after-pains in her moral system, is rarely tolerant of the existence of the leichtsinnige sister for whom, as to Elijah at the brook, dainty morsels without labour are cheerfully provided by that inconsequent raven, man. This lady goes gaily, wearing what she has not spun, reaping where she has not sown. Sad reflections these for the high-souled woman whose enlightened 18 demand for justice turns in its present day impotency to wrath and bitterness.


  Wisdom and foresight are never the attributes of the wife-woman. Charm, beguilement, fascination of sorts, form her poor equipment for life’s selective struggle. These gifts cannot be said to promise, save when the stars are in happiest conjunction, long life and useful days for her intimates. Variations of the two types of Primitive Woman may abound, but the broad distinction between them is clearly cut and readily to be made out by the dullest groper after truth. We can imagine a modern Daniel addressing (quite uselessly) a modern disciple thus:


  “Look to it now, O young man! that your feet go straight, and slip not in search for the pearl that may be hid away for you. For she who loveth you best may work you all evil, and she who loveth her own soul’s travail best will hardly fail you in the days and the years. But Love remaineth, and the way of return is not.”


  ·  ·


  19 “Tell me not Now”


  By William Watson


  
    Tell me not now, if love for love


    Thou canst return,—


    Now while around us and above


    Day’s flambeaux burn.


    Not in clear noon, with speech as clear,


    Thy heart avow,


    For every gossip wind to hear;


    Tell me not now!

  


  
    Tell me not now the tidings sweet,


    The news divine;


    A little longer at thy feet


    Leave me to pine.


    I would not have the gadding bird


    Hear from his bough;


    Nay, though I famish for a word,


    Tell me not now!

  


  
    20 But when deep trances of delight


    All Nature seal;


    When round the world the arms of Night


    Caressing steal;


    When rose to dreaming rose says, “Dear,


    Dearest;” and when


    Heaven sighs her secret in Earth’s ear,—


    Ah, tell me then!

  


  ·  ·


  21 From a Lithograph


  By George Thomson


  ·  ·
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  25 The Headswoman


  By Kenneth Grahame


  I


  It was a bland sunny morning of a mediæval May—an old-style May of the most typical quality; and the Council of the little town of St. Radegonde were assembled, as was their wont at that hour, in the picturesque upper chamber of the Hotel de Ville, for the dispatch of the usual municipal business. Though the date was early sixteenth century, the members of this particular town-council possessed some resemblance to those of similar assemblies in the seventeenth, eighteenth, and even the nineteenth centuries, in a general absence of any characteristic at all—unless a pervading hopeless insignificance can be considered as such. All the character, indeed, in the room seemed to be concentrated in the girl who stood before the table, erect, yet at her ease, facing the members in general and Mr. Mayor in particular; a delicate-handed, handsome girl of some eighteen summers, whose tall, supple figure was well set off by the quiet, though tasteful mourning in which she was clad.


  “Well, gentlemen,” the Mayor was saying; “this little business appears to be—er—quite in order, and it only remains for me to—er—review the facts. You are aware that the town has lately had the misfortune to lose its executioner—a gentleman who, I may 26 say, performed the duties of his office with neatness and dispatch, and gave the fullest satisfaction to all with whom he—er—came in contact. But the Council has already, in a vote of condolence, expressed its sense of the—er—striking qualities of the deceased. You are doubtless also aware that the office is hereditary, being secured to a particular family in this town, so long as any one of its members is ready and willing to take it up. The deed lies before me, and appears to be—er—quite in order. It is true that on this occasion the Council might have been called upon to consider and examine the title of the claimant, the late lamented official having only left a daughter—she who now stands before you; but I am happy to say that Jeanne—the young lady in question—with what I am bound to call great good-feeling on her part, has saved us all trouble in that respect, by formally applying for the family post, with all its—er—duties, privileges, and emoluments; and her application appears to be—er—quite in order. There is therefore, under the circumstances, nothing left for us to do but to declare the said applicant duly elected. I would wish, however, before I—er—sit down, to make it quite clear to the—er—fair petitioner, that if a laudable desire to save the Council trouble in the matter has led her to a—er—hasty conclusion, it is quite open to her to reconsider her position. Should she determine not to press her claim, the succession to the post would then apparently devolve upon her cousin Enguerrand, well known to you all as a practising advocate in the courts of this town. Though the youth has not, I admit, up to now proved a conspicuous success in the profession he has chosen, still there is no reason why a bad lawyer should not make an excellent executioner; and in view of the close friendship—may I even say attachment?—existing between the cousins, it is possible that this young lady may, in due course, practically enjoy the solid emoluments of the position without the necessity 27 of discharging its (to some girls) uncongenial duties. And so, though not the rose herself, she would still be—er—near the rose!” And the Mayor resumed his seat, chuckling over his little pleasantry, which the keener wits of the Council proceeded to explain at length to the more obtuse.


  “Permit me, Mr. Mayor,” said the girl, quietly, “first to thank you for what was evidently the outcome of a kindly though misdirected feeling on your part; and then to set you right as to the grounds of my application for the post to which you admit my hereditary claim. As to my cousin, your conjecture as to the feeling between us is greatly exaggerated; and I may further say at once, from my knowledge of his character, that he is little qualified either to adorn or to dignify an important position such as this. A man who has achieved such indifferent success in a minor and less exacting walk of life, is hardly likely to shine in an occupation demanding punctuality, concentration, judgment—all the qualities, in fine, that go to make a good business man. But this is beside the question. My motives, gentlemen, in demanding what is my due, are simple and (I trust) honest, and I desire that you should know them. It is my wish to be dependent on no one. I am both willing and able to work, and I only ask for what is the common right of humanity—admission to the labour market. How many poor toiling women would simply jump at a chance like this which fortune lays open to me! And shall I, from any false deference to that conventional voice which proclaims this thing as “nice,” and that thing as “not nice,” reject a handicraft which promises me both artistic satisfaction and a competence? No, gentlemen; my claim is a small one—only a fair day’s wage for a fair day’s work. But I can accept nothing less, nor consent to forgo my rights, even or any contingent remainder of possible cousinly favour!”


  28 There was a touch of scorn in her fine contralto voice as she finished speaking; the Mayor himself beamed approval. He was not wealthy, and had a large family of daughters; so Jeanne’s sentiments seemed to him entirely right and laudable.


  “Well, gentlemen,” he began, briskly, “then all we’ve got to do, is to——”


  “Beg pardon, your worship,” put in Master Robinet, the tanner, who had been sitting with a petrified, Bill-the-Lizard sort of expression during the speechifying; “but are we to understand as how this here young lady is going to be the public executioner?”


  “Really, neighbour Robinet,” said the Mayor somewhat pettishly, “you’ve got ears like the rest of us, I suppose; and you know the contents of the deed; and you’ve had my assurance that it’s—er—quite in order; and as it’s getting towards lunchtime——”


  “But it’s unheard-of,” protested honest Robinet. “There hasn’t ever been no such thing—leastways not as I’ve heard tell.”


  “Well, well, well,” said the Mayor, “everything must have a beginning, I suppose. Times are different now, you know. There’s the march of intellect, and—er—all that sort of thing. We must advance with the times—don’t you see, Robinet?—advance with the times!”


  “Well I’m——” began the tanner.


  But no one heard, on this occasion, the tanner’s opinion as to his condition, physical or spiritual; for the clear contralto cut short his obtestations.


  “If there’s really nothing more to be said, Mr. Mayor,” she remarked, “I need not trespass longer on your valuable time. I propose to take up the duties of my office to-morrow morning, at 29 the usual hour. The salary will, I assume, be reckoned from the same date; and I shall make the customary quarterly application for such additional emoluments as may have accrued to me during that period. You see I am familiar with the routine. Good morning, gentlemen!” And as she passed from the Council chamber, her small head held erect, even the tanner felt that she took with her a large portion of the May sunshine which was condescending that morning to gild their deliberations.


  II


  One evening, a few weeks later, Jeanne was taking a stroll on the ramparts of the town, a favourite and customary walk of hers when business cares were over. The pleasant expanse of country that lay spread beneath her—the rich sunset, the gleaming sinuous river, and the noble old château that dominated both town and pasture from its adjacent height—all served to stir and bring out in her those poetic impulses which had lain dormant during the working day; while the cool evening breeze smoothed out and obliterated any little jars or worries which might have ensued during the practice of a profession in which she was still something of a novice. This evening she felt fairly happy and content. True, business was rather brisk, and her days had been fully occupied; but this mattered little so long as her modest efforts were appreciated, and she was now really beginning to feel that, with practice, her work was creditably and artistically done. In a satisfied, somewhat dreamy mood, she was drinking in the various sweet influences of the evening, when she perceived her cousin approaching.


  30 “Good evening, Enguerrand,” cried Jeanne pleasantly; she was thinking that since she had begun to work for her living, she had hardly seen him—and they used to be such good friends. Could anything have occurred to offend him?


  Enguerrand drew near somewhat moodily, but could not help relaxing his expression at sight of her fair young face, set in its framework of rich brown hair, wherein the sunset seemed to have tangled itself and to cling, reluctant to leave it.


  “Sit down, Enguerrand,” continued Jeanne, “and tell me what you’ve been doing this long time. Been very busy, and winning forensic fame and gold?”


  “Well, not exactly,” said Enguerrand, moody once more. “The fact is, there’s so much interest required nowadays at the courts, that unassisted talent never gets a chance. And you, Jeanne?”


  “Oh, I don’t complain,” answered Jeanne, lightly. “Of course it’s fair-time just now, you know, and we’re always busy then. But work will be lighter soon, and then I’ll get a day off, and we’ll have a delightful ramble and picnic in the woods, as we used to do when we were children. What fun we had in those old days, Enguerrand! Do you remember when we were quite little tots, and used to play at executions in the back-garden, and you were a bandit and a buccaneer, and all sorts of dreadful things, and I used to chop off your head with a paper-knife? How pleased dear father used to be!”


  “Jeanne,” said Enguerrand, with some hesitation, “you’ve touched upon the very subject that I came to speak to you about. Do you know, dear, I can’t help feeling—it may be unreasonable, but still the feeling is there—that the profession you have adopted is not quite—is just a little——”


  “Now, Enguerrand!” said Jeanne, an angry flash sparkling in 31 her eyes. She was a little touchy on this subject, the word she most affected to despise being also the one she most dreaded—the adjective “unladylike.”


  “Don’t misunderstand me, Jeanne,” went on Enguerrand, imploringly: “You may naturally think that, because I should have succeeded to the post, with its income and perquisites, had you relinquished your claim, there is therefore some personal feeling in my remonstrances. Believe me, it is not so. My own interests do not weigh with me for a moment. It is on your own account, Jeanne, and yours alone, that I ask you to consider whether the higher æsthetic qualities, which I know you possess, may not become cramped and thwarted by ‘the trivial round, the common task,’ which you have lightly undertaken. However laudable a professional life may be, one always feels that with a delicate organism such as woman, some of the bloom may possibly get rubbed off the peach.”


  “Well, Enguerrand,” said Jeanne, composing herself with an effort, though her lips were set hard, “I will do you the justice to belive that personal advantage does not influence you, and I will try to reason calmly with you, and convince you that you are simply hide-bound by old-world prejudice. Now, take yourself, for instance, who come here to instruct me: what does your profession amount to, when all’s said and done? A mass of lies, quibbles, dodges, and tricks, that would make any self-respecting executioner blush! And even with the dirty weapons at your command, you make but a poor show of it. There was that wretched fellow you defended only two days ago. (I was in court during the trial—professional interest, you know.) Well, he had his regular alibi all ready, as clear as clear could be; only you must needs go and mess and bungle the thing up, so that, as I expected all along, he was passed on to me for treatment in due 32 course. You may like to have his opinion—that of a shrewd, though unlettered person. ‘It’s a real pleasure, miss,’ he said, ‘to be handled by you. You knows your work, and you does your work—though p’raps I ses it as shouldn’t. If that blooming fool of a mouthpiece of mine’—he was referring to you, dear, in your capacity of advocate—‘had known his business half as well as you do yours, I shouldn’t a bin here now!’ And you know, Enguerrand, he was perfectly right.”


  “Well, perhaps he was,” admitted Enguerrand. “You see, I had been working at a sonnet the night before, and I couldn’t get the rhymes right, and they would keep coming into my head in court and mixing themselves up with the alibi. But look here, Jeanne, when you saw I was going off the track, you might have given me a friendly hint, you know—for old times’ sake, if not for the prisoner’s!”


  “I daresay,” replied Jeanne, calmly: “perhaps you’ll tell me why I should sacrifice my interests because you’re unable to look after yours. You forget that I receive a bonus, over and above my salary, upon each exercise of my functions!”


  “True,” said Enguerrand, gloomily: “I did forget that. I wish I had your business aptitudes, Jeanne.”


  “I daresay you do,” remarked Jeanne. “But you see, dear, how all your arguments fall to the ground. You mistake a prepossession for a logical base. Now if I had gone, like that Clairette you used to dangle after, and been waiting-woman to some grand lady in a château—a thin-blooded compound of drudge and sycophant—then, I suppose, you’d have been perfectly satisfied. So feminine! So genteel!”


  “She’s not a bad sort of girl, little Claire,” said Enguerrand, reflectively (thereby angering Jeanne afresh): “but putting her aside,—of course you could always beat me at argument, Jeanne; 33 you’d have made a much better lawyer than I. But you know, dear, how much I care about you; and I did hope that on that account even a prejudice, however unreasonable, might have some little weight. And I’m not alone, let me tell you, in my views. There was a fellow in court only to-day, who was saying that yours was only a succès d’estime, and that woman, as a naturally talkative and hopelessly unpunctual animal, could never be more than a clever amateur in the profession you have chosen.”


  “That will do, Enguerrand,” said Jeanne, proudly; “it seems that when argument fails, you can stoop so low as to insult me through my sex. You men are all alike—steeped in brutish masculine prejudice. Now go away, and don’t mention the subject to me again till you’re quite reasonable and nice.”


  III


  Jeanne passed a somewhat restless night after her small scene with her cousin, waking depressed and unrefreshed. Though she had carried matters with so high a hand, and had scored so distinctly all around, she had been more agitated than she had cared to show. She liked Enguerrand; and more especially did she like his admiration for her; and that chance allusion to Clairette contained possibilities that were alarming. In embracing a professional career, she had never thought for a moment that it could militate against that due share of admiration to which, as a girl, she was justly entitled; and Enguerrand’s views seemed this morning all the more narrow and inexcusable. She rose languidly, and as soon as she was dressed sent off a little note to the Mayor, saying that she had a nervous headache and felt out of sorts, and 34 begging to be excused from attendance on that day; and the missive reached the Mayor just as he was taking his usual place at the head of the Board.


  “Dear, dear,” said the kind-hearted old man, as soon as he had read the letter to his fellow-councilmen: “I’m very sorry. Poor girl! Here, one of you fellows, just run round and tell the gaoler there won’t be any business to-day. Jeanne’s seedy. It’s put off till to-morrow. And now, gentlemen, the agenda——”


  “Really, your worship,” exploded Robinet, “this is simply ridiculous!”


  “Upon my word, Robinet,” said the Mayor, “I don’t know what’s the matter with you. Here’s a poor girl unwell—and a more hardworking girl isn’t in the town—and instead of sympathising with her, and saying you’re sorry, you call it ridiculous! Suppose you had a headache yourself! You wouldn’t like——”


  “But it is ridiculous,” maintained the tanner stoutly. “Who ever heard of an executioner having a nervous headache? There’s no precedent for it. And ‘out of sorts,’ too! Suppose the criminals said they were out of sorts, and didn’t feel up to being executed?”


  “Well, suppose they did,” replied the Mayor, “we’d try and meet them halfway, I daresay. They’d have to be executed some time or other, you know. Why on earth are you so captious about trifles? The prisoners won’t mind, and I don’t mind: nobody’s inconvenienced, and everybody’s happy!”


  “You’re right there, Mr. Mayor,” put in another councilman. “This executing business used to give the town a lot of trouble and bother; now it’s all as easy as kiss-your-hand. Instead of objecting, as they used to do, and wanting to argue the point and kick up a row, the fellows as is told off for execution come skipping along in the morning, like a lot of lambs in Maytime. 35 And then the fun there is on the scaffold! The jokes, the back-answers, the repartees! And never a word to shock a baby! Why, my little girl, as goes through the market-place every morning—on her way to school, you know—she says to me only yesterday, she says, ‘Why, father,’ she says, ‘it’s as good as the play-actors,’ she says.”


  “There again,” persisted Robinet, “I object to that too. They ought to show a properer feeling. Playing at mummers is one thing, and being executed is another, and people ought to keep ’em separate. In my father’s time, that sort of thing wasn’t thought good taste, and I don’t hold with new-fangled notions.”


  “Well, really, neighbour,” said the Mayor, “I think you’re out of sorts yourself to-day. You must have got out of bed the wrong side this morning. As for a little joke, more or less, we all know a maiden loves a merry jest when she’s certain of having the last word! But I’ll tell you what I’ll do, if it’ll please you; I’ll go round and see Jeanne myself on my way home, and tell her—quite nicely, you know—that once in a way doesn’t matter, but that if she feels her health won’t let her keep regular business hours, she mustn’t think of going on with anything that’s bad for her. Like that, don’t you see? And now, gentlemen, let’s read the minutes!”


  Thus it came about that Jeanne took her usual walk that evening with a ruffled brow and a swelling heart; and her little hand opened and shut angrily as she paced the ramparts. She couldn’t stand being found fault with. How could she help having a headache? Those clods of citizens didn’t know what a highly-strung sensitive organisation was. Absorbed in her reflections, she had taken several turns up and down the grassy footway, before she became aware that she was not alone. A youth, of richer dress and more elegant bearing than the general run of 36 the Radegundians, was leaning in an embrasure, watching the graceful figure with evident interest.


  “Something has vexed you, fair maiden?” he observed, coming forward deferentially as soon as he perceived he was noticed; “and care sits but awkwardly on that smooth young brow.”


  “Nay, it is nothing, kind sir,” replied Jeanne; “we girls who work for our living must not be too sensitive. My employers have been somewhat exigent, that is all. I did wrong to take it to heart.”


  “’Tis the way of the bloated capitalist,” rejoined the young man lightly, as he turned to walk by her side. “They grind us, they grind us; perhaps some day they will come under your hands in turn, and then you can pay them out. And so you toil and spin, fair lily! And yet methinks those delicate hands show little trace of labour?”


  “You wrong me, indeed, sir,” replied Jeanne merrily. “These hands of mine, that you are so good as to admire, do great execution!”


  “I can well believe that your victims are numerous,” he replied; “may I be permitted to rank myself among the latest of them?”


  “I wish you a better fortune, kind sir,” answered Jeanne demurely.


  “I can imagine no more delightful one,” he replied; “and where do you ply your daily task, fair mistress? Not entirely out of sight and access, I trust?”


  “Nay, sir,” laughed Jeanne, “I work in the market-place most mornings, and there is no charge for admission; and access is far from difficult. Indeed, some complain—but that is no business of mine. And now I must be wishing you a good evening. Nay”—for he would have detained her—“it is not seemly for an 37 unprotected maiden to tarry in converse with a stranger at this hour. Au revoir, sir! If you should happen to be in the marketplace any morning”—— And she tripped lightly away. The youth, gazing after her retreating figure, confessed himself strangely fascinated by this fair unknown, whose particular employment, by the way, he had forgotten to ask; while Jeanne, as she sped homewards, could not help reflecting that for style and distinction, this new acquaintance threw into the shade all the Enguerrands and others she had met hitherto—even in the course of business.


  IV


  The next morning was bright and breezy, and Jeanne was early at her post, feeling quite a different girl. The busy little marketplace was full of colour and movement, and the gay patches of flowers and fruit, the strings of fluttering kerchiefs, and the piles of red and yellow pottery, formed an artistic setting to the quiet impressive scaffold which they framed. Jeanne was in short sleeves, according to the etiquette of her office, and her round graceful arms showed snowily against her dark blue skirt and scarlet tight-fitting bodice. Her assistant looked at her with admiration.


  “Hope you’re better, miss,” he said respectfully. “It was just as well you didn’t put yourself out to come yesterday; there was nothing particular to do. Only one fellow, and he said he didn’t care; anything to oblige a lady!”


  “Well, I wish he’d hurry up now, to oblige a lady,” said Jeanne, swinging her axe carelessly to and fro: “ten minutes past the hour; I shall have to talk to the Mayor about this.”


  38 “It’s a pity there ain’t a better show this morning,” pursued the assistant, as he leant over the rail of the scaffold and spat meditatively into the busy throng below. “They do say as how the young Seigneur arrived at the Château yesterday—him as has been finishing his education in Paris, you know. He’s as likely as not to be in the market-place to-day; and if he’s disappointed, he may go off to Paris again, which would be a pity, seeing the Château’s been empty so long. But he may go to Paris, or anywheres else he’s a mind to, he won’t see better workmanship than in this here little town!”


  “Well, my good Raoul,” said Jeanne, colouring slightly at the obvious compliment, “quality, not quantity, is what we aim at here, you know. If a Paris education has been properly assimilated by the Seigneur, he will not fail to make all the necessary allowances. But see, the prison-doors are opening at last!”


  They both looked across the little square to the prison, which fronted the scaffold; and sure enough, a small body of men, the Sheriff at their head, was issuing from the building, conveying, or endeavouring to convey, the tardy prisoner to the scaffold. That gentleman, however, seemed to be in a different and less obliging frame of mind from that of the previous day; and at every pace one or other of the guards was shot violently into the middle of the square, propelled by a vigorous kick or blow from the struggling captive. The crowd, unaccustomed of late to such demonstrations of feeling, and resenting the prisoner’s want of taste, hooted loudly; but it was not until that ingenious mediæval arrangement known as la marche aux crapauds had been brought to bear on him, that the reluctant convict could be prevailed upon to present himself before the young lady he had already so unwarrantably detained.


  Jeanne’s profession had both accustomed her to surprises 39 and taught her the futility of considering her clients as drawn from any one particular class: yet she could hardly help feeling some astonishment on recognising her new acquaintance of the previous evening. That, with all his evident amiability of character, he should come to this end, was not in itself a special subject for wonder; but that he should have been conversing with her on the ramparts at the hour when—after courteously excusing her attendance on the scaffold—he was cooling his heels in prison for another day, seemed hardly to be accounted for, at first sight. Jeanne, however, reflected that the reconciling of apparent contradictions was not included in her official duties.


  The Sheriff, wiping his heated brow, now read the formal procès delivering over the prisoner to the executioner’s hands; “and a nice job we’ve had to get him here,” he added on his own account. And the young man, who had remained perfectly tractable since his arrival, stepped forward and bowed politely.


  “Now that we have been properly introduced,” said he courteously, “allow me to apologise for any inconvenience you have been put to by my delay. The fault was entirely mine, and these gentlemen are in no way to blame. Had I known whom I was to have the pleasure of meeting, wings could not have conveyed me swiftly enough.”


  “Do not mention, I pray, the word inconvenience,” replied Jeanne with that timid grace which so well became her: “I only trust that any slight discomfort it may be my duty to cause you before we part, will be as easily pardoned. And now—for the morning, alas! advances—any little advice or assistance that I can offer is quite at your service; for the situation is possibly new, and you may have had but little experience.”


  “Faith, none worth mentioning,” said the prisoner, gaily. 40 “Treat me as a raw beginner. Though our acquaintance has been but brief, I have the utmost confidence in you.”


  “Then, sir,” said Jeanne, blushing, “suppose I were to assist you in removing this gay doublet, so as to give both of us more freedom and less responsibility?”


  “A perquisite of the office?” queried the prisoner with a smile, as he slipped one arm out of the sleeve.


  A flush came over Jeanne’s fair brow. “That was ungenerous,” she said.


  “Nay, pardon me, sweet one,” said he, laughing: “’twas but a poor jest of mine—in bad taste, I willingly admit.”


  “I was sure you did not mean to hurt me,” she replied kindly, while her fingers were busy in turning back the collar of his shirt. It was composed, she noticed, of the finest point lace; and she could not help a feeling of regret that some slight error—as must, from what she knew, exist somewhere—should compel her to take a course so at variance with her real feelings. Her only comfort was that the youth himself seemed entirely satisfied with his situation. He hummed the last air from Paris during her ministrations, and when she had quite finished, kissed the pretty fingers with a metropolitan grace.


  “And now, sir,” said Jeanne, “if you will kindly come this way: and please to mind the step—so. Now, if you will have the goodness to kneel here—nay, the sawdust is perfectly clean; you are my first client this morning. On the other side of the block you will find a nick, more or less adapted to the human chin, though a perfect fit cannot of course be guaranteed in every case. So! Are you pretty comfortable?”


  “A bed of roses,” replied the prisoner. “And what a really admirable view one gets of the valley and the river, from just this particular point!”


  41 “Charming, is it not?” replied Jeanne. “I’m so glad you do justice to it. Some of your predecessors have really quite vexed me by their inability to appreciate that view. It’s worth coming here to see it. And now, to return to business for one moment,—would you prefer to give the word yourself? Some people do; it’s a mere matter of taste. Or will you leave yourself entirely in my hands?”


  “Oh, in your fair hands,” replied her client, “which I beg you to consider respectfully kissed once more by your faithful servant to command.”


  Jeanne, blushing rosily, stepped back a pace, moistening her palms as she grasped her axe, when a puffing and blowing behind caused her to turn her head, and she perceived the Mayor hastily ascending the scaffold.


  “Hold on a minute, Jeanne, my girl,” he gasped. “Don’t be in a hurry. There’s been some little mistake.”


  Jeanne drew herself up with dignity. “I’m afraid I don’t quite understand you, Mr. Mayor,” she replied in freezing accents. “There’s been no little mistake on my part that I’m aware of.”


  “No, no, no,” said the Mayor, apologetically; “but on somebody else’s there has. You see it happened in this way: this here young fellow was going round the town last night; and he’d been dining, I should say, and he was carrying on rather free. I will only say so much in your presence, that he was carrying on decidedly free. So the town-guard happened to come across him, and he was very high and very haughty, he was, and wouldn’t give his name nor yet his address—as a gentleman should, you know, when he’s been dining and carrying on free. So our fellows just ran him in—and it took the pick of them all their time to do it, too. Well, then, the other chap who was in prison—42the gentleman who obliged you yesterday, you know—what does he do but slip out and run away in the middle of all the row and confusion; and very inconsiderate and ungentlemanly it was of him to take advantage of us in that mean way, just when we wanted a little sympathy and forbearance. Well, the Sheriff comes this morning to fetch out his man for execution, and he knows there’s only one man to execute, and he sees there’s only one man in prison, and it all seems as simple as A B C—he never was much of a mathematician, you know—so he fetches our friend here along, quite gaily. And—and that’s how it came about, you see; hinc illæ lachrymæ, as the Roman poet has it. So now I shall just give this young fellow a good talking to, and discharge him with a caution; and we shan’t require you any more to-day, Jeanne, my girl.”


  “Now, look here, Mr. Mayor,” said Jeanne severely, “you utterly fail to grasp the situation in its true light. All these little details may be interesting in themselves, and doubtless the press will take note of them; but they are entirely beside the point. With the muddleheadedness of your officials (which I have frequently remarked upon) I have nothing whatever to do. All I know is, that this young gentleman has been formally handed over to me for execution, with all the necessary legal requirements; and executed he has got to be. When my duty has been performed, you are at liberty to re-open the case if you like; and any ‘little mistake’ that may have occurred through your stupidity you can then rectify at your leisure. Meantime, you’ve no locus standi here at all; in fact, you’ve no business whatever lumbering up my scaffold. So shut up and clear out.”


  “Now, Jeanne, do be reasonable,” implored the Mayor. “You women are so precise. You never will make any allowance for the necessary margin of error in things.”


  43 “If I were to allow the necessary margin for all your errors, Mayor,” replied Jeanne, coolly, “the edition would have to be a large-paper one, and even then the text would stand a poor chance. And now, if you don’t allow me the necessary margin to swing my axe, there may be another ‘little mistake’——”


  But at this point a hubbub arose at the foot of the scaffold, and Jeanne, leaning over, perceived sundry tall fellows, clad in the livery of the Seigneur, engaged in dispersing the municipal guard by the agency of well-directed kicks, applied with heartiness and anatomical knowledge. A moment later, there strode on to the scaffold, clad in black velvet, and adorned with his gold chain of office, the stately old seneschal of the Château, evidently in a towering passion.


  “Now, mark my words, you miserable little bladder-o’-lard,” he roared at the Mayor (whose bald head certainly shone provokingly in the morning sun), “see if I don’t take this out of your skin presently!” And he passed on to where the youth was still kneeling, apparently quite absorbed in the view.


  “My lord,” he said, firmly though respectfully, “your hair-brained folly really passes all bounds. Have you entirely lost your head?”


  “Faith, nearly,” said the young man, rising and stretching himself. “Is that you, old Thibault? Ow, what a crick I’ve got in my neck! But that view of the valley was really delightful!”


  “Did you come here simply to admire the view, my lord?” inquired Thibault severely.


  “I came because my horse would come,” replied the young Seigneur lightly: “that is, these gentlemen here were so pressing; they would not hear of any refusal; and besides, they forgot to mention what my attendance was required in such a hurry for. 44 And when I got here, Thibault, old fellow, and saw that divine creature—nay, a goddess, dea certé—so graceful, so modest, so anxious to acquit herself with credit—— Well, you know my weakness; I never could bear to disappoint a woman. She had evidently set her heart on taking my head; and as she had my heart already——”


  “I think, my lord,” said Thibault with some severity, “you had better let me escort you back to the Château. This appears to be hardly a safe place for light-headed and susceptible persons!”


  Jeanne, as was natural, had the last word. “Understand me, Mr. Mayor,” said she, “these proceedings are entirely irregular. I decline to recognise them, and when the quarter expires I shall claim the usual bonus!”


  V


  When, an hour or two later, an invitation arrived—courteously worded, but significantly backed by an escort of half-a-dozen tall archers—for both Jeanne and the Mayor to attend at the Château without delay, Jeanne for her part received it with neither surprise nor reluctance. She had felt it especially hard that the only two interviews fate had granted her with the one man who had made some impression on her heart, should be hampered, the one by considerations of propriety, the other by the conflicting claims of her profession and its duties. On this occasion, now, she would have an excellent chaperon in the Mayor; and business being over for the day, they could meet and unbend on a common social footing. The Mayor was not at all surprised either, considering what had gone before; but he was exceedingly terrified, and sought some consolation from Jeanne as they proceeded together 45 to the Château. That young lady’s remarks, however, could hardly be called exactly comforting.


  “I always thought you’d put your foot in it some day, Mayor,” she said. “You are so hopelessly wanting in system and method. Really, under the present happy-go-lucky police arrangements, I never know whom I may not be called upon to execute. Between you and my cousin Enguerrand, life is hardly safe in this town. And the worst of it is, that we other officials on the staff have to share in the discredit.”


  “What do you think they’ll do to me, Jeanne?” whimpered the Mayor, perspiring freely.


  “Can’t say, I’m sure,” pursued the candid Jeanne. “Of course, if it’s anything in the rack line of business, I shall have to superintend the arrangements, and then you can feel sure you’re in capable hands. But probably they’ll only fine you pretty smartly, give you a month or two in the dungeons, and dismiss you from your post; and you will hardly grudge any slight personal inconvenience resulting from an arrangement so much to the advantage of the town.”


  This was hardly reassuring, but the Mayor’s official reprimand of the previous day still rankled in this unforgiving young person’s mind.


  On their reaching the Château, the Mayor was conducted aside, to be dealt with by Thibault; and from the sounds of agonised protestation and lament which shortly reached Jeanne’s ears, it was evident that he was having a mauvais quart d’heure. The young lady was shown respectfully into a chamber apart, where she had hardly had time to admire sufficiently the good taste of the furniture and the magnificence of the tapestry with which the walls were hung, when the Seigneur entered and welcomed her with a cordial grace that put her entirely at her ease.


  46 “Your punctuality puts me to shame, fair mistress,” he said, “considering how unwarrantably I kept you waiting this morning, and how I tested your patience by my ignorance and awkwardness.”


  He had changed his dress, and the lace round his neck was even richer than before. Jeanne had always considered one of the chief marks of a well-bred man to be a fine disregard for the amount of his washing-bill; and then with what good taste he referred to recent events—putting himself in the wrong, as a gentleman should!


  “Indeed, my lord,” she replied modestly, “I was only too anxious to hear from your own lips that you bore me no ill-will for the part forced on me by circumstances in our recent interview. Your lordship has sufficient critical good sense, I feel sure, to distinguish between the woman and the official.”


  “True, Jeanne,” he replied, drawing nearer; “and while I shrink from expressing, in their fulness, all the feelings that the woman inspires in me, I have no hesitation—for I know it will give you pleasure—in acquainting you with the entire artistic satisfaction with which I watched you at your task!”


  “But, indeed” said Jeanne, “you did not see me at my best. In fact, I can’t help wishing—it’s ridiculous, I know, because the thing is hardly practicable—but if I could only have carried my performance quite through, and put the last finishing touches to it, you would not have been judging me now by the mere ‘blocking-in’ of what promised to be a masterpiece!”


  “Yes, I wish it could have been arranged somehow,” said the Seigneur reflectively; “but perhaps it’s better as it is. I am content to let the artist remain for the present on trust, if I may only take over, fully paid up, the woman I adore!”


  Jeanne felt strangely weak. The official seemed oozing out at 47 her fingers and toes, while the woman’s heart beat even more distressingly.


  “I have one little question to ask,” he murmured (his arm was about her now). “Do I understand that you still claim your bonus?”


  Jeanne felt like water in his strong embrace; but she nerved herself to answer faintly but firmly: “Yes!”


  “Then so do I,” he replied, as his lips met hers.


  * * * * *


  Executions continued to occur in St. Radegonde; the Radegundians being conservative and very human. But much of the innocent enjoyment that formerly attended them departed after the fair Chatelaine had ceased to officiate. Enguerrand, on succeeding to the post, wedded Clairette, she being (he was heard to say) a more suitable match in mind and temper than others of whom he would name no names. Rumour had it, that he found his match and something over; while as for temper—and mind (which she gave him in bits)—— But the domestic trials of high-placed officials have a right to be held sacred. The profession, in spite of his best endeavours, languished nevertheless. Some said that the scaffold lacked its old attraction for criminals of spirit; others, more unkindly, that the headsman was the innocent cause, and that Enguerrand was less fatal in his new sphere than formerly, when practising in the criminal court as advocate for the defence.


  ·  ·


  48 Credo


  By Arthur Symons


  
    Each, in himself, his hour to be and cease


    Endures alone, yet few there be who dare


    Sole with himself his single burden bear,


    All the long day until the night’s release.

  


  
    Yet, ere the night fall, and the shadows close,


    This labour of himself is each man’s lot;


    All a man hath, yet living, is forgot,


    Himself he leaves behind him when he goes.

  


  
    If he have any valiancy within,


    If he have made his life his very own,


    If he have loved and laboured, and have known


    A strenuous virtue, and the joy of sin;

  


  
    Then, being dead, he has not lived in vain,


    For he has saved what most desire to lose,


    And he has chosen what the few must choose,


    Since life, once lived, returns no more again.

  


  
    49 For of our time we lose so large a part


    In serious trifles, and so oft let slip


    The wine of every moment at the lip


    Its moment, and the moment of the heart.

  


  
    We are awake so little on the earth,


    And we shall sleep so long, and rise so late,


    If there is any knocking at that gate


    Which is the gate of death, the gate of birth.

  


  ·  ·


  50 Four Drawings


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  I. Portrait of Himself


  II. Lady Gold’s Escort


  III. The Wagnerites


  IV. La Dame aux Camélias


  ·  ·
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  59 White Magic


  By Ella D’Arcy


  Ispent one evening last summer with my friend Mauger, pharmacien in the little town of Jacques-le-Port. He pronounces his name Major, by-the-bye, it being a quaint custom of the Islands to write proper names one way and speak them another, thus serving to bolster up that old, old story of the German savant’s account of the difficulties of the English language “where you spell a man’s name Verulam,” says he reproachfully, “and pronounce it Bacon.”


  Mauger and I sat in the pleasant wood-panelled parlour behind the shop, from whence all sorts of aromatic odours found their way in through the closed door to mingle with the fragrance of figs, Ceylon tea, and hot gôches-à-beurre, constituting the excellent meal spread before us. The large old-fashioned windows were wide open, and I looked straight out upon the harbour, filled with holiday yachts, and the wonderful azure sea.


  Over against the other islands, opposite, a gleam of white streaked the water, white clouds hung motionless in the blue sky, and a tiny boat with white sails passed out round Falla Point. A white butterfly entered the room to flicker in gay uncertain curves above the cloth, and a warm reflected light played over the slender rat-tailed forks and spoons, and raised by a tone or two the colour 60 of Mauger’s tanned face and yellow beard. For, in spite of a sedentary profession, his preferences lie with an out-of-door life, and he takes an afternoon off whenever practicable, as he had done that day, to follow his favourite pursuit over the golf-links at Les Landes.


  While he had been deep in the mysteries of teeing and putting, with no subtler problem to be solved than the judicious selection of mashie and cleek, I had explored some of the curious cromlechs or pouquelayes scattered over this part of the island, and my thoughts and speech harked back irresistibly to the strange old religions and usages of the past.


  “Science is all very well in its way,” said I; “and of course it’s an inestimable advantage to inhabit this so-called nineteenth century; but the mediæval want of science was far more picturesque. The once universal belief in charms and portents, in wandering saints, and fighting fairies, must have lent an interest to life which these prosaic days sadly lack. Madelon then would steal from her bed on moonlight nights in May, and slip across the dewy grass with naked feet, to seek the reflection of her future husband’s face in the first running stream she passed; now, Miss Mary Jones puts on her bonnet and steps round the corner, on no more romantic errand than the investment of her month’s wages in the savings bank at two and a half per cent.”


  Mauger laughed. “I wish she did anything half so prudent! That has not been my experience of the Mary Joneses.”


  “Well, anyhow,” I insisted, “the Board school has rationalised them. It has pulled up the innate poetry of their nature to replace it by decimal fractions.”


  To which Mauger answered “Rot!” and offered me his cigarette-case. After the first few silent whiffs, he went on as follows: “The innate poetry of Woman! Confess now, there is 61 no more unpoetic creature under the sun. Offer her the sublimest poetry ever written and the Daily Telegraph’s latest article on fashions, or a good sound murder or reliable divorce, and there’s no betting on her choice, for it’s a dead certainty. Many men have a love of poetry, but I’m inclined to think that a hundred women out of ninety-nine positively dislike it.”


  Which struck me as true. “We’ll drop the poetry, then,” I answered; “but my point remains, that if the girl of to-day has no superstitions, the girl of to-morrow will have no beliefs. Teach her to sit down thirteen to table, to spill the salt, and walk under a ladder with equanimity, and you open the door for Spencer and Huxley, and—and all the rest of it,” said I, coming to an impotent conclusion.


  “Oh, if superstition were the salvation of woman—but you are thinking of young ladies in London, I suppose? Here, in the Islands, I can show you as much superstition as you please. I’m not sure that the country-people in their heart of hearts don’t still worship the old gods of the pouquelayes. You would not, of course, find any one to own up to it, or to betray the least glimmer of an idea as to your meaning, were you to question him, for ours is a shrewd folk, wearing their orthodoxy bravely; but possibly the old beliefs are cherished with the more ardour for not being openly avowed. Now you like bits of actuality. I’ll give you one, and a proof, too, that the modern maiden is still separated by many a fathom of salt sea-water from these fortunate isles.


  “Some time ago, on a market morning, a girl came into the shop, and asked for some blood from a dragon. ‘Some what?’ said I, not catching her words. ‘Well, just a little blood from a dragon,’ she answered very tremulously, and blushing. She meant of course, ‘dragon’s blood,’ a resinous powder, formerly much used in medicine, though out of fashion now.


  62 “She was a pretty young creature, with pink cheeks and dark eyes, and a forlorn expression of countenance which didn’t seem at all to fit in with her blooming health. Not from the town, or I should have known her face; evidently come from one of the country parishes to sell her butter and eggs. I was interested to discover what she wanted the ‘dragon’s blood’ for, and after a certain amount of hesitation she told me. ‘They do say it’s good, sir, if anything should have happened betwixt you an’ your young man.’ ‘Then you have a young man?’ said I. ‘Yes, sir.’ ‘And you’ve fallen out with him?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ And tears rose to her eyes at the admission, while her mouth rounded with awe at my amazing perspicacity. ‘And you mean to send him some dragon’s blood as a love potion?’ ‘No, sir; you’ve got to mix it with water you’ve fetched from the Three Sisters’ [Sisters’.] Well, and drink it yourself in nine sips on nine nights running, and get into bed without once looking in the glass, and then if you’ve done everything properly, and haven’t made any mistake, he’ll come back to you, an’ love you twice as much as before.’ ‘And la mère Todevinn (Tostevin) gave you that precious recipe, and made you cross her hand with silver into the bargain,’ said I severely; on which the tears began to flow outright.


  “You know the old lady,” said Mauger, breaking off his narration, “who lives in the curious stone house at the corner of the market-place? A reputed witch who learned both black and white magic from her mother, who was a daughter of Hélier Mouton, the famous sorcerer of Cakeuro. I could tell you some funny stories relating to la Mère Todevinn, who numbers more clients among the officers and fine ladies here than in any other class; and very curious, too, is the history of that stone house, with the Brancourt arms still sculptured on the side. You can see them, if you turn down by the Water-gate. This old sinister-looking 63 building, or rather portion of a building, for more modern houses have been built over the greater portion of the site, and now press upon it from either hand, once belonged to one of the finest mansions in the islands, but through a curse and a crime has been brought down to its present condition; while the Brancourt family have long since been utterly extinct. But all this isn’t the story of Elsie Mahy, which turned out to be the name of my little customer.


  “The Mahys are of the Vauvert parish, and Pierre Jean, the father of this girl, began life as a day-labourer, took to tomato-growing on borrowed capital, and now owns a dozen glass-houses of his own. Mrs. Mahy does some dairy-farming on a minute scale, the profits of which she and Miss Elsie share as pin-money. The young man who is courting Elsie is a son of Toumes the builder. He probably had something to do with the putting up of Mahy’s greenhouses, but anyhow, he has been constantly over at Vauvert during the last six months, superintending the alterations at de Câterelle’s place.


  “Toumes, it would seem, is a devoted but imperious lover, and the Persian and Median laws are as butter compared with the inflexibility of his decisions. The little rift within the lute, which has lately turned all the music to discord, occurred last Monday week—bank-holiday, as you may remember. The Sunday school to which Elsie belongs—and it’s a strange anomaly, isn’t it, that a girl going to Sunday school should still have a rooted belief in white magic?—the school was to go for an outing to Prawn Bay, and Toumes had arranged to join his sweetheart at the starting-point. But he had made her promise that if by any chance he should be delayed, she would not go with the others, but would wait until he came to fetch her.


  “Of course, it so happened that he was detained, and, equally of 64 course, Elsie, like a true woman, went off without him. She did all she knew to make me believe she went quite against her own wishes, that her companions forced her to go. The beautifully yielding nature of a woman never comes out so conspicuously as when she is being coerced into following her own secret desires. Anyhow, Toumes, arriving some time later, found her gone. He followed on, and under ordinary circumstances, I suppose, a sharp reprimand would have been considered sufficient. Unfortunately, the young man arrived on the scene to find his truant love deep in the frolics of kiss-in-the-ring. After tea in the Câterelle Arms, the whole party had adjourned to a neighbouring meadow, and were thus whiling away the time to the exhilarating strains of a French horn and a concertina. Elsie was led into the centre of the ring by various country bumpkins, and kissed beneath the eyes of heaven, of her neighbours, and of her embittered swain.


  “You may have been amongst us long enough to know that the Toumes family are of a higher social grade than the Mahys, and I suppose the Misses Toumes never in their lives stooped to anything so ungenteel as public kiss-in-the-ring. It was not surprising, therefore, to hear that after this incident ‘me an’ my young man had words,’ as Elsie put it.


  “Note,” said Mauger, “the descriptive truth of this expression ‘having words.’ Among the unlettered, lovers only do have words when vexed. At other times they will sit holding hands throughout a long summer’s afternoon, and not exchange two remarks an hour. Love seals their tongue; anger alone unlooses it, and, naturally, when unloosened, it runs on, from sheer want of practice, a great deal faster and farther than they desire.


  “So, life being thorny and youth being vain, they parted late that same evening, with the understanding that they would meet no more; and to be wroth with one we love worked its usual 65 harrowing effects. Toumes took to billiards and brandy, Elsie to tears and invocations of Beelzebub; then came Mère Todevinn’s recipe, my own more powerful potion, and now once more all is silence and balmy peace.”


  “Do you mean to tell me you sold the child a charm, and didn’t enlighten her as to its futility?”


  “I sold her some bicarbonate of soda worth a couple of doubles, and charged her five shillings for it into the bargain,” said Mauger unblushingly. “A wrinkle I learned from once overhearing an old lady I had treated for nothing expatiating to a crony, ‘Eh, but, my good, my good! dat Mr. Major, I don’t t’ink much of him. He give away his add-vice an’ his meddecines for nuddin. Dey not wort nuddin’ neider, for sure.’ So I made Elsie hand me over five British shillings, and gave her the powder, and told her to drink it with her meals. But I threw in another prescription, which, if less important, must nevertheless be punctiliously carried out, if the charm was to have any effect. ‘The very next time,’ I told her, ‘that you meet your young man in the street, walk straight up to him without looking to the right or to the left, and hold out your hand, saying these words: “Please, I so want to be friends again!” Then if you’ve been a good girl, have taken the powder regularly, and not forgotten one of my directions, you’ll find that all will come right.’


  “Now, little as you may credit it,” said Mauger, smiling, “the charm worked, for all that we live in the so-called nineteenth century. Elsie came into the shop only yesterday to tell me the results, and to thank me very prettily. ‘I shall always come to you now, sir,’ she was good enough to say, ‘I mean, if anything was to go wrong again. You know a great deal more than Mère Todevinn, I’m sure.’ ‘Yes, I’m a famous sorcerer,’ said I, ‘but you had better not speak about the powder. You are wise enough 66 to see that it was just your own conduct in meeting your young man rather more than halfway, that did the trick—eh?’ She looked at me with eyes brimming over with wisdom. ‘You needn’t be afraid, sir, I’ll not speak of it. Mère Todevinn always made me promise to keep silence too. But of course I know it was the powder that worked the charm.’


  “And to that belief the dear creature will stick to the last day of her life. Women are wonderful enigmas. Explain to them that tight-lacing displaces all the internal organs, and show them diagrams to illustrate your point, they smile sweetly, say, ‘Oh, how funny!’ and go out to buy their new stays half an inch smaller than their old ones. But tell them they must never pass a pin in the street for luck’s sake, if it lies with its point towards them, and they will sedulously look for and pick up every such confounded pin they see. Talk to a woman of the marvels of science, and she turns a deaf ear, or refuses point-blank to believe you; yet she is absolutely all ear for any old wife’s tale, drinks it greedily in, and never loses hold of it for the rest of her days.”


  “But does she?” said I; “that’s the point in dispute, and though your story shows there’s still a commendable amount of superstition in the Islands, I’m afraid if you were to come to London, you would not find sufficient to cover a threepenny-piece.”


  “Woman is woman all the world over,” said Mauger sententiously, “no matter what mental garb happens to be in fashion at the time. Grattez la femme et vous trouvez la folle. For see here: if I had said to Mademoiselle Elsie, ‘Well, you were in the wrong; it’s your place to take the first step towards reconciliation,’ she would have laughed in my face, or flung out of the shop in a rage. But because I sold her a little humbugging powder under the 67 guise of a charm, she submitted herself with the docility of a pet lambkin. No; one need never hope to prevail through wisdom with a woman, and if I could have realised that ten years ago, it would have been better for me.”


  He fell silent, thinking of his past, which to me, who knew it, seemed almost an excuse for his cynicism. I sought a change of idea. The splendour of the pageant outside supplied me with one.


  The sun had set; and all the eastern world of sky and water, stretching before us, was steeped in the glories of the after-glow. The ripples seemed painted in dabs of metallic gold upon a surface of polished blue-grey steel. Over the islands opposite hung a far-reaching golden cloud, with faint-drawn, up-curled edges, as though thinned out upon the sky by some monster brush; and while I watched it, this cloud changed from gold to rose-colour, and instantly the steel mirror of the sea glowed rosy too, and was streaked and shaded with a wonderful rosy-brown. As the colour grew momentarily more intense in the sky above, so did the sea appear to pulse to a more vivid copperish-rose, until at last it was like nothing so much as a sea of flowing fire. And the cloud flamed fiery too, yet all the while its up-curled edges rested in exquisite contrast upon a background of most cool cerulean blue.


  The little sailing-boat, which I had noticed an hour previously, reappeared from behind the Point. The sail was lowered as it entered the harbour, and the boatman took to his oars. I watched it creep over the glittering water until it vanished beneath the window-sill. I got up and went over to the window to hold it still in sight. It was sculled by a young man in rosy shirt-sleeves, and opposite to him, in the stern, sat a girl in a rosy gown.


  So long as I had observed them, not one word had either spoken. 68 In silence they had crossed the harbour, in silence the sculler had brought his craft alongside the landing-stage, and secured her to a ring in the stones. Still silent, he helped his companion to step out upon the quay.


  “Here,” said I, to Mauger, “is a couple confirming your ‘silent’ theory with a vengeance. We must suppose that much love has rendered them absolutely dumb.”


  He came, and leaned from the window too.


  “It’s not a couple, but the couple,” said he; “and after all, in spite of cheap jesting, there are some things more eloquent than speech.” For at this instant, finding themselves alone upon the jetty, the young man had taken the girl into his arms, and she had lifted a frank responsive mouth to return his kiss.


  Five minutes later the sea had faded into dull greys and sober browns, starved white clouds moved dispiritedly over a vacant sky, and by cricking the back of my neck I was able to follow Toumes’ black coat and the white frock of Miss Elsie until they reached Poidevin’s wine-vaults, and, turning up the Water-gate, were lost to view.


  ·  ·


  69 Fleurs de Feu


  By José Maria de Hérédia, of the French Academy


  
    Bien des siècles depuis les siècles du Chaos,


    La flamme par torrents jaillit de ce cratère


    Et le panache igné du volcan solitaire


    Flamba encore plus haut que les Chimborazos.

  


  
    Nul bruit n’éveille plus la cime sans échos.


    Où la cendre pleuvait l’oiseau se désaltère;


    Le sol est immobile, et le sang de la Terre


    La lave, en se figeant, lui laissa le repos.

  


  
    Pourtant, suprême effort de l’antique incendie,


    A l’orle de la gueule à jamais refroidie,


    Éclatant a travers les rocs pulvérisés.

  


  
    Comme un coup de tonnerre au milieu du silence,


    Dans le poudroîement d’or du pollen qu’elle lance,


    S’épanouit la fleur des cactus embrasés.

  


  ·  ·


  70 Flowers of Fire


  A Translation, by Ellen M. Clerke


  
    For ages since the age of Chaos passed,


    Flame shot in torrents from this crater pyre,


    And the red plume of the volcano’s ire


    Higher than Chimborazo’s crown was cast.

  


  
    No sound awakes the summit, voiceless, vast,


    The bird now sips where rained the ashes dire,


    The soil is moveless, and Earth’s blood on fire,


    The lava—hardening—gives it peace at last.

  


  
    But, crowning effort of the fires of old,


    Close by the gaping jaws, for ever cold,


    Gleaming ’mid rocks that crumble in the gloom,

  


  
    As with a thunderclap in hush profound,


    ’Mid golden dust of pollen hurled around,


    The burning cactus blazes into bloom.

  


  ·  ·


  71 When I am King


  By Henry Harland


  
    “Qu’y faire, mon Dieu, qu’y faire?”

  


  Ihad wandered into a tangle of slummy streets, and began to think it time to inquire my way back to the hotel; then, turning a corner, I came out upon the quays. At one hand there was the open night, with the dim forms of many ships, and stars hanging in a web of masts and cordage; at the other, the garish illumination of a row of public-houses: Au Bonheur du Matelot, Café de la Marine, Brasserie des Quatre Vents, and so forth; rowdy-looking shops enough, designed for the entertainment of the forecastle. But they seemed to promise something in the nature of local colour; and I entered the Brasserie des Quatre Vents.


  It proved to be a brasserie-à-femmes; you were waited upon by ladies, lavishly rouged and in regardless toilets, who would sit with you and chat, and partake of refreshments at your expense. The front part of the room was filled up with tables, where half a hundred customers, talking at the top of their voices, raised a horrid din—sailors, soldiers, a few who might be clerks or tradesmen, and an occasional workman in his blouse. Beyond, there was a cleared space, reserved for dancing, occupied by a dozen 72 couples, clumsily toeing it; and on a platform, at the far end, a man pounded a piano. All this in an atmosphere hot as a furnace-blast, and poisonous with the fumes of gas, the smells of bad tobacco, of musk, alcohol, and humanity.


  The musician faced away from the company, so that only his shoulders and the back of his grey head were visible, bent over his keyboard. It was sad to see a grey head in that situation; and one wondered what had brought it there, what story of vice or weakness or evil fortune. Though his instrument was harsh, and he had to bang it violently to be heard above the roar of conversation, the man played with a kind of cleverness, and with certain fugitive suggestions of good style. He had once studied an art, and had hopes and aspirations, who now, in his age, was come to serve the revels of a set of drunken sailors, in a disreputable tavern, where they danced with prostitutes. I don’t know why, but from the first he drew my attention; and I left my handmaid to count her charms neglected, while I sat and watched him, speculating about him in a melancholy way, with a sort of vicarious shame.


  But presently something happened to make me forget him—something of his own doing. A dance had ended, and after a breathing spell he began to play an interlude. It was an instance of how tunes, like perfumes, have the power to wake sleeping memories. The tune he was playing now, simple and dreamy like a lullaby, and strangely at variance with the surroundings, whisked me off in a twinkling, far from the actual—ten, fifteen years backwards—to my student life in Paris, and set me to thinking, as I had not thought for many a long day, of my hero, friend, and comrade, Edmund Pair; for it was a tune of Pair’s composition, a melody he had written to a nursery rhyme, and used to sing a good deal, half in fun, half in earnest, to his lady-love, Godelinette:


  
    73 “Lavender’s blue, diddle-diddle,


    Lavender’s green;


    When I am king, diddle-diddle,


    You shall be queen.”

  


  It is certain he meant very seriously that if he ever came into his kingdom Godelinette should be queen. The song had been printed, but, so far as I knew, had never had much vogue; and it seemed an odd chance that this evening, in a French seaport town where I was passing a single night, I should stray by hazard into a sailors’ pothouse and hear it again.


  Edmund Pair lived in the Latin Quarter when I did, but he was no longer a mere student. He had published a good many songs; articles had been written about them in the newspapers; and at his rooms you would meet the men who had “arrived”—actors, painters, musicians, authors, and now and then a politician—who thus recognised him as more or less one of themselves. Everybody liked him; everybody said, “He is splendidly gifted; he will go far.” A few of us already addressed him, half-playfully perhaps, as cher maître.


  He was three or four years older than I—eight or nine and twenty to my twenty-five—and I was still in the schools; but for all that we were great chums. Quite apart from his special talent, he was a remarkable man—amusing in talk, good-looking, generous, affectionate. He had read; he had travelled; he had hob-and-nobbed with all sorts and conditions of people. He had wit, imagination, humour, and a voice that made whatever he said a cordial to the ear. For myself I admired him, enjoyed him, loved him, with equal fervour; he had all of my hero-worship and the lion’s share of my friendship; perhaps I was vain as well as glad to be distinguished by his intimacy. We used to spend two or 74 three evenings a week together, at his place or at mine, or over the table of a café, talking till the small hours—Elysian sessions, at which we smoked more cigarettes and emptied more bocks than I should care to count. On Sundays and holidays we would take long walks arm-in-arm in the Bois, or, accompanied by Godelinette, go to Viroflay or Fontainebleau, lunch in the open, bedeck our hats with wildflowers, and romp like children. He was tall and slender, with dark waving hair, a delicate aquiline profile, a clear brown skin, and grey eyes, alert, intelligent, kindly. I fancy the Boulevard St. Michel, flooded with sunshine, broken here and there by long crisp shadows; trams and omnibuses toiling up the hill, tooting their horns; students and étudiantes sauntering gaily backwards and forwards on the trottoir; an odour of asphalte, of caporal tobacco; myself one of the multitude on the terrace of a café; and Edmund and Godelinette coming to join me—he with his swinging stride, a gesture of salutation, a laughing face; she in the freshest of bright-coloured spring toilets: I fancy this, and it seems an adventure of the golden age. Then we would drink our apéritifs, our Turin bitter, perhaps our absinthe, and go off to dine together in the garden at Lavenue’s.


  Godelinette was a child of the people, but Pair had done wonders by way of civilising her. She had learned English, and prattled it with an accent so quaint and sprightly as to give point to her otherwise perhaps somewhat commonplace observations. She was fond of reading; she could play a little; she was an excellent housewife, and generally a very good-natured and quite presentable little person. She was Parisian and adaptable. To meet her, you would never have suspected her origin; you would have found it hard to believe that she had been the wife of a drunken tailor, who used to beat her. One January night, four or five years before, Pair had surprised this gentleman publicly 75 pummelling her in the Rue Gay-Lussac. He hastened to remonstrate; and the husband went off, hiccoughing of his outraged rights, and calling the universe to witness that he would have the law of the meddling stranger. Pair picked the girl up (she was scarcely eighteen then, and had only been married a sixmonth), he picked her up from where she had fallen, half fainting, on the pavement, carried her to his lodgings, which were at hand, and sent for a doctor. In his manuscript-littered study for rather more than nine weeks she lay on a bed of fever, the consequence of blows, exhaustion, and exposure. When she got well there was no talk of her leaving. Pair couldn’t let her go back to her tailor; he couldn’t turn her into the streets. Besides, during the months that he had nursed her, he had somehow conceived a great tenderness for her; it made his heart burn with grief and anger to think of what she had suffered in the past, and he yearned to sustain and protect and comfort her for the future. This perhaps was no more than natural; but, what rather upset the calculations of his friends, she, towards whom he had established himself in the relation of a benefactor, bore him, instead of a grudge therefor, a passionate gratitude and affection. So, Pair said, they were only waiting till her tailor should drink himself to death, to get married; and meanwhile, he exacted for her all the respect that would have been due to his wife; and everybody called her by his name. She was a pretty little thing, very daintily formed, with tiny hands and feet, and big gipsyish brown eyes; and very delicate, very fragile—she looked as if anything might carry her off. Her name, Godeleine, seeming much too grand and mediæval for so small and actual a person, Pair had turned it into Godelinette.


  We all said, “He is splendidly gifted; he will do great things.” He had studied at Cambridge and at Leipsic before coming to Paris. He was learned, enlightened, and extremely modern; he 76 was a hard worker. We said he would do great things; but I thought in those days, and indeed I still think—and, what is more to the purpose, men who were themselves musicians and composers, men whose names are known, were before me in thinking—that he had already done great things, that the songs he had already published were achievements. They seemed to us original in conception, accomplished and felicitous in treatment; they were full of melody and movement, full of harmonic surprises; they had style and they had “go.” One would have imagined they must please at once the cultivated and the general public. I could never understand why they weren’t popular. They would be printed; they would be praised at length, and under distinguished signatures, in the reviews; they would enjoy an unusual success of approbation; but—they wouldn’t sell, and they wouldn’t get themselves sung at concerts. If they had been too good, if they had been over the heads of people—but they weren’t. Plenty of work quite as good, quite as modern, yet no whit more tuneful or interesting, was making its authors rich. We couldn’t understand it, we had to conclude it was a fluke, a question of chance, of accident. Pair was still a very young man; he must go on knocking, and some day—to-morrow, next week, next year, but some day certainly—the door of public favour would be opened to him. Meanwhile his position was by no means an unenviable one, goodness knows. To have your orbit in the art world of Paris, and to be recognised there as a star; to be written about in the Revue des Deux-Mondes; to possess the friendship of the masters, to know that they believe in you, to hear them prophesy, “He will do great things”—all that is something, even if your wares don’t “take on” in the market-place.


  “It’s a good job, though, that I haven’t got to live by them,” Pair said; and there indeed he touched a salient point. His 77 people were dead; his father had been a younger son; he had no money of his own. But his father’s elder brother, a squire in Hampshire, made him rather a liberal allowance, something like six hundred a year, I believe, which was opulence in the Latin Quarter. Now, the squire had been aware of Pair’s relation with Godelinette from its inception, and had not disapproved. On his visits to Paris he had dined with them, given them dinners, and treated her with the utmost complaisance. But when, one fine morning, her tailor died, and my quixotic friend announced his intention of marrying her, dans les délais légaux, the squire protested. I think I read the whole correspondence, and I remember that in the beginning the elder man took the tone of paradox and banter. “Behave dishonourably, my dear fellow. I have winked at your mistress heretofore, because boys will be boys; but it is the man who marries. And, anyhow, a woman is so much more interesting in a false position.” But he soon became serious, presently furious, and, when the marriage was an accomplished fact, cut off the funds.


  “Never mind, my dear,” said Pair. “We will go to London and seek our fortune. We will write the songs of the people, and let who will make the laws. We will grow rich and famous, and


  
    ‘When I am king, diddle-diddle,


    You shall be queen!’”

  


  So they went to London to seek their fortune, and—that was the last I ever saw of them, nearly the last I heard. I had two letters from Pair, written within a month of their hegira—gossipy, light-hearted letters, describing the people they were meeting, reporting Godelinette’s quaint observations upon England and English things, explaining his hopes, his intentions, all very 78 confidently—and then I had no more. I wrote again, and still again, till, getting no answer, of course I ceased to write. I was hurt and puzzled; but in the spring we should meet in London, and could have it out. When the spring came, however, my plans were altered: I had to go to America. I went by way of Havre, expecting to stay six weeks, and was gone six years.


  On my return to England I said to people, “You have a brilliant young composer named Pair. Can you put me in the way of procuring his address?” The fortune he had come to seek he would surely have found; he would be a known man. But people looked blank, and declared they had never heard of him. I applied to music-publishers—with the same result. I wrote to his uncle in Hampshire; the squire did not reply. When I reached Paris I inquired of our friends there; they were as ignorant as I. “He must be dead,” I concluded. “If he had lived, it is impossible we should not have heard of him.” And I wondered what had become of Godelinette.


  Then another eight or ten years passed, and now, in a waterside public at Bordeaux, an obscure old pianist was playing Pair’s setting of “Lavender’s blue,” and stirring a hundred bitter-sweet far-away memories of my friend. It was as if fifteen years were erased from my life. The face of Godelinette was palpable before me—pale, with its sad little smile, its bright appealing eyes. Edmund might have been smoking across the table—I could hear his voice, I could have put out my hand and touched him. And all round me were the streets, the lights, the smells, the busy youthful va-et-vient of the Latin Quarter; and in my heart the yearning, half joy and all despair and anguish, with which we think of the old days when we were young, of how real and dear they were, of how irrecoverable they are.


  And then the music stopped, the Brasserie des Quatre Vents 79 became a glaring reality, and the painted female sipping eau-de-vie at my elbow remarked plaintively, “Tu n’es pas rigolo, toi. Vieux-tu faire une valse?”


  “I must speak to your musician,” I said. “Excuse me.”


  He had played a bit of Pair’s music. It was one chance in a thousand, but I wanted to ask him whether he could tell me anything about the composer. So I penetrated to the bottom of the shop, and approached his platform. He was bending over some sheets of music—making his next selection, doubtless.


  “I beg your pardon——” I began.


  He turned towards me. You will not be surprised—I was looking into Pair’s own face.


  You will not be surprised, but you will imagine what it was for me. Oh, yes, I recognised him instantly; there could be no mistake. And he recognised me, for he flushed, and winced, and started back.


  I suppose for a little while we were both of us speechless, speechless and motionless, while our hearts stopped beating. By-and-by I think I said—something had to be said to break the situation—I think I said, “It’s you, Edmund?” I remember he fumbled with a sheet of music, and kept his eyes bent on it, and muttered something inarticulate. Then there was another speechless, helpless suspension. He continued to fumble his music, without looking up. At last I remember saying, through a sort of sickness and giddiness, “Let us get out of here—where we can talk.”


  “I can’t leave yet. I’ve got another dance,” he answered.


  “Well, I’ll wait,” said I.


  I sat down near him and waited, trying to create some kind of 80 order out of the chaos in my mind, and half automatically watching and considering him as he played his dance—Edmund Pair playing a dance for prostitutes and drunken sailors. He was not greatly changed. There were the same grey eyes, deep-set and wide apart, under the same broad forehead; the same fine nose and chin, the same sensitive mouth. The whole face was pretty much the same, only thinner perhaps, and with a look of apathy, of inanimation, that was foreign to my recollection of it. His hair had turned quite white, but otherwise he appeared no older than his years. His figure, tall, slender, well-knit, retained its vigour and its distinction. Though he wore a shabby brown Norfolk jacket, and his beard was two days old, you could in no circumstances have taken him for anything but a gentleman. I waited anxiously for the time when we should be alone—anxiously, yet with a sort of terror. I was burning to understand, and yet I shrunk from doing so. If to conjecture even vaguely what experiences could have brought him to this, what dark things suffered or done, had been melancholy when he was a nameless old musician, now it was appalling, and I dreaded the explanation that I longed to hear.


  At last he struck his final chord, and rose from the piano. Then he turned to me and said, composedly enough, “Well, I’m ready.” He, apparently, had in some measure pulled himself together. In the street he took my arm. “Let’s walk in this direction,” he said, leading off, “towards the Christian quarter of the town.” And in a moment he went on: “This has been an odd meeting. What brings you to Bordeaux?”


  I explained that I was on my way to Biarritz, stopping for the night between two trains.


  “Then it’s all the more surprising that you should have stumbled into the Brasserie des Quatre Vents. You’ve altered 81 very slightly. The world wags well with you? You look prosperous.”


  I cried out some incoherent protest. Afterwards I said, “You know what I want to hear. What does this mean?”


  He laughed nervously. “Oh, the meaning’s clear enough. It speaks for itself.”


  “I don’t understand,” said I.


  “I’m pianist to the Brasserie des Quatre Vents. You saw me in the discharge of my duties.”


  “I don’t understand,” I repeated helplessly.


  “And yet the inference is plain. What could have brought a man to such a pass save drink or evil courses?”


  “Oh, don’t trifle,” I implored him.


  “I’m not trifling. That’s the worst of it. For I don’t drink, and I’m not conscious of having pursued any especially evil courses.”


  “Well?” I questioned. “Well?”


  “The fact of the matter simply is that I’m what they call a failure. I never came off.”


  “I don’t understand,” I repeated for a third time.


  “No more do I, if you come to that. It’s the will of Heaven, I suppose. Anyhow, it can’t puzzle you more than it puzzles me. It seems contrary to the whole logic of circumstances, but it’s the fact.”


  Thus far he had spoken listlessly, with a sort of bitter levity, an affectation of indifference; but after a little silence his mood appeared to change. His hand upon my arm tightened its grasp, and he began to speak rapidly, feelingly.


  “Do you realise that it is nearly fifteen years since we have seen each other? The history of those fifteen years, so far as I am concerned, has been the history of a single uninterrupted déveine—one continuous run of ill-luck, against every probability 82 of the game, against every effort I could make to play my cards effectively. When I started out, one might have thought, I had the best of chances. I had studied hard; I worked hard. I surely had as much general intelligence, as much special knowledge, as much apparent talent, as my competitors. And the stuff I produced seemed good to you, to my friends, and not wholly bad to me. It was musicianly, it was melodious, it was sincere; the critics all praised it; but—it never took on! The public wouldn’t have it. What did it lack? I don’t know. At last I couldn’t even get it published—invisible ink! And I had a wife to support.”


  He paused for a minute; then: “You see,” he said, “we made the mistake, when we were young, of believing, against wise authority, that it was in mortals to command success, that he could command it who deserved it. We believed that the race would be to the swift, the battle to the strong; that a man was responsible for his own destiny, that he’d get what he merited. We believed that honest labour couldn’t go unrewarded. An immense mistake. Success is an affair of temperament, like faith, like love, like the colour of your hair. Oh, the old story about industry, resolution, and no vices! I was industrious, I was resolute, and I had no more than the common share of vices. But I had the unsuccessful temperament; and here I am. If my motives had been ignoble—but I can’t see that they were. I wanted to earn a decent living; I wanted to justify my existence by doing something worthy of the world’s acceptance. But the stars in their courses fought against me. I have tried hard to convince myself that the music I wrote was rubbish. It had its faults, no doubt. It wasn’t great, it wasn’t epoch-making. But, as music goes nowadays, it was jolly good. It was a jolly sight better than the average.”


  83 “Oh, that is certain, that is certain,” I exclaimed, as he paused again.


  “Well, anyhow, it didn’t sell, and at last I couldn’t even get it published. So then I tried to find other work. I tried everything. I tried to teach—harmony and the theory of composition. I couldn’t get pupils. So few people want to study that sort of thing, and there were good masters already in the place. If I had known how to play, indeed! But I was never better than a fifth-rate executant; I had never gone in for that; my ‘lay’ was composition. I couldn’t give piano lessons, I couldn’t play in public—unless in a gargotte like the hole we have just left. Oh, I tried everything. I tried to get musical criticism to do for the newspapers. Surely I was competent to do musical criticism. But no—they wouldn’t employ me. I had ill luck, ill luck, ill luck—nothing but ill luck, defeat, disappointment. Was it the will of Heaven? I wondered what unforgiveable sin I had committed to be punished so. Do you know what it is like to work and pray and wait, day after day, and watch day after day come and go and bring you nothing? Oh, I tasted the whole heart-sickness of hope deferred; Giant Despair was my constant bed-fellow.”


  “But—with your connections——” I began.


  “Oh, my connections!” he cried. “There was the rub, London is the cruellest town in Europe. For sheer cold blood and heartlessness give Londoners the palm. I had connections enough for the first month or so, and then people found out things that didn’t concern them. They found out some things that were true, and they imagined other things that were false. They wouldn’t have my wife; they told the most infamous lies about her; and I wouldn’t have them. Could I be civil to people who insulted and slandered her? I had no connections in London, except with the underworld. I got down to copying parts for 84 theatrical orchestras; and working twelve hours a day, earned about thirty shillings a week.”


  “You might have come back to Paris.”


  “And fared worse. I couldn’t have earned thirty pence in Paris. Mind you, the only trade I had learned was that of a musical composer; and I couldn’t compose music that people would buy. I should have starved as a copyist in Paris, where copyists are more numerous and worse paid. Teach there? But to one competent master of harmony in London there are ten in Paris. No; it was a hopeless case.”


  “It is incomprehensible—incomprehensible,” said I.


  “But wait—wait till you’ve heard the end. One would think I had had enough—not so? One would think my cup of bitterness was full. No fear! There was a stronger cup still a-brewing for me. When Fortune takes a grudge against a man, she never lets up. She exacts the uttermost farthing. I was pretty badly off, but I had one treasure left—I had Godelinette. I used to think that she was my compensation. I would say to myself, ‘A fellow can’t have all blessings. How can you expect others, when you’ve got her?’ And I would accuse myself of ingratitude for complaining of my unsuccess. Then she fell ill. My God, how I watched over, prayed over her! It seemed impossible—I could not believe—that she would be taken from me. Yet, Harry, do you know what that poor child was thinking? Do you know what her dying thoughts were—her wishes? Throughout her long painful illness she was thinking that she was an obstacle in my way, a weight upon me; that if it weren’t for her, I should get on, have friends, a position; that it would be a good thing for me if she should die; and she was hoping in her poor little heart that she wouldn’t get well! Oh, I know it, I knew it—and you see me here alive. She let herself die for my sake—as if I could 85 care for anything without her! That’s what brought us here, to France, to Bordeaux—her illness. The doctors said she must pass the spring out of England, away from the March winds, in the South; and I begged and borrowed money enough to take her. And we were on our way to Arcachon; but when we reached Bordeaux she was too ill to continue the journey, and—she died here.”


  We walked on for some distance in silence, then he added: “That was four years ago. You wonder why I live to tell you of it, why I haven’t cut my throat. I don’t know whether it’s cowardice or conscientious scruples. It seems rather inconsequent to say that I believe in a God, doesn’t it?—that I believe one’s life is not one’s own to make an end of? Anyhow, here I am, keeping body and soul together as musician to a brasserie-à-femmes. I can’t go back to England, I can’t leave Bordeaux—she’s buried here. I’ve hunted high and low for work, and found it nowhere save in the brasserie-à-femmes. With that, and a little copying now and then, I manage to pay my way.”


  “But your uncle?” I asked.


  “Do you think I would touch a penny of his money?” Pair retorted, almost fiercely. “It was he who began it. My wife let herself die. It was virtual suicide. It was he who created the situation that drove her to it.”


  “You are his heir, though, aren’t you?”


  “No, the estates are not entailed.”


  We had arrived at the door of my hotel. “Well, good-night and bon voyage,” he said.


  “You needn’t wish me bon voyage,” I answered. “Of course I’m not leaving Bordeaux for the present.”


  “Oh, yes, you are. You’re going on to Biarritz to-morrow morning, as you intended.”


  86 And herewith began a long and most painful struggle. I could persuade him to accept no help of any sort from me. “What I can’t do for myself,” he declared, “I’ll do without. My dear fellow, all that you propose is contrary to the laws of Nature. One man can’t keep another—it’s an impossible relation. And I won’t be kept; I won’t be a burden. Besides, to tell you the truth, I’ve got past caring. The situation you find me in seems terrible to you; to me it’s no worse than another. You see, I’m hardened; I’ve got past caring.”


  “At any rate,” I insisted, “I shan’t go on to Biarritz. I’ll spend my holiday here, and we can see each other every day. What time shall we meet to-morrow?”


  “No, no, I can’t meet you again. Don’t ask me to; you mean it kindly, I know, but you’re mistaken. It’s done me good to talk it all out to you, but I can’t meet you again. I’ve got no heart for friendship, and—you remind me too keenly of many things.”


  “But if I come to the brasserie to-morrow night?”


  “Oh, if you do that, you’ll oblige me to throw up my employment there, and hide from you. You must promise not to come again—you must respect my wishes.”


  “You’re cruel, you know.”


  “Perhaps, perhaps. But I think I’m only reasonable. Anyhow, good-bye.”


  He shook my hand hurriedly, and moved off. What could I do? I stood looking after him till he had vanished in the night, with a miserable baffled recognition of my helplessness to help him.


  ·  ·


  87 To a Bunch of Lilac


  By Theo Marzials


  
    “Dis-moi la fleur, je te dirai la femme”

  


  
    Is it the April springing,


    Or the bird in the breeze above?


    My throat is full of singing,


    My heart is full of love.

  


  
    O heart, are you not yet broken?


    O dream, so done with and dead,


    Is life’s one word not spoken,


    And the rede of it all not read?

  


  
    No hope in the whole world over!


    No hope in the infinite blue!


    Yet I sing and laugh out like a lover—


    Oh, who is it, April—who?

  


  
    And the glad young year is springing;


    And the birds, and the breeze above,


    And the shrill tree-tops, are singing—


    And I am singing—of love.

  


  * * * *


  
    88 O beautiful lilac flowers,


    Oh, say, is it you, is it you


    The sun-struck, love-sick hours


    Go faint for murmuring through?

  


  
    O full of ineffable yearning,


    So balmy, mystical, deep,


    And faint beyond any discerning,


    Like far-off voices in sleep—

  


  
    I love you, O lilac, I love you!


    Till life goes swooning by,


    I breathe and enwreathe and enfold you,


    And long but to love, and die.

  


  ·  ·


  89 From a Pastel


  By Albert Foschter


  ·  ·
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  93 Apple Blossom in Brittany


  By Ernest Dowson


  I


  It was the feast of the Assumption in Ploumariel, at the hottest part of the afternoon. Benedict Campion, who had just assisted at vespers, in the little dove-cotted church—like everything else in Ploumariel, even vespers were said earlier than is the usage in towns—took up his station in the market-place to watch the procession pass by. The head of it was just then emerging into the Square: a long file of men from the neighbouring villages, bare-headed and chaunting, followed the crucifer. They were all clad in the picturesque garb of the Morbihan peasantry, and were many of them imposing, quite noble figures with their clear-cut Breton features, and their austere type of face. After them a troop of young girls, with white veils over their heads, carrying banners—children from the convent school of the Ursulines; and then, two and two in motley assemblage (peasant women with their white coifs walking with the wives and daughters of prosperous bourgeois in costumes more civilised but far less pictorial) half the inhabitants of Ploumariel—all, indeed, who had not, with Campion, preferred to be spectators, taking refuge from a broiling sun under the grateful shadow of the chestnuts 94 in the market-place. Last of all a muster of clergy, four or five strong, a small choir of bullet-headed boys, and the Curé or the parish himself, Monsieur Letêtre chaunting from his book, who brought up the rear.


  Campion, leaning against his chestnut tree, watched them defile. Once a smile of recognition flashed across his face, which was answered by a girl in the procession. She just glanced from her book, and the smile with which she let her eyes rest upon him for a moment, before she dropped them, did not seem to detract from her devotional air. She was very young and slight—she might have been sixteen—and she had a singularly pretty face; her white dress was very simple, and her little straw hat, but both of these she wore with an air which at once set her apart from her companions, with their provincial finery and their rather commonplace charms. Campion’s eyes followed the little figure until it was lost in the distance, disappearing with the procession down a by-street on its return journey to the church. And after they had all passed, the singing, the last verse of the “Ave Maris Stella,” was borne across to him, through the still air, the voices of children pleasantly predominating. He put on his hat at last, and moved away; every now and then he exchanged a greeting with somebody—the communal doctor, the mayor; while here and there a woman explained him to her gossip in whispers as he passed, “It is the Englishman of Mademoiselle Marie-Ursule—it is M. le Curé’s guest.” It was to the dwelling of M. le Curé, indeed, that Campion now made his way. Five minutes’ walk brought him to it; an unpretentious white house, lying back in its large garden, away from the dusty road. It was an untidy garden, rather useful than ornamental; a very little shade was offered by one incongruous plane-tree, under which a wooden table was placed and some chairs. After déjeûner, on those hot August days, 95 Campion and the Curé took their coffee here; and in the evening it was here that they sat and talked while Mademoiselle Hortense, the Curé’s sister, knitted, or appeared to knit, an interminable shawl; the young girl, Marie-Ursule, placidly completing the quartet with her silent, felicitous smile of a convent-bred child, which seemed sometimes, at least to Campion, to be after all a finer mode of conversation. He threw himself down now on the bench, wondering when his hosts would have finished their devotions, and drew a book from his pocket as if he would read. But he did not open it, but sat for a long time holding it idly in his hand, and gazing out at the village, at the expanse of dark pine-covered hills, and at the one trenchant object in the foreground, the white façade of the convent of the Ursuline nuns. Once and again he smiled, as though his thoughts, which had wandered a long way, had fallen upon extraordinarily pleasant things. He was a man of barely forty, though he looked slightly older than his age: his little, peaked beard was grizzled, and a life spent in literature, and very studiously, had given him the scholar’s premature stoop. He was not handsome, but, when he smiled, his smile was so pleasant that people credited him with good looks. It brought, moreover, such a light of youth into his eyes, as to suggest that if his avocations had unjustly aged his body, that had not been without its compensations—his soul had remained remarkably young. Altogether, he looked shrewd, kindly and successful, and he was all these things, while if there was also a certain sadness in his eyes—lines of lassitude about his mouth—this was an idiosyncracy of his temperament, and hardly justified by his history, which had always been honourable and smooth. He was sitting in the same calm and presumably agreeable reverie, when the garden gate opened, and a girl—the young girl of the procession, fluttered towards him.


  96 “Are you quite alone?” she asked brightly, seating herself at his side. “Has not Aunt Hortense come back?”


  Campion shook his head, and she continued speaking in English, very correctly, but with a slight accent, which gave to her pretty young voice the last charm.


  “I suppose she has gone to see la mère Guémené. She will not live another night they say. Ah! what a pity,” she cried, clasping her hands; “to die on the Assumption—that is hard.”


  Campion smiled softly. “Dear child, when one’s time comes, when one is old as that, the day does not matter much.” Then he went on: “But how is it you are back; were you not going to your nuns?”


  She hesitated a moment. “It is your last day, and I wanted to make tea for you. You have had no tea this year. Do you think I have forgotten how to make it, while you have been away, as I forget my English words?”


  “It’s I who am forgetting such an English habit,” he protested. “But run away and make it, if you like. I am sure it will be very good.”


  She stood for a moment looking down at him, her fingers smoothing a little bunch of palest blue ribbons on her white dress. In spite of her youth, her brightness, the expression of her face in repose was serious and thoughtful, full of unconscious wistfulness. This, together with her placid manner, the manner of a child who has lived chiefly with old people and quiet nuns, made her beauty to Campion a peculiarly touching thing. Just then her eyes fell upon Campion’s wide-awake, lying on the seat at his side, and travelled to his uncovered head. She uttered a protesting cry: “Are you not afraid of a coup de soleil? See—you are not fit to be a guardian if you can be so foolish as that. It is I who have to look after you.” She took up the great grey hat and 97 set it daintily on his head; then with a little laugh she disappeared into the house.


  When Campion raised his head again, his eyes were smiling, and in the light of a sudden flush which just died out of it, his face looked almost young.


  II


  This girl, so foreign in her education and traditions, so foreign in the grace of her movements, in everything except the shade of her dark blue eyes, was the child of an English father; and she was Benedict Campion’s ward. This relation, which many persons found incongruous, had befallen naturally enough. Her father had been Campion’s oldest and most familiar friend; and when Richard Heath’s romantic marriage had isolated him from so many others, from his family and from his native land, Campion’s attachment to him had, if possible, only been increased. From his heart he had approved, had prophesied nothing but good of an alliance, which certainly, while it lasted, had been an wholly ideal relation. There had seemed no cloud on the horizon—and yet less than two years had seen the end of it. The birth of the child, Marie-Ursule, had been her mother’s death; and six months later, Richard Heath, dying less from any defined malady than because he lacked any longer the necessary motive to live, was laid by the side of his wife. The helpless child remained, in the guardianship of Hortense, her mother’s sister, and elder by some ten years, who had already composed herself contentedly, as some women do, to the prospect of perpetual spinsterhood, and the care of her brother’s house—an ecclesiastic just appointed curé of Ploumariel. And here, ever since, in this quiet corner of Brittany, 98 in the tranquil custody of the priest and his sister, Marie-Ursule had grown up.


  Campion’s share in her guardianship had not been onerous, although it was necessarily maintained; for the child had inherited, and what small property would come to her was in England, and in English funds. To Hortense Letêtre and her brother such responsibilities in an alien land were not for a moment to be entertained. And gradually, this connection, at first formal and impersonal, between Campion and the Breton presbytery, had developed into an intimacy, into a friendship singularly satisfying on both sides. Separate as their interests seemed, those of the French country-priest, and of the Englishman of letters, famous already in his own department, they had, nevertheless, much community of feeling apart from their common affection for a child. Now, for many years, he had been established in their good graces, so that it had become an habit with him to spend his holiday—it was often a very extended one—at Ploumariel; while to the Letêtres, as well as to Marie-Ursule herself, this annual sojourn of Campion’s had become the occasion of the year, the one event which pleasantly relieved the monotony of life in this remote village; though that, too, was a not unpleasant routine. Insensibly Campion had come to find his chief pleasure in consideration of this child of an old friend, whose gradual growth beneath influences which seemed to him singularly exquisite and fine, he had watched so long; whose future, now that her childhood, her schooldays at the convent had come to an end, threatened to occupy him with an anxiety more intimate than any which hitherto he had known. Marie-Ursule’s future! They had talked much of it that summer, the priest and the Englishman, who accompanied him in his long morning walks, through green lanes, and over white, dusty roads, and past fields perfumed with 99 the pungently pleasant smell of the blood-red sarrasin, when he paid visits to the sick who lived on the outskirts of his scattered parish. Campion became aware then of an increasing difficulty in discussing this matter impersonally, in the impartial manner becoming a guardian. Odd thrills of jealousy stirred within him when he was asked to contemplate Marie-Ursule’s possible suitors. And yet, it was with a very genuine surprise, at least for the moment, that he met the Curé’s sudden pressing home of a more personal contingency—he took this freedom of an old friend with a shrewd twinkle in his eye, which suggested that all along this had been chiefly in his mind. “Mon bon ami, why should you not marry her yourself? That would please all of us so much.” And he insisted, with kindly insistence, on the propriety of the thing: dwelling on Campion’s established position, their long habit of friendship, his own and his sister’s confidence and esteem, taking for granted, with that sure insight which is the gift of many women and of most priests, that on the ground of affection alone the justification was too obvious to be pressed. And he finished with a smile, stopping to take a pinch of snuff with a sigh of relief—the relief of a man who has at least seasonably unburdened himself.


  “Surely, mon ami, some such possibility must have been in your mind?”


  Campion hesitated for a moment; then he proffered his hand, which the other warmly grasped. “You read me aright,” he said slowly, “only I hardly realised it before. Even now—no, how can I believe it possible—that she should care for me. Non sum dignus, non sum dignus. Consider her youth, her inexperience; the best part of my life is behind me.”


  But the Curé smiled reassuringly. “The best part is before you, Campion; you have the heart of a boy. Do we not know 100 you? And for the child—rest tranquil there! I have the word of my sister, who is a wise woman, that she is sincerely attached to you; not to speak of the evidence of my own eyes. She will be seventeen shortly, then she can speak for herself. And to whom else can we trust her?”


  The shadow of these confidences hung over Campion when he next saw Marie-Ursule, and troubled him vaguely during the remainder of his visit, which this year, indeed, he considerably curtailed. Inevitably he was thrown much with the young girl, and if daily the charm which he found in her presence was sensibly increased, as he studied her from a fresh point of view, he was none the less disquieted at the part which he might be called upon to play. Diffident and scrupulous, a shy man, knowing little of women; and at least by temperament, a sad man, he trembled before felicity, as many at the palpable breath of misfortune. And his difficulty was increased by the conviction, forced upon him irresistibly, little as he could accuse himself of vanity, that the decision rested with himself. Her liking for him was genuine and deep, her confidence implicit. He had but to ask her and she would place her hand in his and go forth with him, as trustfully as a child. And when they came to celebrate her fête, Marie-Ursule’s seventeenth birthday—it occurred a little before the Assumption—it was almost disinterestedly that he had determined upon his course. At least it was security which he could promise her, as a younger man might not; a constant and single-minded kindness; a devotion not the less valuable, because it was mature and reticent, lacking, perhaps, the jealous ardours of youth. Nevertheless, he was going back to England without having revealed himself; there should be no unseasonable haste in the matter; he would give her another year. The Curé smiled deprecatingly at the procrastination; but on this point Campion 101 was firm. And on this, his last evening, he spoke only of trivial things to Marie-Ursule, as they sat presently over the tea—a mild and flavourless beverage—which the young girl had prepared. Yet he noticed later, after their early supper, when she strolled up with him to the hill overlooking the village, a certain new shyness in her manner, a shadow, half timid, half expectant in her clear eyes which permitted him to believe that she was partly prepared. When they reached the summit, stood clear of the pine trees by an ancient stone Calvary, Ploumariel lay below them, very fair in the light of the setting sun; and they stopped to rest themselves, to admire.


  “Ploumariel is very beautiful,” said Campion after a while. “Ah! Marie-Ursule, you are fortunate to be here.”


  “Yes.” She accepted his statement simply, then suddenly: “You should not go away.” He smiled, his eyes turning from the village in the valley to rest upon her face: after all, she was the daintiest picture, and Ploumariel with its tall slate roofs, its sleeping houses, her appropriate frame.


  “I shall come back, I shall come back,” he murmured. She had gathered a bunch of ruddy heather as they walked, and her fingers played with it now nervously. Campion stretched out his hand for it. She gave it him without a word.


  “I will take it with me to London,” he said; “I will have Morbihan in my rooms.”


  “It will remind you—make you think of us sometimes?”


  For answer he could only touch her hand lightly with his lips. “Do you think that was necessary?” And they resumed their homeward way silently, although to both of them the air seemed heavy with unspoken words.


  102 III


  When he was in London—and it was in London that for nine months out of the twelve Benedict Campion was to be found—he lived in the Temple, at the top of Hare Court, in the very same rooms in which he had installed himself, years ago, when he gave up his Oxford fellowship, electing to follow the profession of letters. Returning there from Ploumariel, he resumed at once, easily, his old avocations. He had always been a secluded man, living chiefly in books and in the past; but this year he seemed less than ever inclined to knock at the hospitable doors which were open to him. For in spite of his reserve, his diffidence, Campion’s success might have been social, had he cared for it, and not purely academic. His had come to be a name in letters, in the higher paths of criticism; and he had made no enemies. To his success indeed, gradual and quiet as this was, he had never grown quite accustomed, contrasting the little he had actually achieved with all that he had desired to do. His original work was of the slightest, and a book that was in his head he had never found time to write. His name was known in other ways, as a man of ripe knowledge, of impeccable taste; as a born editor of choice reprints, of inaccessible classics: above all, as an authority—the greatest, upon the literature and the life (its flavour at once courtly, and mystical, had to him an unique charm) of the seventeenth century. His heart was in that age, and from much lingering over it, he had come to view modern life with a curious detachment, a sense of remote hostility: Democracy, the Salvation Army, the novels of M. Zola—he disliked them all impartially. A Catholic by long inheritance, he held his religion for something more than an 103 heirloom; he exhaled it, like an intimate quality; his mind being essentially of that kind to which a mystical view of things comes easiest.


  This year passed with him much as any other of the last ten years had passed; at least the routine of his daily existence admitted little outward change. And yet inwardly, he was conscious of alteration, of a certain quiet illumination which was a new thing to him.


  Although at Ploumariel when the prospect of such a marriage had dawned on him, his first impression had been one of strangeness, he could reflect now that it was some such possibility as this which he had always kept vaguely in view. He had prided himself upon few things more than his patience; and now it appeared that this was to be rewarded; he was glad that he had known how to wait. This girl, Marie-Ursule, had an immense personal charm for him, but, beyond that, she was representative—her traditions were exactly those which the ideal girl of Campion’s imagination would possess. She was not only personally adorable; she was also generically of the type which he admired. It was possibly because this type was, after all, so rare, that looking back, Campion in his middle age, could drag out of the recesses of his memory no spectre to compete with her. She was his first love precisely because the conditions, so choice and admirable, which rendered it inevitable for him to love her, had never occurred before. And he could watch the time of his probation gliding away with a pleased expectancy which contained no alloy of impatience. An illumination—a quite tranquil illumination: yes, it was under some such figure, without heart-burning, or adolescent fever, that love as it came to Campion was best expressed. Yet if this love was lucent rather than turbulent, that it was also deep he could remind himself, when a letter from the priest, while the spring was yet young, had sent him to Brittany, a month 104 or two before his accustomed time, with an anxiety that was not solely due to bewilderment.


  “Our child is well, mon bon,” so he wrote. “Do not alarm yourself. But it will be good for you to come, if it be only because of an idea she has, that you may remove. An idea! Call it rather a fancy—at least your coming will dispel it. Petites entêtées: I have no patience with these mystical little girls.”


  His musings on the phrase, with its interpretation varying to his mood, lengthened his long sea-passage, and the interminable leagues of railway which separated him from Pontivy, whence he had still some twenty miles to travel by the Courrier, before he reached his destination. But at Pontivy, the round, ruddy face of M. Letêtre greeting him on the platform dispelled any serious misgiving. Outside the post-office the familiar conveyance awaited them: its yellow inscription “Pontivy-Ploumariel,” touched Campion electrically, as did the cheery greeting of the driver, which was that of an old friend. They shared the interior of the rusty trap—a fossil among vehicles—they chanced to be the only travellers, and to the accompaniment of jingling harness, and the clattering hoofs of the brisk little Carhaix horses, M. Letêtre explained himself.


  “A vocation, mon Dieu! if all the little girls who fancied themselves with one, were to have their way, to whom would our poor France look for children? They are good women, nos Ursulines, ah, yes; but our Marie-Ursule is a good child, and blessed matrimony also is a sacrament. You shall talk to her, my Campion. It is a little fancy, you see, such as will come to young girls; a convent ague, but when she sees you” … He took snuff with emphasis, and flipped his broad fingers suggestively. “Craque! it is a betrothal, and a trousseau, and not the habit of religion, that Mademoiselle is full of. You will talk to her?”


  105 Campion assented silently, absently, his eyes had wandered away, and looked through the little square of window at the sad-coloured Breton country, at the rows of tall poplars, which guarded the miles of dusty road like sombre sentinels. And the priest with a reassured air pulled out his breviary, and began to say his office in an imperceptible undertone. After a while he crossed himself, shut the book, and pillowing his head against the hot, shiny leather of the carriage, sought repose; very soon his regular, stertorous breathing, assured his companion that he was asleep. Campion closed his eyes also, not indeed in search of slumber, though he was travel weary; rather the better to isolate himself with the perplexity of his own thoughts. An indefinable sadness invaded him, and he could envy the priest’s simple logic, which gave such short shrift to obstacles that Campion, with his subtle melancholy, which made life to him almost morbidly an affair of fine shades and nice distinctions, might easily exaggerate.


  Of the two, perhaps the priest had really the more secular mind, as it certainly excelled Campion’s in that practical wisdom, or common sense, which may be of more avail than subtlety in the mere economy of life. And what to the Curé was a simple matter enough, the removal of the idle fancy of a girl, might be to Campion, in his scrupulous temper, and his overweening tenderness towards just those pieties and renunciations which such a fancy implied, a task to be undertaken hardly with relish, perhaps without any real conviction, deeply as his personal wishes might be implicated in success. And the heart had gone out of his journey long before a turn of the road brought them in sight of Ploumariel.


  106 IV


  Up by the great, stone Calvary, where they had climbed nearly a year before, Campion stood, his face deliberately averted, while the young girl uttered her hesitating confidences; hesitating, yet candid, with a candour which seemed to separate him from the child by more than a measurable space of years, to set him with an appealing trustfulness in the seat of judgment—for him, for her. They had wandered there insensibly, through apple-orchards white with the promise of a bountiful harvest, and up the pine-clad hill, talking of little things—trifles to beguile their way—perhaps, in a sort of vain procrastination. Once, Marie-Ursule had plucked a branch of the snowy blossom, and he had playfully chided her that the cider would be less by a litre that year in Brittany. “But the blossom is so much prettier,” she protested; “and there will be apples and apples—always enough apples. But I like the blossom best—and it is so soon over.”


  And then, emerging clear of the trees, with Ploumariel lying in its quietude in the serene sunshine below them, a sudden strenuousness had supervened, and the girl had unburdened herself, speaking tremulously, quickly, in an undertone almost passionate; and Campion, perforce, had listened…. A fancy? a whim? Yes, he reflected; to the normal, entirely healthy mind, any choice of exceptional conditions, any special self-consecration or withdrawal from the common lot of men and women must draw down upon it some such reproach, seeming the mere pedantry of inexperience. Yet, against his reason, and what he would fain call his better judgment, something in his heart of hearts stirred sympathetically with this notion of the girl. And it was no fixed resolution, no 107 deliberate justification which she pleaded. She was soft, and pliable, and even her plea for renunciation contained pretty, feminine inconsequences; and it touched Campion strangely. Argument he could have met with argument; an ardent conviction he might have assailed with pleading; but that note of appeal in her pathetic young voice, for advice, for sympathy, disarmed him.


  “Yet the world,” he protested at last, but half-heartedly, with a sense of self-imposture; “the world, Marie-Ursule, it has its disappointments; but there are compensations.”


  “I am afraid, afraid,” she murmured.


  Their eyes alike sought instinctively the Convent of the Ursulines, white and sequestered in the valley—a visible symbol of security, of peace, perhaps of happiness.


  “Even there they have their bad days: do not doubt it.”


  “But nothing happens,” she said simply; “one day is like another. They can never be very sad, you know.”


  They were silent for a time: the girl, shading her eyes with one small white hand, continued to regard the convent; and Campion considered her fondly.


  “What can I say?” he exclaimed at last. “What would you put on me? Your uncle—he is a priest—surely the most natural adviser—you know his wishes.”


  She shook her head. “With him it is different—I am one of his family—he is not a priest for me. And he considers me a little girl—and yet I am old enough to marry. Many young girls have had a vocation before my age. Ah, help me, decide for me!” she pleaded; “you are my tuteur.”


  “And a very old friend, Marie-Ursule.” He smiled rather sadly. Last year seemed so long ago, and the word, which he had almost spoken then, was no longer seasonable. A note in his 108 voice, inexplicable, might have touched her. She took his hand impulsively, but he withdrew it quickly, as though her touch had scalded him.


  “You look very tired; you are not used to our Breton rambles in this sun. See, I will run down to the cottage by the chapel and fetch you some milk. Then you shall tell me.”


  When he was alone the smile faded from his face and was succeeded by a look of lassitude, as he sat himself beneath the shadow of the Calvary to wrestle with his responsibility. Perhaps it was a vocation: the phrase, sounding strangely on modern ears, to him, at least, was no anachronism. Women of his race, from generation to generation, had heard some such voice and had obeyed it. That it went unheeded now was, perhaps, less a proof that it was silent, than that people had grown hard and deaf, in a world that had deteriorated. Certainly the convent had to him no vulgar, Protestant significance, to be combated for its intrinsic barbarism; it suggested nothing cold nor narrow nor mean, was veritably a gracious choice, a generous effort after perfection. Then it was for his own sake, on an egoistic impulse, that he should dissuade her? And it rested with him; he had no doubt that he could mould her, even yet, to his purpose. The child! how he loved her…. But would it ever be quite the same with them after that morning? Or must there be henceforth a shadow between them; the knowledge of something missed, of the lower end pursued, the higher slighted? Yet, if she loved him? He let his head drop on his hands, murmured aloud at the hard chance which made him at once judge and advocate in his own cause. He was not conscious of praying, but his mind fell into that condition of aching blankness which is, perhaps, an extreme prayer. Presently he looked down again at Ploumariel, with its coronal of faint smoke ascending in the 109 perfectly still air, at the white convent of the Dames Ursulines, which seemed to dominate and protect it. How peaceful it was! And his thought wandered to London: to its bustle and noise, its squalid streets, to his life there, to its literary coteries, its politics, its society; vulgar and trivial and sordid they all seemed from this point of vantage. That was the world he had pleaded for, and it was into that he would bring the child…. And suddenly, with a strange reaction, he was seized with a sense of the wisdom of her choice, its pictorial fitness, its benefit for both of them. He felt at once and finally, that he acquiesced in it; that any other ending to his love had been an impossible grossness, and that to lose her in just that fashion was the only way in which he could keep her always. And his acquiescence was without bitterness, and attended only by that indefinable sadness which to a man of his temper was but the last refinement of pleasure. He had renounced, but he had triumphed; for it seemed to him that his renunciation would be an ægis to him always against the sordid facts of life, a protest against the vulgarity of instinct, the tyranny of institutions. And he thought of the girl’s life, as it should be, with a tender appreciation—as of something precious laid away in lavender. He looked up to find her waiting before him with a basin half full of milk, warm still, fresh from the cow; and she watched him in silence while he drank. Then their eyes met, and she gave a little cry.


  “You will help me? Ah, I see that you will! And you think I am right?”


  “I think you are right, Marie-Ursule.”


  “And you will persuade my uncle?”


  “I will persuade him.”


  She took his hand in silence, and they stood so for a minute, gravely regarding each other. Then they prepared to descend.


  ·  ·


  110 To Salomé at St. James’s


  By Theodore Wratislaw


  
    Flower of the ballet’s nightly mirth,


    Pleased with a trinket or a gown,


    Eternal as eternal earth


    You dance the centuries down.

  


  
    For you, my plaything, slight and light,


    Capricious, petulant and proud,


    With whom I sit and sup to-night


    Among the tawdry crowd,

  


  
    Are she whose swift and sandalled feet


    And postured girlish beauty won


    A pagan prize, for you unmeet,


    The head of Baptist John.

  


  
    And after ages, when you sit


    A princess less in birth than power,


    Freed from the theatre’s fume and heat


    To kill an idle hour,

  


  
    111 Here in the babbling room agleam


    With scarlet lips and naked arms


    And such rich jewels as beseem


    The painted damzel’s charms,

  


  
    Even now your tired and subtle face


    Bears record to the wondrous time


    When from your limbs’ lascivious grace


    Sprang forth your splendid crime.

  


  
    And though none deem it true, of those


    Who watch you in our banal age


    Like some stray fairy glide and pose


    Upon a London stage,

  


  
    Yet I to whom your frail caprice


    Turns for the moment ardent eyes


    Have seen the strength of love release


    Your sleeping memories.

  


  
    I too am servant to your glance,


    I too am bent beneath your sway,


    My wonder! My desire! who dance


    Men’s heads and hearts away.

  


  
    Sweet arbitress of love and death,


    Unchanging on time’s changing sands,


    You hold more lightly than a breath


    The world between your hands!

  


  ·  ·


  112 Second Thoughts


  By Arthur Moore


  I


  As the clock struck eight Sir Geoffrey Vincent cast aside the dull society journal with which he had been beguiling the solitude of his after-dinner coffee and cigar, and abandoned, with an alacrity eloquent of long boredom, his possession of one of the capacious chairs which invited repose in the dingy smoking-room of an old-fashioned club. It had been reserved for him, after twenty monotonous years of almost unbroken exile, spent, for the most part, amid the jungles and swamps of Lower Burma, to realise that a friendless man, alone in the most populous city of the world, may encounter among thousands of his peers a desolation more supreme than the solitude of the most ultimate wilderness; and he found himself wondering, a little savagely, why, after all, he had expected his home-coming to be so different from the reality that now confronted him. When he landed at Brindisi, a short ten days ago, misgivings had already assailed him vaguely; the fact that he was practically homeless, that, although not altogether bereft of kith and kin, he had no family circle to welcome him as an addition to its circumference, had made it inevitable that his rapid passage across the Continent should be 113 haunted by forebodings to which he had not cared to assign a shape too definite; phantoms which he exorcised hopefully, with a tacit reliance on a trick of falling on his feet which had seldom failed his need. He consoled himself with the thought that London was home, England was home; he would meet old comrades in the streets perhaps, assuredly at his club, and such encounters would be so much the more delightful if they were fortuitous, unexpected. The plans which he had laid so carefully pacing the long deck of the P. and O. boat in the starlight, or, more remotely, lying awake through the hot night hours under a whining punkah in his lonely bungalow, had all implied, however vaguely and impersonally, a certain companionship. He was dimly conscious that he had cousins somewhere in the background; he had long since lost touch with them, but he would look them up. He had two nieces, still in their teens, the children of his only sister who had died ten years ago; he had never seen them, but their photographs were charming—they should be overwhelmed with such benefactions as a bachelor uncle with a well-lined purse may pleasantly bestow. His friends—the dim legion that was to rise about his path—should take him to see Sarah Bernhardt (a mere name to him as yet) at the Gaiety, to the new Gilbert and Sullivan opera at the Savoy; they should enlighten him as to the latent merits of the pictures at Burlington House; they should dine with him, shoot with him, be introduced to his Indian falcons; in a word, he would keep open house, in town and country too, for all good fellows and their pretty wives. It had even occurred to him, as a possibility neither remote nor unattractive, that he might himself one day possess a pretty wife to welcome them.


  His sanguine expectations encountered their first rebuff when he found the Piccadilly Club, which had figured so often in the 114 dreams of its exiled member, abandoned to a horde of workmen, a mere wilderness of paint and whitewash; and it was with a touch of resentment that he accepted the direction of an indifferent hall-porter to an unfamiliar edifice in Pall Mall as its temporary substitute. Entering the smoking-room, a little diffidently, on the evening of his arrival in London, he found himself eyed, at first with faint curiosity, by two or three of the men upon whom his gaze rested expectantly, but in no case was this curiosity—prompted doubtless by that touch of the exotic which sometimes clings to dwellers in the East—the precursor of the kindly recognition, the surprised, incredulous greeting which he had hoped for. After a few days he was simply ignored; his face, rather stern, with its distinctive Indian tan through which the grey eyes looked almost blue, his erect figure, and dark hair sparsely flecked with a frosty white, had become familiar; he had visited his tailor, and his garments no longer betrayed him to the curious by their fashion of Rangoon.


  The Blue-book, which he had been quick to interrogate, informed him that his old friend Hibbert lived in Portman Square, and that the old lady who was the guardian of his nieces had a house at Hampstead: further inquiry at the addresses thus obtained left him baffled by the intelligence that Colonel Hibbert was in Norway, his nieces at school in Switzerland. Mackinnon, late of the Woods and Forests, whom he met at Burlington House, raised his hopes for an instant by a greeting which sounded precisely the note of cordiality that he yearned for, only to dash them by expressing a hope that he should see more of his old friend in the autumn; he was off to Southampton to join a friend’s yacht on the morrow, and after his cruise he had designs on Scotland and the grouse.


  Sir Geoffrey, chained to the neighbourhood of London by legal 115 business, already too long deferred, connected with the succession which had made him a rich man and brought him home, could only rebel mutely against the ill-fortune which left him solitary at a time when he most longed for fellowship, acknowledging the while, with a touch of self-reproach, that the position which he resented was very largely due to his own shortcomings; he had always figured as a lamentably bad correspondent, and his inveterate aversion to letter-writing had allowed the links of many old friendships to fall asunder, had operated to leave such friends as were still in touch with him in ignorance of his home-coming.


  Now, as he paused in the hall of his club to light a cigarette before passing out into the pleasant July twilight, he told himself that for the present he had done with London; he would shake the dust of the inhospitable city from off his feet, and go down to the place in Wiltshire which was learning to call him master, to await better days in company with his beloved falcons. He even found himself taking comfort from this prospect while a hansom bore him swiftly to the Savoy Theatre, and when he was safely ensconced in his stall he beguiled the interval before the rising of the curtain—a period which his impatience to escape from the club rather than any undue passion for punctuality had made somewhat lengthy—by considering, speculatively, the chances of society which the Willescombe neighbourhood seemed to afford. He enjoyed the first act of the extravaganza with the zest of a man to whom the work of the famous collaborators was an entire novelty, his pleasure unalloyed by the fact, of which he was blissfully unconscious, that one of the principal parts was played by an understudy. His ennui returning with the fall of the curtain, he prepared to spend the entr’acte in contemplation of the people who composed the house, rather than to incur the resentment of the placid dowagers who were his neighbours, by passing and repassing, like 116 the majority of his fellow-men, in search of the distant haven where cigarettes and drinks, obtained with difficulty, could be hastily appreciated. More than once his wandering eyes returned to a box next the stage on a dress-circle tier, and finally they rested rather wistfully on its occupants, or, to be more accurate, on the younger of the two ladies who were seated in front. It was not simply because the girl was pretty, though her beauty, the flower-like charm of a young Englishwoman fresh from the schoolroom, a fine example of a type not particularly rare, would have furnished a sufficient pretext: he was struck by a resemblance, a haunting reminiscence, which at first exercised his curiosity, and ended by baffling and tantalising him. There was something vaguely familiar, he thought, in the manner of her smile, the inclination of her head as she turned now and then to address a remark to her companion, the lady in grey, whose face was hidden from him by the drapery at the side of the box. When she laughed, furling a feathery fan, and throwing a bright glance back at the gentleman whose white shirt-front was dimly visible in the background, Sir Geoffrey felt himself on the verge of solving his riddle, but at this point, while a name seemed to tremble on his lips, the lights of the auditorium were lowered, and the rising of the curtain on the fairyland of the second scene diverted his attention to the stage. Later, when he had passed into the crowded lobby, and was making his way slowly through a jungle of pretty dresses towards the door, he recognised in front of him the amber-coloured hair and dainty, pale-blue opera cloak of the damsel who had puzzled him. The two ladies (her companion of the grey dress was close at hand) halted near the door while their cavalier passed out in search of their carriage; the elder lady turned, adjusting a cloud of soft lace about her shoulders, and Sir Geoffrey was struck on the instant by a swift thrill. Here, at last, was an old friend—that face could 117 belong to no one else than Margaret Addison. It was natural that her maiden name should first occur to him, but he remembered, as he edged his way laboriously towards her, that she had married just after he sailed for Burma; yes, she had married that amiable scape-grace Dick Vandeleur, who had met his death in the hunting-field nearly fifteen years ago.


  As he drew near, Mrs. Vandeleur’s gaze fell upon him for a brief instant; he thought that she had not recognised him, but before his spirits had time to suffer any consequent depression, her eyes returned to him, and as he smiled in answer to the surprise which he read in them, he saw her face flush, and then grow a little pale, before a responsive light of recognition dawned upon it. She took his hand silently when he offered it, eyeing him with the same faint smile, an expression in which welcome seemed to be gleaming through a cloud of apprehension.


  “I’m not a ghost,” he said, laughing; “I’m Geoffrey Vincent. Don’t be ashamed of owning that you had quite forgotten me!”


  “I knew you at once,” she said simply. “So you are home at last: you must come and see me as soon as you can. This is my daughter Dorothy, and here is my brother—of course you remember Philip?—coming to tell us that the carriage is waiting. You will come, to-morrow—to prove that you are not a ghost? We shall expect you.”


  II


  A fortnight later Sir Geoffrey was sitting in a punt, beguiling the afternoon of a rainy day by luring unwary roach to their destruction with a hair-line and pellets of paste, delicately kneaded by the taper fingers of Miss Dorothy Vandeleur. He was the 118 guest of Mrs. Vandeleur’s brother, his school friend, Philip Addison the Q.C., and Mrs. Vandeleur and her daughter were also staying at the delighful old Elizabethan house which nestled, with such an air of immemorial occupation, halfway down the wooded side of one of the Streatley hills, its spotless lawn sloping steeply to the margin of the fairest river in the world. Miss Vandeleur had enshrined herself among a pile of rugs and cushions at the stern of the punt, where the roof of her uncle’s boat-house afforded shelter from the persistent rain. She was arrayed in the blue serge dear to the modern water-nymph; and at intervals she relieved her feelings by shaking a small fist at the leaden vault of sky. For the rest, her attention was divided impartially between her novel, with which she did not seem to make much progress, her fox-terrier Sancho, and the slowly decreasing lump of paste, artfully compounded with cotton-wool for consistency, with which, as occasion arose, she ministered to her companion’s predatory needs. The capture of a fish was followed inevitably by a disarrangement of her nest of cushions, and a pathetic petition for its instant release and restoration to the element from which it had been untimely inveigled. Occasionally, the rain varied the monotony of the dolorous drizzle by a vehement and spirited downpour, lasting for some minutes, prompting one of the occupants of the punt to remark, with misplaced confidence, that it must clear up soon, after that. Then Sir Geoffrey would abandon his rod, and beat a retreat to the stern of the punt; and during these interludes, much desultory conversation ensued. Once, Miss Vandeleur startled her companion by asking, suddenly, how it was that he seemed so absurdly young?


  “I hope I am not rude?” she added, “but really you do strike me as almost the youngest person I know. You are much younger than Jack—Mr. Wilgress—for instance, and it’s only about three years since he left Eton.”


  119 Sir Geoffrey smiled, wondering a little whether the girl was laughing at him; for though a man of forty-seven, who has for twenty years successfully resisted a trying climate, may consider himself as very far from the burden of old age, it was conceivable that the views of a maiden in her teens might be very different.


  “It’s because I am having such a good time,” he hazarded. “You and your mother are responsible, you know; before I met you at the Savoy, on that memorable evening, I was feeling as blue as—as the sky ought to be if it had any decency, and at least as old as the river. I suppose it’s true that youth and good spirits are contagious.”


  Dorothy gazed at him for a moment reflectively. “How lucky it was that Uncle Philip took us to the theatre on that evening! It was just a chance. And we might never have met you.”


  “It was lucky for me!” declared the other simply. “But would you have cared?”


  “Of course!” said the girl promptly, but lowering her blue eyes. “You see, I have never known a real live hero before. Do tell me about your fight in the hill-fort, or how you caught the Dacoits! Uncle Philip says that you ought to have had the V.C.”


  Sir Geoffrey replied by a little disparaging murmur. “Oh, it was quite a commonplace affair—all in the day’s work. Any one else would have done the same.”


  Dorothy settled herself back among her cushions resentfully, clasping her hands, rather sunburned, across her knees.


  “I should like to see them!” she declared contemptuously. “That’s just what that Jack Wilgress said—at least he implied it. It is true, he apologised afterwards. How I despise Oxford boys!”


  “I thought he was a very good fellow,” said Sir Geoffrey, 120 diplomatically turning the subject from his own achievements. “I suppose it might improve him to have something to do; but he strikes me as a very good specimen of the ornamental young man.”


  “Ornamental!” echoed Dorothy sarcastically. “It would do him good to have to work for his living.”


  “Poor beggar, he couldn’t help being born with a silver spoon in his mouth—it isn’t his fault.”


  “Spoon!” exclaimed Miss Vandeleur. “A whole dinner service I should think. A soup-ladle at the very least. It’s quite big enough: perhaps that accounts for it!”


  The girl laughed, swaying back, with the grace of her years, against her cushions; then, observing that her companion’s grave grey eyes were fixed upon her, she grew suddenly demure, sighing with a little air of penitence.


  “I am very wicked to-day,” she confessed. “It’s the rain, I suppose, and want of exercise. Do you ever feel like that, Sir Geoffrey? Do you ever get into an omnibus and simply loathe and detest every single person in it? Do you long to swear—real swears, like our army in Flanders—at everybody you meet, just because it’s rainy or foggy, and because they are all so ugly and horrid? I do, frequently.”


  “I know, I know,” said the other sympathetically, while he reeled in his line and deftly untied the tiny hook. “Only, the omnibus has not figured very often in my case; it has generally been a hot court-house, or a dusty dâk-bungalow full of commercial travellers. But I don’t feel like that now, at all. I hope I am not responsible for your frame of mind?”


  “Oh,” protested Dorothy, “don’t make me feel such an abandoned wretch! I should have been much worse if you had not been here. I should have quarrelled with Uncle Phil, or 121 been rude to my mother, or something dreadful. I’m perfectly horrid to her sometimes. And as it is, I have let her go up to town all alone—to see my dressmaker.”


  Sir Geoffrey stood up and began to take his rod to pieces. “And are you quite sure that you haven’t been ‘loathing and detesting’ me all the afternoon?”


  Dorothy picked up her novel and smoothed its leaves reflectively.


  “I—— But no. I won’t make you too conceited. Look, the sun is actually coming out! Don’t you think we might take the Canadian up to the weir? You really ought to be introduced to the big chub under the bridge.”


  The rain had almost ceased, and when they had transferred themselves into the dainty canoe, a few strokes of the paddle which Miss Vandeleur wielded with such effective grace swept them out into a full flood of delicate evening sunlight. The sky smiled blue through rapidly increasing breaks in the clouds; the sunbeams, slanting from the west, touched with pale gold the quivering trees, which seemed to lift their wet branches and spread their leaves to court the warm caress. A new radiance of colour crept into the landscape, as if it had been a picture from which a smoky glass was withdrawn; the water grew very still—this too was in the manner of a picture—with the peace of a summer evening, brimming with an unbroken surface luminously from bank to bank. Strange guttural cries of water-birds sounded from the reed-beds; from the next reach came the rhythmic pulse of oars, faint splashes, and the brisk rattle of row-locks; voices and laughter floated down from the lock, travelling far beyond belief in the hushed stillness of the evening. The wake of the light canoe trailed unbroken to the shadows of the boathouse, and the wet paddle gleamed as it slid through the water. Presently Dorothy stayed her hand.


  122 “What an enchanting world it is!” she murmured, with wide eyes full of the glamour of the setting sun. “Beautiful, beautiful——! How soon one forgets the fogs, and rain, and cold! I feel as if I had lived in this fairyland always.”


  Her lips trembled a little as she spoke, and Sir Geoffrey found something in the pathos of her youth which held him silent. When they broke the spell of silence, their words were trivial, perhaps, but the language was that of old friends, simple and direct. Sir Geoffrey at least, for whom the charm of the occasion was a gift so rare that he scarcely dared to desecrate it by mental criticism, was far from welcoming the interruption which presently occurred, in the shape of a youth, arrayed in immaculate flannels and the colours of a popular rowing club, who hailed them cheerfully from a light skiff, resting on his sculls and drifting alongside while he rolled a cigarette.


  III


  Dorothy sank down, rather wearily, in the low basket-chair which stood near the open window of her mother’s bedroom—a tall French window, with a wide balcony overrun by climbing roses, and a view of the river, and waited for Mrs. Vandeleur to dismiss her maid. As she lay there, adjusting absently the loose tresses of her hair, she could feel the breath of the faint breeze as it wandered, gathering a light burden of fragrance, through the dusky roses; she could see the river, dimly, where the moonbeams touched its ripples, and once or twice the sound of voices reached her from the distant smoking-room. The closing of the door as the maid went out disturbed her reverie, and turning a little in her chair she found her mother regarding her thoughtfully.


  123 “No,” said Dorothy, swiftly interpreting her mother’s glance. “You mustn’t send me away, my pretty little mother. I’ll promise not to catch cold. I haven’t been able to talk to you all day.”


  Mrs. Vandeleur half closed the window, and then seated herself with an expression of resignation on the arm of her daughter’s chair. In the dim light shed by the two candles on the dressing-table, one would have thought them two sisters, plotting innocently the discomfiture of man. The occasion did not prove so stimulating to conversation as might have been expected. For a few minutes both were silent; Dorothy began to hum an air from the Savoy opera, rather recklessly; she kicked off one of her slippers, and it fell on the polished oak floor with a little clatter.


  “Little donkey!” murmured her mother sweetly. “So much for your talking. I’m going to bed at once.” Then she added, carelessly, “Did you see Jack to-day?”


  The humming paused abruptly; then it went on for a second, and paused again.


  “Oh yes, the inevitable Mr. Wilgress was on the river, as usual. He nearly ran us down in that idiotic skiff of his.”


  Mrs. Vandeleur raised her eyebrows, gazing at her unconscious daughter reflectively.


  “You didn’t see him alone, then?” she inquired presently.


  “Who? Mr. Wilgress? Ye-es, I think so. When we got back to the boathouse he insisted on taking me out again in the canoe, to show me the correct Indian stroke. Much he knows about it! That’s why I was so late for dinner. Oh, please don’t talk about Mr. Wilgress.”


  “Mr. Wilgress again?” murmured Mrs. Vandeleur. “I thought it always used to be ‘Jack.’”


  “Only, only by accident,” said the girl weakly. “And when he wasn’t there.”


  124 “Well, he isn’t here now. At least I hope not. You—you haven’t quarrelled, have you Dolly?”


  “No—yes. I don’t know. He—he asked me—oh, he was ridiculous. How I hate boys—and jealousy.”


  Mrs. Vandeleur shivered, then rose abruptly and closed the window against which she leaned, gazing down at the formless mass of the shrubs which cowered over their shadows on the lawn. Her mind, vaguely troubled for some days past, and now keenly on the alert, travelled swiftly back, bridging a space of nearly twenty years, to a scene strangely like this, in which she and her mother had held the stage. She too, a girl then of Dorothy’s eighteen years, had brought the halting story of her doubts and scruples to her natural counsellor: she could remember still how the instinct of reticence had struggled with the yearning for sympathy, for the comfort of the confessional. She could recall now and appreciate her mother’s tact and patient questioning, her own perversity, the dumbness which seemed independent of her own volition. A commonplace page of life. Two men at her feet, and the girl unskilled to read her heart: one had spoken—that was Dick Vandeleur, careless, brilliant, the heir to half a county; the other—her old friend; she could not bear to think of him now. Knowledge had come too late, and the light which made her wonder scornfully at her blindness. And her mother—she of course had played the worldly part; but her counsel had been honest, without bias: it were cruel to blame her now. Loyal though she was, Margaret Vandeleur had asked herself an hundred times, yielding to that love of threading a labyrinth which rules most women, what would have been the story of her life if she had steeled herself to stand or fall by her own judgment, if she had refused to allow her mother to drop into the wavering scale the words which had turned it, ever so slightly, in favour of the 125 richer man, the man whom she had married, whose name she bore.


  It seemed plain enough, to a woman’s keen vision—what sense so subtle, yet so easily beguiled—that Dorothy’s choice was embarrassed, just as her own had been. The girl and her two admirers—how the old story repeated itself!—one, Jack Wilgress, the good-natured, good-looking idler, whose devotion to the river threatened to make him amphibious, and whose passion for scribbling verse bade fair to launch him adrift among the cockleshell fleet of Minor Poets; the other—Geoffrey Vincent! To call upon Margaret Vandeleur to guide her daughter’s choice between two men of whom Geoffrey Vincent was one—surely here was the end and crown of Fate’s relentless irony. She felt herself blushing as she pressed her forehead against the cool window-pane, put to shame by the thoughts which the comparison suggested, which would not be stifled. Right or wrong, at least her mother had been impartial: there was a sting in this, a failure of her precedent. She sighed, concluding mutely that silence was her only course; even if she would, she could not follow in her mother’s footsteps—the girl must abide by her own judgment.


  When she turned, smiling faintly, the light of the flickering candles fell upon her face, betraying a pallor which startled Dorothy from her reverie. She sprang from her chair, reproaching her selfishness.


  “You poor, tired, little mother,” she murmured penitently, with a hasty kiss. “How could I be so cruel as to keep you up after your journey! I’m a wretch, but I’m really going now. Goodnight.”


  “Good-night,” said her mother, caressing the vagrant coils of the girl’s amber-coloured hair. “Don’t worry yourself; everything will come right if—if you listen to your own heart.”


  126 Dorothy’s answer was precluded by another kiss. “It’s so full of you that it can’t be bothered to think of any one else,” she declared plaintively, as she turned towards the door. Then she paused, fingering nervously a little heap of books which lay upon a table. “He—he isn’t so very old, you know,” she murmured softly before she made her escape.


  When she was alone Mrs. Vandeleur sank into the chair which her daughter had just quitted, nestling among the cushions and knitting her brows in thought. The clock on the mantelpiece had struck twelve before she rose, and then she paused for an instant in front of the looking-glass, gazing into it half timidly before she extinguished the candles. The face which she saw there was manifestly pretty, in spite of the trouble which lurked in the tired eyes, and when she turned away, a hovering smile was struggling with the depression at the corners of the delicate, mobile lips.


  IV


  When Sir Geoffrey returned to Riverside, three days later, after a brief sojourn in London, spent for the most part at the office of his solicitor in Lincoln’s Inn, he found Mrs. Vandeleur presiding over a solitary tea-table in a shady corner of the garden. A few chairs sociably disposed under the gnarled walnut-tree, and a corresponding number of empty tea-cups, suggested that her solitude had not been of long duration, and this impression was confirmed when Mrs. Vandeleur told her guest that if he had presented himself a short quarter of an hour earlier he would have been welcomed in a manner more worthy of his deserts.


  Sir Geoffrey drew one of the low basket chairs up to the table, 127 protesting, as he accepted a cup of tea, that he could not have wished for better fortune.


  “This is very delightful,” he declared. “I don’t regret the tardiness of my train in the least. The other charming people are on the river, I suppose?”


  Mrs. Vandeleur nodded. “Yes, the Patersons have just taken up their quarters in that house-boat, which you must have noticed, near the lock, and my brother and Dorothy have gone with Jack Wilgress and his sisters to call upon them. You ought to have seen Daisy Wilgress; she is very pretty.”


  Sir Geoffrey smiled gravely, sipping his tea.


  “If she is prettier than your daughter, Miss Wilgress must be very dangerous. But I must see her with my own eyes before I believe that.”


  “Oh, she is!” declared Mrs. Vandeleur, laughing lightly, but throwing a quick glance at him. “Ask Philip; he is more wrapped up in her than he has been in anything since his first brief.”


  “Poor Philip!” said the other quietly, stooping to pick a fallen leaf from the grass at his feet. “I—I have a fellow-feeling for him.”


  “You know you may smoke if you want to,” interposed Mrs. Vandeleur, rather hurriedly. “And perhaps—if you really won’t have any more tea—you might like to go in pursuit of the other people; I don’t think they have taken all the boats. But I daresay you are tired? London is so fatiguing—and business.”


  Sir Geoffrey smiled, his white teeth showing pleasantly against the tan of his lean, good-humoured face.


  “I am rather tired, I believe,” he owned. “I have been spending a great deal of time in my solicitor’s waiting-room, pretending to read The Times. And I have been thinking—that is 128 always fatiguing. If I am not in your way, I should like to stay here.”


  Mrs. Vandeleur professed her satisfaction by a polite little murmur, leaning forward in her chair to marshal the scattered tea-cups on the tray, while Sir Geoffrey watched her askance, rather timidly, with a keen appreciation of the subtle charm of her personality; her face, like a perfect cameo, or some rare pale flower, seeming to have gained rather in beauty by the deliberate passage from youth; winning, just as some pictures do, an added grace of refinement, a delicacy, which the slight modification of contours served only to intensify.


  “I told you just now that I had been thinking,” he said presently, when she had resumed her task of embroidering initials in the corner of a handkerchief: “would it surprise you if I said that I had been thinking of you?”


  Mrs. Vandeleur raised her eyebrows slightly, her gaze still intent upon her patient needle.


  “Perhaps it was natural that you should think of us,” she hazarded.


  “But I meant you,” he continued; “you, the Margaret of the old days, before I went away. For I used to call you ‘Margaret’ then. We were great friends, you know.”


  “I have always thought of you as a friend,” she said simply. “Yes, we were great friends before—before you went away.”


  “It doesn’t seem so long ago to me,” he declared, almost plaintively, struck by something in the tone of her voice. Mrs. Vandeleur smiled tolerantly, scrutinising her embroidery, with her head poised on one side, a little after the manner of a bird.


  “And now that I have found you again,” he added with intention, dropping his eyes till they rested on the river, rippling past 129 the wooden landing-stage below in the sunshine, “I—I don’t want to lose you, Margaret!”


  Mrs. Vandeleur met this declaration with a smile, which was courteous rather than cordial, merely acknowledging, as of right, the propriety of the aspiration, treating it as quite conventional. The simplicity of the gesture testified eloquently of the discipline of twenty years; only a woman would have detected the shadow of apprehension in her eyes, the trembling of the hands which seemed so placidly occupied. Her mind was already anxiously on the alert, racing rapidly over the now familiar ground which she had quartered of late so heedfully. For her, his words were ominous; it was of Dorothy surely that he wished to speak, and yet——! In the stress of expectation her thoughts took strange flights, following vague clues fantastically. The inveterate habit of retrospection carried her back, in spite of her scruples; her honest desire to think singly of Dorothy, regarding the fortune of her own life as irrevocably settled, impelled her irresistibly to call to the stage of her imagination a scene which she had often set upon it, a duologue, entirely fictive, which might, but for her perversity, have been enacted—twenty years ago.


  Sir Geoffrey rose, and stood leaning with one hand on the back of his chair. This interruption—or perhaps it was the sound of oars and voices which floated in growing volume from the river—served to recall his companion to the present. The silence, of brief duration actually, seemed intolerable. She must break it, and when she spoke it was to name her daughter, aimlessly.


  “Dorothy?” repeated Sir Geoffrey, as she paused. “She is extraordinarily like you were before I went away. Not that you are changed—it is delightful to come back and find you the same. It’s only when she is with you that I can realise that there is a difference, a——”


  130 “I was never so good as Dorothy,” put in Mrs. Vandeleur quickly; “she will never have the same reason to blame herself—— I don’t think you could imagine what she has been to me.”


  “I think I can,” said Sir Geoffrey simply. Then he added, rather shyly: “Really, we seem to be very good friends already: it’s very nice of her—it would be so natural for her to—to resent the intrusion of an old fellow like me.”


  “You need not be afraid of that; she looks upon you as—as a friend already.”


  “Thank you!” murmured the other. “And you think she might grow to—to like me, in time?”


  Mrs. Vandeleur nodded mutely. Sir Geoffrey followed for a moment the deliberate entry and re-entry of her needle, reflectively; then, as his eyes wandered, he realised vaguely that a boat had reached the landing-stage, and that people were there: he recognised young Wilgress and Miss Vandeleur.


  “You said just now that you always thought of me as a friend,” he began. “I wonder—— Oh! it’s no good,” he added quickly, with a nervous movement of his hands, “I can’t make pretty speeches! After all, it’s simple; why should I play the coward? I can take ‘no’ for answer, if the worst comes to the worst, and—— Margaret, I know it’s asking a great deal, but—I want you to marry me.”


  She cast a swift, startled glance at him, turning in her chair, and then dropped her eyes, asking herself bewilderedly whether this was still some fantasy. The words which he murmured now, pleading incoherently with her silence, confirmed the hopes which, in spite of her scrupulous devotion, refused to be gainsaid, thrusting themselves shamelessly into the foreground of her troubled thoughts. An inward voice, condemned by her wavering resolution as a 131 whisper from the lips of treachery, suggested plausibly that after all Dorothy might have made a mistake; she repelled it fiercely, taking a savage pleasure in her pain, accusing herself, with vehement blame, as one who would fain stand in the way of her daughter’s happiness. Even if she had deserved these fruits of late harvest which seemed to dangle within her grasp, even if her right to garner them had not been forfeited long ago by her folly of the past, how could she endure to figure as a rival, triumphing in her own daughter’s discomfiture? Womanly pride and a thousand scruples barred the way.


  “I love you,” she heard him say again; “I believe I have always loved you since—— But you know how it was in the old days.”


  “Don’t remind me of that!” she pleaded, almost fiercely; “I was—I can’t bear to think of what I did! You ought not to forgive me; I don’t deserve it.”


  “Forgive?” he echoed, blankly.


  “Oh, you are generous—but it is impossible, impossible; it is all a mistake; let us forget it.”


  “I don’t understand! Is it that—that you don’t care for me?”


  Margaret gave a despairing little sigh, dropping her hands on the sides of her chair.


  “You don’t know,” she murmured. “It isn’t right. No—oh, it must be No!”


  Sir Geoffrey echoed her sigh. As he watched her silently, the instinct of long reticence making his forbearance natural, he saw a new expression dawn into her troubled face. Her eyes were fixed intently on the river; that they should be fixed was not strange, but there was a light of interest in them which induced Sir Geoffrey, half involuntarily, to bend his gaze in the same direction. He saw that Dorothy had now disembarked, and was 132 standing, a solitary figure, close to the edge of the landing-stage. Something in her pose seemed to imply that she was talking, and just at this moment she moved to one side, revealing the head and shoulders of Jack Wilgress, which overtopped the river-bank in such a manner as to suggest that he was standing in the punt, of which the bamboo pole rose like a slender mast above his head. The group was certainly pictorial: the silhouette of Dorothy’s pretty figure telling well against the silvery river, and the young man’s pose, too, lending itself to an effective bit of composition; but Sir Geoffrey felt puzzled, and even a little hurt, by the interest that Margaret displayed at a moment which he at least had found sufficiently strenuous. He turned, stooping to pick up his hat; then he paused, and was about to speak, when Mrs. Vandeleur interrupted him, mutely, with a glance, followed swiftly by the return of her eyes to the river. Acquiescing patiently, Sir Geoffrey perceived that a change had occurred in the grouping of the two young people. Wilgress had drawn nearer to the girl; his figure stood higher against the watery background, apparently he had one foot on the step of the landing-stage. Dorothy extended a hand, which he clasped and held longer than one would have reckoned for in the ordinary farewell. The girl shook her head; another movement, and the punt began to glide reluctantly from the shore; then it turned slowly, swinging round and heading down-stream. Dorothy raised one hand to the bosom of her dress, and before she dropped it to her side threw something maladroitly towards her departing companion. Wilgress caught the flower—it was evidently a flower—making a dash which involved the loss of his punt-pole; a ripple of laughter, and Dorothy, unconscious of the four eyes which watched her from the shadows of the walnut tree, turned slowly, and began to climb the grassy slope.


  133 Mrs. Vandeleur’s eyelids drooped, and her lips, which had been parted for an instant in a pensive smile, trembled a little; she sighed, tapping the ground lightly with her foot, then sank back in her chair and seemed lost in contemplation of the needlework that lay upon her lap. Sir Geoffrey began to move away, but turned suddenly, and stooping, took one of her hands reverently in his own, clasping it as it lay upon the arm of her chair.


  “Margaret,” he said, “forgive me; but must it be good-bye, after all these years, or is there a chance for me?”


  Mrs. Vandeleur’s reply was inaudible; but her hand, though it fluttered for a moment, was not withdrawn.


  ·  ·


  134 Twilight


  By Olive Custance


  
    Mother of the dews, dark eyelashed Twilight!


    Low-lidded Twilight o’er the valley’s brim.


    Meredith.

  


  
    Spirit of Twilight, through your folded wings


    I catch a glimpse of your averted face,


    And rapturous on a sudden, my soul sings


    “Is not this common earth a holy place?”

  


  
    Spirit of Twilight, you are like a song


    That sleeps, and waits a singer, like a hymn


    That God finds lovely and keeps near Him long,


    Till it is choired by aureoled cherubim.

  


  
    Spirit of Twilight, in the golden gloom


    Of dreamland dim I sought you, and I found


    A woman sitting in a silent room


    Full of white flowers that moved and made no sound.

  


  
    135 These white flowers were the thoughts you bring to all,


    And the room’s name is Mystery where you sit,


    Woman whom we call Twilight, when night’s pall


    You lift across our Earth to cover it.

  


  ·  ·


  136 Three Pictures


  By Walter Sickert


  I. Collin’s Music Hall


  II. The Lion Comique


  III. Charley’s Aunt


  ·  ·
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  143 Tobacco Clouds


  By Lionel Johnson


  Cloud upon cloud: and, if I were to think that an image of life can lie in wreathing, blue tobacco smoke, pleasant were the life so fancied. Its fair changes in air, its gentle motions, its quiet dying out and away at last, should symbolise something more than perfect idleness. Cloud upon cloud: and I will think, as I have said: it is amusing to think so.


  It is that death, out and away upon the air, which charms me: charms more than the manner of the blown red rose, full of dew at morning, upon the grass at sunset. The clouds’ end, their death in air, fills me with a very beauty of desire; it has no violence in it, and it is almost invisible. Think of it! While the cloud lived, it was seemly and various; and with a graceful change it passed away: the image of a reasonable life is there, hanging among tobacco clouds. An image and a test: an image, because elaborated by fancy: a true and appealing image, and so, to my present way of life, a test.


  That way is, to walk about the old city, with “a spirit in my feet,” as Shelley and Catullus have it, of joyous aims and energies; and to speed home to my solitary room over the steep High Street; in an arm-chair, to read Milton and Lucretius, with others. There is nothing unworthy in all this: there is open air, 144 an ancient city, a lonely chamber, perfect poets. Those should make up a passing life well: for death! I can watch tobacco clouds, exploring the secret of their beautiful conclusion. And, indeed, I think that already this life has something of their manner, those wheeling clouds! It has their light touch upon the world, and certainly their harmlessness. Early morning, when the dew sparkles red; honey, and coffee, and eggs for a breakfast; the quick, eager walk between the limes, through the Close of fine grass, to the river fields; then the blithe return to my poets; all that, together, comes to resemble the pleasant spheres of tobacco cloud; I mean, the circling hours, in their passage, and in their change, have something of a dreamy order and progression. Such little incidents! Now, grey air and whistling leaves: now, a marketing crowd of country folk round the Cross: and presently, clear candles; with Milton, in rich Baskervile type, or Lucretius, in the exquisite print of early Italy.


  Such little incidents, in a world of battles and of plagues: of violent death by sea and land! Yet this quiet life, too, has difficulties and needs: its changes must be gone through with a ready pleasure and a mind unhesitating. For, trivial though they be in aspect and amount, yet the consecration of them, to be an holy discipline of experience, is so much the greater an attempt: it is an art. Each thing, be it man, or book, or place, should have its rights, when it encounters me: each has its proper quality, its peculiar spirit, not to be misinterpreted by me in carelessness, nor overlooked with impatience. That is clear: but neither must I vaunt my just view of common life. Meditation, at twilight, by the window looking toward the bare downs, is very different from that anxious examination of motives, dear to sedulous souls. My meditation is only still life: the clouds of 145 smoke go up, grey and blue; the earlier stars come out, above the sunset and the melancholy downs; and deep, mournful bells ring slowly among the valley trees. Then, if my day have been successful, what peace follows, and how profound a charm! The little things of the day, sudden glances of light upon grey stone, pleasant snatches of organ music from the church, quaint rustic sights in some near village: they come back upon me, gentle touches of happiness, airs of repose. And when the mysteries come about me, the fearfulness of life, and the shadow of night; then, have I not still the blue, grey clouds, occultis de rebus quo referam? So I escape the tribulations of doubt, those gloomy tribulations: and I live in the strength of dreams, which never doubt.


  Is it all a delusion? But that is a foolish wonder: nothing is a delusion, except the extremes of pleasure and of pain. Take what you will of the world; its crowds, or its calms: there is nothing altogether wrong to every one. Lucretius, upon his watch-tower, deny it as he may, found some exultation and delight in the lamentable prospect below: it filled him with a magnificent darkness of soul, a princely compassion at heart. And Milton, in his evil days, felt himself to be tragic and austere: he knew it, not as a proud boast, but as a proud fact. No! life is never wrong, altogether, to every one: you and I, he and she, priest and penitent, master and slave: one with another, we compose a very glory of existence before the unseen Powers. Therefore, I believe in my measured way of life; its careful felicities, fashioned out of little things: to you, the change of Ministries, and the accomplishment of conquests, bring their wealth of rich emotion: to me, who am apart from the louder concerns of life, the flowering of the limes, and the warm autumn rains, bring their pensive beauty and a store of memories.


  146 Is it I, am indolent? Is it you, are clamorous? Why should it be either? Let us say, I am the lover of quiet things, and you are enamoured of mighty events. Each, without undue absorption in his taste, relishes the savour of a different experience.


  But I think, I am no egoist: no melancholy spectator of things, cultivating his intellect with old poetry, nourishing his senses upon rural nature. There are times, when the swarms of men press hard upon a solitary; he hears the noise of the streets, the heavy vans of merchandise, the cry of the railway whistle: and in a moment, his thoughts travel away, to London, to Liverpool; to great docks and to great ships; and away, till he is watching the dissimilar bustle of Eastern harbours, and hearing the discordant sounds of Chinese workmen. The blue smoke curls and glides away, with blue pagodas, and snowy almond bloom, and cherry flowers, circling and gleaming in it, like a narcotic vision. O magic of tobacco! Dreams are there, and superb images, and a somnolent paradise. Sometimes, the swarms of humanity press wearily and hardly; with a cruel insistence, crushing out my right to happiness. I think, rather I brood, upon the fingers that deftly rolled the cigarette, upon the people in tobacco plantations, upon all the various commerce involved in its history: how do they all fare, those many workers? Strolling up and down, devouring my books through their lettered backs; remembering the workers with leather, paper, ink, who toiled at them, they frighten me from the peace. What a full world it is! What endless activities there are! And, oh, Nicomachean Ethics! how much conscious pleasure is in them all! Things, mere tangible things, have a terrible power of education: of calling out from the mind innumerable thoughts and sympathies. Like childish catechisms and categories—Whence have we sago?—plain 147 substances introduce me to swarms of men, before unrealised. And they all lived and died, and cared for their children, or not, and led reasonable lives, or not: and, without any alternative, had casual thoughts and constant passions. Did each one of them ever stop in his work, and think that the world revolved about him alone; and all was his, and for him? Most men may have thought so, and shivered a little afterwards; and worked on steadily. Or did each one of them ever think that he was always beset with companions, hordes of men and women, necessary and inevitable? Then, he must have struggled a little in his mind, as a man fights for air, and worked on steadily. It does not do: this interrogation of mysteries, which are also facts. Nor am I called upon, from without or from within, to write an Essay upon the Problem of Economic Distribution. Præsentia temnis! Nature says to me: it is the stir of the world, and the great play of forces, that I am wailing, to no end. Let the great life continue, and the sun shine upon bright palaces; and geraniums, red geraniums, glow at the windows of dingy courts; death and sorrow come upon both, and upon me. And on all sides there is infinite tenderness; the invincible good-will, which says kind and cheerful things to every one sometimes, by a friend’s mouth; the humane pieties of the world, which make glad the Civitas Dei, and make endurable the Regnum Hominis. I need not make myself miserable.


  Full night at last; the dead of night, as dull folk have it; ignorant persons, who know nothing of nocturnal beauty, of night’s lively magic. It was a good thought, to come out of my lonely room, to look at the cloisters by moonlight, and to wander round the Close, under the black shadows of the buttresses, while the moon is white upon their strange pinnacles. There is no noise, but only a silence, which seems very old; old, as the grey monuments 148 and the weathered arches. The wreathing, blue tobacco clouds look thin and pale, like breath upon a dark frosty night; they drift about these old precincts, with a kind of uncertainty and discomfort; one would think, they wanted a rich Mediterranean night, heavy odours of roses, and very fiery stars. Instead, they break upon mouldering traceries, and doleful cherubs of the last century; upon sunken headstones, and black oak doors with ironwork over them. Perhaps the cigarette is southern and Latin, southern and Oriental, after all; and I am a dreamer, out of place in this northern grey antiquity. If it be so, I can taste the subtle pleasures of contrast: and, dwelling upon the singular features of this old town, I can make myself a place in it, as its conscious critic and adopted alien. There is a curious apprehension of enjoyment, a genuine touch of luxury, in this nocturnal visit to these old northern things! I consider, with satisfaction, how the Stuart king, who spurned tobacco contumeliously, put a devoted faith in witches, those northern daughters of the devil; northern, and very different from the dames of Thessaly; from the crones of Propertius, and of Horace, and of Apuleius the Golden. Who knows, but I may hear strange voices in the near aisle before cockcrow? By night, night in the north, happen cold and dismal things; and then, what a night is this! Chilly stars, and wild, grey clouds, flying over a misty moon.


  At last, here comes a great and solemn sound; the commanding bells of the cathedral tower, in their iron, midnight toll. Through the sombre strokes, and striking into their long echoes, pierce the thin cries of bats, that wheel in air, like lost creatures who hate themselves; the uncanny flitter-mice! They trace superb, invisibles circles on the night; crying out faintly and plaintively, with no sort of delight in their voices: things of keen teeth, furry bodies, and skeleton wings covered scantily in leather. The big 149 moths, too: they blunder against my face, and dash red trails of fire off my cigarette; so busily they spin about the darkness. Sadducismus triumphatus! Yes, truly: here are little, white spirits awake and at some faery work; white, as heather upon the Cornish cliffs is white, and all innocent, rare things in heaven and earth. There is nothing dreadful, it seems, about this night, and this place; no glorious fury of evil spirits, doing foul and ugly things; only the quiet town asleep under a wild sky, and gentle creatures of the night moving about ancient places. And the wind rises, with a sound of the sea, murmuring over the earth and sighing away to the sea: the trembling sea, beyond the downs, which steals into the land by great creeks and glimmering channels; with swaying, taper masts along them, and lantern lights upon black barges. Certainly, this is no Lucretian night: not that tremendous


  
    Nox, et noctis signa severa


    Noctivagæque faces cæli, flammæque volantes.

  


  Rather, it reminds me of the Miltonic night, which is peopled alluringly with


  
    “faery elves,


    Whose midnight revels by a forest side


    Or fountain, some belated peasant sees,


    Or dreams he sees, while overhead the moon


    Sits arbitress:”

  


  a Miltonic night, and a Shakespearean dawn; for the white morning has just peered along the horizon, white morning, with dusky flames behind it; and the spirits, the visions, vanish away, “following darkness, like a dream.”


  The streets are very still, with that silence of sleeping cities, which seems ready to start into confused cries; as though the 150 Smiter of the Firstborn were travelling through the households. There is the Catholic chapel, in its Georgian, quaint humility; recalling an age of beautiful, despised simplicity; the age of French emigrant old priests and vicars-apostolic, who stood for the Supreme Pontiff, in grey wigs. The sweet limes are swaying against its singular, umbered windows, with their holy saints and prophets in last-century design; ruffled, querulous persons looking very bluff and blown. I wonder, how it would be inside; I suppose, night has a little weakened that lingering smell of daily incense, which seems so immemorial and so sad. Wonderful grace of the mighty Roman Church! This low square place, where the sanctuary is poor and open, without any mystical touch of retirement and of loftiness, has yet the unfailing charm, the venerable mystery, which attend the footsteps of the Church; the same air of command, the same look of pleading, fill this homely, comfortable shrine, which simple country gentlemen set up for the ministrations of harassed priests, in an age of no enthusiasm. I like to think that this quiet chapel, in the obedience of Rome, in communion with that supreme apostolate, is always open to me upon this winding little by-street; it fills me with perfect memories, and it seems to bless me.


  But here is a benediction of light! the quick sun, reddening half the heavens, and rising gloriously. In the valley, clusters of elm rock and swing with the breeze, quivering for joy: far away, the bare uplands roll against the sunrise, calm and pastoral; otia dia of the morning. Surely the hours have gone well, and according to my preference; one dying into another, as the tobacco clouds die. My meditations, too, have been peaceful enough; and, though solitary, I have had fine companions. What would the moral philosophers, those puzzled sages, think of me? An harmless hedonist? An amateur in morals, who means well, though 151 meaning very little? Nay! let the moralist by profession give, to whom he will, sa musique, sa flamme: to any practical person, who is a wise shareholder and zealous vestryman. For myself, my limited and dreamy self, I eschew these upright businesses; upright memories and meditations please me more, and to live with as little action as may be. Action: why do they talk of action? Match me, for pure activity, one evening of my dreams, when life and death fill my mind with their messengers, and the days of old come back to me. And now, homewards, for a little sleep; that profound and rich slumber at early dawn which is my choice delight. A sleep, bathed in musical impressions, and filled with fresh dreams, all impossible and happy; four hours, and five, and six perhaps: then the cathedral matin bell will chime in with my fancies, and I shall wake harmoniously. I shall feel infinitely cheerful, after the spirit of the Compleat Angler; I shall remember that I was once at Ware, and at Am well, those placid haunts of Walton. A conviction of beauty, and contentment in life will lay hold on me, more than commonly; it is probable that I shall read The Spectator, and Addison, rather than Steele, at breakfast. And I know which paper it will be: it will be about Will Wimble coming up to the house, with two or three hazel twigs in his hand, fresh cut in Sir Roger’s woods. Or, if I prove faithful to my great Lucretius: the man, not the book, for I read him in the Giuntine: I will read that marvellous It ver et Venus; that dancing masque of beauty. For L’Allegro, I do not read that; it is read aloud to me by the morning, with exquisite, bright cadences. After my honey from the flowers of a very rustic farm, and my coffee, from some wonderful Eastern place; and my eggs, marked by the careful housewife as she took them from her henhouse, covered with stonecrop over its old tiles; after all these delicates, now comes the first cigarette, pungent and exhilarating. As the grey blue 152 clouds go up, the ruddy sunlight glows through them, straight as an arrow through the gold. Away they wander, out of the window, flung back upon the air, against the roses, and disappear in the buoyant morning.


  My thoughts go with them, into the morning, into all the mornings over the world. They travel through the lands, and across the seas, and are everywhere at home, enjoying the presence of life. And past things, old histories, are turned to pleasant recollections: a pot-pourri, justly seasoned, and subtly scented; the evil humours and the monstrous tyrannies pass away, and leave only the happiness and the peace.


  Call me, my dear friend, what reproachful name you please; but, by your leave, the world is better for my cheerfulness. True, should the terrible issues come upon me, demanding high courage, and finding but good temper, then give me your prayers, for I have my misdoubts. Till then, let me cultivate my place in life, nurturing its comelier flowers; taking the little things of time with a grateful relish and a mind at rest. So hours and years pass into hours and years, gently, and surely, and orderly; as these clouds, grey and blue clouds, of tobacco smoke, pass up to the air, and away upon the wind; incense of a goodly savour, cheering the thoughts of my heart, before passing away, to disappear at last.


  ·  ·


  153 Reiselust


  By Annie Macdonell


  
    Nay, Love, but stay thy blame;


    For if men have their claim,


    The day’s but theirs—


    Poor gift, the day of heat and cares!


    Thou hast the night, the calm cool night,


    When the soul’s garden blooms in sight,


    With roses tinted by the moon’s soft smile,


    On that far fringed horizon isle.


    The night, the long sweet night is thine,


    Then I awake, and find thee, soul of mine.

  


  
    Ah, rushing hours beneath the sun!


    Ah, fevered crying haste, have done!


    Yet let your coursing swifter run!


    Now let the still night fall.


    I hear the water lapping ’gainst the wall,


    I open wide my door unto the sea


    Whence Death, thy keeper, brings thee back to me.


    So mild he waits without, yet laughs at Life,


    That cannot give her hirelings such a wife.

  


  
    154 Day, have I not paid the toll?


    My body given the whole


    That will let pass my soul?


    The roses of the morn lie thick on my Love’s bier,


    And she is risen; she is no longer here.


    A star upon the stern she beckons me.


    Sweet Death, one dawn, let me go back with thee,


    Sweet Death, take me from out the noisy light


    Into thy night, thy comforting still night.

  


  
    Yea, soon, for my Love’s sake,


    Sweet Death my hand will take,


    And I shall not awake


    Till past the blooming isle.


    Then shall my eyelids quiver ’neath her smile,


    And I shall gaze, and from my Love’s clear eyes


    Shall learn her slow wide learning, and be wise,


    Shall learn the speech they speak across the sea:


    ’Tis a large language my Love speaks to me.

  


  
    Then far beyond to sail,


    And further further coasts to hail,


    And ventures shall not fail.


    And missionary dreams my Love and I


    We’ll hover mid the world’s troubled sky,


    And sleeping men to discontent shall tease,


    To venture further skies and wider seas.

  


  
    Have I not guessed the meaning of the dark?


    Thy hand, O Death! To-night let me embark.

  


  ·  ·


  155 “To Every Man a Damsel or Two”


  By C.S.


  He wandered up the carpeted steps, rather afraid all the while of the two tall men in uniform who opened the great doors wide to let him into the soft warm light and babble of voices within. At the top he paused, and slowly unbuttoned his overcoat, not knowing which way to turn; but the crowd swept him up, and carried him round, until he found himself leaning against a padded wall of plush, looking over a sea of heads at the stage far beneath. He turned round, and stood watching the happy crowd, which laughed, and talked, and nodded ceaselessly to itself. Near him, on a sofa, with a table before her, was a woman spreading herself out like some great beautiful butterfly on a bed of velvet pansies. He stood admiring her half unconsciously for some time, and at last, remembering that he was tired and sleepy, and seeing that there was still plenty of room, he threaded his way across and sat down.


  The butterfly began tossing a wonderful little brown satin shoe, and tapping it against the leg of the table. Then the parasol slipped across him, and fell to the ground. He hastened to pick it up, lifting his hat as he did so. She seemed surprised, and glancing at a man leaning against the wall, caught his eye, and they both laughed. He blushed a good deal, and wondered what 156 he had done wrong. She spread herself out still further in his direction, and cast side glances at him from under her Gainsborough.


  “What were you laughing at just now?” he said impulsively.


  “My dear boy, when?”


  “With that man.”


  “Which man?”


  “It doesn’t matter,” he said, blushing again.


  She looked up, and winked at the man leaning against the wall.


  “Have I offended you by speaking to you?” he said, looking with much concern into her eyes.


  She put a little scented net of a handkerchief up to her mouth, and went into uncontrollable fits of laughter.


  “What a funny boy you are!” she gasped. “Do do it again.”


  He looked at her in amazement, and moved a little further away.


  “I’m going to tell the waiter to bring me a port—after that last bit of business.”


  “I don’t understand all this,” he said desperately: “I wish I had never spoken to you; I wish I had never come in here at all.”


  “You’re very rude all of a sudden. Now don’t be troublesome and say you’re too broke to pay for drinks,” she added as the waiter put the port down with great deliberation opposite her, and held out the empty tray respectfully to him. He stared.


  “Why don’t you pay, you cuckoo?”


  Mechanically he put down a florin, and the waiter counted out the change.


  There was a pause. She fingered the stem of her wine-glass, taking little sips, and watching him all the while.


  157 “How often have you been here before?” she said, suddenly catching at his sleeve. “You must tell me. I fancy I know your face: surely I’ve met you before somewhere?”


  “This is the first time I have ever been to a music-hall,” he said doggedly.


  She drank off her port directly.


  “Come—come away at once. Yes, all right—I’m coming with you; so go along.”


  “But I’ve only just paid to come in,” he said hesitatingly.


  “Never mind the paying,” and she stamped her little satin foot, “but do as I tell you, and go.” And taking his arm, she led him through the doors down to the steps, where the wind blew cold, and the gas jets roared fitfully above.


  “Go,” she said, pushing him out, “and never come here again; stick to the theatres, you will like them best.” And she ran up the steps and was gone.


  He rushed after her. The two tall men in uniform stepped before the doors.


  “No re-admission, sir,” said one, bowing respectfully and touching his cap.


  “But that lady,” he said, bewildered, and looking from one to the other.


  The men laughed, and one of them, shrugging his shoulders, pointed to the box-office.


  He turned, and walked down the steps. Was it all a dream? He glanced at his coat. The flower in his buttonhole had gone.


  ·  ·


  159 A Song and a Tale


  By Nora Hopper


  I—Lament of the Last Leprechaun


  
    For the red shoon of the Shee,


    For the falling o’ the leaf,


    For the wind among the reeds,


    My grief!

  


  
    For the sorrow of the sea,


    For the song’s unquickened seeds,


    For the sleeping of the Shee,


    My grief!

  


  
    For dishonoured whitethorn-tree,


    For the runes that no man reads,


    Where the grey stones face the sea,


    My grief!

  


  
    Lissakeole, that used to be


    Filled with music night and noon,


    For their ancient revelry,


    My grief!

  


  
    159 For the empty fairy shoon,


    Hollow rath and yellow leaf;


    Hands unkissed to sun or moon:


    My grief—my grief!

  


  II—Aonan-na-Righ


  Aonan-Na-Righ they called him in Tir Ailella[1]—“Darling of the King”—but it was in idle sport, for Cathal the Red hated the son of his old age as men now have forgotten to hate; and once Aonan had sprung from his sleep with a sharp skene thrust through his arm, that had meant to drink his life-blood; and once again he had found himself alone in the heart of the battle, and he had scarcely won out of the press with his life—and with the standard of the Danish enemy. Thus it was seen that neither did the Danish spears love the “King’s Darling”; and the sennachies made a song of this, and it was chanted before the King for the first time when he sat robed and crowned for the Beltane feast, and Aonan stood at his left hand, pouring out honey-wine into his father’s cup. And before he drank, Cathal the King stared hard at the cup-bearer, and the red light that burned in his eyes was darkened because of the likeness in Aonan’s face to his mother Acaill (dead and buried long since), whom Cathal had loved better than his first wife Eiver, who was a king’s daughter, and better than the Danish slave Astrild, who bore him five sons, elder and better-loved than Aonan, for all the base blood in their veins. And of these, two were dead in the battle that had spared Aonan, and there were left to Cathal the 160 King only the Druid Coloman, and Toran the boaster, and Guthbinn of the sweet voice, who as yet was too young to fight.


  “Drink, Aonan-na-Righ,” shrilled Astrild from her seat at the King’s left hand. “Drink: lest there be death in the cup.”


  Aonan took up the golden cup, and gave her back smile for smile. “I drink,” he said, “to my mother, Acaill of Orgiall.”


  But the King snatched the cup from his fingers, and dashed it down on the board, so that the yellow mead spilled and stained Astrild’s cloak; but she did not dare complain, for there was the red light in Cathal’s eyes that was wont to make the boldest afraid.


  “Bring me another cup,” he said to one that stood near. “And now, will none of ye do honour to the toast of Aonan-na-Righ? Bring ye also a cup for the prince; and, Guthbinn, put your harp aside.”


  So in silence they drank to the memory of Acaill of Orgiall, and afterwards they sought to spin together the threads of their broken mirth, but not easily, for Astrild, who was wont to be gayest, sat pale, with her hand on the knife hidden in her breast; and the King sat dumb and frowning, thinking, as Astrild knew, of dead Acaill: how he had loved and hated her, and, having slain her father and brothers, and brought her to Dunna Scaith a Golden Hostage wearing a golden chain, he had wedded her for her beauty’s sake; and how until her child was born she had never so much as smiled or frowned for him; and how, when her babe lay in her arms, she sent for her husband, and said: “I thank thee, Cathal, who hast set me free by means of this babe. I bless thee for this last gift of thine, who for all thine other gifts have cursed thee.” And Cathal remembered how he had held babe and mother to his heart, and said: “Good to hear soft words from thy mouth at last, O Acaill! Speak again to me, and softly. But 161 she had not answered, for her first soft words to him were her last. And Astrild, watching him, saw his face grow black and angry, and she smiled softly to herself, and aloud she said:


  “Oh, Guthbinn, sing again, and sing of thy brothers who fell to-day—sing of Oscar, the swift in battle, and Uaithne, of the dark eyes. And will my lord give leave that I, their mother, go to weep for them in my own poor house where they were born?”


  “No,” said Cathal. “I bought you and your tears, girl, with gold rings, from Ocaill of Connaught. Sing to me now, and keep thy tears for to-morrow.” So Astrild drove back her sorrow, and began to sing, while her son Guthbinn plucked slow music from his harpstrings.


  
    “Earrach, Samhradh, Foghmhar, and Geimhridh,


    Are over all and done:


    And now the web forgets the weaver,


    And earth forgets the sun.


    I sowed no seed, and pulled no blossom,


    Ate not of the green corn:


    With empty hands and empty bosom,


    Behold, I stand forlorn.


    Windflower I sang, and Flower o’ Sorrow,


    Half-Summer, World’s Delight:


    I took no thought o’ the coming morrow,


    No care for the coming night.”

  


  Guthbinn’s hand faltered on the harpstrings, and the singer stopped swiftly: but King Cathal stayed the tears in her heart with an angry word. “Have I had not always had my will? And it is not my will now for you to weep.” So Astrild sat still, and she looked at her sons: but Toran was busy boasting of the white neck and blue eyes of the new slave-girl he had won, and Coloman 162 was dreaming, as he sat with his eyes on the stars that showed through the open door: and only Guthbinn met her eyes and answered them, though he seemed to be busy with his harp. And presently Cathal rose up, bidding all keep their seats and finish out the feast, but Astrild and Aonan he bade follow him. And so they went into the farthest chamber of the House of Shields, which looked upon a deep ditch. Now the end of the chamber was a wall of wattles, and here there was cut a door that led out on a high bank which overlooked the ditch. And the King went out upon the bank, where there was a chair placed ready for him, and Astrild sat at his knee, and Aonan-na-Righ stood a little way off. And Cathal sat still for a time, holding Astrild’s hand in his, and presently he said: “Who put the death in the cup to-night, Astrild, thou or Guthbinn?” And Astrild tried to draw her hand away and to rise, but he held her in her place, and asked again, “Guthbinn, or thou?” until she answered him sullenly as she knelt, “King, it was I.”


  “Belike, Guthbinn’s hand did thy bidding,” he said, in laughing fashion. “Was the death for me or for Aonan yonder, thou Red-Hair?”


  And Astrild laughed as she answered, “For Aonan-na-Righ, my lord.” And then she shrieked and sought to rise, for she saw death in the king’s face as it bent over her.


  “If thou hadst sought to slay thy master, Red-Hair, I might have forgiven thee,” Cathal said; “but what had my son to do with thee, my light-o’-love?”


  “Give me a day,” Astrild said desperately, “and I will kill father and son, and set the light-o’-love’s children on your throne, Cathal.”


  “I doubt it not, my wild-cat, but I will not give ye the day:” Cathal laughed. “Good courage, girl—and call thy Danish gods to aid, for there is none other to help thee, now.”


  163 “What will my lord do?” Aonan said quickly, as the Dane turned a white face and flaming eyes to him. “Wouldst kill her?”


  “Ay,” said Cathal the King. “But first she shall leave her beauty behind her, lest she meet thy mother in the Land of Youth, and Acaill be jealous.”


  “Leave her beauty and breath, lord,” Aonan said, drawing nearer. “If my mother Acaill lived she would not have her slain. My king, she pleased thee once; put her from thee if she vexes thee now; but leave her life, since something thou owest her.”


  “She would have slain thee to-day, Aonan, and if I have dealt ill by thee, I let no other deal thus. Yet if thou prayest me for thy life, girl, for love of Acaill I will give it thee.”


  And Cathal laughed, for he knew the Dane would not plead in that name. Astrild laughed too. “Spare thy breath, son of Acaill,” she said scornfully. “To-morrow the cord may be round thy neck, and thou be in need of breath; now lord, the cord for mine——”


  Cathal smiled grimly.


  “Blackheart,” he said, “thou hast no lack of courage. Now up,” and he loosened her hands, “and fly if thou wilt—swim the ditch, and get thee to Drumcoll-choille—and Guthbinn shall die in thy stead. What! Thou wouldst liefer die? Back then to yonder chamber, where my men will deal with thee as I have ordered, and be as patient as in thee lies. A kiss first, Red-Hair; and hearken from yonder chamber if thou wilt, while Aonan sings a dirge for thee.”


  She went; and presently there rang from within the chamber the shrill scream of a woman’s agony, and Cathal laughed to see Aonan’s face turn white. “She is not as patient as thou,” he 164 said, “but she will learn. Keep thou my word to her, Aonan; sing a dirge for her beauty a-dying.”


  “I cannot sing,” Aonan-na-Righ said, shivering as there rose another shriek. “Let them slay her, my lord, and have done.”


  “My will runs otherwise,” said Cathal, smiling. “Sing, if thou lovest thy life.”


  “My lord knows that I do not,” Aonan answered; and Cathal smiled again.


  “Belike not; but sing and lessen the Dane’s punishment. When the song is finished she shall be released, and even tended well.”


  So Aonan sang the song of the Dane-land over the water, and the Danes that died in the Valley of Keening—which is now called Waterford; of the white skin and red hair of Astrild; of her grace and daring; of the sons that lay dead on the battle-place; of Coloman the dreamer that read the stars; and of the beautiful boy whose breast was a nest of nightingales. And then he sang—more softly—of the Isle of the Noble where Acaill dwelt, and how she would have shadowed Astrild with her pity if she had lived; and then he stopped singing and knelt before the King, dumb for a moment with the passion of his pity, for from the open door they could hear a woman moaning still.


  “Lord,” he said, “make an end. My life for hers—if a life the King must have; or my pain for hers—if the King must needs feed his ears with cries.”


  “Graciously spoken, and like Acaill’s son,” King Cathal said. “And Astrild shall be set free. You within the chamber take the Dane to her son the lord Coloman’s keeping; and thou, my son Aonan, tarry here till I return. I may have a fancy to send thee with a message to thy mother before dawn. Nay, but come with me, and we will go see Coloman, and ask how his mother 165 does. Give me thine arm to lean on; I am tired, Aonan, I am old, and an end has come to my pleasure in slaying …. Coloman!”


  They were in Coloman’s chamber now, and the Druid turned from star-gazing to greet the King, with a new dark look in his gentle face. “Coloman, how does thy mother do now? She had grown too bold in her pride, but we did not slay her because of Aonan here. How works our medicine that we designed to temper her beauty?”


  “Well, lord. No man will kiss my mother’s beauty more.”


  “Good: now she will turn her feet into ways of gentleness, perhaps. Thou holdest me a grudge for this medicine o’ mine, my son Coloman?”


  “Lord, she is my mother,” the Druid said, looking down.


  “The scars will heal,” Cathal said; “but—Aonan here has only seen her beautiful. Coloman, wouldst thou have him see her scarred and foul to see?”


  “No, lord,” the Druid said fiercely. Cathal laughed.


  “Have a gift of me, then, O Coloman,” he said. “Spare him from sight of a marred beauty, in what way thou canst. I give thee his eyes for thy mother’s scars.”


  The two young men looked at each other steadily: then Aonan spoke. “Take the payment that the King offers thee, Coloman, without fear: a debt is a debt.”


  “And the debt is heavy.”


  Coloman said hoarsely: “Lord, wilt thou go and leave Aonan-na-Righ to me? And wilt thou send to me thy cunning men, Flathartach and Fadhar? I must have help.”


  “Aonan-na-Righ will not hinder thee, Coloman,” said the King, mockingly. “He desires greatly to meet with his mother: and do thou commend me also to the Lady Eivir, whom I wedded first, and who loved me well.”


  166 “Call me also to thy mother’s memory,” Toran the boaster cried presently, when all was made ready, and Coloman bade draw the irons from the brazier—“if thou goest so far, Darling of the King.”


  “I will remember,” Aonan said: and then fire and flesh met.


  * * * * *


  At the next Beltane feast Cathal the Red slept beside Acaill in the burial-place of the kings at Brugh, and Guthbinn sat in the high seat, Toran the boaster at his right hand. But Coloman the Druid stood on the tower-top, reading the faces of the stars; and along the road that wound its dusty way to the country of the Golden Hostages there toiled two dark figures: a woman and a man. Now the woman was hooded and masked, but under the grey hood the moonlight found a gleam of ruddy hair; and the man she led by the hand and watched over as a mother watches her son. Yet the woman was Danish Astrild, and the blind man was Aonan-na-Righ.


  ·  ·


  167 “De Profundis”


  By S. Cornish Watkins


  
    The hot white road winds on and on before,


    The hot white road fades into haze behind,


    With clinging dust each hedge is powdered o’er,


    The sun is high, no shelter can we find.


    A dusty bird upon a dusty spray


    Sings o’er and o’er a little dreary song,


    There is no rest, no rest, the livelong day,


    And we are weary, and the way is long.

  


  
    We know not whence we come, or whither wend,


    What goal may be to which our journey draws,


    Fate binds this burden on us, and the end


    We know not, care not, and we must not pause.


    A motley train we move. The young, the old,


    Women and men, with feeble steps or strong,


    Driven, like herded sheep, from fold to fold—


    Oh, we are weary, and the way is long.

  


  
    Vain whispers have we known, and hopes as vain;


    And one, he bore a banner with a cross,


    And spake wild words of comfort after pain,


    And future gain to balance present loss.


    168 But where he is we wot not. We have lost


    All hopes we had, all faiths or right or wrong,


    We have been shaken, shattered, tempest-tost,


    And we are weary, and the way is long.

  


  
    Yet still, within each bosom smoulders there


    Some little spark that might have been divine,


    Something that will not let us quite despair,


    Something we cannot, if we would, resign.


    Some day the spark may quicken and may guide,


    And fire the soul within us, dead so long,


    So may there be, when falls the eventide,


    A joyous ending to a grievous song.

  


  ·  ·


  169 Two Pictures


  By P. Wilson Steer


  I. The Mirror


  II. Skirt Dancing


  ·  ·
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  175 A Study in Sentimentality


  By Hubert Crackanthorpe


  Aphantom regiment of giant mist-pillars swept silently across the valley; beaded drops loaded each tuft of coarse, dull-tinted grass; the peat-hags gaped like black, dripping flesh-wounds in the earth’s side; the distance suggested rectangular fields and wooded slopes—vague, grey, phantasmagoric; and down over everything floated the damp of fine rain.


  Alec’s heavy tread crunched the turfed bridle-path rhythmically, and from the stiff rim of his clerical hat the water dribbled on to his shoulders.


  It was a rugged, irregular, almost uncouth face, and now the features were vacantly huddled in a set expression, obviously habitual. The cheeks were hunched up, almost concealing the small eyes; a wet wisp of hair straggled over the puckered forehead, and the ragged, fair moustache was spangled by the rain.


  At his approach the sheep scampered up the fell-side; then, stood staring through the mist in anxious stupidity. And Alec, shaking the water from his hat, strode forward with an almost imperceptible gleam on his face. It was so that he liked the valley—all colourless and blurred, with the sky close overhead, like a low, leaden ceiling.


  176 By-and-by, a cluster of cottages loomed ahead—a choppy pool of black slate roofs, wanly a-glimmer in the wet. As he entered the village, a group of hard-featured men threw him a curt chorus of greetings, to which he raised his stick in response, mechanically.


  He mounted the hill. Three furnace-chimneys craned their thin necks to grime the sky with a dribbling, smoky breath; high on a bank of coal-dust, blurred silhouettes of trucks stood waiting in forlorn strings; women, limp, with unkempt hair, and loose, bedraggled skirts, stood round the doorways in gossiping groups.


  “Which is Mrs. Matheson’s?” he stopped to ask.


  “There—oop there, Mr. Burkett—by yon ash—where them childer’s standin’,” they answered, all speaking together, eagerly. “Look ye! that be Mrs. Matheson herself.”


  Alec went up to the woman. His face clouded a little, and the puffs from his pipe came briskly in rapid succession.


  “Mrs. Matheson, I’ve only just heard—— Tell me, how did it happen?” he asked gently.


  She was a stout, red-faced woman, and her eyes were all bloodshot with much crying. She wiped them hastily with the corner of her apron before answering.


  “It was there, Mr. Burkett, by them rails. He was jest playin’ aboot in t’road wi’ Arnison’s childer. At half-past one, t’grandmoother stepped across to fetch me a jug o’ fresh water an’ she see’d him settin’ in door there. Then—mabbee twenty minutes later—t’ rain coome on an’ I thought to go to fetch him in. But I could’na see na sign of him anywhere. We looked oop and doon, and thought, mabbee, he’d toddled roond to t’ back. An’ then, all at once, Dan Arnison called to us that he was leein’ in t’ water, doon in beck-pool. An’ Dan ran straight doon, an’ 177 carried him oop to me; but t’was na use. He was quite cold and drownded. An’ I went——” But the sobs, rising thickly, swallowed the rest.


  Alec put his hand on her shoulder soothingly.


  “Ay, I know’d ye’d be grieved, Mr. Burkett. He was the bonniest boy in all t’ parish.”


  She lifted the apron to her eyes again, while he crossed to the railings. The wood of the posts was splintered and worm-eaten, and the lower rail was broken away. Below, the rock shelved down some fifteen feet to the beck-pool, black and oily-looking.


  “It’s a very dangerous place,” he said, half to himself.


  “Ay, Mr. Burkett, you’re right,” interrupted a bent and wizened old woman, tottering forward.


  “This be grandmoother, Mr. Burkett,” Mrs. Matheson explained. “’Twas grandmoother that see’d him last——”


  “Ay, Mr. Burkett,” the old woman began in a high, tremulous treble. “When I went fer to fill t’ jug fer Maggie he was a-settin’ on t’ steps there playin with t’ kitten, an’ he called after me, ‘Nanny!’ quite happy-like; but I took na notice, but jest went on fer t’ water. I shawed Mr. Allison the broken rail last month, when he was gittin’ t’ rents, and I told him he ought to put it into repair, with all them wee childer playin’ all daytime on t’ road. Didn’t I, Maggie?” Mrs. Matheson assented incoherently. “An’ he was very civil-like, was Mr. Allison, and he said he’d hev’ it seen to. It’s alus that way, Mr. Burkett,” the old woman concluded, shaking her head wisely. “Folks wait till some accident occurs, and then they think to bestir themselves.”


  Alec turned to the mother, and touched her thick, nerveless hand.


  “There, there, Mrs. Matheson, don’t take on so,” he said.


  178 At his touch her sobbing suddenly ceased, and she let her apron fall.


  “Will ye na coome inside, Mr. Burkett?” she asked.


  And they all three went in together.


  The little room had been scrubbed and tidied, and a number of chairs, ranged round the table, blocked the floor.


  “We’ve bin busy all marnin’, gitting’ things a bit smartened oop for t’ inquest. T’ coroner’s cooming at twelve,” the grandmother explained.


  “Will ye coome oopstairs, Mr. Burkett—jest—jest to tak’ a look at him?” Mrs. Matheson asked in a subdued voice.


  Alec followed her, squeezing his burly frame up the narrow, creaking staircase.


  The child lay on the clean, white bed. A look of still serenity slept on his pallid face. His tawny curls were smoothed back, and some snowdrops were scattered over the coverlet. All was quite simple.


  Mrs. Matheson stood in the doorway, struggling noisily with her sobs.


  “It is God’s will,” Alec said quietly.


  “He was turned four last week,” she blurted out. “Ye’ll excuse me, Mr. Burkett, but I’m that overdone that I jest canna’ help myself,” and she sank into a chair.


  He knelt by the dead child’s side and prayed, while the slow rise and fall of the mother’s sobs filled the room. When he rose his eyes were all moist.


  “God will help you, if you ask Him. His ways are secret. We cannot understand His purpose. But have faith in Him. He has done it for the best,” he said.


  “Ay, I know, I know, Mr. Burkett. But ye see he was the youngest, and that bonny——”


  179 “Let me try to comfort you,” he said.


  * * * * *


  When they came downstairs again, her face was calmer and her voice steadier. The coroner, a dapper man with a bright-red tie, was taking off his gloves and macintosh; the room was fast filling with silent figures, and the old grandmother was hobbling to and fro with noisy, excited importance.


  “Will ye na’ stay for t’ inquest?”


  Alec shook his head. “No, I can’t stop now. I have a School-board meeting to go to. But I will come up this afternoon.”


  “Thank’ee, Mr. Burkett, God bless thee,” said Mrs. Matheson.


  He shook hands with the coroner, who was grumbling concerning the weather; then strode out back down the valley.


  Though long since he had grown familiar with the aspects of suffering, that scene in the cottage, by reason of its very simplicity, had affected him strangely. His heart was full of slow sorrow for the woman’s trouble, and the image of the child, lying beautiful in its death-sleep, passed and repassed in his mind.


  By-and-bye, the moaning of the wind, the whirling of lost leaves, the inky shingle-beds that stained the fell-sides, inclined his thoughts to a listless brooding.


  Life seemed dull, inevitable, draped in sombre, drifting shadows, like the valley-head. Yet in all good he saw the hand of God, a mysterious, invisible force, ever imperiously at work beneath the ravages of suffering and of sin.


  It was close upon six o’clock when he reached home. He was drenched to the skin, and as he sat before the fire, dense clouds of steam rose from his mud-stained boots and trousers.


  “Now, Mr. Burkett, jest ye gang and tak off them things, while I make yer tea. Ye’ll catch yer death one of these days—I know ye will. I sometimes think ye haven’t more sense than 180 a boy, traipsin’ about all t’ day in t’ wet, and niver takin’ yer meals proper-like.”


  A faint smile flickered across his face. He was used to his landlady’s scoldings.


  “A child was drowned yesterday in the beck up at Beda Cottages. I had to go back there this afternoon to arrange about the funeral,” he mumbled, half-apologetically.


  Mrs. Parkin snorted defiantly, bustling round the table as she spread the cloth. Presently she broke out again:


  “An’ noo, ye set there lookin’ as white as a bogle. Why don’t ye go an’ git them wet clothes off. Ye’re fair wringin’.”


  He obeyed; though the effort to rise was great. He felt curiously cold: his teeth were clacking, and the warmth from the flames seemed delicious.


  In his bedroom a dizziness caught him, and it was a moment before he could recognise the familiar objects. And he realised that he was ill, and looked at himself in the glass with a dull, scared expression. He struggled through his dressing however, and went back to his tea. But, though he had eaten nothing since the morning, he had no appetite; so, from sheer force of habit, he lit a pipe, wheeling his chair close to the fire.


  And, as the heat penetrated him, his thoughts spun aimlessly round the day’s events, till these gradually drifted into the background of his mind, as it were, and he and they seemed to have become altogether detached. His forehead was burning, and a drowsy, delicious sense of physical weakness was stealing over his limbs. He was going to be ill, he remembered; and it was with vague relief that he looked forward to the prospect of long days of monotonous inactivity, long days of repose from the daily routine of fatigue. The details of each day’s work, the accomplishment of which, before, had appeared so indispensable, now, he felt in his 181 lassitude, had faded to insignificance. Mrs. Parkin was right: he had been overdoing himself; and with a clear conscience he would take a forced holiday in bed. Things in the parish would get along without him till the end of the week. There was only the drowned child’s funeral, and, if he could not go, Milner, the neighbouring vicar, would take it for him. His pipe slipped from his hand to the hearthrug noiselessly, and his head sank forward….


  He was dreaming of the old churchyard. The trees were rocking their slim, bare arms; drip, drip, drip, the drops pattered on to the tombstones, tight-huddled in the white, wet light of the moon; the breath of the old churchyard tasted warm and moist, like the reek of horses after a long journey.


  The child’s funeral was finished. Mrs. Matheson had cried noisily into her apron; the mourners were all gone now; and alone, he sat down on the fresh-dug grave. By the moonlight he tried to decipher the names carved on the slabs; but most of the letters had faded away, and moss-cushions had hidden the rest. Then he found it—“George Matheson, aged four years and five days,” and underneath were carved Mrs. Matheson’s words: “He was the bonniest boy in all the parish.” He sat on, with the dread of death upon him, the thought of that black senselessness ahead, possessing him, so sudden, so near, so intimate, that it seemed entirely strange to have lived on, forgetful of it. By-and-bye, he saw her coming towards him—Ethel, like a figure from a picture, wearing a white dress that trailed behind her, a red rose pinned at the waist, and the old smile on her lips. And she came beside, him, and told him how her husband had gone away for ever, and he understood at once that he and she were betrothed again, as it had been five years ago. He tried to answer her, but somehow the words would not come; and, as he was 182 striving to frame them, there came a great crash. A bough clattered down on the tombstones; and with a start he awoke.


  A half-burned coal was smoking in the fender. He felt as if he had been sleeping for many hours.


  He fell to stupidly watching the red-heat, as it pulsed through the caves of coal, to imagining himself climbing their ashen mountain-ridges, across dark defiles, up the face of treacherous precipices….


  Hundreds of times, here, in this room, in this chair, before this fire, he had sat smoking, picturing the old scenes to himself, musing of Ethel Fulton (Ethel Winn she had been then; but, after her marriage, he had forced himself to think of her as bearing her husband’s name—that was a mortification from which he had derived a sort of bitter satisfaction). But now, with the long accumulation of his solitude—five years he had been vicar of Scarsdale—he had grown so unconscious of self, so indifferent to the course of his own existence, that every process of his mind had, from sheer lack of external stimulation, stagnated, till, little by little, the growth of mechanical habit had come to mould its shape and determine its limitations. And hence, not for a moment had he ever realised the grip that this habit of sentimental reminiscence had taken on him, nor the grotesque extent of its futile repetition. Such was the fervour of his attitude towards his single chapter of romance.


  Five years ago, she and he had promised their lives to one another. And the future had beckoned them onward, gaily, belittling every obstacle in its suffusion of glad, alluring colour. He was poor: he had but his curate’s stipend, and she was used to a regular routine of ease. But he would have tended her wants, waiting on her, watching over her, indefatigably; chastening all the best that was in him, that he might lay it at her feet. And 183 together, hand in hand, they would have laboured in God’s service. At least so it seemed to him now.


  Then had come an enforced separation; and later, after a prolonged, unaccountable delay, a letter from her explaining, in trite, discursive phrases, how it could never be—it was a mistake—she had not known her own mind—now she could see things clearer—she hoped he would forgive and forget her.


  A wild determination to go at once to her, to plead with her, gripped him; but for three days he was helpless, bound fast by parish duties. And when at last he found himself free, he had already begun to perceive the hopelessness of such an errand, and, with crushed and dogged despair, to accept his fate as irrevocable.


  In his boyhood—at the local grammar-school, where his ugliness had made him the butt of his class, and later, at an insignificant Oxford college, where, to spare his father, whose glebe was at the time untenanted, he had set himself grimly to live on an impossibly slender allowance—at every turn of his life, he had found himself at a disadvantage with his fellows. Thus he had suffered much, dumbly—meekly many would have said—without a sign of resentment, or desire for retaliation. But all the while, in his tenacious, long-suffering way, he was stubbornly inuring himself to an acceptance of his own disqualifications. And so, once rudely awakened from his dream of love, he wondered with heavy curiosity at his faith in its glamorous reality, and, remembering the tenour of his life, suffered bitterly like a man befooled by his own conceit.


  Some months after the shattering of his romance, the rumour reached him that James Fulton, a prosperous solicitor in the town, was courting her. The thing was impossible, a piece of idle gossip, he reasoned with himself. Before long, however, he heard it again, in a manner that left no outlet for doubt.


  184 It seemed utterly strange, unaccountable, that she, whose eager echoing of all his own spiritual fervour and enthusiasm for the work of the Church still rang in his ears, should have chosen a man, whose sole talk had seemed to be of dogs and of horses, of guns and of game; a man thick-minded, unthinking, self-complacent; a man whom he himself had carelessly despised as devoid of any spark of spirituality.


  And, at this moment, when the first smartings of bitter bewilderment were upon him, the little living of Scarsdale fell vacant, and his rector, perhaps not unmindful of his trouble, suggested that he should apply for it.


  The valley was desolate and full of sombre beauty; the parish, sparsely-peopled but extensive; the life there would be monotonous, almost grim, with long hours of lonely brooding. The living was offered to him. He accepted it excitedly.


  And there, busied with his new responsibilities, throwing himself into the work with a suppressed, ascetic ardour, news of the outside world reached him vaguely, as if from afar.


  He read of her wedding in the local newspaper: later, a few trite details of her surroundings; and then, nothing more.


  But her figure remained still resplendent in his memory, and, as time slipped by, grew into a sort of gleaming shrine, incarnating for him all the beauty of womanhood. And gradually, this incarnation grew detached, as it were, from her real personality, so that, when twice a year he went back to spend Sunday with his old rector, to preach a sermon in the parish church, he felt no shrinking dread lest he should meet her. He had long ceased to bear any resentment against her, or to doubt that she had done what was right. The part that had been his in the little drama seemed altogether of lesser importance.


  * * * * *


  185 All night he lay feverishly tossing, turning his pillow aglow with heat, from side to side; anxiously reiterating whole incoherent conversations and jumbled incidents.


  At intervals, he was dimly conscious of the hiss of wind-swept leaves outside, and of rain-gusts rattling the window-panes; and later, of the sickly light of early morning streaking the ceiling with curious patterns. By-and-bye, he dropped into a fitful sleep, and forgot the stifling heat of his bed.


  Then the room had grown half full of daylight, and Mrs. Parkin was there, fidgetting with the curtains. She said something which he did not hear, and he mumbled that he had slept badly, and that his head was aching.


  Some time later—how long he did not know—she appeared again, and a man, whom he presently understood to be a doctor, and who put a thermometer, the touch of which was deliciously cool, under his armpit, and sat down at the table to write. Mrs. Parkin and he talked in whispers at the foot of the bed: they went away; Mrs. Parkin brought him a cup of beef-tea and some toast; and then he remembered only the blurred memories of queer, unfinished dreams.


  Consciousness seemed to return to him all of a sudden; and, when it was come, he understood dimly that, somehow, the fatigue of long pain was over, and he tasted the peaceful calm of utter lassitude.


  He lay quite still, his gaze following Mrs. Parkin, as she moved to and fro across the room, till it fell on a basket-full of grapes that stood by the bedside. They were unfamiliar, inexplicable; they puzzled him; and for awhile he feebly turned the matter over in his mind. Presently she glanced at him, and he lifted his hand towards the basket.


  “Would ye fancy a morsel o’ fruit noo? ’Twas Mrs. Fulton that sent ’em,” she said.


  186 She held the basket towards him, and he lifted a bunch from it. They were purple grapes, large and luscious-looking. Ethel had sent them. How strange that was! For an instant he doubted if he were awake, and clutched the pillow to make sure that it was real.


  “Mrs. Fulton sent them?” he repeated.


  “Ay, her coachman came yesterday in t’ forenoon to inquire how ye were farin’, and left that fruit for ye. Ay, Mr. Burkett, but ye’ve had a mighty quantity o’ callers. Most all t’ parish has been askin’ for news o’ ye. An’ that poor woman from t’ factory cottages has been doon forenoon and night.”


  “How long have I been in bed?” he asked after a pause.


  “Five days and five nights. Ye’ve bin nigh at death’s door, ravin’ and moanin’ like a madman. But, noo, I must’na keep ye chatterin’. Ye should jest keep yeself quiet till t’ doctor coomes. He’ll be mighty surprised to find ye so much improved, and in possession of yer faculties.”


  And she left him alone.


  He lay staring at the grapes, while excitement quickened every pulse. Ethel had sent them—they were from Ethel—Ethel had sent them—through his brain, to and fro, boisterously, the thought danced. And then, he started to review the past, dispassionately, critically, as if it were another man’s; and soon, every detail, as he lingered on it, seemed to disentangle itself, till it all achieved a curious simplification. The five years at Scarsdale became all blurred: they resembled an eventless waste-level, through which he had been mechanically trudging. But the other day, it seemed, he was with her—he and she betrothed to one another. A dozen scenes passed before his eyes: with a flush of hot, intolerable shame, he saw himself, clumsy, uncouth, devoid of personal charm, viewing her bluntly, selfishly through the cumbrous medium of his own 187 personality. And her attitude was clear too: the glamour, woven of habitual, sentimental reminiscence, faded, as it were, from her figure, and she appeared to him simply and beautifully human; living, vibrating, frail. Now he knew the meaning of that last letter of hers—the promptings of each phrase; the outpourings of his ideals, enthusiasms, aspirations—callow, blatant, crude, he named them bitterly—had scared her: she had felt herself unequal to the strain of the life he had offered her: in her loveable, womanish frailty, she had grown to dread it; and he realised all that she had suffered before she had brought herself to end it—the long struggles with doubt and suspense. The veil that had clogged his view was lifted: he knew her now: he could read the writing on her soul: he was securely equipped for loving her; and now, she had passed out of his life, beyond recall. In his blindness he had not recognised her, and had driven her away.


  How came it that to-day, for the first time, all these things were made clear?


  The clock struck; and while he was listening to its fading note, the door-handle clicked briskly, and the doctor walked in. He talked cheerily of the crops damaged by the storm, and the sound of his voice seemed to vibrate harshly through the room.


  “There’s a heavy shower coming up,” he remarked. “By the way, you’re quite alone here, Mr. Burkett, I believe. Have you no relatives whom you would like to send for?”


  “No—no one,” Alec answered. “Mrs. Parkin will look after me.”


  “Yes—but you see,” and he came and sat down by the bedside, “I don’t say there’s any immediate danger; but you’ve had a very near touch of it. Now isn’t there any old friend?—you ought not to be alone like this.” He spoke the last words with emphasis.


  188 Alec shook his head. His gaze had fallen on the basket of grapes again: he was incoherently musing of Ethel.


  “Mind, I don’t say there’s any immediate danger,” he heard the man repeating; “but I must tell you that you’re not altogether out of the wood yet.”


  He paused.


  “You ought to be prepared for the worst, Mr. Burkett.”


  The last phrase lingered in Alec’s mind; and slowly its meaning dawned upon him.


  “You mean I might die at any moment?” he asked.


  “No, no—I don’t say that,” the other answered evasively. “But you see the fever has left you very weak; and of course in such cases one can never be quite sure——”


  The rest did not reach Alec’s ears; he was only vaguely aware of the murmur of the man’s voice.


  Presently he perceived that he had risen.


  “I will come back in the afternoon,” he was saying. “I’ll tell Mrs.—Mrs. Parker to bring you in some breakfast.”


  After the doctor had gone he dozed a little …


  Then remembered the man’s words—“No immediate danger, but you must be prepared for the worst.” The sense of it all flashed upon him: he understood what the man had meant: that was the way doctors always told such things he guessed. So the end was near … He wondered, a little curiously, if it would come before to-night, or to-morrow … It was near, quite near, he repeated to himself; and gradually, a peacefulness permeated his whole being, and he was vaguely glad to be alone….


  A little while, and he would be near God. He felt himself detached from the world, and at peace with all men.


  His life, as he regarded it trailing behind him, across the stretch of past years, seemed inadequate, useless, pitiable almost; of his 189 own personality, as he now realised it, he was ashamed—petty mortifications, groping efforts, a grotesque capacity for futile, melancholy brooding—he rejoiced that he was to have done with it. The end was near, quite near, he repeated once again.


  Then, afterwards, would come rest—the infinite rest of the Saviour’s tenderness, and the strange, wonderful expectation of the mysterious life to come … A glimpse of his own serenity, of his own fearlessness, came to him; and he was moved by a quick flush of gratitude towards God. He thought of the terror of the atheist’s death—the world, a clod of dead matter blindly careering through space; humanity, a casual, senseless growth, like the pullulating insects on a rottening tree….


  A little while, only a little while, and he would be near God. And, softly, under his breath, he implored pardon for the countless shortcomings of his service….


  The German clock on the mantel-piece ticked with methodical fussiness: the flames in the grate flickered lower and lower; and one by one dropped, leaving dull-red cinders. Through the window, under the half-drawn blind, was the sky, cold with the hard, white glare of the winter sun, flashing above the bare, bony mountain-backs; and he called to mind spots in the little, desolate parish, which, with a grim, clinging love, he had come to regard as his own for always. Who would come after him, live in this house of his, officiate in the square, grey-walled church, move and work in God’s service among the people? …


  And, while he lay drowsily musing on the unfinished dream, a muffled murmur of women’s voices reached his ears. By an intuition, akin perhaps to animal instinct, he knew all at once that it was she, talking with Mrs. Parkin down in the room below. Prompted by a rush of imperious impulse he raised himself on his elbow to listen.


  190 There was a rustling of skirts in the passage and the sound of the voices grew clearer.


  “Good day, ma’am, and thank ye very kindly, I’m sure,” Mrs. Parkin was saying.


  No reply came, though he was straining every nerve to catch it … At last, subdued, but altogether distinct, her voice:


  “You’re sure there’s nothing else I can send?”


  The door of his room was ajar. He dug his nails into the panel-edge, and tried to swing it open. But he could scarcely move it, and in a moment she would be gone.


  Suddenly he heard his own voice—loud and queer it sounded:


  “Ethel—Ethel.”


  Hurried steps mounted the stairs, and Mrs. Parkin’s white cap and spectacled face appeared.


  “What be t’ matter, Mr. Burkett?” she asked breathlessly.


  “Stop her—tell her.”


  “Dearie, dearie me, he’s off wanderin’ agin.”


  “No, no; I’m all right—tell—ask Mrs. Fulton if she would come up to see me?”


  “There, there, Mr. Burkett, don’t ye excite yeself. Ye’re not fit to see any one, ye know that. Lie ye doon agin, or ye’ll be catchin’ yer death o’ cauld.”


  “Ask her to come, please—just for a minute.”


  “For Heaven’s sake lie doon. Ye’ll be workin’ yeself into a fever next. There, there, I’ll ask her for ye, though I’ve na notion what t’ doctor ’ud say.”


  She drew down the blind and retired, closing the door quietly behind her.


  The next thing he saw was Ethel standing by his bedside.


  He lay watching her without speaking. She wore a red dress 191 trimmed with fur; a gold bracelet was round her gloved wrist, and a veil half-hid her features.


  Presently he perceived that she was very white, that her mouth was twitching, and that her eyes were full of tears.


  “Alec—I’m so sorry you’re so ill … Are you in pain?”


  He shook his head absently. Her veil and the fur on her cloak looked odd, he thought, in the half-light of the room.


  “You will be better soon: the worst is over.”


  “No,” he answered, with a dreary smile. “I am going to die.”


  She burst into sobs.


  “No, no, Alec … You must not think that.”


  He stretched his arm over the coverlet towards her, and felt the soft pressure of her gloved hand.


  “Forgive me, Ethel, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pain you. But it is so; the doctor told me this morning.”


  She sat down by the bedside, still crying, pressing her handkerchief to her eyes.


  “Ethel, how strange it seems. Do you know I haven’t seen you since I left Cockermouth?” The words came deliberately, for his mind had grown quite calm. “How the time has flown!”


  Her grasp on his hand tightened, but she made no answer.


  “It was very kind of you to come all this way, Ethel, to see me. Will you stay a little and let me talk to you? It’s more than five years since we’ve talked together, you know,” and he smiled faintly. “Don’t cry so, Ethel, dear. I did not mean to make you cry. There’s no cause to cry, dear; you’ve made me so happy.”


  “My poor, poor Alec,” she sobbed.


  “You’d almost forgotten the old days, perhaps,” he continued 192 dreamily, talking half to himself; “for it’s a long while ago now. But to me it seems as if it had all just happened. You see I’ve been vegetating rather, here in this lonely, little place … Don’t go on crying, Ethel dear … let me tell you about things a little. There’s no harm in it now, because you know I’m——”


  “Oh! don’t—don’t say that. You’ll get better. I know you will.”


  “No, Ethel, I sha’n’t. Something within me tells me that my course is done. Besides, I don’t want to get better. I’m so happy … Stay a little with me, Ethel … I wanted to explain … I was stupid, selfish, in the old days——”


  “It was I—I who——” she protested through her tears.


  “No, you were quite right to write me that letter. I’ve thought that almost from the first … I’m sure of it,” he added, as if convincing himself definitely. “It could never be … it was my fault … I was stupid and boorish and wrapped up in myself. I did not try to understand your nature … I didn’t understand anything about women … I never had a sister … I took for granted that you were always thinking and feeling just as I was. I never tried to understand you, Ethel … I was not fit to be entrusted with you.”


  “Alec, Alec, it is not true. You were too good, too noble-hearted. I felt you were far above me. Beside you I felt I was silly and frivolous. Your standards about everything seemed so high——”


  But he interrupted, unheeding her:


  “You don’t know, Ethel, how happy you’ve made me…. I have thought of you every day. In the evenings, I used to sit alone, remembering you and all the happy days we had together, and the remembrance of them has been a great joy to me. I used to go over them all, again and again. The day that we all went 193 to Morecambe, and that walk along the seashore, when the tide caught us, and I carried you across the water … the time that we went to those ruins, and you wore the primroses I picked for you. And I used to read over all your letters, and remember all the things you used to say. Downstairs, under the writing-table, there is a black, tin cash-box—the key is on my bunch—Mrs. Parkin will give it you. It’s where I’ve kept everything that has reminded me of you, all this time. Will you take it back with you? … You don’t know how you’ve helped me all these years—I wanted to tell you that … When I was in difficulties, I used to wonder how you would have liked me to act … When I was lonely and low-spirited, I used to tell myself that you were happy.” He paused for breath, and his voice died slowly in the stillness of the room. “You were quite right,” he murmured almost inaudibly, “I see it all quite clearly now.”


  She was bending over him, and was framing his face in her two hands.


  “Say I was wrong,” she pleaded passionately. “Say I was wicked, wrong. I loved you, Alec … I was promised to you. I should have been so happy with you, dear … Alec, my Alec, do not die … God will not let you die … He cannot be so cruel … Come back, Alec … I love you … Do you hear, my Alec? I love you … Ethel loves you … Before God I love you … I was promised to you … I broke my word … I loved you all the time, but I did not know it … Forgive me, my Alec … forgive me … I shall love you always.”


  He passed his fingers over her forehead tentatively, as if he were in darkness.


  “Ethel, every day, every hour, all these years, you have been with me. And now I am going away. Kiss me—just once—just once. There can be no wrong in it now.”


  194 She tore her veil from her face: their lips met, and her head rested a moment, sobbing on his shoulder.


  “Hush! don’t cry, Ethel dear, don’t cry. You have made me so glad…. And you will remember to take the box … And you will think of me sometimes … And I shall pray God to make you happy, and I shall wait for you, Ethel, and be with you in thought, and if you have trouble, you will know that I shall be sorrowing with you. Isn’t it so, dear? … Now, good-bye, dear one—good-bye. May God watch over you.”


  She had moved away. She came back again, however, and kissed his forehead reverently. But he was not aware of her return, for his mind had begun to wander.


  She brushed past Mrs. Parkin in the passage, bidding her an incoherent good-bye: she was instinctively impatient to escape to the protection of familiar surroundings. Inside the house, she felt helpless, dizzy: the melodrama of the whole scene had stunned her senses, and pity for him was rushing through her in waves of pulsing emotion.


  As she passed the various landmarks, which she had noted on her outward journey—a group of Scotch firs, a roofless cattle-shed, a pile of felled trees—each seemed to wear an altered aspect. With what a strange suddenness it had all happened! Yesterday the groom had brought back word that he was in delirium, and had told her of the loneliness of the house. It had seemed so sad, his lying ill, all alone: the thought had preyed on her conscience, till she had started to drive out there to inquire if there were anything she could do to help him. Now, every corner round which the cart swung, lengthened the stretch of road that separated her from that tragic scene in his room … Perhaps it was not right for her to drive home and leave him? But she couldn’t bear to stay: it was all so dreadful. Besides, she assured herself, she could do 195 no good. There was the doctor, and that old woman who nursed him—they would see to everything … Poor, poor Alec—alone in that grey-walled cottage, pitched at the far end of this long, bleak valley—the half-darkened room—his wasted, feverish face—and his knowing that he could not live—it all came back to her vividly, and she shivered as if with cold. Death seemed hideous, awful, almost wicked in the cruelty of its ruthlessness. And the homeward drive loomed ahead, interminably—for two hours she would have to wait with the dreadful, flaring remembrance of it all—two hours—for the horse was tired, and it was thirteen miles, a man by the roadside had told her….


  He was noble-hearted, saint-like … Her pity for him welled up once more, and she convinced herself that she could have loved him, worshipped him, been worthy of him as a husband—and now he lay dying. He had revealed his whole nature to her, it seemed. No one had ever understood, as she did now, what a fine character he was in reality. Her cheeks grew hot with indignation and shame, as she remembered how she had heard people laugh at him behind his back, refer to him mockingly as the ‘love-sick curate.’ And all this while—for five whole years—he had gone on caring for her—thinking of her each day, reading her letters, recalling the things she used to say—yes, those were his very words. Before, she had never suspected that it was in his nature to take it so horribly tragically; yet, somehow, directly he had fixed his eyes on her in that excited way, she had half-guessed it….


  The horse’s trot slackened to a walk, and the wheels crunched over a bed of newly-strewn stones … She was considering how much of what had happened she could relate to Jim. Oh! the awfulness of his knowing beforehand like that! She had kissed him: she had told him that she cared for him: she hadn’t 196 been able to help doing that. There was no harm in it; she had made him happier—he had said so himself … But Jim wouldn’t understand: he would be angry with her for having gone, perhaps. He wouldn’t see that she couldn’t have done anything else. No, she couldn’t bear to tell him: besides, it seemed somehow like treachery to Alec … Oh! it must be awful to know beforehand like that! … The doctor should never have told him. It was horrible, cruel … In the past how she had been to blame—she saw that now: thoughtless, selfish, altogether beneath him.


  It was like a chapter in a novel. His loving her silently all these years, and telling her about it on his deathbed. At the thought of it she thrilled with subtle pride: it illuminated the whole ordinariness of her life. The next moment the train of her own thoughts shamed her. Poor, poor Alec…. And to reinforce her pity, she recalled the tragic setting of the scene.


  That woman—his landlady—could she have heard anything, she wondered with a twinge of dread? No, the door was shut, and his voice had been very low.


  The horse turned on to the main road, and pricking his ears, quickened his pace.


  She would remember him always. Every day, she would think of him, as he had asked her to do—she would never forget to do that. And, if she were in trouble, or difficulty, she would turn her thoughts towards him, just as he had told her he used to do. She would try to become better—more religious—for his sake. She would read her Bible each morning, as she knew had been his habit. These little things were all she could do now. Her attitude in the future she would make worthy of his in the past … He would become the secret guiding-star of her life: it would be her hidden chapter of romance….


  197 The box—that box which he had asked her to take. She had promised, and she had forgotten it. How could she get it? It was too late to turn back now. Jim would be waiting for her. She would only just be in time for dinner as it was … How could she get it? If she wrote to his landlady, and asked her to send it—it was under the writing-table in the sitting-room he had said … She must get it, somehow….


  It was dark before she reached home. Jim was angry with her for being late, and for having driven all the way without a servant. She paid no heed to his upbraiding; but told him shortly that Alec was still in great danger. He muttered some perfunctory expression of regret, and went off to the stables to order a bran-mash for the horse. His insensibility to the importance of the tragedy she had been witnessing, exasperated her: she felt bitterly mortified that he could not divine all that she had been suffering.


  * * * * *


  The last of the winter months went, and life in the valley swept its sluggish course onwards. The bleak, spring winds rollicked, hooting from hill to hill. The cattle waited for evening, huddled under the walls of untrimmed stone; and before the fireside, in every farmhouse, new-born lambs lay helplessly bleating. On Sundays the men would loaf in churlish groups about the church door, jerk curt greetings at one another, and ask for news of Parson Burkett. It was a curate from Cockermouth who took the services in his stead—one of the new-fangled sort; a young gentleman from London way, who mouthed his words like a girl, carried company manners, and had a sight of strange clerical practices.


  Alec was slowly recovering. The fever had altogether left him: a straw-coloured beard now covered his chin, and his cheeks were grown hollow and peaky-looking. But by the hay-harvest, 198 the doctor reckoned, he would be as strong as ever again—so it was commonly reported.


  Mrs. Parkin declared that the illness had done him a world o’ good. “It’s rested his mind like, and kept him from frettin’. He was alus ower given to studyin’ on his own thoughts, till he got dazed like and took na notice o’ things. An’ noo,” she would conclude, “ye should jest see him, smilin’ as free as a child.”


  So, day after day, floated vaguely by, and to Alec the calm of their unbroken regularity was delicious. He was content to lie still for hours, thinking of nothing, remembering nothing, tasting the torpor of dreamy contemplation; watching through the window the slow drifting of the shadows; listening to the cackling of geese, and the plaintive bleating of sheep….


  By-and-bye, with returning strength, his senses quickened, and grew sensitive to every passing impression. To eat with elaborate deliberation his invalid meals; to watch the myriad specks of gold dancing across a bar of sunlight—these were sources of keen, exciting delight. But in the foreground of his mind, transfiguring with its glamour every trivial thought, flashed the memory of Ethel’s visit. He lived through the whole scene again and again, picturing her veiled figure as it had stood by the bedside, wrapped in the red, fur cloak; and her protesting words, her passionate tears, seemed to form a mystic, indissoluble bond between them, that brightened all the future with rainbow colours.


  God had given him back to her. Whether circumstances brought them together frequently, or whether they were forced to live their lives almost wholly apart, would, he told himself, matter but little. Their spiritual communion would remain unbroken. Indeed, the prospect of such separations, proving, as it did to him, the sureness of the bond between them, almost elated him. There would be unquestioning trust between them, and, though the 199 world had separated them, the best that was in him belonged to her. When at length they met, there would be no need for insistance on common points of feeling, for repeated handling of past threads, as was customary with ordinary friendships. Since each could read the other’s heart, that sure intuition born of chastened, spiritual love would be theirs. If trouble came to her, he would be there to sacrifice all at a moment’s bidding, after the fashion of the knights of old. Because she knew him, she would have faith in him. To do her service would be his greatest joy.


  At first the immobile, isolated hours of his convalescence made all these things appear simple and inevitable, like the events of a great dream. As time went on, however, he grew to chafe against his long confinement, to weary of his weakness, and of the familiar sight of every object in the room; and in the mornings, when Mrs. Parkin brought him his breakfast, he found himself longing for a letter from her—some brief word of joy that he was recovering. He yearned for some material object, the touch of which would recall her to him, as if a particle of her personality had impregnated the atoms.


  Sometimes, he would force himself into believing that she would appear again, drive out to learn the progress of his recovery … After luncheon she would leave home … about half-past one, probably … soon after three, he would see her … Now, she was nearing the cross-roads … now climbing the hill past Longrigg’s farm … she would have to walk the horse there … now, crossing the old bridge. He would lie watching the clock; and when the suspense grew intolerable, to cheat it, he would bury his head in the pillow to count up to a thousand, before glancing at the hands again. So would slip by the hour of her arrival; still, he would struggle to delude himself with all manner of excuses 200 for her—she had been delayed—she had missed the turning, and had been compelled to retrace her steps. And, when at length the twilight had come, he would start to assure himself that it was to be to-morrow, and sink into a fitful dozing, recounting waking dreams of her, subtly intoxicating….


  * * * * *


  In April came a foretaste of summer, and, for an hour or two every day, he was able to hobble downstairs. He perceived the box at once, lying in its accustomed place, and concluded that on learning that he was out of danger, she had sent it back to him. The sight of it cheered him with indefinable hope: it seemed to signify a fresh token of her faith in him: it had travelled with her back to Cockermouth on that wonderful day which had brought them together; and now, in his eyes, it was invested with a new preciousness. He unlocked it, and, somehow, to discover that its contents had not been disturbed, was a keen disappointment. He longed for proof that she had been curious to look into it, that she had thus been able to realise how he had prized every tiny object that had been consecrated for him by her. Then it flashed across him that she herself might have brought the box back, and fearing to disturb him, had gone home again without asking to see him. All that evening he brooded over this supposition; yet shrank from putting any question to Mrs. Parkin. But the following morning, a sudden impulse overcame his repugnance; and the next moment he had learned the truth. Untouched, unmoved, the box had remained all the while—she had never taken it—she had forgotten it. And depression swept through him; for it seemed that his ideal had tottered.


  His prolonged isolation and his physical lassitude had quickened his emotions to an abnormal sensibility, and had led him to a constant fingering, as it were, of his successive sentimental phases. 201 And these, since they constituted his sole diversion, he had unconsciously come to regard as of supreme importance. The cumbersome, complex details of life in the outside world had assumed the simplification of an indistinct background: in his vision of her figure he had perceived no perspective.


  But now the grain of doubt was sown: it germinated insidiously; and soon, the whole complexion of his attitude towards her was transformed. All at once he saw a whole network of unforeseen obstacles, besetting each detail of the prospect he had been planning. Swarming uncertainty fastened on him at every turn; till at last, goaded to desperation, he stripped the gilding from the accumulated fabric of his idealised future.


  And then his passion for her flamed up—ardent, unreasoning, human. After all, he loved as other men loved—that was the truth: the rest was mere calfish meandering. Stubbornly he vindicated to himself his right to love her … He was a man—a creature of flesh and blood, and every fibre within him was crying out for her—for the sight of her face; the sound of her voice; the clasp of her hand. Body and soul he loved her; body and soul he yearned for her … She had come back to him—she was his again—with passionate tears she had told him that she loved him. To fight for her, he was ready to abandon all else. At the world’s laws he jibed bitterly; before God they were man and wife.


  The knowledge that it lay in his power to make her his for life, to bind her to him irrevocably, brought him intoxicating relief. Henceforward he would live on, but for that end. Existence without her would be dreary, unbearable. He would resign his living and leave the church. Together they would go away, abroad: he would find some work to do in the great cities of Australia … She was another man’s wife—but the sin would 202 be his—his, not hers—God would so judge it; and for her sake he would suffer the punishment. Besides, he told himself exultantly, the sin was it not already committed? “Whosoever looketh on a woman to lust after her, hath committed adultery with her already in his heart.”


  He would go to her, say to her simply that he was come for her. It should be done openly, honestly in the full light of day. New strength and deep-rooted confidence glowed within him. The wretched vacillation of his former self was put away like an old garment. Once more he sent her words of love sounding in his ears—the words that had made them man and wife before God. And on, the train of his thoughts whirled: visions of a hundred scenes flitted before his eyes—he and she together as man and wife, in a new home across the seas, where the past was all forgotten, and the present was redolent of the sure joy of perfect love….


  * * * * *


  He was growing steadily stronger. Pacing the floor of his room, or the gravel-path before the house, when the sun was shining, each day he would methodically measure the progress of his strength. He hinted of a long sea voyage to the doctor: the man declared that it would be madness to start before ten days had elapsed. Ten days—the stretch of time seemed absurd, intolerable. But a quantity of small matters relating to the parish remained to be set in order: he had determined to leave no confusion behind him. So he mapped out a daily task for himself: thus he could already begin to work for her: thus each day’s accomplishment would bring him doubly nearer to her. The curate, who had been taking his duty, came once or twice at his request to help him; for he was jealously nursing his small stock of strength. He broke the news of his approaching departure to Mrs. Parkin, and asked her 203 to accept the greater portion of his furniture, as an inadequate token of his gratitude towards her for all she had done for him. The good creature wept copiously, pestered him with questions concerning his destination, and begged him to give her news of him in the future. Next he sent for a dealer from Cockermouth to buy the remainder, and disputed with him the price of each object tenaciously.


  One afternoon his former rector appeared, and with tremulous cordiality wished him God-speed, assuming that the sea voyage was the result of doctor’s advice. And it was when the old man was gone, and he was alone again, that, for the first time, with a spasm of pain, he caught a glimpse of the deception he was practising. But some irresistible force within him urged him forward—he was powerless—to look back was impossible now—there was more yet to be done—he must go on—there was no time to stop to think. So to deaden the rising conscience-pangs, he fiercely reminded himself that now, but five days more separated her from him. He sat down to write to his bishop and resign his living, struggling with ambiguous, formal phrases, impetuously attributing to his physical weakness his inability to frame them.


  The letter at length finished, instinctively dreading fresh gnawings of uneasiness, he forced himself feverishly into thinking of plans for the future, busying his mind with time-tables, searching for particulars of steamers, turning over the leaves of his bank-book. All the money which his father had left to him had remained untouched: for three years they could live comfortably on the capital; meanwhile he would have found some work.


  At last, when, with the growing twilight, the hills outside were hurriedly darkening, he sank back wearily in his chair. And all at once he perceived with dismay that nothing remained for him to do, nothing with which he could occupy his mind. For the 204 moment he was alone with himself, and looking backwards, realisation of the eager facility with which he had successively severed each link, and the rapidity with which he had set himself drifting towards a future, impenetrable, with mysterious uncertainty, stole over him. He had done it all, he told himself, deliberately, unaided; bewildered, he tried to bring himself face to face with his former self, to survey himself as he had been before the fever—that afternoon when he had gone up to Beda Cottages—plodding indifferently through life in the joyless, walled-in valley, which, he now understood, had in a measure reflected the spirit of his own listless broodings. Scared remorse seized him. The prospect of departure, now that it was close at hand, frightened him; left him aching as with the burden of dead weight, so that, for a while, he remained inert, dully acquiescing in his accumulating disquietude.


  Then, in desperation, he invoked her figure, imagining a dozen incoherent versions of the coming scene—the tense words of greeting, his passionate pleading, her impulsive yielding, and the acknowledgment of her trust in him….


  By-and-bye, Mrs. Parkin brought him his dinner. He chatted to her with apparent unconcern, jested regarding his appetite; for a curious calm, the lucidity evoked by suppressed elation, pervaded him.


  But through the night he tossed restlessly, waking in the darkness to find himself throbbing with triumphant exhilaration; each time striking matches to examine the face of his watch, and beginning afresh to calculate the hours that separated him from the moment that was to bind them together—the irrevocable starting towards the future years.


  * * * * *


  She stood in the bow-window of her drawing-room, arranging some cut flowers in slender pink and blue vases, striped with enamel 205 of imitation gold. Behind her, the room, uncomfortably ornamental, repeated the three notes of colour—gilt paper shavings filling the grate; gilt-legged chairs and tables; stiff, shiny, pink chintzes encasing the furniture; on the wall a blue-patterned paper, all speckled with stars of gold.


  Outside, the little lawn, bathed in the fresh morning sunlight, glowed a luscious green, and the trim flower-beds swelled with heightened colours. A white fox-terrier came waddling along the garden path: she lifted the animal inside the window, stroking his sleek sides with an effusive demonstration of affection. Would Jim remember to be home in good time, she was idly wondering; she had forgotten to remind him before he went to his office, that to-night she was to sing at a local concert.


  Suddenly, she caught sight of a man’s figure crossing the lawn. For an instant she thought it was an old clerk, whom Jim sometimes employed to carry messages. Then she saw that it was Alec—coming straight towards her. Her first impulse was to escape from him; but noticing that his gaze was fixed on the ground, she retreated behind an angle of the window, and stood watching him … Poor Alec! He was going away on a sea-voyage for his health, so Jim had heard it said in the town; and she formed a hasty resolve to be very kind to the poor fellow. Yet her vanity felt a prick of pique, as she noticed that his gait was grown more gaunt, more ungainly than ever; and she resented that his haggard face, his stubbly beard, which, when he lay ill, had signified tense tragedy, should now seem simply uncouth. Still, she awaited his appearance excitedly; anticipating a renewed proof of his touching, dog-like devotion to her, and with a fresh thrill of unconscious gratitude to him for having supplied that scene to which she could look back with secret, sentimental pride.


  The maid let him into the room. As he advanced towards 206 her, she saw him brush his forehead with his hand impatiently, as if to rid his brain of an importunate thought. He took her outstretched hand: the forced cheeriness of her phrase of greeting died away, as she felt his gaze searching her face.


  “Let us sit down,” he said abruptly.


  “I’m all right again, now,” he began with a brisk, level laugh; and it occurred to her that perhaps the illness had affected his mind.


  “I’m so glad of that,” she stammered in reply; “so very glad…. And you’re going away, aren’t you, for a long sea voyage? That will do you ever so much good——”


  But before she had finished speaking, he was kneeling on the carpet before her, pouring out incoherent phrases. Bewildered, she gazed at him, only noticing the clumsy breadth of his shoulders.


  “Listen to me, Ethel, listen,” he was saying. “Everything is ready—I’ve given it all up—my living—the Church. I can’t bear it any longer—life without you, I mean … You are everything to me—I only want you—I care for nothing else now. I am going away to Australia. You will come with me, Ethel—you said you loved me … We love one another—come with me—let us start life afresh. I can’t go on living without you … I thought it would be easy for you to come; I see now that perhaps it’s difficult. You have your home: I see that … But have trust in me—I will make it up to you. Together we will start afresh—make a new home—a new life. I will give you every moment; I will be your slave … Listen to me, Ethel; let us go away. Everything is ready—I’ve got money—I’ve arranged everything. We can go up to London to-morrow. The steamer starts on Thursday.”


  The sound of his voice ceased. She was staring at the door, filled with dread lest it should open, and the maid should see him kneeling on the carpet.


  207 “Don’t,” she exclaimed, grasping his coat. “Get up, quick.”


  He rose, awkwardly she thought, and stood before her.


  “We were so happy together once, dear—do you remember—in the first days, when you promised yourself to me? And now I know that in your heart you still care for me. You said so. Say you will come—say you will trust me—you will start to-morrow. If you can’t come so soon I will wait, wait till you can come,” he added, and she felt the trembling touch of his hands on hers, and his breath beating on her face.


  “Don’t, please,” and she pushed back his hands. “Some one might see.”


  “What does it matter, my darling? We are going to belong to one another for always. I am going to wait for you, darling—to be your slave—to give up every moment of my life to you … It’s the thought of you that’s made me live, dear … You brought me back to life, that day you came … I’ve thought of nothing but you since. I’ve been arranging it all——”


  “It’s impossible,” she interrupted.


  “No, dear, it’s not impossible,” he pleaded.


  “You’ve resigned your living—left the Church?” she asked incredulously.


  “Yes, everything,” he answered proudly.


  “And all because you cared so for me?”


  “I can’t begin to live again without you. I would suffer eternal punishment gladly to win you … You will trust yourself to me darling; say you will trust me.”


  “Of course, Alec, I trust you. But you’ve no right to——”


  “Oh! because you’re married, and it’s a sin, and I’m a clergyman. But I’m a man first. And for you I’ve given it all up—everything. You don’t understand my love for you.”


  “Yes, yes, I do,” she answered quickly, alarmed by the earnestness 208 of his passion, yet remembering vaguely that she had read of such things in books.


  “You will come to-morrow, darling—you will have trust in me?”


  “You are mad, Alec. You don’t know what you are saying. It would be absurd.”


  “It’s because you don’t understand how I love you, that you say that,” he broke out fiercely. “You can’t understand—you can’t understand.


  “Yes, I can,” she protested, instinctively eager to vie with his display of emotion.


  “Then say you will come—promise it, promise it,” he cried; and his features were all distorted by suspense.


  But at this climax of his insistance, she lost consciousness of her own attitude. She seemed suddenly to see all that clumsiness which had made her refuse him before.


  “It’s altogether ridiculous,” she answered shortly.


  He recoiled from her: he seemed to stiffen a little all over; and she felt rising impatience at his grotesque denseness in persisting.


  “You say it’s altogether ridiculous?” he repeated after her slowly.


  “Yes, of course it’s ridiculous,” she repeated with uneasy emphasis. “I’m very sorry you should mind—feel it so—but it isn’t my fault.”


  “Why did you say then that before God you loved me, when you came that day?” he burst out with concentrated bitterness.


  “Because I thought you were dying.” The bald statement of the truth sprang to her lips—a spontaneous, irresistible betrayal.


  209 “I see—I see,” he muttered. His hands clenched till the knuckles showed white.


  “I’m very sorry,” she added lamely. Her tone was gentler, for his dumb suffering moved her sensibilities. In her agitation, the crudity of her avowal had slipped her notice.


  “That’s no use,” he answered wearily.


  “Alec, don’t be angry with me. Can’t we be friends? Don’t you see yourself now that it was mad, absurd?” she argued, eager to reinstate herself in his eyes. Then, as he made no answer, “Let us be friends, Alec, and you will go back to Scarsdale, when you are well and strong. You will give up nothing for my sake. I should not wish that, you know, Alec.”


  “Yes,” he assented mechanically, “I shall go back.”


  “I shall always think of this morning,” she continued, growing sentimentally remorseful as the sensation of rising relief pervaded her. “And you will soon forget all about it,” she added, with a cheeriness of tone that rang false; and paused, awaiting his answer.


  “And I shall forget all about it,” he repeated after her.


  To mask her disappointment, she assumed a silly, nervous gaiety.


  “And I shall keep it quite secret that you were so naughty as to ask me to run away with you. I sha’n’t even tell Jim.”


  He nodded stupidly.


  With a thin, empty smile on her face, she was debating how best to part with him, when, of a sudden, he rose, and, without a word, walked out of the room.


  He strode away across the lawn, and, as she watched his retreating figure, she felt for him a shallow compassion, not unmingled with contempt.


  ·  ·


  210 George Meredith


  By Morton Fullerton


  
    Deepest and keenest of our time who pace


    The variant by-paths of the uncertain heart,


    In undiscerned mysterious ways apart,


    Thou huntest on the Assyrian monster’s trace:


    That sweeping-pinioned Thing—with human face,


    Poor Man, with wings hoof-weighted lest they start


    To try the breeze above this human mart,


    In heights pre-occupied of a god-like race.

  


  
    Among the stammering sophists of the age


    Thy words are absolute, thy vision true;


    No hand but thine is found to fit the gage


    The Titan, Shakespeare, to a whole world threw.


    Till thou hadst boldly to his challenge sprung,


    No rival had he in our English tongue.

  


  ·  ·


  211 A Sunset


  By William Hyde


  ·  ·
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  215 Jeanne-Marie


  By Leila Macdonald


  I


  Jeanne-Marie lived alone in the white cottage at the far end of the village street.


  It was a long narrow street of tall houses, stretching each side of the white shining road, for two hundred yards or more. A street that was cool and shadeful even in the shadeless summer days, when the sun burned most hotly, when the broad roads dazzled between their avenues of plane-tree and poplar, and the mountains disappeared from the horizon in the blue haze of heat.


  From her little garden Jeanne-Marie liked to look at the mountains each morning, and, when for two or three days following they were not to be seen, she would shake her head reproachfully, as at the failing of old friends.


  “My boys, Jeanne-Marie is only thirty-seven,” Bourdet the innkeeper said to his companions, as they sat, one May afternoon, smoking under the chestnut-trees in front of the café. They all looked up as he spoke, and watched Jeanne-Marie, as she walked slowly past them to her cottage.


  “Bourdet has been paying court,” said Leguillon, the fat, red-faced 216 butcher, with a chuckle, as he puffed at his long pipe. “You see, he is anxious we should think her of an age suitable, before he tells us the betrothals are arranged.”


  “For my part I should give many congratulations,” said the village postman and tobacconist, gruffly. “Jeanne-Marie is worth any of our girls of the village, with their bright dresses and silly giggles.”


  Bourdet laughed. “You shall come to the wedding, my friends,” he said, with a wink and a nod of the head to the retreating figure; “and since our friend Minaud there finds the girls so distasteful, he shall wait till our babies are old enough, and be betrothed to one of them.”


  The postmaster laughed with the rest. “But seriously,” he said, “Bourdet will pardon me if I tell him our Jeanne-Marie is a good deal past the thirties.”


  Laurent, the good-looking young farmer, who stood leaning against the tree round which their chairs were gathered, answered him gravely. “Wait, beau-père, till you see her on Sunday coming from Mass on M. Bourdet’s arm; the cap that hides the grey knot of hair at the back of the head is neat and bright—oh! so bright—pink or blue for choice, and if M. Bourdet chances to compliment the colour of the stockings—he is gay, you know, always—the yellow face turns rosy and all the wrinkles go.” And laughing maliciously at Bourdet, the young fellow turned away homewards.


  Bourdet looked grave. “’Tis your son-in-law that speaks like that, Minaud,” he said, “otherwise I would say that in my day the young fellows found it better to amuse themselves with the young girls than to mock at the old ones.”


  “You are right, my friend,” said Minaud. “’Tis the regiment that taught Laurent this, and many other things. But it is a 217 good boy, though with a sharp tongue. To these young ones it seems all foolishness to be an old girl.”


  And the others nodded agreement.


  So they sat, chatting, and drawing at their long pipes, while the afternoon sun gleamed on the little gardens and on the closed green shutters of the houses; and the slow, large oxen lumbered through the village street, their yoked heads pressed well down, and their tails flicking unceasingly at the swarm of flies.


  Jeanne-Marie stood in her garden, blinking thoughtfully at the flowers, while she shaded her eyes with her hand. On her bare head the sparse brown hair was parted severely and neatly to each side, and the deep southern eyes looked steadily out of the tanned and wrinkled face. Her light cotton bodice fell away from the thin lines of her neck and shoulders, and her sabots clicked harshly as she moved about the garden.


  “At least the good God has given me a fine crab-apple bloom this year,” Jeanne-Marie said, as she looked at the masses of rich blossom. On the wall the monthly roses were flowering thickly, and the Guelder roses bent their heads under the weight of their heavy bunches. “In six days I shall have the peonies, and the white rose-bush in the corner is coming soon,” said Jeanne-Marie contentedly.


  II


  It was four and a half years ago that Jeanne-Marie had come to the white cottage next to the mill, with the communal school opposite. Till that autumn day, when a pair of stout oxen had brought her goods to the door, she had lived with her brother, who was métayer to M. François, the owner of the big villa a quarter 218 of a mile beyond the village. Her father had been métayer; and when he died, his son Firman—a fine-looking young man, not long home from his service—had taken his place. So the change at the métairie had very little affected Jeanne-Marie.


  But she missed her father sorely every day at mid-day, when she remembered that there was one less to cook for; that the tall, straight old figure would not come in at the door, and that the black pudding might remain uncooked for all Firman’s noticing; and Jeanne-Marie would put the bouillon by the fire, and sit down and cry softly to herself.


  They were very kind to her at the villa, and at night, when Firman was at the café, she would take the stockings and the linen and darn them in the kitchen, while she listened to the servants’ talk, and suppressed her patois as much as possible, for they were from the North, and would not understand.


  Two years after her father’s death, Jeanne-Marie began to notice that Firman went no more to the café in the evening, and had always his shirt clean, and his best black smocked cape for the market in the town on Mondays, and for Mass on Sundays.


  “It astonishes me,” she had said, when she was helping M. François’ cook that day the château-folk had come to déjeûner, unexpectedly—for Jeanne-Marie’s cooking was very good indeed—“because, you understand, that is not his way at all. Now, if it were Paul Puyoo or the young André, it would be quite ordinary; but with Firman, I doubt with him it is a different thing.”


  And Anna had nodded her black head sagely over the omelette aux fines herbes as she answered: “Jeanne-Marie, Firman wishes to marry; Jeanne-Marie, for my own part, I say it’s that little fat blue-eyed Suzanne from the métairie on the hill.”


  219 III


  Suzanne looked very pretty the day she came home to Mr. François’ métairie, leaning on her husband’s arm; but Jeanne-Marie was not there to see; she was sitting in the large chair in the kitchen of the white cottage, and she was sobbing with her head in her hands. “And indeed the blessed Virgin herself must have thought me crazy, to see me sitting sobbing there, with the house in confusion, and not a thing to cook with in the kitchen,” she said, shamefacedly, to Marthe Legrand from the mill, when she came in, later, to help her. “You should have remained,” Marthe answered, nodding at her pityingly. “You should have remained, Jeanne-Marie; the old house is the old house, and the good God never meant the wedding of the young ones to drive away the old ones from the door.”


  Jeanne-Marie drew in her breath at the words “old ones.” “But the book says I am only thirty-four!” she told herself; and that night she looked in the old Mass-book, to be sure if it could be true; and there was the date set down very clearly, in the handwriting of Dubois, her father’s oldest friend; for Jeanne-Marie’s father himself could neither read nor write—he was, as he said with pride, of the old school, “that kissed our sweethearts, and found that better than writing them long scribbles on white paper, as the young ones do now; and thought a chat with a friend on Sundays and holidays worth more than sitting cramped up, reading the murders and the adulteries in the newspapers.” So it was Dubois who wrote down the children’s births in the old Mass book. Yes, there they were. Catherine first of all; poor Catherine, who was so bright and pretty, and died that rainy 220 winter when she was just twelve years old. Then “Jeanne-Marie, née le 28 Novembre 1854, à minuit,” and added, in the same handwriting, “On nous raconte qu’à cette heure-là nous étions en train de gagner une grande bataille en Russie! Que ça lui porte bonheur!” Eight years later; “Jacques Firman, né le 12 Février à midi.” It all came back to Jeanne-Marie as she read; that scene of his birth, when she was just eight years old. She was sitting alone in the kitchen, crying, for they had told her her mother was very ill, and had been ill all the night, and just as the big clock was striking twelve she heard the voice of the neighbour who had spent the night there, calling to her; “Jeanne-Marie, viens vite, ta mère veut te voir”; and she had gone, timid and hesitating, into the darkened room. The first thing she noticed was the large fire blazing on the open hearth—she had never known her father and mother have a fire before—and she wondered much whether it was being too cold that had made her mother ill, as it had little Catherine. She looked towards the bed and saw her mother lying there, her eyes closed, and very pale—so pale that Jeanne-Marie was frightened and ran towards her father; but he was smiling where he stood by the bed, and the child was reassured. She saw him stoop and kiss his wife on the forehead, and call her his “bonne petite femme,” and taking Jeanne-Marie by the hand he showed her the sage-femme—the sage-femme who had come the night before to make her mother well—sitting near the fire with a white bundle in her arms, and thanked the good God aloud that he had sent him a fine boy at last. Old Dubois had come in gently, his béret in his hand, as Jeanne-Marie’s father was speaking, and turning to the bed had reiterated emphatically, “Tu as bien fait, chère dame, tu as bien fait.”


  Jeanne-Marie sat silently going over it all in her mind. “Té,” she murmured, “how quickly they all go; the father, the mother, 221 old Dubois, even Jeanne the voisine, is gone. I alone am left, and the good God knows if there will be any to cry for me when my turn comes to go.” She shut the old Mass-book, and put it carefully back on the shelf, and she went to the old looking-glass and the tanned wrinkled face met its reflection very calmly and patiently. “I think it was the hard work in the fields when I was young,” she said; “certainly Marthe was right. It is the face of an old woman, a face more worn than hers, though she is beyond forty and has borne so many children.”


  IV


  Firman had urged his sister to stay on at the métairie after his marriage. “You should not go, it is not natural,” he said one evening a few weeks before his wedding, while they were piling the small wood in the shed. “The old house will not be the old house without you. Suzanne wishes it also. Parbleu! Is it the custom for the fathers to turn their sons out, when they marry? Then, why should I let the old sister go, now my time for marrying has come? Suzanne is a good girl and pretty; and has never even looked at any young fellow in the village—for I, as you know, am particular, and I like not the manners in some villages, where a girl’s modesty is counted nothing—but blood is worth the most, ma foi, as the old father used to say; and badly must he think of me to see the old sister making room even for the little Suzanne.”


  But Jeanne-Marie shook her head. “I cannot well explain it, Firman,” she said. “It’s not that your Suzanne comes unwelcome to me—no, the good God knows it’s not that—but it would be 222 so strange. I should see the old mother’s shadow, at the table where you sat, and in the bed where you lay. I might get foolish, and angry, Firman. So let me go, and, when the little ones come, I shall be their grandmother, and Suzanne will forgive me.”


  That was four and a half years ago, and it was a very lonely four and a half years at the white cottage. Even the cooking, when it was for herself alone, became uninteresting, and the zest went out of it. Jeanne-Marie, in her loneliness, hungered for the animal life that had unconsciously formed a great part of her existence at the métairie. Every springtime she would sit, sometimes for hours, in her garden, watching the flocks of callow geese, as they wandered along the road in front of the mill, pecking at the ground as they went, and uttering all the time their little plaintive cries, that soothed her with its echo of the old home. When the boys in their bérets, with their long poles and their loud cries of “guà, guà,” drove the cows and the oxen home from the fields at sunset, Jeanne-Marie would come out of her cottage, and watch the patient, sleek beasts, as they dawdled along. And she would think longingly of the evenings at the métairie, when she never missed going out to see the oxen, as they lay contentedly on their prickly bedding, moving their heavy jaws slowly up and down, too lazy even to look up as she entered.


  Firman loved his oxen, for they were well trained and strong, and did good work; but Jeanne-Marie would have laughed in those days, had she been told she loved the animals of the farm. “I remember,” she said to Marthe of the mill one day, “how I said to the old father years ago: ‘When the children of M. François came to the métairie, it is—“Oh, Jeanne-Marie, you will not kill that pretty little grey hen with the feathered legs,” and “Oh! Jeanne-Marie, you must not drown so many kittens this time”: but I say to them always: “My children, the rich have their toys 223 and have the time and money to make toys of their animals; but to us poor folk they are the useful creatures God has given us for food and work, and they are not playthings.”’ So I said then; but now, ah, now Marthe, it is different. Do you remember how old Dubois for ever quarrelled with young Baptiste, but when they wrote from the regiment to tell him the boy was dead of fever, during the great manœuvres, do you remember how the old father mourned, and lay on his bed for a whole day, fasting? So it always is, Marthe. The cow butts the calf with her horns, but when the calf is gone, the mother moans for it all the day.”


  Firman was too busy with his farm and his new family ties to come much to see his sister, or to notice how rarely she came up to the métairie now. For Suzanne had never forgiven, and that was why Jeanne-Marie walked up so seldom to M. François’s métairie.


  Did not all the village say that it was Suzanne’s doing that Firman’s sister left the farm on his marriage? That Suzanne’s jealousy had driven Jeanne-Marie away? And when this came to the ears of Firman’s wife, and the old folks shook their heads in her presence over the strange doings of young couples now-a-days, the relief that the dreaded division of supremacy with her husband’s sister was spared her, was lost in anger against Jeanne-Marie, as the cause of this village scandal. The jealousy that she had always felt for the “chère sœur,” whom Firman loved and respected, leapt up within her. “People say he loves his sister, and that it is I who part them; they shall see—yes, they shall see.”


  And bit by bit, with all a woman’s subtle diplomacy, she drew her husband away from his sister’s affection, until in a year or two their close intimacy had weakened to a gradually slackening friendship.


  224 At night-time, when Firman’s passionate southern nature lay under the thrall of his wife’s beauty, she would whisper to him in her soft patois, “Love me well, my husband, for I have only you to love; others are jealous of my happiness, and even Jeanne-Marie is envious of your wife, and of the babe that is to come.”


  And the hot Spanish blood, that his mother had given him, would leap to Firman’s face as he took her in his arms, and swore that all he loved, loved her; and those who angered her, he cared not for.


  In the first year of their marriage, when Jeanne-Marie came almost every day, Suzanne would show her with pride all the changes and alterations in the old house. “See here, my sister,” she said to her one day, only six months after the wedding, when she was taking her over the house, “this room that was yours, we have dismantled for the time; did it not seem a pity to keep an unused room all furnished, for the sun to tarnish, and the damp to spoil?” And Jeanne-Marie, as she looked round on the bare walls and the empty corners of the little room, where she and Catherine had slept together in the old days, answered quietly, “Quite true, Suzanne, quite true; it would be a great pity.”


  That night when she and Marthe sat together in the kitchen she told her of the incident.


  “But, Jeanne-Marie,” Marthe interrupted eagerly, “how was it you had left your furniture there, since it was yours?”


  “How was it? But because little Catherine had slept in the old bed, and sat in the old chairs, and how could I take them away from the room?”


  “Better that than let Suzanne break them up for firewood,” Marthe replied shortly.


  When little Henri was born, a year after the marriage, Suzanne would not let Jeanne-Marie be at the métairie, and she sent 225 Firman down beforehand to tell her that she feared the excitement of her presence. Jeanne-Marie knew she was disliked and distrusted; but this blow fell very heavily: though she raised her head proudly and looked her brother full in the face when he stammered out his wife’s wishes.


  “For the sake of our name, and what they will say in the village, I am sorry for this,” she said; and Firman went without a word.


  But when he was gone Jeanne-Marie’s pride broke down, and in the darkness of the evening she gathered her shawl round her, and crept up to the métairie door.


  Hour after hour she sat there, not heeding the cold or the damp, her head buried in her hands, her body rocked backwards and forwards. “I pray for Firman’s child,” she muttered without ceasing. “O dear Virgin! O blessed Virgin! I pray for my brother’s child.” And when at length an infant’s feeble cry pierced through the darkness, Jeanne-Marie rose and tottered home, saying to herself contentedly, “The good God himself tells me that all is well.”


  Perhaps the pangs of maternity quickened the capabilities for compassion in Suzanne’s peasant mind. She sent for Jeanne-Marie two days later, and watched her with silent wonder, but without a sneer, as she knelt weeping and trembling before the small new bundle of humanity.


  From that day little Henri was the idol of Jeanne-Marie’s heart. All the sane instincts of wifehood and motherhood, shut up irrevocably within the prison of her maiden life, found vent in her devotion to her brother’s child. The natural impulses, so long denied freedom, of whose existence and force she was not even aware, avenged their long suppression in this worship of Firman’s boy.


  226 To watch the growth of the childish being, the unveiling of his physical comeliness, and the gradual awakening of his perceptions, became the interest and fascination of her life. Every morning at eleven o’clock, when the cottage showed within the open door all white and shining after her energetic scrubbings, she would put on a clean bodice, and a fresh pink handkerchief for the little coil of hair at the back of her head, and sit ready and impatient, knitting away the time, till one o’clock struck, and she could start for the farm.


  She would always arrive at the same hour, when the métairie dinner was finished, and Suzanne’s fretful complaints: “Jeanne-Marie, you are so proud, you will not come for the dinner or stay for the supper,” met only a smile and a deprecating shake of the head.


  On her arrival, if Suzanne were in a good temper, she would surrender Henri to her, and Jeanne-Marie’s hour of heaven reached her. If it were cold, she would sit in the kitchen, crooning snatches of old tunes, or chattering soft nothings in patois to the sleeping child. If fine, she would wander round the garden with him in her arms, sometimes as far as the road, where a chance passer’s exclamation of “Oh, le beau bébé!” would flush her face with pleasure.


  If Suzanne’s temper chanced to be ruffled, if Firman had displeased her, or if the fitful jealousy that sprang up at times against her belle-sœur, happened to be roused, she would insist that little Henri was tired, and must not be moved; and Jeanne-Marie would sit for hours sadly watching the cot, in which the child lay, not daring to touch him or comfort him, even when he moaned and moved his arms restlessly in his sleep.


  So her life went on till Henri was about a year old, when Suzanne’s gradually increasing exasperation reached an ungovernable 227 pitch. To her jealous imagination it had seemed for some time that the boy clung more to her sister than to her, and one day things reached a climax.


  Jeanne-Marie had arrived with a toy bought for three sous from a travelling pedlar, and the child had screamed, and cried, because his mother, alleging that he was tired, refused to allow Jeanne-Marie to take him or show him the toy. The boy screamed louder and louder, and Jeanne-Marie sat, silent and troubled, in her corner. Even Firman, who was yoking his oxen in the yard, came in hurriedly, hearing the noise, and finding nothing wrong, pleaded with his wife. “Mais, voyons, Suzanne,” he began, persuasively, “if le petit wants to see his toy, la tante may show it him, n’est ce pas?” And Suzanne, unable to bear it any longer, almost threw her child into Jeanne-Marie’s lap, bursting out, “Take him, then, and draw my baby’s love from me, as you please. I want no child who hates his mother.” And sobbing loudly, she rushed out. Firman followed her, his handsome face puckered with perplexity, and Jeanne-Marie and the baby were left alone. She bent low down over the deep Spanish eyes that were so like her own, and, while her tears dropped on his face, she held him to her feverishly. “Adieu,” she whispered, “adieu, petit Henri. La tante must not come to see him any more, and Henri must be a good boy and love his mother.” And with one long look at the child’s eyes fixed on her so wonderingly, Jeanne-Marie rose softly and left the farm.


  From that day started the great conflict between her love and her pride. Though, to her simple nature, the jealousy of a woman who seemed to her to have in abundance everything that made life worth living, was utterly incomprehensible, she said to herself over and over as she went home, that such a scene as that should never happen again. And as she lay in her narrow bed that night, 228 and made her resolution for the future, she seemed to feel the very fibres of her heart break within her.


  Firman came down next day to beg his sister to behave as if nothing had happened. “You are pale and your face is all drawn, chère sœur,” he told her reproachfully; “but you must not take the things like that. If poor Suzanne were herself and well, she would never have spoken as she did.” But Jeanne-Marie smiled at him.


  “If I am pale, Firman, it is not for worrying over Suzanne. Tell her from me, I have been selfish all this time. I will not be so again. When she can spare the little Henri, she shall send him to play here with me, by Anna.” Anna was Suzanne’s sixteen-year-old sister, who lived almost entirely at the métairie since her sister’s marriage. “And every Sunday afternoon I will come up, and will sit with him in the garden as I used to do. Tell this to Suzanne, with my love.”


  And Firman told her; and mingled with the relief that Suzanne felt, that the face and figure which had become like a nightmare to her strained nerves, would appear only once a week at the farm, was gratitude that her sister had taken things so well. “Anna shall take him every other day,” she observed to Firman, “she shall see I am not jealous; it was the pain that took me suddenly yesterday, while you were speaking. For that matter, in the afternoon there is always much for me to do, and little Henri can very well go with Anna to the cottage.”


  And no doubt she meant to keep her promise, but she was occupied mind and body with other things. The second baby would be born in a month, and in the afternoons, when she sat, languid and tired, she liked to have her sister Anna by her, and Henri playing by her side.


  And after little Catherine was born, there was much for Anna 229 to do. “I could not well spare her if I would,” Suzanne would say to herself; “what with two babies and me so long in getting on my feet this time.”


  And Jeanne-Marie put on the clean white bodice every day before her dinner, and sat in the little garden with her eyes fixed on the turning in the white road that led to M. François’s métairie, but it was not more than one day a week that Anna would come in sight, with little Henri in her arms. The other days Jeanne-Marie would sit, shading her eyes and watching, till long after the hour when she could expect them to appear.


  At first, after the quarrel, she had believed in Suzanne’s reiterated assurances that “Anna would come every other day or so,” and many were the wasted afternoons of disappointment that she courted in her little garden. Sometimes she would rise to her feet, and a sudden impulse to go up to the farm, not a mile away, if only to kiss le petit and come home again, laid hold of her; but the memory of Suzanne’s cold looks of surprise, and the “Is anything wrong, Jeanne-Marie?” that would meet her, was sufficient to force her into her chair again with a little hopeless sigh. “When the calf is gone, the mother mourns for it all the day,” Marthe said grimly, when she surprised her one day watching the white turning. But Jeanne-Marie answered her miserably: “Ah, but I never butt at my calf, and they have taken it from me all the same.”


  There was great rejoicing in the cottage the day that Anna’s white blouse and large green umbrella came in sight, and the three sat in the kitchen together: Anna eating smilingly the cakes and biscuits that grateful Jeanne-Marie made specially for her, and Henri crawling happily on the floor. “He said ‘Maman’ to Suzanne yesterday,” Anna would announce, as Jeanne-Marie hurried to meet her at the gate; or, “Firman says he heard 230 him say ‘Menou,’ when the white cat ran across the yard this morning.” And many were the attempts to induce Henri to make these utterances again. “Je t’aime, je t’aime,” Jeanne-Marie would murmur to him, as she kissed him again and again, and the little boy would look up at her with his dark eyes, and smile encouragingly.


  All too quickly the time would go, and all too soon would come Anna’s glance at the clock, and the dreaded words: “Suzanne will make herself angry; we must go.”


  And as Jeanne-Marie watched them disappear along the white road, the clouds of her loneliness would gather round her again.


  The Sunday afternoons at the farm were looked forward to through all the week. There was little Catherine to admire, and in the summer days there was the orchard, where Henri loved to play, and where he and his aunt would sit together all the afternoon. If Suzanne were in a good temper, she would bring Catherine out in her arms, and the children would tumble about together in the long grass.


  And so the time wore on, and as Henri grew in mind and body, and was able to prattle and run about the fields, Jeanne-Marie hungered for him with a love more absorbing than ever.


  Two years had passed since Catherine’s birth, and for the last year Anna would often bring her, when she came down to Jeanne-Marie’s cottage. The one day a week had dropped gradually to every ten days; it was sometimes only every fortnight that one or both children would appear, and the days that little Henri came were marked white days on the simple calendar of Jeanne-Marie’s heart.


  231 V


  Now, as Jeanne-Marie stood in her garden this hot May afternoon, and shaded her eyes, as she gazed at the broad white road, her face was troubled, and there was a drawn line of apprehension round the corners of her mouth. For lately Suzanne’s jealous temper had flamed up again, and this alert jealousy boded evil days for Jeanne-Marie.


  Several times within the last two months, little Henri—now going on for four years old—had come toddling down to the cottage by himself, to his aunt’s unbounded amazement and delight. “Maman is at market,” he explained with dignity the first time, in answer to the wondering queries. “Papa yoked the oxen to the big cart after dinner, and they went; Anna is talking all the afternoon to Pierre Puyoo in the road; and Henri was alone. So Henri came; Henri loves his aunt, and would like some biscuits.” Great was the content of that hour in the cottage, when Jeanne-Marie sat in the big arm-chair, and the boy prattled and ate his biscuits on her knee. Anna’s hard young smile, that scorned emotion, was always a gêne to this harmony of old and young; also, there was no need to glance anxiously at the clock; for the oxen take two hours to get home from the market, and who leaves the town till late in the afternoon? “Anna will miss le petit,” Jeanne-Marie suggested the first time; but he answered proudly: “She will think le petit takes care of the geese in the meadow; do I not have charge of all the geese many afternoons? And when I am six years old, papa has promised I may guard the cows, and bring them home to milk at sundown, as André Puyoo and Georges Vidal do, each 232 day. Also, why cannot Henri come to see la tante when he likes?”


  But nevertheless, the second and third occasions of these happy visits, always on market-days, Jeanne-Marie became uneasy. Did Suzanne know of the boy’s absences? Were those fitful jealousies she now displayed almost every Sunday, the result of her knowledge? And if she did not know, would there not be a burst of rage when she heard? Should Jeanne-Marie risk this joy by telling her of its existence, and asking her permission for its continuance? How well the hard tones of Suzanne’s voice, framing each plausible objection, came to her mind, as she thought. No, she could not do it. Let the child come, and go on coming every market-day, for as long as he could. She would say no word to encourage his keeping it secret from his mother; he would tell her one day, if he had not told her already, and then, if anger there was, surely the simple words, “May not your child visit his aunt alone?” must bring peace again.


  So Jeanne-Marie reasoned away her fears. But now, as she stood in her garden, her lips were trembling with anxiety.


  Last Sunday she had been too ill to go up to the farm. A sudden agonising breathlessness, together with great dizziness, had forced her to bed, and Marthe’s boy had gone up with the message. But neither that day nor the next, which was market-day, nor any following day, had Suzanne, or Anna, or little Henri come to see her. And to-day was Saturday. And she realised wearily that to-morrow she could not get to the farm; she felt too ill and feeble. “My heart aches,” she said to Marthe each day, “my heart aches.”


  The afternoon waned slowly, and the little group at the café increased in numbers, as the men sauntered through the village at sundown. The women stood at their doors, laughing and chatting 233 with one another. M. le Curé passed down the street, smiling at the children. From the meadows came the cows and oxen, driven slowly along, their bells beating low harmonies as they went. The festive air of evening after a hot day touched all the tiny town. And Jeanne-Marie stood in her garden, waiting.


  Suddenly, while she watched, her heart bounded within her, and a spasm of sudden pain drove the colour from her face, for she recognised the figure that was passing from the white turning into the broad road. Suzanne—Suzanne, who had not been near her cottage for a year—Suzanne, alone. She pressed her two hands under her left breast, and moved forward to the gate. She felt now she had known it for long. All the suspense of many days had given way to a dull certainty: little Henri was ill, was dying perhaps, and Suzanne had come with the news.


  Jeanne-Marie had her hand on the latch to let her through; but she stood outside the gate, and said hoarsely, “I will not come in.” Her face was flushed, there was no cap over her coil of brown hair, and she had on the dark dress she never wore except at the farm. All this Jeanne-Marie noticed mechanically, while that suffocating hurry at her heart seemed to eat away her energy and her power of speech.


  But Suzanne was going to speak. The colour flamed into her face, and her teeth ground together, as if to force down the violence of her feeling, and then she spoke: “Jeanne-Marie, you have done your work well. We knew you loved our boy. You were careful always to show us how far greater was your love for him than ours. And as you could not well turn him against me before my eyes, you waited—ma foi, how well you did it!—you waited till I was well away, and then, you taught him to sneak down to see you, and sneak home again before my return. Mon Dieu! it was a worthy son to us you wished to make of him. 234 But it could not be, Jeanne-Marie. Your good God, you love so well, would not have it and so;”—there came a sob in her voice that she choked down, and Jeanne-Marie’s face went a shade greyer as she listened—“it happened that I was long at the market last week, and you, knowing this would be so, because it was a big market, brought him home late, when the fever was springing from the marshes—it was Marguerite Vallée saw him and came and told me—and now these four days he has lain with fever, and the officier de santé tells us there grows something in his throat that may kill him in four days.”


  The hard tones left her voice in the last phrase. A shadow of the love she persuaded herself she felt for Henri sprang up, and choked her anger. She forgot Jeanne-Marie for the moment, and saw only the little figure tossing with fever and delirium, and pity for her own sorrow filled her eyes with tears. She was surprised at the calm cruelty of her own words. Looking up curiously to see how her sister would take it, she started, for Jeanne-Marie’s face seemed suddenly to have grown old and grey. She was struggling breathlessly to speak, and when her voice came, it sounded far off, and weak like the voice of a sick child:


  “You know well that in your anger you have lied to me. Henri may be ill—and dying; it is not I who have made him so. You shall listen to me now, though I will not keep you here long; for the hand that struck my mother suddenly through the heart, struck me while you were speaking. You have kept me all these days in suspense, and now you have given the blow. Be satisfied, Suzanne.”


  She paused, and the sound of her heavy breathing struck Suzanne’s frightened senses like the knell of a doom.


  “Listen to me. Henri came to me of his own will, and never did I persuade him or suggest to him to come. Never 235 did he go home later than four o’clock; there was nothing done in secret; neither I, nor any in the village, thought it a crime he came to visit me. Often I have seen him keeping the geese in the long grass of the meadows at six, at seven o’clock. Seek the fever there—not on the village road before the sunset. As the good God hears me, never have I stood between that boy and his mother. Gradually you took from me every privilege my affection knew; but I said nothing. Ah, I loved him dearly; I was content to wait. But all that is over. If God grants me life—but He is good, and I think He knows my suffering all these years—I swear before Him your house shall be to me a house of strangers, Henri the child of strangers, and my brother’s face unknown to me. Never shall my father’s daughter hear again what I have heard from you to-day. All these years you have played upon my heart. You have watched the suffering; you have known how each word seemed so innocent, but stabbed so deep. You have seen your child wind himself round my heart, and every day, every hour, you have struggled to pluck him from me. Now, I tell you I tear your children from my heart; you have killed not only my body, but my love. Go, and leave me for ever, or by my father, I will curse you where you stand.”


  She tottered forward, and with one horrified look at the agony of her menacing face, Suzanne turned and ran.


  And Jeanne-Marie fell all her length on the garden soil.


  236 VI


  The miller’s boy saw her there, when he came past a few minutes later, and not daring to touch her, ran to the mill for help. Marthe and her husband came immediately and carried her into the cottage. At first, they thought she was dead, her face was so grey and sunken; but she came to herself, as they laid her on the bed, and shook her head faintly when Marthe suggested fetching the officier de santé.


  As soon as she could speak she whispered: “No, Marthe, it is the illness of the heart that killed my mother. The doctor told her she might have lived to be old, with much care, and if no great trouble or excitement had come to her; but, you see, I was much troubled just now, and so it has come earlier. Do not send for any doctor; he could but call it by the long name they called it when my mother died, and trouble one with vain touches and questions.”


  So Marthe helped her to undress, and to get to bed quickly. The breathlessness and the pain had gone for a time, though she was very feeble, and could scarcely stand on her feet. But it was the grey look of her face that frightened Marthe, and her strained quietness. No questions could get out of her the story of the afternoon.


  “Suzanne came to tell me little Henri was ill,” was all she would say; but Marthe only shook her head, and made her own deductions.


  Jeanne-Marie would not hear of her staying with her for the night, and leaving her young children alone, and so it was settled the miller’s boy should sleep below in the kitchen, and if Jeanne-Marie 237 felt ill in the night, she would call to him, and he would fetch Marthe immediately.


  Also, Marthe promised to call at the house of M. le Curé on her way home. He would be out late, since he had started only an hour ago to take the Host to old Goupé, who lay dying four kilometres away; but she would leave a message, and certainly, when he returned, however late, he would come round. It was nine o’clock before Marthe would leave, and even then she stopped reluctantly at the door, with a last look at the thin figure propped up on her pillows. “Let me stay, Jeanne-Marie,” she said; “you are so pale, and yet your eyes burn. I do not like to think of the long night and you sitting here.”


  “It is easier than when I lie down, which brings the breathlessness. Do not worry yourself, Marthe, I shall sleep perhaps, and if I need anything, I have but to call to Jean below. Good-night, and thank you, Marthe.”


  The little house was very quiet. Jean had been asleep on his chair this hour past, and not a sound came from the slumbering village. There was no blind to the window of the bedroom, and Jeanne-Marie watched the moon, as it escaped slowly from the unwilling clouds, and threw its light on to the foot of the narrow bed.


  For a long while she lay there, without moving, while through all her troubled, confused thoughts ran like an under-current the dull pain that wrenched at her heart. It seemed to take the coherency from her thinking, and to be the one unquiet factor in the calm that had come over her. She was surprised, herself, at this strange fatigue that had swept away even her suffering. She thought of little Henri and his illness without a pang. He seemed like some far-off person she had read about, or heard of, long ago.


  238 She thought to herself, vaguely, that she must be dying, since she seemed to have lost all feeling.


  Bit by bit, various little scenes between her and Henri came to her mind, with an extraordinary vividness. He was sitting on her knee in the cottage, and his clear child’s voice rang like a bell in the silent room—so clearly, that Jeanne-Marie started, and wondered if she were light-headed or had been dreaming. Then the voice faded away, and she saw the cool, high grass of the orchard, and there was Henri laughing at her, and rolling among the flowers. How cool and fresh it looked; and Henri was asking her to come and play: “Tante Jeanne-Marie, viens jouer avec ton petit. Tante Jeanne-Marie, tante Jeanne-Marie!” She must throw herself on the grass with him—on the cool, waving grass. And she bent forward with outstretched arms; but the movement brought her to herself, and as she lay back on her pillows, suddenly the reality of suffering rushed back upon her, with the agonising sense of separation and of loss. Little Henri was dying; was dead perhaps; never to hear his voice, or feel his warm little arms round her neck. She could do nothing for him; he must die without her. “Tante Jeanne-Marie! Tante Jeanne-Marie!” Was he calling her, from his feverish little bed? If he called, she must go to him, she could not lie here, this suffering was choking her. She must have air, and space to breathe in; this room was suffocating her. She must go to Henri. With a desperate effort she struggled to her feet, and stood supporting herself by the bed-post. The moon, that had hidden itself in the clouds, struggled out, the long, old-fashioned glass hanging on the wall opposite the bed became one streak of light, and Jeanne-Marie, gazing at herself, met the reflection of her own face, and knew that no power on earth could make her reach the farm where little Henri lay.


  239 She stood, as if spell-bound, marking the sunken look of the eyes, the grey-blue colour of the cheeks, the face that was the face of an old woman.


  A sudden, fierce revolt against her starved life swept through her at the sight, and conquered even the physical pain raging at her heart. Still struggling for breath, she threw up her arms and tore the cotton nightgown from her shoulders, and stood there beating her breast with her hands.


  “Oh, good God! good God! see here what I am. How old and shrunken before my time! Cursed be these breasts, that no child has ever suckled; cursed be this withered body, that no man has ever embraced. I could have loved, and lived long, and been made beautiful by happiness. Ah, why am I accursed? I die, unloved and neglected by my own people. No children’s tears, no husband to close my eyes; old, worn out, before my time. A woman only in name—not wife, not mother. Despised and hideous before God and men—God and men.”


  Her voice died away in a moan, her head fell forward on her breast, and she stumbled against the bed. For a long time she lay crouched there, insensible from mere exhaustion, until, just as the clocks were striking midnight, the door opened gently, and Marthe and M. le Curé came in. Jean, awakened by the sounds overhead, had run quickly for Marthe, and coming back together, they had met M. le Curé on his way.


  They raised her gently, and laid her on the bed, and finding she still breathed, Marthe ran to fetch brandy, and the Curé knelt by the bed in prayer.


  Presently, the eyes opened quietly, and M. le Curé saw her lips move. He bent over her, and whispered: “You are troubled, Jeanne-Marie; you wish for the absolution?”


  But her voice came back to her, and she said clearly: 240 “To die unloved, unmourned; a woman, but no wife; no mother.”


  She closed her eyes again. There were noises singing in her head, louder and louder; but the pain at her heart had ceased, [ceased.] She was conscious only of a great loneliness, as if a curtain had risen, and shut her off from the room; and again the words came, whispered from her lips: “A woman, accursed and wasted; no mother and no wife.”


  But some one was speaking, speaking so loudly that the sounds in her head seemed to die away. She opened her eyes, and saw M. le Curé, where he knelt, with his eyes shining on her face, and heard his voice saying: “And God said, ‘Blessed be the virgins above all women; give unto them the holy places; let them be exalted and praised by My church, before all men, and before Me. Worthy are they to sit at My feet—worthy are they above all women.’”


  A smile of infinite happiness and of supreme relief lit up Jeanne-Marie’s face.


  “Above all women,” she whispered: “above all women.”


  And Jeanne-Marie bowed her head, and died.


  ·  ·


  241 Parson Herrick’s Muse


  By C. W. Dalmon


  
    The parson dubs us, in our cups,


    “A tipsy, good-for-nothing crew!”


    It matters not—it may be false;


    It matters not—it may be true.


    But here’s to parson Herrick’s Muse!


    Drink to it, dear old comrades, please!


    And, prithee, for my tombstone choose


    A verse from his “Hesperides.”

  


  
    The parson’s rich, but we are poor;


    And we are wrong, but he is right—


    Who knows how much his cellar holds,


    Or how he goes to bed at night?


    But here’s to parson Herrick’s Muse!


    Drink to it, dear old comrades, please!


    And, prithee, for my tombstone choose


    A verse from his “Hesperides.”

  


  
    242 The landlord shall our parson be;


    The tavern-door our churchyard gate;


    And we will fill the landlord’s till


    Before we fill the parson’s plate!


    But here’s to parson Herrick’s Muse!


    Drink to it, dear old comrades, please!


    And, prithee, for my tombstone choose


    A verse from his “Hesperides.”

  


  ·  ·


  243 George the Fourth†


  By Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·
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  247 A Note on George the Fourth†


  By Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·


  270 Study of a Head


  By an Unknown Artist


  ·  ·
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  273 Ballad of a Nun


  By John Davidson


  
    From Eastertide to Eastertide


    For ten long years her patient knees


    Engraved the stones—the fittest bride


    Of Christ in all the diocese.

  


  
    She conquered every earthly lust;


    The abbess loved her more and more;


    And, as a mark of perfect trust,


    Made her the keeper of the door.

  


  
    High on a hill the convent hung


    Across a duchy looking down,


    Where everlasting mountains flung


    Their shadows over tower and town.

  


  
    The jewels of their lofty snows


    In constellations flashed at night;


    Above their crests the moon arose;


    The deep earth shuddered with delight.

  


  
    274 Long ere she left her cloudy bed,


    Still dreaming in the orient land,


    On many a mountain’s happy head


    Dawn lightly laid her rosy hand.

  


  
    The adventurous sun took Heaven by storm;


    Clouds scattered largesses of rain;


    The sounding cities rich and warm,


    Smouldered and glittered in the plain.

  


  
    Sometimes it was a wandering wind,


    Sometimes the fragrance of the pine,


    Sometimes the thought how others sinned,


    That turned her sweet blood into wine.

  


  
    Sometimes she heard a serenade


    Complaining sweetly far away:


    She said, “A young man woos a maid”;


    And dreamt of love till break of day.

  


  
    Then would she ply her knotted scourge


    Until she swooned; but evermore


    She had the same red sin to purge,


    Poor, passionate keeper of the door!

  


  
    For still night’s starry scroll unfurled,


    And still the day came like a flood:


    It was the greatness of the world


    That made her long to use her blood.

  


  
    275 In winter-time when Lent drew nigh,


    And hill and plain were wrapped in snow,


    She watched beneath the frosty sky


    The nearest city nightly glow.

  


  
    Like peals of airy bells outworn


    Faint laughter died above her head


    In gusts of broken music borne:


    “They keep the Carnival,” she said.

  


  
    Her hungry heart devoured the town:


    “Heaven save me by a miracle!


    Unless God sends an angel down,


    Thither I go though it were Hell.”

  


  
    She dug her nails deep in her breast,


    Sobbed, shrieked, and straight withdrew the bar:


    A fledgling flying from the nest,


    A pale moth rushing to a star.

  


  
    Fillet and veil in strips she tore;


    Her golden tresses floated wide;


    The ring and bracelet that she wore


    As Christ’s betrothed, she cast aside.

  


  
    “Life’s dearest meaning I shall probe;


    Lo! I shall taste of love at last!


    Away!” She doffed her outer robe,


    And sent it sailing down the blast.

  


  
    276 Her body seemed to warm the wind;


    With bleeding feet o’er ice she ran:


    “I leave the righteous God behind;


    I go to worship sinful man.”

  


  
    She reached the sounding city’s gate;


    No question did the warder ask:


    He passed her in: “Welcome, wild mate!”


    He thought her some fantastic mask.

  


  
    Half-naked through the town she went;


    Each footstep left a bloody mark;


    Crowds followed her with looks intent;


    Her bright eyes made the torches dark.

  


  
    Alone and watching in the street


    There stood a grave youth nobly dressed;


    To him she knelt and kissed his feet;


    Her face her great desire confessed.

  


  
    Straight to his house the nun he led:


    “Strange lady, what would you with me?”


    “Your love, your love, sweet lord,” she said;


    “I bring you my virginity.”

  


  
    He healed her bosom with a kiss;


    She gave him all her passion’s hoard;


    And sobbed and murmured ever, “This


    Is life’s great meaning, dear, my lord.

  


  
    277 “I care not for my broken vow,


    Though God should come in thunder soon;


    I am sister to the mountains now,


    And sister to the sun and moon.”

  


  
    Through all the towns of Belmarie,


    She made a progress like a queen.


    “She is,” they said, “whate’er she be,


    The strangest woman ever seen.

  


  
    “From fairyland she must have come,


    Or else she is a mermaiden.”


    Some said she was a ghoul, and some


    A heathen goddess born again.

  


  
    But soon her fire to ashes burned;


    Her beauty changed to haggardness;


    Her golden hair to silver turned;


    The hour came of her last caress.

  


  
    At midnight from her lonely bed


    She rose, and said: “I have had my will.”


    The old ragged robe she donned, and fled


    Back to the convent on the hill.

  


  
    Half-naked as she went before,


    She hurried to the city wall,


    Unnoticed in the rush and roar


    And splendour of the Carnival.

  


  
    278 No question did the warder ask:


    Her ragged robe, her shrunken limb,


    Her dreadful eyes! “It is no mask;


    It is a she-wolf, gaunt and grim!”

  


  
    She ran across the icy plain;


    Her worn blood curdled in the blast;


    Each footstep left a crimson stain;


    The white-faced moon looked on aghast.

  


  
    She said between her chattering jaws,


    “Deep peace is mine, I cease to strive;


    Oh, comfortable convent laws,


    That bury foolish nuns alive!

  


  
    “A trowel for my passing-bell,


    A little bed within the wall,


    A coverlet of stones; how well


    I there shall keep the Carnival!”

  


  
    Like tired bells chiming in their sleep,


    The wind faint peals of laughter bore;


    She stopped her ears and climbed the steep,


    And thundered at the convent door.

  


  
    It opened straight: she entered in,


    And at the wardress’ feet fell prone:


    “I come to purge away my sin,


    Bury me, close me up in stone.”

  


  
    279 The wardress raised her tenderly;


    She touched her wet and fast-shut eyes;


    “Look, sister; sister, look at me;


    Look; can you see through my disguise?”

  


  
    She looked and saw her own sad face,


    And trembled, wondering, “Who art thou?”


    “God sent me down to fill your place:


    I am the Virgin Mary now.”

  


  
    And with the word, God’s mother shone:


    The wanderer whispered, “Mary, hail!”


    The vision helped her to put on


    Bracelet and fillet, ring and veil.

  


  
    “You are sister to the mountains now,


    And sister to the day and night;


    Sister to God;” and on the brow


    She kissed her thrice, and left her sight.

  


  
    While dreaming in her cloudy bed,


    Far in the crimson orient land,


    On many a mountain’s happy head


    Dawn lightly laid her rosy hand.

  


  ·  ·
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  By H. J. Draper
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  11 Home …


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  
    “We’re going home!” I heard two lovers say,


    They kissed their friends and bade them bright good-byes;


    I hid the deadly hunger in my eyes,


    And, lest I might have killed them, turned away.


    Ah, love, we too once gambolled home as they,


    Home from the town with such fair merchandise,—


    Wine and great grapes—the happy lover buys:


    A little cosy feast to crown the day.

  


  
    Yes! we had once a heaven we called a home,


    Its empty rooms still haunt me like thine eyes


    When the last sunset softly faded there;


    Each day I tread each empty haunted room,


    And now and then a little baby cries,


    Or laughs a lovely laughter worse to bear.

  


  ·  ·


  12 The Bohemian Girl


  By Henry Harland


  I


  Iwoke up very gradually this morning, and it took me a little while to bethink myself where I had slept—that it had not been in my own room in the Cromwell Road. I lay a-bed, with eyes half-closed, drowsily looking forward to the usual procession of sober-hued London hours, and, for the moment, quite forgot the journey of yesterday, and how it had left me in Paris, a guest in the smart new house of my old friend, Nina Childe. Indeed, it was not until somebody tapped on my door, and I roused myself to call out, “Come in,” that I noticed the strangeness of the wall-paper, and then, after an instant of perplexity, suddenly remembered. Oh, with a wonderful lightening of the spirit, I can tell you.


  A white-capped, brisk young woman, with a fresh-coloured, wholesome peasant face, came in, bearing a tray—Jeanne, Nina’s femme-de-chambre.


  “Bonjour, monsieur,” she cried cheerily. “I bring monsieur his coffee.” And her announcement was followed by a fragrance—the softly-sung response of the coffee-sprite. Her tray, with its pretty freight of silver and linen, primrose butter, and gently-browned 13 pain-de-gruau, she set down on the table at my elbow; then she crossed the room and drew back the window-curtains, making the rings tinkle crisply on the metal rods, and letting in a gush of dazzling sunshine. From where I lay I could see the house-fronts opposite glow pearly-grey in shadow, and the crest of the slate roofs sharply print itself on the sky, like a black line on a sheet of scintillant blue velvet. Yet, a few minutes ago, I had been fancying myself in the Cromwell Road.


  Jeanne, gathering up my scattered garments, to take them off and brush them, inquired, by the way, if monsieur had passed a comfortable night.


  “As the chambermaid makes your bed, so must you lie in it,” I answered. “And you know whether my bed was smoothly made.”


  Jeanne smiled indulgently. But her next remark—did it imply that she found me rusty? “Here’s a long time that you haven’t been in Paris.”


  “Yes,” I admitted; “not since May, and now we’re in November.”


  “We have changed things a little, have we not?” she demanded, with a gesture that left the room, and included the house, the street, the quarter.


  “In effect,” assented I.


  “Monsieur desires his hot water?” she asked, abruptly irrelevant.


  But I could be, or at least seem, abruptly irrelevant too. “Mademoiselle—is she up?”


  “Ah, yes, monsieur. Mademoiselle has been up since eight. She awaits you in the salon. La voilà qui joue,” she added, pointing to the floor.


  Nina had begun to play scales in the room below.


  “Then you may bring me my hot water,” I said.


  14 II


  The scales continued while I was dressing, and many desultory reminiscences of the player, and vague reflections upon the unlikelihood of her adventures, went flitting through my mind to their rhythm. Here she was, scarcely turned thirty, beautiful, brilliant, rich in her own right, as free in all respects to follow her own will as any man could be, with Camille happily at her side, a well-grown, rosy, merry miss of twelve,—here was Nina, thus, to-day; and yet, a mere little ten years ago, I remembered her …. ah, in a very different plight indeed. True, she has got no more than her deserts; she has paid for her success, every pennyweight of it, in hard work and self-denial. But one is so expectant, here below, to see Fortune capricious, that, when for once in a way she bestows her favours where they are merited, one can’t help feeling rather dazed. One is so inured to seeing honest Effort turn empty-handed from her door.


  Ten little years ago—but no. I must begin further back. I must tell you something about Nina’s father.


  III


  He was an Englishman who lived for the greater part of his life in Paris. I would say he was a painter, if he had not been equally a sculptor, a musician, an architect, a writer of verse, and a university coach. A doer of so many things is inevitably suspect; you will imagine that he must have bungled them all. On the 15 contrary, whatever he did, he did with a considerable degree of accomplishment. The landscapes he painted were very fresh and pleasing, delicately coloured, with lots of air in them, and a dreamy, suggestive sentiment. His brother sculptors declared that his statuettes were modelled with exceeding dash and directness; they were certainly fanciful and amusing. I remember one that I used to like immensely—Titania driving to a tryst with Bottom, her chariot a lily, daisies for wheels, and for steeds a pair of mettlesome field-mice. I doubt if he ever got a commission for a complete house; but the staircases he designed, the fire-places, and other bits of buildings, everybody thought original and graceful. The tunes he wrote were lively and catching, the words never stupid, sometimes even strikingly happy, epigrammatic; and he sang them delightfully, in a robust, hearty baritone. He coached the youth of France, for their examinations, in Latin and Greek, in history, mathematics, general literature—in goodness knows what not; and his pupils failed so rarely that, when one did, the circumstance became a nine days’ wonder. The world beyond the Students’ Quarter had never heard of him, but there he was a celebrity and a favourite; and, strangely enough for a man with so many strings to his bow, he contrived to pick up a sufficient living.


  He was a splendid creature to look at, tall, stalwart, full-blooded, with a ruddy open-air complexion; a fine bold brow and nose; brown eyes, humorous, intelligent, kindly, that always brightened flatteringly when they met you; and a vast quantity of bluish-grey hair and beard. In his dress he affected (very wisely, for they became him excellently) velvet jackets, flannel shirts, loosely-knotted ties, and wide-brimmed soft felt hats. Marching down the Boulevard St. Michel, his broad shoulders well thrown back, his head erect, chin high in air, his whole 16 person radiating health, power, contentment, and the pride of them: he was a sight worth seeing, spirited, picturesque, prepossessing. You could not have passed him without noticing him—without wondering who he was, confident he was somebody—without admiring him, and feeling that there went a man it would be interesting to know.


  He was, indeed, charming to know; he was the hero, the idol, of a little sect of worshippers, young fellows who loved nothing better than to sit at his feet. On the Rive Gauche, to be sure, we are, for the most part, birds of passage; a student arrives, tarries a little, then departs. So, with the exits and entrances of seniors and nouveaux, the personnel of old Childe’s following varied from season to season; but numerically it remained pretty much the same. He had a studio, with a few living-rooms attached, somewhere up in the fastnesses of Montparnasse, though it was seldom thither that one went to seek him. He received at his café, the Café Bleu—the Café Bleu which has since blown into the monster café of the Quarter, the noisiest, the rowdiest, the most flamboyant. But I am writing (alas) of twelve, thirteen, fifteen years ago; in those days the Café Bleu consisted of a single oblong room—with a sanded floor, a dozen tables, and two waiters, Eugène and Hippolyte—where Madame Chanve, the patronne, in lofty insulation behind her counter, reigned, if you please, but where Childe, her principal client, governed. The bottom of the shop, at any rate, was reserved exclusively to his use. There he dined, wrote his letters, dispensed his hospitalities; he had his own piano there, if you can believe me, his foils and boxing-gloves; from the absinthe hour till bed-time there was his habitat, his den. And woe to the passing stranger who, mistaking the Café Bleu for an ordinary house of call, ventured, during that consecrated period, to drop in. Nothing would be 17 said, nothing done; we would not even trouble to stare at the intruder. Yet he would seldom stop to finish his consommation, or he would bolt it. He would feel something in the air; he would know he was out of place. He would fidget a little, frown a little, and get up meekly, and slink into the street. Human magnetism is such a subtle force. And Madame Chanve didn’t mind in the least; she preferred a bird in the hand to a brace in the bush. From half a dozen to a score of us dined at her long table every evening; as many more drank her appetisers in the afternoon, and came again at night for grog or coffee. You see, it was a sort of club, a club of which Childe was at once the chairman and the object. If we had had a written constitution, it must have begun: “The purpose of this association is the enjoyment of the society of Alfred Childe.”


  Ah, those afternoons, those dinners, those ambrosial nights! If the weather was kind, of course, we would begin our session on the terrasse, sipping our vermouth, puffing our cigarettes, laughing our laughs, tossing hither and thither our light ball of gossip, vaguely conscious of the perpetual ebb and flow and murmur of people in the Boulevard, while the setting sun turned Paris to a marvellous water-colour, all pale lucent tints, amber and alabaster and mother-of-pearl, with amethystine shadows. Then, one by one, those of us who were dining elsewhere would slip away; and at a sign from Hippolyte the others would move indoors, and take their places down either side of the long narrow table, Childe at the head, his daughter Nina next him. And presently with what a clatter of knives and forks, clinking of glasses, and babble of human voices, the Café Bleu would echo. Madame Chanve’s kitchen was not a thing to boast of, and her price, for the Latin Quarter, was rather high—I think we paid three francs, wine included, which would be for most of us distinctly a prix-de-luxe. 18 But oh, it was such fun; we were so young; Childe was so delightful. The fun was best, of course, when we were few, and could all sit up near to him, and none need lose a word. When we were many there would be something like a scramble for good seats.


  I ask myself whether, if I could hear him again to-day, I should think his talk as wondrous as I thought it then. Then I could thrill at the verse of Musset, and linger lovingly over the prose of Théophile, I could laugh at the wit of Gustave Droz, and weep at the pathos …. it costs me a pang to own it, but yes, I’m afraid …. I could weep at the pathos of Henry Mürger; and these have all suffered such a sad sea-change since. So I could sit, hour after hour, in a sort of ecstasy, listening to the talk of Nina’s father. It flowed from him like wine from a full measure, easily, smoothly, abundantly. He had a ripe, genial voice, and an enunciation that made crystals of his words; whilst his range of subjects was as wide as the earth and the sky. He would talk to you of God and man, of metaphysics, ethics, the last new play, murder, or change of ministry; of books, of pictures, specifically, or of the general principles of literature and painting; of people, of sunsets, of Italy, of the high seas, of the Paris streets—of what, in fine, you pleased. Or he would spin you yarns, sober, farcical, veridical, or invented. And, with transitions infinitely rapid, he would be serious, jocose—solemn, ribald—earnest, flippant—logical, whimsical, turn and turn about. And in every sentence, in its form or in its substance, he would wrap a surprise for you—it was the unexpected word, the unexpected assertion, sentiment, conclusion, that constantly arrived. Meanwhile it would enhance your enjoyment mightily to watch his physiognomy, the movements of his great, grey, shaggy head, the lightening and darkening of his eyes, his smile, his frown, 19 his occasional slight shrug or gesture. But the oddest thing was this, that he could take as well as give; he could listen—surely a rare talent in a monologist. Indeed, I have never known a man who could make you feel so interesting.


  After dinner he would light an immense brown meerschaum pipe, and smoke for a quarter-hour or so in silence; then he would play a game or two of chess with some one; and by and by he would open his piano, and sing to us till midnight.


  IV


  I speak of him as old, and indeed we always called him Old Childe among ourselves; yet he was barely fifty. Nina, when I first made their acquaintance, must have been a girl of sixteen or seventeen; though—tall, with an amply rounded, mature-seeming figure—if one had judged from her appearance, one would have fancied her three or four years older. For that matter, she looked then very much as she looks now; I can perceive scarcely any alteration. She had the same dark hair, gathered up in a big smooth knot behind, and breaking into a tumult of little ringlets over her forehead; the same clear, sensitive complexion; the same rather large, full-lipped mouth, tip-tilted nose, soft chin, and merry, mischievous eyes. She moved in the same way, with the same leisurely, almost lazy grace, that could, however, on occasions, quicken to an alert, elastic vivacity; she had the same voice, a trifle deeper than most women’s, and of a quality never so delicately nasal, which made it racy and characteristic; the same fresh, ready laughter. There was something arch, something a little sceptical, a little quizzical, in her expression, as if, perhaps, 20 she were disposed to take the world, more or less, with a grain of salt; at the same time there was something rich, warm-blooded, luxurious, suggesting that she would know how to savour its pleasantnesses with complete enjoyment. But if you felt that she was by way of being the least bit satirical in her view of things, you felt too that she was altogether good-natured, and even that, at need, she could show herself spontaneously kind, generous, devoted. And if you inferred that her temperament inclined rather towards the sensuous than the ascetic, believe me, it did not lessen her attractiveness.


  At the time of which I am writing now, the sentiment that reigned between Nina and Old Childe’s retinue of young men was chiefly an esprit-de-corps. Later on we all fell in love with her; but for the present we were simply amiably fraternal. We were united to her by a common enthusiasm; we were fellow-celebrants at her ancestral altar—or, rather, she was the high priestess there, we were her acolytes. For, with her, filial piety did in very truth partake of the nature of religion; she really, literally, idolised her father. One only needed to watch her for three minutes, as she sat beside him, to understand the depth and ardour of her emotion: how she adored him, how she admired him and believed in him, how proud of him she was, how she rejoiced in him. “Oh, you think you know my father,” I remember her saying to us once. “Nobody knows him. Nobody is great enough to know him. If people knew him they would fall down and kiss the ground he walks on.” It is certain she deemed him the wisest, the noblest, the handsomest, the most gifted, of human kind. That little gleam of mockery in her eye died out instantly when she looked at him, when she spoke of him or listened to him; instead, there came a tender light of love, and her face grew pale with the fervour of her affection. Yet, when 21 he jested, no one laughed more promptly or more heartily than she. In those days I was perpetually trying to write fiction; and Old Childe was my inveterate hero. I forget in how many ineffectual manuscripts, under what various dread disguises, he was afterwards reduced to ashes; I am afraid, in one case, a scandalous distortion of him got abroad in print. Publishers are sometimes ill-advised; and thus the indiscretions of our youth may become the confusions of our age. The thing was in three volumes, and called itself a novel; and of course the fatuous author had to make a bad business worse by presenting a copy to his victim. I shall never forget the look Nina gave me when I asked her if she had read it; I grow hot even now as I recall it. I had waited and waited, expecting her compliments; and at last I could wait no longer, and so asked her; and she answered me with a look! It was weeks, I am not sure it wasn’t months, before she took me back to her good graces. But Old Childe was magnanimous; he sent me a little pencil-drawing of his head, inscribed in the corner, “To Frankenstein from his Monster.”


  V


  It was a queer life for a girl to live, that happy-go-lucky life of the Latin Quarter, lawless and unpremeditated, with a café for her school-room, and none but men for comrades; but Nina liked it; and her father had a theory in his madness. He was a Bohemian, not in practice only, but in principle; he preached Bohemianism as the most rational manner of existence, maintaining that it developed what was intrinsic and authentic in one’s character, saved one from the artificial, and brought one into immediate 22 contact with the realities of the world; and he protested he could see no reason why a human being should be “cloistered and contracted” because of her sex. “What would not hurt my son, if I had one, will not hurt my daughter. It will make a man of her—without making her the less a woman.” So he took her with him to the Café Bleu, and talked in her presence quite as freely as he might have talked had she been absent. As, in the greater number of his theological, political, and social convictions, he was exceedingly unorthodox, she heard a good deal, no doubt, that most of us would scarcely consider edifying for our daughters’ ears; but he had his system, he knew what he was about. “The question whether you can touch pitch and remain undefiled,” he said, “depends altogether upon the spirit in which you approach it. The realities of the world, the realities of life, the real things of God’s universe—what have we eyes for, if not to envisage them? Do so fearlessly, honestly, with a clean heart, and, man or woman, you can only be the better for it.” Perhaps his system was a shade too simple, a shade too obvious, for this complicated planet; but he held to it in all sincerity. It was in pursuance of the same system, I daresay, that he taught Nina to fence, and to read Latin and Greek, as well as to play the piano, and turn an omelette. She could ply a foil against the best of us.


  And then, quite suddenly, he died.


  I think it was in March, or April; anyhow, it was a premature spring-like day, and he had left off his overcoat. That evening he went to the Odéon, and when, after the play, he joined us for supper at the Bleu, he said he thought he had caught a cold, and ordered hot grog. The next day he did not turn up at all; so several of us, after dinner, presented ourselves at his lodgings in Montparnasse. We found him in bed, with Nina reading to him. 23 He was feverish, and Nina had insisted that he should stop at home. He would be all right to-morrow. He scoffed at our suggestion that he should see a doctor; he was one of those men who affect to despise the medical profession. But early on the following morning a commissionnaire brought me a note from Nina. “My father is very much worse. Can you come at once?” He was delirious. Poor Nina, white, with frightened eyes, moved about like one distracted. We sent off for Dr. Rénoult, we had in a Sister of Charity. Everything that could be done was done. Till the very end, none of us for a moment doubted he would recover. It was impossible to conceive that that strong, affirmative life could be extinguished. And even after the end had come, the end with its ugly suite of material circumstances, I don’t think any of us realised what it meant. It was as if we had been told that one of the forces of Nature had become inoperative. And Nina, through it all, was like some pale thing in marble, that breathed and moved: white, dazed, helpless, with aching, incredulous eyes, suffering everything, understanding nothing.


  When it came to the worst of the dreadful necessary businesses that followed, some of us, somehow, managed to draw her from the death-chamber into another room, and to keep her there, while others of us got it over. It was snowing that afternoon, I remember, a melancholy, hesitating snowstorm, with large moist flakes, that fluttered down irresolutely, and presently disintegrated into rain; but we had not far to go. Then we returned to Nina, and for many days and nights we never dared to leave her. You will guess whether the question of her future, especially of her immediate future, weighed heavily upon our minds. In the end, however, it appeared to have solved itself—though I can’t pretend that the solution was exactly all we could have wished.


  24 Her father had a half-brother (we learned this from his papers), incumbent of rather an important living in the north of England. We also learned that the brothers had scarcely seen each other twice in a score of years, and had kept up only the most fitful correspondence. Nevertheless, we wrote to the clergyman, describing the sad case of his niece; and in reply we got a letter, addressed to Nina herself, saying that of course she must come at once to Yorkshire, and consider the rectory her home. I don’t need to recount the difficulties we had in explaining to her, in persuading her. I have known few more painful moments than that when, at the Gare du Nord, half a dozen of us established the poor, benumbed, bewildered child in her compartment, and sent her, with our godspeed, alone upon her long journey—to her strange kindred, and the strange conditions of life she would have to encounter among them. From the Café Bleu to a Yorkshire parsonage! And Nina’s was not by any means a neutral personality, nor her mind a blank sheet of paper. She had a will of her own; she had convictions, aspirations, traditions, prejudices, which she would hold to with enthusiasm because they had been her father’s, because her father had taught them to her; and she had manners, habits, tastes. She would be sure to horrify the people she was going to; she would be sure to resent their criticism, their slightest attempt at interference. Oh, my heart was full of misgivings; yet—she had no money, she was eighteen years old—what else could we advise her to do? All the same, her face, as it looked down upon us from the window of her railway carriage, white, with big terrified eyes fixed in a gaze of blank uncomprehending anguish, kept rising up to reproach me for weeks afterwards. I had her on my conscience as if I had personally wronged her.


  25 VI


  It was characteristic of her that, during her absence, she hardly wrote to us. She is of far too hasty and impetuous a nature to take kindly to the task of letter-writing; her moods are too inconstant; her thoughts, her fancies, supersede one another too rapidly. Anyhow, beyond the telegram we had made her promise to send, announcing her safe arrival, the most favoured of us got nothing more than an occasional scrappy note, if he got so much; while the greater number of the long epistles some of us felt in duty bound to address to her, elicited not even the semblance of an acknowledgment. Hence, about the particulars of her experience we were quite in the dark, though of its general features we were informed, succinctly, in a big, dashing, uncompromising hand, that she “hated” them.


  VII


  I am not sure whether it was late in April or early in May that Nina left us. But one day towards the middle of October, coming home from the restaurant where I had lunched, I found in my letter-box in the concierge’s room two half-sheets of paper, folded, with the corners turned down, and my name superscribed in pencil. The handwriting startled me a little—and yet, no, it was impossible. Then I hastened to unfold and read, and of course it was the impossible which had happened.


  “Mon cher, I am sorry not to find you at home, but I’ll wait at the café at the corner till half-past twelve. It is now midi juste.” 26 That was the first. The second ran: “I have waited till a quarter to one. Now I am going to the Bleu for luncheon. I shall be there till three.” And each was signed with the initials, N. C.


  It was not yet two, so I had plenty of time. But you will believe that I didn’t loiter on that account. I dashed out of the loge—into the street—down the Boulevard St. Michel—into the Bleu, breathlessly. At the far end Nina was seated before a marble table, with Madame Chanve in smiles and tears beside her. I heard a little cry; I felt myself seized and enveloped for a moment by something like a whirlwind—oh, but a very pleasant whirlwind, warm and fresh, and fragrant of violets; I received two vigorous kisses, one on either cheek; and then I was held off at arm’s length, and examined by a pair of laughing eyes.


  And at last a voice—rather a deep voice for a woman’s, with just a crisp edge to it, that might have been called slightly nasal, but was agreeable and individual—a voice said: “En voilà assez. Come and sit down.”


  She had finished her luncheon, and was taking coffee; and if the whole truth must be told, I’m afraid she was taking it with a petit-verre and a cigarette. She wore an exceedingly simple black frock, with a bunch of violets in her breast, and a hat with a sweeping black feather and a daring brim. Her dark luxurious hair broke into a riot of fluffy little curls about her forehead, and thence waved richly away to where it was massed behind; her cheeks glowed with a lovely colour (thanks, doubtless, to Yorkshire breezes; sweet are the uses of adversity); her eyes sparkled; her lips curved in a perpetual play of smiles, letting her delicate little teeth show themselves furtively; and suddenly I realised that this girl, whom I had never thought of save as one might think of one’s younger sister, suddenly I realised that she was a woman, 27 and a radiantly, perhaps even a dangerously handsome woman. I saw suddenly that she was not merely an attribute, an aspect of another, not merely Alfred Childe’s daughter; she was a personage in herself, a personage to be reckoned with.


  This sufficiently obvious perception came upon me with such force, and brought me such emotion, that I dare say for a little while I sat vacantly staring at her, with an air of preoccupation. Anyhow, all at once she laughed, and cried out, “Well, when you get back …?” and, “Perhaps,” she questioned, “perhaps you think it polite to go off wool-gathering like that?” Whereupon I recovered myself with a start, and laughed too.


  “But say that you are surprised, say that you are glad, at least,” she went on.


  Surprised! glad! But what did it mean? What was it all about?


  “I couldn’t stand it any longer, that’s all. I have come home. Oh, que c’est bon, que c’est bon, que c’est bon!”


  “And—England?—Yorkshire?—your people?”


  “Don’t speak of it. It was a bad dream. It is over. It brings bad luck to speak of bad dreams. I have forgotten it. I am here—in Paris—at home. Oh, que c’est bon!” And she smiled blissfully through eyes filled with tears.


  Don’t tell me that happiness is an illusion. It is her habit, if you will, to flee before us and elude us; but sometimes, sometimes we catch up with her, and can hold her for long moments warm against our hearts.


  “Oh, mon père! It is enough—to be here, where he lived, where he worked, where he was happy,” Nina murmured afterwards.


  She had arrived the night before; she had taken a room in the Hôtel d’Espagne, in the Rue de Médicis, opposite the Luxembourg Garden. I was as yet the only member of the old set she 28 had looked up. Of course I knew where she had gone first—but not to cry—to kiss it—to place flowers on it. She could not cry—not now. She was too happy, happy, happy. Oh, to be back in Paris, her home, where she had lived with him, where every stick and stone was dear to her because of him!


  Then, glancing up at the clock, with an abrupt change of key, “Mais allons donc, paresseux!—You must take me to see the camarades. You must take me to see Chalks.”


  And in the street she put her arm through mine, laughing and saying, “On nous croira fiancés.” She did not walk, she tripped, she all but danced beside me, chattering joyously in alternate French and English. “I could stop and kiss them all—the men, the women, the very pavement. Oh, Paris! Oh, these good, gay, kind Parisians! Look at the sky! look at the view—down that impasse—the sunlight and shadows on the houses, the doorways, the people. Oh, the air! Oh, the smells! Que c’est bon—que je suis contente! Et dire que j’ai passé cinq mois, mais cinq grands mois, en Angleterre. Ah, veinard, you—you don’t know how you’re blessed.” Presently we found ourselves labouring knee-deep in a wave of black pinafores, and Nina had plucked her bunch of violets from her breast, and was dropping them amongst eager fingers and rosy cherubic smiles. And it was constantly, “Tiens, there’s Madame Chose in her kiosque. Bonjour, madame. Vous allez toujours bien?” and “Oh, look! old Perronet standing before his shop in his shirt-sleeves, exactly as he has stood at this hour every day, winter or summer, these ten years. Bonjour, M’sieu Perronet.” And you may be sure that the kindly French Choses and Perronets returned her greetings with beaming faces. “Ah, mademoiselle, que c’est bon de vous revoir ainsi. Que vous avez bonne mine!” “It is so strange,” 29 she said, “to find nothing changed. To think that everything has gone on quietly in the usual way. As if I hadn’t spent an eternity in exile!” And at the corner of one street, before a vast flaunting “bazaar,” with a prodigality of tawdry Oriental wares exhibited on the pavement, and little black shopmen trailing like beetles in and out amongst them, “Oh,” she cried, “the ‘Mecque du Quartier’! To think that I could weep for joy at seeing the ‘Mecque du Quartier’!”


  By and by we plunged into a dark hallway, climbed a long, unsavoury corkscrew staircase, and knocked at a door. A gruff voice having answered, “’Trez!” we entered Chalks’s bare, bleak, paint-smelling studio. He was working (from a lay-figure) with his back towards us; and he went on working for a minute or two after our arrival, without speaking. Then he demanded, in a sort of grunt, “Eh bien, qu’est ce que c’est?” always without pausing in his work or looking round. Nina gave two little ahems, tense with suppressed mirth; and slowly, indifferently, Chalks turned an absent-minded face in our direction. But, next instant, there was a shout—a rush—a confusion of forms in the middle of the floor—and I realised that I was not the only one to be honoured by a kiss and an embrace. “Oh, you’re covering me with paint,” Nina protested suddenly; and indeed he had forgotten to drop his brush and palette, and great dabs of colour were clinging to her cloak. While he was doing penance, scrubbing the garment with rags soaked in turpentine, he kept shaking his head, and murmuring, from time to time, as he glanced up at her, “Well, I’ll be dumned.”


  “It’s very nice and polite of you, Chalks,” she said, by and by, “a very graceful concession to my sex. But, if you think it would relieve you once for all, you have my full permission to pronounce it—amned.”


  30 Chalks did no more work that afternoon; and that evening quite twenty of us dined at Madame Chanve’s; and it was almost like old times.


  VIII


  “Oh, yes,” she explained to me afterwards, “my uncle is a good man. My aunt and cousins are very good women. But for me, to live with them—pas possible, mon cher. Their thoughts were not my thoughts, we could not speak the same language. They disapproved of me unutterably. They suffered agonies, poor things. Oh, they were very kind, very patient. But——! My gods were their devils. My father—my great, grand, splendid father—was ‘poor Alfred,’ ‘poor uncle Alfred.’ Que voulez-vous? And then—the life, the society! The parishioners—the people who came to tea—the houses where we sometimes dined! Are you interested in crops? In the preservation of game? In the diseases of cattle? Olàlà! (C’est bien le cas de s’en servir, de cette expression-là.) Olàlà, làlà! And then—have you ever been homesick? Oh, I longed, I pined, for Paris, as one suffocating would long, would die, for air. Enfin, I could not stand it any longer. They thought it wicked to smoke cigarettes. My poor aunt—when she smelt cigarette-smoke in my bed-room! Oh, her face! I had to sneak away, behind the shrubbery at the end of the garden, for stealthy whiffs. And it was impossible to get French tobacco. At last I took the bull by the horns, and fled. It will have been a terrible shock for them. But better one good blow than endless little ones; better a lump-sum, than instalments with interest.”


  But what was she going to do? How was she going to live? 31 For, after all, much as she loved Paris, she couldn’t subsist on its air and sunshine.


  “Oh, never fear! I’ll manage somehow. I’ll not die of hunger,” she said confidently.


  IX


  And, sure enough, she managed very well. She gave music lessons to the children of the Quarter, and English lessons to clerks and shop-girls; she did a little translating; she would pose now and then for a painter friend—she was the original, for instance, of Norton’s “Woman Dancing,” which you know. She even—thanks to the employment by Chalks of what he called his “inflooence”—she even contributed a weekly column of Paris gossip to the Palladium, a newspaper published at Battle Creek, Michigan, U.S.A., Chalks’s native town. “Put in lots about me, and talk as if there were only two important centres of civilisation on earth, Battle Crick and Parus, and it’ll be a boom,” Chalks said. We used to have great fun, concocting those columns of Paris gossip. Nina, indeed, held the pen and cast a deciding vote; but we all collaborated. And we put in lots about Chalks—perhaps rather more than he had bargained for. With an irony (we trusted) too subtle to be suspected by the good people of Battle Creek, we would introduce their illustrious fellow-citizen, casually, between the Pope and the President of the Republic; we would sketch him as he strolled in the Boulevard arm-in-arm with Monsieur Meissonier, as he dined with the Perpetual Secretary of the French Academy, or drank his bock in the afternoon with the Grand Chancellor of the Legion of Honour; 32 we would compose solemn descriptive criticisms of his works, which almost made us die of laughing; we would interview him—at length—about any subject; we would give elaborate bulletins of his health, and brilliant pen-pictures of his toilets. Sometimes we would betroth him, marry him, divorce him; sometimes, when our muse impelled us to a particularly daring flight, we would insinuate, darkly, sorrowfully, that perhaps the great man’s morals—— But no! We were persuaded that rumour accused him falsely. The story that he had been seen dancing at Bullier’s with the notorious Duchesse de Z—— was a baseless fabrication. Unprincipled? Oh, we were nothing if not unprincipled. And our pleasure was so exquisite, and it worried our victim so. “I suppose you think it’s funny, don’t you?” he used to ask, with a feint of superior scorn which put its fine flower to our hilarity. “Look out, or you’ll bust,” he would warn us, the only unconvulsed member present. “By gum, you’re easily amused.” We always wrote of him respectfully as Mr. Charles K. Smith; we never faintly hinted at his sobriquet. We would have rewarded liberally, at that time, any one who could have told us what the K stood for. We yearned to unite the cryptic word to his surname by a hyphen; the mere abstract notion of doing so filled us with fearful joy. Chalks was right, I dare say; we were easily amused. And Nina, at these moments of literary frenzy—I can see her now: her head bent over the manuscript, her hair in some disarray, a spiral of cigarette-smoke winding ceilingward from between the fingers of her idle hand, her lips parted, her eyes gleaming with mischievous inspirations, her face pale with the intensity of her glee. I can see her as she would look up, eagerly, to listen to somebody’s suggestion, or as she would motion to us to be silent, crying, “Attendez—I’ve got an idea.” Then her pen would dash swiftly, noisily, over her paper for a little, whilst 33 we all waited expectantly; and at last she would lean back, drawing a long breath, and tossing the pen aside, to read her paragraph out to us.


  In a word, she managed very well, and by no means died of hunger. She could scarcely afford Madame Chanve’s three-franc table d’hôte, it is true; but we could dine modestly at Leon’s, over the way, and return the Bleu for coffee,—though, it must be added, that establishment no longer enjoyed a monopoly of our custom. We patronised it and the Vachette, the Source, the Ecoles, the Souris, indifferently. Or we would sometimes spend our evenings in Nina’s rooms. She lived in a tremendously swagger house in the Avenue de l’Observatoire—on the sixth floor, to be sure, but “there was a carpet all the way up.” She had a charming little salon, with her own furniture and piano (the same that had formerly embellished our café), and no end of books, pictures, draperies, and pretty things, inherited from her father or presented by her friends.


  By this time the inevitable had happened, and we were all in love with her—hopelessly, resignedly so, and without internecine rancour, for she treated us, indiscriminately, with a serene, impartial, tolerant derision; but we were savagely, luridly, jealous and suspicious of all new-comers and of all outsiders. If we could not win her, no one else should; and we formed ourselves round her in a ring of fire. Oh, the maddening mock-sentimental, mock-sympathetic face she would pull, when one of us ventured to sigh to her of his passion! The way she would lift her eyebrows, and gaze at you with a travesty of pity, shaking her head pensively, and murmuring, “Mon pauvre ami! Only fancy!” And then how the imp, lurking in the corners of her eyes, with only the barest pretence of trying to conceal himself, would suddenly leap forth in a peal of laughter! She had lately read 34 Mr. Howells’s “Undiscovered Country,” and had adopted the Shakers’ paraphrase for love: “Feeling foolish.”—“Feeling pretty foolish to-day, air ye, gentlemen?” she inquired, mimicking the dialect of Chalks. “Well, I guess you just ain’t feeling any more foolish than you look!”—If she would but have taken us seriously! And the worst of it was that we knew she was anything but temperamentally cold. Chalks formulated the potentialities we divined in her, when he remarked, regretfully, wistfully, as he often did, “She could love like Hell.” Once, in a reckless moment, he even went so far as to tell her this point-blank. “Oh, naughty Chalks!” she remonstrated, shaking her finger at him. “Do you think that’s a pretty word? But—I dare say I could.”


  “All the same, Lord help the man you marry,” Chalks continued gloomily.


  “Oh, I shall never marry,” Nina cried. “Because, first, I don’t approve of matrimony as an institution. And then—as you say—Lord help my husband. I should be such an uncomfortable wife. So capricious, and flighty, and tantalising, and unsettling, and disobedient, and exacting, and everything. Oh, but a horrid wife! No, I shall never marry. Marriage is quite too out-of-date. I shan’t marry; but, if I ever meet a man and love him—ah!” She placed two fingers upon her lips, and kissed them, and waved the kiss to the skies.


  This fragment of conversation passed in the Luxembourg Garden; and the three or four of us by whom she was accompanied glared threateningly at our mental image of that not-impossible upstart whom she might some day meet and love. We were sure, of course, that he would be a beast; we hated him not merely because he would have cut us out with her, but because he would be so distinctly our inferior, so hopelessly 35 unworthy of her, so helplessly incapable of appreciating her. I think we conceived of him as tall, with drooping fair moustaches, and contemptibly meticulous in his dress. He would probably not be of the Quarter; he would sneer at us.


  “He’ll not understand her, he’ll not respect her. Take her peculiar views. We know where she gets them. But he—he’ll despise her for them, at the very time he’s profiting by ’em,” some one said.


  Her peculiar views of the institution of matrimony, the speaker meant. She had got them from her father. “The relations of the sexes should be as free as friendship,” he had taught. “If a man and a woman love each other, it is nobody’s business but their own. Neither the Law nor Society can, with any show of justice, interfere. That they do interfere, is a survival of feudalism, a survival of the system under which the individual, the subject, had no liberty, no rights. If a man and a woman love each other, they should be as free to determine for themselves the character, extent, and duration of their intercourse, as two friends should be. If they wish to live together under the same roof, let them. If they wish to retain their separate domiciles, let them. If they wish to cleave to each other till death severs them—if they wish to part on the morrow of their union—let them, by heaven. But the couple who go before a priest or a magistrate, and bind themselves in ceremonial marriage, are serving to perpetuate tyranny, are insulting the dignity of human nature.” Such was the gospel which Nina had absorbed (don’t, for goodness’ sake, imagine that I approve of it because I cite it), and which she professed in entire good faith. We felt that the coming man would misapprehend both it and her—though he would not hesitate to make a convenience of it. Ugh, the cynic!


  36 We formed ourselves round her in a ring of fire, hoping to frighten the beast away. But we were miserably, fiercely anxious, suspicious, jealous. We were jealous of everything in the shape of a man that came into any sort of contact with her: of the men who passed her in the street or rode with her in the omnibus; of the little employés de commerce to whom she gave English lessons; of everybody. I fancy we were always more or less uneasy in our minds when she was out of our sight. Who could tell what might be happening? With those lips of hers, those eyes of hers—oh, we knew how she could love: Chalks had said it. Who could tell what might already have happened? Who could tell that the coming man had not already come? She was entirely capable of concealing him from us. Sometimes, in the evening, she would seem absent, preoccupied. How could we be sure that she wasn’t thinking of him? Savouring anew the hours she had passed with him that very day? Or dreaming of those she had promised him for to-morrow? If she took leave of us—might he not be waiting to join her round the corner? If she spent an evening away from us…..


  And she—she only laughed; laughed at our jealousy, our fears, our precautions, as she laughed at our hankering flame. Not a laugh that reassured us, though; an inscrutable, enigmatic laugh, that might have covered a multitude of sins. She had taken to calling us collectively Loulou. “Ah, le pauv’ Loulou—so now he has the pretension to be jealous.” Then she would be interrupted by a paroxysm of laughter; after which, “Oh, qu’il est drôle,” she would gasp. “Pourvu qu’il ne devienne pas gênant!”


  It was all very well to laugh; but some of us, our personal equation quite apart, could not help feeling that the joke was of a precarious quality, that the situation held tragic possibilities. A 37 young and attractive girl, by no means constitutionally insusceptible, and imbued with heterodox ideas of marriage—alone in the Latin Quarter.


  X


  I have heard it maintained that the man has yet to be born, who, in his heart of hearts, if he comes to think the matter over, won’t find himself at something of a loss to conceive why any given woman should experience the passion of love for any other man; that a woman’s choice, to all men save the chosen, is, by its very nature, as incomprehensible as the postulates of Hegel. But, in Nina’s case, even when I regard it from this distance of time, I still feel, as we all felt then, that the mystery was more than ordinarily obscure. We had fancied ourselves prepared for anything; the only thing we weren’t prepared for was the thing that befell. We had expected “him” to be offensive, and he wasn’t. He was, quite simply, insignificant. He was a South American, a Brazilian, a member of the School of Mines: a poor, undersized, pale, spiritless, apologetic creature, with rather a Teutonic-looking name, Ernest Mayer. His father, or uncle, was Minister of Agriculture, or Commerce, or something, in his native land; and he himself was attached in some nominal capacity to the Brazilian Legation, in the Rue de Téhéran, whence, on State occasions, he enjoyed the privilege of enveloping his meagre little person in a very gorgeous diplomatic uniform. He was beardless, with vague features, timid light-blue eyes, and a bluish anæmic skin. In manner he was nervous, tremulous, deprecatory—perpetually bowing, wriggling, stepping back to let you pass, waving his hands, palms outward, as if to protest against giving you trouble. 38 And in speech—upon my word, I don’t think I ever heard him compromise himself by any more dangerous assertion than that the weather was fine, or he wished you good-day. For the most part he listened mutely, with a flickering, perfunctory smile. From time to time, with an air of casting fear behind him and dashing into the imminent deadly breach, he would hazard an “Ah, oui,” or a “Pas mal.” For the rest, he played the piano prettily enough, wrote colourless, correct French verse, and was reputed to be an industrious if not a brilliant student—what we called un sérieux.


  It was hard to believe that beautiful, sumptuous Nina Childe, with her wit, her humour, her imagination, loved this neutral little fellow; yet she made no secret of doing so. We tried to frame a theory that would account for it. “It’s the maternal instinct,” suggested one. “It’s her chivalry,” said another; “she’s the sort of woman who could never be very violently interested by a man of her own size. She would need one she could look up to, or else one she could protect and pat on the head.” “‘God be thanked, the meanest of His creatures boasts two soul-sides, one to face the world with, one to show a woman when he loves her,’” quoted a third. “Perhaps Coco”—we had nicknamed him Coco—“has luminous qualities that we don’t dream of, to which he gives the rein when they’re à deux.”


  Anyhow, if we were mortified that she should have preferred such a one to us, we were relieved to think that she hadn’t fallen into the clutches of a blackguard, as we had feared she would. That Coco was a blackguard we never guessed. We made the best of him, because we had to choose between doing that and seeing less of Nina; in time, I am afraid—such is the influence of habit—we rather got to like him, as one gets to like any innocuous, customary thing. And if we did not like the situation39—for none of us, whatever may have been our practice, shared Nina’s hereditary theories anent the sexual conventions—we recognised that we couldn’t alter it, and we shrugged our shoulders resignedly, trusting it might be no worse.


  And then, one day, she announced, “Ernest and I are going to be married.” And when we cried out why, she explained that—despite her own conviction that marriage was a barbarous institution—she felt, in the present state of public opinion, people owed legitimacy to their children. So Ernest, who, according to both French and Brazilian law, could not, at his age, marry without his parents’ consent, was going home to procure it. He would sail next week; he would be back before three months. Ernest sailed from Lisbon; and the post, a day or two after he was safe at sea, brought Nina a letter from him. It was a wild, hysterical, remorseful letter, in which he called himself every sort of name. He said his parents would never dream of letting him marry her. They were Catholics, they were very devout, they had prejudices, they had old-fashioned notions. Besides, he had been as good as affianced to a lady of their election ever since he was born. He was going home to marry his second cousin.


  XI


  Shortly after the birth of Camille I had to go to London, and it was nearly a year before I came back to Paris. Nina was looking better than when I had left, but still in nowise like her old self—pale and worn and worried, with a smile that was the ghost of her former one. She had been waiting for my return, she said, to have a long talk with me. “I have made a little plan. 40 I want you to advise me. Of course you must advise me to stick to it.”


  And when we had reached her lodgings, and were alone in the salon, “It is about Camille, it is about her bringing-up,” she explained. “The Latin Quarter? It is all very well for you, for me; but for a growing child? Oh, my case was different; I had my father. But Camille? Restaurants, cafés, studios, the Boul’ Miche, and this little garret—do they form a wholesome environment? Oh, no, no—I am not a renegade. I am a Bohemian; I shall always be; it is bred in the bone. But my daughter—ought she not to have the opportunity, at least, of being different, of being like other girls? You see, I had my father; she will have only me. And I distrust myself; I have no ‘system.’ Shall I not do better, then, to adopt the system of the world? To give her the conventional education, the conventional ‘advantages’? A home, what they call home influences. Then, when she has grown up, she can choose for herself. Besides, there is the question of francs and centimes. I have been able to earn a living for myself, it is true. But even that is more difficult now; I can give less time to work; I am in debt. And we are two; and our expenses must naturally increase from year to year. And I should like to be able to put something aside. Hand-to-mouth is a bad principle when you have a growing child.”


  After a little pause she went on: “So my problem is, first, how to earn our livelihood, and, secondly, how to make something like a home for Camille, something better than this tobacco-smoky, absinthe-scented atmosphere of the Latin Quarter. And I can see only one way of accomplishing the two things. You will smile—but I have considered it from every point of view. I have examined myself, my own capabilities. I have weighed all the 41 chances. I wish to take a flat, in another quarter of the town, near the Etoile or the Parc Monceau, and—open a pension. There is my plan.”


  I had a much simpler and pleasanter plan of my own, but of that, as I knew, she would hear nothing. I did not smile at hers, however; though I confess it was not easy to imagine madcap Nina in the rôle of a landlady, regulating the accounts and presiding at the table of a boarding-house. I can’t pretend that I believed there was the slightest likelihood of her filling it with success. But I said nothing to discourage her; and the fact that she is rich to-day proves how little I divined the resources of her character. For the boarding-house she kept was an exceedingly good boarding-house; she showed herself the most practical of mistresses; and she prospered amazingly. Jeanselme, whose father had recently died, leaving him a fortune, lent her what money she needed to begin with; she took and furnished a flat in the Avenue de l’Alma; and I—I feel quite like an historical personage when I remember that I was her first boarder. Others soon followed me, though, for she had friends amongst all the peoples of the earth—English and Americans, Russians, Italians, Austrians, even Roumanians and Servians, as well as French; and each did what he could to help. At the end of a year she overflowed into the flat above; then into that below; then she acquired the lease of the entire house. She worked tremendously, she was at it early and late, her eyes were everywhere; she set an excellent table; she employed admirable servants; and if her prices were a bit stiff, she gave you your money’s worth, and there were no “surprises.” It was comfortable and quiet; the street was bright, the neighbourhood convenient. You could dine in the common salle-à-manger if you liked, or in your private sitting-room. And you never saw your landlady except 42 for purposes of business. She lived apart, in the entresol, alone with Camille and her body-servant Jeanne. There was the “home” she had set out to make.


  Meanwhile another sort of success was steadily thrusting itself upon her—she certainly never went out of her way to seek it; she was much too busy to do that. Such of her old friends as remained in Paris came frequently to see her, and new friends gathered round her. She was beautiful, she was intelligent, responsive, entertaining. In her salon, on a Friday evening, you would meet half the lions that were at large in the town—authors, painters, actors, actresses, deputies, even an occasional Cabinet minister. Red ribbons and red rosettes shone from every corner of the room. She had become one of the oligarchs of la haute Bohème, she had become one of the celebrities of Paris. It would be tiresome to count the novels, poems, songs, that were dedicated to her, the portraits of her, painted or sculptured, that appeared at the Mirlitons or the Palais de l’Industrie. Numberless were the partis who asked her to marry them (I know one, at least, who has returned to the charge again and again), but she only laughed, and vowed she would never marry. I don’t say that she has never had her fancies, her experiences; but she has consistently scoffed at marriage. At any rate, she has never affected the least repentance for what some people would call her “fault.” Her ideas of right and wrong have undergone very little modification. She was deceived in her estimate of the character of Ernest Mayer, if you please; but she would indignantly deny that there was anything sinful, anything to be ashamed of, in her relations with him. And if, by reason of them, she at one time suffered a good deal of pain, I am sure she accounts Camille an exceeding great compensation. That Camille is her child she would scorn to make a secret. She has scorned to assume the conciliatory title 43 of Madame. As plain Mademoiselle, with a daughter, you must take her or leave her. And, somehow, all this has not seemed to make the faintest difference to her clientèle, not even to the primmest of the English. I can’t think of one of them who did not treat her with deference, like her, and recommend her house.


  But her house they need recommend no more, for she has sold it. Last spring, when I was in Paris, she told me she was about to do so. “Ouf! I have lived with my nose to the grindstone long enough. I am going to ‘retire.’” What money she had saved from season to season, she explained, she had entrusted to her friend Baron C * * * * * for speculation. “He is a wizard, and so I am a rich woman. I shall have an income of something like three thousand pounds, mon cher! Oh, we will roll in it. I have had ten bad years—ten hateful years. You don’t know how I have hated it all, this business, this drudgery, this cut-and-dried, methodical existence—moi, enfant de Bohème! But, enfin, it was obligatory. Now we will change all that. Nous reviendrons à nos premières amours. I shall have ten good years—ten years of barefaced pleasure. Then—I will range myself—perhaps. There is the darlingest little house for sale, a sort of châlet, built of red brick, with pointed windows and things, in the Rue de Lisbonne. I shall buy it—furnish it—decorate it. Oh, you will see. I shall have my carriage, I shall have toilets, I shall entertain, I shall give dinners—olàlà! No more boarders, no more bores, cares, responsibilities. Only, my friends and—life! I feel like one emerging from ten years in the galleys, ten years of penal servitude. To the Pension Childe—bonsoir!”


  “That’s all very well for you,” her listener complained sombrely. “But for me? Where shall I stop when I come to Paris?”


  “With me. You shall be my guest. I will kill you if you 44 ever go elsewhere. You shall pass your old age in a big chair in the best room, and Camille and I will nurse your gout and make herb-tea for you.”


  “And I shall sit and think of what might have been.”


  “Yes, we’ll indulge all your little foibles. You shall sit and ‘feel foolish’—from dawn to dewy eve.”


  XII


  If you had chanced to be walking in the Bois-de-Boulogne this afternoon, you might have seen a smart little basket-phaeton flash past, drawn by two glossy bays, and driven by a woman—a woman with sparkling eyes, a lovely colour, great quantities of soft dark hair, and a figure—


  
    “Hélas, mon père, la taille d’une déesse”—

  


  a smiling woman, in a wonderful blue-grey toilet, grey driving-gloves, and a bold-brimmed grey-felt hat with waving plumes. And in the man beside her you would have recognised your servant. You would have thought me in great luck, perhaps you would have envied me. But—esse, quam videri!—I would I were as enviable as I looked.


  ·  ·


  45 A Landscape


  By William Hyde


  ·  ·
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  49 Vespertilia


  By Graham R. Tomson


  
    In the late autumn’s dusky-golden prime,


    When sickles gleam, and rusts the idle plough,


    The time of apples dropping from the bough,


    And yellow leaves on sycamore and lime.


    O’er grassy uplands far above the sea


    Often at twilight would my footsteps fare,


    And oft I met a stranger-woman there


    Who stayed and spake with me:


    Hard by the ancient barrow smooth and green,


    Whose rounded burg swells dark upon the sky


    Lording it high o’er dusky dell and dene,


    We wandered—she and I.


    Ay, many a time as came the evening hour


    And the red moon rose up behind the sheaves,


    I found her straying by that barren bower,


    Her fair face glimmering like a white wood-flower


    That gleams through withered leaves:


    Her mouth was redder than the pimpernel,


    Her eyes seemed darker than the purple air


    ’Neath brows half hidden—I remember well—


    ’Mid mists of cloudy hair.

  


  
    50 And all about her breast, around her head,


    Was wound a wide veil shadowing cheek and chin,


    Woven like the ancient grave-gear of the dead:


    A twisted clasp and pin


    Confined her long blue mantle’s heavy fold


    Of splendid tissue dropping to decay,


    Faded like some rich raiment worn of old,


    With rents and tatters gaping to the day.


    Her sandals, wrought about with threads of gold,


    Scarce held together still, so worn were they,


    Yet sewn with winking gems of green and blue,


    Where pale as pearls her naked feet shone through.


    And all her talk was of some outland rare,


    Where myrtles blossom by the blue sea’s rim,


    And life is ever good and sunny and fair;


    “Long since,” she sighed, “I sought this island grey.


    Here where the wind moans and the sun is dim,


    When his beaked galleys cleft the ocean spray,


    For love I followed him.”

  


  
    Once, as we stood, we heard the nightingale


    Pipe from a thicket on the sheer hillside,


    Breathless she hearkened, still and marble-pale,


    Then turned to me with strange eyes open wide—


    “Now I remember! …. Now I know!” said she,


    “Love will be life …. ah, Love is Life!” she cried,


    “And thou—thou lovest me?”

  


  
    I took her chill hands gently in mine own,


    “Dear, but no love is mine to give,” I said,


    “My heart is colder than the granite stone


    51 That guards my true-love in her grassy bed;


    My faith and troth are hers, and hers alone,


    Are hers …. and she is dead.”

  


  
    Weeping, she drew her veil about her face,


    And faint her accents were and dull with pain;


    “Poor Vespertilia! gone her days of grace,


    Now doth she plead for love—and plead in vain:


    None praise her beauty now, or woo her smile!


    * * * * *


    Ah, hadst thou loved me but a little while,


    I might have lived again.


    Then slowly as a wave along the shore


    She glided from me to yon sullen mound;


    My frozen heart, relenting, smote me sore—


    Too late—I searched the hollow slopes around,


    Swiftly I followed her, but nothing found,


    Nor saw nor heard her more.

  


  
    And now, alas, my true-love’s memory


    Even as a dream of night-time half-forgot,


    Fades faint and far from me,


    And all my thoughts are of the stranger still,


    Yea, though I loved her not:


    I loved her not—and yet—I fain would see,


    Upon the wind-swept hill,


    Her dark veil fluttering in the autumn breeze;


    Fain would I hear her changeful voice awhile,


    Soft as the wind of spring-tide in the trees,


    And watch her slow, sweet smile.

  


  
    52 Ever the thought of her abides with me


    Unceasing as the murmur of the sea;


    When the round moon is low and night-birds flit,


    When sink the stubble-fires with smouldering flame,


    Over and o’er the sea-wind sighs her name,


    And the leaves whisper it.

  


  
    “Poor Vespertilia,” sing the grasses sere,


    “Poor Vespertilia,” moans the surf-beat shore;


    Almost I feel her very presence near—


    Yet she comes nevermore.

  


  ·  ·


  53 The House of Shame


  By H. B. Marriott Watson


  There was no immediate response to his knock, and, ere he rapped again, Farrell turned stupidly and took in a vision of the street. The morning sunshine streamed on Piccadilly; a snap of air shook the tree-tops in the Park; and beyond, the greensward sparkled with dew. The traffic roared along the roadway, but the cabs upon the stand rode like ships at anchor on a windless ocean. Below him flowed the tide of passengers. The dispassion of that drifting scene affected him by contrast with his own warm flood of emotions; the picture—the trees, the sunlight, and the roar—imprinted itself sharply upon his brain. His glance flitted among the faces, and wandered finally to the angle of the crossway, by which his cab was sauntering leisurely. With a shudder he wheeled face-about to the door, and raised the clapper. For a moment yet he stood in hesitation. The current of his thoughts ran like a mill-race, and a hundred discomforting impressions flowed together. The house lay so quiet; the sunlight struck the window-panes with a lively and discordant glare. He put his hand into his pocket and withdrew a latchkey, twiddling it restlessly between his fingers. With a thrust and a twist the door would slip softly open, and he might enter unobserved. He entertained the impulse but a moment. He dared not enter in 54 that nocturnal fashion; he would prefer admittance publicly, in the eye of all, as one with nothing to conceal, with no black shame upon him. His return should be ordinary, matter-of-fact; he would choose that Jackson should see him cool and unperturbed. In some way, too, he vaguely hoped to cajole his memory, and to ensnare his willing mind into a belief that nothing unusual had happened.


  He knocked with a loud clatter, feet sounded in the hall, and the door fell open. Jackson looked at him with no appearance of surprise.


  “Good morning, Jackson,” he said, kicking his feet against the step. He entered, and laid his umbrella in the stand. “Is your mistress up yet?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir,” said the servant, placidly; “she’s in the morning-room, sir, I think.”


  There was no emotion in the man’s voice; his face wore no aspect of suspicion or inquiry, and somehow Farrell felt already relieved. To-day was as yesterday, unmarked by any grave event.


  “Ah!” he said, and passed down the hall. At the foot of the stairs he paused again, with a pretence of dusting something from his coat, and winced at the white gleam of his dress-shirt. Nothing stirred in the house save a maid brushing overhead, and for a while he lingered. He still shrank from encountering his wife, and there was his room for refuge until he had put on a quieter habit of mind. His clothes damned him so loudly that all the world must guess at a glance. And then again the man resumed his manliness; he would not browbeat himself for the mere knowledge of his own shame; and, passing rapidly along the hall, he pushed open the door of the morning-room.


  A woman rose on his entrance, with a happy little cry.


  “George!” she said, “Dear George, I’m so glad.”


  55 She put up her arms and lifted her face to him. Farrell shivered; the invitation repelled him; in the moment of that innocent welcome the horror of his sin rose foul before him. He touched her lightly on the cheek and withdrew a little distance.


  “I’m not a nice object, Letty,” he faltered; “see what a mess the beastly mud has made of me. And look at my fine dress-clothes.” He laughed with constraint. “You’d think I lived in them.”


  “Oh, dearest, I was so disappointed,” said the girl; “I sat up ever so late for you. But I was so tired. I’m always tired now. And at last I yawned myself to sleep. Where ever have you been?”


  The colour flickered in Farrell’s face, and his fingers trembled on the table.


  “Oh, I couldn’t get away from Fowler’s, you know. Went there after the club, and lost my train like a fool.”


  His uneasy eyes rose furtively to her face. He was invested with morbid suspicions, suspicions of her suspicion; but the girl’s gaze rested frankly upon him, and she smiled pleasantly.


  “That dreadful club! You shan’t go there again for a week, darling. I’m so glad you’ve come. I was nearly being very frightened about you. I’ve been so lonely.” She took him by the arm. “Poor dear, and you had to come all through London with those things on. Didn’t people stare?”


  “I will change them,” he said abruptly, and turned to leave.


  “What!” she said archly, “Would you go without—and I haven’t seen you for so long.” She threw her arms about his neck.


  “For God’s sake—No, no, Letty, don’t touch me,” he broke out harshly.


  The girl’s lips parted, and a look of pain started into her face.


  “I mean” he explained quickly, “I am so very dirty, dear. You’d soil your pretty frock.”


  56 “Silly!” she returned smiling, “and it isn’t a pretty frock. I can’t wear pretty frocks any longer,” she added mournfully.


  He dropped his eyes before the flush that sprang into her cheeks, and left the room hurriedly.


  His shame followed him about all day, dogging him like a shadow. It lurked in corners and leaped out upon him. Sometimes it crept away and hovered in the remoter distance; he had almost forgotten its attendance; and then in the thick of his laughing conversation it fell upon him black once more. It skulked ever within call, dwindled at times, grey and insignificant. When he stopped to exchange a sentence in the street, it slid away; he moved on solitary, and it ran out before him, dark and portentous. Remorse bit deep into him, remorse and a certain fear of discovery. The hours with his wife were filled with uneasy thoughts, and he would fain have variegated the cheerless monotony of his conscience by adding a guest to his dinner-table. But from this course he was deterred by delicacy; for, at his suggestion, Letty looked at him, winced a little, smiled ever so faintly, and, with an ineffable expression of tender embarrassment, drew her dressing-gown closer round her body. He could not press the indignity upon her young and sensitive mind.


  But the fall of night, which he had so dreaded, brought him a change of mood. The table was stocked with the fine fruits of a rare intelligence; the plate shone with the white linen; and all the comforts waited upon his appetite. It was no gross content that overtook him, but the satisfaction of a body gently appeased. His sin had faded wonderfully into the distance, had grown colder, and no longer burned intolerably upon his conscience. He found himself at times regarding it with reluctant equanimity. He stared at it with the eyes of a judicial stranger. 57 Men were so wide apart from women; they were ruled by another code of morals. If this were a pity, it fell at least of their nature and their history. Was not this the prime lesson science had taught the world? But still the shame flickered up before him; he could watch its appearances more calmly, could reason and debate of it, but it was still impertinently persistent. And yet he was more certain of himself. To-morrow the discomfort would return, no doubt, but with enfeebled spirit; he would suffer a very proper remorse for some time—perhaps a week—and then the affair would dismiss itself, and his memory would own the dirty blot no longer. As the meal went forward his temper rose. He smiled upon his wife with less diffidence; he conversed with less effort. But strangely, as he mended, and the first horror of his guilt receded, he had a leaning to confession. Before, he had felt that pardon was impossible, but now that he was come within range of forgiving himself, he began to desire forgiveness from Letty also. The inclination was vague and formless, yet it moved him towards the subject in an aimless way. He found himself wondering, with a throb in his blood, how she would receive his admissions, and awoke with the tail of her last sentence in his ears.


  “I’m so glad the servants have gone. I much prefer being alone with you, George.”


  “Yes,” he murmured absently, “they’re a nuisance, aren’t they?”


  She pushed the claret to him, and he filled his glass abstractedly. Should he tell her now, he was thinking, and let penitence and pardon crown a terrible day? At her next words he looked up, wondering.


  “Had Mr. Fowler any news of Edward?” she asked idly.


  The direction of her thoughts was his; he played with the 58 thought of confession; his mind itched to be freed of its burden.


  “Oh no, we were too busy,” he laughed uneasily. “The fact is, you see, Letty dear—I have a confession to make——”


  She regarded him inquiringly, even anxiously. He had taken the leap without his own knowledge; the words refused to frame upon his tongue. Of a sudden the impulse fled, screaming for its life, and he was brought up, breathless and scared, upon the brink of a giddy precipice.


  “What confession, darling?” she asked in a voice which showed some fear.


  The current of his ideas stopped in full flow; where a hundred explanations should have rushed about his brain, he could find not one poor lie for use.


  “What do you mean, dearest?” said his wife, her face straightened with anxiety.


  Farrell paled and flushed warm. “Oh nothing, my darling child,” he said with a hurried laugh; “we played baccarat.”


  “George!” she cried reproachfully. “How could you, when you had promised?”


  “I don’t know,” he stumbled on feverishly. “I was weak, I suppose, and they wanted it, and—God knows I’ve never done it before, since I promised, Letty,” be broke off sharply.


  The girl said nothing at the moment, but sat staring at the table-cloth, and then reached out a hand and touched his tremulous fingers.


  “There, there, dear boy,” she murmured soothingly, “I won’t be cross; only please, please, don’t break your word again.”


  “No, I won’t, I won’t,” muttered the man.


  “I daresay it was hard, but it cost you your train, George, and you were punishe [punished] by losing my society for one whole night. So 59 there—it’s all right.” She pressed the hand softly, her face glowing under the candle-light with some soft emotion.


  Farrell withdrew his arm gently.


  “Have some more wine, dear,” said his wife.


  She raised the bottle, and was replenishing his glass when he pushed it roughly aside.


  “No more,” he said shortly, “no more.”


  The wound broke open in his conscience, red and raw. The peace which had gathered upon him lifted; he was shaken into fears and tremors, and that devilish memory, which had retired so far, came back upon him, urgent and instant, proclaiming him a coward and a scoundrel. He sat silent and disturbed, with his eyes upon the crumbs, among which his fingers were playing restlessly. Letty rose, and passed to the window.


  “How dark it has fallen!” she said, peeping through the blinds, “and the rain is pelting so hard. I’m glad I’m not out. How cold it is! Do stir the fire, dearest.”


  Farrell rose, and went to the chimneypiece. He struck the poker through the crust of coal, and the flames leapt forth and roared about the pieces. The heat burned in his face. There came upon him unbidden the recollection of those days, a year ago, when he and Letty had nestled side by side, watching for fortunes in the masses of that golden core. She had seen palaces and stately domes; her richer imagination culled histories from the glowing embers; while he, searching and searching in vain, had been content to receive her fancies and sit by simply with his arm about her. The thought touched him to a smile as he mused in the flood of the warmth.


  Letty still stood peering out upon the street, and her voice came to him, muffled, from behind the curtain.


  “Oh, those poor creatures! How cold and how wet they must 60 be! Look, George, dear. Why don’t they go indoors out of the rain?”


  Farrell, the smile still upon his lips, turned his face towards her as he stooped.


  “Who, child?”


  “Why, those women,” said his wife, pitifully, “why don’t they go home? They keep coming backwards and forwards. I’ve seen the same faces pass several times. And they look so bleak and wretched, with those horrid tawdry dresses. No one ought to be out to-night.”


  The poker fell from Farrell’s hand with a clatter upon the fender.


  “Damn them!” he cried, in a fierce, harsh voice.


  The girl pulled the curtain back, and looked at him.


  “Darling,” she said, plaintively, “what is it? Why do you say such horrible things?”


  Farrell’s face was coloured with passion; he stood staring angrily at her.


  “George, George,” she said, coming to him, “why are you so angry with me? Oughtn’t I to be sorry for them? I can’t help it; it seems so sad. I know they’re not nice people. They’re dreadful, dear, of course. I’ve always heard that,” and she laid her face against his breast. “But it can’t be good for them to be out this wretched night, even if they are wicked.”


  She pressed against him as for sympathy, but Farrell made no response. A fearful tension held his arms and body in a kind of paralysis; but presently he patted her head softly, and put her gently from him.


  “I’m in a very bad temper to-night, dear” he said, slowly. “I suppose I ought to go to bed and hide myself till I’m better.”


  She clung to him still. “Don’t put me away, George. I don’t 61 mind if you are in a bad temper. I love you, dearest. Kiss me, dear, kiss me; I get so frightened now.”


  A spasm contracted his features; he bent over and kissed her; then he turned away.


  “I will go and read,” he said; “I shall be better then.”


  She ran after him. “Let me come too, George. I will sit still and won’t disturb you. You can’t think how I hate being alone now. I can’t understand it. Do let me come, for you know I must go to bed early, I was up so late last night.”


  The pleading words struck him like a blow. “Come, then,” he answered, taking her hand.


  “And you may swear if you want to very much,” she whispered, laughing, as they passed through the door.


  The sun rose bright and clear; the sky, purged of its vapours, shone as fine as on a midsummer day. With this complaisance of the weather Farrell’s blacker mood had passed. His weak nature, sensitive as it was to the touch of circumstances, recovered easily from their influences. Sleep had renewed the elastic qualities of his mind, and the smiling heaven set him in great spirits. Letty, too, seemed better, and ate and talked with a more natural gaiety. The nightmare of the previous evening was singularly dim and characterless. He tried to recall the terror of it, and wondered why it had so affected him, with every circumstance of happiness around—his smiling wife, a comfortable house, and the pleasant distractions of fortune. The gulf that opened between Letty and himself was there by the will of nature. He had but flung aside the conventions that concealed it. It was a horrid gap, but he had not contrived it. The sexes kept different laws, and he himself, in all likelihood, came nearer to what she would require of him than any other man. He assured himself with conviction that he would forget altogether in a few days.


  62 The day was pleasantly filled, but not too full for the elaboration of these arguments. They soothed him; he grew philosophic; he discussed the conditions of love with himself; he even broached the problem in an abstract way over his coffee at the club. For the first time he thought that he had clearly determined the nature of his affection for Letty. It was integral and single, it was built upon a pack of sentiments, it was very tender, and it would wear extremely well; but it was not that first high passion which he had once supposed. The unfamiliarity of that earlier exaltation had deceived him into a false definition of Love. There was none such in circulation among human bodies. There were degrees upon degrees of affection, and Letty and he stood very high in rank; but to conceive of their love as something emanating from a superior sphere outside relation to the world and other human beings was the absurd and delightful flight of heedless passion.


  He had laid his ghost, and came home to his dinner in an excellent humour. The girl looked forlorn and weary, but brightened a good deal on his return. With her for audience he chattered in quite a sparkling temper. Letty said little, but regarded him often with great shy eyes. He looked up sometimes to find them upon him with a wistful, even a pleading, gaze. She watched every movement he took jealously. But she was obviously content, and even gay in a sad little fashion. He did not understand, but his spirits were too newly blythe to dwell upon a puzzle. He noticed with scarce a wonder little starts of pettishness which he had never seen before. They flashed and were gone, and the large eyes still followed him with tenderness. She rested her arm across the table in the middle of a story he was telling, and rearranged his silver.


  “You must not cross your knives,” she said playfully. “That’s a bad omen.” He laughed and continued his narrative.


  63 Left to himself, Farrell lit a cigarette and filled his glass with wine. The current of his spirits had passed, but he felt extremely comfortable, and very shortly his mind stole after his wife, who was playing softly in the further room. He could see the yellow fabric of the distant curtains gleaming softly in the lamp-light. He had a desire for a certain air, but could not bring himself to interrupt. An atmosphere of content enwrapped him, and he leaned back lazily in his chair. Reflections came to him easily. Surely there was no greater comfort than this serene domestic happiness with its pleasant round of change. He had set Letty’s love and his in a place too low for justice. It held a sweeter fragrance, it was touched with higher light, than the commoner affections of common people. A genial warmth flooded his soul, and his heart nestled into the comfort of desire. He was hot with wine, and his whole being thrilled with the content of his own reflections. He asked no better than this quiet ecstacy, repeated though a suave untroubled life. The personal charm of that fine body, the intimate distinctions of its subtle grace, the flow of that soft voice, the sweet attention of that devoted human soul—these were his lot by fortune. They conducted him upon a future which was strangely attractive. He had loved her for some months more than a year, and earlier that day he had summoned his bridal thoughts down to a pedestrian level; but now in this hour of sudden illumination, flushed with the kindly influence of his wine, his afternoon fancy seemed to him ungenerously clipt and tame. Letty stood for what was noble in his narrow life; she invited him upon a high ideal way. If he were framed of grosser clay, it was she who would refine the fabric. The thought struck him sharply. He had learned to dispose his error in its proper place, among the sins, and he was not going to assign penalties unduly; but the bare fact came home to him that he was 64 unworthy of this woman’s love, that no man deserved it. He had evilly entreated her, but he would rise to a new level in her company and with her aid. She should renew in him the faded qualities of innocence and pure-heartedness which as a child he had once possessed. He would ask her mercy, and use her help. Her pardon should purge him of his dishonour; she should take him to her heart, and perfect faith should rest between them.


  The vision he had conceived drew his attention strongly; he seemed to himself, and in a measure was, ennobled by this aspiration. Out of the fulness of his penitence he now desired the confession he had feared but a little time before. And, as he reflected, the notes of the piano changed, and Letty shot into a gay chansonnette, trilling softly over the sharp little runs. The careless leisure of the air took off his thoughts with it. It would be a bad world in which they might not be happy. The story would hurt her, he was sure; indeed, he could conjure before him the start of pain in her eyes. But after the shock she would resume her trust, and forget, as he was forgetting. He was entirely certain of her love, and, that secure, nothing could divide them. Perhaps she were better left to herself till she recovered from the blow; he would go away for a day or two. It might even take her worse than he expected, and he would have dull faces and tearful reproaches for a week or more. If this fell out, it was his punishment, and he would bear it in humility.


  As his thoughts ran he had not noticed that the music ceased, and Letty’s voice broke on his reverie.


  “Mayn’t I sit with you, dear,” she pleaded. “It’s so solitary in the big room!”


  “Why, of course, sweetheart,” said Farrell gently; “come in, and close the door; we’ll be snug for a little while in here.”


  Letty stood by his chair and stroked his head.


  65 “You never came to say good-night to me last night,” she said reproachfully.


  Farrell put up his hand and took hers.


  “Dearest, you must forgive me. I—I was very tired, and had a headache.”


  “Ah, that was the penalty for staying up so late,” she replied playfully.


  Farrell smiled and patted her hand.


  “But you will come to-night, won’t you?” she urged.


  “Dear heart, of course I will,” he said, smiling indulgently. “I’ll come and have a long talk with you.”


  His wife sighed, in part, as it seemed, with satisfaction, and leaned her chin upon his hair.


  “Life is very curious, isn’t it, George?” she said meditatively, her eyes gazing in abstraction at the wall. “There are so many things we don’t know. I never dreamed——”


  Farrell patted her hand again, affectionately, reassuringly.


  “I couldn’t have guessed,” she went on, dreamily. “It is all so strange and painful, and yet not quite painful. I wonder if you understand, George.”


  “I think I do, dear,” said he softly.


  “Ah, but how can you quite? Girls are so ignorant. Do you think they ought to be told? I shouldn’t have liked to be told, though. I should have been so afraid, but now somehow I’m not afraid—not quite.”


  A note of pain trembled through her voice; she drew a sharp breath and shivered.


  “George, you don’t think I shall die, do you, George? Oh, George, if I should die!”


  She fell on her knees at his feet, looking into his face with searching eyes that pleaded for comfort. He drew her 66 head towards him, a gulp in his throat, and caressed her hair.


  “There, child, there!” he said soothingly, “you are frightening yourself. Of course not, silly one, of course not.”


  She crouched against his knees, and he stroked her hair tenderly. Pity pulled at his heart, and at the touch of her he was warmed with affection. He had no means of consolation save this smoothing motion of the palm, but he yearned for some deeper expression of his love and sympathy. In the silence his thoughts turned to their former occupation, and he felt nearer than ever to his wife. He would tell her when she had recovered.


  She raised her head at length and looked at him.


  “Oh, you will think I’m not brave” she said tremulously, “but I am brave—indeed, George. It is only sometimes that I get this fit of depression, and it overbears me. But it isn’t me;—it is something quite foreign within me: I was never a coward, dear.”


  “No, darling,” he answered, “of course you are not a coward. You’re brave, very brave; you’re my dear brave wife.” She smiled at him faintly. “And you know, Letty,” he went on, still with his hand upon her head. “I think we’ve been very happy together, and shall be very happy together, always. There is so much that binds us to one another. You love me, dear, don’t you? and you could never doubt that I love you, could you?”


  Letty shook her head. He cast down his eyes, patting the tresses softly.


  “And I think you know that well enough and are certain enough of that not to misjudge me,” he resumed quietly. “If I have made a mistake, Letty, it is not you who will be hardest on me, I am sure. It is I myself. If I have fallen into a 67 seeming disloyalty, it is not I, as you will believe and understand, but something, as you said just now, quite foreign within me. For I could only be true and loyal and——”


  He hesitated, raising his shameful eyes to her.


  “What—what is it, George?” she asked anxiously, “what have you done?” His hand rose and fell mechanically upon her head. He parted his lips with an effort, and continued. The task was harder than he had thought.


  “It is right” he said slowly, “that we should have no secrets from one another; it is necessary, dear, that we should bear all things in common. To be man and wife, and to love each other, calls for this openness between us.” He stumbled on the threshold of his confession; the pain of this slow progression suddenly unnerved him; all at once he took it with a rush. “Darling,” he cried quickly and on a sharper note, “I want to confess something to you, and I want your forgiveness. That night I was away I did not spend with Fowler. I spent it——”


  “You spent it gambling?” she asked, in a low voice.


  “No,” he said with a groan, “I spent it in another house—I spent it—I spent it in shame.”


  He breathed the better for the words, even though a terrible silence reigned in the room. At least the worst part of his penalty was undergone, for the explanation was over.


  But when she spoke he realised, with a sense of dread, that he had not passed the ordeal.


  “I don’t understand, George,” she said in a voice thick with trouble. “What is it? Where did you stay?”


  The strain was too great for his weak nerves. “For God’s sake, Letty,” he broke out, “try to understand me and forgive me. I dined too well; I was almost drunk. I left the club with Fowler very late. Oh, it’s hideous to have to tell you. I met 68 some one I had never seen since—Oh, long before I loved you. I could not pass her. I—O God! can’t you understand? Don’t make me explain so horribly.”


  The tale ran from him in short and broken sentences. His fingers twisted nervously about a wisp of her hair; his gaze had nowhere rest. She looked full into his face with frightened eyes.


  “Do you mean—those women—we saw?” she asked at last, in a voice pitched so low that he hardly heard.


  “Yes,” he whispered; and then again there was silence. The agony of the suspense was intolerable. “You will never forgive me,” he muttered.


  He felt her trembling hands grow cold under his touch; and as she still kept silence, he dropped his slow, reluctant glance to meet hers. At the sight of the terrified eyes he put his hands towards her quickly.


  “Letty, Letty,” he cried, “for God’s sake, don’t look like that. Speak to me; say you forgive me. Dearest, darling, forgive me.”


  She rose as if unconscious of her action, and, walking slowly to the fireplace, stood looking at the red flames.


  “Letty,” he called, “don’t spurn me like this. Darling, darling!”


  His attitude, as he waited for her response, there in the centre of the room, was one of singular despair. His mouth was wried with an expression of suffering; he endured all the pangs of a sensitive nature which has been always wont to shelter itself from pain. But still she made no answer. And then she seemed suddenly taken with a great convulsion; her body trembled and shivered; she wheeled half-way round with a cry; her eyes shone with pain.


  “George, George!” she screamed on a horrid note of agony, 69 and swaying for a second to and fro, fell hard across the fender and against the live bars of the grate.


  Farrell sprang across the intervening space and swung her head away from the angry flames. She lay limp and still upon the hearth-rug, a smear of black streaking her white arm from the elbow, the smell of her frizzled gown fusing with the odour of burned hair. Her face was set white, the mouth peaked with a spasm of pain; the eyelids had not fully fallen, and a dreadful glimmer of light flickered from a slit in the unconscious eyes. He stood, struck weak and silent for a moment, and then flung himself upon the floor, and hung over the body.


  “Letty, Letty!” he cried. “Letty, Letty! Oh, my God! have I killed you?” The flesh twitched upon the drawn face, and a moan issued from her lips. Farrell leapt to the bell-rope and pulled fast; and away in some distant depth the peals jangled in alarm. A servant threw open the door and rushed into the room.


  “A doctor, a doctor!” cried Farrell, vehemently. “Get a doctor at once. Your mistress is ill. Do you hear, Jackson. God, man, don’t stare at me. Go, go!”


  As the door closed Farrell’s glance stole back to the floor. His breath came fast as he contemplated the body. It lay there as though flung by the hand of death, and wore a pitiful aspect. It forbade him; it seemed to lower at him; he could not associate it with life, still less with Letty. It owned some separate and horrible existence of itself. The flames mounting in the fire threw out great flashes upon the recumbent figure, and the pale flesh took on a moving colour. Hours seem to pass as he stood beside her, and not until the quivering eyelids denoted a return of life did he gain courage to touch her. With that she became somehow familiar again; she was no more the blank eidolon of a woman. He put his arms beneath her and slowly 70 lifted the reviving body to the sofa. The blood renewed its course in the arteries, and she opened her eyes dully and closed them again.


  The entrance of the doctor dispelled for a while the gloomy thoughts that environed him. The man was a stranger, but was welcomed as an intimate.


  “She has had a shock,” said Farrell. “You will understand. It was my doing,” he added.


  The sharp change from the dreadful reveries of his solitude turned Farrell to a different creature. He was animated with action; he bustled about on errands; he ran for brandy, and his legs bore him everywhere, hardly with his knowledge. And as the examination proceeded he grew strangely cheerful, watching the face of the physician and drawing inferences to his fancy. He laughed lightly at the doubt if she could be lifted to her room.


  “Yes, of course,” said he.


  “The stairs are steep, sir,” said Letty’s maid.


  He smiled, and drew back the cuffs from his strong wrists. Stooping, he picked up his wife lightly, and strode upstairs.


  As the doctor was leaving, Farrell waylaid him in the hall, and took him to the door. The visitor drew on his gloves and spoke of the weather; the sky threatened rain again and the night was growing black. Farrell agreed with him hurriedly, adding a few remarks of no interest, as though to preserve that air of unconcern which the doctor seemed to take for granted; and then, with his hand on the door, abruptly touched his subject.


  “Is there any danger?” he asked.


  The doctor paused and buttoned his glove.


  “She is very sensitive,” said the doctor.


  “It was my doing,” said Farrell after a moment, dropping his eyes to the floor.


  71 “It is a dangerous time,” said the doctor. “Very little may do damage. We can’t be too careful in these affairs.”


  He finished with his gloves, and put out his hand.


  “Have I,” stammered Farrell, “have I done irreparable harm?”


  “She is very delicate,” said the doctor.


  “What will it mean?” asked the husband, lowering his voice.


  The doctor smiled and touched him with his fingers. “If you were to cut your finger, my friend, a doctor would never prophesy. Events are out of all proportions to causes.” He put his own hand upon the latch. “I will call to-morrow early,” he said, “and will send a nurse at once.”


  Farrell took his arm in a hard grip.


  “Is she dying?” he asked hoarsely.


  The doctor moved impatiently. “My dear sir, certainly not,” he answered hastily. He threw open the door and emerged into the night. “I would not distress myself with unnecessary fancies, Mr. Farrell,” said he, as he dropped down the steps.


  Farrell walked down the hall to the foot of the stairs. He laid a hand upon the balustrade uncertainly. The house was engrossed in silence; then from the floor above came a sharp cry, as of a creature in pain, and a door shut softly. Trembling, he rushed into the dining-room, and hid his face in his hands. Yet that weak device was no refuge from his hideous thoughts. His brain was crowded with fears and terrors; in the solitude of that chamber he was haunted by frightful ghosts. The things stood upon the white cloth, like spectres; the lamp burned low, and splashes of flame rose and fell in the ashes. He rose and poured some brandy into a glass. The muscles jumped in his hands, and the liquor spilled over the edges and stained his shirt, but the draught strung up his nerves, and brighter thoughts flowed in his 72 mind. He pulled out a chair before the fire and sat down, meditating more quietly.


  An hour later he was disturbed from his reflections by the passage of feet along the hall. His ears took in the sound with a fret of new anxiety; it portended fresh horrors to him. But in a little he realised from the voices without that the nurse had arrived, and a feeling of relief pervaded him. The footsteps passed upstairs. He sat passive within the arms of his chair and listened. A fresh hope of succour lay in those feet. The doctor and the nurse and the maid were doing what was vital; in their attentions was the promise of rescue. It was as if he himself took no part in the tragedy; he sat as a spectator in the stalls, and viewed the action only with the concern of an interested visitor. He filled another tumbler with spirit.


  The alcohol fired his blood, and raised him superior to the petty worry of his nerves. He drank and stared in the embers and considered. Letty was ill in a manner not uncommon; even though it threatened the sacrifice of one life the malady was not inevitably mortal. He had been bidden to discharge his fears, and brandy had discharged them for him. He turned to fill his glass again; the fumes were in his head, but at that moment the recollection of his last excess flashed suddenly upon him, and, with an inarticulate scream of rage, he dashed the bottle to the floor, and ground the glass under his feet. Rising irresolutely he made his way upstairs, and paused before Letty’s door. At his knock the nurse came out and greeted him—a strange tall woman with hard eyes.


  “My wife,” he asked—“is Mrs. Farrell better?”


  She pushed him gently away. “I think so,” she said; “we shall see. The worst is over, perhaps. You understand. Hush, she is sleeping now at last.” He lingered still, and she made a gesture 73 to dismiss him, her voice softening. “Doctor Green will tell you best to-morrow.”


  Farrell entered his room and took off his coat. His ears, grown delicate to the merest suspicion, seemed to catch a sound upon the stillness, and opening the door he looked out. All was quiet; the great lamp upon the landing swung noiselessly, shedding its dim beams upon the pannelled walls. He shut to the door, and once more was in the wilderness of his own thoughts.


  The doctor came twice that next day. In the morning a white and anxious face met him on the stairs and scanned him eagerly.


  “She is going on, going on” said he deliberately.


  “Then the danger is past?” cried Farrell, his heart beating with new vigour.


  “No doctor can say that,” said the doctor slowly. “She is as well as I expected to find her. It was very difficult.”


  “But will she——” began Farrell, stammering.


  “Well?” exclaimed the doctor sharply.


  “Will she live?”


  The doctor’s eye avoided his. “Those things are never certain,” he said. “You must hope. I know more than you, and I hope.”


  “Yes, yes,” cried Farrell impatiently. “But, my God, doctor,” he burst forth, “will she die?”


  The doctor glanced at him and then away. “It is possible,” he said gravely.


  Farrell leaned back against the handrail and mechanically watched him pass the length of the hall and let himself out. Some one touched his arm, and he looked up.


  “Come, sir, come,” said the nurse. “You musn’t give way. Nothing has happened. She is very weak, but I’ve seen weaker folk pull through.”


  74 He descended the stairs and entered the drawing-room. The room looked vacant; the inanimate furniture seemed to keep silence and stare at him; he felt every object in that place was privy to his horrible story. They regarded him sternly; he seemed to feel the hush in which they had talked together, ere he entered. He could not bear the condemnation of that silence, and sat down at the piano, softly fingering the notes. But the voices of those chords cried to him of Letty. It was her favourite instrument, the purchase of her own means, and every resonance reminded him of her. It was by her hand that melodies had been framed and fashioned from the strings; his was an alien touch. They wept for their mistress underneath his fingers; he struck at random, and melancholy cadences mourned at him. They knew his secret, too. With a horrid, miserable laugh he got up, and putting on his hat, went forth and down to his club.


  The change did not distract his thoughts; the burden lay as heavy upon his mind, but at least the walk was an occupation. He came back with a bundle of letters which his indolent nature had allowed to accumulate with the porter, and, retiring to his smoking-room, made a manful effort to re-engage his attention. With this work and the hour of lunch, the time passed until the doctor’s second visit. He heard the arrival, and, putting down his pen, waited in a growing fever for the sound of feet descending on the stairs. The smoking-room lay back from the hall, but Farrell flung open his door and listened. The day was falling in and the shadows were deepening about him, but still the doctor made no sign. At length he left his chair and called Jackson. The doctor had gone. He must have left without noise, for Jackson had not heard him; it was a maid who had seen him go. The discovery threw Farrell into fresh agitation; his anger mingled with terror. He had wanted a report of the illness; 75 he would have the doctor back at once; he had a thousand questions to put. Rushing up the stairs he rapped at the door of the sick room, softly and feverishly. When the nurse presented herself he burst out impetuously. He must come in; he would see his wife; he was persistently held in ignorance of her condition, and he demanded admittance as a right. The nurse stood aside and beckoned him forward without a word. Her face was set harder than ever; she looked worn and weary.


  Farrell entered softly, and with furtive fears.


  “You may stay if you will be still,” said the nurse. Farrell looked at her inquiringly, beseechingly. “No,” she added, “you will not disturb her. She has been put to sleep. She suffered a good deal. It is a bad case.”


  “Will she live?” whispered Farrell.


  The nurse shook her head. “She will not suffer much more. She will sleep. But the doctor will come in the morning. We have done everything.”


  Farrell shuddered, and drew near the bed. The lamp burned low upon the dressing-table, and the chamber was in a soft twilight. He could not see her face, but her dark hair was scattered over the white pillows. A slow slight breathing filled the room. The window rattled with a passing noise. Farrell sat down upon a chair beyond the bed, and the nurse resumed her place by the fire, warming her hands. Outside, the traffic passed with low and distant rumbling.


  * * * * *


  At the sound the nurse stole stealthily to the door and opened it.


  “It is your dinner,” she whispered, turning to Farrell.


  He shook his head. “I will stay here,” said he in a monotone.


  “You had better go,” she urged. “You will want it. You 76 can do nothing.” He shook his head again, impatiently. She yawned, closed the door, and, with a little sigh of weariness, retraced her steps to the hearth. Farrell rose and followed her.


  “Come,” he said, bending over her, “you are very tired. Go and rest in the next room. There is nothing to be done. I will call you. Let me watch. I wish it.” She looked at him in doubt. “Yes, yes,” he pleaded. “Don’t you see? I must be here, and you want sleep.”


  She glanced round the room, as if to assure herself that there was nothing to require her.


  “Very well,” she assented; “but call me soon.” And she vanished through the doorway like a wraith.


  Farrell took his seat and regarded his wife. The breathing came gently; masses of dark hair swarmed over the head that crouched low upon the pillow; one arm, crossing the face with shadow, lay reaching toward the brow. The room glowed with a luminous gloom rather than with light. The figure rested upon its side, and the soft rise of the hip stood out from the hollows of the coverlet. In the grate the ashes stirred and clinked; the street mumbled without; but within that chamber the stillness hung heavily. Farrell seemed to hear it deepen, and the quiet air spoke louder to him, as though charged with some secret and mysterious mission. He followed the hush with a mind half-vacant and wholly irrelevant. But presently the faintest rustle came with a roar upon his senses, and he sprang to his feet, stricken with sudden terror. The body moved slightly under its wrappings; the arm dropped slowly down the pillow into the darker hollows of the counterpane; the hair fell away; and the face, relapsing, softly edged into the twilight.


  Farrell stood staring, mute and distracted, upon this piteous piece of poor humanity. Its contrast with the woman he had 77 known and loved appalled him. His jaw fell open, his nails scored into his palms, his eyes bulged beneath his brows. The face rested, white and withered, among the frillings of her gown; unaccustomed lines picked out the cheeks; the mouth was drawn pitifully small and pinched with suffering. Even as he looked she seemed to his scared gaze to shrink and shrivel under pain. This was not the repose of sleep, releasing from the burden of sickness; surely he could see her face and body pricked over with starts and pangs under his eyes. It seemed to his morbid thoughts that he could read upon her moving features the horrible story of that slow disintegration; in his very sight the flesh appeared to take on the changing colours of decay. He withdrew aghast from the proximity; he blanched and was wrung with panic. In what place within that breathing human fabric was death starting upon his dreadful round? She respired gently, the heart beat softly, the tissues, yet instinct with life, were re-builded piece by piece. Wherein lay the secret of that fading life?


  The counterpane stirred faintly, and drew his attention. His wandering glance went down the length of that swathed body. The limbs still beat warm with blood, and yet to-morrow they must stretch out in stiff obedience to strange hands. The fancy was horrible—a cry burst from him and rang in the still and changeless chamber. The sound terrified him anew, breaking thus rudely upon the silence. He feared that she would awake, and he trembled at the prospect of her speechless eyes. And yet he had withal a passionate desire to resolve her from this deathly calm, and to see her once more regarding him with love. She hung still upon the verge of that great darkness, and one short call would bring her sharply back. He had but to bend to her ears and whisper loudly, and that hovering spirit would return. He stood, a coward, by the bed.


  78 And now the lips in that shrunken face parted suddenly, the bosom quickened, and the throat rattled with noises. It flashed upon him that this at last was the article of death, and vainly he strove to call for help; his voice stifled in his mouth. She should not so dissolve at least; she should breathe freely; he would give her air—and, springing with an effort to the window, he flung it back. The cool air flowed in, and, turning quickly, he looked down upon the bed.


  The eyes had fallen open, and were set upon him, full and wide. Unnerved already as he was, the change paralysed him, and he stood for a moment stark and motionless. The fire flared up and lit the face with colour; the eyes shone brightly, and he seemed to see into their deepest corners. There was that in them from which he recoiled at length slowly and with horror. They fastened upon him mutely, pleading with him for mercy. They were like the eyes of a creature hunted beyond a prospect of defence. Dumbly they dwelt on him, as though in his presence they had surrendered their last hope. They seemed to wait for him, submissive to their fate, yet luminous with that despair. He tried to speak, but the wheels of his being were without his present rule, and he might only stand and shudder and give back glance for glance. He looked away, but his fascinated gaze returned again to those reproaching eyes. They did not waver; it was as if they dared not lose their sight of a pitiless enemy. They recognised him as their butcher. Even through her sleep this poor weary soul had come to understand his proximity, and had woke up, in fright at his unseemly neighbourhood.


  The lamp sputtered, a tongue of flame shot up the chimney, and the rank smell of smoke stole through the room. Farrell retreated to the table, and dressed the wick with trembling fingers. The act relieved the strain, but when he turned the eyes were watching 79 still. They bereaved him of his powers, and under the spell of their strange and horrible attraction he sweated in cold beads. They burned upon him from the distance, two great hollows of light, like shining stars, holding that awful look of wistful fear. There was no room in his mind for any sensation save the one; he could not think; he had no reckoning of the time his agony endured. But outside, at last, the bell of a clock-tower boomed far away and some hour was struck. And suddenly it seemed to him that the lustre of those great eyes grew dimmer; the look of sad expectation died slowly away. They stared with a kinder light. It was his fancy, perhaps, but at least it seemed that no strange creature now regarded him with unfamiliar terror, but his own dear Letty watched him again with soft affectionate eyes. His limbs grew laxer under him, and, with a little sob of relief, he stole forward, an uncertain smile of greeting growing round his mouth.


  “Letty” [“Letty,”] he whispered, “my darling, are you better?”


  He drew near the bed, and put out his arm eagerly and gently; but in an instant a start rose quickly in her face, the eyes kindled with a horrible look of panic, and with a faint repulsive gesture of the hands she shrank deeper into the wrappings. A little sigh followed; the limbs fell slowly back, and the eyes, with their dreadful terror, stared vacantly into Farrell’s ghastly face.


  The coverlet went on rustling as the bed-clothes settled down.


  ·  ·


  80 Three Pictures


  By Walter Sickert


  I. Hôtel Royal, Dieppe


  II. Bodley Heads. No. I: Mr. Richard Le Gallienne


  III. Portrait of Mr. George Moore


  ·  ·
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  87 Rondeaux d’Amour


  By Dolf Wyllarde


  I


  
    Before the night come, and the day expire,


    The blossoms redden with the sun’s desire—


    Only the passion-flowers are colourless,


    Burnt up and wasted with their own excess,


    And tinted like the ashes of their fire.

  


  
    Look down and see the reddest rose aspire


    To touch your hand—he climbs the trellis-wire,


    Burning to reach your indolent caress,


    Before the night.

  


  
    Ah, Love, be wise! for all too soon we tire,


    When once the longed-for guerdon we acquire.


    The wonder that we think not to possess,


    Once in our keeping, holds us less and less.


    Nay—let us love, nor all too much inquire,


    Before the night.

  


  88 II


  
    During the night I felt you breathing deep


    Against my heart—and yet I did not weep


    With perfect passion!—fearing only this,


    One golden moment of the night to miss—


    The sacred night that was not made for sleep!

  


  
    The stairs of life stretch upward, dim and steep,


    Midway between a grief and joy I creep—


    But let us just for once have tasted bliss,


    During the night.

  


  
    Strained to my breast I felt your pulses leap,


    And this is the remembrance I shall keep


    When all the serpents of oblivion hiss—


    Of two who only clung too close to kiss.


    We sowed in love—in passion do we reap,


    During the night.

  


  III


  
    After the night Love wearied of his powers,


    He fell asleep among the passion-flowers.


    I felt the darkness solemnly withdrawn.


    A dewy whiteness glimmered on the lawn,


    Day weeping for this dear dead night of ours.

  


  
    89 Vague, greyish lights, that first had threatened showers,


    Deepened to golden, till the rosy hours


    Trembled with tender passion to the dawn,


    After the night.

  


  
    Wan in the daylight looked our crystal towers,


    Rising above the blossom-tinted bowers.


    The world looked strangely on us in the morn.


    Love shuddered in his sleep as one forsworn—


    Poor Love! who trembles at himself, and cowers,


    After the night.

  


  ·  ·


  90 Wladislaw’s Advent


  By Ménie Muriel Dowie


  I


  When I first saw Wladislaw he was sitting on a high tabouret near a hot iron sheet that partially surrounded the tall coke stove; the arches of his feet were curved over the top bar, toes and heels both bent down, suggestive of a bird clasping its perch. This position brought the shiny knees of his old blue serge trousers close up to his chest—for he was bending far forward towards his easel—and the charcoal dust on the knee over which he occasionally sharpened his fusain was making a dull smear upon the grey flannel shirt which his half-opened waistcoat exposed.


  He wore no coat: it was hanging on the edge of the iron screen, and his right shirt-sleeve, rolled up for freedom in his work, left a strong, rather smooth arm bare.


  He always chose a corner near the stove; the coke fumes never gave him a headache, it seemed. It was supposed that he felt the cold of Paris severely; but this can hardly have been the case, considering the toughening winters of his youth away in Poland there. My observation led me to believe that the proximity was courted on account of the facilities it afforded for lighting his 91 cigarette. When he rolled a new one and had returned the flat, shabby, red leather case to a pocket, he would get up, open the stove door and pick up a piece of coke—one whose lower half was scarlet and its upper still black—between his finger and thumb, and, holding it calmly to the cigarette, suck in a light with a single inhalation, tossing the coke to its place and re-seating himself upon his tabouret, completely unaware of the amused pairs of eyes that watched quizzically to see his brow pucker if he burnt himself.


  Wladislaw was his first name; naturally he had another by which he was generally known, but it is useless to record a second set of Polish syllables for the reader to struggle with, so I leave it alone. His first name is pronounced Vladislav as nearly as one may write it; and this is to be remembered, for I prefer to retain the correct spelling. He had been working quite a fortnight in the studio before the day when I strolled in and noticed him, and I do not think that up till then any one had the excitement of his acquaintance.


  One or two sketch-books contained hasty and furtive pencil splashes which essayed the picturesqueness of his features; but he was notably shy, and if he observed any one to be regarding him with the unmistakable measuring eye of the sketcher, he would frown and dip behind the canvas on his easel with the silly sensitiveness of a dabchick. At the dingy crèmerie where he ate herrings marinés—chiefly with a knife—the curious glances of other déjeuneurs annoyed him extremely; which was absurd, of course, for as a rule no artist objects to being made the victim of a brother’s brush. He would colour—I was going to write, like a girl, but why not like the boy that he was?—when the lively Louise, who changed the plates, or swept the knife and fork of such as did not know the habits of the place back on the crumby 92 marble table with a “V’lá M’sieu,” sent a smile accurately darted into his long eyes. He didn’t know how to respond to Louise, or any other glances of the same sort in those days; but if I am encouraged to tell further of him, I can give the history of his initiation, for I am bold to say none knows it better—unless it be Louise herself.


  What puzzled me about his face, which was a beautiful one, of the pure and refined Hebrew type so rarely met with—the type that was a little commoner, let us hope, in the days when God singled out His People—what puzzled me about it was that it should seem so familiar to me, for, as I say, the type is seldom found. When I came upon Wladislaw, hurrying down the street to the studio with the swiftness of a polecat—no sort of joke intended—it would flash upon me that surely I knew the face, yet not as one feels when one has met some one in a train or sat near him in a tramcar.


  The mystery of this was explained before ever I had analysed to myself exactly how the face affected me and where I could have seen it before. It was at the eleven o’clock rest one morning, when the strife of tongues was let loose and I was moving among the easels and stools, talking to the various students that I knew. One of them, her book open, her eyes gleaming and her pencil avid of sketches, was lending a vague ear to the model, who had once been in England, and was describing his experiences with a Royal Academician. They were standing near the stove, the model, careless of the rapid alteration which the grateful heat was effecting in his skin tones, steadily veering from the transparent purple which had gratified an ardent impressionist all the morning, to a dull, hot scarlet upon the fronts of his thighs. While she was talking to the model, my friend was sketching Wladislaw, who ranged remotely at the cold end of the room. The impressionist 93 joined the group to remonstrate in ineffectual French with the model, and glanced into the sketch-book in passing.


  “Just the church-window type, isn’t he?” said this flippant person, alluding to the Pole; “and I have seen him behind the altar too, painted on the wall with a symmetrical arrangement of stars in the background, and his feet on a blue air-balloon.”


  The sketcher nodded, and swept in a curved line for the coat collar just as a controlling voice announced that the rest was up.


  And I wondered how I had been so dull as never to think of it; for it was perfectly true, and oh, so obvious now that I knew it! Wladislaw’s beautiful head, with the young light-brown beard, the pure forehead, and the long sorrowful eyes, was an ideal presentment of the Nazarene; without the alteration of either feature or expression, he stood up a gloriously simple realisation of the Christ as all pictures have tried to show Him.


  I was so amazed by this illumination, that I sat down beside the disconsolate impressionist, who “couldn’t do a thing till that idiot cooled down,” and was “losing half the morning—the Professor’s morning, too,” and talked it over.


  “H’m yes—he is. Hadn’t you noticed it? I said it the very day he came in. I wonder if he sees it himself? Do you know, I think I could get rather a good thing of him from here? Yes, you wait; I’ve nothing to do till that beastly hectic colour fades off the model. I’m not going to bother about the background; I’ve painted that old green curtain till I’m tired. Get a tabouret and sit down while I design a really good window.”


  She sketched away rapidly, and I watched her as she worked.


  “Funny,” she remarked, as she blocked in the figure with admirable freedom; “I’ve never seen the Christ treated in profile, have you? It’s rather new—you watch.”


  It is my regret that I did not disregard every rule and every 94 courtesy and snatch that sketch from her, half-finished though it was; but of a sudden the door opened and the Professor came in. The impressionist, with a sour look at the model’s thighs and a despairing consciousness that she would have to hear that her colour was too cold, shut her book with a snap and resumed her brushes.


  I had to manœuvre cautiously a retreat to the stairway—for idlers were publicly discouraged during the Professor’s visits—and people who would leave off work at any minute when I dropped in to hear the news on ordinary mornings, looked up and frowned studiously over the creaking of my retreating boots.


  It may have been about a week later that my acquaintance with Wladislaw commenced, and again the detailing of that circumstance is to serve another purpose one of these days; at any rate, we came across one another in a manner which is to a friendship what a glass frame is to a cucumber, and soon studio friends came to me for news of him, and my protection of him was an openly admitted fact. At first I had been somewhat burdened by a consciousness of his curious beauty; one is not often in the way of talking to a beautiful man of any kind, but I can imagine that classical beauty or historic beauty might be more easily supported. No particular deep would be touched by a meeting with Apollo or Antinous; neither awe, nor reverence, however discredited and worn-out its tradition, has ever attached to them. The counterpart of Montrose or the bonnie Earl o’ Murray, much as one would like to meet either, would arouse only picturesque sentimental reflection; but to walk through the Jardin du Luxembourg on a sunny day eating gaufres, with—and I say it without the faintest intention of irreverence—with a figure of the Saviour of mankind beside you, is—is arresting. When the eye reposes unintentionally upon it in the silent 95 moments of conversation, it gives pause. Distinctly, it gives pause. I have never held it an excuse for anything in art or literature that one should turn upon a public about to scoff, to be offended, to be frightened, and announce that “it is true”: that the incident in either a picture or a story should be “true” is not a sufficient excuse for the painting or the telling of it. But when I insist courteously to readers of certain religious convictions that I am not “making up” either my scenes, my characters, or what, for want of a better name, shall be called my story, I am only desirous that they shall absolve me from any desire to be irreverent and to shock their feelings. They might remember that what is reverent to them may not be so to me; but I do not hope to secure so great a concession by any means. What I would finally point out is that the irreverence goes back further than the mere writing down of the story; they must accuse a greater than I if they object to the facts of the case—they must state their quarrel to the controlling power which designed poor Wladislaw’s physiognomy: to use some of the phrases beloved of the very class I am entreating, I would suggest that the boy did not “make himself”; he was “sent into the world” like that.


  I daresay—considering what I am going to relate—I daresay he wished he had not been; he was so very shy a fellow, and it led to his being a great deal observed and commented upon. What encouraged me to feel at home with him in spite of his appearance was the real youngness of his nature. He was extraordinarily simple and—well, fluffy. For he really suggested a newly-hatched chicken to me; bits of the eggshell were still clinging to his yellow down, if I may hint at the metaphor.


  His cleverness was tremendously in advance of his training and his executive powers. Some day, one could see, he was going to paint marvellously, if he would wait and survive his failures and 96 forbear to cut his throat by the way. His mind was utterly and entirely on his work; I never heard him speak of much else; work and the difficulty of producing oneself, no matter with the help of what medium, was our everyday topic. And when desperate fits overtook us we bewailed the necessity of producing ourselves at all. Why was it in us? We didn’t think anything good that we did; we didn’t suppose we were ever going to compass anything decent, and work was a trouble, a fever of disappointment and stress, which we did not enjoy in the least. The pleasure of work, we assured one another again and again, was a pleasure we had never felt. By nature, inclination and habit we were incorrigibly idle; yet inside us was this spirit, this silly, useless, hammering beast that impelled us to the handling of pen and pencil, and made us sick and irritable and unhappy, and prevented us taking any pleasure in our dinner.


  That was how we used to talk together when we were striding through the woods round Versailles or idling among storied tombs in the cemetery at Montmorency; and, dear me! what a lot of enjoyment we got out of it, and how good the sandwiches were when we rested for our luncheon! Sometimes Wladislaw talked of his mother, whom I apprehended to be a teak-grained Calvinistic lady with a certain resemblance to the hen who had reared a duckling by mistake. I wish now that I had heard more stories of that rigorous household of his youth, where the fires in winter were let out at four in the afternoon because his mother had the idea that one did not feel the cold so much in bed if inured to it by a sustained chill of some eight hours’ duration. She was probably quite right: one only wonders why she did not pursue the principle further and light no fires in the day, because proportionately, of course—— But no matter. And, indeed, there are no proportions in the case. Once reach the superlative 97 frozen, and there is nothing left to feel. His third subject was the frivolity of Paris, of which we knew everything by hearsay and nothing by experience, so were able to discuss with a “wet sheet and a flowing sea,” so to speak. He hated Paris, and he hated frivolity, even as he hated French. Our conversations, I ought to say, were carried on in German, which we spoke with almost a common measure of inaccuracy; and I think that he probably knew as little of the French language as he knew of the frivolity of Paris.


  I tried to encourage him to take long walks and long tours on tramways—it should never be forgotten that you can go all over Paris for threepence—and when his work at the studio was sufficiently discouraging he would do so, sometimes coming with me, sometimes going alone. We explored Montmartre together, both by day and gas light; we fared forth to the Abattoirs, to the Place de la Roquette, to the Boulevard Beaumarchais and the Boulevard Port Royal, the Temple and “les Halles.”


  But Wladislaw was alone the day he set out to inspect the Bois de Boulogne, the Parc Monceau, the Madeleine, and the grands Boulevards.


  I remember seeing him start. If he had been coming with me he would have had on a tie and collar (borrowed from another student) and his other coat; he would, in fact, have done his best to look ordinary, to rob himself, in his youthful pride and ignorant vanity, of his picturesque appearance. I am sorry to say it, since he was an artist; but it is true—he would.


  As it was, he sallied out in the grey woollen shirt, with its low collar, the half-buttoned waistcoat, the old, blue, sloppily-hanging coat, with one sleeve obstinately burst at the back, and the close astrakhan cap on one side of his smooth straight hazel hair. When I ran across him next day in the neighbourhood of 98 the oleander tubs that surrounded with much decorative ability the doors of the Café Amadou, he agreed to come to my rooms and have a cup of coffee, in order to narrate the exciting and mysterious incident of the day before.


  Sitting on each side of my stove, which was red-hot and threatening to crack at any minute, Wladislaw, with cautions to me “not to judge too soon: I should see if it had not been strange, this that had happened to him,” told me this ridiculous story.


  He had started up the Bois; he had found the Parc Monceau; he had come down a big street to the Madeleine; he had looked in; it had reminded him of a concert-hall, and was not at all impressive (gar nicht imponirend); he had walked along the left-hand side of the Boulevard des Capucines. It was as poor a street as he could have imagined in a big town, the shops wretched; he supposed in London our shops were better? I assured him that in London the shops were much better; that it was a standing mystery to me, as to all the other English women I knew, where the pretty things for which Paris is celebrated were to be bought. And I implored him to tell me his adventure.


  Ah! Well—now the point was reached; now I was to hear! One minute!—Well, he had come opposite the Café de la Paix, and he had paused an instant to contemplate the unrelieved commonplace ugliness of the average Frenchman as there to be observed—and then he had pursued his way.


  It was getting dusk in the winter afternoon, and when he came through the Place de l’Opéra all the lights were lit, and he was delighted, as who must not be, by the effect of that particular bit of Paris? He was just crossing the Place to go down the left-hand side of the Avenue, when it occurred to him that he was being followed.


  99 It here struck me that the beginning of Wladislaw’s first adventure in Paris was highly unoriginal; but I waited with a tempered interest to hear how he had dealt with it. Here are his own words, but losing much of their quaintness by being rendered in an English which even I cannot make quite ungrammatical.


  “I went on very quickly a little way, then I walked slowly, slowly—very slow, and turned suddenly sharp round. Yes, I was being followed: there he was, a man in a black frock coat, and——”


  “A man?” I blurted out, having been somehow unprepared for this development.


  “What else?” said Wladislaw. “Did you think it was going to be a cat?”


  Well, more or less, I had fancied …. but I wouldn’t interrupt him.


  “Black coat and grey trousers, black bow tie and one of those hats, you know?” With his cigarette hand he made a rapid pantomime about his head that outlined sufficiently the flat-brimmed top hat of the artistic Frenchman, so often distinguished, but more usually a little ridiculous.


  “I went on at an ordinary pace till I came to the Rue de Rivoli, then at that Café where the omnibus for St. Sulpice stops I waited”—Wladislaw’s eyes were gleaming with an unwonted mischief, and he had quite lost his Judaic majesty—“to get a good look. There he was. A man not yet forty; dark, interesting, powerful face; a red ribbon in his button-hole.”


  “A red ribbon?” But then I remembered that every second Frenchman has a red ribbon.


  “I thought, ‘Shall I take him a nice walk this cold evening? Shall I go down and cross the river to Notre Dame, then home up the Boulevard St. Michel?’ But no, it was late. I had had 100 nothing to eat; I wanted to get to the Bouillon Robert before dinner would be over. I ran into the Bureau and got a number; then I watched, and the first omnibus that had room I climbed up on the impériale and watched him try for a seat inside! Ah, I knew he was after me. I felt as if I had stolen something! Then the omnibus started. He had not got a seat. When it is already six you cannot get a seat inside, you know?”


  I knew. “He came up with you?” I said.


  “On the impériale also there was no room. I lost sight of him, but on the Pont du Carrousel I saw a fiacre!”


  In spite of my earlier feeling I was a little interested, more so when Wladislaw told of his walking into a certain restaurant near the Gare Montparnasse—a restaurant where you dine with hors d’œuvres and dessert at a scoured wood table for 80 centimes, sitting down beside several ouvriers—and seeing the stranger saunter in and take a seat at a corner table.


  I feel quite incapable of rendering in English the cat-and-mouse description of the dinner which Wladislaw gave me; so I come to the time when he paid his addition, and turning up his coat collar, made his way out and up the Boulevard Montparnasse in the ill-lighted winter night, the stranger appearing inevitably in his wake at each gas-lamp, till the side street was reached in which Wladislaw lived on the fourth floor of a certain number thirteen. At his door Wladislaw, of course, paused, and looked the street up and down without seeing his pursuer.


  “But no doubt,” said my sly Pole, “he was hiding inside a courtyard door. And now, what do you make of that?”


  I had to own that I made nothing of it; and we sat and speculated foolishly for fully half an hour, till we tired of the effort and returned to our equally vapid haverings about “work” and our common difficulties.


  101 Four days later—I had meantime confided the story to no one—four days later Wladislaw approached me mysteriously from behind as I was returning one morning from a visit to the Rue de la Gaieté, with a bunch of onions, half a loaf of black bread, and two turkey-thighs in a string bag.


  I knew from the set of his cap that something unusual had happened; and besides, it was the hour at which he should have been scraping at his fusain in the men’s studio. He put a letter in my hand.


  “You will say nothing to anybody? I want you to translate it. I can’t understand it all. But you will tell no one?”


  I responded with an eager denial and the question as to who there could be for me to tell.


  He seemed to overlook the half-hundred of students we both knew, as readily as I did; and we opened the letter.


  This was it:


  
    “Monsieur,—My name may perhaps be a sufficient assurance to you that my unusual conduct of the other evening in discovering for myself your residence and profession had no unworthy motive. The explanation is simple. I am painting a large canvas, to be called ‘The Temptation.’ I cannot proceed for want of a model for my Christ. When my eyes fell upon you, I realised instantly that yours was the only face in the world that could satisfy my aspiration. It was impossible for me not to follow you, at the risk of any and every misunderstanding. I beg you to receive my complete apologies. Will you sit to me? I appeal to you as a brother of the brush—permit me to leave behind me the most perfect Christ-face that has ever been conceived. Times and terms shall be as you will.


    “Accept, Monsieur and colleague, the assurance of my most distinguished sentiments.


    “Dufour.”

  


  102 I looked at it, laughing and gasping. I repeated some of the sounding phrases. So this artist—well I knew his name at the Mirlitons—this genius of the small red fleck had pursued Wladislaw for miles on foot and in fiacre, had submitted himself and his digestion to an 80-centime dinner of blatant horse-flesh, had tracked the student to his lodgings, got his style and title from Madame in the rez-de-chaussée, and finally written him this letter to ask—to implore, rather, that Wladislaw should be the model for his contemplated picture of the Redeemer! It was really interesting enough; but what struck me as curious was that Dufour of the tulle skirt and tarlatan celebrity—the portraitist of the filles de joie—should conceive it possible to add to his reputation by painting the Man of Sorrows.


  II


  It will have been gathered that Wladislaw was poor; just how poor, I think no one among us ever knew. He would sit all the evening long without a fire, and his habit of keeping a large piece of bread in a coat pocket and breaking bits off to nibble during the morning or afternoon’s work very naturally gave rise to a legend that he lived upon bread alone.


  I, for one, would sooner believe that to have been the case than have credited for a moment the story of the student who claimed to have noticed a heap of fish heads and tails in a corner of his room, the disagreeable residue of a small barrel of raw dried herring which he had kept by him.


  I suppose that he paid his classes and boarding charges out of money sent at intervals from home, like any other student; but the final outward evidence of any shortness in cash was the colour 103 of the packet in which he bought his tobacco. A careful observer might have accurately dated the arrival of his funds by noting the orange paper which inclosed his “Levant Supérieur.” Then, as it behoved him to be careful, the canary yellow of the cheaper “Levant”; and finally the sign manual of approaching destitution in the common brown wrapper of his “Caporal.” I am inclined to say that I noticed his leisurely but inevitable descent of these pecuniary steps every month.


  Further, if moderately affluent, he would indulge in five sous’ worth of roasted chestnuts whenever we went out together, and only on one occasion did it occur to me to provide him with a tram fare. Despite this poverty, I am very sure that when he arranged ultimately, at my instance, to sit to Monsieur Dufour for his picture of “Christ led up into the Wilderness to be tempted of the Devil,” Wladislaw was very far from thinking of the remuneration.


  The fact was, he had differed rather pointedly with a big Russian at the evening class, a man preternaturally irritable because eternally afflicted by the toothache; there had been words, the Russian had announced his intention of throwing the Pole from the top of the stairs, and being a taller, more muscular fellow, had picked him up and carried him to the door, when Wladislaw wriggled dexterously from his grasp, and jerked him down no fewer than eleven steps upon his spine. He described to me afterwards with less truth than artistic sympathy the neat bobbing sound as each individual vertebra knocked upon the wooden stairs.


  This incident, and the fact that the Russian had taken an oath in public to pay his defeat a round dozen of times, served to cool Wladislaw’s interest in the evening class. He told me also that the light tried his eyes; and he would come up in the morning 104 with a fine vermilion point in their corners, the result, as I insisted, of his dipping locks of hair.


  With a choice of reasons for his coming, I was yet surprised when he came, late one evening, and having whistled the opening bars of Chopin’s “Dirge of Poland” below my seventh-floor window, decoyed me to the roadway, and described his first visit to the studio of Dufour in the Rue de Vaugirard.


  Out of mere curiosity we had wandered to the number, one afternoon after the reception of the letter; and I well remembered the living stench of the impasse, the dead trails of an enterprising Virginia creeper, the broken mass of plaster casts which sufficiently located a young sculptor near at hand, and the cracked Moorish lamp which lay upon its side in the half-choked drain. All we had seen of the studio’s furnishings was the silk-threaded back of a magnificent curtain which blocked an upper square of lights; but I knew that inside all must be on a much greater scale of artistic beauty than the queer, draughty barns of art-student friends, where I often juggled with a cup of tea—tea produced from a corner shrouded modestly in the green canvas covering of a French waggon and the dusty, bellying folds of a brown fishing-net. I was now to hear from Wladislaw what the interior was really like; how the great Dufour appeared when seen from the front instead of the rear, so to say, and upon what terms the negotiations were begun.


  A certain indecisiveness in Wladislaw’s painting was reflected in his conversation: he never could describe anything. Perhaps this is to do him an injustice; I would rather say that he had no idea of giving a detailed description. By whiles you might get a flash equivalent to one of his illuminative brush-strokes, which was very certain to be an unsurpassable appreciation of the fact or the circumstances; but bid him begin at the beginning and go 105 coolly to the end, and you had him useless, flurried, monosyllabic and distraught.


  I had early learned this; so I stood pretty patiently, although in thin slippers, on our half-made road, a red clay slough by reason of much carting, and listened to half-intelligible fragments of bad German, from which I gleaned quite a good deal that I wanted to know. First of all, it seemed the studio had another door; one we had never seen: you made your way round the back of the sculptor’s white powdery habitation, and discovered yourself opposite a little annexe where the artist kept his untidier properties, and the glass and china which served for any little refreshment he might be disposed to take in working hours. The door here had been opened by an untidy, half-dressed Frenchwoman, with her boots unbuttoned and a good deal of cigarette ash upon her high-braced bust; she appeared unaware of Wladislaw’s arrival, for she came to the door to empty something, and he nearly received the contents of a small enamelled tin thing in his face.


  A moment later, much shaken by the off-hand insolence of her remarks, he penetrated to the presence of Dufour himself, and was agreeably soothed by the painter’s reception of him. Of Dufour’s manner and remarks, or the appearance of his workshop, I could get no idea. He had a canvas, twelve feet by nine, upon an easel, and it seems he made a rapid croquis of his picture upon a smaller upright, and had a few masterly skirmishes with the fusain for the position of his Christ’s head, begging the model to walk naturally up and down the studio, so as to expose unconsciously various attitudes of face.


  During these saunterings Wladislaw should have come by some idea of his surroundings; but he was continually harassed and distracted by the movements of the woman in the unbuttoned boots, and seemed to have observed very little.


  106 Upon a high point of an easel was hung a crown of thorns, and beside this leaned a reed; but Dufour explained that he had abandoned that more conventional incident in favour of the Temptation in the Wilderness, and explained at some length the treatment that he contemplated of the said Temptation. Nothing, of course, was to be as it had ever been before; the searching light of modern thought, of modern realism, was to be let in upon this old illustration, from which time had worn the sharpness long ago.


  “They must feel it; it must come right down to them—to their lives; they must find it in their path as they walk—irrefutable, terrible—and the experience of any one of them!” Dufour had said. “And for that, contrast! You have here the simplicity of the figure; the man, white, assured, tense, unassailable. Then, here and there, around and above, the thousand soft presentments of temptation. And these, though imaginatively treated, are to be real—real. He was a man; they say He had a man’s temptations; but where do we really hear of them? You will see them in my picture; all that has ever come to you or me is to be there. Etherealised, lofty, deified, but … our temptations.”


  “And you see what a subject? The advantages, the opportunities? The melting of the two methods? The plein air for the figure, and all that Art has ever known or imagined outside this world—everything a painter’s brain has ever seen in dreams—for the surroundings. Is it to be great? Is it to be final? Ah, you shall see! And yours is the face of all the world for it. You are a re-incarnation. One moment so. I must have the head trois quarts with the chin raised.”


  Dufour talked himself to perspiration, so Wladislaw said, and even I at third hand was warmed and elated.


  107 Surely it was a striking achievement. I don’t think it occurred to me then to reflect how large a practice Dufour had had with the “temptations” realistically treated; certainly he had a name for the painting of them which no one could outdo; and if his new departure from the direction of gas and limelight to plein air went well, there was everything to hope.


  “And when are you to go again?” I asked, as I scraped the clay from my slippers on the wide door mat in our draughty entresol.


  “Not for three days; he goes out of town, to Nancy. On Sunday night I go again, and am to pose in costume. He is to have me after, every night for a week, while he draws only, to choose his exact position; after that, I have to give up some daylight; but it won’t matter, for I can join the evening class again for black and white. I have often thought of it, and meant to.”


  “And you don’t think it is going to tire you horribly—standing and not saying anything?”


  “Tire? Nothing could tire me. I could pose on one leg for him like a stork, for hours at a time, and never complain.”


  “I don’t think it likely that a position of that kind——” I began; but he struck in:


  “But not if that woman is about. She makes me nervous. You should see her hands: they are all white and swollen. When I ran a thorn in my thumb and it swelled, it went like that—all dead and cooked-looking.”


  “Don’t!” I shouted. “Of course she won’t be there. It isn’t likely he would have a servant about when he worked.”


  “She isn’t a servant; she called him ‘Toni,’ and she took hold——”


  “She was a model,” I said; and Wladislaw, who was so headlong 108 because so very young, heard the note of finality in my voice, and looking puzzled but complaisant, reserved further comment on the woman in the unbuttoned boots.


  * * * * *


  All that follows this, I am unable to tell in Wladislaw’s own words; the facts were not given me at one, nor yet at two recitals—they were piled heterogeneously in my mind, just as he told them at odd moments in the months that followed; and that they have arranged themselves with some sort of order is to be accounted for first of all by their dramatic nature, and secondly by the inherent habit of my memory, which often straightens and adjusts, although unbidden, all that is thrown into it, so that I may take things out neatly as I would have them: thus one may pick articles, ordered in one’s absence, from the top left-hand drawer in a dressing table.


  At half-past eight upon the Sunday it was a very black night indeed in the Rue de Vaugirard. Wladislaw had well-nigh fallen prone over the broken Moorish lamp, now frozen firmly in the gutter which was the centre of the impasse; he had made his way round by the sculptor’s studio, found the door unlocked, and being of a simple, unquestioning temperament, had strolled into the untidy, remote little annexe which communicated by a boarded passage with the handsome atelier.


  A small tin lamp of the kind a concierge usually carries, glass-less, flaming at a cotton wick with alcoöl à brûler, was withstanding an intermittent buffeting by a wind which knew the best hole in the window to come in at. Wladislaw nearly lost half of his long light-brown moustache by lighting his cigarette at it in a draught.


  It was cold, and he had to undress to his skin; the comfort of 109 a cigarette was not to be denied. Also he was late for his appointment, and this annoyed him. He picked up the lamp when he had taken coat and cap off, and searched for the costume he was to wear.


  A row of pegs upon the wall offered encouragement. With a certain awkwardness, which was the result of his shyness of touching unfamiliar garments, he knocked down two hats—women’s hats: one a great scooped thing with red roses below the rim; the other like a dish, with green locusts, horribly lifelike (and no wonder, since they were the real insects), crawling over it. He hastily replaced these, and took up a white thing on another nail, which might have been the scant robe he was to wear.


  It was a fine and soft to his hand; it exhaled an ineffable perfume of a sort of sweetness which belonged to no three-franc bottle, and had loose lace upon it and ribbons. He dropped this upon the ground, thinking shudderingly of the woman in the unbuttoned boots. At last he came upon the garment he was to wear; it seemed to him that he knew it at once when he touched it; it was of a thick, coarse, resistant woollen fabric, perhaps mohair, with a dull shine in the rather unwilling folds; there was very little stuff in it—just a narrow, poor garment, and of course white; wool-white. Wladislaw wondered vaguely where Dufour could have come by this wonderfully archaic material, ascetic even to the touch. Then he sat down upon a small disused stove and took off his boots and socks. Still hanging upon the nail was a rope cord, frayed rather, and of hemp, hand-twisted. That was the whole costume: the robe and the cord.


  He was out of his shirt and ready to put on the Hebrew dress, when he was arrested again by some half-thought in his mind, and stood looking at it as it lay thrown across a heap of dusty toiles. It seemed so supremely real a thing—just what The Man 110 must have worn; he could imagine the old story more nearly than ever he had done before.


  He could see Him, His robes of red or purple laid aside, clothed only in the white under-garment; the beautiful purity, the unimpeachable holiness of Him only the greater to see; young, perfect, without sin or soil; the veritable “Jesus led up of the Spirit into the wilderness to be tempted of the Devil.”


  And he himself, Wladislaw, was the true image of that grand figure as He has come down through all the histories to the eyes of an indifferent world.


  When he lifted his hand to his head, bewildered and held by it, the old blue trousers fell to the ground, and he stood there naked in the cold, taking his mind back along the familiar lines of the wonderful story, entering into the feelings of that Jew-Man who was persecuted; who, whether man or God, lived the noblest life, left the finest example—who walks to-day, as He did then, beside the few who may be called His disciples.


  A blast that caught the little lamp full in its foul, yellow flame-tongue, left Wladislaw in the dark. He felt about for matches; perhaps no act could have so certainly restored him to this world, from which his thoughts had wandered. He found none anywhere. His straying hand came upon the garment; he caught it up and slipped it over his head, half horrified to feel that it came below his collar-bone in the neck, and left his arms with only half-a-dozen inches of sleeve.


  Matches were lurking in his trousers pocket, and he had the sulphury splutter going in a moment and the lamp re-lit.


  Turning to place it in a quieter corner, he faced a dusty square of looking-glass, unframed, such as painters usually have, its edges sunk into the dusty wall; he had quite a surprise to see himself.


  More than half fascinated, he made a swift arrangement of his 111 hair, smoothed the soft flow of his moustache and beard, knotted the rope cord round his waist, and stood there only a second or two longer. Then, nerved by the startling simplicity, the convincing faithfulness of his whole appearanee, [appearance,] he opened the door and went down the passage to the studio, frowning and stepping gingerly on the cold boards.


  * * * * *


  The curious murmur of sounds that struck his ear; voices, the music of glasses and silver, the slap, as it might have been a hand upon a cheek, and the vagrant notes of some untuned musical instrument—these all he barely noticed, or supposed they came from the sculptor’s adjacent studio.


  He opened the door and brushed aside the dark portière that screened out draughts; he stepped into the studio, into a hot, overcharged air, thick with the flat smell of poured wines and fruit rind, coloured with smoke, poisoned with scent, ringing harshly to voices—an air that of itself, and if he had seen nothing, would have nauseated him.


  He saw dimly, confusedly; orange and yellow blobs of light seemed to be swinging behind grey-blue mists that rolled and eddied round the heads of people so wild, he did not know if he looked at a dream-picture, a picture in a bad dream. If he made another step or two and stood, his arms straight at his sides, his head up, his long eyes glaring beneath drawn perplexed brows, he did not know it. There was a sudden pause, as though by a chemical process the air had been purged of sounds. Then a confused yell burst from among the smoke clouds, mixed with the harsh scrape of chairs shot back upon the floor; that, too, ceased, and out of the frozen horror of those halted people, some incoherent, hysteric whimpering broke out, and a few faint interrupted exclamations.


  At a table heaped with the débris of a careless feast he saw 112 Dufour, his coat off, his waistcoat and shirt unbuttoned, his head rolled weakly back upon the gilded wood-scroll of his Louis Quinze chair: his face flushed and swollen, strangely broadened, coarsened and undone, with sick, loose expressions rolling over it as shallow water rolls above a stone; he had in his hands an old lute, a studio property, from which he had been picking poor detached, discordant notes.


  There were other men, with wild arrested merriment in their faces, the merriment of licence. Mixed among them, tangling like the serpents and reptiles in an allegorical picture, were women of whom the drapery or the bareness seemed indifferently lewd.


  One had fainted with a glass at her lips, and the splash of spilled liquor was on her neck and dripping from her chin. No one heeded her.


  Another had dashed her head upon the table, her hands were clutched in her hair, shaking with a palsy of terror; and from her arose the sobs which were no more than the dull moaning of a beast in labour.


  One other, in a dress all Paris would have recognised as being the orange ballet-muslins in which Dufour had painted his celebrated “Coquelicot,” was lying with long white arms spread on the back of a chair; above her low black satin bodice the waves of her dead-white breast were heaving convulsively; her red hair blazed from under the live fantastic orange-poppy horns that spread out from her head; her clever, common little face was twitching to recover a vinous courage, the black eyes were blinking, the crooked lines of her mouth—more fascinating than any fancied bow-curve—were moving in irresponsible striving to open on one side, as they had a habit of doing, and let out some daring phrase.


  All that they saw, these miserable revellers, was the white 113 figure of the Christ standing in the chastened light at the far end of the studio. There had been a slight rattling sound—a curtain had been drawn, and then the beautiful form had stepped out and stood before them—the very type of manhood Christ had chosen, if pictures may be trusted, when He came to this earth: the pure forehead, the patient sorrowful eyes, reproach in the expression of the eyebrows and the mouth, the young beard and brown soft hair—in a word, the Nazarene.


  When Dufour raised a wavering arm, and with a smile of drunken intelligence exclaimed, “Ah, c’est mon Jésus-Christ! Bonsoir, monsieur!” a renewed shiver of apprehension went round among the madly frightened people. Then he rose, throwing off a cowering woman, staggering a little, holding to his chair, and turned to address to his guests a mock speech of introduction:


  “Mesdames et Messieurs, je vous présente mon modèle, l’excellent Ladislas!”


  When he had declaimed thus, rising superior to a thickened stammer, “La Coquelicotte,” as the orange lady had at once been named, bounded from her chair with a scream. It was the signal for a lightning change of emotion: the hysterics rose to an abandoned shout of uncontrollable laughter; the moaning woman raised her head; the men banged the table and exclaimed according to their mood. One caught a handful of green stuff from a vase that had already been knocked over, and dashed them to the ground in front of the rock-still white figure. The dark-haired woman—Wladislaw had not recognised her, and she wore shoes this time—laid her swollen hand upon Dufour’s shoulder and cried harshly, “Va, Toni! Monsieur a besoin d’un âne!”


  More screams greeted this pleasantry, and “La Coquelicotte” 114 flew towards the figure with a pas de cancan; one arm tightened round his neck like a lasso.


  Then his frozen quiet left him; there was a sort of fight between them.


  An oath in his own tongue burst from him, but she twisted her fingers below his arms and dragged him towards the table, meeting every effort at resistance with a kiss. His head swam as he saw her face come close to him, its crooked mouth open, and the blank in her line of even teeth which was supposed to be a charm; her coarse hair seemed to singe his neck as it brushed upon him, and in a moment he was pushed into a chair at the table and received a handful of red rose-petals in his face from a woman opposite.


  Dufour was murmuring some apologies about forgetting the appointment. He had been away; had come back in time for this supper, long arranged—a farewell to his old manner and his old loves; but Wladislaw barely listened. When “La Coquelicotte” sat upon his knee, he threatened to strike her, and then bethought him with shame that she was a woman.


  He took a glass that was pushed to him, and drank to steady himself. It was Chartreuse they had given him—Chartreuse, more deadly and more insidious than pure spirit—and in a very little while his head failed him, and he remembered nothing after. Perhaps it was as well. The wild laughter and indecent jokes surged up hotter than before; every one strove to forget the stun of that terrible moment, when, at the jarring scrape of the curtain-rings upon their rod, the white figure of the Christ had interrupted them; when it had seemed, indeed, that the last day had come, that judgment and retribution, harsher than all hell to those taken in their sinning, had fallen on them as they shrieked and howled like human swine amid the refuse of their feast.


  115 That was a moment they never forgot. It carried no lesson, it gave no warning, it altered nothing, and was of no use; but it frightened them, and they were not strong enough to wipe out its cold memory.


  There is perhaps a moral in Wladislaw’s story; if so, I have has no thought to write it. Certainly the world has turned and made mock, like those men and women, at the Christ-figure; and as I write I find myself wondering about the great promise which is still the Hope of some.


  When He comes, if He is to come, will it be upon some such scene that He will choose to enter?


  Castle Campbell,

  September, 1891.


  ·  ·


  116 The Waking of Spring


  By Olive Custance


  
    Spirit of Spring, thy coverlet of snow


    Hath fallen from thee, with its fringe of frost,


    And where the river late did overflow

  


  
    Sway fragile white anemones, wind-tost,


    And in the woods stand snowdrops, half asleep,


    With drooping heads—sweet dreamers so long lost.

  


  
    Spirit, arise! for crimson flushes creep


    Into the cold grey east, where clouds assemble


    To meet the sun: and earth hath ceased to weep.

  


  
    Her tears tip every blade of grass, and tremble,


    Caught in the cup of every flower. O Spring!


    I see thee spread thy pinions, they resemble

  


  
    Large delicate leaves, all silver-veined, that fling


    Frail floating shadows on the forest sward;


    And all the birds about thee build and sing!

  


  
    117 Blithe stranger from the gardens of our God,


    We welcome thee, for one is at thy side


    Whose voice is thrilling music, Love, thy Lord,

  


  
    Whose tender glances stir thy soul, whose wide


    Wings wave above thee, thou awakened bride!

  


  ·  ·


  118 Rustem Firing the First Shot


  By Patten Wilson


  ·  ·
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  121 Mr. Stevenson’s Forerunner


  By James Ashcroft Noble


  For a long time—I can hardly give a number to its years—I have been haunted by a spectre of duty. Of late the visitations of the haunter have recurred with increasing frequency and added persistence of appeal; and though, like Hamlet, I have long dallied with the ghostly behest, like him I am at last compelled to obedience. Ghosts, I believe, have a habit of putting themselves in evidence for the purpose of demanding justice, and my ghost makes no display of originality: in this respect he follows the time-honoured example of his tribe, and if peace of mind is to return to me the exorcism of compliance must needs be uttered.


  Emerson in one of his gnomic couplets proclaims his conviction that


  
    “One accent of the Holy Ghost


    This heedful world hath never lost”—

  


  a saying which, shorn of its imaginative wings and turned into a pedestrian colloquialism, reads something like this—“What deserves to live the world will not let die.” It is a comforting belief, yet there are times when Tennyson’s vision of the “fifty seeds,” out of which Nature “often brings but one to bear,” seems nearer to the common truth of things; and all the world’s 122 heedfulness will not exclude Oblivion with her poppies from some spot which should have been sacred to Fame with her amaranth and asphodel. Still there will always be those who will stretch out a hand to repel or evict the intruder—even as in Mr. Watts’s noble allegory Love would bar the door against Death—and I would fain play my little part in one not inglorious eviction.


  I want to write of a wholly-forgotten prose-man (forgotten, that is, by all save a solitary enthusiast here and there), but I must first speak of a half-forgotten singer. Only people who are on the shady side of middle-age can remember the intense enthusiasm excited by the first work of the young Glasgow poet, Alexander Smith. He had been discovered by that mighty hunter of new poets, the Rev. George Gilfillan; and in the columns of Mr. Gilfillan’s journal The Critic had been published a number of verses which whetted the appetite of connoisseurs in the early fifties for the maiden volume of a bard who, it was broadly hinted, might be expected to cast Keats into shadow. The prediction was a daring one; but the fifties, like the nineties, were a hey-day of new reputations; and when that brilliant though somewhat amorphous work, A Life Drama, saw the light, a good many people, not wholly indiscriminating, were more than half inclined to think that it had been fulfilled. The performance of the new poet, taken as a whole, might be emotionally crude and intellectually ineffective, but its affluence in the matter of striking imagery was amazing, and the critical literature of the day was peppered with quotations of Alexander Smith’s “fine passages.” Very few people open A Life Drama now, though much time is spent over books that are a great deal poorer; but if any reader, curious to know what kind of thing roused the admiration of connoisseurs in the years 1853-4, will spend an hour over the volume, he will come to the conclusion that it is a very remarkable 123 specimen of what may be called the decorated style of poetic architecture.


  
    “An opulent soul


    Dropt in my path like a great cup of gold,


    All rich and rough with stories of the gods.”

  


  
    “The sun is dying like a cloven king


    In his own blood; the while the distant moon,


    Like a pale prophetess that he has wronged,


    Leans eager forward with most hungry eyes


    Watching him bleed to death, and, as he faints,


    She brightens and dilates; revenge complete


    She walks in lonely triumph through the night.”

  


  
    “My drooping sails


    Flap idly ’gainst the mast of my intent;


    I rot upon the waters when my prow


    Should grate the golden isles.”

  


  
    “The bridegroom sea


    Is toying with the shore, his wedded bride,


    And, in the fulness of his marriage joy,


    He decorates her tawny brow with shells,


    Retires a space to see how fair she looks,


    Then, proud, runs up to kiss her.”

  


  These and such things as these were what the admiring critics loved to quote, and that they were indeed “fine passages” could not be denied even by people whose tastes were for something a little less gaudy. What was denied by those who were able to preserve some calmness of judgment amid the storm of enthusiasm was that this kind of fineness was the kind that goes to the making of great poetry. The special fine things were ingenious, striking, 124 and sometimes beautiful conceits; they were notable tours de force of poetic fancy; but they bore little if any witness to that illuminating revealing imagination of which great poetry is all compact. The young writer’s images were happy discoveries of external and accidental resemblances; not revelations of inherent and interpretative affinity. Howsoever graceful and pretty in its way were the figure which likened the sea and the shore to a bridegroom and his bride, it gave no new insight into the daily mystery of the swelling and ebbing tide—no such hint of a fine correspondence between the things of sense and of spirit as is given in the really imaginative utterance of Whitman:


  
    “Surely whoever speaks to me in the right voice, him or her I shall follow,


    As the water follows the moon silently with fluid steps anywhere around the globe.”

  


  What was most characteristic therefore in the verse of Alexander Smith was a winning or arresting quality of fancy; and, in poetry, fancy, though not to be despised, exercises a subordinate sway—“she is the second, not the first.” It may be that Smith came to see this: it is more probable that he came to feel it, as a man feels many things which he does not formulate in a clearly outlined thought: at any rate, after the publication of Edwin of Deira, his third volume of verse, he ceased almost entirely from song, and chose as his favourite vehicle of expression a literary form in which his special gift counted for more, and carried greater weight of value, than it could ever count or carry in the poems by which he first caught the world’s ear.


  And yet, curiously enough, while Smith’s reputation as a poet still lingers in a faint after-glow, the essays in which he expressed 125 himself with so much more of adequacy and charm cannot be said to have won fame at all. They have had from the first their little circle of ardent admirers, but it has never widened; its circumference has never touched, never even approximated to, the circumference of that larger circle which includes all lovers of letters. To be unacquainted with Lamb or Hunt, Hazlitt or De Quincey, would be recognised as a regrettable limitation of any man’s knowledge of English literature: non-acquaintance with Alexander Smith as a writer of prose is felt to be one of those necessary ignorances that can hardly be lamented because they are rendered inevitable by the shortness of life and the multiplicity of contending appeals. The fact that Smith as a poet achieved little more than a succès d’estime may have prejudiced his reputation as an essayist; but whatever theory be constructed to account for it, recent literary history presents no more curious instance of utter refusal to really admirable work of deserved recognition and far-reaching fame.


  For it must be noted and insisted upon that the essays of Alexander Smith are no mere caviare literature. They have neither the matter nor the manner of coterie performance—the kind of performance which appeals to an acquired sense, and gives to its admirer a certain pleasing consciousness of aloofness from the herd. He is in the true line of descent from the great predecessors just named; and as they were his lineal forerunners, so are Mr. Robert Louis Stevenson and Mr. Richard Le Gallienne his lineal descendants. Indeed the name of Mr. Stevenson suggests, or rather re-suggests, a thought which is more or less familiar to most of us—that in the world of letters there are seasons uncongenial to certain growths of fame which in another spring and autumn might have blossomed and borne much fruit. Only by some such consideration is it possible to account for the 126 curious fact that while Virginibus Puerisque and Men and Books found their audience at once, Dreamthorp and Last Leaves are still so largely unknown, and can now only be procured by diligent search of the catalogues of the second-hand booksellers. The fact is all the more curious because Alexander Smith may be roughly described as a Stevenson born out of due time. Roughly, of course, for the individuality of thinking and utterance which is so important in all pure literature is, in the essay, not only important but essential—the one thing needful, apart from which all other things are, comparatively speaking, of no account; and in both Smith’s work and Mr. Stevenson’s the note of personality always rings clear and true.


  Their essays are what the essay in its purest form always tends to be—the prose analogue of the song of self-expression, with its explicit or implicit autobiography, that touches us as we are never touched by external splendours of epic or drama. In Montaigne, the father of the essay, the personal confession has an almost boyish incontinence of frankness: in Smith, as in all the modern men, it has more of reticence and reserve, but it is there all the time; and even when the thought seems most abstract and impersonal the manner of its utterance has not the coldness of disquisition, but the warmth of colloquy. We learn something of the secret of this quality of the work from a few sentences in which Smith discourses of his favourite craft and of his fellow-craftsmen. Just as two or three of our best sonneteers—Wordsworth and Rossetti to wit—have written admirable sonnets in celebration of the sonnet, so Alexander Smith is seldom seen to greater advantage than in the pages where he magnifies his office and makes himself the essayist of the essay.


  “The essay, as a literary form, resembles the lyric, in so far as it 127 is moulded by some central mood—whimsical, serious, or satirical. Give the mood, and the essay, from the first sentence to the last, grows around it as the cocoon grows around the silkworm…. The essayist is a kind of poet in prose, and if harshly questioned as to his uses, he might be unable to render a better apology for his existence than a flower might. The essay should be pure literature, as the poem is pure literature. The essayist wears a lance, but he cares more for the sharpness of its point than for the pennon that flutters upon it, than for the banner of the captain under whom he serves. He plays with death as Hamlet played with Yorick’s skull, and he reads the morals—strangely stern, often, for such fragrant lodging—which are folded up in the bosoms of roses. He has no pride, and is deficient in a sense of the congruity and fitness of things. He lifts a pebble from the ground, and puts it aside more carefully than any gem; and on a nail in a cottage door he will hang the mantle of his thought, heavily brocaded with the gold of rhetoric.”


  It may be remarked in parenthesis that the above sentences were published in 1863, and they provide what is probably the first statement by an English writer with any repute of the famous doctrine “Art for art’s sake” to which Smith seems to have worked his own way without the prompting of Gallican suggestion. Indeed, even in 1869, when Mr. Patrick Proctor Alexander edited Smith’s posthumous volume, Last Leaves, he remarked in his introduction that he had thought of excluding the essay entitled “Literary Work,” in which the same doctrine was more elaborately advocated, apparently on the ground that it was a new heresy which might expose Smith to the pains and penalties of literary excommunication. How curious it seems. In ten years the essay which Mr. Alexander printed with an apology became the accepted creed of all or nearly all the younger men of letters in England, and now it is no longer either a 128 dangerous luxury or an article of orthodox faith, but one of those uninteresting commonplaces which applied in one way is a truism, in another a fatuous absurdity. So does fortune turn her wheel for theories as well as for men and women.


  In the passage just quoted Smith deals with the essay mainly as simple literature, but he loves and praises it not as literature only, but as autobiography; not merely as something that is in itself interesting and attractive, but as a window through which he can peer in upon something more interesting still—the master who built the house after his own design and made it an architectural projection of himself.


  “You like to walk round peculiar or important men as you like to walk round a building, to view it from different points and in different lights. Of the essayist, when his mood is communicative, you obtain a full picture. You are made his contemporary and familiar friend. You enter into his humours and his seriousness. You are made heir of his whims, prejudices, and playfulness. You walk through the whole nature of him as you walk through the streets of Pompeii, looking into the interior of stately mansions, reading the satirical scribblings on the walls. And the essayist’s habit of not only giving you his thoughts, but telling you how he came by them, is interesting, because it shows you by what alchemy the ruder world becomes transmuted into the finer. We like to know the lineage of ideas, just as we like to know the lineage of great earls and swift race-horses. We like to know that the discovery of the law of gravitation was born of the fall of an apple in an English garden on a summer afternoon. Essays written after this fashion are racy of the soil in which they grow, as you taste the lava in the vines grown on the slopes of Etna, they say. There is a healthy Gascon flavour in Montaigne’s Essays; and Charles Lamb’s are scented with the primroses of Covent Garden.”


  129 In the first of these passages Alexander Smith speaks of the mantle of the essayist’s thought “heavily brocaded with the gold of rhetoric,” and he himself was a cunning embroiderer. It was a gift of nature, but he did not learn at once how he could best utilise it. He brocaded his poetry, and on poetry brocade even of gold is an impertinence, just as is paint—pace Gibson—on the white marble of the sculptured group or figure. In the essay he found a form which relies less exclusively upon body of imagination and perfectness of pure outline—which is more susceptible to legitimate adornment by the ornamentation of a passing fancy. It is a form in which even the conceit is not unwelcome: to use the language of science the conceit finds in the essay its fit environment. Thus, in Smith’s pages Napoleon dies at St. Helena “like an untended watch-fire”; Ebenezer Elliot, the Corn Law rhymer, is “Apollo, with iron dust upon his face, wandering among the Sheffield knife-grinders”; the solitary Dreamthorp doctor has a fancy for arguing with the good simple clergyman, but though “he cannot resist the temptation to hurl a fossil at Moses,” “he wears his scepticism as a coquette wears her ribbons—to annoy if he cannot subdue—and when his purpose is served, he puts aside his scepticism—as the coquette puts her ribbons.” When the black funeral creeps into Dreamthorp from some outlying hamlet, the people reverently doff their hats and stand aside, for, as Smith puts it, “Death does not walk about here often, but when he does, he receives as much respect as the squire himself.” There is, in this last sentence, a touch of quiet Addisonian irony; and, indeed, Smith reminds us at times of almost all his great predecessors in the art of essay-writing—of his prime favourites Montaigne and Bacon (“our earliest essayists and our best” is his own eulogium); and also of Addison, Steele, Lamb, Hazlitt, and Leigh Hunt. But it is never a reminder 130 that brings with it a suggestion of imitation. The methods and graces of these distinguished forerunners are to be found in Smith’s pages only by patient analysis, and then never in their crude state, for his personality fuses them into a new amalgam and stamps them with a new hall-mark.


  Perhaps the most purely individual qualities of Smith’s work are given to it partly by his remarkable aptitude for the presentation of his thought in simile and metaphor; partly by his fine feeling for colour, and, indeed, for all the elements of picturesqueness; and partly by a native tendency to sombreness of reflection which makes such a theme as that of the essay, “On Death and the Fear of Dying,” attractive rather than repellent, or—to speak, perhaps, with greater accuracy—repellent, yet irresistibly fascinating, as is the eye of the rattlesnake to its prey. The image-making endowment makes itself manifest in almost every passage that it would be possible to quote as characteristic; and it may be noted that the associative habit of mind betrays itself not merely in the sudden simile which transfixes a resemblance on the wing, but in the numerous pages in which Smith showed his love for tracing the links of the chain that connects the near and the far, the present and the past, the seen and the unseen. Thus he writes in his Dreamthorp cottage:


  “That winter morning when Charles lost his head in front of the banqueting-hall of his own palace, the icicles hung from the eaves of the houses here, and the clown kicked the snowballs from his clouted shoon, and thought but of his supper when at three o’clock the red sun set in the purple mist. On that Sunday in June, while Waterloo was going on, the gossips, after morning service, stood on the country roads discussing agricultural prospects, without the slightest suspicion that the day passing over their heads would be a famous one in the calendar…. The last setting sun that Shakspeare saw reddened the 131 windows here, and struck warmly on the faces of the hinds coming home from the fields. The mighty storm that raged while Cromwell lay a-dying, made all the oak-woods groan round about here, and tore the thatch from the very roofs that I gaze upon. When I think of this I can almost, so to speak, lay my hand upon Shakspeare and upon Cromwell. These poor walls were contemporaries of both, and I find something affecting in the thought. The mere soil is, of course, full older than either, but it does not touch one in the same way. A wall is the creation of a human hand; the soil is not.”


  Smith’s picturesqueness is fully in evidence here, though the passage was not quoted to illustrate it. Indeed, there are few writers who satisfy so largely the visual sense of the imagination. Even his literary appraisements—witness the essays on Dunbar and Chaucer, and that charming paper “A Shelf in my Book-case”—have a pictorial quality, as if he must see something as well as think something. Here is Dreamthorp where the essayist, the transfigured Alexander Smith—“Smith’s Smith” as the Autocrat of the Breakfast-table would put it—lives his ideal life:


  “This place suits my whim, and I like it better year after year. As with everything else, since I began to love it I find it growing beautiful. Dreamthorp—a castle, a chapel, a lake, a straggling strip of grey houses, with a blue film of smoke over all—lies embosomed in emerald. Summer with its daisies runs up to every cottage door. From the little height where I am now sitting I see it beneath me. Nothing could be more peaceful. The wind and the birds fly over it. A passing sunbeam makes brilliant a white gable-end, and brings out the colours of the blossomed apple-tree beyond, and disappears. I see figures in the street, but hear them not. The hands on the church clock seem always pointing to one hour. Time has fallen asleep in the afternoon sunshine. I make a frame of my fingers and look at 132 my picture. On the walls of the next Academy’s exhibition will hang nothing half so beautiful.”


  This is the tout ensemble, but every detail has its own pictorial charm. There is the canal—a prosaic unpicturesque thing is a canal; but this particular canal has “a great white water-lily asleep on its olive-coloured face,” while to the picture-making eye “a barge trailing up through it in the sunset is a pretty sight; and the heavenly crimsons and purples sleep quite lovingly upon its glossy ripples. Nor does the evening star disdain it, for as I walk along I see it mirrored as clearly as in the waters of the Mediterranean itself.”


  The sombreness of reflection noted as one of the characteristic features of Smith’s work as an essayist gives to that work a recognisable autumnal feeling. It is often difficult to think of it as the work of a young man full of the ordinary buoyant life of youth; though when the difficulty presents itself one may remember also that the young man was destined to die at thirty-seven—that fatal age for the children of imagination—and it is, perhaps, not too fanciful to indulge the thought that some presentiment of early doom may have given to Smith’s meditative moods much of their pensive seriousness. However this may be, it is certain that Alexander Smith, with a constancy which the most careless reader cannot fail to note, recurred again and again, both when opportunity offered and when opportunity had to be made, to the theme of death, its mystery, its fear, and its fascination. In one of his poems, which I quote from memory, he speaks of his life as a highway which, at some unknown point, has his grave cut across; and even in the joyous “Spring Chanson” the poet, addressing the singing merle, drops suddenly from the major into the minor key, and ends upon the note by which the key is dominated:


  
    133 “Men live and die, the song remains; and when


    I list the passion of thy vernal breath


    Methinks thou singest best to Love and Death—


    To happy Lovers and to dying Men.”

  


  Autumn and death must needs be naturally allied in human thought, though to the joyous-minded even autumn will be associated with its present fruitage rather than with its presage of dissolution; but this intrusion of death into a celebration of the life and growth of spring seems irrelevant, almost morbid: it may even seem artificial, as if the poet were deliberately striving after a strong literary effect by the expedient of an unnatural juxtaposition of incongruous ideas. To a man of Smith’s mind and temperament it has certainly neither irrelevance nor artificiality; whether we can rightly call it morbid depends upon the meaning we attach to a word to which the personal feeling rather than the common reason gives a definition. Smith’s habit was to endeavour to realise death that he might more fully and richly realise life. “To denude death of its terrible associations,” he writes, “were a vain attempt, the atmosphere is always cold around an iceberg”; and yet in imagination he loves to draw near the iceberg for some shivering moments that he may enjoy more exquisitely the warmth of summer sun or piled-up winter fire. To his constant thought


  “There are considerations which rob death of its ghastliness, and help to reconcile us to it. The thoughtful happiness of a human being is complex, and in certain moved moments which, after they have gone, we can recognise to have been our happiest, some subtle thought of death has been curiously intermixed. And this subtle admixture it is that gives the happy moment its character—which makes the difference between the gladness of a child, resident in mere animal health and impulse, and too volatile to be remembered, and the serious joy of a 134 man who looks before and after, and takes in both this world and the next. Speaking broadly, it may be said that it is from some obscure recognition of the fact of death that life draws its final sweetness….. This recognition does not always terrify. The spectre has the most cunning disguises, and often when near us, we are unaware of the fact of proximity. Unsuspected, this idea of death lurks in the sweetness of music; it has something to do with the pleasure with which we behold the vapour of morning; it comes between the passionate lips of lovers; it lives in the thrill of kisses. ‘An inch deeper, and you will find the emperor.’ Probe joy to its last fibre and you will find death.”


  To preserve always in the background of the mind some great thought or momentous interest, tends to ensure a certain fine justice in a man’s estimate of the relative proportions of smaller things lying in the front of it, and Alexander Smith’s essays have a restful quality of measure, balance, and sanity. In the “Essay on an Old Subject,” published in Last Leaves, the young man who had but recently gone into the thirties writes with imaginative prescience—or possibly from a premature experience—of the joys and gains of middle-age (by which he means the forty-fifth year or thereabouts); and there is in most of his essays, especially in the Dreamthorp papers which came earliest, a middle-aged maturity which charms and satisfies, and never disturbs. But it is not a middle-age which has ossified into routine and become dead to youth’s enthusiasms—witness the fine ardour of the concluding sentence of the essay in which he “memorises” Carlyle’s appearance at Edinburgh to deliver his Rectorial address: “When I saw him for the first time stand up amongst us the other day, and heard him speak kindly, brotherly, affectionate words …. I am not ashamed to confess that I felt moved towards him as I do not think, in any possible combination of circumstances, I could have 135 felt moved towards any other living man.” And yet, though he has not lost youth’s ardour, he has freed himself from youth’s arrogant impatience; he can be moved by enthusiasms, but not driven helplessly before them; he can project himself from himself and survey his own thought “in the round”; he has learned the lessons of Clough’s pregnant words, “and yet—consider it again.” At the same time his manner it never that tantalising, irritating manner of explicit guards, reserves, limitations—the manner of the writer who is always making himself safe by the sudden “but” or “nevertheless” or “notwithstanding.” The due limitation is conveyed implicitly, in the primal statement of the thought—in the touch of irony or humorous extravagance which hints with sufficing clearness that this or that is not to be interpreted au pied de la lettre. The delightful essay “On Vagabonds,” at the close of the Dreamthorp volume, might be described roughly as a glorification of the life of Bohemia, and an impeachment, or at any rate a depreciation of commonplace Philistine respectability. In dealing with such a theme with such a bent of mind, the temptation to force the note, to overcharge the colour, would be to most men—to all young men, impatient of restricting conventions—well-nigh irresistible; but Smith resists it with no apparent effort of resistance. There is no holding of himself in lest he should speak unadvisedly with his tongue; on the contrary, he lets himself go with perfect abandonment. The “genuine vagabond,” he says, “takes captive the heart,” and he declares it “high time that a moral game law were passed for the preservation of the wild and vagrant feelings of human nature”; but just when we expect the stroke of exaggeration there comes instead the light touch of saving humour, and we know that the essayist is in less danger even than we of losing his head, or, as the expressive cant phrase has it, “giving himself away.”


  136 Some of the few (and if I could succeed in increasing their number I should be greatly content) who know Alexander Smith’s prose well, and love it even as they know, have probably favourite papers or favourite groups. Some may feel especially drawn to the essays of pure reflection, such as “Death and the fear of Dying” and “The Importance of a Man to Himself”; others to that delightful group in which the familiar simplicities of nature supply texts for tranquil meditation—“Dreamthorp,” “Christmas,” and “Books and Gardens,” in which last there is also some delightful character-portraiture in the vignettes of the village doctor and clergyman; others to the essays in literary appreciation, such as “Dunbar,” “Geoffrey Chaucer,” “Scottish Ballads,” and “A Shelf in my Bookcase.” In the words applied by Charles Lamb, with a certain free unscrupulousness to the whole world of books, I must say with regard to Alexander Smith’s essays, “I have no preferences.” To me they all have a charm which somewhat dulls the edge of discrimination, for the writer rather than the theme is the centre of interest; he is the hero of the play, and he is never off the stage. Still in some torture chamber of inquiry certain names might be extracted from me, and I think they would be “Dreamthorp,” “Books and Gardens,” and “A Lark’s Flight.” This last study, which has not been previously named, is one of the most noteworthy of Smith’s essays, and will be grateful to the more lazy readers inasmuch as it tells a story. It is the story of a murder and an execution, the murder vulgar and commonplace enough—a crime of brutal violence, the execution a sombrely picturesque function, with one striking incident which seized and held the imagination of the boy who witnessed it; and the story is told with an arresting vividness to which I know only one parallel in English literature, the narrative appendix to De Quincey’s famous essay, 137 “On Murder, considered as one of the Fine Arts.” The execution took place, after the old custom in Scotland, on the spot where the crime had been committed—a lonely stretch of grassland, some distance outside the city of Glasgow. The criminals were Irish navvies, members of a large gang employed in the neighbourhood, and as there were some rumours of a rescue, a detachment of cavalry, supplemented by field-pieces, surrounded the scaffold. Of the scene itself, and the one occurrence round which its latent pathos crystallised, Smith gives the recollections of boyhood. The men were being brought in a cart to the place of execution, and when they reached the turn of the road where they could first see the black cross-beam with its empty halters, the boy noted the eager, fascinated gaze the doomed men cast upon it. At last the place was reached, and Smith writes:


  “Around it a wide space was kept clear by the military; the cannon were placed in position; out flashed the swords of the dragoons; beneath and around on every side was the crowd. Between two brass helmets I could see the scaffold clearly enough, and when in a little while the men, bareheaded and with their attendants, appeared upon it, the surging crowd became stiffened with fear and awe. And now it was that the incident, so simple, so natural, so much in the ordinary course of things, and yet so frightful in its tragic suggestions, took place. Be it remembered that the season was early May, that the day was fine, that the wheatfields were clothing themselves in the green of the young crop, and that around the scaffold, standing on a sunny mound, a wide space was kept clear. When the men appeared beneath the beam, each under his own proper halter, there was a dead silence,—every one was gazing too intently to whisper to his neighbour even. Just then, out of the grassy space at the foot of the scaffold, in the dead silence audible to all, a lark rose from the side of its nest, and went singing upward in its happy flight. O heaven! how did 138 that song translate itself into dying ears? Did it bring, in one wild burning moment, father and mother, and poor Irish cabin, and prayers said at bedtime, and the smell of turf fires, and innocent sweet-hearting, and rising and setting suns? Did it—but the dragoon’s horse has become restive, and his helmet bobs up and down and blots everything; and there is a sharp sound, and I feel the great crowd heave and swing, and hear it torn by a sharp shiver of pity, and the men whom I saw so near but a moment ago are at immeasurable distance, and have solved the great enigma,—and the lark has not yet finished his flight: you can see and hear him yonder in the fringe of a white May cloud….. There is a stronger element of terror in this incident of the lark than in any story of a similar kind I can remember.”


  Gasps of admiration are amateurish, provincial, ineffective, but after reading such a passage as this, the words that come first—at any rate to me—are not in the least critical but simply exclamatory. It is wonderful writing! Then comes a calmer and more analytical moment in which one discovers something of the secret of the art in what has seemed at first not art at all but sheer nature. Mr. Pater, in one of his most instructive essays, has shown that the “classical” element in art is “the quality of order in beauty,” and that “it is that addition of strangeness to beauty that constitutes the romantic character,” romantic art at its best being moreover distinguished by a fine perfection of workmanship. This surely then is an impressive miniature example of romantic art with its combination of strangeness and beauty, and its flawless technique—its absolute saturation of the vehicle of expression with the very essence of the thing, the emotion that is to be expressed. Note the directness and simplicity of the early narrative sentences; they are a mere recital of facts, and their very baldness only mitigated by a single emotional phrase, “the 139 surging crowd became stiffened with fear and awe,” prepares the mind for what is to follow. And then, the sudden break in the second sentence beginning “Did it,”—how perfectly natural it seems, and yet how dexterous it really is; how it renders perfectly and at a single stroke what the best-chosen words of narrative would have rendered jumblingly, the brevity of the interval between the lark’s rising and the consummation of doom—the sharp bewildering suddenness of the end. Then, lastly, the curious in these things may notice a certain peculiarity in the construction of the concluding sentence of the story—the penultimate sentence of the quotation. There are in the volume barely nine lines, and in these lines the word “and” occurs eleven times. All frequent and close repetitions of a single word are generally avoided by good writers, and the repetition of an insignificant conjunction such as “and” is, as a rule, something to be specially avoided. Smith habitually avoided as carefully as any of us, but here he had to give the feeling of impetuosity, of eager hurry to get the ghastly story told, and the “and” which rapidly accumulates detail upon detail recurs as naturally and inevitably as in the voluble speech of a little child bursting into her mother’s room with some marvellous recital of adventure encountered in her morning walk. This is the high literary art which instinctively and perfectly adapts the means of language—of word, sound, pause, and cadence—to the end of absolute expression.


  Alexander Smith himself is never wearisome; and it would ill become me to weary those whom I would fain interest by surplusage of comment; but I should like to add a word or two concerning those essays in which he appears as a critic of literature. Mr. Oscar Wilde has said that all good criticism is simply autobiography—that is, I suppose, a statement of personal preferences. I accept the definition if I may enlarge it by saying 140 that criticism is not merely a statement of personal preferences but of justifications for such preferences presented with a view to persuasion. Of course even with this rider the definition still leaves autobiography the main element in criticism, and of such autobiographical appraisement Smith was a master. Whether he formulated the rule never to write of any authors whose work he did not enjoy I cannot say: he certainly acted upon it with the most delightful results. So keen in his gusto, so adequate and appetising his expression of it, that one may dare to say the next best thing to reading Montaigne, Bacon, Chaucer, and the Scottish Ballads, is to read what Alexander Smith has to say about them. His talk about books is always so human that it will delight people whom one would not think of calling literary. He discourses on The Canterbury Tales not as a man weighing and measuring a book, but as a wayfarer sitting in the inn-yard of the Tabard at Southwark, watching the crowd of pilgrims with the eye of an acute and good-natured observer, taking notes of their appearance, and drawing from it shrewd inferences as to habit and character. He has certain favourite volumes upon which he expatiates in the essay entitled “A Shelf in my Bookcase”; and the principle of selection is obvious enough. They are books full of a rich humanity; beneath their paragraphs or stanzas he can feel the beating heart. The literary vesture is simply a vesture which half reveals and half conceals the objects of his love—the man or woman who lives and breathes behind. He reveals in the old Scotch ballads and German hymns, for in them the concealing veil is thin, and the thoughts and loves and pains of simple souls in dead centuries are laid open and bare. He prefers Hawthorne’s Twice-told Tales to his longer and more elaborate works, such as Transformation and The Scarlet Letter, because he finds more of the man in them, the solitary author who had no public to think 141 of, and who wrote because he must. He has a genuine catholicity, but it is not that uninteresting catholicity which lacks defined circumferences; and his general sensibility to excellence is emphasised by frank confession of his limitations. The author of Paradise Lost evidently lies a little outside the reach of Alexander Smith’s tentacles of sympathy.


  “Reading Milton is like dining off gold plate in a company of kings; very splendid, very ceremonious, and not a little appalling. Him I read but seldom, and only on high days and festivals of the spirit. Him I never lay down without feeling my appreciation increased for lesser men—never without the same kind of comfort that one returning from the presence feels when he doffs respectful attitude and dress of ceremony, and subsides into old coat, familiar arm-chair, and slippers. After long-continued organ-music the jangle of the Jew’s harp is felt as an exquisite relief.”


  There is a trace of Philistinism here—the Philistinism which is not ashamed but rather complacent; and it may seem a strange whim on the part of one who loves Smith’s work to choose as a final sample of it a passage which, some of the elect may think, does not show him at his best. But Danton’s commendation of audacity, though not universally valid, is a word of wisdom to the advocate with a strong case. Alexander Smith’s best is good with such a rare and delightful quality of goodness that his appreciator shows no great temerity in abandoning all reserves and concealments. He is not afraid of painting the wart, because it is overpowered by strength of feature and charm of expression. Alexander Smith, as he shows himself in his prose—in Dreamthorp, in Last Leaves, and in that entrancing book A Summer in Skye—is one of those writers concerning whom even a lover may tell not only the truth, but the whole truth. For myself, I read his essays when I was young and 142 found them full of stimulation; I have read them again since I have become middle-aged, and have found them satisfyingly rest-giving. At no time have they been found wanting in something of rare and delicate delight. If criticism be indeed autobiography, no verdict upon the essays of Alexander Smith could well be at once more critical or more praiseful than this confession. I love Mr. Stevenson and my later contemporaries; but I think I must confess that I love my early contemporary, Mr. Stevenson’s countryman and forerunner, better still.


  ·  ·


  143 Red Rose


  By Leila Macdonald


  
    Why do your leaves uncurl invisibly?


    Is it mere pride?


    When I behold your petals,


    They lie immovably against your breast;


    Or opened wide,


    Your shield thrown wide.


    But none may watch the unveiling of your pride.

  


  
    Why do you die so soon, so certainly?


    Death is disgrace;


    You should stay dying half your life;


    Your drooping face


    Gives you when dying your divinest face.


    But death’s pale colours are your sole disgrace.

  


  ·  ·


  144 A Westmorland Village


  By W. W. Russell


  ·  ·
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  147 Margaret


  By C. S.


  The street was feebly lighted, but by the glare from the public-house at the corner I could see her coming towards me, holding a jug in one hand and running the other along the railings in front of the houses as a boy does a stick. She walked swiftly but cautiously, and rather as if measuring a distance by counting the paces. As I came nearer, she shrank against the railings, and almost stopped; but as soon as I had passed she went on again more quickly than before. She must have heard me stop to look after her; for she paused for a moment, and turned her head as if listening, and then glided on through the darkness into the glare; and as she went into the public-house I caught sight of a tangle of heavy golden hair hanging down her back.


  Presently she came back, keeping close to the houses as before, and in front of one of them about half-way down the street she stopped, and passed her hand along the tops of the railings as if feeling for something. She seemed satisfied, and pushing open the area gate went down the steps. “Is that you, Maggie?” cried a woman’s voice—and a flood of light came up from the area. A door was hastily slammed, and all was dark again; but as I passed the house I noticed that the spike on the top of one of the railings was missing.


  * * * * *


  148 As I came round the corner by the public-house, I heard a hoarse shouting and clashing of pewter pots; and looking in through the ill-fitting flap doors, I saw a confused crowd of dirty, greasy men, struggling to get near the counter. I walked on more quickly down the street, hoping to be in time.


  “Stop,” I cried suddenly to the little figure creeping along by the houses. “You mustn’t go there to-night. Stay here and give me the jug, and I’ll bring the beer back to you.”


  She started, and caught hold of the railings with one hand. “Who are you?” she said, turning a pair of curiously dull eyes towards me.


  “Come,” said I, “stay here; I’ll tell you all about that when I come back;” and I took hold of the jug.


  “Why shouldn’t I get it to-night? I go nearly every night, and often during the day as well; I know the way—and it isn’t far.”


  “It’s full of drunken men,” I said; “you’d better stay here.”


  She gave up the jug and leant listlessly against the railings, keeping her eyes on the ground.


  “Don’t be long please; they’re waiting for me at home. It’s the first door on the left, and there’s ‘Jug and Bottle Entrance’ on the glass in raised letters.”


  “This is an empty house,” I said; “you can sit on the steps while I’m gone.”


  When I came back I found her standing by the door with one hand on the bell-handle.


  “Did you say this house was empty?” she asked, as I held out the beer jug.


  “Yes,” I answered, glancing at the dirty windows in which bills were posted; “but why?”


  “Because I’ve been ringing the bell all the time you’ve been 149 away, for fun; and because I don’t like being left all alone in the dark street.”


  “You queer child! Besides it isn’t dark a bit here—there’s a lovely moon.”


  She gave a little shiver, and was silent.


  “Why don’t you take your beer?” and I offered her the jug once more.


  She groped towards me and put her hands on my shoulders turning those large dull eyes up to mine.


  “Can’t you see I’m blind?” said she impatiently.


  * * * * *


  “It’s rather wet to sit here to-night”—and I looked doubtfully at the doorway up which the wind blew the rain in gusts. She sat down on the top step, and spread her dress over the damp stone.


  “Sit down here; we can lean against the pillar and be as dry as anything.”


  “How did you know there was a pillar?”


  She pouted contemptuously. “Do you think I haven’t my ways of seeing as well as you? I could describe this street much better than you for all your wonderful sight; besides, I found out all about this particular doorway that night when you first went and got the beer.”


  “Mind the jug!” I cried; but I was too late; for with a sweep of her arm the jug toppled over, and the beer rushed down the steps across the pavement into the gutter. She bit her lip. “Now don’t crow over me: it doesn’t follow that I shouldn’t have done it even if I could see.”


  I kissed her forehead lightly.


  “Never mind, dear heart; sit still. I won’t be long getting some more.”


  150 “How aunt would have abused poor Maggie if she hadn’t had her beer,” she remarked, as I sat down again after putting the jug against the door for safety.


  “I shan’t call you Maggie, as they call you that at home. I shall call you Margaret—Margaret with the glorious hair.”


  “Do you think it’s really pretty—very pretty I mean?” she asked.


  “Pretty,” I echoed; “why it’s the most wonderful and beautiful thing I have ever seen.”


  She gave a nervous little laugh, and shook her head so that her face was hidden in masses of gold.


  “I wish I could see it: I can only feel it and know I have plenty of it;” and she frisked her head round so that the warm waves of colour rippled down my coat into my lap. “You may cut a little piece off if you like,” she added with a sigh. I got out a pair of pocket scissors, and she folded her hands before her.


  “You may take one skein; and mind you don’t cut it off too near my head and leave an ugly gap with a stump at the top.”


  I put my hands gently under the soft warm hair, and choosing a strand rather darker than the rest cut a piece off the end.


  “Let me feel it,” she said—and I put the wisp into her hand.


  She nodded contentedly and began fumbling at one of her stockings. I heard a snap, and presently she gave me a long cotton thread with which I tied the hair while she held it at each end.


  “Aunt talks about giving up the house,” she said, jerking her head in the direction of her home; “the lodgings don’t pay much, and I heard her say that if she did she’d have to try and get me into some place for blind people—an asylum or something. Isn’t it horrible?”


  “Fancy shutting a sweet little golden darling like you up in 151 an asylum!” I cried: “it makes me sick to think of it.” And catching her in my arms I pulled her back, and covered her face and neck and hair with kisses.


  “Good-night, little golden thing,” I said as she got up to go: “I shall come to-morrow as usual.” And I put the jug into her hand, and set her by the railings.


  “Take care of that little piece of my hair,” she called; and I watched her gliding by the houses till she vanished down the area of her home.


  * * * * *


  But alas! It was fully a fortnight before I was able to visit the doorway again, and after waiting there in vain for some time I walked down the deserted street to the house where the spike was missing from the top of one of the railings.


  The windows were quite dark, and on the door just above the letter-box was a piece of paper freshly pasted on. I went up the steps and struck a match and read:


  “TO LET

  for keys apply no. 3 newland street.”


  I walked slowly back till I came to the empty house. The sight of the familiar doorway was too much for me, and sitting down I leant against the pillar and gave way to my grief.


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  152 The Knock-out


  By A. S. Hartrick


  ·  ·
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  155 Of One in Russia


  By Richard Garnett, LL.D.


  
    Dove that of old fraught with the olive-spray


    Toldest of earth arisen from the flood,


    And how the grove in ancient station stood,


    And badest man take courage and be gay;

  


  
    Vain for new leaf this January day


    To search the savage waste of Scythian wood;


    Yet thither wend, of Clara’s ill or good


    Bringing back tidings on thy westering way.

  


  
    Tell her the flame the brand should blithely fling


    Dies on the hearth in ashes chill and drear,


    And season vainly lengthens unto Spring


    Since she forsook the love that held her here,


    Sorrow and dread and many a joyless thing


    Leaving in place of her that was so dear.

  


  ·  ·


  156 Theodora


  A Fragment


  By Victoria Cross


  . . . . . . . . . . .

  . . . . . . . . . . .


  Idid not turn out of bed till ten o’clock the next morning, and I was still in dressing-gown and slippers, sitting by the fire, looking over a map, when Digby came in upon me.


  “Hullo, Ray, only just up, eh? as usual?” was his first exclamation as he entered, his ulster buttoned to his chin, and the snow thick upon his boots. “What a fellow you are! I can’t understand anybody lying in bed till ten o’clock in the morning.”


  “And I can’t understand anybody driving up at seven,” I said, smiling, and stirring my coffee idly. I had laid down the map with resignation. I knew Digby had come round to jaw for the next hour at least. “Can I offer you some breakfast?”


  “Breakfast!” returned Digby contemptuously. “No, thanks. I had mine hours ago. Well, what do you think of her?”


  “Of whom?—this Theodora?”


  “Oh, it’s Theodora already, is it?” said Digby, looking at me. “Well, never mind: go on. Yes, what do you think of her?”


  “She seems rather clever, I think.”


  157 “Do you?” returned Digby, with a distinct accent of regret, as if I had told him I thought she squinted. “I never noticed it. But her looks, I mean?”


  “She is very peculiar,” I said, merely.


  “But you like everything extraordinary. I should have thought her very peculiarity was just what would have attracted you.”


  “So it does,” I admitted; “so much so, that I am going to take the trouble of calling this afternoon expressly to see her again.”


  Digby stared hard at me for a minute, and then burst out laughing. “By Jove! You’ve made good use of your time. Did she ask you?”


  “She did,” I said.


  “This looks as if it would be a case,” remarked Digby lightly, and then added, “I’d have given anything to have had her myself. But if it’s not to be for me, I’d rather you should be the lucky man than any one else.”


  “Don’t you think all that is a little ‘previous’?” I asked satirically, looking at him over the coffee, which stood on the map of Mesopotamia.


  “Well, I don’t know. You must marry some time, Cecil.”


  “Really!” I said, raising my eyebrows and regarding him with increased amusement. “I think I have heard of men remaining celibates before now, especially men with my tastes.”


  “Yes,” said Digby, becoming suddenly as serious and thoughtful as if he were being called upon to consider some weighty problem, and of which the solution must be found in the next ten minutes. “I don’t know how you would agree. She is an awfully religious girl.”


  “Indeed?” I said with a laugh. “How do you know?”


  Digby thought hard.


  158 “She is,” he said with conviction, at last. “I see her at church every Sunday.”


  “Oh then, of course she must be—proof conclusive,” I answered.


  Digby looked at me and then grumbled, “Confounded sneering fellow you are. Has she been telling you she is not?”


  I remembered suddenly that I had promised Theodora not to repeat her opinions, so I only said, “I really don’t know what she is; she may be most devout for all I know—or care.”


  “Of course you can profess to be quite indifferent,” said Digby ungraciously. “But all I can say is, it doesn’t look like it—your going there this afternoon; and anyway, she is not indifferent to you. She said all sorts of flattering things about you.”


  “Very kind, I am sure,” I murmured derisively.


  “And she sent round to my rooms this morning a thundering box of Havannahs in recognition of my having won the bet about your looks.”


  I laughed outright. “That’s rather good biz for you! The least you can do is to let me help in the smoking of them, I think.”


  “Of course I will. But it shows what she thinks of you, doesn’t it?”


  “Oh, most convincingly,” I said with mock earnestness. “Havannahs are expensive things.”


  “But you know how awfully rich she is, don’t you?” asked Digby, looking at me as if he wanted to find out whether I were really ignorant or affecting to be so.


  “My dear Charlie, you know I know nothing whatever about her except what you tell me—or do you suppose she showed me her banking account between the dances?”


  “Don’t know, I am sure,” Digby grumbled back. “You sat 159 in that passage long enough to be going through a banking account, and balancing it too, for that matter! However, the point is, she is rich—tons of money, over six thousand a year.”


  “Really?” I said, to say something.


  “Yes, but she loses every penny on her marriage. Seems such a funny way to leave money to a girl, doesn’t it? Some old pig of a maiden aunt tied it up in that way. Nasty thing to do, I think; don’t you?”


  “Very immoral of the old lady, it seems. A girl like that, if she can’t marry, will probably forego nothing but the ceremony.”


  “She runs the risk of losing her money, though, if anything were known. She only has it dum casta manet, just like a separation allowance.”


  “Hard lines,” I murmured sympathetically.


  “And so of course her people are anxious she should make a good match—take some man, I mean, with an income equal to what she has now of her own, so that she would not feel any loss. Otherwise, you see, if she married a poor man, it would be rather a severe drop for her.”


  “Conditions calculated to prevent any fellow but a millionaire proposing to her, I should think,” I said.


  “Yes, except that she is a girl who does not care about money. She has been out now three seasons, and had one or two good chances and not taken them. Now myself, for instance, if she wanted money and position and so on, she could hardly do better, could she? And my family and the rest of it are all right; but she couldn’t get over my red hair—I know it was that. She’s mad upon looks—I know she is; she let it out to me once, and I bet you anything, she’d take you and chuck over her money and everything else, if you gave her the chance.”


  160 “I am certainly not likely to,” I answered. “All this you’ve just told me alone would be enough to choke me off. I have always thought I could never love a decent woman unselfishly enough, even if she gave up nothing for me; and, great heavens! I should be sorry to value myself, at—what do you say she has?—six thousand a year?”


  “Leave the woman who falls in love with the cut of your nose to do the valuation. You’ll be surprised at the figure!” said Digby with a touch of resentful bitterness, and getting up abruptly. “I’ll look round in the evening,” he added, buttoning up his overcoat. “Going to be in?”


  “As far as I know,” I answered, and he left.


  I got up and dressed leisurely, thinking over what he had said, and those words “six thousand” repeating themselves unpleasantly in my brain.


  The time was in accordance with strict formality when I found myself on her steps. The room I was shown into was large, much too large to be comfortable on such a day; and I had to thread my way through a perfect maze of gilt-legged tables and statuette-bearing tripods before I reached the hearth. Here burnt a small, quiet, chaste-looking fire, a sort of Vestal flame, whose heat was lost upon the tesselated tiles, white marble, and polished brass about it. I stood looking down at it absently for a few minutes, and then Theodora came in.


  She was very simply dressed in some dark stuff that fitted closely to her, and let me see the harmonious lines of her figure as she came up to me. The plain, small collar of the dress opened at the neck, and a delicious, solid, white throat rose from the dull stuff like an almond bursting from its husk. On the pale, well-cut face and small head great care had evidently been bestowed. The eyes were darkened, as last night, and the hair arranged with 161 infinite pains on the forehead and rolled into one massive coil at the back of her neck.


  She shook hands with a smile—a smile that failed to dispel the air of fatigue and fashionable dissipation that seemed to cling to her; and then wheeled a chair as near to the fender as she could get it.


  As she sat down, I thought I had never seen such splendid shoulders combined with so slight a hip before.


  “Now I hope no one else will come to interrupt us,” she said simply. “And don’t let’s bother to exchange comments on the weather nor last night’s dance. I have done that six times over this morning with other callers. Don’t let’s talk for the sake of getting through a certain number of words. Let us talk because we are interested in what we are saying.”


  “I should be interested in anything if you said it,” I answered.


  Theodora laughed. “Tell me something about the East, will you? That is a nice warm subject, and I feel so cold.”


  And she shot out towards the blaze two well-made feet and ankles.


  “Yes, in three weeks’ time I shall be in a considerably warmer climate than this,” I answered, drawing my chair as close to hers as fashion permits.


  Theodora looked at me with a perceptibly startled expression as I spoke.


  “Are you really going out so soon?” she said.


  “I am, really,” I said with a smile.


  “Oh, I am so sorry!”


  “Why?” I asked merely.


  “Because I was thinking I should have the pleasure of meeting you lots more times at different functions.”


  162 “And would that be a pleasure?”


  “Yes, very great,” said Theodora, with a smile lighting her eyes and parting faintly the soft scarlet lips.


  She looked at me, a seducing softness melting all her face and swimming in the liquid darkness of the eyes she raised to mine. A delicious intimacy seemed established between us by that smile. We seemed nearer to each other after it than before, by many degrees. A month or two of time and ordinary intercourse may be balanced against the seconds of such a smile as this.


  A faint feeling of surprise mingled with my thoughts, that she should show her own attitude of mind so clearly, but I believe she felt instinctively my attraction towards her, and also undoubtedly she belonged, and had always been accustomed, to a fast set. I was not the sort of man to find fault with her for that, and probably she had already been conscious of this, and felt all the more at ease with me. The opening-primrose type of woman, the girl who does or wishes to suggest the modest violet unfolding beneath the rural hedge, had never had a charm for me. I do not profess to admire the simple violet; I infinitely prefer a well-trained hothouse gardenia. And this girl, about whom there was nothing of the humble, crooked-neck violet—in whom there was a dash of virility, a hint at dissipation, a suggestion of a certain decorous looseness of morals and fastness of manners—could stimulate me with a keen sense of pleasure, as our eyes or hands met.


  “Why would it be a pleasure to meet me?” I asked, holding her eyes with mine, and wondering whether things would so turn out that I should ever kiss those parting lips before me.


  Theodora laughed gently.


  “For a good many reasons that it would make you too conceited to hear,” she answered. “But one is because you are more 163 interesting to talk to than the majority of people I meet every day. The castor of your chair has come upon my dress. Will you move it back a little, please?”


  I pushed my chair back immediately and apologised.


  “Are you going alone?” resumed Theodora.


  “Quite alone.”


  “Is that nice?”


  “No. I should have been very glad to find some fellow to go with me, but it’s rather difficult. It is not everybody that one meets whom one would care to make such an exclusive companion of, as a life like that out there necessitates. Still, there’s no doubt I shall be dull unless I can find some chum there.”


  “Some Englishman, I suppose?”


  “Possibly; but they are mostly snobs who are out there.”


  Theodora made a faint sign of assent, and we both sat silent, staring into the fire.


  “Does the heat suit you?” Theodora asked, after a pause.


  “Yes, I like it.”


  “So do I.”


  “I don’t think any woman would like the climate I am going to now, or could stand it,” I said.


  Theodora said nothing, but I had my eyes on her face, which was turned towards the light of the fire, and I saw a tinge of mockery come over it.


  We had neither said anything farther, when the sound of a knock reached us, muffled, owing to the distance the sound had to travel to reach us by the drawing-room fire at all, but distinct in the silence between us.


  Theodora looked at me sharply.


  “There is somebody else. Do you want to leave yet?” she asked, and then added in a persuasive tone, “Come into my own 164 study, where we shan’t be disturbed, and stay and have tea with me, will you?”


  She got up as she spoke.


  The room had darkened considerably while we had been sitting there, and only a dull light came from the leaden, snow-laden sky beyond the panes, but the firelight fell strongly across her figure as she stood, glancing and playing up it towards the slight waist, and throwing scarlet upon the white throat and under-part of the full chin. In the strong shadow on her face I could see merely the two seducing eyes. Easily excitable where once a usually hypercritical or rather hyper-fanciful eye has been attracted, I felt a keen sense of pleasure stir me as I watched her rise and stand, that sense of pleasure which is nothing more than an assurance to the roused and unquiet instincts within one, of future satisfaction or gratification, with, from, or at the expense of the object creating the sensation. Unconsciously a certainty of possession of Theodora to-day, to-morrow, or next year, filled me for the moment as completely as if I had just made her my wife. The instinct that demanded her was immediately answered by a mechanical process of the brain, not with doubt or fear, but simple confidence. “This is a pleasant and delightful object to you—as others have been. Later it will be a source of enjoyment to you—as others have been.” And the lulling of this painful instinct is what we know as pleasure. And this instinct and its answer are exactly that which we should not feel within us for any beloved object. It is this that tends inevitably to degrade the loved one, and to debase our own passion. If the object is worthy and lovely in any sense, we should be ready to love it as being such, for itself, as moralists preach to us of Virtue, as theologians preach to us of the Deity. To love or at least to strive to love an object for the object’s sake, and not our own 165 sake, to love it in its relation to its pleasure and not in its relation to our own pleasure, is to feel the only love which is worthy of offering to a fellow human being, the one which elevates—and the only one—both giver and receiver. If we ever learn this lesson, we learn it late. I had not learnt it yet.


  I murmured a prescribed “I shall be delighted,” and followed Theodora behind a huge red tapestry screen that reached half-way up to the ceiling.


  We were then face to face with a door which she opened, and we both passed over the threshold together.


  She had called the room her own, so I glanced round it with a certain curiosity. A room is always some faint index to the character of its occupier, and as I looked a smile came to my face. This room suggested everywhere, as I should have expected, an intellectual but careless and independent spirit. There were two or three tables, in the window, heaped up with books and strewn over with papers. The centre-table had been pushed away, to leave a clearer space by the grate, and an armchair, seemingly of unfathomable depths, and a sofa, dragged forward in its place. Within the grate roared a tremendous fire, banked up half-way to the chimney, and a short poker was thrust into it between the bars. The red light leapt over the whole room and made it brilliant, and glanced over a rug, and some tumbled cushions on the floor in front of the fender, evidently where she had been lying. Now, however, she picked up the cushions, and tossed them into the corner of the couch, and sat down herself in the other corner.


  “Do you prefer the floor generally?” I asked, taking the armchair as she indicated it to me.


  “Yes, one feels quite free and at ease lying on the floor, whereas on a couch its limits are narrow, and one has the constraint 166 and bother of taking care one does not go to sleep and roll off.”


  “But suppose you did, you would then but be upon the floor.”


  “Quite so; but I should have the pain of falling.”


  Our eyes met across the red flare of the firelight.


  Theodora went on jestingly: “Now, these are the ethics of the couch and the floor. I lay myself voluntarily on the floor, knowing it thoroughly as a trifle low, but undeceptive and favourable to the condition of sleep which will probably arise, and suitable to my requirements of ease and space. I avoid the restricted and uncertain couch, recognising that if I fall to sleep on that raised level, and the desire to stretch myself should come, I shall awake with pain and shock to feel the ground, and see above me the couch from which I fell—do you see?”


  She spoke lightly, and with a smile, and I listened with one. But her eyes told me that these ethics of the couch and floor covered the ethics of life.


  “No, you must accept the necessity of the floor, I think, unless you like to forego your sleep and have the trouble of taking care to stick upon your couch; and for me the difference of level between the two is not worth the additional bother.”


  She laughed, and I joined her.


  “What do you think?” she asked.


  I looked at her as she sat opposite me, the firelight playing all over her, from the turn of her knee just marked beneath her skirt to her splendid shoulders, and the smooth soft hand and wrist supporting the distinguished little head. I did not tell her what I was thinking; what I said was: “You are very logical. I am quite convinced there’s no place like the ground for a siesta.”


  Theodora laughed, and laid her hand on the bell.


  167 A second or two after, a door, other than the one we had entered by, opened, and a maid appeared.


  “Bring tea and pegs,” said Theodora, and the door shut again.


  “I ordered pegs for you because I know men hate tea,” she said. “That’s my own maid. I never let any of the servants answer this bell except her; she has my confidence, as far as one ever gives confidence to a servant. I think she likes me. I like making myself loved,” she added impulsively.


  “You’ve never found the least difficulty in it, I should think,” I answered, perhaps a shade more warmly than I ought, for the colour came into her cheek and a slight confusion into her eyes.


  The servant’s re-entry saved her from replying.


  “Now tell me how you like your peg made, and I’ll make it,” said Theodora, getting up and crossing to the table when the servant had gone.


  I got up, too, and protested against this arrangement.


  Theodora turned round and looked up at me, leaning one hand on the table.


  “Now, how ridiculous and conventional you are!” she said. “You would think nothing of letting me make you a cup of tea, and yet I must by no means mix you a peg!”


  She looked so like a young fellow of nineteen as she spoke that half the sense of informality between us was lost, and there was a keen, subtle pleasure in this superficial familiarity with her that I had never felt with far prettier women. The half of nearly every desire is curiosity, a vague, undefined curiosity, of which we are hardly conscious; and it was this that Theodora so violently stimulated, while her beauty was sufficient to nurse the other half. This feeling of curiosity arises, of course, for any woman who may be new to us, and who has the power to move us at all. But generally, if it cannot be gratified for the particular one, it is more 168 or less satisfied by the general knowledge applying to them all; but here, as Theodora differed so much from the ordinary feminine type, even this instinctive sort of consolation was denied me. I looked down at her with a smile.


  “We shan’t be able to reconcile Fashion and Logic, so it’s no use,” I said. “Make the peg, then, and I’ll try and remain in the fashion by assuming it’s tea.”


  “Great Scott! I hope you won’t fancy it’s tea while you are drinking it!” returned Theodora laughing.


  She handed me the glass, and I declared nectar wasn’t in it with that peg, and then she made her own tea and came and sat down to drink it, in not at all an indecorous, but still informal proximity.


  “Did you collect anything in the East?” she asked me, after a minute or two.


  “Yes; a good many idols and relics and curiosities of sorts,” I answered. “Would you like to see them?”


  “Very much,” Theodora answered. “Where are they?”


  “Well, not in my pocket,” I said smiling. “At my chambers. Could you and Mrs. Long spare an afternoon and honour me with a visit there?”


  “I should like it immensely. I know Helen will come if I ask her.”


  “When you have seen them I must pack them up, and send them to my agents. One can’t travel about with those things.”


  A sort of tremor passed over Theodora’s face as I spoke, and her glance met mine, full of demands and questionings, and a very distinct assertion of distress. It said distinctly, “I am so sorry you are going.” The sorrow in her eyes touched my vanity deeply, which is the most responsive quality we have. It is difficult to reach our hearts or our sympathies, but our vanity is 169 always available. I felt inclined to throw my arm round that supple-looking waist—and it was close to me—and say, “Don’t be sorry; come too.” I don’t know whether my looks were as plain as hers, but Theodora rose carelessly, apparently to set her teacup down, and then did not resume her seat by me, but went back to the sofa on the other side of the rug. This, in the state of feeling into which I had drifted, produced an irritated sensation, and I was rather pleased than not when a gong sounded somewhere in the house and gave me a graceful opening to rise.


  “May I hope to hear from you, then, which day you will like to come?” I asked, as I held out my hand.


  Now this was the moment I had been expecting, practically, ever since her hand had left mine last night, the moment when it should touch it again. I do not mean consciously, but there are a million slight, vague physical experiences and sensations within us of which the mind remains unconscious. Theodora’s white right hand rested on her hip, the light from above struck upon it, and I noted that all the rings had been stripped from it; her left was crowded with them, so that the hand sparkled at each movement, but not one remained on her right. I coloured violently for the minute as I recollected my last night’s pressure, and the idea flashed upon me at once that she had removed them expressly to avoid the pain of having them ground into her flesh.


  The next second Theodora had laid her hand confidently in mine. My mind, annoyed at the thought that had just shot through it, bade me take her hand loosely and let it go, but Theodora raised her eyes to me, full of a soft disappointment which seemed to say, “Are you not going to press it, then, after all, when I have taken off all the rings entirely that you may?” That look seemed to push away, walk over, ignore my reason, and appeal directly to the eager physical nerves and muscles. 170 Spontaneously, whether I would or not, they responded to it, and my fingers laced themselves tightly round this morsel of velvet-covered fire.


  We forgot in those few seconds to say the orthodox good-byes; she forgot to answer my question. That which we were both saying to each other, though our lips did not open, was, “So I should like to hold and embrace you;” and she, “So I should like to be held and embraced.”


  Then she withdrew her hand, and I went out by way of the drawing-room where we had entered.


  In the hall her footman showed me out with extra obsequiousness. My three-hours’ stay raised me, I suppose, to the rank of more than an ordinary caller.


  It was dark now in the streets, and the temperature must have been somewhere about zero. I turned my collar up and started to walk sharply in the direction of my chambers. Walking always induces in me a tendency to reflection and retrospection, and now, removed from the excitement of Theodora’s actual presence, my thoughts lapped quietly over the whole interview, going through it backwards, like the calming waves of a receding tide, leaving lingeringly the sand. There was no doubt that this girl attracted me very strongly, that the passion born yesterday was nearing adolescence; and there was no doubt, either, that I ought to strangle it now before it reached maturity. My thoughts, however, turned impatiently from this question, and kept closing and centring round the object itself, with maddening persistency. I laughed to myself as Schopenhauer’s theory shot across me that all impulse to love is merely the impulse of the genius of the genus to select a fitting object which will help in producing a Third Life. Certainly the genius of the genus in me was weaker than the genius of my own individuality, in this instance, for Theodora was as unfitted, 171 according to the philosopher’s views, to become a co-worker with me in carrying out Nature’s aim, as she was fitted to give me as an individual the strongest personal pleasure.


  I remember Schopenhauer does admit that this instinct in man to choose some object which will best fulfil the duty of the race, is apt to be led astray, and it is fortunate he did not forget to make this admission, if his theory is to be generally applied, considering how very particularly often we are led astray, and that our strongest, fiercest passions and keenest pleasures are constantly not those suitable to, nor in accordance with, the ends of Nature. The sharpest, most violent stimulus, we may say, the true essence of pleasure, lies in some gratification which has no claim whatever, in any sense, to be beneficial or useful, or to have any ulterior motive, conscious or instinctive, or any lasting result, or any fulfilment of any object, but which is simple gratification and dies naturally in its own excess.


  As we admit of works of pure genius that they cannot claim utility, or motive, or purpose, but simply that they exist as joy-giving and beautiful objects of delight, so must we have done with utility, motive, purpose, and the aims of Nature, before we can reach the most absolute degree of positive pleasure. To choose an admissible instance, a naturally hungry man, given a slice of bread, will he or will he not devour it with as great a pleasure as the craving drunkard feels in swallowing a draught of raw brandy?


  In the first case a simple natural desire is gratified, and the aim of Nature satisfied; but the individual’s longing and subsequent pleasure cannot be said to equal the furious craving of the drunkard, and his delirious sense of gratification as the brandy burns his throat.


  My inclination towards Theodora could hardly be the simple, natural instinct, guided by natural selection, for then surely I 172 should have been swayed towards some more womanly individual, some more vigorous and at the same time more feminine physique. In me, it was the mind that had first suggested to the senses, and the senses that had answered in a dizzy pleasure, that this passionate, sensitive frame, with its tensely-strung nerves and excitable pulses, promised the height of satisfaction to a lover. Surely to Nature it promised a poor if possible mother, and a still poorer nurse. And these desires and passions that spring from that border-land between mind and sense, and are nourished by the suggestions of the one and the stimulus of the other, have a stronger grip upon our organisation, because they offer an acuter pleasure, than those simple and purely physical ones in which Nature is striving after her own ends and using us simply as her instruments.


  I thought on in a desultory sort of way, more or less about Theodora, and mostly about the state of my own feelings, until I reached my chambers. There I found Digby, and in his society, with his chaff and gabble in my ears, all reflection and philosophy fled, without leaving me any definite decision made.


  The next afternoon but one found myself and Digby standing at the windows of my chambers awaiting Theodora’s arrival. I had invited him to help me entertain the two women, and also to help me unearth and dust my store of idols and curiosities, and range them on the tables for inspection. There were crowds of knick-knacks picked up in the crooked streets and odd corners of Benares, presents made to me, trifles bought in the Cairo bazaars, and vases and coins discovered below the soil in the regions of the Tigris. Concerning several of the most typical objects Digby and I had had considerable difference of opinion. One highly interesting bronze model of the monkey-god at Benares he had declared I could not exhibit on account of its too pronounced realism and insufficient attention to the sartorial art. I had 173 insisted that the god’s deficiencies in this respect were not more striking than the objects in flesh-tints, hung at the Academy, that Theodora viewed every season.


  “Perhaps not,” he answered. “But this is not in pink and white, and hung on the Academy walls for the public to stare at, and therefore you can’t let her see it.”


  This was unanswerable. I yielded, and the monkey-god was wheeled under a side-table out of view.


  Every shelf and stand and table had been pressed into the service, and my rooms had the appearance of a corner in an Egyptian bazaar, now when we had finished our preparations.


  “There they are,” said Digby, as Mrs. Long’s victoria came in sight.


  Theodora was leaning back beside her sister, and it struck me then how representative she looked, as it were, of herself and her position. From where we stood we could see down into the victoria, as it drew up at our door. Her knees were crossed under the blue carriage-rug, on the edge of which rested her two small pale-gloved hands. A velvet jacket, that fitted her as its skin fits the grape, showed us her magnificent shoulders, and the long easy slope of her figure to the small waist. On her head, in the least turn of which lay the acme of distinction, amongst the black glossy masses of her hair, sat a small hat in vermilion velvet, made to resemble the Turkish fez. As the carriage stopped, she glanced up; and a brilliant smile swept over her face, as she bowed slightly to us at the window. The handsome painted eyes, the naturally scarlet lips, the pallor of the oval face, and each well-trained movement of the distinguished figure, as she rose and stepped from the carriage, were noted and watched by our four critical eyes.


  “A typical product of our nineteenth-century civilisation,” I 174 said, with a faint smile, as Theodora let her fur-edged skirt draw over the snowy pavement, and we heard her clear cultivated tones, with the fashionable drag in them, ordering the coachman not to let the horses get cold.


  “But she’s a splendid sort of creature, don’t you think?” asked Digby. “Happy the man who——eh?”


  I nodded. “Yes,” I assented. “But how much that man should have to offer, old chap, that’s the point; that six thousand of hers seems an invulnerable protection.”


  “I suppose so,” said Digby with a nervous yawn. “And to think I have more than double that and yet—— It’s a pity. Funny it will be if my looks and your poverty prevent either of us having her.”


  “My own case is settled,” I said decisively. “My position and hers decide it for me.”


  “I’d change places with you this minute if I could,” muttered Digby moodily, as steps came down to our door, and we went forward to meet the women as they entered.


  It seemed to arrange itself naturally that Digby should be occupied in the first few seconds with Mrs. Long, and that I should be free to receive Theodora.


  Of all the lesser emotions, there is hardly any one greater than that subtle sense of pleasure felt when a woman we love crosses for the first time our own threshold. We may have met her a hundred times in her house, or on public ground, but the sensation her presence then creates is altogether different from that instinctive, involuntary, momentary and delightful sense of ownership that rises when she enters any room essentially our own.


  It is the very illusion of possession.


  With this hatefully egoistic satisfaction infused through me, I 175 drew forward for her my own favourite chair, and Theodora sank into it, and her tiny, exquisitely-formed feet sought my fender-rail. At a murmured invitation from me, she unfastened and laid aside her jacket. Beneath, she revealed some purplish, silk-like material, that seemed shot with different colours as the firelight fell upon it. It was strained tight and smooth upon her, and the swell of a low bosom was distinctly defined below it. There was no excessive development, quite the contrary, but in the very slightness there was an indescribably sensuous curve, and a depression, rising and falling, that seemed as if it might be the very home itself of passion. It was a breast with little suggestion of the duties or powers of Nature, but with infinite seduction for a lover.


  “What a marvellous collection you have here,” she said throwing her glance round the room. “What made you bring home all these things?”


  “The majority were gifts to me—presents made by the different natives whom I visited or came into connection with in various ways. A native is never happy, if he likes you at all, until he has made you some valuable present.”


  “You must be very popular with them indeed,” returned Theodora, glancing from a brilliant Persian carpet, suspended on the wall, to a gold and ivory model of a temple, on the console by her side.


  “Well, when one stays with a fellow as his guest, as I have done with some of these small rajahs and people, of course one tries to make oneself amiable.”


  “The fact is, Miss Dudley,” interrupted Digby, “Ray admires these fellows, and that is why they like him. Just look at this sketch-book of his—what trouble he has taken to make portraits of them.”


  176 And he stretched out a limp-covered pocket-album of mine.


  I reddened slightly and tried to intercept his hand.


  “Nonsense, Digby. Give the book to me,” I said; but Theodora had already taken it, and she looked at me as I spoke with one of those delicious looks of hers that could speak so clearly. Now it seemed to say, “If you are going to love me, you must have no secrets from me.” She opened the book and I was subdued and let her. I did not much care, except that it was some time now since I had looked at it, and I did not know what she might find in it. However, Theodora was so different from girls generally, that it did not greatly matter.


  “Perhaps these are portraits of your different conquests amongst the Ranees, are they?” she said. “I don’t see ‘my victims,’ though, written across the outside as the Frenchmen write on their albums.”


  “No,” I said, with a smile, “I think these are only portraits of men whose appearance struck me. The great difficulty is to persuade any Mohammedan to let you draw him.”


  The very first leaf she turned seemed to give the lie to my words. Against a background of yellow sand and blue sky, stood out a slight figure in white, bending a little backward, and holding in its hands, extended on either side, the masses of its black hair that fell through them, till they touched the sand by its feet. Theodora threw a side-glance full of derision on me, as she raised her eyes from the page.


  “I swear it isn’t,” I said hastily, colouring, for I saw she thought it was a woman. “It’s a young Sikh I bribed to let me paint him.”


  “Oh, a young Sikh, is it?” said Theodora, bending over the book again. “Well it’s a lovely face; and what beautiful hair!”


  “Yes, almost as beautiful as yours,” I murmured, in safety, for 177 the others were wholly occupied in testing the limits of the flexibility of the soapstone.


  Not for any consideration in this world could I have restrained the irresistible desire to say the words, looking at her sitting sideways to me, noting that shining weight of hair lying on the white neck, and that curious masculine shade upon the upper lip. A faint liquid smile came to her face.


  “Mine is not so long as that when you see it undone,” she said, looking at me.


  “How long is it?” I asked mechanically, turning over the leaves of the sketch-book, and thinking in a crazy sort of way what I would not give to see her with that hair unloosed, and have the right to lift a single strand of it.


  “It would not touch the ground,” she answered, “it must be about eight inches off it, I think.”


  “A marvellous length for a European,” I answered in a conventional tone, though it was a difficulty to summon it.


  Within my brain all the dizzy thoughts seemed reeling together till they left me hardly conscious of anything but an acute painful sense of her proximity.


  “Find me the head of a Persian, will you?” came her voice next.


  “A Persian?” I repeated mechanically.


  Theodora looked at me wonderingly and I recalled myself.


  “Oh, yes,” I answered, “I’ll find you one. Give me the book.”


  I took the book and turned over the leaves towards the end. As I did so, some of the intermediate pages caught her eye, and she tried to arrest the turning leaves.


  “What is that? Let me see.”


  “It is nothing,” I said, passing them over. “Allow me to find you the one you want.”


  178 Theodora did not insist, but her glance said: “I will be revenged for this resistance to my wishes!”


  When I had found her the portrait, I laid the open book back upon her knees. Theodora bent over it with an unaffected exclamation of delight. “How exquisite! and how well you have done it! What a talent you must have!”


  “Oh no, no talent,” I said hastily. “It’s easy to do a thing like that when your heart is in it.”


  Theodora looked up at me and said simply, “This is a woman.”


  And I looked back in her eyes and said as simply, “Yes, it is a woman.”


  Theodora was silent, gazing at the open leaf, absorbed. And half-unconsciously my eyes followed hers and rested with hers on the page.


  Many months had gone by since I had opened the book; and many, many cigars, that according to Tolstoi deaden every mental feeling, and many, many pints of brandy that do the same thing, only more so, had been consumed, since I had last looked upon that face. And now I saw it over the shoulder of this woman. And the old pain revived and surged through me, but it was dull—dull as every emotion must be in the near neighbourhood of a new object of desire—every emotion except one.


  “Really it is a very beautiful face, isn’t it?” she said at last, with a tender and sympathetic accent, and as she raised her head our eyes met.


  I looked at her and answered, “I should say yes, if we were not looking at it together, but you know beauty is entirely a question of comparison.”


  Her face was really not one-tenth so handsome as the mere shadowed, inanimate representation of the Persian girl, beneath 179 our hands. I knew it and so did she. Theodora herself would have been the first to admit it. But nevertheless the words were ethically true. True in the sense that underlay the society compliment, for no beauty of the dead can compare with that of the living. Such are we, that as we love all objects in their relation to our own pleasure from them, so even in our admiration, the greatest beauty, when absolutely useless to us, cannot move us as a far lesser degree has power to do, from which it is possible to hope, however vaguely, for some personal gratification. And to this my words would come if translated. And I think Theodora understood the translation rather than the conventional form of them, for she did not take the trouble to deprecate the flattery.


  I got up, and, to change the subject, said, “Let me wheel up that little table of idols. Some of them are rather curious.”


  I moved the tripod up to the arm of her chair.


  Theodora closed the sketch-book and put it beside her, and looked over the miniature bronze gods with interest. Then she stretched out her arm to lift and move several of them, and her soft fingers seemed to lie caressingly—as they did on everything they touched—on the heads and shoulders of the images. I watched her, envying those senseless little blocks of brass.


  “This is the Hindu equivalent of the Greek Aphrodite,” I said, lifting forward a small, unutterably hideous, squat female figure, with the face of a monkey, and two closed wings of a dragon on its shoulders.


  “Oh, Venus,” said Theodora. “We must certainly crown her amongst them, though hardly, I think, in this particular case, for her beauty!”


  And she laughingly slipped off a diamond half-hoop from her middle finger, and slipped the ring on to the model’s head. It fitted exactly round the repulsive brows of the deformed and 180 stunted image, and the goddess stood crowned in the centre of the table, amongst the other figures, with the circlet of brilliants, flashing brightly in the firelight, on her head. As Theodora passed the ring from her own warm white finger on to the forehead of the misshapen idol, she looked at me. The look, coupled with the action, in my state, went home to those very inner cells of the brain where are the springs themselves of passion. At the same instant the laughter and irresponsible gaiety and light pleasure on the face before me, the contrast between the delicate hand and the repellent monstrosity it had crowned—the sinister, allegorical significance—struck me like a blow. An unexplained feeling of rage filled me. Was it against her, myself, her action, or my own desires? It seemed for the moment to burn against them all. On the spur of it, I dragged forward to myself another of the images from behind the Astarte, slipped off my own signet-ring, and put it on the head of the idol.


  “This is the only one for me to crown,” I said bitterly, with a laugh, feeling myself whiten with the stress and strain of a host of inexplicable sensations that crowded in upon me, as I met Theodora’s lovely inquiring glance.


  There was a shade of apprehensiveness in her voice as she said, “What is that one?”


  “Shiva,” I said curtly, looking her straight in the eyes. “The god of self-denial.”


  I saw the colour die suddenly out of her face, and I knew I had hurt her. But I could not help it. With her glance she had summoned me to approve or second her jesting act. It was a challenge I could not pass over. I must in some correspondingly joking way either accept or reject her coronation. And to reject it was all I could do, since this woman must be nothing to me. There was a second’s blank pause of strained silence. But, superficially, 181 we had not strayed off the legitimate ground of mere society nothings, whatever we might feel lay beneath them. And Theodora was trained thoroughly in the ways of fashion.


  The next second she leant back in her chair, saying lightly, “A false, absurd, and unnatural god; it is the greatest error to strive after the impossible; it merely prevents you accomplishing the possible. Gods like these,” and she indicated the abominable squint-eyed Venus, “are merely natural instincts personified, and one may well call them gods since they are invincible. Don’t you remember the fearful punishments that the Greeks represented as overtaking mortals who dared to resist nature’s laws, that they chose to individualise as their gods? You remember the fate of Hippolytus who tried to disdain Venus, of Pentheus who tried to subdue Bacchus? These two plays teach the immortal lesson that if you have the presumption to try to be greater than nature she will in the end take a terrible revenge. The most we can do is to guide her. You can never be her conqueror. Consider yourself fortunate if she allows you to be her charioteer.”


  It was all said very lightly and jestingly, but at the last phrase there was a flash in her eye, directed upon me—yes, me—as if she read down into my inner soul, and it sent the blood to my face.


  As the last word left her lips, she stretched out her hand and deliberately took my ring from the head of Shiva, put it above her own diamonds on the other idol, and laid the god I had chosen, the god of austerity and mortification, prostrate on its face, at the feet of the leering Venus.


  Then, without troubling to find a transition phrase, she got up and said, “I am going to look at that Persian carpet.”


  It had all taken but a few seconds; the next minute we were over by the carpet, standing in front of it and admiring its hues in 182 the most orthodox terms. The images were left as she had placed them. I could do nothing less, of course, than yield to a woman and my guest. The jest had not gone towards calming my feelings, nor had those two glances of hers—the first so tender and appealing as she had crowned the Venus, the second so virile and mocking as she had discrowned the Shiva. There was a strange mingling of extremes in her. At one moment she seemed will-less, deliciously weak, a thing only made to be taken in one’s arms and kissed. The next, she was full of independent uncontrollable determination and opinion. Most men would have found it hard to be indifferent to her. When beside her you must either have been attracted or repelled. For me, she was the very worst woman that could have crossed my path.


  As I stood beside her now, her shoulder only a little below my own, her neck and the line of her breast just visible to the side vision of my eye, and heard her talking of the carpet, I felt there was no price I would not have paid to have stood for one half-hour in intimate confidence with her, and been able to tear the veils from this irritating character.


  From the carpet we passed on to a table of Cashmere work and next to a pile of Mohammedan garments. These had been packed with my own personal luggage, and I should not have thought of bringing them forth for inspection. It was Digby who, having seen them by chance in my portmanteau, had insisted that they would add interest to the general collection of Eastern trifles. “Clothes, my dear fellow, clothes; why, they will probably please her more than anything else.”


  Theodora advanced to the heap of stuffs and lifted them.


  “What is the history of these?” she said laughing. “These were not presents to you!”


  “No,” I murmured. “Bought in the native bazaars.”


  183 “Some perhaps,” returned Theodora, throwing her glance over them. “But a great many are not new.”


  It struck me that she would not be a woman very easy to deceive. Some men value a woman in proportion to the ease with which they can impose upon her, but to me it is too much trouble to deceive at all, so that the absence of that amiable quality did not disquiet me. On the contrary, the comprehensive, cynical, and at the same time indulgent smile that came so readily to Theodora’s lips charmed me more, because it was the promise of even less trouble than a real or professed obtuseness.


  “No,” I assented merely.


  “Well, then?” asked Theodora, but without troubling to seek a reply. “How pretty they are and how curious! this one, for instance.” And she took up a blue silk zouave, covered with gold embroidery, and worth perhaps about thirty pounds. “This has been a good deal worn. It is a souvenir, I suppose?”


  I nodded. With any other woman I was similarly anxious to please I should have denied it, but with her I felt it did not matter.


  “Too sacred perhaps, then, for me to put on?” she asked with her hand in the collar, and smiling derisively.


  “Oh dear no!” I said, “not at all. Put it on by all means.”


  “Nothing is sacred to you, eh? I see. Hold it then.”


  She gave me the zouave and turned for me to put it on her. A glimpse of the back of her white neck, as she bent her head forward, a convulsion of her adorable shoulders as she drew on the jacket, and the zouave was fitted on. Two seconds perhaps, but my self-control wrapped round me had lost one of its skins.


  “Now I must find a turban or fez,” she said, turning over gently, but without any ceremony, the pile. “Oh, here’s one!” She drew out a white fez, also embroidered in gold, and, removing 184 her hat, put it on very much to one side, amongst her black hair, with evident care lest one of those silken inflected waves should be disturbed; and then affecting an undulating gait, she walked over to the fire.


  “How do you like me in Eastern dress, Helen?” she said, addressing her sister, for whom Digby was deciphering some old coins. Digby and I confessed afterwards to each other the impulse that moved us both to suggest it was not at all complete without the trousers. I did offer her a cigarette, to enhance the effect.


  “Quite passable, really,” said Mrs. Long, leaning back and surveying her languidly.


  Theodora took the cigarette with a laugh, lighted and smoked it, and it was then, as she leant against the mantel-piece with her eyes full of laughter, a glow on her pale skin, and an indolent relaxation in the long, supple figure, that I first said, or rather an involuntary, unrecognised voice within me said, “It is no good; whatever happens I must have you.”


  “Do you know that it is past six, Theo?” said Mrs. Long.


  “You will let me give you a cup of tea before you go?” I said.


  “Tea!” repeated Theodora. “I thought you were going to say haschisch or opium, at the least, after such an Indian afternoon.”


  “I have both,” I answered, “would you like some?” thinking, “By Jove, I should like to see you after the haschisch.”


  “No,” replied Theodora, “I make it a rule not to get intoxicated in public.”


  When the women rose to go, Theodora, to my regret, divested herself of the zouave without my aid, and declined it also for putting on her own cloak. As they stood drawing on their gloves I asked if they thought there was anything worthy of their 185 acceptance amongst these curiosities. Mrs. Long chose from the table near her an ivory model of the Taj, and Digby took it up to carry for her to the door. As he did so his eye caught the table of images.


  “This is your ring, Miss Dudley, I believe,” he said.


  I saw him grin horridly as he noted the arrangement of the figures. Doubtless he thought it was mine.


  I took up my signet-ring again, and Theodora said carelessly, without the faintest tinge of colour rising in her cheek, “Oh, yes, I had forgotten it. Thanks.”


  She took it from him and replaced it.


  I asked her if she would honour me as her sister had done.


  “There is one thing in this room that I covet immensely,” she said, meeting my gaze.


  “It is yours, of course, then,” I answered. “What is it?”


  Theodora stretched out her open hand. “Your sketch-book.”


  For a second I felt the blood dye suddenly all my face. The request took me by surprise, for one thing; and immediately after the surprise followed the vexatious and embarrassing thought that she had asked for the one thing in the room that I certainly did not wish her to have. The book contained a hundred thousand memories, embodied in writing, sketching, and painting, of those years in the East. There was not a page in it that did not reflect the emotions of the time when it had been filled in, and give a chronicle of the life lived at the date inscribed on it. It was a sort of diary in cipher, and to turn over its leaves was to re-live the hours they represented. For my own personal pleasure I liked the book and wanted to keep it, but there were other reasons too why I disliked the idea of surrendering it. It flashed through me, the question as to what her object was in possessing herself of it. Was it jealousy of the faces or any face within it that prompted her, 186 and would she amuse herself, when she had it, by tearing out the leaves or burning it? To give over these portraits merely to be sacrificed to a petty feminine spite and malice, jarred upon me. Involuntarily I looked hard into her eyes to try and read her intentions, and I felt I had wronged her. The eyes were full of the softest, tenderest light. It was impossible to imagine them vindictive. She had seen my hesitation and she smiled faintly.


  “Poor Herod with your daughter of Herodias,” she said, softly. “Never mind, I will not take it.”


  The others who had been standing with her saw there was some embarrassment that they did not understand, and Mrs. Long turned to go slowly down the corridor. Digby had to follow. Theodora was left standing alone before me, her seductive figure framed in the open doorway. Of course she was irresistible. Was she not the new object of my desires?


  I seized the sketch-book from the chair. What did anything matter?


  “Yes,” I said hastily, putting it into that soft, small hand before it could draw back. “Forgive me the hesitation. You know I would give you anything.”


  If she answered or thanked me, I forget it. I was sensible of nothing at the moment but that the blood seemed flowing to my brain, and thundering through it, in ponderous waves. Then I knew we were walking down the passage, and in a few minutes more we should have said good-bye, and she would be gone.


  An acute and yet vague realisation came upon me that the corridor was dark, and that the others had gone on in front, a confused recollection of the way she had lauded Nature and its domination a short time back, and then all these were lost again in the eddying torrent of an overwhelming desire to take her in my arms and hold her, control her, assert my will over hers, this 187 exasperating object who had been pleasing and seducing every sense for the last three hours, and now was leaving them all unsatisfied. That impulse towards some physical demonstration, that craving for physical contact, which attacks us suddenly with its terrific impetus, and chokes and stifles us, ourselves, beneath it, blinding us to all except itself, rushed upon me then, walking beside her in the dark passage; and at that instant Theodora sighed.


  “I am tired,” she said languidly. “May I take your arm?” and her hand touched me.


  I did not offer her my arm, I flung it round her neck, bending back her head upon it, so that her lips were just beneath my own as I leant over her, and I pressed mine on them in a delirium of passion.


  Everything that should have been remembered I forgot.


  Knowledge was lost of all, except those passive, burning lips under my own. As I touched them, a current of madness seemed to mingle with my blood, and pass flaming through all my veins.


  I heard her moan, but for that instant I was beyond the reach of pity or reason, I only leant harder on her lips in a wild, unheeding, unsparing frenzy. It was a moment of ecstasy that I would have bought with years of my life. One moment, the next I released her, and so suddenly, that she reeled against the wall of the passage. I caught her wrist to steady her. We dared neither of us speak, for the others were but little ahead of us; but I sought her eyes in the dusk.


  They met mine, and rested on them, gleaming through the darkness. There was no confusion nor embarrassment in them, they were full of the hot, clear, blinding light of passion; and I knew there would be no need to crave forgiveness.


  188 The next moment had brought us up to the others, and to the end of the passage.


  Mrs. Long turned round, and held out her hand to me.


  “Good-bye,” she said. “We have had a most interesting afternoon.”


  It was with an effort that I made some conventional remark.


  Theodora, with perfect outward calm, shook hands with myself and Digby, with her sweetest smile, and passed out.


  I lingered some few minutes with Digby, talking; and then he went off to his own diggings, and I returned slowly down the passage to my rooms.


  My blood and pulses seemed beating as they do in fever, my ears seemed full of sounds, and that kiss burnt like the brand of hot iron on my lips. When I reached my rooms, I locked the door and flung both the windows open to the snowy night. The white powder on the ledge crumbled and drifted in.


  . . . . . . . . . . .


  . . . . . . . . . . .
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  195 A Falling Out


  By Kenneth Grahame


  Harold told me the main facts of this episode, some time later—in bits, and with reluctance. It was not a recollection he cared to talk about. The crude blank misery of a moment is apt to leave a dull bruise which is slow to depart, if indeed it ever does so entirely; and Harold confesses to a twinge or two, still, at times, like the veteran who brings home a bullet inside him from martial plains over sea.


  He knew he was a brute the moment after he had done it; Selina had not meant to worry, only to comfort and assist. But his soul was one raw sore within him, when he found himself shut up in the schoolroom after hours, merely for insisting that 7 times 7 amounted to 47. The injustice of it seemed so flagrant. Why not 47 as much as 49? One number was no prettier than the other to look at, and it was evidently only a matter of arbitrary taste and preference, and, anyhow, it had always been 47 to him, and would be to the end of time. So when Selina came in out of the sun, leaving the Trappers of the Far West behind her, and putting off the glory of being an Apache squaw in order to hear him his tables and win his release, Harold turned on her venomously, rejected her kindly overtures, and even drove his elbow into her sympathetic ribs, in his determination to be left alone in the 196 glory of sulks. The fit passed directly, his eyes were opened, and his soul sat in the dust as he sorrowfully began to cast about for some atonement heroic enough to salve the wrong.


  Needless to say, Selina demanded no sacrifice nor heroics whatever; she didn’t even want him to say he was sorry. If he would only make it up, she would have done the apologising part herself. But that was not a boy’s way. Something solid, Harold felt, was due from him; and until that was achieved, making up must not be thought of, in order that the final effect might not be spoilt. Accordingly, when his release came, and poor Selina hung about, trying to catch his eye, Harold, possessed by the demon of a distorted motive, avoided her steadily—though he was bleeding inwardly at every minute of delay—and came to me instead.


  Of course I approved his plan highly; it was so much better than just going and making it up tamely, which any one could do; and a girl who had been jobbed in the ribs by a hostile elbow could not be expected for a moment to overlook it, without the liniment of an offering to soothe her injured feelings.


  “I know what she wants most,” said Harold. “She wants that set of tea-things in the toy-shop window, with the red and blue flowers on ’em; she’s wanted it for months, ’cos her dolls are getting big enough to have real afternoon tea; and she wants it so badly that she won’t walk that side of the street when we go into the town. But it costs five shillings!”


  Then we set to work seriously, and devoted the afternoon to a realisation of assets and the composition of a Budget that might have been dated without shame from Whitehall. The result worked out as follows:


  197 s.  d.


  By one uncle, unspent through having been lost for nearly a week—turned up at last in the straw of the dog-kennel 2  6


  By advance from me on security of next uncle, and failing that, to be called in at Christmas 1  0


  By shaken out of missionary-box with the help of a knife-blade. (They were our own pennies and a forced levy) 4


  By bet due from Edward, for walking across the field where Farmer Larkin’s bull was, and Edward bet him twopence he wouldn’t—called in with difficulty 2


  By advance from Martha, on no security at all, only you mustn’t tell your aunt 1  0


  ———


  Total  5  0


  and at last we breathed again.


  The rest promised to be easy. Selina had a tea-party at five on the morrow, with the chipped old wooden tea-things that had served her successive dolls from babyhood. Harold would slip off directly after dinner, going alone, so as not to arouse suspicion, as we were not allowed to go into the town by ourselves. It was nearly two miles to our small metropolis, but there would be plenty of time for him to go and return, even laden with the olive-branch neatly packed in shavings; besides, he might meet the butcher, who was his friend and would give him a lift. Then, finally, at five, the rapture of the new tea-service, descended from the skies; and then, retribution made, making up at last, without loss of dignity. With the event before us, we thought it a small thing that twenty-four hours more of alienation and pretended sulks must be kept up on Harold’s part; but Selina, who naturally knew nothing of the treat in store for 198 her, moped for the rest of the evening, and took a very heavy heart to bed.


  When next day the hour for action arrived, Harold evaded Olympian attention with an easy modesty born of long practice, and made off for the front gate. Selina, who had been keeping her eye upon him, thought he was going down to the pond to catch frogs, a joy they had planned to share together, and slipped out after him; but Harold, though he heard her footsteps, continued sternly on his high mission, without even looking back; and Selina was left to wander disconsolately among flower-beds that had lost—for her—all scent and colour. I saw it all, and, although cold reason approved our line of action, instinct told me we were brutes.


  Harold reached the town—so he recounted afterwards—in record time, having run most of the way for fear lest the tea-things, which had reposed six months in the window, should be snapped up by some other conscience-stricken lacerator of a sister’s feelings; and it seemed hardly credible to find them still there, and their owner willing to part with them for the price marked on the ticket. He paid his money down at once, that there should be no drawing back from the bargain; and then, as the things had to be taken out of the window and packed, and the afternoon was yet young, he thought he might treat himself to a taste of urban joys and la vie de Bohème. Shops came first, of course, and he flattened his nose successively against the window with the india-rubber balls in it, and the clock-work locomotive: and against the barber’s window, with wigs on blocks, reminding him of uncles, and shaving-cream that looked so good to eat; and the grocer’s window, displaying more currants than the whole British population could possibly consume without a special effort; and the window of the bank, wherein gold 199 was thought so little of that it was dealt about in shovels. Next there was the market-place, with all its clamorous joys; and when a runaway calf came down the street like a cannon-ball, Harold felt that he had not lived in vain. The whole place was so brimful of excitement that he had quite forgotten the why and the wherefore of his being there, when a sight of the church clock recalled him to his better self, and sent him flying out of the town, as he realized he had only just time enough left to get back in. If he were after his appointed hour, he would not only miss his high triumph, but probably would be detected as a transgressor of bounds—a crime before which a private opinion on multiplication sank to nothingness. So he jogged along on his homeward way, thinking of many things, and probably talking to himself a good deal, as his habit was. He must have covered nearly half the distance, when suddenly—a deadly sinking in the pit of the stomach—a paralysis of every limb—around him a world extinct of light and music—a black sun and a reeling sky—he had forgotten the tea-things!


  It was useless, it was hopeless, all was over, and nothing could now be done; nevertheless he turned and ran back wildly, blindly, choking with the big sobs that evoked neither pity nor comfort from a merciless, mocking world around; a stitch in his side, dust in his eyes, and black despair clutching at his heart. So he stumbled on, with leaden legs and bursting sides, till—as if Fate had not yet dealt him her last worst buffet—on turning a corner in the road he almost ran under the wheels of a dog-cart, in which, as it pulled up, was apparent the portly form of Farmer Larkin, the arch-enemy whose ducks he had been shying stones at that very morning!


  Had Harold been in his right and unclouded senses, he would have vanished through the hedge some seconds earlier, rather than 200 pain the farmer by any unpleasant reminiscences which his appearance might call up; but as things were he could only stand and blubber hopelessly, caring, indeed, little now what further ill might befall him. The farmer, for his part, surveyed the desolate figure with some astonishment, calling out in no unfriendly accents, “What, Master Harold! whatever be the matter? Baint runnin’ away, be ee?”


  Then Harold, with the unnatural courage born of desperation, flung himself on the step, and, climbing into the cart, fell in the straw at the bottom of it, sobbing out that he wanted to go back, go back! The situation had a vagueness; but the farmer, a man of action rather than words, swung his horse round smartly, and they were in the town again by the time Harold had recovered himself sufficiently to furnish some details. As they drove up to the shop, the woman was waiting at the door with the parcel; and hardly a minute seemed to have elapsed since the black crisis, ere they were bowling along swiftly home, the precious parcel hugged in a close embrace.


  And now the farmer came out in quite a new and unexpected light. Never a word did he say of broken fences and hurdles, trampled crops and harried flocks and herds. One would have thought the man had never possessed a head of live stock in his life. Instead, he was deeply interested in the whole dolorous quest of the tea-things, and sympathised with Harold on the disputed point in mathematics as if he had been himself at the same stage of education. As they neared home, Harold found himself, to his surprise, sitting up and chatting to his new friend like man to man; and before he was dropped at a convenient gap in the garden hedge, he had promised that when Selina gave her first public tea-party, little Miss Larkin should be invited to come and bring her whole sawdust family along with her, and the 201 farmer appeared as pleased and proud as if he had been asked to a garden-party at Marlborough House. Really those Olympians have certain good points, far down in them. I shall leave off abusing them some day.


  At the hour of five, Selina, having spent the afternoon searching for Harold in all his accustomed haunts, sat down disconsolately to tea with her dolls, who ungenerously refused to wait beyond the appointed hour. The wooden tea-things seemed more chipped than usual; and the dolls themselves had more of wax and sawdust, and less of human colour and intelligence about them, than she ever remembered before. It was then that Harold burst in, very dusty, his stockings at his heels, and the channels ploughed by tears still showing on his grimy cheeks; and Selina was at last permitted to know that he had been thinking of her ever since his ill-judged exhibition of temper, and that his sulks had not been the genuine article, nor had he gone frogging by himself. It was a very happy hostess who dispensed hospitality that evening to a glassy-eyed stiff-kneed circle; and many a dollish gaucherie, that would have been severely checked on ordinary occasions, was as much overlooked as if it had been a birthday.


  But Harold and I, in our stupid masculine way, thought all her happiness sprang from possession of the long-coveted tea-service.


  ·  ·


  202 Hor. Car. I. 5


  A Modern Paraphrase


  By Charles Newton-Robinson


  
    Pyrrha, the wan, the golden-tressed!


    For what bright boy are you waiting, dressed


    So witchingly, in your simple best?

  


  
    Yes, like a witch in her cave, you sit


    In the gilded midnight, rosy-lit;


    While snares for souls of men you knit.

  


  
    The boy shall wonder, the boy shall rue


    Like me, that ever he deemed you true.


    Mine is another tale of you.

  


  
    For I have known that sea-calm brow


    Dark with treacherous gusts ere now,


    And saved myself, I know not how.

  


  ·  ·


  203 Bodley Heads


  No. 2: Mr. John Davidson


  By Will Rothenstein


  ·  ·
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  207 Henri Beyle


  By Norman Hapgood


  The fact that none of his work has been translated into English is probably a source of amused satisfaction to many of the lovers of Beyle. Though he exercised a marked influence on Mérimée, was wildly praised by Balzac, was discussed twice by Sainte-Beuve, was pointed to in Maupassant’s famous manifesto-preface to Pierre et Jean; though he has been twice eulogised by Taine, and once by Bourget; and though he has been carefully analysed by Zola, he is read little in France and scarcely at all elsewhere. While his name, at his death scarcely heard beyond his little circle of men of letters, has become rather prominent, his books are still known to very few. His cool prophecy that a few leading spirits would read him by 1880 was justified, and the solution of his doubt whether he would not by 1930 have sunk again into oblivion seems now at least as likely as it was then to be an affirmative. “To the happy few,” he dedicated his latest important novel, and it will be as it has been, for the few, happy in some meanings of that intangible word, that his character and his writings have a serious interest.


  In one of the Edinburgh Review’s essays on Mme. du Deffand is a rather striking passage in which Jeffrey sums up the conditions that made conversation so fascinating in the salons of the 208 France of Louis XV. In Rome, Florence, et Naples, published shortly afterward by Beyle, under his most familiar pseudonym of Stendhal, is a conversation, with all the marks of a piece of genuine evidence on the English character, between the author and an Englishman; and yet a large part of what is given as the opinion of this acquaintance of Beyle is almost a literal translation of Jeffrey’s remarks on the conditions of good conversation. Such a striking phrase as “where all are noble all are free” is taken without change, and the whole is stolen with almost equal thoroughness. This characteristic runs through all of his books. He was not a scholar, so he stole his facts and many of his opinions, with no acknowledgments, and made very pleasing books.


  Related, perhaps, to this characteristic, are the inexactness of his facts and the unreliability of his judgments. Berlioz somewhere in his memoirs gives to Stendhal half-a-dozen lines, which run something like this: “There was present also one M. Beyle, a short man with an enormous belly, and an expression which he tries to make benign and succeeds in making malicious. He is the author of a Life of Rossini, full of painful stupidities about music.” Painful indeed, to a critic with the enthusiasm and the mastery of Berlioz, a lot of emphatic judgments from a man who was ignorant of the technique of music, who took it seriously but lazily, and who could make such a delicious comment at the end of a comparison of skill with inspiration, as, “What would not Beethoven do, if, with his technical knowledge, he had the ideas of Rossini?” Imagine the passionate lover of the noblest in music hearing distinctions drawn between form and idea in music, with condescension for Beethoven, by a man who found in Cimarosa and Rossini his happiness night after night through years. Imagine Beyle talking of grace, sweetness, softness, 209 voluptuousness, ease, tune, and Berlioz growing harsh with rage and running away to hide from these effeminate notions in the stern poetry of Beethoven’s harmonies. Imagine them crossing over into literature and coming there at the height to the same name, Shakespeare. What different Shakespeares they are. Berlioz, entranced, losing self-control for days, feeling with passion the glowing life of the poet’s words, would turn, as from something unclean, from the man whose love for Macbeth showed itself mostly in the citation of passages that give fineness to the feelings which the school of Racine thought unsuited to poetry. “You use it as a thesis,” the enthusiast might cry. “The grandeur, the wealth, the terror of it escape you. You see his delicacy, his proportion, a deeper taste than the classic French taste, and it forges you a weapon. But you are not swept on by him, you never get into the torrent of him, you are cool and shallow, and your praise is profanation.” Stendhal read Shakespeare with some direct pleasure, no doubt, but he was always on the look-out for quotations to prove some thesis, and he read Scott and Richardson, probably all the books he read in any language, in the same unabandoned restricted way.


  In painting it is the same. It is with a narrow and dilettante intelligence that he judges pictures. The painter who feeds certain sentiments, he loves and thinks great. Guido Reni is suave; therefore only one or two in the world’s history can compare with him. One of them is Correggio, for his true voluptuousness. These are the artists he loves. Others he must praise, as he praised Shakespeare, to support some attack on French canons of art. Therefore is Michelangelo one of the gods. The effort is apparent throughout, and as he recalls the fact that Mme. du Deffand and Voltaire saw in Michelangelo nothing but ugliness, and notes that such is the attitude of all true Frenchmen, the lover 210 of Beyle smiles at his effort to get far enough away from his own saturated French nature to love the masculine and august painter he is praising. Before the Moses, Mérimée tells us, Beyle could find nothing to say beyond the observation that ferocity could not be better depicted. This vague, untechnical point of view was no subject of regret to Stendhal. He gloried in it. “Foolish as a scholar,” he says somewhere, and in another place, “Vinci is a great artist precisely because he is no scholar.”


  Add to these qualities of lack of truthfulness, lack of thoroughness, and lack of imagination, a total disregard for any moral view of life, in the sense of a believing, strenuous view, and you have, from the negative side, the general aspects of Stendhal’s character. He was not vicious—far from it—though he admires many things that are vicious. He is not indecent, for “the greatest enemy of voluptuousness is indecency,” and voluptuousness tests all things. The keen Duclos has said that the French are the only people among whom it is possible for the morals to be depraved without either the heart being depraved or the courage being weakened. It would be almost unfair to speak of Beyle’s morals as depraved, as even in his earliest childhood he seems to have been without a touch of any moral quality. “Who knows that the world will last a week?” he asks, and the question expresses well the instinct in him that made him deny any appeal but that of his own ends. Both morals and religion really repel him. It is impossible to love a supreme being, he says, though we may perhaps respect him. Indeed, he believes that love and respect never go together, that grace, which he loves, excludes force, which he respects; and thus he loves Reni and respects Michelangelo. Grace and force are the opposite sides of a sphere, and the human eye cannot see both. As for him, he fearlessly takes sympathy and grace and abandons nobility. In the same manner that he excludes 211 strenuous feelings of right altogether, he makes painting, which he thinks the nobler art, secondary to music, which is the more comfortable. For a very sensitive man, he goes on, with real coherence to the mind of a Beylian, painting is only a friend, while music is a mistress. Happy indeed he who has both friend and mistress. In some of his moods, the more austere, the nobler and less personal tastes and virtues, interest him, for he is to some extent interested in everything; but except where he is supporting one of his few fundamental theses he does not deceive himself into thinking he likes them, and he never takes with real seriousness anything he does not like. Elevation and ferocity are the two words he uses over and over again in explaining that Michelangelo, alone could paint the Bible, and the very poverty of his vocabulary, so discriminating when he is on more congenial subjects, suggests how external was the acquaintance of Beyle with elevation or ferocity, with Michelangelo or the Bible. He has written entertainingly on such subjects, but it all has the sound of guesswork. These two qualities, with which he sums up the sterner aspects of life, are perhaps not altogether separable from a third, dignity, and his view of this last may throw some light on the nature of his relations with the elevation and ferocity he praises. Here is a passage from Le Rouge et le Noir: “Mathilde thought she saw happiness. This sight, all-powerful with people who combine courageous souls with superior minds, had to fight long against dignity and all vulgar sentiments of duty.” Equally lofty is his tone towards other qualities that are in reality part of the same attitude; a tone less of reproach than of simple contempt. The heroine of Le Rouge et le Noir is made to argue that “it is necessary to return in good faith to the vulgar ideas of purity and honour.” Two more of the social virtues are disposed of by him in one extract, which, by the way, illustrates also the truly logical 212 and the apparently illogical nature of Stendhal’s thought. It will take a little reflection to see how he gets so suddenly from industry to patriotism in the following judgment, but the coherence of the thought will be complete to the Beylian: “It is rare that a young Neapolitan of fourteen is forced to do anything disagreeable. All his life he prefers the pain of want to the pain of work. The fools from the North treat as barbarians the citizens of this country, because they are not unhappy at wearing a shabby coat. Nothing would seem more laughable to an inhabitant of Crotona than to suggest his fighting to get a red ribbon in his button-hole, or to have a sovereign named Ferdinand or William. The sentiment of loyalty, or devotion to dynasty, which shines in the novels of Sir Walter Scott, and which should have made him a peer, is as unknown here as snow in May. To tell the truth, I don’t see that this proves these people fools. (I admit that this idea is in very bad taste.)” For himself, he hated his country, as he curtly puts it, and loved none of his relatives. Patriotism, for which his contempt is perhaps mixed with real hatred, is in his mind allied to the most of all stupid tyrants, propriety, or, as he more often calls it, opinion, his most violent aversion. Napoleon, he thinks, in destroying the custom of cavaliere serviente simply added to the world’s mass of ennui by ushering into Italy the flat religion of propriety. He is full of such lucid observations as that the trouble with opinion is that it takes a hand in private matters, whence comes the sadness of England and America. To this sadness of the moral countries and the moral people he never tires of referring. His thesis carries him so far that he bunches together Veronese and Tintoretto under the phrase, “painters without ideal,” in whom there is something dry, narrow, reasonable, bound by propriety; in a word, incapable of rapture. This referring to some general standard, this lack of directness, of fervour, of abandonment, is 213 illustrated by the Englishman’s praise of his mistress, that there was nothing vulgar in her. It would take, Beyle says, eight days to explain that to a Milanese, and then he would have a fit of laughter.


  These few references illustrate fairly the instincts and beliefs that are the basis of Stendhal’s whole thought and life. The absolute degree of moral scepticism that is needed to make a sympathetic reader of him is—especially among people refined and cultivated enough to care for his subjects—everywhere rare. I call it a moral rather than an intellectual scepticism, because, while he would doubtless deny the possibility of knowing the best good of the greatest number, a more ultimate truth is that he is perfectly indifferent to the good of the greatest number. It is unabashed egotism. The assertion of his individual will, absolute loyalty to his private tastes, is his principle of thought and action, and his will and his tastes do not include the rest of the world, and its desires. “What is the ME? I know nothing about it. One day I awoke upon this earth, I found myself united to a certain body, a certain fortune. Shall I go into the vain amusement of wishing to change them, and in the meantime forget to live? That is to be a dupe; I submit to their failings. I submit to my aristocratic bent, after having declaimed for ten years, in good faith, against all aristocracy. I adore Roman noses, and yet, if I am a Frenchman, I resign myself to having received from heaven only a Champagne nose: what can I do about it? The Romans were a great evil for humanity, a deadly disease which retarded the civilisation of the world …. In spite of so many wrongs, my heart is for the Romans.” Thus, in all the details of his extended comparison, Beyle tries to state with fairness the two sides, the general good and the personal, the need of obedience to its rules if some general ends of society are to be 214 attained, and the individual’s loss from obedience. He states with fairness, but his own choice is never in doubt. He goes to what directly pleases him. “Shall I dare to talk of the bases of morals? From the accounts of my comrades I believe that there are as many deceived husbands at Paris as at Boulogne, at Berlin as at Rome. The whole difference is that at Paris the sin is caused by vanity, and at Rome by climate. The only exception I find is in the middle classes in England, and all classes at Geneva. But, upon my honour, the drawback in ennui is too great. I prefer Paris. It is gay.” His tastes, his sympathies, are unhesitatingly with the Roman in the following judgment: “A Roman to whom you should propose to love always the same woman, were she an angel, would exclaim that you were taking from him three-quarters of what makes life worth while. Thus, at Edinburgh, the family is first, and at Rome it is a detail. If the system of the Northern people sometimes begets the monotony and the ennui that we read on their faces, it often causes a calm and continuous happiness.” This steady contrast is noted by his mind merely, his logical fairness. His mind is judicial in a sort of negative, formal sense; judicial without weight, we might almost say. He does not feel, or see imaginatively, sympathetically, the advantages of habitual constancy. He feels only the truths of the other side, or the side of truth which he expresses when he says that all true passion is selfish: and passion and its truth are the final test for him. This selfishness, which is even more self-reliance than it is self-seeking, which has his instinctive approval in all moods, is directly celebrated by him in most. The more natural genius and originality one has, he says, the more one feels the profound truth of the remark of the Duchesse de Ferté, that she found no one but herself who was always right. And not only does natural genius, which we 215 might sum up as honesty to one’s instincts, or originality, make us contemptuous of all judgments but our own; it leads us (so far does Beyle go) to esteem only ourselves. Reason, he argues, or rather states, makes us see, and prevents our acting, since nothing is worth the effort it costs. Laziness forces us to prefer ourselves, and in others it is only ourselves that we esteem.


  With this principle as his broadest generalisation it is not unnatural that his profoundest admiration was for Napoleon. I am a man, he says in substance, who has loved a few painters, a few people, and respected one man—Napoleon. He respected a man who knew what he wanted, wanted it constantly, and pursued it fearlessly, without scruples and with intelligence, with constant calculation, with lies, with hypocrisy, with cruelty. Beyle used to lie with remarkable ease even in his youth. He makes his almost autobiographical hero, Julien Sorel, a liar throughout and a hypocrite on the very day of his execution. Beyle lays down the judgments about Napoleon, that he liked argument, because he was strong in it, and that he kept his peace, like a savage, whenever there was any possibility of his being seen to be inferior to any one else in grasp of the topic under discussion. It is in his Life of Napoleon that Beyle dwells as persistently as anywhere on his never-ceasing principle: examine yourself; get at your most spontaneous, indubitable tastes, desires, ambitions; follow them; act from them unceasingly; be turned aside by nothing.


  It is possible, in going through Beyle’s works for that purpose, to find a remark here and there that might possibly indicate a basis of faith under this insistence, a belief that in the end a thorough independence of aim in each individual would be for the good of all; but these passing words really do not go against the truth of the statement that Beyle was absolutely without the moral attitude; that the pleasing to himself immediately was all he gave 216 interest to, and that of the intellectual qualities those that had beauty for him were the crueller ones—force, concentration, sagacity, in the service of egotism. But here are a few of the possible exceptions. “Molière,” he says, in a dispute about that writer’s morality, “painted with more depth than the other poets. Therefore, he is more moral. Nothing could be more simple.” With this epigram he leaves the subject; but it is tolerably clear that he means to deny any other moral than truth, not to say that the truth is an inevitable servant of good. If it did mean the latter, it was thrown off at the moment as an easy argument, for his belief is pronounced through his works, that his loves are the world’s banes, and that any interest in the world’s good, in the moral law, is bourgeois and dull. Here is another phrase that perhaps might suggest that the generalisation was unsafe: “He is the greatest man in Europe because he is the only honest man.” This, like the other, is clear enough to a reader of him; and it is really impossible to find in him any identification of the interesting, the worthy, with the permanently and generally serviceable. Where the social point of view is taken for a moment it is by grace of logic purely, for a formal fairness. A more unmitigated moral rebel, a more absolute sceptic, a more thoroughly isolated individual than the author of Le Rouge et le Noir could not exist. Nor could a more unhesitating dogmatist exist, despite his sneering apologies, for dogmatism is as natural an expression of absolute scepticism as it is of absolute faith. When a man refuses to say anything further than, “This is true for me, at this moment,” or perhaps, “This is true of a man exactly such as I describe, in exactly these circumstances,” he is likely to make these statements with unshakable firmness. This distinctness and coherence of the mind, which is entirely devoted to relativity, is one of the charms of Stendhal for his lovers. It makes possible the completeness and 217 the originality of a perfect individual, of an entirely unrestrained growth. It is the kind of character that we call capricious or fantastic when it is weak, but when it is strong it has a value for us through its emphasis of interesting principles which we do not find so visible and disentangled in more conforming people. The instincts which in Stendhal have such a free field to expatiate seem to some readers rare and distinguished, and to these readers it is a delight to see them set in such high relief. This, in its most general aspect, is what gave him his short-lived glory among the young writers of France. They hailed him as the discoverer of the doctrine of relativity, or as the first who applied it to the particular facts they wished to emphasise—the environment and its influence on the individual. This has been overworked by great men and little men until we grow sad at the sound of the word; but it was not so in Beyle’s time, and he used the principle with moderation, seldom or never forgetting the incalculable and inexplicable accidents of individual variations. He does not forget either that individuals make the environment, and he is really clearer than his successors in treating race-traits, the climate and the local causes, individual training, and individual idiosyncrasies, as a great mixed whole, in which the safest course is to stick pretty closely to the study of the completed product. For this reason Zola very properly removed him from the pedestal on which Taine had put him, for what is a solvent of all problems to the school for which Taine hoped to be the prophet is in Stendhal but one principle, in its place on an equality with others. Zola’s analysis of this side of Beyle is really masterly; and he proves without difficulty that the only connection between Beyle and the present naturalists is one of creed, not of execution—that Beyle did not apply the principle he believed in. The setting of his scenes is not distinct. Sometimes it is not even sketched in; and here 218 Zola draws an illustration from a strong scene in Le Rouge et le Noir, and shows how different the setting would have been in his own hands. Beyle is a logician, abstract; Zola thinks himself concrete, and concrete he is—often by main force. This is a sad failure to apply the doctrine of relativity to oneself. Beyle errs sometimes in the same way, and some of his attempts at local colour are very tiresome, but on the whole he remains frankly the analyser, the introspective psychologist, the man of distinct but disembodied ideas. He recognised the environment as he recognised other things in his fertile reflections, but he was as a rule too faithful to his own principles to spend much time in trying to reproduce it in details which did not directly interest him. It was therefore natural that his celebration by the extremists should be short-lived. Most of them do him what justice they can with effort, like Zola, or pass him over with some such word as the “dry” of Goncourt. His fads were his own. None of them have yet become the fads of a school, though some principles that were restrained with him have become battle-cries in later times. His real fads are hardly fitted to be banners, for they are too specific. In very general theories he generally kept rather sane. His real difference from the school that claimed him for a father half a century after his death, is well suggested in the awkward word that Zola is fond of throwing at him, “ideologist.” The idea, the abstract truth and the intellectual form of it, its clearness, its stateableness, its cogency and consistency, is the final interest with him. The outer world is only the material for the expression of ideas, only the illustrations of them, and the ideas are therefore not pictorial or dramatic, but logical. The arts are ultimately the expression of thought and feeling, and colour and plastic form are means only. You never find him complaining, as his friend Mérimée did, that the meaning of the plastic arts 219 cannot be given in words because for a slight difference in shade or in curve there is no expression in language. All that Beyle got out of art he could put into words. He made no attempt to compete with the painter like the leading realists of the past half-century. Other arts interested him only as far as they formed, without straining, illustrations for expression in language of the feelings they appeal to. It was with him in music as it was in painting, and often his musical criticism is as charming to the unattached dilettante as it is annoying to the technical critic who judges it in its own forms. Beyle names the sensation with precision always. His vocabulary has fine shades without weakening fluency. In choosing single words to name single sensations is his greatest power, and it is a power which naturally belongs to a man whose eye is inward, a power which the word-painters of the environment lack. Everything is expression for Beyle, and within the limits of the verbally-expressible he steadfastly remains. His truth is truth to the forms of thought as they exist in the reason—the clear eighteenth-century reason—disembodied truth. “It is necessary to have bones and blood in the human machine to make it walk. But we give slight attention to these necessary conditions of life, to fly to its great end, its final result—to think and to feel.


  “That is the history of drawing, of colour, of light and shade, of all the various parts of painting, compared to expression.


  “Expression is the whole of art.”


  This reminds one again of Mérimée’s statement, that Beyle could see in the Moses nothing but the expression of ferocity; and an equally conclusive assertion (for it is in him no confession) is made by Beyle in reference to music, which he says is excellent if it gives him elevated thoughts on the subjects that are occupying him, and if it makes him think of the music itself it is mediocre. 220 Thus Beyle is as far from being an artist as possible. He cares for the forms of the outer world, he spends his life in looking at beauty and listening to it, but only because he knows that that is the way to call up in himself the ideas, the sensations, the emotions that he loves almost with voluptuousness. The basis of genius, he says, in speaking of Michelangelo, is logic, and if this is true—as in the sense in which he used it, it probably is—Beyle’s genius was mostly basis.


  Mérimée says that though Beyle was constantly appealing to logic, he reached his conclusions not by his reason but by his imagination. This is certainly making a false distinction. Beyle was not a logician in the sense that he got at conclusions indirectly by syllogisms. He did not forget his premisses in the interest of the inductive process. What he calls logic is an attitude or quality of the mind, and means really abstract coherence. Of what he himself calls ideology, with as much contempt as Zola could put into the word, he says that it is a science not only tiresome but impertinent. He means any constructive, deductive system of thought. He studied Kant and other German metaphysicians, and thought them shallow—superior men ingeniously building houses of cards. His feet seldom if ever got off the solid ground of observations into the region of formal, logical deduction. “Facts! facts!” he cried, and his love of facts at first hand, keeps him from some of the defects of the abstract mind. Every statement is independent of the preceding and the succeeding ones, each is examined by itself, each illustrated by anecdote, inexact enough, to be sure, but clear. There is no haze in his thought. When Mérimée says that it is Beyle’s imagination and not his logic that decides, he is right, in the sense that Beyle has no middle terms, that his vision is direct, that the a priori process is secondary and merely suggestive with him. “What should we 221 logically expect to find the case here?” he will ask before a new set of facts, but if his expectation and his observation differ, he readjusts his principles. It is no paradox to call a mind both abstract and empirical, introspective and scientific; and Beyle’s was both.


  This quality of logic without constructiveness shows, of course, in his style. There is lucidity of transition, of connection, of relation, among the details, but the parts are not put together to form an artistic whole. They fall on to the paper from his mind direct, and the completed book has no other unity than has the mind of the author. As he was a strong admirer of Bacon and his methods, it is safe enough to say that he would have accepted entirely this statement about composition as his own creed: “Thirdly, whereas I could have digested these rules into a certain method or order, which, I know, would have been more admired, as that which would have made every particular rule, through its coherence and relation unto other rules, seem more cunning and more deep; yet I have avoided so to do, because this delivering of knowledge in distinct and disjoined aphorisms doth leave the wit of man more free to turn and toss, and to make use of that which is so delivered to more several purposes and applications.” He is the typical suggestive critic, formless, uncreative, general and specific, precise and abstract: chaotic to the artist, satisfactory to the psychologist. It makes no difference where the story begins, whether this sentence follows that, or where the chapter ends. There are no rules of time and place. His style is a series of epigrams, and the order of their presentation is almost accidental. “To draw out a plot freezes me,” he says, and one could guess it from his stories, which are in all essentials like his essays. To this analytic, unplastic mind the plot, the characters, are but illustrations of the general truths. The characters he draws have 222 separate individual life only so far as they are copies. There is no invention, no construction, no creation. Moreover, there is no style, or no other quality of style than lucidity. He not only lacks other qualities, he despises them. The “neatly turned” style and the rhetorical alike have his contempt. Most rhetoricians are “emphatic, eloquent, and declamatory.” He almost had a duel about Chateaubriand’s “cime indéterminée des forêts.” Rousseau is particularly irritating to him. “Only a great soul knows how to write simply, and that is why Rousseau has put so much rhetoric into the New Eloïse, which makes it unreadable after thirty years.” In another place he says he detests, in the arrangement of words, tragic combinations, which are intended to give majesty to the style. He sees only absurdity in them. His style fits his thought, and his failure to comprehend colour in style is not surprising in a man whose thought has no setting, in a man who remarks with scorn that it is easier to describe clothing than it is to describe movements of the soul. He cares only for movements of the soul. The sense of form might have given his work a larger life, but it is part of his rare value for a few that he talks in bald statements, single-word suggestions, disconnected flashes. This intellectual impressionism, as it were, is more stimulating to them than any work of art. These are not poetic souls, it is needless to say, however much they may love poetry. Beyle is the essence of prose and it is his strength. He loved poetry, but he got from it only the prose, so much of the idea as is independent of the form, Mérimée tells us that Beyle murdered verse in reading aloud, and in his treatise De l’Amour he informs us that verse was invented to help the memory and to retain it in dramatic art is a remnant of barbarity. The elevation, the abandon, the passion of poetry—all but the psychology—were foreign to this mind, whose unimaginative prose is its distinction.


  223 Perhaps this limitation is kin to another: that as novelist Beyle painted with success only himself. Much the solidest of his characters is Julien Sorel, a copy trait for trait of the author, reduced, so to speak, to his essential elements. Both Julien and Beyle were men of restless ambition, clear, colourless minds, and constant activity. Julien turned this activity to one thing, the study of the art of dominating women, and Beyle to three, of which this was the principal, and the other two were the comprehension of art principles and the expression of them. In his earlier days he had followed the army of Napoleon, until he became disgusted with the grossness of the life he saw. What renown he won in the army was for making his toilet with complete care on the eve of battle. From the Moscow army he wrote to one of his friends that everything was lacking which he needed, “friendship, love (or the semblance of it), and the arts.” For simplicity, friendship may be left out in summing up Beyle’s interests, for while his friendships were genuine they did not interest him much, except as an opportunity to work up his ideas. Of the two interests that remain, the one expressed in Julien, the psychology of love, illustrated by practice, is much the more essential. Julien too had Napoleon for an ideal, and when he found he could not imitate him in the letter he resigned himself to making in his spirit the conquests that were open to him. The genius that Napoleon put into political relations he would put into social ones. All the principles of war should live again in his intrigues with women.


  This spirit is well enough known in its outlines. Perhaps the most perfect sketch of it in its unmixed form is in Les Liaisons Dangereuses, a book which Beyle knew and must have loved. He must have admired and envied the Comte de Valmont and the Marquise de Merteuil. There is here none of the grossness of the 224 Restoration comedy in England. It is the art of satisfying vanity in a particular way, in its most delicate form. It is an occupation and an art as imperative, one might almost say as impersonal, were not the paradox so violent, as any other. What makes Stendhal’s account of this art differ from that of Delaclos and the other masters is the fact that, deeply as he is in it, he is half outside of it: he is the psychologist every moment, seeing his own attitude as coldly as he sees the facts on which he is forming his campaign. Read the scene, for instance, where Julien first takes the hand of the object of his designs, absolutely as a matter of duty, a disagreeable move necessary to the success of the game. The cold, forced spirit of so much of intrigue is clearly seen by Beyle and accepted by him as a necessity. He used to tell young men that if they were alone in a room five minutes with a beautiful woman without declaring they loved her, it proved them poltroons. Two sides of him, however, are always present; for this is the same man who repeats for ever in his book the cry that there is no love in France. He means that this science, better than no love at all, is inferior to the abandon of the Italians. The love of 1770, for which he often longs, with its gaiety, its tact, its discretion, “with the thousand qualities of savoir-vivre,” is after all only second. Amour-gout, to point out the distinction in two famous phrases of his own, is for ever inferior to amour-passion. Stendhal, admiring the latter, must have been confined to the former, though not in its baldest form, for to some of the skill and irony of Valmont he added the softness, the sensibility, of a later generation, and he added also the will to feel, so that his study of feeling and his practice of it grew more successful together. Psychology and sensibility are mutual aids in him, as they not infrequently are in “observers of the human heart,” to quote his description of his profession. “What 225 consideration can take precedence, in a sombre heart, of the never-flagging charm of being loved by a woman who is happy and gay?” The voluptuary almost succeeds in looking as genuine as the psychologist. “This nervous fluid, so to speak, has each day but a certain amount of sensitiveness to expend. If you put it into the enjoyment of thirty beautiful pictures you shall not use it to mourn the death of an adored mistress.” You cannot disentangle them. Love, voluptuousness, art, psychology, sincerity, effort, all are mixed up together, whatever the ostensible subject. It is a truly French compound, perhaps made none the less essentially French by the author’s constant berating of his country for its consciousness and vanity: a man who would be uneasy if he were not exercising his fascinating powers on some woman, and a man whose tears were ready; a man who could not live without action, soaking in the dolce far niente; a man all intelligence, and by very force of intelligence a man of emotion. He would be miserable if he gave himself up to either side. “In the things of sentiment perhaps the most delicate judges are found at Paris—but there is always a little chill.” He goes to Italy, and as he voluptuously feels the warm air and sees the warm blood and the free movements, the simplicity of heedlessness and passion, his mind goes back longingly to the other things. “All is decadence here, all in memory. Active life is in London and in Paris. The days when I am all sympathy I prefer Rome: but staying here tends to weaken the mind, to plunge it into stupor. There is no effort, no energy, nothing moves fast. Upon my word, I prefer the active life of the North and the bad taste of our barracks.” But among these conflicting ideals it is possible perhaps to pick the strongest, and I think it is painted in this picture: “A delicious salon, within ten steps of the sea, from which we are separated by a grove of orange-trees. The sea 226 breaks gently, Ischia is in sight. The ices are excellent.” The last touch seems to me deliciously characteristic. What is more subtle to a man whose whole life is an experiment in taste, what more suggestive, what more typical, than an ice? There is a pervading delight in it, in the unsubstantiality, the provokingness, the refinement of it. “In the boxes, toward the middle of the evening, the cavaliere servante of the lady usually orders some ices. There is always some wager, and the ordinary bets are sherbets, which are divine. There are three kinds, gelati, crepè and pezzidiere. It is an excellent thing to become familiar with. I have not yet determined the best kind, and I experiment every evening.” Do not mistake this for playfulness. The man who cannot take an ice seriously cannot take Stendhal sympathetically.


  Such, in the rough, is the point of view of this critic of character and of art. Of course the value of judgments from such a man in such an attitude is dependent entirely on what one seeks from criticism. Here is what Stendhal hopes to give: “My end is to make each observer question his own soul, disentangle his own manner of feeling, and thus succeed in forming a judgment for himself, a way of seeing formed in accord with his own character, his tastes, his ruling passions, if indeed he have passions, for unhappily they are necessary to judge the arts.” The word “passion,” here as elsewhere, is not to be given too violent a meaning. “Emotion” would do as well—sincere personal feeling. That there is no end of art except to bring out this sincere individual feeling is his ultimate belief. He is fond of the story of the young girl who asked Voltaire to hear her recite, so as to judge of her fitness for the stage. Astonished at her coldness, Voltaire said: “But, mademoiselle, if you yourself had a lover who abandoned you, what would you do?” “I would take another,” she answered. That, Stendhal adds, is the correct point 227 of view for nineteen-twentieths of life, but not for art. “I care only for genius, for young painters with fire in the soul and open intelligence.” For disinterested, cool taste, for objective justness and precision, he has only contempt. Indeed, he accepts Goethe’s definition of taste as the art of properly tying one’s cravats in things of the mind. Everything that is not special to the speaker, personal, he identifies with thinness, insincerity, pose. “The best thing one can bring before works of art, is a natural mind. One must dare to feel what he does feel.” To be one’s self, the first of rules, means to follow one’s primitive sentiments. “Instead of wishing to judge according to literary principles, and defend correct doctrines, why do not our youths content themselves with the fairest privilege of their age, to have sentiments?” There is no division into impersonal judgment and private sentiment. The only criticism that has value is private, personal, intimate.


  Less special to Stendhal now, though rare at the time in which he lived, is the appeal to life as the basis of art. “To find the Greeks, look in the forests of America.” Go to the swimming-school or the ballet to realise the correctness and the energy of Michelangelo. Familiarity is everything. “The work of genius is the sense of conversation,” and as “the man who takes the word of another is a cruel bore in a salon,” so is he as a critic. “What is the antique bas-relief to me? Let us try to make good modern painting. The Greeks loved the nude. We never see it, and moreover it repels us.” This conclusion shows the weakness, or the limitation, of this kind of criticism, which as Stendhal applies it would keep us from all we have learned from the revived study of the nude, because the first impression to one unused to seeing it is not an artistic one. But the limitations of Stendhal and his world are obvious enough. It is his eloquence and usefulness within his limits that are worth examination.


  228 “Beauty,” to Stendhal, “is simply a promise of happiness,” and the phrase sums up his attitude. Here is his ideal way of taking music. He asked a question of a young woman about somebody in the audience. The young woman usually says nothing during the evening. To his question she answered, “Music pleases when it puts your soul in the evening in the same position that love put it in during the day.”


  Beyle adds: “Such is the simplicity of language and of action. I did not answer, and I left her. When one feels music in such a way, what friend is not importunate?” When he leaves this field for technical judgments he is laughable to any one who does not care for the texture of his mind, whatever his expression; for music to him is really only a background for his sensibility. “How can I talk of music without giving the history of my sensations?” This is, doubtless, maudlin to the sturdy masculine mind, this religion of sensibility, this fondling of one’s sentimental susceptibilities, and it certainly has no grandeur and no morality. “Sensibility,” Coleridge says, “that is, a constitutional quickness of sympathy with pain and pleasure, and a keen sense of the gratifications that accompany social intercourse, mutual endearments, and reciprocal preferences …. sensibility is not even a sure pledge of a good heart, though among the most common meanings of that many-meaning and too commonly misapplied expression.” It leads, he goes on, to effeminate sensitiveness by making us alive to trifling misfortunes. This is just, with all its severity, and the lover of Stendhal has only to smile, and quote Rousseau, with Beyle himself: “I must admit that I am a great booby; for I get all my pleasure in being sad.”


  Naturally enough, ennui plays a great part in such a nature, thin, intelligent, sensitive, immoral, self-indulgent. It lies behind his art of love and his love of art. “Ennui, this great motive 229 power of intelligent people,” he says; and again: “I was much surprised when, studying painting out of pure ennui, I found it a balm for cruel sorrows.” He really loves it. “Ennui! the god whom I implore, the powerful god who reigns in the hall of the Français, the only power in the world that can cause the Laharpes to be thrown into the fire.” Hence his love for Madame du Deffand, the great expert in ennui, and for the whole century of ennui, wit, and immorality. Certainly the lack of all fire and enthusiasm, the lack of faith, of hope, of charity, does go often with a clear, sharp, negative freshness of judgment, which is often seen in the colder, finer, smaller workmen in the psychology of social relations. It is a great exposer of pretence. It enables Stendhal to see that most honest Northerners say in their hearts before the statues of Michelangelo, “Is that all?” as they say before their accomplished ideal, “Good Lord! to be happy, to be loved, is it only this?”


  But just as Stendhal keeps in the borderland between vice and virtue, shrinking from grossness, and laughing at morality, so he cannot really cross into the deepest unhappiness any more than he could into passionate happiness. Tragedy repelled him. “The fine arts ought never to try to paint the inevitable ills of humanity. They only increase them, which is a sad success …. Noble and almost consoled grief is the only kind that art should seek to produce.” To these half-tones his range is limited through the whole of his being. Of his taste in architecture, of which he was technically as ignorant as he was of music, Mérimée tells us that he disliked Gothic, thinking it ugly and sad, and liked the architecture of the Renaissance for its elegance and coquetry; that it was always graceful details, moreover, and not the general plan that attracted him; which is a limitation that naturally goes with the other.


  230 Of course the charm and the limitations that are everywhere in Beyle’s art criticism are the same in his judgments of national traits, which form a large part of his work. Antipathy to the French is one of his fixed ideas, thorough Frenchman that he was; for his own vanity and distrust did not make him hate the less genuinely those weaknesses. Vanity is bourgeois, he thinks, and there is for him no more terrible word. It spoils the best things, too—conversation among others; for the French conversation is work. “The most tiresome defect in our present civilisation is the desire to produce effect.” So with their bravery, their love, all is calculated, there is no abandonment. This annoys him particularly in the women, who are always the most important element to him. He gives them their due, but coldly: “France, however, is always the country where there are always the most passable women. They seduce by delicate pleasures made possible by their mode of dress, and these pleasures can be appreciated by the most passionless natures. Dry natures are afraid of Italian beauty.” Of course this continual flinging at the French is only partly vanity, self-glorification in being able, almost alone of foreigners, to appreciate the Italians. It is partly contempt for his leading power, for mere intelligence. In his youth he spoke with half-regret of his being so reasonable that he would go to bed to save his health even when his head was crowded with ideas that he wanted to write. It was his desperate desire to be as Italian as he could, rather than any serene belief that he had thrown off much of his French nature, that made him leave orders to have inscribed on his tombstone:


  Qui Giace

  Arrigo Beyle Milanese

  Visse, scrisse, amò.


  231 It comes dangerously near to a pose, perhaps, and yet there is genuineness enough in it to make it pathetic. He praises the Italians because they do not judge their happiness. He never ceased to judge his. Nowhere outside of Italy, he thinks, can one hear with a certain accent, “O Dio! com’ e bello!” But the implication is quite unfair. I have heard a common Frenchwoman exclaim, under her breath, before an ugly peacock, “Dieu! comme c’est beau,” with an intensity that was not less because it was restrained. But restraint was Beyle’s bugbear. From his own economical, calculating nature he flew almost with worship to its opposite. He is speaking of Julien, and therefore of himself, when he says, in Le Rouge et le Noir: “Intellectual love has doubtless more cleverness than true love, but it has only moments of enthusiasm. It knows itself too well. It judges itself unceasingly. Far from driving away thought, it exists only by force of thought.” He calls Julien mediocre, and he says of him: “This dry soul felt all of passion that is possible in a person raised in the midst of this excessive civilisation which Paris admires.” Beyle saves Julien from contempt at the end (and doubtless he consoled himself with something similar) by causing him, while remaining a conscious hypocrite, to lose his life unhesitatingly, absurdly, perversely, for the sake of love. Once he has shown himself capable of the divine unreason, of exaltation, he is respectable. Where the enthusiasm is he is blinded; he cannot see the crudity and stupidity of passion. Before this mad enthusiasm the French fineness and proportion is insignificant. He loses his memory of the charm he has told so well. “Elsewhere there is no conception of this art of giving birth to the laugh of the mind, and of giving delicious joys by unexpected words.”


  As might be expected, Beyle is even more unfair to the 232 Germans than he is to his countrymen; for the sentiment, of which he is the epicure and the apologist has nothing in common with the reverent and poetic sentiment in which the Germans are so rich. This last Beyle hates as he hates Rousseau and Madame de Staël. It is phrase, moonshine, and the fact that it is bound up in a stable and orderly character but makes it the more irritating. They are sentimental, innocent, and unintelligent, he says, and he quotes with a sneer, as true of the race: “A soul honest, sweet, and peaceful, free of pride and remorse, full of benevolence and humanity, above the nerves and the passions.” In short, quite anti-Beylian, quite submissive, sweet, and moral. For England he has much more respect and even a slight affection. He likes their anti-classicism, and he likes especially the beauty of their women, which he thinks second only to that of the Italians. The rich complexions, the free, open countenances, the strong forms rouse him sometimes almost to enthusiasm; but of course it is all secondary in the inevitable comparison. “English beauty seems paltry, without soul, without life, before the divine eyes which heaven has given to Italy.” The somewhat in the submissive faces of the Englishwomen that threatens future ennui, Stendhal thinks has been ingrained there by the workings of the terrible law of propriety which rules as a despot over the unfortunate island. It is the vision of caprice in the face of the Italian woman that makes him certain of never being bored.


  It is not surprising that women should be the objects through which Beyle sees everything. A man who sees in relativity, arbitrariness, caprice, the final law of nature, and who feels a sympathy with this law, not unnaturally finds in the absolute, personal, perverse nature of women his most congenial companionship. He finds in women something more elemental than reasonableness. He finds the basal instincts. They best illustrate his psychology 233 of final, absolute choice. Of course there is the other side too, the epicure’s point of view, from which their charm is the centre of the paradise of leisure, music, and ices. His hyperbole in praising art is “equal to the first handshake of the woman one loves.” In politics he sees largely the relations of sex; and in national character it is almost always of the women he is talking. Their influence marks the advance of civilisation. “Tenderness has made progress among us because society has become more perfect,” and tenderness here is this soft or, if you choose, effeminate, sensibility. “The admission of women to perfect equality would be the surest sign of civilisation. It would double the intellectual forces of the human race and its probabilities of happiness….. To attain equality, the source of happiness for both sexes, the duel would have to be open to women; the pistol demands only address. Any woman, by subjecting herself to imprisonment for two years would be able, at the expiration of the term, to get a divorce. Towards the year Two Thousand these ideas will be no longer ridiculous.”


  In this passage is the whole man, intelligent and fantastic, sincere and suspicious, fresh, convincing, absurd. He is rapidly settling back into obscurity, to which he is condemned as much by the substance of his thought as by the formlessness of its expression. Entirely a rebel, and only slightly a revolutionist, he is treated by the world as he treated it. A lover of many interesting things inextricably wound up together, his earnest talk about them will perhaps for some time longer be an important influence on the lives of a few whose minds shall be of the kind to which a sharp, industrious, capricious, and rebellious individual is the best stimulant to their own thought.


  ·  ·


  234 Day and Night


  By E. Nesbit


  
    All day the glorious Sun caressed


    Wide meadows and white winding way,


    And on the Earth’s soft heaving breast


    Heart-warm his royal kisses lay.


    She looked up in his face and smiled,


    With mists of love her face seemed dim;


    The golden Emperor was beguiled,


    To dream she would be true to him.

  


  
    Yet was there, ’neath his golden shower,


    No end of love for him astir;


    She waited, dreaming, for the hour


    When Night, her love, should come to her;


    When ’neath Night’s mantle she should creep


    And feel his arms about her cling,


    When the soft tears true lovers weep


    Should make amends for everything.

  


  ·  ·


  235 Plein Air


  By Miss Sumner


  ·  ·
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  239 A Thief in the Night


  By Marion Hepworth Dixon


  She had watched the huge rectangular shadow of the water-jug on the ceiling for over an hour and three-quarters, and still the nightlight on the washstand burnt uneasily on to the accompaniment of her husband’s heavy breathing. The room had loomed black and foreboding on blowing out the candles an hour or two ago, but now the four white walls, hung here and there with faded family photographs, grew strangely luminous as her eyes grew accustomed to the semi-darkness. Yet shifting from left to right, and again from right to left on the tepid pillows, the outlines of the unfamiliar room gained no sort of familiarity as the hours wore on, but remained as blank and unmeaning as the house of death itself.


  The silence alone was terrible, speaking as it did of the austere silence of the death-chamber below—a chamber where a white figure, once her husband’s brother, lay stretched in awful rigidity on the bed.


  The October night was dank, the atmosphere numb and heavy. As the roar of London died in the larger and enwrapping silences, the crack of a piece of furniture or the tapping of a withered leaf on the window-pane grew to be signs portentous and uncanny.


  Yet, turning and twisting on the rumpled sheet, every moment 240 sleep seemed more impossible. In the stagnant air her head felt hot, her limbs feverish. She longed to jump out of bed and throw open the window, and made as if to do so, but hesitated, fearing the sound might waken the sleeping man beside her. But the thought of movement made her restless, and, slipping cautiously out on to her feet, she took her watch from the little table beside her and peered at it until she made out that the hands indicated five-and-twenty minutes to three.


  Nearing the light, she revealed herself a lean, spare woman, with the leathery skin of the lean, and with hair now touched with grey, which grew sparsely and with no attempt at flourish or ornament, on the nape of an anxious neck. For the rest, a woman agitated and agitating, a woman worn with the fret of a single idea.


  Five-and-twenty minutes to three! A clock downstairs somewhere in the great silent house struck the half-hour, and Mrs. Rathbourne, with one of those parentheses of the mind which occur in nervous crises, found herself wondering if her watch had gained since she set it right by the station clock at Sheffield. The journey South since they had received that startling telegram summoning them to town had seemed, indeed, a vague blur, varied only by the remembrance of fields splashed with yellow advertisements of divers infallible cures, of a quarrel between her husband and a porter about a bag, and later by the din and roar of the crowded streets and the flare of dingy lights which danced by in procession as the hansom dashed through London from King’s Cross.


  They had been too late. Too late! After four and a half hours’ incessant prayer to Providence—a Providence of whom she had asked and expected so few boons of late—that she should be permitted to be in time. They were too late! Had not the thud, thud, thud of the train said the ugly words in that dreary journey past flying factory-chimneys, scudding hedges, and vanishing jerry-built 241 suburbs? Too late! The blank face of the London house, the scrupulously-drawn blinds, advertised the fact even before she jumped from the cab, smudging her dress on the muddy wheel in her anxiety to gain the door. They were too late, irretrievably too late, she knew, a few minutes later, when the young wife, rising from an armchair in the dimly-lighted dining-room, greeted them in her usual smooth, suave, unemotional tones. She remembered the commonplaces that followed like things heard in a dream. Her husband’s dreary inquiries, the young widow’s explanations of how Colonel Rathbourne had rallied, and had actually died sitting in his chair in a dressing-gown, and how thoughtful he had been in alluding, some quarter of an hour before his death, to an alteration he had made in his will. The words reached her, but conveyed little meaning to her dazed perceptions. The very sound of the two voices seemed to come as from a distance, as the sound of other voices had once done, when she lay ill as a little child. A bewildered sense of the unreality of things substantial rocked in her brain. A great gap, a vague but impassable gulf lay surely between her and these living, breathing people, so concerned with the material trivialities of life. It was this something dual in her consciousness which made her wonder, half-an-hour later, if in very truth it were she, or some other woman, who mechanically followed her sister-in-law upstairs to the dead man’s bedside. If it were she who recoiled so suddenly and with so agonised a cry at the sight of that shrouded form? She felt certain of nothing, except that she hated this wife of six months’ standing, with her assured voice, her handsome shoulders, and her manœuvred waist. For six whole months she had been his wife…..


  Mrs. Rathbourne shivered, the square wrists shook with such violence that the watch she held nearly slipped from her fingers. 242 To avoid the possibility of noise she placed it on the washstand, and, as she approached the light, her eye was caught by the faded photograph which hung directly above on the wall.


  It was of Colonel Rathbourne, the dead man below-stairs. Outwardly the portrait was a thing of little beauty. A mere drabbish presentment of a young man, dressed in the fashion of the sixties, with somewhat sloping shoulders, and whiskers of extravagant shape. Not that Mrs. Rathbourne saw either the whiskers or the shoulders. Long familiarity with such accessories made them part of the inevitable, part of all fixed and determined concrete things, part, indeed, of the felicitous “had been” of her youth. Had she thought of them at all, she would have thought of them as beautiful, as everything connected with the dead man had always seemed, then, thirty years ago, in the rare intervals he had been at home on leave, and now on the night of his sudden death.


  To look at this portrait meant to ignore all intervening time, to forget that dread thing, that shrouded and awful something stretched on the bed in the room below. To look at it meant to be transported to a garden in Hampshire, to a lawn giving on Southampton Water, a lawn vivid and green in the shadow of the frothing hawthorns, grey in the softer stretches dotted with munching cattle which swept out to the far-off, tremulous line intersected with distant masts. She had dreaded to look or to think of that line. It meant the sea—that ugly void of wind and wave that was to carry him away from her. How determinedly she had put the thought aside, rejoicing in the moment, the soft atmosphere, the persistent hum of bees, the enervating cooing of the wood-pigeons.


  Yet the eve of the day had come when the regiment was to sail, and when, across the intimacies of the cottage dining-table, 243 they looked at each other and avoided each other’s eyes. Her husband had been in London on business for three or four days (it was some years before they finally settled in the North), and was to return by the last train. He had returned, punctually, as he did everything, and she recalled, as if it had been yesterday, the sound of his monotonous breathing through that last night. She had been unable to sleep, waiting for the morning, the morning when the dead man, then a slim young lieutenant, was to creep down to meet her in the little wood they reached by the orchard gate. Yes, in looking back she remembered everything. Her foolish fear of being too soon at the trysting-place, her dread of being too late. She recalled how she had strained her ears to listen for awakening sounds, how she had at last caught the click of an opening door, followed by cautious footsteps in the hall. To creep down was the work of a moment. Once below, and outside the cottage walls, the scent of the new-mown hay was in her nostrils, and in her limbs the intoxicating freshness of morning. She could see his figure in front of her on the narrow winding path, and heard her own welcoming cry, as she caught up her gown in the dewy grass, and darted towards him in the strange, westward-trending shadows.


  And now he was dead. The white mockery of a man below-stairs, that shrouded thing, so numbing in its statue-like immobility, was all that remained. What had she left? What tangible remembrance of that lost possession, that she might finger and gloat over in secret? To unhook the photograph with its tarnished wire and dusty frame was her first impulse, but even when she clasped it in her hands the protrait seemed, in a fashion, to evade her. The modelling of the features had evaporated, the face was almost blank. She craved for something more tangible, more human, something more intimately his.


  244 The nightlight, which she had raised to look at the photograph, guttered and diminished to little more than a spark. Throwing on a wrap, she pinched the wick with a hair-pin to kindle the flame, and then, with a swift glance at the sleeping man, turned with a stealthy movement to the door. What if her husband should wake? A crack, at the moment, from the great oak cupboard at the other side of the room made her start with trembling apprehension. It sounded loud enough to waken fifty sleepers, but the noise died away in the corner from which it came, and the steady breathing of the man continued as if nothing had disturbed the strained and looming silence. Catching her breath she again moved forward, though assailed by the dread of the door-handle rattling, and the fear that there might be a loose board on the stairs. Screening the light from the sleeping man’s eyes, Mrs. Rathbourne made her way round the bed, and, pulling the door noiselessly to behind her, steadied herself to listen.


  In the gloom of the empty passages a sinister faintness seemed to hover; the mist had eked in at the long landing window, and added a mystery all its own to the unfamiliar lines of the house. There was silence everywhere—in the room she had left and in the one her sister-in-law now occupied facing the stairs. Only from the lower hall came the harsh, mechanical tick, tick, tick (with a slight hesitation or hitch in every third tick) of the eight-day clock which fronted the hall-door.


  Down towards it she crept, shading the dim light to see in front of her, while the great shadow of her own figure rose, as she turned the corner of the staircase, and filled the obscure corners of the lower passage walls.


  Beneath it was the dead man’s room. She saw, with a catch at the heart, that the latch had slipped, and knew by the long inch-strip of ominous darkness, that the door stood ajar. With averted 245 eyes—for she dreaded with an unaccountable dread that shrouded something on the bed—she leant her elbow on one of the upper panels, and with the stealthy movement of a cat slipped inside. An insatiable desire mastered her. The nervous hands twitched, her eyes travelled hungrily from one object to another, round the room. It was his room. The room in which he had slept, and lived, and died …. in it there must be something which he had used, that he had touched, and handled, that she could seize and call her own?


  But the mortuary chamber wore that rigid, unfathomable look peculiar to rooms where the dead lie. Everything had been tidied, straightened; the dressing-table was bare, the books, papers, even the medicine-bottles had been cleared away. His favourite armchair—the chair, she remembered with a shiver, in which he had died—had been ranged stiffly, itself a dead thing, against the wall. There was no trace of life, or suggestion of it, in an emptiness which ached. Mrs. Rathbourne gazed at the mechanically arranged furniture in a baffled way, dimly realising that the soul of the room had fled from it, as it had from the body of the man she loved. Nothing remained but the shell. The kindly, loyal, and withal quaintly sarcastic man, who had struggled with disease within those four walls, had been posed, too, in the foolishly conventional attitude of the dead, the white sheet transforming the body into the mere shapeless outline of a man. He was hidden, covered up, put away, as he would soon be beneath the earth, to be forgotten.


  Mrs. Rathbourne drew near the bed, holding the feeble light aloft with a trembling hand. With dilated eyes she stooped over the shrouded thing, and then, when about to raise the coverlid, fell back, as earlier in the evening, with a renewed sense of horror. Her pulse leapt, and then seemed to cease altogether. The strangeness 246 of death paralysed the very muscles of her arm. She wanted …. she wanted the living, not the dead. It was the living man who, though so rarely seen, had filled the dreary emptiness of her life. She wanted the man, not the clay. Dazed, unstrung, and with the odd sensation of a hand clutching at her heart, she dropped into one of the cretonne-covered chairs beside the bed, and, as she did so, became conscious that her arm touched something warm.


  It was a well-worn dressing-gown which had been thrown over the chair-back, the sleeve still bulging and round with the form of the man who had worn it that very day. In one of the wide-open pockets there was a crumpled handkerchief, while about it there hovered the vague odour of cigars. The button at the breast, she noticed, was loose and hung by a thread as if he had been in the habit of playing with it, even the bit of frayed braid on the cuff spoke in some unaccountable way of palpitating, everyday, intimate life.


  A gush of tears—the first she had shed—rose to the wretched woman’s eyes. She pressed her pinched lips to the warm, woolly sleeve, and then, with a convulsive movement, seized the dressing-gown and pressed it passionately against her flat chest. With the bundle in her arms, hugged close in guilty exultation, Mrs. Rathbourne stole to the door, and so noiselessly out and up the stair.


  As before, the dank night swooned in the dour passages. With a hurrying beat, a beat which seemed to speak of the inexorable passage of time, the hall clock ticked, while behind, in the silent room, the motionless figure with the upturned feet loomed grim and aloof in the faint gleam of the vanishing light.


  ·  ·


  247 An Autumn Elegy


  By C. W. Dalmon


  
    Now it is fitting, and becomes us all


    To think how fast our time of being fades.


    The Year puts down his mead-cup, with a sigh,


    And kneels, deep in the red and yellow glades,


    And tells his beads like one about to die;


    For, when the last leaves fall,


    He must away unto a bare, cold cell


    In white St. Winter’s monastery; there


    To do hard penance for the joys that were,


    Until the New Year tolls his passing-bell.

  


  
    And ’tis in vain to whisper, “Be of cheer,


    There is a resurrection after death;


    When Autumn tears will turn to Spring-time rain,


    As through the earth the Spirit quickeneth


    Toward the old, glad Summer-life again!”


    He will not smile to hear,


    But only look more sorrowful, and say,


    “How can you mock me if you love me? No;


    The day draws very nigh when I must go;


    The new will be the new; I pass away.”

  


  
    248 Yet, kneeling with him, still more sad than he,


    I saw him once turn round and smile as sweet


    As in the happy rose and lily days,


    When, from between the stubble of the wheat,


    A skylark soared up through the clouds to praise


    The sun’s eternity.


    Hope seemed to flash a moment in his eyes;


    And, knowing him so well, I know he thought—


    “How fair the legend through the ages brought,


    That still to live is Death’s most sweet surprise!”

  


  ·  ·


  249 Two Pictures


  By P. Wilson Steer


  I. A Lady in Grey


  II. Portrait of Emil Saur


  ·  ·
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  255 The End of an Episode†


  By Evelyn Sharp
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  267 Three Drawings


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  I. The Mysterious Rose Garden


  II. The Repentance of Mrs. * * * *


  III. Portrait of Miss Winifred Emery
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  275 1880†


  By Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·


  284 Proem to “The Wonderful Mission of Earl Lavender”


  By John Davidson


  
    Though our eyes turn ever waveward


    Where our sun is well-nigh set;


    Though our Century totters graveward


    We may laugh a little yet.

  


  
    Oh! our age-end style perplexes


    All our elders time has tamed;


    On our sleeves we wear our sexes,


    Our diseases, unashamed.

  


  
    Have we lost the mood romantic


    That was once our right by birth?


    Lo! the greenest girl is frantic


    With the woe of all the earth.

  


  
    But we know a British rumour,


    And we think it whispers well:


    “We would ventilate our humour


    In the very jaws of Hell.”

  


  
    285 Though our thoughts turn ever Doomwards,


    Though our sun is well-nigh set,


    Though our Century totters tombwards,


    We may laugh a little yet.

  


  ·  ·


  Frontispiece for Juvenal


  By Aubrey Beardsley


  (Double-page Supplement)
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  11 Hymn to the Sea[2]


  By William Watson


  I


  
    Grant, O regal in bounty, a subtle and delicate largess;


    Grant an ethereal alms, out of the wealth of thy soul:


    Suffer a tarrying minstrel, who finds and not fashions his numbers,—


    Who, from the commune of air, cages the volatile song,—


    Here to capture and prison some fugitive breath of thy descant,


    Thine and his own as thy roar lisped on the lips of a shell,


    Now while the vernal impulsion makes lyrical all that hath language,


    While, through the veins of the Earth, riots the ichor of Spring,


    12 While, with throes, with raptures, with loosing of bonds, with unsealings,—


    Arrowy pangs of delight, piercing the core of the world,—


    Tremors and coy unfoldings, reluctances, sweet agitations,—


    Youth, irrepressibly fair, wakes like a wondering rose.

  


  II


  
    Lover whose vehement kisses on lips irresponsive are squandered,


    Lover that wooest in vain Earth’s imperturbable heart;


    Athlete mightily frustrate, who pittest thy thews against legions,


    Locked with fantastical hosts, bodiless arms of the sky;


    Sea that breakest for ever, that breakest and never art broken,


    Like unto thine, from of old, springeth the spirit of man,—


    Nature’s wooer and fighter, whose years are a suit and a wrestling,


    All their hours, from his birth, hot with desire and with fray;


    13 Amorist agonist man, that immortally pining and striving,


    Snatches the glory of life only from love and from war;


    Man that, rejoicing in conflict, like thee when precipitate tempest,


    Charge after thundering charge, clangs on thy resonant mail,


    Seemeth so easy to shatter, and proveth so hard to be cloven;


    Man whom the gods, in his pain, curse with a soul that endures;


    Man whose deeds, to the doer, come back as thine own exhalations


    Into thy bosom return, weepings of mountain and vale;


    Man with the cosmic fortunes and starry vicissitudes tangled,


    Chained to the wheel of the world, blind with the dust of its speed,


    Even as thou, O giant, whom trailed in the wake of her conquests


    Night’s sweet despot draws, bound to her ivory car;


    Man with inviolate caverns, impregnable holds in his nature,


    Depths no storm can pierce, pierced with a shaft of the sun;


    14 Man that is galled with his confines, and burdened yet more with his vastness,


    Born too great for his ends, never at peace with his goal;


    Man whom Fate, his victor, magnanimous, clement in triumph,


    Holds as a captive king, mewed in a palace divine:


    Wide its leagues of pleasance, and ample of purview its windows;


    Airily falls, in its courts, laughter of fountains at play;


    Nought, when the harpers are harping, untimely reminds him of durance;


    None, as he sits at the feast, whisper Captivity’s name;


    But, would he parley with Silence, withdraw for awhile unattended,


    Forth to the beckoning world ’scape for an hour and be free,


    Lo, his adventurous fancy coercing at once and provoking,


    Rise the unscalable walls, built with a word at the prime;


    Lo, immobile as statues, with pitiless faces of iron,


    Armed at each obstinate gate, stand the impassable guards.

  


  15 III


  
    Miser whose coffered recesses the spoils of eternity cumber,


    Spendthrift foaming thy soul wildly in fury away,—


    We, self-amorous mortals, our own multitudinous image


    Seeking in all we behold, seek it and find it in thee:


    Seek it and find it when o’er us the exquisite fabric of Silence


    Briefly perfect hangs, trembles and dulcetly falls;


    When the aërial armies engage amid orgies of music,


    Braying of arrogant brass, whimper of querulous reeds;


    When, at his banquet, the Summer is purple and drowsed with repletion;


    When, to his anchorite board, taciturn Winter repairs;


    When by the tempest are scattered magnificent ashes of Autumn;


    When, upon orchard and lane, breaks the white foam of the Spring:


    When, in extravagant revel, the Dawn, a bacchante upleaping,


    Spills, on the tresses of Night, vintages golden and red;


    16 When, as a token at parting, munificent Day, for remembrance,


    Gives, unto men that forget, Ophirs of fabulous ore;


    When, invincibly rushing, in luminous palpitant deluge,


    Hot from the summits of Life, poured is the lava of noon;


    When, as yonder, thy mistress, at height of her mutable glories,


    Wise from the magical East, comes like a sorceress pale.


    Ah, she comes, she arises,—impassive, emotionless, bloodless,


    Wasted and ashen of cheek, zoning her ruins with pearl.


    Once she was warm, she was joyous, desire in her pulses abounding:


    Surely thou lovedst her well, then, in her conquering youth!


    Surely not all unimpassioned, at sound of thy rough serenading,


    She, from the balconied night, unto her melodist leaned,—


    17 Leaned unto thee, her bondsman, who keepest to-day her commandments,


    All for the sake of old love, dead at thy heart though it lie.

  


  IV


  
    Yea, it is we, light perverts, that waver, and shift our allegiance;


    We, whom insurgence of blood dooms to be barren and waste;


    We, unto Nature imputing our frailties, our fever and tumult;


    We, that with dust of our strife sully the hue of her peace.


    Thou, with punctual service, fulfillest thy task, being constant;


    Thine but to ponder the Law, labour and greatly obey:


    Wherefore, with leapings of spirit, thou chantest the chant of the faithful,


    Chantest aloud at thy toil, cleansing the Earth of her stain;


    18 Leagued in antiphonal chorus with stars and the populous Systems,


    Following these as their feet dance to the rhyme of the Suns;


    Thou thyself but a billow, a ripple, a drop of that Ocean,


    Which, labyrinthine of arm, folding us meshed in its coil,


    Shall, as now, with elations, august exultations and ardours,


    Pour, in unfaltering tide, all its unanimous waves,


    When, from this threshold of being, these steps of the Presence, this precinct,


    Into the matrix of Life darkly divinely resumed,


    Man and his littleness perish, erased like an error and cancelled,


    Man and his greatness survive, lost in the greatness of God.

  


  ·  ·


  19 The Papers of Basil Fillimer


  By H. D. Traill


  My name is Johnson, just plain John Johnson—nothing more subtle than that; and my individuality is, as they say, “in a concatenation accordingly.” In other words, the character of my intellect is exactly what you would expect in a man of my name. This was well known to my old friend, schoolmate, and fellow-student at Oxford, the late Basil Fillimer; a man of the very subtlest mind that I should think has ever housed itself in human body since the brain of the last mediæval schoolman ceased to “distinguish.” Yet Basil Fillimer must needs appoint me—me of all men in the world—his literary executor, and charge me with the duty of making a selection from his papers and preparing them for publication. They include a series of “Analytic Studies,” a diary extending over several years, and a three-volume novel turning on the question whether the hero before marrying the heroine was or was not bound to communicate to her the fact that he had once unjustly suspected her mother of circulating reports injurious to the reputation of his aunt.


  Basil knew, I say—he must have known—that I was quite unable to follow him in these refined speculations. Hence I can only suppose that at the time when his will was drawn he had not yet discovered my psychological incompetence, and that after he 20 had made that discovery his somewhat sudden death prevented him from appointing some one of keener analytical acumen in my place.


  It would not be fair to the novel, in case it should ever be published, to give any specimens of it here; it might discount the reader’s interest in the development of the plot. But this is the sort of thing the diary consists of:


  “June 15.—Went yesterday to call on my aunt Catherine and found her more troubled than ever about the foundations of her faith. It is a singular phenomenon this awakening of doubt in an elderly mind—this ‘St. Martin’s summer’ of scepticism if I may so call it; an intensely curious and at the same time a painful study. For me it has so potent a fascination, that I never say or do anything, even in what at the time seems to me perfect good faith, to invite a continuance of my aunt’s confidences, without afterwards suspecting my own motives. My first inclination was to divert her mind to other subjects. Why, I asked myself, should an old lady of seventy-two who has all her life accepted the conventional religion without question be encouraged to what the French call faire son âme at this extremely late hour of the day? Still you can’t very well tell any old lady, even though she is your aunt, that you think she is too old to begin bothering herself with these high matters. You have to put it just the other way, and suggest that she has probably many years of life before her, and will have plenty of time for such speculations later on. But the first sentence I tried to frame in this sense reminded me so ludicrously of Mrs. Quickly’s consolations of the dying Falstaff, that I had to stop for fear of laughing, and allow her to go on. For reply I put her off at the time with commonplaces, but she has since renewed the conversation so often that I feel I shall be obliged to disclose 21 some of my own opinions, which are of course of a much more advanced scepticism than hers. I have considered the question of disguising or qualifying them, and have come without doubt—or I think without much doubt—to the conclusion that I am not justified in doing so. I have never believed in the morality of—


  
    Leave thou thy sister, when she prays,


    Her early Heaven, her happy views;


    Nor thou with shadowed hint confuse


    A life that leads melodious days.

  


  “Besides, there is no interpretation clause at the end of In Memoriam to say that the term ‘sister’ shall include ‘maiden aunt.’ Moreover, I have every reason to suspect that my aunt Catherine has ceased to pray, and I am sure her days are anything but ‘melodious’ just now, poor old soul. It is all very well to respect other people’s religious illusions as long as they remain undisturbed in the minds of those who harbour them. So long the maxim Wen Gott betrügt ist wohl betrogen undoubtedly applies. But what if the Divine Deceiver begins to lose his power of deceiving? Is it the business of any of his creatures to come to his assistance?


  “June 20.—I have just returned from an hour’s interview with my aunt, who almost immediately opened out on the question of her doubts. She spoke of them in tones of profound, indeed of almost tragic agitation; and I could not bring myself to say anything which would increase her mental anguish, as I thought might happen if I confessed to sharing them. I accordingly found myself reverting after all to the old commonplaces,—that ‘these things were mysteries’ and so forth (which of course is exactly the trouble), and the rest of the ‘vacant chaff well meant for grain.’ It had a soothing effect at the time, and I returned home well 22 pleased with my own wise humanity, as I thought it. But now that I look back upon it and examine my mixed motives, I am forced to admit that there was more of cowardice than compassion in the amalgam. I was not even quite sincere, I now find, in pleading to myself my aunt’s distress of mind as an excuse for the concealment, or rather the misrepresentation, of my opinions. I knew at the time that she had had a bad night and that she is suffering severely just now from suppressed gout. In other words, I was secretly conscious at the back of my mind that the abnormal excess of her momentary sufferings was due to physical and not mental causes, and would yield readily enough to colchicum or salicylic acid, which no one has ever ranked among Christian apologetics. Yet I persuaded myself for the moment that it was this quite exceptional and transitory state of my aunt’s feelings which compelled me to keep silence.


  “June 23.—To-day I have had what seems—or seemed to me, for I have not yet had time for a thorough analysis—a clear indication of my only rational and legitimate course. My aunt Catherine said plainly to me this afternoon that as she had gathered from our conversations that my views were strictly orthodox, she would not pain me in future by any further disclosures of her own doubts. At the same time, she added, it was only right to tell me that my pious advice had done her no good, but, on the contrary, harm, since there was to her mind nothing so calculated to confirm scepticism as the sight of a man of good understanding thus firmly wedded to certain received opinions of which nevertheless he was unable to offer any reasonable defence or even intelligible explanation whatsoever. Upon this hint I of course spoke. It was clear that if my silence only increased my aunt’s trouble, and that if, further, it threatened to convict me unjustly of stupidity, I was clearly entitled, as well on altruistic as on self-regarding grounds, to reveal 23 my true opinions. In fact, I thought at the time that I had never acted under the influence of a motive so clearly visible along its whole course from Thought to Will, and so manifestly free from any the smallest fibre of impulse having its origin in the subliminal consciousness. Yet now I am beginning to doubt.


  “June 24.—On a closer examination I feel that my motive was not, as I then thought, compounded equally of a legitimate desire to vindicate my own intelligence and of a praiseworthy anxiety not to add to my aunt’s spiritual perplexities, but that it was subtly tainted with an illegitimate longing to continue my study of her curious case. Consequently, I cannot now assure myself that if I had not known that further concealment of my opinions would arrest my aunt’s confidences and thus deprive me of a keen psychological pleasure (which I have no right to enjoy at her expense) the legitimate inducements to candour that were presented to me would of themselves have prevailed.”


  There is much more of the same kind; but I will cut it short at this point, not only to escape a headache, but to ask any impartial reader into whose hands this apology may fall, whether, I—who as I said before am not only John Johnson by name but by nature—am a fit and proper person to edit the posthumous papers of Basil Fillimer.


  I come now, however, to what I consider my strongest justification for declining this literary trust. Though I had, and indeed still retain, the highest admiration for Basil Fillimer’s intellectual subtlety, and though, confessing myself absolutely unable to follow him into his refinements of analysis, I hazard this opinion with diffidence, I do not think that, except in their curiosity as infinitely delicate and minute mental processes, his speculations are of any value to the world. I have formed this opinion in my rough-and-ready way from a variety of circumstances 24; but in support of it I rely mainly upon an incident which occurred within a few months of my lamented friend’s death, and which formed to the best of my knowledge the sole passage of sentiment in his intensely speculative career.


  To say that he fell in love would be to employ a metaphor of quite inappropriate violence. He “shaded off” from a colourless indifference to a certain young woman of his acquaintance through various neutral tints of regard into a sort of pale sunset glow of affection for her. Eleanor Selden was a first cousin of my own. We had seen much of each other from childhood upwards, and I knew—or thought I knew—her well. She was a lively, good-natured, commonplace girl, without a spark of romance about her, and all a woman’s eye to the main chance. I don’t mean by this that she was more mercenary than most girls. She merely took that practical view of life and its material requirements which has always seemed to me (only I am not a psychologist) to be so much more common among young people of what is supposed to be the sentimental sex, than of the other. I daresay she was not incapable of love—among appropriate surroundings. Unlike some women, she was not constitutionally unfitted to appear with success in the matrimonial drama; but she was particular about the mise-en-scène. “Act I., A Cottage,” would not have suited her at all. She would have played the wife’s part with no spirit, I feel convinced. As to “Act V., A Cottage,” with an “interval of twenty years supposed to elapse” between that and the preceding act, I doubt whether she would ever have reached it at all.


  I imparted these views of mine as delicately as I could to my accomplished friend, but they produced no impression on him. He told me kindly but firmly that I was altogether mistaken. He had, he said, made a particularly careful study of Eleanor’s 25 character and had arrived at the confident conclusion that absolute unselfishness formed its most distinctive feature. Nor was he at all shaken in this opinion by the fact that when a little later on he informed her of the nature of his sentiments towards her, he found that she agreed with him in thinking that his then income was not enough to marry upon, and that they had better wait until the death of an uncle of his from whom he had expectations. I felt rather curious to know what passed at the interview between them, and questioned him on the subject.


  “As to this objection on the ground of the insufficiency of your income, did it come from you,” I asked, “or from her?”


  “What a question,” said Basil, contemptuously. “From me of course.”


  “But at once?”


  “How do you mean, at once?”


  “Well, was there any interval between your telling her you loved her and your adding that you did not think you were well enough off to marry just at present?”


  “Any interval? No, of course not. It would have been obviously unfair and ungenerous on my part to have made her a declaration of love without at the same time adding that I could not ask her to share my present poverty and——”


  “Oh,” I interrupted, “you said that at the same time, did you? Then she had nothing to do but to agree?”


  “Well, no, of course not,” said Basil. “But, my dear fellow,” he continued, with his usual half-pitying smile, “you don’t see the point. The point is, that she agreed reluctantly—indeed with quite obvious reluctance.”


  “Did she press you to reconsider your decision?”


  “Well, no, she could hardly do that, you know. It would not be quite consistent with maidenly reserve and so forth. But 26 she again and again declared her perfect readiness to share my present fortunes.”


  “Ah! she did that, did she?”


  “Yes, and even after she must have seen that my decision was inflexible.”


  “Oh! even after that: but not before? Thank you, I think I understand.”


  And I thought I did, as also did Basil. But I fancy our reading of the incident was not the same.


  A closer intimacy now followed between the two. They were not engaged; Basil had been beforehand in insisting that her future freedom of choice should not be fettered, and she again “reluctantly,—indeed with quite obvious reluctance,” had agreed. They were much in each other’s company, and Basil, who used to read her some of the most intricate psychological chapters in his novel, in which she showed the greatest interest, conceived a very high idea of her intellectual gifts. “She has,” he said, “by far the subtlest mind for a woman that I ever came in contact with.”


  “Do you ever talk to her about your uncle?” I asked him one day.


  “Oh yes, sometimes,” he replied. “And, by the way,” he added, suddenly, “that reminds me. To show you how unjust is the view you take of your cousin’s motives, as no doubt you do of human nature generally like most superficial students of it (excuse an old friend’s frankness), I may tell you that although there have been many occasions when she might have put the question with perfect naturalness and propriety, she has never once inquired the amount of my uncle’s means.”


  “It is very much to her credit,” said I.


  “It is true,” he added, after a moment’s reflection and with a half-laugh, “I could not have told her if she had. His money is all in personalty, and he is a close old chap.”


  27 “Oh,” I said, “have you ever by chance mentioned that to her?”


  “Eh? What?” answered Basil, absently, for, as his manner was, he was drifting away on some underground stream of his own thoughts. “Mentioned it? I don’t recollect. I daresay I have. Probably I must have done. Why do you ask?”


  “Well,” said I, “because if she knew you could not answer the question that might account for her not asking it.”


  But he was already lost in reverie, and I did not feel justified in rousing him from it for no worthier purpose than that of hinting suspicion of the disinterestedness of a blood relation.


  In due time—or at least in what the survivors considered due time, though I don’t suppose the poor old gentleman so regarded it—Basil’s uncle died, and the nephew found himself the heir to a snug little fortune of about £900 a year. As soon as he was in possession of it he wrote to Eleanor, acquainting her with the change in his circumstances, and renewing his declaration of love, accompanied this time with a proposal of immediate marriage. I happened to look in upon him at his chambers on the evening of the day on which the letter had been despatched, and he told me what he had done.


  “Ah!” said I, “now, then, we shall see which of us is right. But no,” I added, on a moment’s reflection, “after all, it won’t prove anything; for I suppose we both agree that she is likely to accept you now, and I can’t deny that she can do so with perfect propriety.”


  Basil looked at me as from a great height, a Gulliver conversing with a Lilliputian.


  “Dear old Jack,” he said, after a few moments of obviously amused silence, “you are really most interesting. What makes you think she will say Yes?”


  28 “What!” I exclaimed in astonishment. “Don’t you think so yourself?”


  “On the contrary,” replied Basil, with that sad patient smile of his, “I am perfectly convinced that she will say No.”


  I did not pursue the conversation, for my surprise at his opinion had by this time disappeared. It occurred to me that after all it was not unnatural in a man who had conceived so exalted an estimate of Eleanor’s character. No doubt he thought her too proud to incur the suspicion which might attach to her motives in accepting him after this accession to his fortunes. I felt sure, however, that he was mistaken, and it was therefore with renewed and much increased surprise that I read the letter which he placed in my hand with quiet triumph a few days afterwards.


  It was a refusal. Eleanor thanked him for his renewal of his proposal, said she should always feel proud of having won the affection of so accomplished a man, but that having carefully examined her own heart, she felt that she did not love him enough to marry him.


  Basil, I feel sure, was as fond of my cousin as it was in his nature to be of anybody; but he was evidently much less disappointed by her rejection than pleased with the verification of his forecast. I confess I was puzzled at its success.


  “How did you know she would refuse you?” I asked. “I must say that I thought her sufficiently alive to her own interests to accept you.”


  Basil gently shook his head.


  “But I suppose you thought that she would reject you for fear of being considered mercenary.”


  Basil still continued to shake his head, but now with a provokingly enigmatic smile.


  29 “No? But confound it,” I cried, out of patience, “there are only these two alternatives in every case of this kind.”


  “My dear Jack,” said Basil, after a few moments’ contemplation of me, “you have confounded it yourself. You are confusing act with motive. It is true there are only two possible replies to the question I asked Miss Selden; but the series of alternating motives for either answer is infinite.”


  “Infinite?” echoed I, aghast.


  “Yes,” said Basil, dreamily. “It is obviously infinite, though the human faculties in their present stage of development can only follow a few steps of it. Would you really care to know,” he continued kindly, after a pause, “the way in which I arrived at my conclusion?”


  “I should like it of all things,” I said.


  “Then you had better just take a pencil and a sheet of paper,” said Basil. “You will excuse the suggestion, but to any one unfamiliar with these trains of thought some aid of the kind is positively necessary. Now, then, let us begin with the simplest case, that of a girl of selfish instincts and blunt sensibilities, who looks out for as good a match, from the pecuniary point of view, as she can make, and doesn’t very much care to conceal the fact.”


  (“Eleanor down to the ground,” I thought to myself.)


  “She would have said Yes to my question, wouldn’t she?”


  “No doubt.”


  “Very well, then, kindly mark that Case A.”


  I did so.


  “Next, we come to a girl of a somewhat higher type, not perhaps indifferent to pecuniary considerations, but still too proud to endure the suspicion of having acted upon them in the matter of marriage. She would answer No, wouldn’t she?”


  30 “Yes,” said I, eagerly. “And surely that is the way in which you must explain Eleanor’s refusal.”


  “Pardon me,” said Basil, raising a deprecating hand, “it is not quite so simple as that. But have you got that down? If so, please mark it Case B. Thirdly, we get a woman of a nobler nature who would have too much faith in her lover’s generosity to believe him capable of suspecting her motives, and who would welcome the opportunity of showing that faith. Have you got that down?”


  “Yes, every word,” said I. “But, my dear fellow, that is a woman whose answer would be Yes.”


  “Exactly,” replied Basil, imperturbably. “Mark it Case C. And now,” he continued, lighting a cigarette, “have the goodness to favour me with your particular attention to this. There is a woman of moral sensibilities yet more refined who would fear lest her lover should suspect her of being actuated by motives really mercenary, but veiled under the pretence of a desire to demonstrate her reliance on his faith in her disinterestedness, and who would consequently answer No. Do you follow that?”


  “No, I’ll be damned if I do!” I cried, throwing down the pencil.


  “Ah,” said Basil, sadly, “I was afraid so. Nevertheless, for convenience of reference, mark it Case D. There are of course numberless others; the series, as I have said, is infinite. There is Case E, that of the woman who rises superior to this last-mentioned fear, and says Yes; and there is Case F, that of the woman who fears to be suspected of only feigning such superiority, and says No. But it is probably unnecessary to carry the analysis further. You believe that Miss Selden’s refusal of me comes under Case B; I, on the other hand, from my experience of the singular subtlety and delicacy of her intellectual operations, am persuaded 31 that it belongs to the D category. Her alleged excuse is, of course, purely conventional. Her plea that she is unable to love me,” he added with an indescribable smile, “is, for instance, absurd. I will let a couple of months or so elapse, and shall then take steps to ascertain from her whether it was the motive of Case B or that of Case D by which she has been really actuated.”


  The couple of months, alas! were not destined to go by in Basil’s lifetime. Three weeks later my poor friend was carried off by an attack of pneumonia, and I was left with this unsolved problem of conduct on my mind.


  I was, however, determined to seek the solution of it, and the first time I met Eleanor I referred it to herself. I had taken the precaution to bring my written notes with me so as to be sure that the question was correctly stated.


  “Nelly,” said I, for, as I have already said, we were not only cousins, but had been brought up together from childhood, “I want you to tell me, your oldest chum, why you refused Basil Fillimer. Was it because you were too proud to endure the suspicion of having married for money, or was it—now for goodness’ sake don’t interrupt me just here,” for I saw Nelly’s smiling lips opening to speak; “or was it,” I continued, carefully reading from my paper, “because you feared lest he should suspect you of being actuated by motives really mercenary but veiled under the pretence of a desire to demonstrate your reliance on his faith in your disinterestedness?”


  The smile broke into a ringing laugh.


  “Why, you stupid Jack,” cried Eleanor, “what nonsense of poor dear old Basil’s have you got into your head? Why did I refuse him? You who have known me all my life to ask such a question! Now did you—did you think I was the sort of girl to marry a man with only nine hundred a year?”


  32 Candidly, I did not. But poor Basil did. And that, as I said before, is one and perhaps the strongest among many reasons why I think that his studies of human character and analyses of human motive, though intellectually interesting, would not be likely to prove of much practical value to the world.


  ·  ·


  33 Song


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  
    She’s somewhere in the sunlight strong,


    Her tears are in the falling rain,


    She calls me in the wind’s soft song,


    And with the flowers she comes again;

  


  
    Yon bird is but her messenger,


    The moon is but her silver car,


    Yea! sun and moon are sent by her,


    And every wistful, waiting star.

  


  ·  ·


  34 The Pleasure-Pilgrim


  By Ella D’Arcy


  I


  Campbell was on his way to Schloss Altenau, for a second quiet season with his work. He had spent three profitable months there a year ago, and now he was devoutly hoping for a repetition of that good fortune. His thoughts outran the train; and long before his arrival at the Hamelin railway station, he was enjoying his welcome by the Ritterhausens, was revelling in the ease and comfort of the old castle, and was contrasting the pleasures of his home-coming—for he looked upon Schloss Altenau as a sort of temporary home—with his recent cheerless experiences of lodging-houses in London, hotels in Berlin, and strange indifferent faces everywhere. He thought with especial satisfaction of the Maynes, and of the good talks Mayne and he would have together, late at night, before the great fire in the hall, after the rest of the household had gone to bed. He blessed the adverse circumstances which had turned Schloss Altenau into a boarding-house, and had reduced the Freiherr Ritterhausen to eke out his shrunken revenues by the reception, as paying guests, of English and American pleasure-pilgrims.


  He rubbed the blurred window-pane with the fringed end of the 35 strap hanging from it, and, in the snow-covered landscape reeling towards him, began to recognise objects that were familiar. Hamelin could not be far off….. In another ten minutes the train came to a standstill.


  He stepped down from the overheated atmosphere of his compartment into the cold bright February afternoon, and through the open station doors saw one of the Ritterhausen carriages awaiting him, with Gottlieb in his second-best livery on the box. Gottlieb showed every reasonable consideration for the Baron’s boarders, but he had various methods of marking his sense of the immense abyss separating them from the family. The use of his second-best livery was one of these methods. Nevertheless, he turned a friendly German eye up to Campbell, and in response to his cordial “Guten Tag, Gottlieb. Wie geht’s? Und die Herrschaften?” expressed his pleasure at seeing the young man back again.


  While Campbell stood at the top of the steps that led down to the carriage and the Platz, looking after the collection of his luggage and its bestowal by Gottlieb’s side, he became aware of two persons, ladies, advancing towards him from the direction of the Wartsaal. It was surprising to see any one at any time in Hamelin station. It was still more surprising when one of these ladies addressed him by name.


  “You are Mr. Campbell, are you not?” she said. “We have been waiting for you to go back in the carriage together. When we found this morning that there was only half-an-hour between your train and ours, I told the Baroness it would be perfectly absurd to send to the station twice. I hope you won’t mind our company?”


  The first impression Campbell received was of the magnificent apparel of the lady before him; it would have been noticeable in 36 Paris or Vienna—it was extravagant here. Next, he perceived that the face beneath the upstanding feathers and the curving hat-brim was that of so very young a girl as to make the furs and velvets seem more incongruous still. But the incongruity vanished with the intonation of her first phrase, which told him she was an American. He had no standards for American dress or manners. It was clear that the speaker and her companion were inmates of the Schloss.


  Campbell bowed, and murmured the pleasure he did not feel. A true Briton, he was intolerably shy; and his heart sank at the prospect of a three-mile drive with two strangers who evidently had the advantage of knowing all about him, while he was in ignorance of their very names. As he took his place opposite to them in the carriage, he unconsciously assumed a cold blank stare, pulling nervously at his moustache, as was his habit in moments of discomposure. Had his companions been British also, the ordeal of the drive would certainly have been a terrible one; but these young American girls showed no sense of embarrassment whatever.


  “We’ve just come back from Hanover,” said the one who had already spoken to him. “I go over once a week for a singing lesson, and my little sister comes along to take care of me.”


  She turned a narrow, smiling glance from Campbell to her little sister, and then back to Campbell again. She had red hair, freckles on her nose, and the most singular eyes he had ever seen; slit-like eyes, set obliquely in her head, Chinese fashion.


  “Yes, Lulie requires a great deal of taking care of,” assented the little sister, sedately, though the way in which she said it seemed to imply something less simple than the words themselves. The speaker bore no resemblance to Lulie. She was smaller, thinner, paler. Her features were straight, a trifle peaked; her 37 skin sallow; her hair of a nondescript brown. She was much less gorgeously dressed. There was even a suggestion of shabbiness in her attire, though sundry isolated details of it were handsome too. She was also much less young; or so, at any rate, Campbell began by pronouncing her. Yet presently he wavered. She had a face that defied you to fix her age. Campbell never fixed it to his own satisfaction, but veered in the course of that drive (as he was destined to do during the next few weeks) from point to point up and down the scale between eighteen and thirty-five. She wore a spotted veil, and beneath it a pince-nez, the lenses of which did something to temper the immense amount of humorous meaning which lurked in her gaze. When her pale prominent eyes met Campbell’s, it seemed to the young man that they were full of eagerness to add something at his expense to the stores of information they had already garnered up. They chilled him with misgivings; there was more comfort to be found in her sister’s shifting red-brown glances.


  “Hanover is a long way to go for lessons,” he observed, forcing himself to be conversational. “I used to go myself about once a week, when I first came to Schloss Altenau, for tobacco, or note-paper, or to get my hair cut. But later on I did without, or contented myself with what Hamelin, or even the village, could offer me.”


  “Nannie and I,” said the young girl, “meant to stay only a week at Altenau, on our way to Hanover, where we were going to pass the winter; but the Castle is just too lovely for anything,” she added softly. She raised her eyelids the least little bit as she looked at him, and such a warm and friendly gaze shot out that Campbell was suddenly thrilled. Was she pretty, after all? He glanced at Nannie; she, at least, was indubitably plain. “It’s the very first time we’ve ever stayed in a castle,” Lulie went on; 38 “and we’re going to remain right along now, until we go home in the spring. Just imagine living in a house with a real moat, and a drawbridge, and a Rittersaal, and suits of armour that have been actually worn in battle! And oh, that delightful iron collar and chain! You remember it, Mr. Campbell? It hangs right close to the gateway on the court-yard side. And you know, in old days, the Ritterhausens used it for the punishment of their serfs. There are horrible stories connected with it. Mr. Mayne can tell you them. But just think of being chained up there like a dog! So wonderfully picturesque.”


  “For the spectator perhaps,” said Campbell, smiling. “I doubt if the victim appreciated the picturesque aspect of the case.”


  With this Lulie disagreed. “Oh, I think he must have been interested,” she said. “It must have made him feel so absolutely part and parcel of the Middle Ages. I persuaded Mr. Mayne to fix the collar round my neck the other day; and though it was very uncomfortable, and I had to stand on tiptoe, it seemed to me that all at once the court-yard was filled with knights in armour, and crusaders, and palmers, and things; and there were flags flying and trumpets sounding; and all the dead and gone Ritterhausens had come down from their picture-frames, and were walking about in brocaded gowns and lace ruffles.”


  “It seemed to require a good deal of persuasion to get Mr. Mayne to unfix the collar again,” said the little sister. “How at last did you manage it?”


  But Lulie replied irrelevantly: “And the Ritterhausens are such perfectly lovely people, aren’t they, Mr. Campbell? The old Baron is a perfect dear. He has such a grand manner. When he kisses my hand I feel nothing less than a princess. And the Baroness is such a funny, busy, delicious little round ball of a 39 thing. And she’s always playing bagatelle, isn’t she? Or else cutting up skeins of wool for carpet-making.” She meditated a moment. “Some people always are cutting things up in order to join them together again,” she announced, in her fresh drawling little voice.


  “And some people cut things up, and leave other people to do all the reparation,” commented the little sister, enigmatically.


  And all this time the carriage had been rattling over the cobble-paved streets of the quaint mediæval town, where the houses stand so near together that you may shake hands with your opposite neighbour; where allegorical figures, strange birds and beasts, are carved and painted over the windows and doors; and where to every distant sound you lean your ear to catch the fairy music of the Pied Piper, and at every street corner you look to see his tatterdemalion form with the frolicking children at his heels.


  Then the Weser bridge was crossed, beneath which the ice-floes jostled and ground themselves together, as they forced a way down the river; and the carriage was rolling smoothly along country roads, between vacant snow-decked fields.


  Campbell’s embarrassment was wearing off. Now that he was getting accustomed to the girls, he found neither of them awe-inspiring. The red-haired one had a simple child-like manner that was charming. Her strange little face, with its piquant irregularity of line, its warmth of colour, began to please him. What though her hair was red, the uncurled wisp which strayed across her white forehead was soft and alluring; he could see soft masses of it tucked up beneath her hat-brim as she turned her head. When she suddenly lifted her red-brown lashes, those queer eyes of hers had a velvety softness too. Decidedly, she struck him as being pretty—in a peculiar way. He felt an 40 immense accession of interest in her. It seemed to him that he was the discoverer of her possibilities. He did not doubt that the rest of the world called her plain, or at least odd-looking. He, at first, had only seen the freckles on her nose, her oblique-set eyes. He wondered what she thought of herself, and how she appeared to Nannie. Probably as a very commonplace little girl; sisters stand too close to see each other’s qualities. She was too young to have had much opportunity of hearing flattering truths from strangers; and, besides, the ordinary stranger would see nothing in her to call for flattering truths. Her charm was something subtle, out-of-the-common, in defiance of all known rules of beauty. Campbell saw superiority in himself for recognising it, for formulating it; and he was not displeased to be aware that it would always remain caviare to the multitude.


  II


  “I’m jolly glad to have you back,” Mayne said, that same evening, when, the rest of the boarders having retired to their rooms, he and Campbell were lingering over the hall-fire for a talk and smoke. “I’ve missed you awfully, old chap, and the good times we used to have here. I’ve often meant to write to you, but you know how one shoves off letter-writing day after day, till at last one is too ashamed of one’s indolence to write at all. But tell me—you had a pleasant drive from Hamelin? What do you think of our young ladies?”


  “Those American girls? But they’re charming,” said Campbell, with enthusiasm. “The red-haired one is particularly charming.”


  At this Mayne laughed so oddly that Campbell questioned him in surprise. “Isn’t she charming?”


  41 “My dear chap,” said Mayne, “the red-haired one, as you call her, is the most remarkably charming young person I’ve ever met or read of. We’ve had a good many American girls here before now—you remember the good old Clamp family, of course?—they were here in your time, I think?—but we’ve never had anything like this Miss Lulie Thayer. She is something altogether unique.”


  Campbell was struck with the name. “Lulie—Lulie Thayer,” he repeated. “How pretty it is.” And, full of his great discovery, he felt he must confide it to Mayne, at least. “Do you know,” he went on, “she is really very pretty too? I didn’t think so at first, but after a bit I discovered that she is positively quite pretty—in an odd sort of way.”


  Mayne laughed again. “Pretty, pretty!” he echoed in derision. “Why, lieber Gott im Himmel, where are your eyes? Pretty! The girl is beautiful, gorgeously beautiful; every trait, every tint, is in complete, in absolute harmony with the whole. But the truth is, of course, we’ve all grown accustomed to the obvious, the commonplace; to violent contrasts; blue eyes, black eyebrows, yellow hair; the things that shout for recognition. You speak of Miss Thayer’s hair as red. What other colour would you have, with that warm creamy skin? And then, what a red it is! It looks as though it had been steeped in red wine.”


  “Ah, what a good description,” said Campbell, appreciatively. “That’s just it—steeped in red wine.”


  “And yet it’s not so much her beauty,” Mayne continued. “After all, one has met beautiful women before now. It’s her wonderful generosity, her complaisance. She doesn’t keep her good things to herself. She doesn’t condemn you to admire from a distance.”


  42 “How do you mean?” Campbell asked, surprised again.


  “Why, she’s the most egregious little flirt I’ve ever met. And yet, she’s not exactly a flirt, either. I mean she doesn’t flirt in the ordinary way. She doesn’t talk much, or laugh, or apparently make the least claims on masculine attention. And so all the women like her. I don’t believe there’s one, except my wife, who has an inkling as to her true character. The Baroness, as you know, never observes anything. Seigneur Dieu! if she knew the things I could tell her about Miss Lulie! For I’ve had opportunities of studying her. You see, I’m a married man, and not in my first youth; out of the running altogether. The looker-on gets the best view of the game. But you, who are young and charming and already famous—we’ve had your book here, by the bye, and there’s good stuff in it—you’re going to have no end of pleasant experiences. I can see she means to add you to her ninety-and-nine other spoils; I saw it from the way she looked at you at dinner. She always begins with those velvety red-brown glances. She began that way with March and Prendergast and Willie Anson, and all the men we’ve had here since her arrival. The next thing she’ll do will be to press your hand under the tablecloth.”


  “Oh, come, Mayne; you’re joking,” cried Campbell, a little brusquely. He thought such jokes in bad taste. He had a high ideal of Woman, an immense respect for her; he could not endure to hear her belittled even in jest. “Miss Thayer is refined and charming. No girl of her class would do such things.”


  “What is her class? Who knows anything about her? All we know is that she and her uncanny little friend—her little sister, as she calls her, though they’re no more sisters than you and I are—they’re not even related—all we know is that she and Miss Dodge (that’s the little sister’s name) arrived here 43 one memorable day last October from the Kronprinz Hotel at Waldeck-Pyrmont. By the bye, it was the Clamps, I believe, who told her of the Castle—hotel acquaintances—you know how travelling Americans always cotton to each other. And we’ve picked up a few little biographical notes from her and Miss Dodge since. Zum Beispiel, she’s got a rich father somewhere away back in Michigan, who supplies her with all the money she wants. And she’s been travelling about since last May: Paris, Vienna, the Rhine, Düsseldorf, and so on here. She must have had some rich experiences, by Jove. For she’s done everything. Cycled in Paris: you should see her in her cycling costume; she wears it when the Baron takes her out shooting—she’s an admirable shot, by the way, an accomplishment learned, I suppose, from some American cow-boy. Then in Berlin she did a month’s hospital nursing; and now she’s studying the higher branches of the Terpsichorean art. You know she was in Hanover to-day. Did she tell you what she went for?”


  “To take a singing lesson,” said Campbell, remembering the reason she had given.


  “A singing lesson! Do you sing with your legs? A dancing lesson, mein lieber. A dancing lesson from the ballet-master of the Hof Theater. She could deposit a kiss on your forehead with her foot, I don’t doubt. I wonder if she can do the grand écart yet.” And when Campbell, in astonishment, wondered why on earth she should wish to do such things, “Oh, to extend her opportunities,” Mayne explained, “and to acquire fresh sensations. She’s an adventuress. Yes, an adventuress, but an end-of-the-century one. She doesn’t travel for profit, but for pleasure. She has no desire to swindle her neighbour of dollars, but to amuse herself at his expense. And she’s clever; she’s read a good deal; she knows how to apply her reading to practical life. Thus, she’s learned from Herrick 44 not to be coy; and from Shakespeare that sweet-and-twenty is the time for kissing and being kissed. She honours her masters in the observance. She was not in the least abashed when, one day, I suddenly came upon her teaching that damned idiot, young Anson, two new ways of kissing.”


  Campbell’s impressions of the girl were readjusting themselves completely, but for the moment he was unconscious of the change. He only knew that he was partly angry, partly incredulous, and inclined to believe that Mayne was chaffing him.


  “But Miss Dodge,” he objected, “the little sister, she is older; old enough to look after her friend. Surely she could not allow a young girl placed in her charge to behave in such a way——”


  “Oh, that little Dodge girl,” said Mayne contemptuously; “Miss Thayer pays the whole shot, I understand, and Miss Dodge plays gooseberry, sheep-dog, jackal, what you will. She finds her reward in the other’s cast-off finery. The silk blouse she was wearing to-night, I’ve good reason for remembering, belonged to Miss Lulie. For, during a brief season, I must tell you, my young lady had the caprice to show attentions to your humble servant. I suppose my being a married man lent me a factitious fascination. But I didn’t see it. That kind of girl doesn’t appeal to me. So she employed Miss Dodge to do a little active canvassing. It was really too funny; I was coming in one day after a walk in the woods; my wife was trimming bonnets, or had neuralgia, or something. Anyhow, I was alone, and Miss Dodge contrived to waylay me in the middle of the court-yard. ‘Don’t you find it vurry dull walking all by yourself?’ she asked me; and then blinking up in her strange little short-sighted way—she’s really the weirdest little creature—‘Why don’t you make love to Lulie?’ she said; ‘you’d find her vurry charming.’ It took me a minute or two to recover presence of mind enough to ask her whether Miss Thayer had commissioned 45 her to tell me so. She looked at me with that cryptic smile of hers; ‘She’d like you to do so, I’m sure,’ she finally remarked, and pirouetted away. Though it didn’t come off, owing to my bashfulness, it was then that Miss Dodge appropriated the silk bodice; and Providence, taking pity on Miss Thayer’s forced inactivity, sent along March, a young fellow reading for the army, with whom she had great doings. She fooled him to the top of his bent; sat on his knee; gave him a lock of her hair, which, having no scissors handy, she burned off with a cigarette taken from his mouth; and got him to offer her marriage. Then she turned round and laughed in his face, and took up with a Dr. Weber, a cousin of the Baron’s, under the other man’s very eyes. You never saw anything like the unblushing coolness with which she would permit March to catch her in Weber’s arms.”


  “Come,” Campbell protested, “aren’t you drawing it rather strong?”


  “On the contrary, I’m drawing it mild, as you’ll discover presently for yourself; and then you’ll thank me for forewarning you. For she makes love—desperate love, mind you—to every man she meets. And goodness knows how many she hasn’t met, in the course of her career, which began presumably at the age of ten, in some ‘Amur’can’ hotel or watering-place. Look at this.” Mayne fetched an alpenstock from a corner of the hall; it was decorated with a long succession of names, which, ribbon-like, were twisted round and round it, carved in the wood. “Read them,” insisted Mayne, putting the stick in Campbell’s hands. “You’ll see they’re not the names of the peaks she has climbed, or the towns she has passed through; they’re the names of the men she has fooled. And there’s room for more; there’s still a good deal of space, as you see. There’s room for yours.”


  Campbell glanced down the alpenstock—reading here a name, 46 there an initial, or just a date—and jerked it impatiently from him on to a couch. He wished with all his heart that Mayne would stop, would talk of something else, would let him get away. The young girl had interested him so much; he had felt himself so drawn towards her; he had thought her so fresh, so innocent. But Mayne, on the contrary, was warming to his subject, was enchanted to have some one to listen to his stories, to discuss his theories, to share his cynical amusement.


  “I don’t think, mind you,” he said, “that she is a bit interested herself in the men she flirts with. I don’t think she gets any of the usual sensations from it, you know. I think she just does it for devilry, for a laugh. Sometimes I wonder whether she does it with an idea of retribution. Perhaps some woman she was fond of, perhaps her mother even—who knows?—was badly treated at the hands of a man. Perhaps this girl has constituted herself the Nemesis for her sex, and goes about seeing how many masculine hearts she can break by way of revenge. Or can it be that she is simply the newest development of the New Woman—she who in England preaches and bores you, and in America practises and pleases? Yes, I believe she’s the American edition, and so new that she hasn’t yet found her way into fiction. She’s the pioneer of the army coming out of the West, that’s going to destroy the existing scheme of things and rebuild it nearer to the heart’s desire.”


  “Oh, damn it all, Mayne,” cried Campbell, rising abruptly, “why not say at once that she’s a wanton, and have done with it? Who wants to hear your rotten theories?” And he lighted his candle without another word, and went off to bed.


  47 III


  It was four o’clock, and the Baron’s boarders were drinking their afternoon coffee, drawn up in a circle round the hall fire. All but Campbell, who had carried his cup away to a side-table, and, with a book open before him, appeared to be reading assiduously. In reality he could not follow a line of what he read; he could not keep his thoughts from Miss Thayer. What Mayne had told him was germinating in his mind. Knowing his friend as he did, he could not on reflection doubt his word. In spite of much superficial cynicism, Mayne was incapable of speaking lightly of any young girl without good cause. It now seemed to Campbell that, instead of exaggerating the case, Mayne had probably understated it. The girl repelled him to-day as much as she had charmed him yesterday. He asked himself with horror, what had she not already known, seen, permitted? When now and again his eyes travelled over, perforce, to where she sat, her red head leaning against Miss Dodge’s knee, seeming to attract and concentrate all the glow of the fire, his forehead set itself in frowns, and he returned with an increased sense of irritation to his book.


  “I’m just sizzling up, Nannie,” Miss Thayer presently complained, in her child-like, drawling little way; “this fire is too hot for anything.” She rose and shook straight her loose tea-gown, a marvellous garment created in Paris, which would have accused a duchess of wilful extravagance. She stood smiling round a moment, pulling on and off with her right hand the big diamond ring which decorated the left. At the sound of her voice Campbell had looked up; now his cold unfriendly eyes encountered 48 hers. He glanced rapidly past her, then back to his book. But she, undeterred, with a charming sinuous movement and a frou-frou of trailing silks, crossed over towards him. She slipped into an empty chair next his.


  “I’m going to do you the honour of sitting beside you, Mr. Campbell,” she said sweetly.


  “It’s an honour I’ve done nothing whatever to merit,” he answered, without looking at her, and turned a page.


  “The right retort,” she approved; “but you might have said it a little more cordially.”


  “I don’t feel cordial.”


  “But why not? What has happened? Yesterday you were so nice.”


  “Ah, a good deal of water has run under the bridge since yesterday.”


  “But still the river remains as full,” she told him, smiling, “and still the sky is as blue. The thermometer has even risen six degrees. Out-of-doors, to-day, I could feel the spring-time in the air. You, too, love the spring, don’t you? I know that from your books. And I wanted to tell you, I think your books perfectly lovely. I know them, most all. I’ve read them away home. They’re very much thought of in America. Only last night I was saying to Nannie how glad I am to have met you, for I think we’re going to be great friends; aren’t we, Mr. Campbell? At least, I hope so, for you can do me so much good, if you will. Your books always make me feel real good; but you yourself can help me much more.”


  She looked up at him with one of her warm, narrow red-brown glances, which yesterday would have thrilled his blood, and to-day merely stirred it to anger.


  “You over-estimate my abilities,” he said coldly; “and on the 49 whole, I fear you will find writers a very disappointing race. You see, they put their best into their books. So, not to disillusion you too rapidly”—he rose—“will you excuse me? I have some work to do.” And he left her sitting there alone.


  But he did no work when he got to his room. Whether Lulie Thayer was actually present or not, it seemed that her influence was equally disturbing to him. His mind was full of her: of her singular eyes, her quaint intonation, her sweet seductive praise. Yesterday such praise would have been delightful to him: what young author is proof against appreciation of his books? To-day, Campbell simply told himself that she laid the butter on too thick; that it was in some analogous manner she had flattered up March, Anson, and all the rest of the men that Mayne had spoken of. He supposed it was the first step in the process by which he was to be fooled, twisted round her finger, added to the list of victims who strewed her conquering path. He had a special fear of being fooled. For beneath a somewhat supercilious exterior, the dominant note of his character was timidity, distrust of his own merits; and he knew he was single-minded—one-idea’d almost; if he were to let himself go, to get to care very much for a woman, for such a girl as this girl, for instance, he would lose himself completely, be at her mercy absolutely. Fortunately, Mayne had let him know her character: he could feel nothing but dislike for her—disgust, even; and yet he was conscious how pleasant it would be to believe in her innocence, in her candour. For she was so adorably pretty: her flower-like beauty grew upon him; her head, drooping a little on one side when she looked up, was so like a flower bent by its own weight. The texture of her cheeks, her lips, were delicious as the petals of a flower. He found he could recall with perfect accuracy every detail of her appearance: the manner in 50 which the red hair grew round her temples; how it was loosely and gracefully fastened up behind with just a single tortoise-shell pin. He recalled the suspicion of a dimple which shadowed itself in her cheek when she spoke, and deepened into a delicious reality every time she smiled. He remembered her throat; her hands, of a beautiful whiteness, with pink palms and pointed fingers. It was impossible to write. He speculated long on the ring she wore on her engaged finger. He mentioned this ring to Mayne the next time he saw him.


  “Engaged? very much so I should say. Has got a fiancé in every capital of Europe probably. But the ring-man is the fiancé en titre. He writes to her by every mail, and is tremendously in love with her. She shows me his letters. When she’s had her fling, I suppose, she’ll go back and marry him. That’s what these little American girls do, I’m told; sow their wild oats here with us, and settle down into bonnes ménagères over yonder. Meanwhile, are you having any fun with her? Aha, she presses your hand? The ‘gesegnete Mahlzeit’ business after dinner is an excellent institution, isn’t it? She’ll tell you how much she loves you soon; that’s the next move in the game.”


  But so far she had done none of these things, for Campbell gave her no opportunities. He was guarded in the extreme, ungenial; avoiding her even at the cost of civility. Sometimes he was downright rude. That especially occurred when he felt himself inclined to yield to her advances. For she made him all sorts of silent advances, speaking with her eyes, her sad little mouth, her beseeching attitude. And then one evening she went further still. It occurred after dinner in the little green drawing-room. The rest of the company were gathered together in the big drawing-room beyond. The small room has deep embrasures to the windows. Each embrasure holds two old faded green 51 velvet sofas in black oaken frames, and an oaken oblong table stands between them. Campbell had flung himself down on one of these sofas in the corner nearest the window. Miss Thayer, passing through the room, saw him, and sat down opposite. She leaned her elbows on the table, the laces of her sleeves falling away from her round white arms, and clasped her hands.


  “Mr. Campbell, tell me what have I done? How have I vexed you? You have hardly spoken two words to me all day. You always try to avoid me.” And when he began to utter evasive banalities, she stopped him with an imploring “Don’t! I love you. You know I love you. I love you so much I can’t bear you to put me off with mere phrases.”


  Campbell admired the well-simulated passion in her voice, remembered Mayne’s prediction, and laughed aloud.


  “Oh, you may laugh,” she said, “but I am serious. I love you, I love you with my whole soul.” She slipped round the end of the table, and came close beside him. His first impulse was to rise; then he resigned himself to stay. But it was not so much resignation that was required, as self-mastery, cool-headedness. Her close proximity, her fragrance, those wonderful eyes raised so beseechingly to his, made his heart beat.


  “Why are you so cold?” she said. “I love you so; can’t you love me a little too?”


  “My dear young lady,” said Campbell, gently repelling her, “what do you take me for? A foolish boy like your friends Anson and March? What you are saying is monstrous, preposterous. Ten days ago you’d never even seen me.”


  “What has length of time to do with it?” she said. “I loved you at first sight.”


  “I wonder,” he observed judicially, and again gently removed 52 her hand from his, “to how many men you have not already said the same thing.”


  “I’ve never meant it before,” she said quite earnestly, and nestled closer to him, and kissed the breast of his coat, and held her mouth up towards his. But he kept his chin resolutely high, and looked over her head.


  “How many men have you not already kissed, even since you’ve been here?”


  “But there’ve not been many here to kiss!” she exclaimed naïvely.


  “Well, there was March; you kissed him?”


  “No, I’m quite sure I didn’t.”


  “And young Anson; what about him? Ah, you don’t answer! And then the other fellow—what’s his name—Prendergast—you’ve kissed him?”


  “But, after all, what is there in a kiss?” she cried ingenuously. “It means nothing, absolutely nothing. Why, one has to kiss all sorts of people one doesn’t care about.”


  Campbell remembered how Mayne had said she had probably known strange kisses since the age of ten; and a wave of anger with her, of righteous indignation, rose within him.


  “To me,” said he, “to all right-thinking people, a young girl’s kisses are something pure, something sacred, not to be offered indiscriminately to every fellow she meets. Ah, you don’t know what you have lost! You have seen a fruit that has been handled, that has lost its bloom? You have seen primroses, spring flowers gathered and thrown away in the dust? And who enjoys the one, or picks up the others? And this is what you remind me of—only you have deliberately, of your own perverse will, tarnished your beauty, and thrown away all the modesty, the reticence, the delicacy, which make a young girl so infinitely 53 dear. You revolt me, you disgust me. I want nothing from you, but to be let alone. Kindly take your hands away, and let me go.”


  He roughly shook her off and got up, then felt a moment’s curiosity to see how she would take the repulse.


  Miss Thayer never blushed: had never, he imagined, in her life done so. No faintest trace of colour now stained the warm pallor of her rose-leaf skin; but her eyes filled up with tears; two drops gathered on the under-lashes, grew large, trembled an instant, and then rolled unchecked down her cheeks. Those tears somehow put him in the wrong, and he felt he had behaved brutally to her for the rest of the night.


  He began to find excuses for her: after all, she meant no harm: it was her up-bringing, her genre: it was a genre he loathed; but perhaps he need not have spoken so harshly to her. He thought he would find a more friendly word for her next morning; and he loitered about the Mahlsaal, where the boarders come in to breakfast as in an hotel, just when it suits them, till past eleven; but the girl never turned up. Then, when he was almost tired of waiting, Miss Dodge put in an appearance, in a flannel wrapper, and her front hair twisted up in steel pins.


  Campbell judged Miss Dodge with even more severity than he did Miss Thayer; there was nothing in this weird little creature’s appearance to temper justice with mercy. It was with difficulty that he brought himself to inquire after her friend.


  “Lulie is sick this morning,” she told him. “I’ve come down to order her some broth. She couldn’t sleep any last night, because of your unkindness to her. She’s vurry, vurry unhappy about it.”


  “Yes, I’m sorry for what I said. I had no right to speak so strongly, I suppose. But I spoke strongly because I feel strongly. 54 However, there’s no reason why my bad manners should make her unhappy.”


  “Oh, yes, there’s vurry good reason,” said Miss Dodge. “She’s vurry much in love with you.”


  Campbell looked at the speaker long and earnestly to try and read her mind; but the prominent blinking eyes, the cryptic physiognomy, told him nothing.


  “Look here,” he said brusquely, “what’s your object in trying to fool me like this? I know all about your friend. Mayne has told me. She has cried ‘Wolf’ too often before to expect to be believed now.”


  “But after all,” argued Miss Dodge, blinking more than ever behind her glasses, “the wolf did really come at last, you know; didn’t he? Lulie is really in love this time. We’ve all made mistakes in our lives, haven’t we? But that’s no reason for not being right at last. And Lulie has cried herself sick.”


  Campbell was a little shaken. He went and repeated the conversation to Mayne, who laughed derisively.


  “Capital, capital!” he cried; “excellently contrived. It quite supports my latest theory about our young friend. She’s an actress, a born comédienne. She acts always, and to every one: to you, to me, to the Ritterhausens, to the Dodge girl—even to herself when she is quite alone. And she has a great respect for her art; she’ll carry out her rôle, côute que côute, to the bitter end. She chooses to pose as in love with you; you don’t respond; the part now requires that she should sicken and pine. Consequently she takes to her bed, and sends her confidante to tell you so. Oh, it’s colossal, it’s famos.”


  55 IV


  “If you can’t really love me,” said Lulie Thayer—“and I know I’ve been a bad girl and don’t deserve that you should—at least, will you allow me to go on loving you?”


  She walked by Campbell’s side, through the solitary uncared-for park of Schloss Altenau. It was three weeks later in the year, and the spring feeling in the air stirred the blood. All round were signs and tokens of spring: in the busy gaiety of bird and insect life; in the purple flower-tufts which thickened the boughs of the ash trees; in the young green things pushing up pointed heads from amidst last season’s dead leaves and grasses. The snow-wreathes, that had for so long decorated the distant hills, were shrinking perceptibly away beneath the strong March sunshine.


  There was every invitation to spend one’s time out of doors, and Campbell passed long mornings in the park, or wandering through the woods or the surrounding villages. Miss Thayer often accompanied him. He never invited her to do so, but when she offered him her company, he could not, or at least did not, refuse it.


  “May I love you? Say,” she entreated.


  “‘Wenn ich Dich liebe, was geht ’s Dich an?’” he quoted lightly. “Oh, no, it’s nothing to me, of course. Only don’t expect me to believe you—that’s all.”


  This disbelief of his was the recurring decimal of their conversation. No matter on what subject they began, they always ended thus. And the more sceptical he showed himself, the more eager she became. She exhausted herself in endeavours to convince him.


  56 They had reached the corner in the park where the road to the castle turns off at right angles from the road to Dürrendorf. The ground rises gently on the park-side to within three feet of the top of the wall, although on the other side there is a drop of at least twenty feet. The broad wall-top makes a convenient seat. Campbell and the girl sat down on it. At his last words she wrung her hands together in her lap.


  “But how can you disbelieve me?” she cried, “when I tell you I love you, I adore you? When I swear it to you? And can’t you see for yourself? Why, every one at the Castle sees it.”


  “Yes, you afford the Castle a good deal of unnecessary amusement. And that shows you don’t understand what love really is. Real love is full of delicacy, of reticences, and would feel itself profaned if it became the jest of the servants’ hall.”


  “I think it’s not so much my love for you,” said Lulie gently, “as your rejection of it, which has made me talked about.”


  “No; isn’t it rather on account of the favours you’ve lavished on all my predecessors?”


  She sprang from the wall to her feet, and walked up and down in agitation.


  “But after all, surely, mistakes of that sort are not to be counted against us? I did really think I was in love with Mr. March. Willie Anson doesn’t count. He’s an American too, and he understands things. Besides, he is only a boy. And how could I know I should love you before I had met you? And how can I help loving you now I have? You’re so different from other men. You’re good. You’re honourable, you treat women with respect. Oh, I do love you so, I do love you! Ask Nannie if I don’t.”


  The way in which Campbell shrugged his shoulders clearly 57 expressed the amount of reliance he would place on any testimony from Miss Dodge. He could not forget her “Why don’t you make love to Lulie?” addressed to a married man. Such a want of principle argued an equal want of truth.


  Lulie seemed on the brink of weeping.


  “Oh, I wish I were dead,” she struggled to say; “life’s impossible if you won’t believe me. I don’t ask you to love me any longer. I know I’ve been a bad girl, and I don’t deserve that you should; but if you won’t believe that I love you, I don’t want to live any longer.”


  Campbell confessed to himself that she acted admirably, but that the damnable iteration of the one idea became monotonous. He sought a change of subject. “Look there,” he said, “close by the wall, what’s that jolly little blue flower? It’s the first I’ve seen this year.”


  He pointed to where a periwinkle grew at the base of the wall, lifting its bright petals gaily from out its dark glossy leaves.


  Lulie, all smiles again, picked it with child-like pleasure. “Oh, if that’s the first you’ve seen,” she cried, “you can take a wish. Only you mustn’t speak until some one asks you a question.”


  She began to fasten it in his coat. “It’s just as blue as your eyes,” she said. “You have such blue and boyish eyes, you know. Stop, stop, that’s not a question,” and seeing that he was about to speak, she laid her finger across his mouth. “You’ll spoil the charm.”


  She stepped back, folded her arms, and seemed to dedicate herself to eternal silence; then relenting suddenly:


  “Do you believe me?” she entreated.


  “What’s become of your ring?” Campbell answered irrelevantly. He had noticed its absence from her finger while she had been fixing in the flower.


  58 “Oh, my engagement’s broken.”


  Campbell asked how the fiancé would like that.


  “Oh, he won’t mind. He knows I only got engaged because he worried so. And it was always understood between us, that I was to be free if I ever met any one I liked better.”


  Campbell asked her what sort of fellow this accommodating fiancé was.


  “Oh, he’s all right. And he’s very good too. But he’s not a bit clever, and don’t let us talk about him. He makes me tired.”


  “But you’re wrong,” Campbell told her, “to throw away a good, a sincere affection. If you really want to reform and turn over a new leaf, as you are always telling me, I should advise you to go home and marry him.”


  “What, when I’m in love with you!” she cried reproachfully. “Would that be right?”


  “It’s going to rain,” said Campbell. “Didn’t you feel a drop just then? And it’s getting near lunch-time. Shall we go in?”


  Their shortest way led through the little cemetery in which the dead and gone Ritterhausens lay at peace, in the shadow of their sometime home.


  “When I die the Baron has promised I shall be buried here,” said Lulie pensively; “just here, next to his first wife. Don’t you think it would be lovely to be buried in a beautiful, peaceful baronial graveyard instead of in some horrid crowded city cemetery?”


  Mayne met them as they entered the hall. He noticed the flower in his friend’s coat. “Ah, my dear chap, been treading the periwinkle path of dalliance, I see? How many desirable young men have I not witnessed, led down the same broad way 59 by the same seductive lady! Always the same thing, nothing changed, but the flower, according to the season.”


  When Campbell reached his room and changed his coat, he threw the flower away into his stove.


  Had it not been for Mayne, Miss Thayer might have triumphed after all; might have convinced Campbell of her passion, or have added another victim to her long list. But Mayne had set himself as determinedly to spoil her game as she was bent on winning it. He had always the cynical word, the apt reminiscence ready, whenever he saw signs on Campbell’s part of yielding. He was very fond of Campbell. He did not wish to see him fall a prey to the wiles of this little American syren. He had watched her conduct in the past with a dozen different men; he genuinely believed she was only acting now.


  Campbell, for his part, began to feel a curious and growing irritation in the girl’s presence. Yet he did not avoid it; he could not well avoid it, she followed him about so persistently; but his speech began to overflow with bitterness towards her. He said the cruellest things; then remembering them afterwards when alone, he blushed at his brutalities. But nothing he said ever altered her sweetness of temper or weakened the tenacity of her purpose. His rebuffs made her beautiful eyes run over with tears, but the harshest of them never elicited the least sign of resentment. There would have been something touching as well as comic in this dog-like forgiveness, which accepted everything as welcome at his hands, had he not been imbued with Mayne’s conviction that it was all an admirable piece of acting. When for a moment he forgot the histrionic theory, then invariably there would come a chance word in her conversation which would fill him with cold rage. They would be talking of books, travels, sport, what not, and she would drop a reference to this man or to that. So-and-so had taken her to 60 Bullier’s, she had learned skating with this other. She was a capital shot, Hiram P. Ladd had taught her; and he got glimpses of long vistas of amourettes played in every State in America, and in every country of Europe, since the very beginning, when, as a mere child, elderly men, friends of her father’s, had held her on their knee and fed her with sweetmeats and kisses. It was sickening to think of; it was pitiable. So much youth and beauty tarnished: the possibility for so much good thrown away. For if one could only blot out her record, forget it, accept her for what she chose to appear, a more endearing companion no man could desire.


  V


  It was a wet afternoon. Mayne had accompanied his wife and the Baroness into Hamelin. “To take up a servant’s character, and expostulate with a recalcitrant dressmaker,” he explained to Campbell, and wondered what women would do to fill up their days, were it not for the perennial villanies of dressmakers and domestic servants. He himself was going to look in at the English Club; wouldn’t Campbell come too? There was a fourth seat in the carriage. But Campbell was in no social mood; he felt his temper going all to pieces; a quarter of an hour of Mrs. Mayne’s society would have brought on an explosion. He felt he must be alone; yet when he had read for half an hour in his room he wondered vaguely what Lulie was doing; he had not seen her since luncheon. She always gave him her society when he could very well dispense with it, but on a wet day like this, when a little conversation would be tolerable, of course she stayed away. Then there came down the long Rittersaal the tapping of high heels and a well-known knock at his door.


  61 “Am I disturbing you?” she asked; and his mood was so capricious that, now she was standing there on his threshold, he thought he was annoyed at it. “It’s so dull,” she said, persuasively: “Nannie’s got a sick headache, and I daren’t go downstairs, or the Baron will annex me to play Halma. He always wants to play Halma on wet days.”


  “And what do you want to do?” said Campbell, leaning against the doorpost, and letting his eyes rest on the strange piquant face in its setting of red hair.


  “To be with you, of course.”


  “Well,” said he, coming out and closing the door, “I’m at your service. What next?”


  “What would you like to do? Shall I fetch over my pistols, and we’ll practise with them? You’ve no notion how well I can shoot. We couldn’t hurt anything here, could we?”


  The Rittersaal is an immense room occupying all the space on the first floor that the hall and four drawing-rooms do on the floor below. Wooden pillars support the ceiling, and divide the room lengthwise into three parts. Down the centre are long tables, used for ceremonial banquets. Six windows look into the courtyard, and six out over the open country. The centre pane of each window is emblazoned with a Ritterhausen shield. The sills are broad and low, and cushioned in faded velvet. Between the windows hang family portraits, and a fine stone-sculptured sixteenth-century fireplace and overmantel at one end of the Saal faces a magnificent black carved buffet at the other. Lulie, bundling up her duchess tea-gown over one arm, danced off down the long room in very unduchess-like fashion to fetch the case. It was a charming little box of cedar-wood and mother-o’-pearl, lined with violet velvet; and two tiny revolvers lay inside, hardly more than six inches long, with silver engraved handles.


  62 “I won them in a bet,” she observed complacently, “with the Hon. Billie Thornton. He’s an Englishman, you know, the son of Lord Thornton. I knew him in Washington two years ago last fall. He bet I couldn’t hit a three-cent piece at twenty feet, and I did. Aren’t they perfectly sweet? Now, can’t you contrive a target?”


  Campbell went back to his room, drew out a rough diagram, and pasted it down on to a piece of stout cardboard. Then this was fixed up by means of a penknife driven into the wood against one of the pillars, and Campbell, with his walking-stick laid down six successive times, measured off the distance required, and set a chalk mark across the floor. Lulie took the first shot. She held the little weapon out at arm’s length—pulled the trigger. There was the sharp report, and when Campbell went up to examine results, he found she had only missed the very centre by half an inch.


  Lulie was exultant. “I don’t seem to have got out of practice any,” she remarked. “I’m so glad, for I used to be a very good shot. It was Hiram P. Ladd who taught me. He’s the crack shot of Montana. What! you don’t know Hiram P.? Why, I should have supposed every one must have heard of him. He had the next ranche to my Uncle Samuel’s, where I used to go summers, and he made me do an hour’s pistol practice every morning after bathing. It was he who taught me swimming too—in the river.”


  “Damnation,” said Campbell under his breath, then shot in his turn, and shot wide. Lulie made another bull’s-eye, and after that a white. She urged Campbell to continue, which he sullenly did, and again missed.


  “You see I don’t come up to your Hiram P. Ladd,” he remarked savagely, and after a few more shots on either side he 63 put the pistol down, and walked over to the window. He stood with one foot on the cushioned seat, staring out at the rain, and pulling at his moustache moodily.


  Lulie followed him, nestled up to him, lifted the hand that hung passive by his side, put it round her waist, and held it there. Campbell, lost in thought, let it remain so for a second: then remembered how she had doubtless done this very same thing with other men in this very room. All her apparently spontaneous movements, he told himself, were but the oft-used pieces in the game she played so skilfully.


  “Let go,” he said, and flung himself down on the window-seat, looking up at her with darkening eyes.


  She sat meekly in the other corner, and folded her offending hands in her lap.


  “Do you know, your eyes are not a bit nice when you’re cross;” she said, “they seem to become quite black.”


  He maintained a discouraging silence.


  She looked over at him meditatively.


  “I never cared a bit for Hiram P., if that’s what you mean,” she remarked presently.


  “Do you suppose I care a button if you did?”


  “Then why did you leave off shooting, and why won’t you talk to me?”


  He vouchsafed no reply.


  Lulie spent some moments wrapped in thought. Then she sighed deeply, and recommenced on a note of pensive regret:


  “Ah, if I’d only met you sooner in life, I should be a very different girl.”


  The freshness which her quaint, drawling enunciation lent to this time-dishonoured formula, made Campbell smile. Then remembering all its implications, his face set in frowns again.


  64 Lulie continued her discourse. “You see,” said she, “I never had any one to teach me what was right. My mother died when I was quite a child, and my father has always let me do exactly as I pleased, so long as I didn’t bother him. Then I’ve never had a home, but have always lived around in hotels and places; all winter in New York or Washington, and summers out at Longbranch or Saratoga. It’s true we own a house in Detroit on Lafayette Avenue, that we reckon as home, but we don’t ever go there. It’s a bad sort of life for a girl, isn’t it?” she questioned, pleadingly.


  His mind was at work. The loose threads of his angers, his irritations, his desires were knitting themselves together, weaving themselves into something overmastering and definite.


  The young girl meanwhile was moving up towards him along the seat, for the effect which his sharpest rebuke produced on her never lasted more than four minutes. She now again possessed herself of his hand, and holding it between her own, began to caress it in child-like fashion, pulling the fingers apart and closing them again; spreading it, palm downwards on her lap, and laying her own little hand over it, to exemplify the differences between them. He let her be; he seemed unconscious of her proceedings.


  “And then,” she continued, “I’ve always known a lot of young fellows who’ve liked to take me round; and no one ever objected to my going with them, and so I went. And I liked it, and there wasn’t any harm in it, just kissing and making believe, and nonsense. And I never really cared for one of them—I can see that now, when I compare them with you; when I compare what I felt for them, with what I feel for you. Oh, I do love you so much,” she said; “don’t you believe me?” She lifted his hand to her lips and covered it with kisses.


  65 He pulled it roughly away, got up, walked to the table, came back again, stood looking at her with sombre eyes and dilating pupils.


  “I do love you,” she repeated, rising and advancing towards him.


  “For God’s sake, drop that damned rot,” he cried with sudden fury. “It wearies me, do you hear? it sickens me. Love, love, my God, what do you know about it? Why, if you really loved me, really loved any man—if you had any conception of what the passion of love is, how beautiful, how fine, how sacred—the mere idea that you could not come to your lover fresh, pure, untouched, as a young girl should—that you had been handled, fondled, and God knows what besides, by this man and the other—would fill you with such horror for yourself, with such supreme disgust—you would feel yourself so unworthy, so polluted … that … that … by God! you would take up that pistol there, and blow your brains out!”


  Lulie seemed to find the idea quite entertaining. She picked the pistol up from where it lay in the window, examined it with her pretty head drooping on one side, looked at it critically, and then sent one of her long, red-brown caressing glances up towards him.


  “And suppose I were to,” she asked lightly, “would you believe me then?”


  “Oh, … well … then, perhaps; if you showed sufficient decency to kill yourself, perhaps I might,” said he, with ironical laughter. His ebullition had relieved him; his nerves were calmed again. “But nothing short of that would ever make me.”


  With her little tragic air which seemed so like a smile disguised, she raised the weapon to the bosom of her gown. There 66 came a sudden, sharp crack, a tiny smoke film. She stood an instant swaying slightly, smiling certainly, distinctly outlined against the background of rain-washed window, of grey falling rain, the top of her head cutting in two the Ritterhausen escutcheon. Then all at once there was nothing at all between him and the window; he saw the coat-of-arms entire; but a motionless, inert heap of plush and lace, and fallen wine-red hair, lay at his feet upon the floor.


  “Child, child, what have you done?” he cried with anguish, and kneeling beside her, lifted her up, and looked into her face.


  * * * * *


  When from a distance of time and place Campbell was at last able to look back with some degree of calmness on the catastrophe, the element which stung him most keenly was this: he could never convince himself that Lulie had really loved him after all. And the only two persons who had known them both, and the circumstances of the case, sufficiently well to have resolved his doubts one way or the other, held diametrically opposite views.


  “Well, just listen, then, and I’ll tell you how it was,” Miss Nannie Dodge had said to him impressively, the day before he left Schloss-Altenau for ever, “Lulie was tremendously, terribly in love with you. And when she found that you wouldn’t care about her, she didn’t want to live any more. As to the way in which it happened, you don’t need to reproach yourself for that. She’d have done it, anyhow: if not then, why, later. But it’s all the rest of your conduct to her that was so cruel. Your cold, complacent British unresponsiveness. I guess you’ll never find another woman to love you as Lulie did. She was just the darlingest, the sweetest, the most loving girl in the world.”


  67 Mayne, on the other hand, summed it up in this way: “Of course, old chap, it’s horrible to think of: horrible, horrible, horrible! I can’t tell you how badly I feel about it. For she was a gorgeously beautiful creature. That red hair of hers! Good Lord! You won’t come across such hair as that twice in a lifetime. But, believe me, she was only fooling with you. Once she had you in her hunting-noose, once her buccaneering instincts satisfied, and she’d have chucked you as she did all the rest. As to her death, I’ve got three theories—no, two—for the first is that she compassed it in a moment of genuine emotion, and that, I think, we may dismiss as quite untenable. The second is, that it arose from pure misadventure. You’d both been shooting, hadn’t you? Well, she took up the pistol and pulled the trigger from mere mischief, and quite forgetting one barrel was still loaded. And the third is, it was just her histrionic sense of the fitness of things. The rôle she had played so long and so well now demanded a sensational finale in the centre of the stage. And it’s the third theory I give the preference to. She was the most consummate little actress I ever saw.”


  ·  ·


  68 The Chrysanthemum Girl


  By R. Anning Bell


  ·  ·
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  71 Two Songs


  By Rosamund Marriott-Watson


  I—Requiescat


  
    Bury me deep when I am dead,


    Far from the woods where sweet birds sing;


    Lap me in sullen stone and lead,


    Lest my poor dust should feel the spring.

  


  
    Never a flower be near me set,


    Nor starry cup nor slender stem,


    Anemone nor violet,


    Lest my poor dust remember them.

  


  
    And you—wherever you may fare—


    Dearer than birds, or flowers, or dew—


    Never, ah me, pass never there,


    Lest my poor dust should dream of you.

  


  72 II—The Isle of Voices


  
    Fair blows the wind to-day, fresh along the valleys,


    Strange with the sounds and the scents of long ago;


    Sinks in the willow-grove; shifts, and sighs, and rallies—


    Whence, Wind? and why, Wind? and whither do you go?

  


  
    Why, Wind, and whence, Wind?—yet well and well I know it—


    Word from a lost world, a world across the sea;


    No compass guides there, never chart will show it,


    Green grows the grave there that holds the heart of me.

  


  
    Sunk lies my ship, and the cruel sea rejoices,


    Sharp are the reefs where the hungry breakers fret—


    Land so long lost to me—Youth, the Isle of Voices—


    Call never more to me—I who must forget.

  


  ·  ·


  73 The Inner Ear


  By Kenneth Grahame


  To all of us journeymen in this great whirling London mill, it happens sooner or later that the clatter and roar of its ceaseless wheels—a thing at first portentous, terrifying, nay, not to be endured—becomes a part of our nature, with our clothes and our acquaintances; till at last the racket and din of a competitive striving humanity not only cease to impinge on the sense, but induce a certain callosity in the organ, while that more sensitive inner ear of ours, once almost as quick to record as his in the fairy tale, who lay and heard the grass-blades thrust and sprout, from lack of exercise drops back to the rudimentary stage. Hence it comes about, that when we are set down for a brief Sunday, far from the central roar, our first sensation is that of a stillness corporeal, positive, aggressive. The clamorous ocean of sound has ebbed to an infinite distance; in its place this other sea of fullest silence comes crawling up, whelming and flooding us, its crystalline waves lapping us round with a possessing encirclement as distinct as that of the other angry tide now passed away and done with. The very Spirit of Silence is sitting hand in hand with us, and her touch is a real warm thing.


  And yet, may not our confidence be premature? Even as we bathe and steep our senses refreshingly in this new element, that 74 inner ear of ours begins to revive and to record, one by one, the real facts of sound. The rooks are the first to assert themselves. All this time that we took to be so void of voice they have been volubly discussing every detail of domestic tree-life, as they rock and sway beside their nests in the elm-tops. To take in the varied chatter of rookdom would in itself be a full morning’s occupation, from which the most complacent might rise humble and instructed. Unfortunately, their talk rarely tends to edification. The element of personality—the argumentum ad hominem—always crops up so fatally soon, that long ere a syllogism has been properly unrolled, the disputants have clinched on inadequate foothold, and flopped thence, dishevelled, into space. Somewhere hard by, their jackdaw cousins are narrating those smoking-room stories they are so fond of, with bursts of sardonic laughter at the close. For theology or the fine arts your jackdaw has little taste; but give him something sporting and spicy, with a dash of the divorce court, and no Sunday morning can ever seem too long. At intervals the drum of the woodpecker rattles out from the heart of a copse; while from every quarter birds are delivering each his special message to the great cheery-faced postman who is trudging his daily round overhead, carrying good tidings to the whole bird-belt that encircles the globe. To all these wild, natural calls of the wood, the farmyard behind us responds with its more cultivated clamour and cackle; while the very atmosphere is resonant of its airy population, each of them blowing his own special trumpet. Silence, indeed! why, as the inner ear awakes and develops, the solid bulk of this sound-in-stillness becomes in its turn overpowering, terrifying. Let the development only continue, one thinks, but a little longer, and the very rush of sap, the thrust and foison of germination, will join in the din, and go far to deafen us. One shrinks, in fancy, to a dwarf of meanest aims and pettiest account before this army of full-blooded, 75 shouting soldiery, that possesses land and air so completely, with such an entire indifference, too, towards ourselves, our conceits, and our aspirations.


  Here it is again, this lesson in modesty that nature is eternally dinning into us; and the completeness of one’s isolation in the midst of all this sounding vitality cannot fail to strike home to the most self-centred. Indeed, it is evident that we are entirely superfluous here; nothing has any need of us, nor cares to know what we are interested in, nor what other people have been saying of us, nor whether we go or stay. Those rooks up above have their own society and occupations, and don’t wish to share or impart them; and if haply a rook seems but an insignificant sort of being to you, be sure that you are quite as insignificant to the rook. Nay, probably more so; for while you at least allot the rook his special small niche in creation, it is more than doubtful whether he ever troubles to “place” you at all. He has weightier matters to occupy him, and so long as you refrain from active interference, the chances are that for him you simply don’t exist.


  But putting birds aside, as generally betraying in their startled, side-glancing mien some consciousness of a featherless unaccountable tribe that may have to be reckoned with at any moment, those other winged ones, the bees and their myriad cousins, simply insult one at every turn with their bourgeois narrowness of non-recognition. Nothing, indeed, could be more unlike the wary watchful marches of the bird-folk than the bustling self-centred devotion to business of these tiny brokers in Nature’s busy mart. If you happen to get in their way, they jostle up against you, and serve you right; if you keep clear of the course, they proceed serenely without so much as a critical glance at your hat or your boots. Snubbed, hustled, and ignored, you feel, as you retire from the unequal contest, that the scurrying alarm of bird 76 or beast is less hurtful to your self-respect than this complacent refusal of the insect to admit your very existence.


  In sooth, we are at best poor fusionless incapable bodies; unstable of purpose, veering betwixt hot fits and chill, doubtful at times whether we have any business here at all. The least we can do is to make ourselves as small as possible, and interfere as little as may be with these lusty citizens, knowing just what they want to do, and doing it, at full work in a satisfactory world that is emphatically theirs, not ours.


  The more one considers it, the humbler one gets. This pleasant, many-hued, fresh-smelling world of ours would be every whit as goodly and fair, were it to be rid at one stroke of us awkward aliens, staggering pilgrims through a land whose customs and courtesies we never entirely master, whose pleasant places we embellish and sweeten not at all. We, on the other hand, would be bereft indeed, were we to wake up one chill morning and find that all these practical capable cousins of ours had packed up and quitted in disgust, tired of trying to assimilate us, weary of our aimlessness, our brutalities, our ignorance of real life.


  Our dull inner ear is at last fully awake, fully occupied. It must be a full three hundred yards away, that first brood of ducklings, fluffily proud of a three-days-old past; yet its shrill peep-peep reaches us as distinctly as the worry-worry of bees in the peach-blossom a foot from our head. Then suddenly—the clank of a stable-bucket on the tiles, the awakening of church-bells—humanity, with its grosser noises, is with us once more, and at the first sound of it, affrighted, the multitudinous drone of the under-life recedes, ebbs, vanishes; Silence, the nymph so shy and withdrawn, is by our side again, and slips her hand into ours.


  ·  ·


  77 Rosemary for Remembrance


  By Henry Harland


  I


  Iwonder why I dreamed last night of Zabetta. It is years since she made her brief little transit through my life, and passed out of it utterly. It is years since the very recollection of her—which for years, like an accusing spirit, had haunted me too often—like a spirit was laid. It is long enough, in all conscience, since I have even thought of her, casually, for an instant. And then, last night, after a perfectly usual London day and evening, I went to bed and dreamed of her vividly. What had happened to bring her to my mind? Or is it simply that the god of dreams is a capricious god?


  The influence of my dream, at any rate,—the bitter-sweet savour of it,—has pursued me through my waking hours. All day long to-day Zabetta has been my phantom guest. She has walked with me in the streets; she has waited at my elbow while I wrote or talked or read. Now, at tea-time, she is present with me by my study fireside, in the twilight. Her voice sounds faintly, plaintively, in my ears; her eyes gaze at me sadly from a pale reproachful face…. She bids me to the theatre of memory, where my youth is rehearsed before me in mimic-show. There was one—78no, there were two little scenes in which Zabetta played the part of leading lady.


  II


  I do not care to specify the year in which it happened; it happened a terrible number of years ago; it happened when I was twenty. I had passed the winter in Naples,—oh, it had been a golden winter!—and now April had come, and my last Neapolitan day. To-morrow I was to take ship for Marseilles, on the way to join my mother in Paris.


  It was in the afternoon; and I was climbing one of those crooked staircase alleys that scale the hillsides behind the town, the Salita—is there, in Naples, a Salita Santa Margherita? I had lunched (for the last time!) at the Café d’Europe, and had then set forth upon a last haphazard ramble through the streets. It was tremulous spring weather, with blue skies, soft breezes, and a tender sun; the sort of weather that kindles perilous ardours even in the blood of middle age, and that turns the blood of youth to wildfire.


  Women sat combing their hair, and singing, and gossiping, before the doorways of their pink and yellow houses; children sprawled, and laughed, and quarrelled in the dirt. Pifferari, in sheep-skins and sandles, followed by prowling, gaunt-limbed dogs, droned monotonous nasal melodies from their bagpipes. Priests picked their way gingerly over the muddy cobble stones, sleek, black-a-vised priests, with exaggerated hats, like Don Basilio’s in the Barbier. Now and then one passed a fat brown monk; or a soldier; or a white-robed penitent, whose eyes glimmered uncannily from the peep-holes of the hood that hid his face; or a comely contadina, in her smart costume, with a pomegranate-blossom flaming 79 behind her ear, and red lips that curved defiantly as she met the covetous glances wildfire-and-twenty no doubt bestowed upon her,—whereat, perhaps, wildfire-and-twenty halted and hesitated for an instant, debating whether to accept the challenge and turn and follow her. A flock of milk-purveying goats jangled their bells a few yards below me. Hawkers screamed their merchandise, fish, and vegetables, and early fruit—apricots, figs, green almonds. Brown-skinned, bare-legged boys shouted at long-suffering donkeys, and whacked their flanks with sticks. And everybody, more or less, importuned you for coppers. “Mossou, mossou! Un piccolo soldo, per l’amor di Dio!” The air was vibrant with southern human noises, and dense with southern human smells—amongst which, here and there, wandered strangely a lost waft of perfume from some neighbouring garden, a scent of jasmine or of orange flowers.


  And then, suddenly, the salita took a turn, and broadened into a small piazza. At one hand there was a sheer terrace, dropping to tiled roofs twenty feet below; and hence one got a splendid view, over the town, of the blue bay, with its shipping, and of Capri, all rose and purple in the distance, and of Vesuvius with its silver wreath of smoke. At the other hand loomed a vast, discoloured, pink-stuccoed palace, with grated windows, and a porte-cochère black as the mouth of a cavern; and the upper stories of the palace were in ruins, and out of one corner of their crumbling walls a palm-tree grew. The third side of the piazza was inevitably occupied by a church, a little pearl-grey rococo edifice, with a bell, no deeper-toned than a common dinner-bell, which was now frantically ringing. About the doors of the church countless written notices were pasted, advertising indulgences; beggars clung to the steps, like monster snails; and the greasy leathern portière was constantly being drawn aside, to let someone enter or come out.


  80 III


  It was here that I met Zabetta.


  The heavy portière swung open, and a young girl stepped from the darkness behind it into the sunshine.


  I saw a soft face, with bright brown eyes; a plain black frock, with a little green nosegay stuck in its belt; and a small round scarlet hat.


  A hideous old beggar woman stretched a claw towards this apparition, mumbling something. The apparition smiled, and sought in its pocket, and made the beggar woman the richer by a soldo.


  I was twenty, and the April wind was magical. I thought I had never seen so beautiful a smile, a smile so radiant, so tender.


  I watched the young girl as she tripped down the church steps, and crossed the piazza, coming towards me. Her smile lingered, fading slowly, slowly, from her face.


  As she neared me, her eyes met mine. For a second we looked straight into each other’s eyes….


  Oh, there was nothing bold, nothing sophisticated or immodest, in the momentary gaze she gave me. It was a natural, spontaneous gaze of perfectly frank, of perfectly innocent and impulsive interest, in exchange for mine of open admiration. But it touched the wildfire in my veins, and made it leap tumultuously.


  IV


  Happiness often passes close to us without our suspecting it, the proverb says.


  The young girl moved on; and I stood still, feeling dimly that 81 something precious had passed close to me. I had not turned back to follow any of the brazenly provocative contadine. But now I could not help it. Something precious had passed within arm’s reach of me. I must not let it go, without at least a semblance of pursuing it. If I waited there passive till she was out of sight, my regrets would be embittered by the recollection that I had not even tried.


  I followed her eagerly, but vaguely, in a tremor of unformulated hopes and fears. I had no definite intentions, no designs. Presently, doubtless, she would come to her journey’s end—she would disappear in a house or shop—and I should have my labour for my pains. Nevertheless, I followed. What would you? She was young, she was pretty, she was neatly dressed. She had big bright brown eyes, and a slender waist, and a little round scarlet hat set jauntily upon a mass of waving soft brown hair. And she walked gracefully, with delicious undulations, as if to music, lifting her skirts up from the pavement, and so disclosing the daintiest of feet, in trim buttoned boots, of glazed leather, with high Italian heels. And her smile was lovely—and I was twenty—and it was April. I must not let her escape me, without at least a semblance of pursuit.


  She led me down the salita that I had just ascended. She could scarcely know that she was being followed, for she had not once glanced behind her.


  V


  At first I followed meekly, unperceived, and contented to remain so.


  But little by little a desire for more aggressive measures grew within me. I said, “Why not—instead of following meekly—82why not overtake and outdistance her, then turn round, and come face to face with her again? And if again her eyes should meet mine as frankly as they met them in the piazza….”


  The mere imagination of their doing so made my heart stop beating.


  I quickened my pace. I drew nearer and nearer to her. I came abreast of her—oh, how the wildfire trembled! I pressed on for a bit, and then, true to my resolution, turned back.


  Her eyes did meet mine again quite frankly. What was more, they brightened with a little light of surprise, I might almost have fancied a little light of pleasure.


  If the mere imagination of the thing had made my heart stop beating, the thing itself set it to pounding, racing, uncontrollably, so that I felt all but suffocated, and had to catch my breath.


  She knew now that the young man she had passed in the piazza had followed her of set purpose; and she was surprised, but, seemingly, not displeased. They were wonderfully gentle, wonderfully winning eyes, those eyes she raised so frankly to my desirous ones; and innocent, innocent, with all the unsuspecting innocence of childhood. In years she might be seventeen, older perhaps; but there was a child’s fearless unconsciousness of evil in her wide brown eyes. She had not yet been taught (or, anyhow, she clearly didn’t believe) that it is dangerous and unbecoming to exchange glances with a stranger in the streets.


  She was as good as smiling on me. Might I dare the utmost? Might I venture to speak to her? … My heart was throbbing too violently. I could not have found an articulate human word, nor a shred of voice, nor a pennyweight of self-assurance, in my body.


  So, thrilling with excitement, quailing in panic, I passed her again.


  83 I passed her, and kept on up the narrow alley for half a dozen steps, when again I turned.


  She was standing where I had left her, looking after me. There was the expression of unabashed disappointment in her dark eyes now; which, in a minute, melted to an expression of appeal.


  “Oh, aren’t you going to speak to me, after all?” they pleaded.


  Wooed by those soft monitors, I plucked up a sort of desperate courage. Hot coals burned in my cheeks, something fluttered terribly in my breast; I was literally quaking in every limb. My spirit was exultant, but my flesh was faint. Her eyes drew me, drew me…. I fancy myself awkwardly raising my hat; I hear myself accomplish a half-smothered salutation.


  “Buon’ giorno, Signorina.”


  Her face lit up with that celestial smile of hers; and in a voice that was like ivory and white velvet, she returned, “Buon’ giorno, Signorino.”


  VI


  And then I don’t know how long we stood together in silence.


  This would never do, I recognised. I must not stand before her in silence, like a guilty schoolboy. I must feign composure. I must carry off the situation lightly, like a man of the world, a man of experience. I groped anxiously in the confusion of my wits for something that might pass for an apposite remark.


  At last I had a flash of inspiration. “What—what fine weather,” I gasped. “Che bel tempo!”


  “Oh, molto bello,” she responded. It was like a cadenza on a flute.


  “You—you are going into the town?” I questioned.


  “Yes,” said she.


  84 “May I—may I have the pleasure——” I faltered.


  “But yes,” she consented, with an inflection that wondered “What else have you spoken to me for?”


  And we set off down the salita, side by side.


  VII


  She had exquisite little white ears, with little coral earrings, like drops of blood; and a perfect rosebud mouth, a mouth that matched her eyes for innocence and sweetness. Her scarlet hat burned in the sun, and her brown hair shook gently under it. She had plump little soft white hands.


  Presently, when I had begun to feel more at my ease, I hazarded a question. “You are a republican, Signorina?”


  “No,” she assured me, with a puzzled elevation of the brows.


  “Ah, well, then you are a cardinal,” I concluded.


  She gave a silvery trill of laughter, and asked, “Why must I be either a republican or a cardinal?”


  “You wear a bonnet rouge—a scarlet hat,” I explained.


  At which she laughed again, crisply, merrily.


  “You are French,” she said.


  “Oh, am I?”


  “Aren’t you?”


  “As you wish, Signorina; but I had never thought so.”


  And still again she laughed.


  “You have come from church,” said I.


  “Già,” she assented; “from confession.”


  “Really? And did you have a great many wickednesses to confess?”


  “Oh, yes; many, many,” she answered simply.


  85 “And now have you got a heavy penance to perform?”


  “No; only twenty aves. And I must turn my tongue seven times in my mouth before I speak, whenever I am angry.”


  “Ah, then you are given to being angry? You have a bad temper?”


  “Oh, dreadful, dreadful,” she cried, nodding her head.


  It was my turn to laugh now. “Then I must be careful not to vex you.”


  “Yes. But I will turn my tongue seven times before I speak, if you do,” she promised.


  “Are you going far?” I asked.


  “I am going nowhere. I am taking a walk.”


  “Shall we go to the Villa Nazionale, and watch the driving?”


  “Or to the Toledo, and look at the shop-windows?”


  “We can do both. We will begin at the Toledo, and end in the Villa.”


  “Bene,” she acquiesced.


  After a little silence, “I am so glad I met you,” I informed her, looking into her eyes.


  Her eyes softened adorably. “I am so glad too,” she said.


  “You are lovely, you are sweet,” I vowed, with enthusiasm.


  “Oh, no!” she protested. “I am as God made me.”


  “You are lovely, you are sweet. I thought—when I first saw you, above there, in the piazza—when you came out of church, and gave the soldo to the old beggar woman—I thought you had the loveliest smile I had ever seen.”


  A beautiful blush suffused her face, and her eyes swam in a mist of pleasure. “E vero?” she questioned.


  “Oh, vero, vero. That is why I followed you. You don’t mind my having followed you?”


  “Oh, no; I am glad.”


  86 After another interval of silence, “You are not Neapolitan?” I said. “You don’t speak like a Neapolitan.”


  “No; I am Florentine. We live in Naples for my father’s health. He is not strong. He cannot endure the cold winters of the North.”


  I murmured something sympathetic; and she went on, “My father is a violinist. To-day he has gone to Capri, to play at a festival. He will not be back until to-morrow. So I was very lonesome.”


  “You have no mother?”


  “My mother is dead,” she said, crossing herself. In a moment she added, with a touch of pride, “During the season my father plays in the orchestra of the San Carlo.”


  “I am sure I know what your name is,” said I.


  “Oh? How can you know? What is it?”


  “I think your name is Rosabella.”


  “Ah, then you are wrong. My name is Elisabetta. But in Naples everybody says Zabetta. And yours?”


  “Guess.”


  “Oh, I cannot guess. Not—not Federico?”


  “Do I look as if my name were Federico?”


  She surveyed me gravely for a minute, then shook her head pensively. “No; I do not think your name is Federico.”


  And therewith I told her my name, and made her repeat it till she could pronounce it without a struggle. It sounded very pretty, coming from her pretty lips, quite southern and romantic, with its r’s tremendously enriched.


  “Anyhow, I know your age,” said I.


  “What is it?”


  “You are seventeen.”


  “No—ever so much older.”


  87 “Eighteen then.”


  “I shall be nineteen in July.”


  VIII


  Before the brilliant shop-windows of the Toledo we dallied for an hour or more, Zabetta’s eyes sparkling with delight as they rested on the bright-hued silks, the tortoise-shell and coral, the gold and silver filagree-work, that were there displayed. But when she admired some one particular object above another, and I besought her to let me buy it for her, she refused austerely. “But no, no, no! It is impossible.” Then we went on to the Villa, and strolled by the sea-wall, between the blue-green water and the multicoloured procession of people in carriages. And by and by Zabetta confessed that she was tired, and proposed that we should sit down on one of the benches. “A café would be better fun,” submitted her companion. And we placed ourselves at one of the out-of-door tables of the café in the garden, where, after some urging, I prevailed upon Zabetta to drink a cup of chocolate. Meanwhile, with the ready confidence of youth, we had each been desultorily autobiographical; and if our actual acquaintance was only the affair of an afternoon, I doubt if in a year we could have felt that we knew each other better.


  “I must go home,” Zabetta said at last.


  “Oh, not yet, not yet,” cried I.


  “It will be dinner-time. I must go home to dinner.”


  “But your father is at Capri. You will have to dine alone.”


  “Yes.”


  “Then don’t. Come with me instead, and dine at a restaurant.”


  88 Her eyes glowed wistfully for an instant; but she replied, “Oh, no; I cannot.”


  “Yes, you can. Come.”


  “Oh, no; impossible.”


  “Why?”


  “Oh, because.”


  “Because what?”


  “There is my cat. She will have nothing to eat.”


  “Your cook will give her something.”


  “My cook!” laughed Zabetta. “My cook is here before you.”


  “Well, you must be a kind mistress. You must give your cook an evening out.”


  “But my poor cat?”


  “Your cat can catch a mouse.”


  “There are no mice in our house. She has frightened them all away.”


  “Then she can wait. A little fast will be good for her soul.”


  Zabetta laughed, and I said, “Andiamo!”


  At the restaurant we climbed to the first floor, and they gave us a table near the window, whence we could look out over the villa to the sea beyond. The sun was sinking, and the sky was gay with rainbow tints, like mother-of-pearl.


  Zabetta’s face shone joyfully. “This is only the second time in my life that I have dined in a restaurant,” she told me. “And the other time was very long ago, when I was quite young. And it wasn’t nearly so grand a restaurant as this, either.”


  “And now what would you like to eat?” I asked, picking up the bill of fare.


  “May I look?” she said.


  I handed her the document, and she studied it at length. I 89 think, indeed, she read it through. In the end she appeared rather bewildered.


  “Oh, there is so much. I don’t know. Will you choose, please?”


  I made a shift at choosing, and the sympathetic waiter flourished kitchenwards with my commands.


  “What is that little green nosegay you wear in your belt, Zabetta?” I inquired.


  “Oh, this—it is rosemary. Smell it,” she said, breaking off a sprig and offering it to me.


  “Rosemary—that’s for remembrance,” quoted I.


  “What does that mean? What language is that?” she asked.


  I tried to translate it to her. And then I taught her to say it in English. “Rrosemérri—tsat is forr rremembrrance.”


  “Will you write it down for me?” she requested. “It is pretty.”


  And I wrote it for her on the back of one of my cards.


  IX


  After dinner we crossed the garden again, and again stood by the sea-wall. Over us the soft spring night was like a dark sapphire. Points of red, green, and yellow fire burned from the ships in the bay, and seemed of the same company as the stars above them. A rosy aureole in the sky, to the eastward, marked the smouldering crater of Vesuvius. Away in the Chiaja a man was singing comic songs, to an accompaniment of mandolines and guitars; comic songs that sounded pathetic, as they reached us in the distance.


  I asked Zabetta how she wished to finish the evening.


  90 “I don’t care,” said she.


  “Would you like to go to the play?”


  “If you wish.”


  “What do you wish?”


  “I think I should like to stay here a little longer. It is pleasant.”


  We leaned on the parapet, close to each other. Her face was very pale in the starlight; her eyes were infinitely deep, and dark, and tender. One of her little hands lay on the stone wall, like a white flower. I took it. It was warm and soft. She did not attempt to withdraw it. I bent over it and kissed it. I kissed it many times. Then I kissed her lips. “Zabetta—I love you—I love you,” I murmured fervently.—Don’t imagine that I didn’t mean it. It was April, and I was twenty.


  “I love you, Zabetta. Dearest little Zabetta! I love you so.”


  “E vero?” she questioned, scarcely above her breath.


  “Oh, si; é vero, vero, vero,” I asseverated. “And you? And you?”


  “Yes, I love you,” she whispered.


  And then I could say no more. The ecstasy that filled my heart was too poignant. We stood there speechless, hand in hand, and breathed the air of heaven.


  By and by Zabetta drew her bunch of rosemary from her belt, and divided it into two parts. One part she gave to me, the other she kept. “Rosemary—it is for constancy,” she said. I pressed the cool herb to my face for a moment, inhaling its bitter-sweet fragrance; then I fastened it in my buttonhole. On my watchchain I wore—what everybody in Naples used to wear—a little coral hand, a little clenched coral hand, holding a little golden dagger. I detached it now, and made Zabetta take it. “Coral—that is also for constancy,” I reminded her; “and besides, it protects one from the Evil Eye.”


  91 X


  At last Zabetta asked me what time it was; and when she learned that it was half-past nine, she insisted that she really must go home. “They shut the outer door of the house we live in at ten o’clock, and I have no key.”


  “You can ring up the porter.”


  “Oh, there is no porter.”


  “But if we had gone to the theatre?”


  “I should have had to leave you in the middle of the play.”


  “Ah, well,” I consented; and we left the villa, and took a cab.


  “Are you happy, Zabetta?” I asked her, as the cab rattled us towards our parting.


  “Oh, so happy, so happy! I have never been so happy before.”


  “Dearest Zabetta!”


  “You will love me always?”


  “Always, always.”


  “We will see each other every day. We will see each other to-morrow?”


  “Oh, to-morrow!” I groaned suddenly, the actualities of life rushing all at once upon my mind.


  “What is it? What of to-morrow?”


  “Oh, to-morrow, to-morrow!”


  “What? What?” Her voice was breathless with suspense, with alarm.


  “Oh, I had forgotten. You will think I am a beast.”


  “What is it? For heaven’s sake, tell me.”


  “You will think I am a beast. You will think I have deceived you. To-morrow—I cannot help it—I am not my own master92—I am summoned by my parents—to-morrow I am going away—I am leaving Naples.”


  “You are leaving Naples?”


  “I am going to Paris.”


  “To Paris?”


  “Yes.”


  There was a breathing-space of silence. Then “Oh, Dio!” sobbed Zabetta; and she began to cry as if her heart would break.


  I seized her hands; I drew her to me. I tried to comfort her. But she only cried and cried and cried.


  “Zabetta … Zabetta! … Don’t cry…. Forgive me…. Oh, don’t cry like that.”


  “Oh, Dio! Oh, caro Dio!” she sobbed.


  “Zabetta—listen to me,” I began. “I have something to say to you….”


  “Cosa?” she asked faintly.


  “Zabetta—do you really love me?”


  “Oh, tanto, tanto!”


  “Then, listen, Zabetta. If you really love me—come with me.”


  “Come with you. How?”


  “Come with me to Paris.”


  “To Paris?”


  “Yes, to-morrow.”


  There was another instant of silence, and then again Zabetta began to cry.


  “Will you? Will you? Will you come with me to Paris?” I implored her.


  “Oh, I would, I would. But I can’t. I can’t.”


  “Why not?”


  “Oh, I can’t.”


  “Why? Why can’t you?”


  93 “Oh, my father—I cannot leave my father.”


  “Your father? But—if you love me——”


  “He is old. He is ill. He has no one but me. I cannot leave him.”


  “Zabetta!”


  “No, no. I cannot leave him. Oh, Dio mio!”


  “But Zabetta——”


  “No. It would be a sin. Oh, the worst of sins. He is old and ill. I cannot leave him. Don’t ask me. It would be dreadful.”


  “But then? Then what? What shall we do?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. I wish I were dead.”


  The cab came to a standstill, and Zabetta said, “Here we are.” I helped her to descend. We were before a dark porte-cochère, in some dark back-street, high up the hillside.


  “Addio,” said Zabetta, holding out her hand.


  “You won’t come with me?”


  “I can’t. I can’t. Addio.”


  “Oh, Zabetta! Do you—— Oh, say, say that you forgive me.”


  “Yes. Addio.”


  “And, Zabetta, you—you have my address. It is on the card I gave you. If you ever need anything—if you are ever in trouble of any kind—remember you have my address—you will write to me.”


  “Yes. Addio.”


  “Addio.”


  She stood for a second, looking up at me from great brimming eyes, and then she turned away and vanished in the darkness of the porte-cochère. I got into the cab, and was driven to my hotel.


  94 XI


  And here, one might have supposed, was an end of the episode; but no.


  I went to Paris, I went to New York, I returned to Paris, I came on to London; and in this journeying more than a year was lost. In the beginning I had suffered as much as you could wish me in the way of contrition, in the way of regret too. I blamed myself and pitied myself with almost equal fervour. I had trifled with a gentle human heart; I had been compelled to let a priceless human treasure slip from my possession. But—I was twenty. And there were other girls in the world. And a year is a long time, when we are twenty. Little by little the image of Zabetta faded, faded. By the year’s end, I am afraid it had become very pale indeed….


  It was late June, and I was in London, when the post brought me a letter. The letter bore an Italian stamp, and had originally been directed to my old address in Paris. Thence (as the numerous re-directions on the big square foreign envelope attested) it had been forwarded to New York; thence back again to Paris; and thence finally to London.


  The letter was written in the neatest of tiny copperplates; and this is a translation of what it said:


  
    “Dear Friend:


    “My poor father died last month in the German Hospital, after an illness of twenty-one days. Pray for his soul.


    “I am now alone and free, and if you still wish it, can come to you. It was impossible for me to come when you asked me; but you have not ceased to be my constant thought. I keep your coral hand.


    “Your ever faithful

    “Zabetta Collaluce.”

  


  95 Enclosed in the letter there was a sprig of some dried, bitter-sweet-smelling herb; and, in pencil, below the signature,—laboriously traced, as I could guess, from what I had written for her on my visiting-card,—the English phrase: “Rosemary—that’s for remembrance.”


  The letter was dated early in May, which made it six weeks old.


  What could I do? What answer could I send?


  Of course, you know what I did do. I procrastinated and vacillated, and ended by sending no answer at all. I could not write and say “Yes, come to me.” But how could I write and say, “No, do not come?” Besides, would she not have given up hoping for an answer, by this time? It was six weeks since she had written. I tried to think that the worst was over.


  But my remorse took a new and a longer and a stronger lease of life. A vision of Zabetta, pale, with anxious eyes, standing at her window, waiting, waiting for a word that never came,—for months I could not chase it from my conscience; it was years before it altogether ceased its accusing visits.


  XII


  And then, last night, after a perfectly usual London day and evening, I went to bed and dreamed of her vividly; and all day long to-day the fragrance of my dream has clung about me,—a bitter-sweet fragrance, like that of rosemary itself. Where is Zabetta now? What is her life? How have the years treated her? … In my dream she was still eighteen. In reality—it is melancholy to think how far from eighteen she has had leisure, since that April afternoon, to drift.


  96 Youth faces forward, impatient of the present, panting to anticipate the future. But we who have crossed a certain sad meridian, we turn our gaze backwards, and tell the relentless gods what we would sacrifice to recover a little of the past, one of those shining days when to us also it was given to sojourn among the Fortunate Islands. Ah, si jeunesse savait! …


  ·  ·


  97 Trees


  By Alfred Thornton


  ·  ·
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  101 Three Poems


  By Dauphin Meunier


  I—Au bord du Lac Léman


  
    Le soir apaise au loin le bruit grave des villes,


    O lac! et sur les bords de tes dormantes eaux


    Voici que j’appareille en songe des vaisseaux


    Dédaigneux de l’effort lent des rames serviles;


    Car un souffle plus pur que l’haleine d’Eros


    Anime doucement leurs voiles dans le calme;


    Et leur flotte s’éloigne avec un bruit de palmes


    Vers une île de paix comme des albatros.

  


  
    Et moi, leur capitaine, en proie au jeu des vents,


    Je vois soudain, malgré l’horizon décevant,


    Dans le halo d’argent où la lune s’élève,


    Un Labrador s’ouvrir avec des mains de rêve.

  


  (Souvenir de Vevey à Madame Paul Vérola).


  102 II—Hyde Park


  
    Une buée a peu à peu


    Noyé le vaste paysage


    Où ne transparaissent que bleus


    Des visages sous ce nuage;

  


  
    Un mystère d’âme ou de femme


    Rêve, épars, en ce vêtement


    D’ombre que percent, par moment,


    Des yeux comme les cieux—sans flamme …

  


  
    La lune meurt sur cette plaine,


    Ou le soleil; on ne sait pas


    Quel tapis assourdit les pas


    D’un velours de neige ou de laine;

  


  
    L’air est dense, les corps sont vagues;


    Ce n’est ni le jour ni la nuit;


    Peut-être—de joie ou d’ennui—


    Que le paysage divague….

  


  (Souvenir de Londres à Madame Aline Harland).


  103 III—Chapelle Dissidente

  (London)


  
    Vénérable temple


    Et digne pasteur!


    Sa redingote ample


    A l’air de rigueur.

  


  
    Protestante et raide


    Est son âme aussi;


    Le mal n’est pas si


    Laid que le remède.

  


  
    Mains sans onction,


    Visage revêche..,


    Vite! qu’on nous prêche


    La tentation!

  


  
    Mieux vaut, bonne ou male


    La mort à Paris


    Que la vie au prix


    De cette morale!

  


  (Pour Mr. Aubrey Beardsley.)


  ·  ·


  104 Two Studies


  By Mrs. Murray Hickson


  I—At the Cross Roads


  “For to no man is it given to understand a woman, nor to any woman to understand a man.”


  The boat from Dieppe had just arrived, and the passengers were pushing from the decks on to the quay. A tall woman, wrapped in a handsome mantle trimmed with sables, waited for her turn to cross the gangway. Her eyes, wandering restlessly over the little crowd of spectators that had assembled to watch for the arrival of the boat, met those of a man who pressed into the throng towards her. She started, and a sudden flush, beautiful but transitory, touched her face into a youthfulness which it did not otherwise possess. The man took off his hat in salute, and, holding it above his head, thrust forward to the foot of the gangway. He kept his eyes fastened upon her face; and the expression of his own, in spite of the smile on his lips, was doubtful and anxious. She returned his look gravely, yet with a certain tenderness in her glance. Beckoning to the maid who followed her, she slipped adroitly before a party of staggering sea-sick tourists, and made her way on to the quay.


  105 Their hands met in a pressure, which, on his part, was both close and lingering.


  “I could not help it,” he said. “You will forgive me for coming?”


  She smiled a little. “But I meant to stay all night at the hotel. I am tired. My maid is always ill on the crossing, so I wrote from Paris, and ordered rooms and dinner to be ready for us.”


  “Yes, so they told me at the hotel. I must go up to town this evening, but I could not wait until to-morrow to see you.” He said the last words under his breath. The maid had gone to pass the luggage through the custom-house. Her mistress sat down on a bench inside the waiting-room. She looked up at the man beside her, and sighed a little.


  “I am glad that you came,” she said gently.


  “You got my letter?”


  “Yes.”


  The colour had faded from her face, the light from her eyes. She rose and turned towards the door.


  “It is hardly necessary for us to wait here,” she said. “Let us go on to the hotel. Mary can follow with the luggage.”


  They walked together side by side; he, trying to shelter her from the driving rain, she, heedless of the present, shrinking from what was to come with an unavailing dread.


  The dull October afternoon was closing in; already the gas was lit in the sitting-room into which they were shown. She reached up to it and turned down the glaring flame till it burned low and dim. The room was cheerless and dreary: on one side a long black horsehair-covered sofa; on the other a chiffonier, with coloured bead mats and models of flowers in wax upon it. A square table, covered with a red cloth, stood in the middle of the 106 room, and on it was a large battered tea-tray. A waiter brought in a teapot and some hot water, stirred the fire into a blaze, and retired, shutting the door carefully behind him.


  The woman threw off her cloak, and sat down beside the table. She took up the heavy metal teapot and poised it in her slender hand.


  “Will you have some tea?” she said to her companion.


  He was standing beside her, and she looked at him as she spoke. Something in the strained expression of his face shook her hardly-held composure beyond the power of control. Her hands trembled, and setting the teapot down again unsteadily, she rose to her feet and confronted him. Her own face was as pale as his; their eyes looked into each other’s, his seeking, hers evading, a solution to the problem which confronted them.


  “For God’s sake,” said the man, “don’t let us meet like this. Anything is better than aloofness between us two. If you cannot forgive me, say so; I deserve it.” He stretched out his hands to her as he spoke; but she, shivering a little, drew back from his touch.


  “If it were only that,” she said, “the matter would be simple enough. Forgive you! I don’t feel—at least the soul of me doesn’t—that I have much to forgive. When one demands an impossibility, one should not complain of failure.”


  He looked bewildered. “I don’t think I understand,” he said gently. “Sit down here and explain what you mean, and I will try to see the matter through your eyes. It looks black enough now through mine—I can imagine it to be unpardonable in yours,” he added bitterly. She sat down obediently upon the sofa. He was going to take his place beside her, but hesitated and finally drew a chair opposite.


  She looked at him despairingly. “I shall never make you 107 understand,” she said. “I don’t understand myself. You will have to give me time.”


  “Perhaps, after keeping silence so long, I ought never to have told you. Such vulgar infidelities are better left unrevealed.”


  She was silent. Her hands, which she held clenched in her lap, were very cold, and presently she fell to rubbing them softly one over the other. The man set his lips closer together; he had often so chafed her hands for her, and he longed to do so now. It seemed monstrous that, when at last their love was free and admissible, they two should feel apart the one from the other. Yet he recognised, with dreary assent, that such was the case. He regretted the sense of honour which had goaded him, ere he and she should begin their new life together, into an absolute frankness about the past. And yet did he regret it? He doubted his power to possess his soul in secret, away from hers, and, if that were so, better a confession now than later, when their union would be irrevocable. He looked once more at the little hands, motionless again in her lap, and longed to take them in his own. But his heart failed him. It was the old trouble, the old difficulty; the difference of outlook between the sexes. A pity, he thought, that this modern woman whom he loved, had so imbued him with her modern views that he had been unable to keep his own counsel. And yet, even if her gospel of equality separated them, he felt it to be, after all, a true one. He would not have forgiven her such a fault as he had confessed, and for which, manlike, he expected absolution. But there the difference of sex came in, while, when absolute confidence only was demanded, he felt that she had an equal right to it with himself. After all, she expected, and he had given, only what was her due. If it ruined both their lives so much the worse for them. He wondered—would it?


  108 “I shall never make you understand,” she repeated, breaking a silence which both felt unendurable. “But try to be patient with me. It is not that I do not love you; at least I think not. It is not that I do not forgive you. It seems to me that I need your forgiveness more than you need mine. But I feel that we have both failed, and that the failure has soiled and spoilt our love.” She looked at him piteously.


  “Yes?” he said. “Go on.”


  “All these years that we have loved one another and hidden it from the world, I thought our love was a beautiful thing, good for us both. Though I could not be your wife, I imagined that I was everything else you needed: your friend, your comrade, your very heart and life. As your love raised and made me a better woman, so I believed that my love made you a better man.”


  He was leaning forward in his chair; a puzzled frown upon his forehead.


  “It did,” he said; “it does. Go on.”


  “Then, when I heard at last that he was dead, and that we were free—you and I, to love and to marry—it seemed as if the joy would kill me. I wrote to you—you know what I wrote. And then your letter…. Perhaps I was over-sensitive; perhaps it came at the wrong moment——”


  She stopped, and he rose to his feet.


  “Never mind,” he said. “Don’t say any more; it hurts you. You can’t get over it, and no wonder. I despise myself, and I am going.”


  She put out her hands to stop him.


  “Wait,” she said. “Indeed—indeed, you do not understand.” She rose also, and stood before him. “Oh!” she went on, with shaking lips, “but you must understand, you must. I see—I suppose that I expected too much. All that hopeless waiting—109all those long years—and then the constant strain and restlessness of it all. Don’t think I blame you—much. I think I comprehend. It is not that, though that hurts me too; but I see now that the whole thing has been a horrible mistake from the first. It was insane pride that made me so sure your welfare lay in my hands. I was dragging you down, not, as I imagined, helping you to be what I believed you were. I was selfish; I thought more of myself than I did of you——”


  “If that is your opinion of yourself,” he interrupted bitterly, “what must you think of me? I—who took all you could give to me, and then had not the manhood to keep out of vulgar dissipation, nor the pluck to hold my tongue about it and save you the pain and humiliation of the knowledge.”


  Suddenly she stretched out her hands to him.


  “Oh, no! not that!” she said, with a sob; “don’t say that. You were right to tell me.”


  He took her hands in his, and, almost timidly, drew her towards him.


  “I expected more than a man is capable of; it is my fault. I dragged you down,” she repeated, insistently.


  “That is not true, and you know it,” he answered. “The fault was mine, but——”


  He drew her closer. “Can’t you forgive it?” he whispered. “You were not my wife—I had no hope of ever winning you—yet I could give my love to no one else. My heart has never been disloyal to you for a moment, and——” he hesitated. “There are so few who would have done otherwise,” he added, hurriedly.


  She still held herself braced away from his gentle compulsion. “I—I suppose so,” she said, under her breath.


  “And now—now, when at last you will be my own, surely 110 you could not doubt me? It would be horrible, impossible.” His voice dropped again into a murmur.


  “Can’t you forgive me—and forget?”


  There was a pause. His eyes devoured her face.


  “Give me time,” she said. “I don’t think we see it in the same light; and if you do not understand I cannot explain myself. But give me time, I beg of you.”


  * * * * *


  An hour afterwards the maid came in, and found her mistress sitting over the dying fire. The girl turned up the gas and, in the sudden glare, the dreary hotel sitting-room looked more tawdry and commonplace than ever. The tablecover was pulled awry; the curtains, dragged across the window, were ragged and dirty; under the maid’s feet, as she crossed the floor, some bits of scattered coal crunched uncomfortably. She knelt on the hearth-rug and raked the ashes together, trying to rekindle a blaze. Her mistress looked on apathetically.


  “That is how I feel,” she said to herself. “It is all dead now; he will never understand it; but that is how I feel. If it had been before his love for me—but now I know I was no help to him, only a hindrance, and all the best of me seems cold and numb.”


  The maid rose from her knees; a tiny flame was flickering in the grate. She went out again, and left her mistress sitting there before the reviving fire.


  II—A Vigil


  When ten o’clock struck she moved uneasily in her chair. The dainty Dresden china timepiece on the overmantel had been a wedding present, and, as the soft notes of the hour 111 broke upon the silence, her thoughts turned swiftly into memories. The years had been few and short, yet the changes they had brought, though subtle, were unmistakable. There was nothing tangible, nothing of which she could complain, and yet, for the last few months, she had known, in a vague, puzzled way, that trouble was closing in upon her. The nature of that trouble she had not faced or analysed; she put all definition away for as long as might be possible.


  To-night she had not felt any special uneasiness. He might have stayed at the club, or been detained in the City—such delays had happened frequently of late, and had not seemed to her of much moment. She had grown accustomed to the lack of consideration which made him neglect to send her a telegram, but now the chiming of the clock caught her attention, and, of a sudden, her mind awoke, expanding to receive the impression of impending disturbance. There was no particular reason for this impression, only a certainty of misfortune which she felt advancing towards her in the coming hours.


  She rose and crossed the hall into the dining-room. She had waited for him until half-past eight, and then had dined alone, after which the table was relaid in readiness for his return. That morning, when he left the house, he had kissed her with almost his old tenderness, and she wanted to express her gratitude for that kiss. She wandered round the table, rearranging the silver with solicitous fingers. It was still just possible that he had not dined in town; his wife hoped not. He would be sure to catch the 10.15 down train—never since their marriage had he been later—his supper should be a cosy meal. There were oysters in the house, and she went into the kitchen to see that they were opened.


  The kitchen was warm and comfortable. She stood for a few 112 minutes, her foot upon the fender, chatting to the servants; they had been with her since her marriage, and they loved and cared for her.


  “Your master won’t be home till past eleven,” she said; “when you have laid the supper you can go to bed. I will wait upon him myself.” She turned to leave the kitchen, but lingered for a moment in the red glow of the fire. Her own part of the house was so still and lonely; here, at any rate, was companionship and a refuge from haunting fancies. Her maid dragged forward a chair, but she shook her head, smiling.


  “I have so much to do, and my book is interesting,” she said, as she opened the door. It swung behind her, and the cook, knife in hand, paused to lift her eyes and meet those of her fellow-servant. Neither of the women said a word. They heard the drawing-room door shut softly. The maid sat down again beside the hearth, and the cook went on with her work.


  * * * * *


  At a quarter to eleven the servants fastened the doors and went upstairs to bed. The silence settled down again. Now and then she heard the regular beat of hoofs upon the road as a carriage passed the windows; a wind got up and flicked the frozen snow against the panes; the fire burned clear and bright, with a regular throb of flame or the occasional splutter and crackle of a log.


  At eleven o’clock she laid her open book upon the table, and went out into the hall. It was very cold, and she shivered a little as she opened the door and looked out upon the night. The air was keen and frosty, a frail moon, its edges veiled by intermittent cloud, rode in the sky, and the stars snapped as though the sharpened atmosphere struck sparks from their steady shining. The road lay white and deserted, here and there a light shone from the neighbouring houses, but for the most part the village 113 had already gone to sleep. Presently, as she stood there, the distant sound of a train sweeping through the country caught her listening ears. It paused, then broke again upon the silence. She smiled a little and went back into the house, shutting the door behind her. The train was late, but it had come at last; in ten minutes he would be here. There was no use in sitting down again during those ten short minutes; she wanted to be ready, when his step rang on the hard road, to open the door immediately. Meantime she trod softly about the drawing-room, shifting the ornaments upon the overmantel a shade to right or left, and examining the pretty things upon her silver table with abstracted, unremarking eyes.


  For many weeks the rift between her and her husband had been widening. To-day, by his unaccustomed tenderness, he had re-awakened hers, and she longed for him as she had longed for him in the dead days which seemed so far away. But the minutes slipped into half an hour, and still he did not come. Then fear crept into her heart, and her imagination—always vivid—left now alone in the solitude of the night, played havoc with her reason. As the quarters struck slowly from the church clock in the village, and her own little timepiece chimed in musical response, terror and foreboding shook her spirit in their grip. She sat down again before the fire, and tried to reason out some plausible excuse for this unusual delay. No business that she was able to think of could thus detain her husband, nor had she ever known him to remain away a whole night without due notice given. He was often late for dinner—that signified nothing. Once or twice lately he had come down by this last train; but even then he had prepared her for his absence. Something very grave, very unusual, must have happened.


  She lifted her head, and bent forward to rearrange the logs upon 114 the hearth. In so doing she dropped the poker, which fell with a clash into the fender, and the loud noise startled the echoes of the sleeping house, awaking in her mind a fresh train of thought. She imagined him ill—hurt—in some danger. And it was impossible at this hour to go to him or to be of any use. Besides, where could she find him, how penetrate the mystery and terror of this long uncertainty?


  She went back into the hall and consulted a time-table. At four o’clock a train reached Wensbury; if he came by that and walked (he must walk, since no cab would be available), he might get home about five o’clock. If he was unhurt she would know—she would feel—— If he did not come she must herself start early in the morning and go up to town to make inquiries. Perhaps he had been run over in the streets, and she would find him in one of the hospitals. He might not be seriously hurt, and yet, again, if not seriously hurt why had no message come to her? Perhaps he was dead, and she—and she a widow. Her fingers closed convulsively over the time-table in her hand, and she walked back to her seat before the fire, leaving the door into the hall open behind her. It was one o’clock now: hours must pass, even if he came to Wensbury, before this weight of suspense could be lifted from her heart. And what if he never came? What if she never saw him again alive? She considered that, if an accident only had detained him—an accident from which he should recover—she could be glad and thankful. Perhaps the pain, and her care, might bring them once more together. And if not, better even death than another explanation which had flashed across the background of her brain, to be dismissed with horror and self-loathing. If only there had been a reason for their slipping away from one another she could have borne it better. The very vagueness and unreality of the gulf between them frightened her, and rendered 115 her more inarticulate. She had suffered and been still; now, her faculties sharpened by suspense, she endured all the accumulated pain of the last two years fused and mingled with the fancies, fear, and loneliness of the moment.


  Sometimes she paced the room; sometimes, at the sound of a chance footstep or the rising of the wind, she opened the hall door and stared out into the night. Once she went upstairs to wake the servants, but, recollecting herself, came back and dropped once more into the big chair by the fire.


  With the self-torture of a high-strung brain she could formulate no explanations save the worst, until, as the hours wore on, mental torment brought with it the consequent relief of numbness.


  * * * * *


  When he came into the drawing-room the following evening she rose from her seat and welcomed him as usual. Her face was drawn and white, but her voice did not falter, and her eyes met his unflinchingly.


  He stood upon the hearth-rug before the fire, talking for a few moments carelessly, till a strained silence fell between them. He took out his watch and glanced at it, then, turning restlessly, pushed the blazing logs together with his foot.


  “You got my letter? I was sorry not to be home last night. I’m afraid, little woman, that you waited dinner for me, but it was too late to send you a telegram.”


  “Yes, your letter came this morning,” she said, apathetically. The reaction from last night’s tension had brought with it a strange indifference. She felt that his presence meant nothing to her now, that his absence would have meant even less. Her heart was frozen. Active pain would have been better than this paralysis, and she longed to feel, but could not do so. He faced her once more; his glance met hers uneasily.


  116 “You understand how it was? I was unable to help it,” he said, his voice stumbling a little as he spoke. She lifted her head.


  “Yes,” she said, “I understand.”


  He looked at her in silence, then picking up a paper, unfolded it and began to read. She shivered a little, and leant nearer to the fire. Her thoughts wandered vaguely. She knew that he had lied to her, but she did not care. The stealthy sorrow of her married life, after stalking her spirit for a couple of years, had sprung upon her in the space of time which it took her to read his letter. Instinct guided her to the truth, and there it left her. The rest was a tangle, and, for the moment, she cared only for the physical comfort of apathy and quiescence.


  She stretched out her cold hands to the blaze, while her husband watched her furtively from behind his newspaper.


  The deep tones of the village clock, striking the half-hour, broke upon the silence; and a moment later the timepiece on the mantel-shelf chimed an echoing response.


  ·  ·


  117 The Ring of Life


  By Edmund Gosse


  
    We trod the bleak ridge, to and fro,


    Grave forty, gay fourteen;


    The yellow larks in Heaven’s blue glow


    Like twinkling stars were seen,


    And pink-flower’d larches, fring’d below,


    Were fabulously green.

  


  
    And, as I watched my restless son


    Leap over gorse and briar,


    And felt his golden nature run


    With April sap and fire,


    Methought another madpate spun


    Beside another sire.

  


  
    Sudden, the thirty years wing by,


    Shot, like a curtain’s rings;


    My father treads the ridge, and I


    The boy that leaps and flings;


    While eyes that in the churchyard lie,


    Seem smiling tenderest things.

  


  ·  ·


  118 A Study of Durham


  By F. G. Cotman


  ·  ·
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  121 Pierre Gascon


  By Charles Kennett Burrow


  Pierre Gascon was old, so old that he seemed to have drifted into a backwater of time, and to lie there forgotten. His age had grown upon him imperceptibly. He had not felt its steady besiegement, like other men, in the waning of the vital fires of life; it was only something more placid than his youth; a time of less excursive contemplation, a season of calm more wholly personal than before. He had deliberately shut out the world, and knew it only by rumour as a place where people committed intolerable follies both of body and mind, rearing children to reap what they had sown, loving with preposterous fatuity and a devotion, Pierre Gascon in his blind soul believed, a hundred times more worthy than its object.


  He lived in a great house surrounded by a beautiful and luxuriant garden, enclosed by high walls. It was not far from a busy city, and on silent evenings as he sat under his lime trees, the humming of the restless hive reached him in an unvarying undertone. Sometimes, on clear mornings, he caught the gleam of distant spires—the symbols, in his eyes, of a vain and idle worship. He argued with the almost divine assumption of lack of knowledge, and for many years had held himself the only true philosopher.


  Pierre Gascon’s face bore none of the marks that blazon a man’s 122 life to the seeing eye. It was the face of a child grown old in the smallest part of childishness, and the white hair that crowned it struck a note of curious incongruity. He hung upon the fringes of life as a cobweb may hang upon a briar; he breathed like ordinary men, but was divorced from the human impulses of the body; he had chosen his way and followed it almost to the end; and the end, he thought, because it still seemed far off, should be of a piece with the rest.


  One only of the associates of his early youth ever visited him. He was a physician in the town which smoked on the horizon; and sometimes Doctor Carton, snatching a few hours from the persistent ardour of his occupation, would bring within the walls of Pierre Gascon’s house the only manlike element that ever came there. The Doctor had watched the course of the man, whom he had known in his boyhood, with a growing wonder that at last had settled into a steady flame of scorn. He, coming fresh from the great city, where life and death jostled together on the footways, where crime and virtue lived side by side in apparent union, and where the passions of the soul broke loose in strenuous mastery, was amazed at this man who knew nothing of it all. Sometimes he found it in his heart to pity him, but it was less a pity of the emotions than of the mind, a mental exercise that left no good with the bestower. The Doctor was steeped in the mystery and strangeness of life, in the element which it was his task to nurture; and his familiarity with death but strung him to a higher note of purpose. In Pierre Gascon he saw a man to whom death meant nothing but dissolution, and he shuddered to think that this man had once been young.


  The Doctor had not seen Pierre Gascon for many months, and one day, thinking of him as he hurried along the street, he dispatched his business at an earlier hour than usual, and, towards 123 evening, turned his horse in the direction of the recluse’s house. As he cleared the squalid suburbs of the city, and emerged into the pleasant country beyond, he breathed more freely, and looked about him with eyes that carried refreshment to his mind at every turn. It was late springtime, and the hedgerows were bright with dog-rose and convolvulus; a gentle wind rustled in the tree-tops; the sound of running water fell with a dreamy murmur on his ear, and the sky was flecked with white airy clouds that slowly moved from west to east. The Doctor himself was old; his face was lined into a thousand wrinkles, and his back was bent with much watching and study; yet there moved in his blood some strong and stirring memories of the past, and the ashes of his youth still held some living fire.


  He found Pierre Gascon in his garden, sitting in his favourite seat beneath the limes. He rose to meet the Doctor slowly, with no hint either of pleasure or disapproval on his face. The hand with which he greeted him left no friendly pressure on the Doctor’s palm.


  “Still here,” said the Doctor; “no change?”


  “None,” replied the other. “I am content. I have here all that I need. You have known me long enough to understand that I desire no change.”


  “Ah,” said the Doctor. His quick eye observed a change of no small moment in Pierre Gascon’s face; the temples were a trifle sunken, the cheeks less full, the eyes less clouded. He knew the signs too well to doubt them, and Pierre Gascon was old. His scorn turned to instant pity, not only of the mind, but of the heart, and as they walked towards the house together he took the other’s arm for the first time in many years.


  “Gascon,” said the Doctor, “you say that you are now as you have always been. Think once more before you answer me.”


  124 “Why doubt it?” replied the other. “Your eyes see me, your hand touches me.”


  “I ask no idle questions. My life is too full of striving to find answers. Believe me, I ask you as a doctor and as a friend.”


  Pierre Gascon paused and glanced at the Doctor’s face.


  “You think me ill? Well, it may be so. My strength, perhaps, has seemed to fail a little. But what matter? I fear nothing.”


  “I see not only that you are ill, but that death is very near to you. His hand may at this moment be stretched out to touch you. I am familiar with the sight; but does it bring no fear to you?”


  “None,” replied the other. His voice was firm, but his face had taken a sudden tinge of grey.


  They sat down together in a small room lined with books, which opened on the garden. Pierre Gascon gazed steadily through the open window. The Doctor watched him. They were silent for many minutes, and Doctor Carton’s anger began to rise again.


  “You say you have no fear,” he said at last. “I know of one thing only that can save a man from that—the memory of a life spent with some purpose. Have you this memory?”


  “I have lived my life,” replied the other calmly.


  “You have lived your life!” cried the Doctor, rising and pacing the room. “Lived! You have eaten, drunk, slept, moved and breathed, but that is not to have lived. What good action have you ever done, what bad impulse ever had the strength to carry into deed? I deal plainly with you. Here you stand upon the very brink of death; you say that you have lived. Are you so blind as not to see that the very words are false? Dare you go into eternity with a record absolutely blank?”


  125 Pierre Gascon followed the Doctor’s figure with his eyes. The placid stream of his insane philosophy was rudely shaken by this unexpected storm. He wondered, for an instant, whether what he regarded as his self-control had been weakness of the basest kind. But the old habit of thought was strong upon him, and he slipped back to it again.


  “You talk idly, Carton,” he replied. “I choose my way deliberately with open eyes. Blame me if you will; I have at least been consistent in my course.”


  “True,” said the Doctor, “hopelessly consistent; that is the only virtue of weakness. But will that avail you when you come to die? Were you born a sentient atom, with the means and strength of life, to be damned at last for this? In heaven’s name do not flirt consistency in the face of God.”


  Pierre Gascon moved uneasily. The threads were becoming tangled, just when he was ready to tie the final knot.


  “You have lived in the world, Carton; what have you done to give you the right to judge me now?”


  “What have I done?” cried the Doctor. “I have grown old in lessening human suffering. That was my business, you may say. Good; I claim no virtue for it. I have sinned open-eyed, and sucked poison from strange flowers. I have burnt in the fierce fires of remorse, and thereby learnt charity. I have reared my children to face the world and fight through it, not to skulk in corners. I have only a few rags and tatters of self-conceit left, and I hope to strip myself of those before I die.”


  “Yes,” said Pierre Gascon, “my life has not been like that. Which of us is right?”


  “Ask yourself, not me. Have you ever loved a woman? Have you ever made children happy? Have you ever cheated the devil for an hour, and then compounded for your virtue with a greater 126 crime? That is the way with men for a time. Have you ever done any of these things? If so, there may be some shadow of hope to cling to yet.”


  “I have done none of these things, Carton.”


  Pierre Gascon sat with bowed head and trembled. He felt his strength ebbing from him with every heart-beat; his mind was confused and blurred with a hundred accusing images, but not one of them arose from any act of his. His condemnation flowed in upon him like a tide, and he had but a few hours to live. Could anything be done in so short a time to save him even in the eyes of one man?


  “For God’s sake,” cried the Doctor, “if nothing else remains, at least commit some sin to be reckoned in your account as virtue. Show that you are still a man, though you have spent your life in hiding from the fact. Something may be done yet.”


  “I am too old,” wailed Gascon, “I am too old. Is there no good that I can do? I have a nephew, my brother’s son, can I do nothing for him?”


  “He died a year ago, in poverty, wasted by disease, but fighting to the last. You are too late. He left a wife and child; they too have vanished.”


  “But they can be found. Let us find them, Carton; let us set out at once. I am ready to go with you now.” He rose, with eager outstretched hands, and crossed the room to Carton’s side.


  “Where shall we go?” said Carton; “it is already night. The streets of the city are full of pleasure-seekers; the noise would stun you, and you are near your end.”


  “Let us go,” said Pierre Gascon again; “I can do nothing here. I cannot die here. Take me to the city. Let me see my kind again, for the love of God. There may be some chance yet!”


  127 Carton watched him put on cloak and hat in feverish haste. Then he went to a safe and filled his pockets with gold. A few pieces fell, and lay like drops of light upon the floor. The Doctor smiled grimly—strange that even at the last he should count on gold to help him. He did not shrink from complying with Gascon’s wish; it could, at most, only shorten his life by a few hours.


  Pierre Gascon said nothing as they were rapidly driven towards the city. The night was warm, with little wind, and the scent of the hedgerows and fields hung in the air. The moon at times was obscured by flying vapour, and again it would shine full upon the speeding carriage, drawing nearer and nearer to the city lights, and on Pierre Gascon’s pallid, haunted face.


  At last they were in the streets, and moving at a slower pace. The long lines of lamps, the swaying shadows, the roar of wheels, and continual beat of feet, above all the shifting faces of the crowd, bore in on Pierre Gascon’s mind with a new terror. In any one of all these people might lie his hope of redemption—but how to choose? The faces gleamed upon him and passed like shadows in a dream, some glad, some beautiful, some stern as fate, some stained with crime. The voices surged in his ears in a myriad conflicting waves of sound, with every now and then a cry or shrilling laugh rising above the clamour like a signal. He watched them all, as they went by, with impotent longing, and with every minute his agony increased.


  A crowd of mingled men and women stood at the corner of a street, listening idly to a shrill-voiced preacher. As the carriage passed Pierre Gascon half rose from his seat, and, filling both hands with gold, cast it into the throng with a cry. They fought for it like maniacs, the preacher amongst the rest, and the sound of the turmoil followed them like an echo down the street.


  128 “That is not the way,” said Doctor Carton. “It cost you nothing to do that. The time is short, and I cannot guide you to your last action. You must choose yourself. Let us get out and walk if you are able.”


  “Yes, yes,” said Gascon, eagerly. The Doctor stopped the carriage and they alighted. Pierre Gascon leant heavily upon his arm, and his feet moved unsteadily upon the pavement. But he glanced at the faces as they passed with an awful curiosity, and hurried on.


  After a time they reached a more open space, dimly lighted save near the pavement, where the crowd was thick. Here they paused, Pierre Gascon breathing heavily, with great drops of sweat upon his face. His terror had grown to an intolerable agony of dread; he felt life slipping from him, and yet he had not accomplished one saving act.


  Suddenly a woman started from the crowd and reeled into the road. She laughed loudly as she went, and flung up her arms as though in mock appeal. Her face still bore some signs of beauty, though sadly blurred and marred.


  “There,” said the Doctor, “that may be your chance. Who knows? She may be your nephew’s wife.”


  Pierre Gascon heard only the last words. A sudden blinding flash darted across his brain. He started forward with a cry, and reached the woman’s side, who stood half dazed in the full tide-way of the varying traffic. He seized her arm and cried:


  “Are you his wife?”


  “His wife?” she cried, with a bitter laugh; “whose wife?”


  A carriage turned the corner sharply and bore down upon them at a rapid pace. Pierre Gascon saw it, and, with all his remaining strength, flung the woman into safety. Then he staggered and fell, and the wheels passed over his body with a sickening jolt.


  129 When Doctor Carton stood by the dead man in a hospital ward an hour later, the face seemed more resolute and stronger than it had ever been in life. It wore a look almost of triumph, and the lips seemed half drawn into a smile.


  “Poor Pierre Gascon!” said the Doctor. “How many men would have done as much? His last act may have saved him, after all.”


  ·  ·


  130 Refrains


  By Leila Macdonald


  “… Whereupon coming to the bars of his window and looking out, he did begin to weep and lament him, and cry out on the good sun that shone even into the King’s prison. But most he did bewail that no one should pay heed to his death….”


  
    Iknow not if the air is sweet, nor if the roses flower;


    I only hear one tiny bird that chirps the passing hour.


    I know not if the air is sweet, nor if the roses flower.

  


  
    If I could only flee the death that waits at break of day,


    To some untravelled country-side I would escape away.


    If I could only flee the death that waits at break of day.

  


  
    I would not need a house, nor wife, nor even clothes to wear;


    But only God’s dear firmament, and sunshine, and the air.


    I would not need a house, nor wife, nor even clothes to wear.

  


  
    What matter all the things men prize, comfort, and luxury,


    When one may shout, and laugh, and run, and be at liberty?


    What matter all the things men prize, comfort, and luxury?

  


  
    131 What have I done that I should die, who never meant to wrong?


    At best our life is all we have, and cannot last for long.


    What have I done that I should die, who never meant to wrong?

  


  
    Life seems so full of joys to me, now that death comes so near;


    I would I had been more content, and had kept better cheer.


    Life seems so full of joys to me, now that death comes so near.

  


  
    If only some one will recall my memory and my name;


    I do so fear they may forget even my very shame.


    If only some one will recall my memory and my name.

  


  
    Perchance a girl may weep to see them lead me out to die,


    May cross herself, and whisper, “God, he is as young as I.”


    Perchance a girl may weep to see them lead me out to die.

  


  ·  ·


  132 The Haseltons


  By Hubert Crackanthorpe


  I


  She sat in a corner of a large London drawing-room, and the two men stood before her—Hillier Haselton, her husband, and George Swann, her husband’s cousin; and, beyond them, the mellow light of shaded candles, vague groupings of black coats, white shirt-fronts, and gay-tinted dresses, and the noisy hum of conversation.


  The subject that the two men were discussing—and more especially Swann’s blunt earnestness—stirred her, though throughout it she had been unpleasantly conscious of a smallness, almost a pettiness, in Hillier’s aspect.


  “Well, but why not, my dear Swann? Why not be unjust: man’s been unjust to woman for so many years.”


  Hillier let his voice fall listlessly, as if to rebuke the other’s vehemence; and to hint that he was tired of the topic, looked round at his wife, noting at the same time that Swann was observing how he held her gaze in his meaningly. And the unexpectedness of his own attitude charmed him—his hot defence of an absurd theory, obviously evoked by a lover-like desire to please her. Others, whose admiration he could trust, would, he surmised, have 133 reckoned it a pretty pose. And she, perceiving that Swann seemed to take her husband’s sincerity for granted, felt a sting of quick regret that she had ever come to understand him, and that she could not still view him as they all viewed him.


  Hillier moved away across the room, and Swann drew a stool beside her chair, and asking her for news of Claude, her little boy, talked to her of other things—quite simply, for they were grown like old friends. He looked at her steadily, stroking his rough fair beard, as if he were anxious to convey to her something which he could not put into words. She divined; and, a little startled, tried to thank him with her eyes; but, embarrassed by the clumsiness of his own attempt at sympathetic perception, he evidently noticed nothing. And this obtuseness of his disappointed her, since it somehow seemed to confirm her isolation.


  She glanced round the room. Hillier stood on the hearth-rug, his elbow on the mantel-piece, busily talking, with slight deferential gestures, to the great English actress in whose honour the dinner had been given. The light fell on his smooth glistening hair, on his quick sensitive face; for the moment forcing herself to realise him as he appeared to the rest, she felt a thrill of jaded pride in him, in his cleverness, in his reputation, in his social success.


  Swann, observing the direction of her gaze, said, almost apologetically, “You must be very proud of him.”


  She nodded, smiled a faint, assumed smile; then added, adopting his tone, “His success has made him so happy.”


  “And you too?” he queried.


  “Of course,” she answered quickly.


  He stayed silent, while she continued to watch her husband absently.


  134 II


  Success, an atmosphere of flattery, suited Hillier Haselton, and stimulating his weaknesses, continually encouraged him to display the handsomer portion of his nature. For though he was yet young—and looked still younger—there was always apparent, beneath his frank boyish relish of praise, a semblance of serious modesty, a strain of genuine reserve. And society—the smart literary society that had taken him up—found this combination charming. So success had made life pleasant for him in many ways, and he rated its value accordingly; he was too able a man to find pleasure in the facile forms of conceit, or to accept, with more than a certain cynical complacency, the world’s generous judgment on his work. Indeed, the whole chorus of admiration did but strengthen his contempt for contemporary literary judgments, a contempt which—lending the dignity of deliberate purpose to his indulgence of his own weakness for adulation—procured him a refined, a private, and an altogether agreeable self-satisfaction. When people set him down as vastly clever, he was pleased; he was unreasonably annoyed when they spoke of him as a great genius.


  Life, he would repeat, was of larger moment than literature; and, despite all the freshness of his success, his interest in himself, in the play of his own personality, remained keener, and, in its essence, of more lasting a nature, than his ambition for genuine achievement. The world—people with whom he was brought into relation—stimulated him so far as he could assimilate them to his conception of his own attitude; most forms of art too, in great measure—and music altogether—attracted him in the proportion 135 that they played upon his intimate emotions. Similarly, his friendships; and for this reason he preferred the companionship of women. But since his egoism was uncommonly dexterous, he seemed endowed with a rare gift of artistic perception, of psychological insight, of personal charm.


  It had always been his nature to live almost exclusively in the present; his recollection of past impressions was grown scanty from habitual disuse. His sordid actions in the past he forgot with an ever-increasing facility; his moments of generosity or self-sacrifice he remembered carelessly, and enjoyed a secret pride in their concealment; and the conscious embellishment of subjective experience for the purpose of “copy,” he had instinctively disdained.


  Since his boyhood, religion had been distasteful to him, though, at rare moments, it had stirred his sensibilities strangely. Now, occasionally, the thought of the nullity of life, of its great unsatisfying quality, of the horrid squalor of death, would descend upon him with its crushing, paralysing weight; and he would lament, with bitter, futile regret, his lack of a secure stand-point, and the continual limitations of his self-absorption; but even that, perhaps, was a mere literary melancholy, assimilated from certain passages of Pierre Loti.


  But now he had published a stout volume of critical essays, and an important volume of poetry, and society had clamorously ratified his own conception of himself. Certainly, now, in the eyes of the world, it was agreed beyond dispute that she, his wife, was of quite the lesser importance. “She was nice and quiet,” which meant that she seemed mildly insignificant; “she had a sense of humour,” which meant that an odd note of half-stifled cynicism sometimes escaped her. He was evidently very devoted to her, and on that account women trusted him—all the more 136 because her personality possessed no obvious glamour. Perhaps, now and then, his attentions to her in public seemed a little ostentatious; but then, in these modern uncourtly days, that in itself was distinctive. In private too, especially at the moments when he found life stimulating, he was still tactful and expansive with sympathetic impulse; from habit; from pride in his comprehension of women; from dislike to cheap hypocrisy. How could he have divined that bitter suppressed seriousness, with which she had taken her disillusionment; when not once in three months did he consider her apart from the play of his own personality; otherwise than in the light of her initial attitude towards him?


  And her disillusionment, how had it come? Certainly not with a rush of sudden overwhelming revelation; certainly it was in no wise inspired by the tragedy of Nora Helmer. It had been a gradual growth, to whose obscure and trivial beginnings she had not had the learning to ascribe their true significance. To sound the current of life was not her way. She was naïve by nature; and the ignorance of her girlhood had been due rather to a natural inobservance than to carefully managed surroundings. And yet, she had come to disbelieve in Hillier; to discredit his clever attractiveness: she had become acutely sensitive to his instability, and, with a secret, instinctive obstinacy, to mistrust the world’s praise of his work. Perhaps, had he made less effort in the beginning to achieve a brilliancy of attitude in her eyes, had he schooled her to expect from him a lesser loftiness of aspiration, things might have been very different; or, at least, there might have resulted from the process of her disillusionment a lesser bitterness of conviction. But she had taken her marriage with so keen an earnestness of ideal, had noted every turn in his personality with so intense an expectation. Perhaps, too, had he 137 detected the first totterings of her ideal conception of him, had he aided her, as it were, to descend his figure from that pedestal where he himself had originally planted it, together they might have set it uninjured on a lower and less exposed plane. But he had never heeded her subtle indications of its insecurity; alone, she had watched its peril, awaiting with a frightened fascination the day when it should roll headlong in the dust. And, at intervals, she would vaguely marvel, when she observed others whose superior perspicacity she assumed, display no perception of his insincerity. Then the oppressive sense that she—she, his wife, the mother of his child—was the only one who saw him clearly, and the unsurmountable shrinking from the relief of sharing this sense with any one, made her sourly sensitive to the pettiness, the meanness, the hidden tragic element in life.


  A gulf had grown between—that was how she described it to herself. Outwardly their relations remained the same; but, frequently, in his continuance of his former attitude, she detected traces of deliberate effort; frequently when off his guard, he would abandon all pretension to it, and openly betray how little she had come to mean to him. There were, of course, moments also, when, at the echo of his tenderness, she would feverishly compel herself to believe in its genuineness; but a minute later he would have forgotten his exaltation, and, almost with irritation, would deliberately ignore the tense yearning that was glowing within her.


  And so, the coming of his success—a brilliant blossoming into celebrity—had stirred her but fitfully. Critics wrote of the fine sincerity of his poetry; while she clung obstinately to her superstition that fine poetry must be the outcome of a great nobility of character. And, sometimes, she hated all this success of his, because it seemed to emphasise the gulf between them, and in 138 some inexplicable way to lessen her value in his eyes: then again, from an impulse of sheer unselfishness, she would succeed in almost welcoming it, because, after all, he was her husband.


  But of all this he noted nothing: only now and then he would remind himself vaguely that she had no literary leanings.


  The little Claude was three years old. Before his birth, Hillier had dilated much on the mysterious beauty of childhood, had vied with her own awed expectation of the wonderful coming joy. During her confinement, which had been a severe one, for three nights in succession he had sat, haggard with sleepless anxiety, on a stiff-backed dining-room chair, till all danger was passed. But afterwards the baby had disappointed him sorely; and later she thought he came near actively disliking it. Still, reminding herself of the winsomeness of other children at the first awakening of intelligence, she waited with patient hopefulness, fondly fancying a beautiful boy-child; wide baby eyes; a delicious prattle. Claude, however, attained no prettiness, as he grew: from an unattractive baby he became an unattractive child, with lanky, carroty hair; a squat nose; an ugly, formless mouth. And in addition, he was fretful, mischievous, self-willed. Hillier at this time paid him but a perfunctory attention; avoided discussing him; and, when that was not possible, adopted a subtle, aggrieved tone that cut her to the quick. For she adored the child; adored him because he was hers; adored him for his very defects; adored him because of her own suppressed sadness; adored him for the prospect of the future—his education, his development, his gradual growth into manhood.


  From the house in Cromwell Road the Haseltons had moved to a flat near Victoria Station: their means were moderate; but now, through the death of a relative, Hillier was no longer dependent upon literature for a living.


  139 III


  George Swann was her husband’s cousin; and besides, he had stood godfather to the little Claude. He was the elder by eight years; but Hillier always treated him as if their ages were reversed, and, before Ella, used to nickname him the “Anglo-Saxon,” because of his loose physical largeness, his flaxen hair and beard, his strong simplicity of nature. And Swann, with a reticent good-humour, acquiesced in Hillier’s tone towards him; out of vague regard for his cousin’s ability; out of respect for him as Ella’s husband.


  Swann and Ella were near friends. Since their first meeting, the combination of his blunt self-possession and his uncouth timidity with women, had attracted her. Divining his simplicity, she had felt at once at her ease with him, and, treating him with open cousinly friendliness, had encouraged him to come often to the house.


  A while later, a trivial incident confirmed her regard for him. They had been one evening to the theatre together—she and Hillier and Swann—and afterwards, since it was raining, she and Hillier waited under the door-way while he sallied out into the Strand to find them a cab. Pushing his way along the crowded street, his eyes scanning the traffic for an empty hansom, he accidentally collided with a woman of the pavement, jostling her off the kerb into the mud of the gutter. Ella watched him stop, gaze ruefully at the woman’s splashed skirt, take off his hat, and apologise with profuse, impulsive regret. The woman continued her walk, and presently passed the theatre door. She looked middle-aged: her face was hard and animal-like.


  140 One Sunday afternoon—it was summer-time—as she was crossing the park to pay a call in Gloucester Square, she came across him sauntering alone in Kensington Gardens. She stopped and spoke to him: he seemed much startled to meet her. Three-quarters of an hour later, when she returned, he was sitting on a public bench beside her path; and immediately, from his manner, she half-guessed that he had been waiting for her. It was a fortnight after Claude’s christening: he started to speak to her of the child, and so, talking together gravely, they turned on to the turf, mounted the slope, and sat down on two chairs beneath the trees.


  Touched by his waiting for her, she was anxious to make friends with him; because he was the baby’s godfather; because he seemed alone in the world; because she trusted in his goodness. So she led him, directly and indirectly, to talk of himself. At first, in moody embarrassment, he prodded the turf with his stick; and presently responded, unwillingly breaking down his troubled reserve, and alluding to his loneliness confidingly, as if sure of her sympathy.


  Unconsciously he made her feel privileged thus to obtain an insight into the inner workings of his heart, and gave her a womanly, sentimental interest in him.


  Comely cloud-billows were overhead, and there was not a breath of breeze.


  They paused in their talk, and he spoke to her of Kensington Gardens, lovingly, as of a spot which had signified much to him in the past—Kensington Gardens, massively decorous; ceremoniously quiet; pompous, courtly as a king’s leisure park; the slow, opulent contours of portly foliage, sober-green, immobile and indolent; spacious groupings of tree-trunks; a low ceiling of leaves; broad shadows mottling the grass. The Long Water, 141 smooth and dark as a mirror; lining its banks, the rhododendrons swelling with colour, cream, purple, and carmine. The peacock’s insolent scream; a silently skimming pigeon; the joyous twitterings of birds; the patient bleating of sheep….


  At last she rose to go. He accompanied her as far as the Albert Memorial, and when he had left her, she realised, with a thrill of contentment, that he and she had become friends.


  IV


  That had been the beginning of George Swann’s great love for her. His was a slowly-moving nature: it was gradually therefore that he came to value, as a matter of almost sacred concern, the sense of her friendship; reverencing her with the single-hearted, unquestioning reverence of a man unfamiliar with women; regarding altogether gravely her relations with him—their talks on serious subjects, the little letters she wrote to him, the books that he had given to her—Swinburne’s Century of Roundels; a tiny edition of Shelley, bound in white parchment; Mrs. Meynell’s Rhythm of Life. He took to studying her intellectual tastes, the topics that were congenial to her, her opinions on men and women, with a quiet, plodding earnestness; almost as if it were his duty. Thus he learned her love of simple country things; gained a conception of her girlhood’s home; of her father and mother, staid country folk. He did not know how to him alone she could talk of these things; or of the warm, deep-seated gratitude she bore him in consequence; but he reverted constantly to the topic, because, under its influence, she always brightened, and it seemed to ratify the bond of sympathy between them.


  142 How much, as the months went by, she came to mean to him, he had not in the least realised: he had never thought of her as playing a part in his own life; only as a beautiful-natured woman, to whom he owed everything, because, by some strange chance, she had made him her friend.


  Not even in his moments of idle vagrant reverie, did he think to ask more of her than this. To intrude himself further into her life, to offer her more than exactly that which she was expecting of him, naturally never occurred to him. Yet, in a queer uncomfortable way, he was jealous of other men’s familiarity with her—vaguely jealous lest they should supplant him, mistrustful of his own modesty. And there was no service which, if she had asked it of him, he would not have accomplished for her sake; for he had no ties.


  But towards Hillier, since he belonged to her, Swann’s heart warmed affectionately: she had loved and married him; had made him master of her life. So he instinctively extended to his cousin a portion of the unspoken devotion inspired by Ella. Such was the extent of his reverence for her, and his diffidence regarding himself, that he took for granted that Hillier was an ideal husband, tender, impelled by her to no ordinary daily devotion: for, that it should be otherwise, would have seemed to him a monstrous improbability. Yet latterly, since the coming of Hillier’s success, certain incidents had disconcerted him, filled him with ill-defined uneasiness.


  From the first, he had been one of Hillier’s warmest admirers; praising, whenever an opportunity offered, out of sheer loyalty to Ella, and pride in his cousin, the fineness of form that his poetry revealed. To her, when they were alone, he had talked in the same enthusiastic strain: the first time she had seemed listless and tired, and afterwards he had blamed himself for his want of 143 tact; on another occasion, he had brought her a laudatory article, and she had turned the conversation brusquely into another channel. And, since his love for her—of which as yet he was himself unconscious—caused him to brood over means of pleasing her (he lived alone in the Temple), this indication that he had jarred her sensibilities was not lost upon him.


  Hillier’s attitude towards the little Claude, and the pain that it was causing her, would in all probabiltity have escaped him, had she not alluded to it once openly, frankly assuming that he had perceived it. It was not indeed that she was in any way tempted to indulge in the transitional treachery of discussing Hillier with him; but that, distressed, yearning for counsel, she was prompted almost irresistibly to turn to Swann, who had stood godfather to the child, who was ready to join her in forming anxious speculations concerning the future.


  For of course he had extended his devotion to the child also, who, at Hillier’s suggestion, was taught to call him Uncle George. Naturally his heart went out to children: the little Claude, since the first awakening of his intelligence, had exhibited a freakish, childish liking for him; and, in his presence, always assumed something of the winsomeness of other children.


  The child’s preference for Swann, his shy mistrust of his father, were sometimes awkwardly apparent; but Hillier, so it seemed to Ella, so far from resenting, readily accepted his cousin’s predominance. “Children always instinctively know a good man,” he would say; and Ella would wince inwardly, discerning, beneath his air of complacent humility, how far apart from her he had come to stand.


  Thus, insensibly, Swann had become necessary to her, almost the pivot, as it were, of her life: to muse concerning the nature of his feelings towards her, to probe its sentimental aspects, to accept 144 his friendship otherwise than with unconscious ease, that was not her way.


  But Hillier noted critically how things were drifting, and even lent encouragement to their progress in a way that was entirely unostentatious; since so cynical an attitude seemed in some measure to justify his own conduct.


  V


  For he was unfaithful to his wife. It was inevitable that the temptation, in the guise of a craving for change, should come—not from the outside, but from within himself. And he had no habit of stable purpose with which to withstand it. Not altogether was it a vagrant, generalised lusting after women other than his wife; not a mere harking back to the cruder experiences of his bachelorhood; though, at first it had seemed so to manifest itself. Rather was it the result of a moody restlessness, of a dissatisfaction (with her, consciously, no; for the more that he sinned against her, the more lovable, precious her figure appeared to him) kindled by continual contact with her natural goodness. It was as if, in his effort to match his personality with hers, he had put too severe a strain upon the better part of him.


  He himself had never analysed the matter more exhaustively than this. The treacherous longing had gripped him at certain moments, holding him helpless as in a vice. He had conceived no reckless passion for another woman: such an eventuality, he dimly surmised, was well-nigh impossible. In his case brain domineered over heart; to meet the first outbursting of his adoration for his wife, he had drained every resource of his sentimentality.


  Was it then an idle craving for adventure, a school-boy curiosity 145 clamouring for fresh insight into the heart of women? Mere experience was unnecessary for the attainment of comprehension: “to have lived” did not imply “to have understood”: the most pregnant adventures, as he knew, were those which entailed no actual unfaithfulness.


  And for these—subtle, psychological intimacies—ample occasion offered. Yet the twist in his nature led him to profess to treat them heedlessly; and, in reality, to prosecute them with no genuine strenuousness. They would have been obvious lapses; Ella would have been pained, pitied perhaps: from that his vanity and his sham chivalry alike shrank.


  His unfaithfulness to her, then, had been prompted by no evident motive. Superficially considered, it seemed altogether gratuitous, meaningless. The world—that is, people who knew him and her—would probably have discredited the story, had it come to be bruited. And this fact he had not omitted to consider.


  She, the other woman, was of little importance. She belonged to the higher walks of the demi-monde: she was young; beautiful, too, in a manner; light-hearted; altogether complaisant. She was not the first: there had been others before her; but these were of no account whatsoever: they had but represented the bald fact of his unfaithfulness. But she attracted him: he returned to her again and again; though afterwards, at any rate in the beginning, he was wont to spare himself little in the matter of self-reproach, and even to make some show of resisting the temptation. The discretion of her cynical camaraderie, however, was to be trusted; and that was sufficient to undermine all virtuous resolution. She had the knack, too, of cheering him when depressed, and, curiously enough, of momentarily reinstating him in his own conceit, though later, on his return to Ella, he would suffer most of the pangs of remorse.


  146 There was something mannish about her—not about her physiognomy, but about her mind—derived, no doubt, from the scantiness of her intercourse with women. Her cynicism was both human and humorous: she was a person of little education, and betrayed none of the conventionality of her class: hence her point of view often struck him as oddly direct and unexpected. He used to talk to her about himself, candidly discussing all manner of random and intimate matters before her, without shyness on his part, without surprise on hers—almost at times as if she were not present—and with an assumption of facile banter, to listen to which tickled his vanity. Only to Ella did he never allude; and in this, of course, she tacitly acquiesced. She possessed a certain quality of sympathetic tact; always attentive to his talk, never critical of it; mindful of all that he had previously recounted. He could always resume his attitude at the very point where he had abandoned it. Between them there was never any aping of sentimentality.


  That she comprehended him—with so fatuous a delusion he never coquetted: nor that she interested him as a curious type. She saw no subtle significance in his talk: she understood nothing of its complex promptings: she was ordinary, uneducated, and yet stimulating—and that was the contrast which attracted him towards her. Concerning the course of her own existence he did not trouble himself: he accepted her as he found her; deriving a sense of security from the fact that towards him her manner varied but little from visit to visit. But, as these accumulated, becoming more and more regular, and his faith in her discretion blunted the edge of his remorse, he came to notice how she braced him, reconciled him to his treachery (which, he argued, in any case was inevitable); lent to it a spice almost of pleasantness. Neither had he misgivings of the future, of how it would 1147 end. One day she would pass out of his life as easily as she had come into it. His relations with her were odd, though not in the obvious way. About the whole thing he was insensibly coming to feel composed.


  And its smoothness, its lack of a disquieting aspect, impelled him to persevere towards Ella in cheerfulness, courteous kindness, and a show of continuous affection; and to repent altogether of those lapses into roughness which had marred the first months of their marriage.


  VI


  The hansoms whirled their yellow, gleaming eyes down West: hot, flapping gusts went and returned aimlessly; and the mirthless twitterings of the women fell abruptly on the sluggishly shuffling crowd. All the sin of the city seemed crushed to listlessness; vacantly wistful, the figures waited by the street corners.


  Then the storm burst. Slow, ponderous drops: a clap of the thunder’s wrath; a crinkled rim of light, unveiling a slab of sky, throbbing, sullen and violet; small, giggling screams of alarm, and a stampede of bunchy silhouettes. The thunder clapped again, impatient and imperious; and the rain responded, zealously hissing. Bright stains of liquid gold straggled across the roadway; a sound of splashing accompanied the thud of hoofs, the rumble of wheels, the clanking of chains, and the ceaseless rattle of the drops on the hurried procession of umbrellas.


  Swann, from the corner of a crowded omnibus, peered absently through the doorway, while the conductor, leaning into the street, touted mechanically for passengers.


  The vehicle stopped. A woman, bare-headed and cloaked, escorted by the umbrella of a restaurant official, hurried to the 148 shelter of a cab, across the wet pavement. A man broke the stream of the hastening crowd; halted beside the wheel to stare. The woman laughed in recognition, noisily. The man stepped rapidly on to the foot-board, and an instant stood there, directing the driver across the roof. The light from a lamp-post caught his face: it was Hillier. The next moment he was seated beside the woman, who was still laughing (Swann could see the gleaming whiteness of her teeth): the driver had loosened the window strap, the glass had slid down, shutting them in. The omnibus jolted forward, and the cab followed in its wake, impatiently, for the street was blocked with traffic.


  Immediately, with a fierce vividness, Ella’s image sprang up before Swann’s eyes—her face with all its pure, natural, simple sweetness. And there—not ten yards distant, behind the obscurity of that blurred glass, Hillier was sitting with another woman—a woman concerning whose status he could not doubt.


  He clenched his gloved fists. The wild impulse spurted forth, the impulse to drag the cur from the cab, to bespatter him, to throw him into the mud, to handle him brutally, as he deserved. It was as if Hillier had struck him a cowardly blow in the face.


  Then the hansom started to creep past the omnibus. Swann sprang into the roadway. A moment later he was inside another cab, whirling in pursuit down Piccadilly hill.


  The horse’s hoofs splashed with a rhythmical, accelerated precision: he noticed dully how the crupper-strap flapped from side to side, across the animal’s back. Ahead, up the incline, pairs of tiny specks, red and green, were flitting.


  “It’s the cab with the lady what come out of the restaurant, ain’t it, sir?”


  “Yes,” Swann called back through the trap.


  The reins tightened: the horse quickened his trot.


  149 Hyde Park Corner stood empty and resplendent with a glitter of glamorous gold. The cab turned the corner of Hamilton Place, and the driver lashed the horse into a canter up Park Lane.


  “That’s ’im—jest in front——”


  “All right. Follow.” Swann heard himself answering. And, amid his pain, he was conscious that’s the man’s jaunty tone seemed to indicate that this sort of job was not unfamiliar.


  He struggled to tame the savageness of his indignation; to think out the situation; to realise things coolly, that he might do what was best for her. But the leaping recollection of all her trustfulness, her goodness, filled him with a burning, maddening compassion…. He could see nothing but the great wrong done to her….


  Where were they going—the green lights of that cab in front—that woman and Hillier? … Where would it end, this horrible pursuit—this whirling current which was sweeping him forward…. It was like a nightmare….


  He must stop them—prevent this thing … but, evidently, this was not the first time…. Hillier and this woman knew one another. He had stopped, on catching sight of her, and she had recognised him…. The thing might have been going on for weeks—for months….


  … Yet he must stop them—not here, in the crowded street (they were in the Edgware Road), but later, when they had reached their destination—where there were no passers—where it could be done without scandal….


  … Yes, he must send Hillier back to her…. And she believed in him—trusted him…. She must know nothing—at all costs, he must spare her the hideous knowledge—the pain of it…. And yet—and yet? … Hillier—the blackguard—she would 150 have to go on living with him, trusting him, confiding in him, loving him….


  And for relief he returned wearily to his indignation.


  How was it possible for any man—married to her—to be so vile, so false? … The consummate hypocrisy of it all….


  Swann remembered moments when Hillier’s manner towards her had appeared redolent of deference, of suppressed affection. And he—a man of refinement—not a mere coarse-fibred, sensual brute—he who wrote poetry—Swann recalled a couplet full of fine aspiration—that he should have done this loathsome thing—done it callously, openly—any one might have seen it—deceived her for some common vulgar, public creature….


  Suddenly the cab halted abruptly.


  “They’re pulled up, across the street there,” the driver whispered hoarsely, confidentially; and for his tone Swann could have struck him.


  It was an ill-lit street, silent and empty. The houses were low, semi-detached, and separated from the pavement by railings and small gardens.


  The woman had got out of the cab and was pushing open the swing-gate. Hillier stood on the foot-board, paying the cab-man. Swann, on the opposite side of the street, hesitated. Hillier stepped on to the pavement, and ran lightly up the doorstep after the woman. She unlocked the door: it closed behind them. And the hansom which had brought them turned, and trotted away down the street.


  Swann stood a moment before the house, irresolute. Then recrossed the street slowly. And a hansom, bearing a second couple, drew up at the house next door.


  151 VII


  “You can go to bed, Hodgson. I will turn off the light.”


  The man retired silently. It was a stage-phrase that rose unconsciously to her lips, a stage-situation with which she was momentarily toying.


  Alone, she perceived its absurd unreality. Nothing, of course, would happen to-night: though so many days and nights she had been waiting. The details of life was clumsy, cumbersome: the simplification of the stage, of novels, of dozing dreams, seemed, by contrast, bitterly impossible.


  She took up the book again, and read on, losing herself for a while in the passion of its pages—a passion that was all glamorous, sentimental felicity, at once vague and penetrating. But, as she paused to reach a paper-knife, she remembered the irrevocable, prosaic groove of existence, and that slow drifting to a dreary commonplace—a commonplace that was hers—brought back all her aching listlessness. She let the book slip to the carpet.


  Love, she repeated to herself, a silken web, opal-tinted, veiling all life; love, bringing fragrance and radiance; love with the moonlight streaming across the meadows; love, amid summer-leafed woods, a-sparkle in the morning sun; a simple clasping of hands; a happiness, child-like and thoughtless, secure and intimate….


  And she—she had nothing—only the helpless child; her soul was brave and dismantled and dismal; and once again started the gnawing of humiliation—inferior even to the common people, who could be loved and forget, in the midst of promiscuous squalor. Without love, there seemed no reason for life.


  152 Away her thoughts sailed to the tale of the fairy-prince, stepping to shore in his silver armour, come to deliver and to love. She would have been his in all humility, waited on him in fearful submission; she would have asked for nought but his love.


  Years ago, once or twice, men had appeared to her like that. And Hillier, before they were married, when they were first engaged. A strange girl she must have been in those days! And now—now they were like any husband and any wife.


  “It happened by chance,” the old tale began. Chance! Yes, it was chance that governed all life; mocking, ironical chance, daintily sportive chance, hobbled to the clumsy mechanism of daily existence.


  Twelve o’clock struck. Ten minutes more perhaps, and Hillier would be home. She could hear his tread; she could see him enter, take off his coat and gloves gracefully, then lift her face lightly in his two hands, and kiss her on the forehead. He would ask for an account of her day’s doings; but he would never heed her manner of answering, for he would have begun to talk of himself. And altogether complacently would he take up the well-worn threads of their common life.


  And she would go on waiting, and trifling with hopelessness, for in real life such things were impossible. Men were dull and incomplete, and could not understand a woman’s heart….


  And so she would wait till he came in, and when he had played his part, just as she had imagined he would play it, she would follow him, in dumb docility, up-stairs to bed.


  * * * * *


  It was past one o’clock when he appeared. She had fallen asleep in the big arm-chair: her book lay in a heap on the carpet beside her. He crossed the room, but she did not awake.


  153 One hand hung over the arm of the chair, limp and white and fragile; her head, bent over her breast, was coyly resting in the curve of her elbow; her hair was a little dishevelled; her breathing was soft and regular, like a child’s.


  He sat down noiselessly, awed by this vision of her. The cat, which had lain stretched on the hearth-rug, sprang into his lap, purring and caressing. He thought it strange that animals had no sense of human sinfulness, and recalled the devotion of the dog of a prostitute, whom he had known years and years ago….


  He watched her, and her unconsciousness loosed within him the sickening pangs of remorse…. He mused vaguely on suicide as the only fitting termination…. And he descended to cheap anathemas upon life….


  * * * * *


  By-and-by she awoke, opening her eyes slowly, wonderingly. He was kneeling before her, kissing her hand with reverential precaution.


  She saw tears in his eyes: she was still scarcely awake: she made no effort to comprehend; only was impulsively grateful, and slipping her arms behind his head, drew him towards her and kissed him on the eyes. He submitted, and a tear moistened her lips.


  Then they went up-stairs.


  And she, passionately clutching at every memory of their love, feverishly cheated herself into bitter self-upbraiding, into attributing to him a nobility of nature that set him above all other men. And he, at each renewed outburst of her wild straining towards her ideal, suffered, as if she had cut his bare flesh with a whip.


  It was his insistent attitude of resentful humility that finally wearied her of the fit of false exaltation. When she sank to sleep, the old ache was at her heart.


  154 VIII


  Swann strode into the room. Hillier looked up at him from his writing-table in unfeigned surprise; greeted him cordially, with a couple of trite, cheery remarks concerning the weather, then waited abruptly for an explanation of this morning visit; for Swann’s trouble was written on his face.


  “You look worried. Is there anything wrong?” Hillier asked presently.


  “Yes.”


  “Well, can I do anything? If I can be of any service to you, old fellow, you know——”


  “I discovered last night what a damned blackguard you are.” He spoke savagely, as if his bluntness exulted him: his tone quivered with suppressed passion.


  Hillier, with a quick movement of his head, flinched as if he had been struck in the face. And the lines about his mouth were set rigidly.


  There was a long, tense silence. Hillier was drawing circles on a corner of the blotting-pad; Swann was standing over him, glaring at him with a fierce, hateful curiosity. Hillier became conscious of the other’s expression, and his fist clenched obviously.


  “I saw you get into a cab with that woman,” Swann went on. “I was in an omnibus going home. I followed you—drove after you. I wanted to stop you—to stop it—I was too late.”


  “Ah!” An exasperated, sneering note underlined the exclamation. Hillier drove the pen-point_into the table. The nib curled and snapped.


  155 The blood rushed to Swann’s forehead. In a flash he caught a glimpse of the thought that had crossed Hillier’s mind. It was like a personal indignity; he struggled desperately to control himself.


  Hillier looked straight into his cousin’s distorted face. At the sight the tightness about his own mouth slackened. His composure returned.


  “I’m sorry. Forgive me,” he said simply.


  “How can you be such a brute?” Swann burst out unheeding. “Don’t you care? Is it nothing to you to wreck your wife’s whole happiness—to spoil her life, to break her heart, to deceive her in the foulest way, to lie to her. Haven’t you any conscience, any chivalry?”


  The manly anguish in his voice was not lost upon Hillier. He thought he realised clearly how it was for Ella, and not for him, that Swann was so concerned. Once more he took stock of his cousin’s agitation, and a quick glitter came into his eyes. He felt as if a mysterious force had been suddenly given to him. Still he said nothing.


  “How could you, Hillier? How came you to do it?”


  “Sit down.” He spoke coldly, clearly, as if he were playing a part which he knew well.


  Swann obeyed mechanically.


  “It’s perfectly natural that you should speak to me like that. You take the view of the world. The view of the world I accept absolutely. Certainly I am utterly unworthy of Ella” (he mentioned her name with a curious intonation of assertive pride). “How I have sunk to this thing—the whole story of how I have come to risk my whole happiness for the sake of another woman, who is nothing—absolutely nothing—to me, to whom I am nothing, I won’t attempt to explain. Did I attempt to do so, 156 I see little probability of your understanding it, and little to be gained even if you did so. I choose to let it remain for you a piece of incomprehensible infamy: I have no wish to alter your view of me.”


  “You don’t care … you’ve no remorse … you’re callous and cynical…. Good God! it’s awful.”


  “Yes, Swann, I care,” Hillier resumed, lowering his voice, and speaking with a slow distinctness, as if he were putting an excessive restraint upon his emotions. “I care more than you or any one will ever know.”


  “It’s horrible…. I don’t know what to think…. Don’t you see the awfulness of your wife’s position? … Don’t you realise the hideousness of what you’ve done?”


  “My dear Swann, nobody is more alive to the consequences of what I’ve done than I am. I have behaved infamously—I don’t need to be told that by you. And whatever comes to me out of this thing” (he spoke with a grave, resigned sadness) “I shall bear it.”


  “Good God! Can you think of nothing but yourself? Can’t you see that you’ve been a miserable, selfish beast—that what happens to you matters nothing? Can’t you see that the only thing that matters is your wife? You’re a miserable, skulking cur—— … She trusted you—she believed in you, and you’ve done her an almost irreparable wrong.”


  Hillier stood suddenly erect.


  “What I have done, Swann, is more than a wrong. It is a crime. Within an hour of your leaving this room, I shall have told Ella everything. That is the only thing left for me to do, and I shall not shirk it. I shall take the full responsibility. You did right to come to me as you did. You are right to consider me a miserable, skulking cur” (he brought the words 157 out with an emphasised bravery). “Now you can do no more. The remainder of the matter rests between me and my wife——”


  He paused.


  “And to think that you——” Swann began passionately.


  “There is no object to be gained by our discussing the matter further,” Hillier interrupted a little loudly, but with a concentrated calm. “There is no need for you to remain here longer.” He put his thumb to the electric bell.


  “The maid will be here in a moment to show you out,” he added.


  Swann waited, blinking with hesitation. His personality seemed to be slipping from him.


  “You are going to tell her?” he repeated slowly.


  The door opened: he hurried out of the room.


  The outer door slammed: Hillier’s face turned a sickly white; his eyes dilated, and he laughed excitedly—a low, short, hysterical laugh. He looked at the clock: the whole scene had lasted but ten minutes. He pulled a chair to the fire, and sat staring at the flames moodily…. The tension of the dramatic situation snapped. Before his new prospect, once again he thought weakly of suicide….


  IX


  He had told her—not, of course, the whole story—from that his sensitivity had shrunk. Still he had besmirched himself bravely; he had gone through with the interview not without dignity. Beforehand he had nerved himself for a terrible ordeal; yet, somehow, as he reviewed it, now that it was all over, the scene seemed to have fallen flat. The tragedy of her grief, of his 158 own passionate repentance, which he had been expecting, had proved unaccountably tame. She had cried, and at the sight of those tears of hers he had suffered intensely; but she had displayed no suppressed, womanish jealousy; had not, in her despair, appeared to regard his confession as an overwhelming shattering of her faith in him, and so provoked him to reveal the depth of his anguish. He had implored her forgiveness; he had vowed he would efface the memory of his treachery; she had acquiesced dreamily, with apparent heroism. There had been no mention of a separation.


  And now the whole thing was ended: to-night he and she were dining out.


  He was vaguely uncomfortable; yet his heart was full of a sincere repentance, because of the loosening of the strain of his anxiety; because of the smarting sense of humiliation, when he recollected Swann’s words; because he had caused her to suffer in a queer, inarticulate way, which he did not altogether understand, of which he was vaguely afraid….


  X


  When at last he had left her alone, it was with a curious calmness that she started to reflect upon it all. She supposed it was very strange that his confession had not wholly prostrated her; and glancing furtively backwards, catching a glimpse of her old girlish self, wondered listlessly how it was that, insensibly, all these months, she had grown so hardened….


  * * * * *


  By-and-by, the recent revelation of his unfaithfulness seemed to recede slowly into the misty past, and, fading, losing its sharpness 159 of outline, its distinctness of detail, to resemble an irreparable fact to which familiarity had inured her.


  And all the uneasiness of her mistrustfulness, and pain of her fluctuating doubtings ceased; her comprehension of him was all at once clarified, rendered vivid and indisputable; and she was conscious of a certain sense of relief. She was eased of those feverish, spasmodic gaspings of her half-starved love; at first the dulness of sentimental atrophy seemed the more endurable. She jibed at her own natural artlessness; and insisted to herself that she wanted no fool’s paradise, that she was even glad to see him as he really was, to terminate, once for all, this futile folly of love; that, after all, his unfaithfulness was no unusual and terrible tragedy, but merely a commonplace chapter in the lives of smiling, chattering women, whom she met at dinners, evening parties, and balls….


  * * * * *


  There were some who simpered to her over Hillier as a model of modern husbands; and she must go on listening and smiling….


  … And the long years ahead would unroll themselves—a slow tale of decorous lovelessness….


  He would be always the same—that was the hardest to face. His nature could never alter, grow into something different … never, never change … always, always the same….


  Oh! it made her dread it all—the restless round of social enjoyments; the greedy exposure of the petty weaknesses of common acquaintance; the ill-natured atmosphere that she felt emanating from people herded together…. All the details of her London life looked unreal, mean, pitiful….


  And she longed after the old days of her girlhood, of the smooth, staid country life; she longed after the simple, restful companionship 160 of her old father and mother; after the accumulation of little incidents that she had loved long ago…. She longed too—and the straining at heart-strings grew tenser—she longed after her own lost maidenhood; she longed to be ignorant and careless; to see life once again as a simple, easy matter; to know nothing of evil; to understand nothing of men; to trust—to trust unquestioningly…. All that was gone; she herself was all changed; those days could never come again….


  And she cried to herself a little, from weakness of spirit, softly….


  * * * * *


  Then, gradually, out of the weary turmoil of her bitterness, there came to her a warm impulse of vague sympathy for the countless, unknown tragedies at work around her; she thought of the sufferings of outcast women—of loveless lives, full of mirthless laughter; she thought of the long loneliness of childless women….


  She clutched for consolation at the unhappiness of others; but she only discovered the greater ugliness of the world. And she returned to a tired contemplation of her own prospect….


  * * * * *


  He had broken his vows to her—not only the solemn vow he had taken in the church (she recalled how his voice had trembled with emotion as he had repeated the words)—but all that passionate series of vows he had made to her during the spring-time of their love….


  … Yes, that seemed the worst part of it—that, and not the making love to another woman…. What was she like? … What was it in her that had attracted him? … Oh! but what did that matter? …—only why were men’s natures so different from women’s? …


  161 … Now, she must go on—go on alone. Since her marriage she had lost the habit of daily converse with Christ: here in London, somehow, He had seemed so distant, so difficult of approach….


  … She must just go on…. She had the little Claude…. It was to help her that God had given her Claude…. Oh! she would pray to God to make him good—to give him a straight, strong, upright, honest nature. And herself, every day, she would watch over his growth, guide him, teach him…. Yes, he must grow up good … into boyhood … different from other boys … into manhood, simple, honourable manhood…. She would be everything to him: he and she would come to comprehend each other, to read into each other’s hearts…. Perhaps, between them, would spring up perfect love and trust….


  XI


  Swann had written to her:


  “You are in trouble: let me come.”


  Gradually, between the lines of the note, she understood it all—she read how his love for her had leapt up, now that he knew that she was unhappy; how he wanted to be near her, to comfort her, and perhaps … perhaps …


  She was filled with great sorrow for him—and warm gratitude, too, for his simple, single-hearted love—but sorrow, that she could give him nothing in return, and because it seemed that, somehow, he and she were about to bid one another good-bye; she thought she dimly foresaw how their friendship was doomed to dwindle….


  So she let him come.


  * * * * *


  162 … And all this she fancied she read again in the long, grave glance of his greeting, and the firm clasp of his big hand.


  When he spoke, his deep, steady voice dominated her: she knew at once that he would do what was right.


  “Ella, my poor Ella, how brave you are!” She looked up at him, smiling tremulously, through her quick-starting tears…. The next moment it was as if the words had escaped him—almost as if he regretted them.


  He sat down opposite her, and, lightening his voice, asked—just as he always did—for news of the little Claude.


  And so their talk ran on.


  After awhile, she came to realise that he meant to say no more: the strength of his great reserve became apparent, and a sense of peace stole over her. He talked on, and to the restful sound of his clear, strong voice, she abandoned herself dreamily…. This he had judged the better course…. that he should have adopted any other now seemed inconceivable. Beside him she felt weak and helpless: she remembered the loneliness of his life: he seemed to her altogether noble; and she was vaguely remorseful that she had not perceived from the first that it was from him that her help would come….


  She divined, too, the fineness of his sacrifice—that manly, human struggle with himself, through which he had passed to attain it—how he had longed for the right to make her his … and how he had renounced. The sureness of his victory, and the hidden depths of his nature which it revealed awed her … now he would never swerve from what he knew to be right…. And on, through those years to come, she could trust him, always, always….


  … At last he bade her good-bye: even at the last his tone remained unchanged.


  163 It was close upon seven o’clock. She went upstairs to dress for dinner, and kneeling beside the bed, prayed to God with an outburst of passionate, pulsing joy….


  Ten minutes later Hillier came in from his dressing-room. He clasped his hands round her bare neck, kissing her hair again and again.


  “I have been punished, Nellie,” he began in a broken whisper. “Good God! it is hard to bear…. Help me, Nellie, … help me to bear it.”


  She unclasped his fingers, and started to stroke them; a little mechanically, as if it were her duty to ease him of his pain….


  ·  ·


  164 Three Pictures


  By P. Wilson Steer


  I. Portrait of Mrs. James Welch


  II. The Mantelpiece


  III. The Mirror


  ·  ·
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  ·  ·


  171 Perennial


  By Ernest Wentworth


  
    She asked her lover, smiling, “If one blend


    Two sweet sounds in a perfect symphony,


    Or two harmonious colours till they lend


    A selfsame hue,—tell me, what alchemy


    Can part them after? … So myself and thee,


    My life and thine, fast mingled, nought can rend


    Asunder ever.”—Nay, but hear the end.

  


  
    The lovers’ lives, sometime thus wholly one,—


    One in minds’ thought, hearts’ wish, and bodies’ breath,—


    Now singly such far-severed courses run


    As if each had survived the other’s death.


    Oh, sad strange thing! Yet, as the Wise Man saith,


    There is no new thing underneath the sun.


    How early, then, were such sad things begun!

  


  ·  ·


  172 “For Ever and Ever”


  By C. S.


  In the cold grey dawn I sit up and look at the woman by my side. One soft little white hand peeps out from the dainty lace, and on one finger is a gold ring. There is just such another upon my own finger; and these two rings bind us to one another for ever and ever. And I am tired already.


  She moves in her sleep, and buries her face deeper in the heavy folds of the bed-clothes. The little hand is still out, and lies so near me (so temptingly near, as I should have thought only a little while ago) that I can trace the faint blue lines in it as I have done many a time before. But now … how horrible it all seems!


  She stirs again, and draws the hand into the lace so that it is almost hidden. How pretty she looks! … with her silky brown hair. Ah, why do I find it so difficult to think of her, even when she is before my eyes thus? Why do I never think of her when she is absent? Why do great masses of tumbling black hair come into my mind, while I watch this soft brown tangle on the pillow before me? I have tried to beat down these thoughts—but they will come … and how can I help myself?


  Look at her neck—how white it is! And yet—and yet, why does a warm brown something continually haunt me? A living something which brings with it the sun, the sky, and the sea?


  173 Our boy sleeps in a little room adjoining. I creep in and look at him. He is asleep, and has curled himself up almost into a ball, with one tiny fist in his mouth. I dare not move it to give him more air, lest he should wake and cry out. As I look a horrible feeling of loneliness comes over me…. He is her child … our child … I creep back to bed. Thank Heaven her eyes are shut! … Those eyes so solemn and blue.


  And in the morning she tells me a curious dream she had last night. And this is it:


  “I dreamed that a dark woman with wonderful black hair came and stood by our bed; and stooping, put her arms about you and kissed you passionately many times, smoothing your forehead with her hand. And I tried to cry out, but could not from fear. And suddenly looking up, she saw me watching her; and her face grew hard and cruel. And she came round, and stood and looked at me; and I trembled. And presently taking hold of me, she tried to pull me out of bed, but something held me down: and she gave up, and went and sat by the dull cold grate, and wept bitterly. And I felt sorry for her in spite of all, because she had no one to comfort her as I have: and I got up to go to her. But the cruel hard look crept back into her face—and then I woke, and saw you, and the empty chair, and the bright sunlight darting round the edges of the blinds, and found it was only a dream.”


  And what can I say? … What can I do? … How can I help myself? …


  ·  ·


  174 Mr. Meredith in Little


  By G. S. Street


  I


  In addition to its possible concealment of irrelevant motives, anonymous criticism has this certain advantage, that it is not of necessity ridiculous. When the anonymous critic is confronted with such a question as that put, a trifle rudely but quite conclusively, by Charles Lamb to Dr. Nott—“You think: who are you?” “I,” he may answer proudly, “am The North Boreshire Inquisitor.” Being that, he may go on to protect the interests of our hearths and homes, or to point out the approaching end of the century, without danger of seeming superfluous or impertinent. To do these things is felt to be part of the duty of The North Boreshire Inquisitor. But when Jones—I hope nobody is really called Jones—implies a supposition that the world will be glad to read what he, Jones, thinks of some great contemporary, he runs a risk of humorous eyebrows. Even when the critic is somebody whose name is a household word for eminence, one of those distinguished few before whom generations of intruders have trembled or basked, and the criticised only “a Mr.” So-and-so—there is a deal of national character in that use of the indefinite article—one suspects that the judgment, however instructive, has 175 in it some possibility of the absurd. And it may be supposed that if a beginner in the dodge of scribbling should essay to estimate the greatest among living writers in his country, the proceeding would be something worse than ridiculous.


  But it may be argued that such a critic would be in a less obnoxious position than any other. If he had a mind to patronise, somebody might be amused and nobody could be hurt; whereas the patronage of a superior rankles, and that of an inferior is not to be borne. Or if he set out to damn, it would be nothing; but your eminent critic, sitting heavily upon a writhing novice, has an air of cruel exclusiveness.


  For such reasons as these, I have far less diffidence in making Mr. Meredith’s last published book a little more than the starting-point of a few digressions, than I should have in criticising Mr. Max Beerbohm: I name, for example, an author whose works are of a later date and even less in bulk than my own. I should fear the satire of Mr. Beerbohm’s eulogists or detractors: from Mr. Meredith’s, I may hope for indulgent indifference. I was compelled in my youth to weigh the philosophers of ancient Greece in the balance of my critical intelligence, and I began to read Mr. Meredith at about the time I was deciding the comparative qualities of Plato and Aristotle. To me he was, and is, as much a classic as they: I approach him with as little personal feeling, and if I have to say that all of him is not, in my apprehension, equally good, I can say it with as little disrespect.


  II


  The Tale of Chloe and other Stories gives you Mr. Meredith in little. In The House on the Beach you have him, as it were, in 176 his bones. In The Case of General Ople and Lady Camper you have him alive and imperfect. In The Tale of Chloe you have him consummate.


  If Mr. Meredith were one of those sympathetic writers who can write only when they are drunk—and is not art life as expressed by a finely drunken intelligence?—I should think he wrote The House on the Beach after a surfeit of tea. The apprehension, the phrase and the mechanism of conveyance are there; the quickening fire, the “that” as Sir Joshua Reynolds said, is absent. “You shall live” Mr. Meredith seems to have said to his potential puppets, and so they live—under protest. As has happened before, when lack of customary inspiration has been felt, he seems to have tried, in over-vehement self-justification, to do what the fullest inspiration had hardly made possible. He has offered you a caprice of feminine emotion more incredible than is to be found in any other of his books. A middle-aged man, grotesquely vulgar and abnormally mean-minded, asks, as his price for not exposing an old friend, this old friend’s daughter to wife. The daughter, having set herself to make the sacrifice, had to find in this treacherous cad, Tinman, some human merit for her comfort, and for a prop of her obstinacy towards a seemlier wooer. She found it in the fact that Tinman, being knocked down by her father, did not return the blow. “She had conceived an insane idea of nobility in Tinman that blinded her to his face, figure, and character—his manners, likewise. He had forgiven a blow! … Tinman’s magnanimity was present in her imagination to sustain her.” The play of emotional fancy which follows on this motive is delightful to read, and you are fain to be persuaded, for your enjoyment, of its truth; but when you have shut the book the perversity is plain. Perversity is, I think, the word. The caprice is gratuitous. When Mr. Meredith tried 177 our powers of faith most severely before, in Diana of the Crossways, he was essaying, as in The Tragic Comedians, the almost superhuman task of fitting a creature of his imagination to historical fact. I cannot help fancying that Mrs. Norton, albeit a wonderful member of a wonderful family, was a thought less fine than the lady of the book—that when she sold her friend’s secret to The Times, nature was doing a less elaborate trick than Mr. Meredith in the case of Diana. But there the attempt, though almost foolhardy, was successful. Mr. Meredith had set himself a most difficult but a possible task. He was a rider exulting in his skill, and he forced his horse up a flight of stone steps. In this House on the Beach he has attempted to fly, and in my opinion has had a tumble. The heroine of the story, then, is incredible to me as a whole; but that point set apart, the workings of her mind are instructive to the student of her creator, because, while characteristic for certain, they are not very subtle, and are expressed with notable simplicity.


  I cannot agree with some critics that Tinman is a glaring failure. The effects of the whole story are those of farce rather than comedy, and the most farcically funny of these, the rescue of Tinman from his falling house in his Court suit, is only possible because of the grotesque vanity and smallness of his character. For all that, I do not think Mr. Meredith can create people like Tinman and his sister, with such fulness and enjoyment to himself, as he can create people whose folly is finer and whose manners are more agreeable. He overdoes silliness of a vulgar type. I have lately, I confess by the way, reflected with much gratification on the fact, that of his greatest creations, the most—the exception readiest to mind is the immortal nurse in Richard Feverel—are people of breeding and even of affluent habits. Nobody admires more than I, certain writers among us who take for themes 178 “humble”—the satire of that word is growing crude—“humble” and uneducated people. But I notice a growing tyranny which ordains that people who speak in dialect, people who live in slums, and the more aggressive and anachronistic order of Bohemians, and none but these, are fit subjects for books. I read a story the other day which began, somewhat in the manner of Mr. G. P. R. James, with two men leaving a club—a sufficiently democratic institution nowadays, one would have thought—and I happened to see a criticism thereon which objected, not that the story was bad, but that the author was a snob for having anything to do—any “truck,” should one say?—with “clubmen.” Surely there is more to be said for the blatant snobbery of an earlier time, than for this proletarian exclusiveness. The accident of Mr. Meredith’s choice of material is a consolation.


  III


  The Case of General Ople and Lady Camper is a brilliant and delicious farce spoiled, and the uselessness of criticising it may be mitigated by suggesting the question: Why did Mr. Meredith spoil it? It is one I cannot answer. You are presented to a General, stupid, respectable, complacent. He has been a conqueror of women in his time; he is enormously pleased with himself. A keenly humorous and delightfully malicious woman has reason to punish him. The punishment she devises is a series of caricatures, the mere description of which is irresistibly comic, and the wretched General is driven by outraged vanity, to show them appealingly to his friends. The farce is furious as it proceeds, and you wonder what fitting climax to the ludicrousness is to end it. And lo! the climax, a simple intensifying of the torture, is passed, 179 and you are faced by a terrible anti-climax, which is the marriage of the torturer to the tortured; nothing less, in fact, than a command to your common sympathies and canting kindliness of heart, which the farce had artistically excluded, to rush in pell-mell. It is a slap in the face to a worthy audience, and I cannot understand why it was done. Mr. Meredith is far above all suspicion of truckling to the average reviewer, who insists that everybody be happy and good. Can it have been—for the apparent revulsion in the lady’s psychology, though not incredible, is carried with the high hand of mere assertion—that Mr. Meredith was sorry to have been cruel? Certainly he was cruel: pain was inflicted on the ass of a General. Most satire and most farce involve pain, actual or imaginary, to some victim—if you think of it. But you should not think of it, and if you are a unit of a worthy audience, you do not think of it. If it be the art of the inventor, to exclude so far as possible, a tendency to think of it, by his presentation of the victim, Mr. Meredith is here completely successful. The General is credible and human, but he is absurd, and the absurdity is duly emphasised to the point of your forgetting his humanity. And Mr. Meredith, as an artist here of farce, has prevented any feeling of rancour in you towards the General, rancour which would have made your appreciation of his punishment, a satisfaction of morality, and not a pure enjoyment of farce. There is a pair of lovers to whom the General’s folly brings temporary disaster, but they are made—and surely the restraint was wonderfully artistic—so merely abstract, that you care nothing for their sorrow. The Case of General Ople and Lady Camper is, in fine, as artistic and as abundantly laughable a farce as was ever made, until you reach the end, which to me is inexplicable. But how many farces are there in English, for the stage or for the study, 180 where you laugh with all your intelligence alert? I think they may be counted easily.


  IV


  It is to be noticed that both these stories are simple in diction. The charge of obscurity, that is brought by nine of ten reviewers against Mr. Meredith’s books, is one that may be supported with facility. Indubitably he is, as Mr. Henley has said, “the victim of a monstrous cleverness that is neither to hold nor to bind.” Over and over again, he is difficult when he might have been easy. He compresses impossibly, like Tacitus, or presents a commonplace in crack-jaw oddities of expression, like Browning. But more often still, the obscurity is in the reader’s intelligence, not in the writer’s art. We are accustomed to novelists of little individuality, or no individuality at all: Mr. Meredith’s intellect is as individual as that of any poet in the English language. Necessarily, therefore, he is hard to understand. We are accustomed to presentations of the clothes of men and women, and of the baldest summary of their thoughts and feelings: Mr. Meredith has penetrated further into character, and has exposed minuter subtleties of thought and feeling than any writer of English poetry or prose. Necessarily, therefore, he is hard to understand.


  I think this opinion is very well supported by these two stories. In them he is not concerned with any fine studies of feeling or thought, and he is quite simple. There are a few pomposities, a few idle gallantries of expression; but in the main he is here to be understood without a second thought.


  181 V


  Mr. Meredith’s prose does not satisfy my ideal. The two qualities of prose that I value above all others are ease and rhythm. He can be easy, but in his case ease has the appearance of a lapse. He can be rhythmical, but he is rhythmical at long intervals. That quality of rhythm which seems to have come so commonly to our ancestors before the eighteenth century, seems hardly to be sought by the prose writers among ourselves. Were it sought and found, I am assured it would be hardly noticed.


  Mr. Meredith is often neither musical nor easy. But as a manipulator of words to express complexity of thought he has no peer. It was by this complexity, this subtlety, and penetration of his, that he was valuable to me when first I read him. I imagine there must be many in my case, to whom he was, above all things, an educator. It was his very obscurity, another name, so often, for a higher intelligence, that was the stimulating force in him for such as myself. Youth can rarely appreciate an achievement of art as such. But youth is keen to grind its intellect on the stone of the uncomprehended. That was the service of Mr. Meredith to those in my case. We puzzled and strove, and were rewarded by the discovery of some complexity of thought, or some subtlety of emotion unimagined aforetime. Fortunately for us, advance of years and multiplying editions had not yet earned him the homage of the average reviewer; for youth is conceited, and does not care to accept the verdict of the mass of its contemporaries. Mr. Meredith was sometimes an affectation in us, and sometimes the most powerful educator we had. In the passage of years, as we grew from conceit of intelligence into appreciation, in our degrees, 182 of things artistic, we perceived that he was also a great artist, and sympathy was merged in admiration. The Egoist is perhaps the most stimulating, intellectually, of Mr. Meredith’s books, the fullest interpreter, perhaps, of the world in which we live. In my declining years, so to speak, I value it less than The Tale of Chloe. For in a world that is become, in a superficial way, most deplorably intelligible, achievements of art are rare.


  VI


  When I first read The Tale of Chloe it was in an American edition, and I thank my gods I had not read any summary of its plot in a review. But from the third chapter I felt that tragedy was in the air, for I seemed to have the impression of an inevitable fate drawing nearer, until I reached the end, where the fate comes and the thing ends sombrely. In other words, I had the impression of a perfect tragedy. I fancy it is the most perfect in form of Mr. Meredith’s works of fiction, except Richard Feverel. And from its length it is even more impressive of its order, for the air of tragedy is closer. When you had finished Richard Feverel you felt the tragedy had been inevitable, but you did not, unless you had a far keener sense than I, feel the tragedy all along. In The Tale of Chloe the tragedy is with you all the time. The elect and wise humours of Beau Beamish, the winsomeness of the dairymaid duchess, the artificial sunshine of the Wells, are perceived only as you glance away from the shadow, where stand Camwell, Chloe, and Count Caseldy. One may divide them in this way, because Duchess Susan, though a wholly realised creation in herself, stands, as it were, in the plot for an abstract contrast to Chloe; another beautiful child of English nature would have served as well.


  183 That the tragedy is inevitable you feel altogether. And yet, when you think it out, you perceive that it is the wonderful art of the telling, which makes it so. That is more the case than even in Richard Feverel; suicide is, in itself, less credible and likely, than a catastrophe following on a very natural duel. It is the art of the telling, that brings the truth home to you.


  And the force of the tragedy is more wonderful for another reason. Mr. Meredith has created for it a very artificial atmosphere, or has reproduced a society which was, on the surface, as artificial as can be imagined. Beau Beamish, the social king of the Wells, compelled the rude English to conduct themselves by ordinances of form. He ruled them with a rod of iron; he must have inspired an enormous deal of hypocrisy. With a company of bowing impostors for background, and with some of them for actors, is played a drama of intense strength. The strongest emotions of our nature are presented in terms of bric-à-brac. Everybody is “strange and well-bred.” Chloe, tying the secret knots in her skein of silk to mark the progress of an intrigue which must end, as she has willed, in her death, is gay the while, and talks with the most natural wit. She discusses the intrigue with Camwell in polite enigmas. Camwell, who sees the intrigue and foresees the unhappiness, though not until the end, the death of his mistress, carries himself as a polished gentleman. Caseldy is none of your dark conspirators. The guile of the duchess is simple hot blood.


  This delicacy of the setting assists the exquisite pathos of the central figure, surely one of the noblest in tragic story. The strength of will, so admirable and so piteous, which enables her to impose blindness on herself for the enjoyment of a month, and finally to die that she may save her weaker sister and the man she loves, is relieved by curiously painful touches of femininity. When 184 Camwell is telling her of the purposed elopement, she knows well that Caseldy, the traitor to herself, is the man, yet she says, “I cannot think Colonel Poltermore so dishonourable.” By many such touches is the darkness of the tragedy made visible.


  Chloe’s words to Camwell in this last interview, are for the grandeur of their simple resignation, in the finest spirit of tragedy. “Remember the scene, and that here we parted, and that Chloe wished you the happiness it was not of her power to bestow, because she was of another world, with her history written out to the last red streak before ever you knew her.”


  
    θάρσει · σὺ μὲν ζῇς, ἡ δἑμἡ ψνχἡ πάλαι


    τέθνηκεν.

  


  Antigone went not more steadily to her grave.


  I fear I have been something egotistical in this attempt of mine, and would permit myself some apology of quotation to conclude. Mr. Meredith has found room in The Tale of Chloe for some of the happiest expressions of his philosophy, and some of his most perfect images in description. Of the ballad, which relates the marriage of the duke and the dairymaid, he says: “That mischief may have been done by it to a nobility-loving people, even to the love of our nobility among the people, must be granted: and for the particular reason that the hero of the ballad behaved so handsomely.” I cannot think what the guardians of optimism have been about, that they have not cried out on the “cynicism” of this remark. Here is a vivid summary of observation—Beau Beamish “was nevertheless well supported by a sex, that compensates for dislike of its friend before a certain age, by a cordial recognition of him when it has touched the period.” There are many such pregnant generalisations, and never do they intrude on the narrative.


  “She smiled for answer. That smile was not the common smile; 185 it was one of an eager exultingness, producing as he gazed the twitch of an inquisitive reflection of it on his lips…. That is the very heart’s language; the years are in a look, as mount and vale of the dark land spring up in lightning.” I question if that can be matched for beauty and force of imagery in Mr. Meredith’s works.


  And this of Chloe’s musings: “Far away in a lighted hall of the west, her family raised hands of reproach. They were minute objects, dimly discerned as diminished figures cut in steel. Feeling could not be very warm for them, they were so small, and a sea that had drowned her ran between….”


  “Mr. Beamish indulges in verses above the grave of Chloe. They are of a character to cool emotion.”


  As I said in beginning, my eulogy in prose must be impotent for such disservice.


  ·  ·


  186 The Prodigal Son


  By A. S. Hartrick


  ·  ·
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  189 Shepherds’ Song


  By Nora Hopper


  
    “All alas and welladay”


    (Shepherds say!)


    Stepping with a stealthy pace


    Past the place


    Where the idle lilies blow!


    “Here Diana dreaming lay


    (Snow in snow!)


    Lay a-dreaming on a day


    Long ago.”

  


  
    Few the prayers the shepherds say


    (Welladay!)


    Now Diana ends her chase,


    Giving place


    To a maid with softer eyes,


    Colder breast


    (Mystery of mysteries!)


    For her greatest gift, and best,


    Giving rest.

  


  
    190 “Now we thole,” the shepherds say,


    “Shorter night and longer day.


    Shorter days


    Sweeter were: when in the nights


    Came a sudden press of lights:


    Came the shining of a face


    Far away.


    And we gave Diana praise


    For the passing of her face.”

  


  
    “All alas and welladay,”


    Shepherds say—


    “Maiden rule we still obey—


    Yet we loved the first maid best:


    Terror-pressed


    Though we fled by herne and hollow


    Fearing angry shafts to follow,


    Dead, we knew that we should rest


    On her breast.”

  


  
    “All alas and welladay,”


    Shepherds say,


    “Earth was green that now is grey:


    Auster dared not any day


    Beat or blow


    When ’mid lilies Dian lay


    (Snow in snow!)


    Lay a-dreaming on a day


    Long ago.”

  


  ·  ·


  191 Portrait of a Girl


  By Robert Halls


  ·  ·
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  195 The Phantasies of Philarete


  By James Ashcroft Noble


  I


  For quite a month or two it was noticed at the Shandy Club that a certain change had passed over Hartmann West. West was rather a notability at the club, though he was, comparatively speaking, a young member. To be precise, he had belonged to it just two years and a half, and six months before his election he had published his first book, Drafts upon Inexperience. It was a volume of somewhat exotic sentiment and paradoxical reflection, with a dash of what was just then beginning to be called “the new humour”; and the novelty, as represented by West, found no great favour with the critics. In most quarters the book was either energetically slated or altogether ignored—which, as we all know, is a much worse fate—but somehow, perhaps as a consequence of the very vigour of the slating, perhaps in virtue of that touch of unconventional genius which critics are not always quick to detect, the Drafts were honoured by the great reading public, and in half a year Hartmann West was a hero of six editions, and a member of the somewhat exclusive Shandy Club.


  On the whole, he was a fairly popular member, in spite of the 196 fact that he had what is called an uncertain temper; but, during the period to which reference has been made, his popularity had much declined, for the uncertainty had become a very unpleasant certainty; and an after-dinner chat or game of whist with Hartmann West was becoming, even to the most gentle and tactful members of the club, a thing that was to be avoided, if avoidance were at all possible. Most of those who had in a tepid way liked him, began to regard him with a dislike which was not in the least tepid; but one or two Shandians—illuminated it may be by personal experience—had been heard to say that it was no use being hard upon poor West; for as Major Forth, the well-known African explorer, pithily put it: “It’s plain enough that the man has had a nasty knock-down blow of some kind or other; but he’ll get over it all right if fellows will only give him a chance.” The Major’s intuition was wonderfully accurate. Hartmann West had received a knock-down blow; and though chances were not dealt out to him in overflowing measure, he did get over it. At least, he seemed to get over it; but I can’t forget the way in which Sumner told that he could have pulled him through the influenza, complicated as it was, if he hadn’t had something on his mind. “He was sick of life, sir, and when a man gets to that, it doesn’t take much to make life sick of him.” It was after his death that I acquired the knowledge which corroborated the Major’s theory. And this is the story.


  II


  A few months after the date of the publication of Drafts upon Inexperience, a great stroke of luck had come to a certain John Errington. The influence of the only acquaintance he had in the 197 world who possessed any influence at all, had been exerted in his favour, and he had become a member of the reviewing staff of Noon, a mid-day paper, the conductors of which made an emphasised appeal to the public that fancies literature and art, without snubbing that other public which better loves the House of Commons, the Turf, and the Divorce Court. Errington’s career up to this time had not been conspicuously successful. All his life he had been more or less of an invalid. In his youth he had tried one or two callings, but ill-health had compelled him to abandon them; and, having a genuine love of letters and gift of expression, he had—paradoxical as the sequence may seem—drifted into journalism. The leading paper in the northern provincial town where he lived had, in the first instance, published his articles, and had then gone on to pay for them, the pay becoming finally so assured as to justify him—that, at any rate, was the poor fellow’s view of the case—in marrying the pretty Alice Blundell, and assuming the responsibilities of a British husband and ratepayer.


  They did not exactly live on the fat of the land, but they lived somehow and kept out of debt, and were most foolishly happy until the fatal day when it became known that Mr. Warlow the proprietor of the Norton Post had loved American railroad investments not wisely, but too well, and that his journal had passed into new hands. The new hands, as is sometimes the case, did not appreciate the old hands; and John Errington received an intimation that at the end of the month his services on the great organ of Norton opinion would no longer be required. Seeing that he was a nervous, timid, and singularly unresourceful man, he bore the blow with more of courage than might have been expected from him; perhaps because it came and did the worst for him at once, the really demoralising troubles being those 198 which arrive in instalments, each one suggesting the harassing question “What next?” Thus it was that he came to take a step which to an ordinary man would have been simple and obvious enough, but which in John Errington indicated the special courage of despair, that is to ordinary courage, what the struggle of delirium is to healthy muscular force. He broke up his little Norton home; bade good-bye to his friends, and to the grave where his two little children lay buried; and carrying in his purse the few bank-notes which were the price of his household goods, took his wife and their one remaining child to London, and pitched the family tent in a dreary but reasonably clean and cheap Camberwell lodging-house.


  It was a step to which even despair would not have impelled him had there not been one chance of possible success. About twelve months before the trouble came, he had contributed to the Post a short set of articles which had attracted the favourable attention of Sir George Blunt, and a correspondence between the Baronet and himself which had arisen out of them, had been maintained with something of regularity. Out of this correspondence sprung Errington’s one hope, for Sir George, who had always written in the friendliest manner, was known to be a large proprietor of Noon, and if his good word could only be secured, the terrible premier pas in the new life would be successfully taken. Errington accordingly presented himself at the great house in Prince’s Gardens, and was received by the master of his fate without any effusion, but with courtesy and kindliness. Sir George was sorry to hear of Mr. Errington’s misfortune, and would be pleased to be of service to him. Mr. Errington, as a journalist, would understand that a proprietor felt some delicacy in taking any step, which looked like interference in the literary management of a paper, that was in competent editorial hands; 199 that the hands of Mr. Mackenzie who edited Noon were singularly competent; and that they belonged to a man who was very likely to regard suggestion as an attempt at dictation.


  John Errington listened and felt chilly; had he been standing his legs would have trembled.


  “But,” continued Sir George with a voice in a new key. “I’ll tell you what I will do, Mr. Errington. There can be no impropriety in my giving you a letter of introduction to Mr. Mackenzie, in which I will tell him what I know of you, and what I think of your work. Perhaps you had better not present it in person, but send it by post, with a letter of your own, and a few specimen articles—not too many. Then if there is any opening, he will probably make an appointment. I can’t promise you that anything will come of it, but there is a chance, and at any rate it is the best thing—indeed the only thing—that I can do.”


  The two letters and the carefully selected literary specimens reached Mr. Mackenzie at an auspicious moment. The most useful of his general utility men in the literary department of Noon had suddenly levanted, and was supposed to be half-way across the Atlantic, having for a companion, the beautiful Mrs. Greatrex, wife of the well-known dramatist. Dick Mawson’s morals—or his want of them—had long been notorious; but Mr. Mackenzie did not deal in morals save in his social articles, and very sparingly even there. What concerned him was that Mawson was, as a writer, clever, versatile, and best of all prompt; and his wrath burned as he thought of Dick’s perfidious treatment—not of poor Mr. Greatrex, but of Noon and of himself, Andrew Mackenzie. And now here was this new man. His articles were hardly so smart as Mawson’s, but he seemed to know more, and there was a certain finish about his work which the erring 200 Dick had never attained. He should be tried. If he proved a success, well and good; if a failure, he could soon be got rid of, and there would be a reasonable pretext—not that Mr. Mackenzie needed any—for saying to Sir George: “Hands off.”


  And so it happened that after a brief interview with the great man of Noon, John Errington left the editorial office in Bouverie Street, for the Camberwell lodgings, bearing under his arm a couple of volumes for review, and in his mind a proposal made by the editor that he should write one of a forthcoming series of articles on “Fin-de-Siècle Fiction.” Some ideas for this series, and one quite impossibly libellous contribution to it, were the only keepsakes that the amorous fugitive Dick Mawson had left behind him for the consolation of Mr. Andrew Mackenzie; but the editor made no mention of Dick to John Errington, leaving him indeed with a vague impression that the series was an impromptu scheme, conceived and brought forth in ten minutes for his special benefit.


  Mr. Mackenzie did not find Errington a failure, so Sir George Blunt did not receive the “hands off” ultimatum. Indeed the editor rather liked the work of his new contributor, mainly because he found that other people liked it; and the cheques which came monthly to the little house at Shepherd’s Bush (for Camberwell had been abandoned) sometimes represented an amount which made Errington feel that fortune had really come to him at last. There was, however, a harassing irregularity in the descent of the golden or paper shower. Sometimes publishers abstained from publishing the right sort of books; sometimes, even in Noon, politics raided the territory of letters; and there were months when Errington would have made a fair profit by exchanging his cheque for a ten pound-note. He had tried to get work on other newspapers, or to find an appreciative magazine 201 editor to accept his more thoughtful and elaborate literary essays; but the newspapers had no vacancy, and the magazine editors all wanted short stories—the one literary commodity which he found himself unable to supply. In spite, therefore, of what he admitted to be his wonderful good luck, there were seasons when Errington felt somewhat anxious and depressed.


  He was feeling so one day, when he entered Mr. Mackenzie’s room, seeking what he might devour. For two months the cheques had been of the smallest; and before very long there would be a new and expensive arrival in the house at Shepherd’s Bush—a conjunction which roused the timid man to unwonted persistence of appeal.


  “I’m afraid there’s nothing,” said Mackenzie; “the publishers are keeping everything back until this dynamite excitement is over, and upon my word I am glad they are, for it fills the paper. This is really the only thing I have in hand that is in your line, and it has been here for nearly a month.” As he spoke the editor took down a daintily attired book from a shelf behind him, and continued: “I didn’t intend to notice it. I think West is a conceited ass who needs snubbing; but as you want something you can take it, and of course treat it on its merits. But you must keep within a column, and if you only send half, so much the better.”


  John Errington left Mr. Mackenzie’s room with a lighter heart than that which he had taken there, for though the honorarium represented by a column of copy was not much in itself, it was just then a good deal to him. He was specially grateful to his chief for stretching a point in his favour, for he was inclined to agree with his opinion that The Phantasies of Philarete was likely to prove poor stuff. During the weeks in which it had been lying on Mr. Mackenzie’s shelf, Errington had 202 read reviews of it in the Hour, the Morning Gazette, the Parthenon, and the Book World, and these influential journals with almost unique unanimity had pronounced it a strained, affected, pretentious, and entirely vapid performance. “If a beginner,” said the Hour, “were to ask us to indicate the qualities of substance and workmanship which he, in his own attempts ought most studiously to avoid, we should give him this volume and say, ‘My dear boy, you will find them all here.’”


  III


  When John Errington, after going upstairs to kiss his rather worn-looking little wife, who was taking the afternoon rest which had become a necessity, lighted his pipe and began to read the Phantasies, he found the opening pages better than he expected. He saw nothing of strain or affectation; and if the substance was slight, the style had a graceful lightsomeness which seemed to Errington very charming. He read on and on; his wife came into the room with her sewing and he never noticed her entrance; but when he had finished the chapter which contains the episode of old Antoine’s daughter, he looked up and said, “I must read this book to you, dear love, it is just wonderful.”


  Errington did not go to bed until he had reached that last chapter, which, you will remember, Mr. Walter Hendon cited a few weeks ago as the most beautiful thing in contemporary prose. The next morning he wrote and posted his review, the 1200 words of which would, he knew, just fill a column of Noon, and in two days more it appeared. In the meantime, Errington’s enforced leisure had allowed the domestic readings to begin, and, as the fragile wife reclined on her little couch and sewed and 203 listened, her enthusiasm was not less intense than her husband’s.


  Then, when the paper came, he read his review, and she exclaimed:


  “Oh, John, that is lovely: it is one of the best things you have ever done. I do wish you would send it to Mr. West and thank him for the pleasure he has given us. I would like to write myself, only I express myself so stupidly, but you will do it perfectly; and I am sure he would like to know all that we feel about the book.”


  “I don’t know,” said Errington, with the self-distrust always aroused in him by any suggestion of the mildest self-assertion, “I don’t suppose he would care for the opinion of a man about whom he knows nothing.”


  “Oh, yes, he would; people like sympathy, even if they don’t care for praise; and then, too, if it is really true that he is the sub-editor of Caviare, he might be able to get you some work for it.”


  Now Caviare, as proved by its name and motto, “Caviare to the general,” was a monthly magazine, dealing exclusively with literature and art in a way that appealed to the superior few; and some of Errington’s best essays—or those which he thought the best—had been declined by several editors on the ground that their goodness was not of the kind to attract their miscellaneous clientèle. He had once or twice thought of submitting to Caviare one of these rejected addresses; but he had doubted whether they were up to the mark, and so they had never gone. His wife’s last suggestion startled him.


  “Oh, I couldn’t do that,” he said; “it would spoil the whole thing. It would take the bloom off one’s gratitude for a beautiful thing. I couldn’t do it. I would rather ask help from a perfect stranger.”


  204 “Well, that seems to me to be morbid; and I don’t like to hear you talk as if people did you a favour by accepting your work. They accept it not for love of you, but because they know it is good. You remember what Professor Miles said about your essay on ‘The Secret of Swift,’ and I am sure they would be glad to have it for Caviare. I don’t often press you to do anything; but I don’t think you have ever repented taking my advice, and I do want you to write to Mr. West.”


  Errington was not a strong man. He was too timid to initiate, and too timid to oppose; and his wife was right, for he had never adopted a suggestion of hers without finding that she was wiser than he. And so he sat down and wrote:


  
    Titan Villas, Shepherd’s Bush.


    Dear Sir,


    I am a stranger to you, and my only introduction is the enclosed review of The Phantasies of Philarete which I have had the great privilege of contributing to Noon, and which appears in to-day’s issue of that journal. I have tried my best to do justice to the truth and beauty and tenderness of the book; but I feel that my best does not say what I wanted to say. Nor is a second attempt likely to be one whit more successful than the first, so I do not write now to supplement my review; but to express what I could not express in public—my own personal gratitude and that of my wife, to whom I have been reading it, for a book which has touched us as we have not often been touched before. We live a very quiet life into which enters little of what is ordinarily called pleasure, but such a volume as your Phantasies brings with it delights upon which we can live for many days. Please accept our hearty gratitude for so great a gift.


    I cannot suppose that my name will be at all known to you, for I am, comparatively speaking, a new-comer in the world of London journalism; and I have so far been unsuccessful in obtaining any 205 literary work besides that which has been given me by the editor of Noon. To follow an acknowledgment of one favour by a request for another is not usual with me, but I find something in your book which encourages me to unwonted freedom. Just now I have special reasons for wishing to enlarge my slender but ordinarily sufficient resources, and I have thought it possible that you might be willing to look over an article of mine entitled “The Secret of Swift,” with a view to giving me your opinion as to its suitability for publication in Caviare. The theory propounded in it is, I think, a new one, and Professor Miles has been kind enough to say that it is at any rate sufficiently well-supported to deserve provisional acceptance as a working hypothesis.


    But please let this matter await a perfectly free moment. I write not to trouble you about my poor affairs, but to express my gratitude—to which my wife wishes me to add hers—for the pure and rare delight your book has brought to us.—I am, dear sir,


    Yours very truly and gratefully,

    John Errington.

  


  Errington was not a man who expected much, yet he felt a certain disappointment when, on the second day after the despatch of his letter, the postman passed and left no reply from Hartmann West. But no postman ever passed the office of Noon, and while Errington was wondering whether the author of Phantasies could be at home, Mr. Mackenzie was perusing with ireful countenance a letter bearing his signature. It had contained an enclosure in a handwriting with which the editor was familiar, and it ran thus:


  
    Shandy Club, W.


    Dear Sir,


    I have received the enclosed communication from a person who is, or professes to be, a member of your staff. You will see that he, truly or falsely, announces himself as the writer of a very fulsome, 206 and yet in some respects gratuitously offensive, review of my latest book which appeared in your issue of Thursday last, and that he then goes on to tout for employment by the editor of a magazine with which I am supposed to be connected. I do not know whether you have any views upon the dignity of journalism; but you have probably strong views upon the ethics of advertising, and are not very eager to give payment, instead of receiving it, for allowing a small scribe to introduce his wares through your literary columns to possible purchasers. I think it well for you to know to what base use even Noon can be put.


    Yours faithfully,

    Hartmann West.

  


  Seldom had Andrew Mackenzie felt such an access of speechless rage; and for the moment he could not tell which object of his emotion was the more hateful. He was not a physically violent man, but had either West or Errington presented himself at that moment, violence would certainly have been done. He had not willingly inserted the review of The Phantasies of Philarete; in fact, he had remarked to his nephew and sub-editor that he wished Errington had chosen any other book on which to “tap his d——d private cask of gush;” but having explicitly given the owner of the cask a free hand, he had not felt it consistent with dignity implicitly to cancel the authorisation. And now this consummate cad, who ought to be off his head with exultation at having been honoured with even the coolest notice of Noon, had actually dared to write of its praise as “fulsome” and “gratuitously offensive.” What was meant by the latter term Mackenzie did not trouble to guess; but had he done so, his trouble would have been fruitless, for one vain man can seldom sound the depths of vanity in another. The fact was that Errington had made a veiled reference to previous criticisms of the book as “attempts 207 made by malignity or incompetence to crush a rising author;” and the word “rising” was gall and wormwood to the man who believed himself to have been for at least a year on the apex of fame’s pyramid. Had he read Errington’s letter first, the unmistakable accent of timorous praise, and still more the appeal to him as a possible patron, would have titillated his vanity and sent him to the review with a clean palate; but of course a printed cutting, headed “A Western Masterpiece,” could not wait, and the “rising” vitiated his taste for what would have been to him the dainty dish of adulation.


  But Andrew Mackenzie neither knew this nor cared to know it, and his thoughts turned from West to Errington. It has been said that at the moment he knew not which he hated the more; but he did know upon which he could inflict immediate vengeance, and that was a great point. As he brooded upon Errington’s offence, West’s seemed comparatively trivial, for was it not Errington who had provided West with his offensive weapon? The member of the Shandy Club had said that he did not know whether Mr. Mackenzie had any views upon the dignity of journalism. His ignorance on this matter was very general; but there were many who knew that he held exceedingly strong views concerning the dignity of one journal, Noon, and one journalist, Andrew Mackenzie. It was his pride to know that the members of his political staff were to be seen at Government Office receptions, hobnobbing with Cabinet Ministers, that his critics dined with literary peers whose logs they judiciously rolled, and that both were frequently represented in the half-crown reviews. That was as it should be: and here was a fellow who put it in the power of a man like West to say that one of his contributors wrote from Titan Villas, Shepherd’s Bush, about his slender resources, and his ardent desire to pick 208 up any crumbs that might fall from the table of Caviare. He, at any rate, should be made to suffer.


  IV


  While Mackenzie was devising his scheme of punishment, John Errington was engaged in pleasant thoughts of Hartmann West. The expected letter might now come by any post, and it would be well to see whether “The Secret of Swift” were in fit condition to be despatched to him, or whether he must get Alice to make a clean copy of it in that pretty handwriting of hers which was always seen at its neatest in her transcript of the MSS. of which she was so proud. The present copy was, however, in capital order, but on examining it he found that one slip was missing. Nervous search through the well-filled drawer soon convinced him that it was not there; but, fortunately, on examining the two edges of the gap, he made the discovery that the lost leaf had been devoted to little more than a long quotation, which could be easily restored by a visit to the library of the British Museum.


  He had nothing else to do, and the day was fine. He could start at once, copy his quotation, and have a few hours in the metropolis of the world of books. It was six o’clock when he reached home again, and the dusk of an evening in late autumn was beginning to gather, but the lamp in the little general utility chamber, which served for dining and drawing room, was unlit. As he entered he thought no one was there, but a second glance revealed his wife crouching upon the floor, her head lying upon the couch which stood by the window.


  “Dear Alice,” he said faintly as he strode forward, “are you 209 ill? what is the matter?” but there was no reply. His first vague terror crystallised into a definite dread, which, however, lasted only for an instant, for the hand he took in his, cold as it was, had not the unmistakable coldness of death; and when he kissed the lips whose whiteness even the dusk revealed, he felt that they were the lips of a living woman.


  “Jane, Jane,” he called loudly, “bring some water quickly; your mistress has fainted;” and rising from his knees he lit with trembling hands the lamp upon the table. The maid, carrying a basin of water, bustled in with a scared face.


  “Oh, dear, dear,” she exclaimed, “she do look awful bad; shall I go for the doctor?”


  “No, no—we must bring her to, first. How has it happened? Do you know anything about it?”


  “No, indeed; she was in the kitchen ten minutes ago, or it might be a quarter of an hour, and the postman knocked at the door, and she says ‘That will be the letter the master was expectin’,’ and then she didn’t come back, but I heard nothink, and thought nothink of it. If I’d a heard anythink I’d have come in.”


  They lifted her on to the couch. Errington loosened her dress and sprinkled the water over her face, while the girl rubbed one of her hands, but there was no movement. The small basin was soon emptied.


  “More water, quick,” said the man; “and oughtn’t we to burn something?”


  “Feathers is the thing, but we haven’t got no feathers; perhaps brown paper’d do; I’ll fetch some.”


  It was brought, and the woman now sprinkled the water while the man held under his wife’s nostrils the ignited paper which threw off a pungent aromatic smoke. A slight shiver ran 210 through the recumbent figure; the eyelids trembled, then opened, though their glance was hardly recognition, and slowly closed again.


  “Alice, dear heart,” exclaimed the man brokenly as he gently put his arm round her neck, and drew her lips to his; “speak to me, darling. You will be all right now. I am with you. What has frightened you?”


  For a few seconds she lay apparently unconscious; then the eyes opened again with less of that dreadful, unseeing look, and she murmured sleepily, “Where am I? What is the matter, John?”


  “Yes, darling, I am here. You are better now. Rest a little bit, and then tell me all about it.”


  “She’s coming to,” said the girl, “I’ll go and make her a cup of tea. It’s the best thing now.” And she left the husband and wife together.


  While the wife lay, again silent, with now and then a slight movement as of a shiver, a timid voice was heard at the door. “Is mother ill? Can I come in?”


  “She’s getting better, my pet. Run away now, and be very quiet. You shall come in soon.”


  The figure stirred again, this time with more of voluntary motion; she made as if to raise herself; her eyes met her husband’s with a look of full recognition; she threw her arm round his neck and pressed herself against him in a terrifying outburst of hysterical weeping. It lasted for minutes—how many John never knew—with heavy sobs that convulsed her, and intermittent sounds of eerie laughter. At last the words began to struggle forth with difficulty and intermittence.


  “John—John—dear John—my own dear husband—Oh my darling—my darling—I love you, and I have ruined you—it will 211 kill me; but, oh, if I could have died before.” And then, with less of violence, for the paroxysm had exhausted her, she began silently to weep again. An hour had passed before John Errington had heard the story, or rather read it in the type-written letters which had dropped from his wife’s hands as she fell, and had been pushed under the sofa. He read them first rapidly; then again more slowly, with stunned senses:


  
    Office of Noon,

    October 5, 1893.


    Sir,


    Enclosed you will find a copy of a letter which I have just received from Mr. Hartmann West, from which you will see that he has done me the favour to place in my hands a letter addressed to him by you, and written so recently that its purport must be fresh in your memory. That I should see it did not enter into your calculations, and I do not suppose that the man capable of writing it, would in the least understand the emotions excited by it, in the mind of a self-respecting journalist. I may, however, say that never in the whole course of my professional experience—which has been tolerably varied—can I remember an instance in which a trusted contributor to a high-class journal had deliberately puffed a book which he knows to be worthless (for I am assured on all hands that the worthlessness of this particular book would be obvious to the meanest capacity), and has made that puff a fulcrum for the epistolary leverage of two or three contemptible guineas. I congratulate you on the invention of an ingenious system of blackmailing, one great merit of which is that it evades the clutch of the criminal law, though I cannot add to my congratulations either a lament for its present failure or a hope for its future success. Though I am unfortunately powerless to control the operations of the inventor, I am happily able to restrict their scope by refusing the use of Noon as a theatre of operation. Please understand 212 that your connection with this journal is at an end. A cheque for the amount due to you will be at once forwarded.


    Yours truly,

    Andrew Mackenzie.

  


  Hartmann West’s letter had also been read, and John Errington was vainly endeavouring to check his wife’s outpourings of remorse.


  “I can’t bear it, John. To think that I who love you should have brought this upon you. Oh! I hate myself. You would never have written it if it hadn’t been for me. You didn’t want to write, and I made you write. But oh, I didn’t know. I ought to have known that I was foolish and that you were wiser than I; but I thought of other times when I had done you good and not harm. Dear, dear John; you won’t hate me, will you?”


  “Don’t talk like that, darling; you will break my heart. I should love you more than ever, if that were possible; but it isn’t. How could we know that the man who seemed to us an angel was just a devil. When I read the book I felt that he was a man to love, and I tried to put something of what I felt into what I wrote, being sure that he would understand. I wrote from my heart, and he calls it gratuitously offensive. Darling, you mustn’t reproach yourself any more; I can’t bear it; how could you know, how could I know, how could any one know, that there could be such a man?”


  John Errington passed a wakeful night, but his wife slept the heavy sleep of exhaustion. When at eight o’clock he quietly rose, dressed, and went down to breakfast with his little girl, she was sleeping still. “It will do her good,” thought Errington, and when Doris had gone to school, he set to work upon his essay, “The Common Factor in Shakespeare’s Fools,” to pass the time 213 until he heard her bell. It did not ring until half-past eleven, and he ran rapidly up the short flight of stairs.


  “Well darling,” he said, “you have had a good sleep.”


  “Oh, I have been awake for a long time—two hours I should think—and I have been in great pain. I didn’t ring before, because I thought it would pass away, and I wouldn’t trouble you, but it is much worse than it was.”


  John Errington looked down tenderly upon the thin face, which seemed to have grown thinner during the night. The woman closed her eyes and seemed to be suffering. After a moment’s silence she spoke again.


  “I’m better now,” she said faintly, “but I think dear, Jane had better go for the doctor, and she might knock next door and ask Mrs. Williams if she can come in.”


  The kindly neighbour was soon by the bedside, and the doctor, who had been found at home, was shortly in attendance. It was not an obscure case, nor a tedious one. Three hours afterwards Alice Errington was the mother of a dead baby-boy, and in the early dawn of the next day Mrs. Williams with many tears placed the little corpse on the breast of the dead mother, and drew the lifeless arm around it. John Errington stood and watched her silently; then he came and kissed the two dead faces; then he threw himself upon the bed, which shook with his tearless sobs.


  John Errington, Doris, and Alice’s father, Richard Blundell, who came from Norton for the funeral, returned from Kensal Green, and sat down to the untimely meal prepared for Mr. Blundell, who in a few minutes must start to catch his homeward train at Willesden. He was a man of few words, and of the very few he now uttered, most were addressed to his little granddaughter. It was only as the two men stood at the door that he spoke to his son-in-law in that Lancashire accent that the younger 214 man still loved to hear. “Tha’s been hard hit lad, and so have I, God knows; but try to keep up heart for th’ little lass’s sake. We’re proud folk i’ Lancashire; mayhap too proud; but ye won’t mind a bit of a lift in a tight place fro’ Alice’s faither. Ah wish it were ten times as much. God bless thee—and thee, my lass.”


  The old man kissed the child, wiped his eyes, and was driven away. John watched the cab till it turned a corner; then looked hard at the ten pound note left in his hand as if it presented some remarkable problem for solution; closed the door; led Doris into the little sitting-room; and began the task imposed upon him—of keeping up his heart.


  V


  The cheque from Noon had come; John Errington had it in his pocket, where also were five sovereigns and a few shillings. The ten-pound note was still in his hand, and a rapid calculation told him that when the undertaker was paid, nearly a month of safety from absolute penury was still his. In a month surely something could be done, and John Errington set himself to do it. The man to whom self-assertion and self-advertisement had been impossible horrors, now found himself wondering at himself as he bearded editors and sub-editors, and referred—in perhaps too apologetic a tone for persuasion—to the Noon articles on “Fin-de-Siècle Fiction,” which had really excited more comment than he was aware of in journalistic circles. His success was small. No editor had any immediate opening, but one or two were friendly, and said they would bear his name in mind. A proprietor who was his own editor told him that literary paragraphs containing quite fresh information would be always acceptable; but of the various paragraphs he sent in, only two—representing a sum of fourteen shillings or 215 thereabouts—found acceptance. The going up and down other men’s stairs became as hateful to him as it was to Dante; but he lashed himself into hope for the “little lass’s” sake, and hope made it endurable. At six o’clock every evening he arrived at Titan Villas, and for two hours, until Doris’s bedtime, in helping the child with her lessons, or reading aloud while she nestled up to him, he felt something that was to happiness as moonshine is to sunlight. One evening, however, he had to forego this delight, for he had received a message from a certain editor, who had asked him to call after eight at his house at Wimbledon. He had seen the great man, who had given him a long chapter of autobiography, but had said little of practical importance, and when, just before midnight, he reached home, he was weary and disspirited. He drew his armchair to the fire, warmed his feet, smoked his pipe in the company of an evening paper for half an hour, and then went to bed, turning for a moment—as was his wont—into the room where the ten-years-old little Doris must have been asleep for hours. He held the carrying-lamp over the child’s face, which was somewhat flushed: and the bed-clothes were tumbled as if the sleeper had been restless. As he made them straight and tucked them in, the child stirred but did not waken, and Errington was on the point of leaving the room, when his eye caught the little frock hanging at the foot of the bed. The new black cashmere looked shabby and draggled, and as he instinctively grasped one of its falling folds, he felt it cold and wet. Then he turned to the little heap of underlinen upon a chair and was conscious of their chill damp. “She has been wet through,” he thought, “and her clothes have never been changed. Poor motherless darling.” He gathered the little garments together on his arm, and, taking them downstairs, found a clothes-horse, and spread them upon it before the fire, which he had replenished when he came in.


  216 He knew how it had happened. A kindly girl who had once been a near neighbour had offered to give the little Doris lessons in music, but she had recently removed to lodgings nearly two miles away, and the child must have been caught in the heavy rain which he remembered had set in just about the time that she would be leaving Miss Rumbold. The thoughtless Jane had allowed her to sit in the saturated garments until she went to bed.


  In the morning the child’s eyes looked somewhat dull and heavy, but otherwise she was apparently quite well, and she resisted her father’s suggestion that she should stay in bed instead of going to school. In the evening when Errington returned from his wanderings she seemed much better. Her eyes were bright again—brighter even than usual—and for the first time since her mother’s death she chatted to her father with something of her old animation. During the night Errington heard a short, hard cough often repeated, but when he left his bed and went to look at her she was fast asleep. When he rose for the day and visited her again she seemed feverish; the cough was more frequent; and her breathing was somewhat short.


  “What is the matter with her?” said the father to the doctor whom he had hastily summoned. “I suppose it is nothing really serious.”


  “Well,” said the slowly-speaking young Scotsman, “I’m just thinking it’s a case of pneumonia, and pneumonia is never exactly a trifle, but I see no grounds for special anxiety. You must just keep her warm, and I’ll send her some medicine over, and look in again to-night.”


  He sent the medicine and looked in, but said little.


  “Of course the temperature is higher, but that was to be expected. I will be down again in the morning, and she just needs care—care.”


  217 The care was not lacking, for Errington was himself Doris’s nurse, but, as Mr. Grant observed, “pneumonia is never a trifle,” and even her father did not know how heavily her mother’s death had taxed the child’s power of resistance. The unequal fight lasted for five days and nights, and for the last two of them there could be little doubt of the issue. The end came on Sunday evening as the bells were ringing for church. The child had been delirious during the latter part of the day, and had evidently supposed herself to be talking to her mother, subsiding from the delirium into heavy sleep; but about six she awakened with the light of fever no longer in her eyes, and stretched out a thin little hand to Errington, and said faintly, “Dear, dear father.”


  “Are you feeling better, darling?” he said.


  “I don’t know,” she whispered; “I like you holding my hand. I feel as if I were sinking through the bed. I think I am sleepy.”


  She closed her eyes, and for ten minutes she lay quite still. Then she opened them very wide and looked straight before her, lifted her free hand, and partly raised herself from the pillow. The glance which had been a question became a recognition. “Oh mother, mother,” she exclaimed in the clear voice of health, “it is you; oh, I am so glad.” And then the grey veil fell over the child’s face; she sank back upon the pillow; and the eyes closed again for the last time. In the room where there had been two—or was it three?—there was only one.


  VI


  On the morning of the funeral there came a letter for John Errington. It was from the editor who lived at Wimbledon, and was very brief.


  218 “Mr. Joliffe regrets that on consideration he cannot entertain Mr. Errington’s proposal with regard to the series of articles for The Book World. When Mr. Joliffe informs Mr. Errington that he has had an interview with Mr. Mackenzie, he will doubtless understand the reasons for this decision.”


  Mr. Williams, John Errington’s neighbour, was standing near him in the darkened room. He had offered to accompany him to Kensal Green, for Richard Blundell was confined to bed and could not come, and the stricken man was alone in his grief. When Errington had read the letter he quietly returned it to its envelope, and placed it in his pocket, as the undertaker summoned them to the waiting coach. On their return from the cemetery Williams pressed Errington to come into his house and sit down with his wife and himself at their midday dinner.


  “It is very kind of you,” said Errington, “but I must not be tempted; I have work to do. But I will come in for a moment and thank Mrs. Williams for all her goodness to me and mine.”


  He went in, and the thanks were tendered.


  “Well, I must go, now,” he said abruptly, after a short silence. “God bless you both. Good-bye!”


  “Oh, Mr. Errington, not ‘good-bye.’ You must come in this evening and smoke a pipe with Robert. ‘Good morning’ is what you ought to say, if you really can’t stay now.”


  “I don’t know. This is a world in which ‘good-bye’ never seems wrong. But God bless you, anyhow. That must be right—if,” he added suddenly, “there is any God to bless.”


  Then he walked hastily down the road in the direction of half a dozen shops which supplied suburban requirements, of suburban quality, at suburban prices; went into one of them, and in a few moments reappeared and turned homeward. Entering the house, he drew up the blind of the sitting-room and sat down at the 219 table to write a letter. When it was finished he read it over, put it in an envelope, addressed it, took it to the pillar-box about twenty yards from his gate, and when he had dropped it in, sauntered with a weary air back to the house. This time he went, not to the sitting-room, but to the kitchen.


  “Jane,” he said, “I’m tired out. I don’t think I have slept properly for a week, but I feel very sleepy now. I shall go and lie down on the bed, and don’t let me be disturbed, whatever happens. If I get a chance I think I can sleep for hours.”


  He turned as if to go, and then turned back again, thrust his hand into his pocket, and drew from it a few coins. Two of them were sovereigns. These he laid upon the table.


  “Your wages are due to-morrow, Jane, aren’t they? I may as well pay you now lest I forget. Twenty-three and fourpence, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, sir; but don’t trouble about it a day like this; it’ll do any time.”


  “I would rather pay it now. I haven’t the even money, but you can get me the change when you go out.”


  “Thank you, sir; but won’t you have a chop before you lie down? I can have it ready in ten minutes.”


  “No, I’m not hungry; I want rest.” Then after a pause—“I’m afraid I spoke roughly that day—about those wet clothes, you know. We may all forget things. I forget many things, and I daresay I was too hard.”


  The girl burst into tears. “Oh, sir,” she said, “it’s kind of you, but I can’t forgive myself. The sweet pet that was so fond of her Jane, and that I wouldn’t have harmed for”—but as she took the apron from her eyes she saw that she had no listener. Her master had gone upstairs.


  It was half-past twelve, for the funeral had been very early. 220 At eight in the evening Jane was standing at the door of the next house, speaking eagerly in a terrified tone to Mrs. Williams’s small servant. “Oh, will you ask Mr. Williams if he would mind stepping in. I’m frightened about the master. He’s been in his room since noon, and I can’t make him hear. I’m afraid something’s happened.”


  “What’s that?” said Williams, stepping out into the narrow passage.


  The girl repeated her story, and without putting on his hat he followed her into the house and up the stairs.


  “It’s the front room,” she said, and Williams knocked and called loudly, but all was silent.


  “How many times did you knock?”


  “Ever so many, and very hard at last.”


  “Good God! I’m afraid you’re right,” and as he spoke he tried the handle of the door.


  “He has locked himself in. We must break the door open. Have you a mallet? Anything would do.”


  “There’s a screwdriver; nothing else but a little tack hammer, that would be of no use.”


  The large screwdriver was brought, and the wood-work of the suburban builder soon gave way before its leverage. When Mr. Williams entered, carrying the lamp he had taken from Jane’s trembling hand, he saw that Errington had undressed himself and got into bed. He was lying with his face towards the door, and one arm was extended on the coverlet. He might have been sleeping, but before Williams touched the cold hand he knew what had happened. There was a bedroom tumbler on the dressing table, and beside it an empty bottle bearing the label, “Chloral Hydrate. Dose one tablespoon, 15 grains.” John Errington was dead.


  221 VII


  When during the forenoon of the next day Hartmann West entered the Shandy Club the correspondence awaiting him—which was usually heavy—consisted only of a single letter. He glanced at the address, which was in a handwriting that he could not at the moment identify, though he thought he had seen it before. He mounted to the smoking-room on the first floor, holding it in his hand, and when he had established himself in his favourite arm-chair near one of the three windows, drew a small paper knife from his waistcoat pocket and cut open the envelope. The letter began abruptly without any one of the usual forms of address:


  
    I do not want you to throw this letter aside until you have read it to the end, and therefore I mention a fact concerning it which will give it a certain interest—even to you. It is written by a man who, when you receive it, will be dead—dead by your hand—who has just come from the grave of his dead wife and dead children, murdered by you as surely as if you had drawn the knife across their throats. I wonder if you remember me, or if you have added to all the other gifts with which Heaven, or Hell, has dowered you, the gift of forgetfulness. I am the man who read your book and loved it—loved it for itself, but loved still more the heart that I thought I felt was beating behind it, and wrote of my love which I was glad to tell—first for all who might read what I had written, and then for you alone. I must have written clumsily, for I seem to have angered you—how I know not, and because I had angered you, you took your revenge. I was a poor man—I told you I was poor—but I was rich in a wife and child who loved me, and whom I loved; and I only thought of my poverty when I looked at 222 them, and felt the hardness of the lot to which my physical weakness, and perhaps other weakness as well, had led them. Then, because my wife was looking forward to the pains and perils of motherhood, and I had tried in vain to secure for her something of comfort in her time of trial, I humbled myself for her—you know how; and yet, fool that I was, I felt no humiliation, for I thought that I was writing to, as well as from, a human heart. Then came the blow which your letter rendered inevitable, the blow which bereft me of the scanty work which had perhaps been done clumsily, but which I know had been done honestly, the blow which killed a mother and an unborn child. I found her fainting with your letter lying beside her, and in two days she was dead. She left me with our little girl for a sole remaining possession; but a child motherless is a child defenceless, and to-day I have laid her in her grave, and she is motherless no more. Only I am alone, and now I go to join them, if indeed the grave be not the end of all. I know not, for you have robbed me of faith as well as of joy. Within the last hour, I have with my lips and in my heart, denied the God whom I have loved and trusted, even as I loved and trusted the man who has murdered my dear ones. If there be no God I will not curse you, for what would curses avail? If there be a God I will not curse you, for my cause is His cause, and shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? But remember that when you are where I am now—the unknown now in which you read these words—I shall summon you with a summons you dare not disobey, to stand as a murderer before His judgment bar.


    John Errington.

  


  Hartmann West had lighted a cigar before he cut the envelope. It had gone out. No connoisseur relights a cigar, and Hartmann West was a connoisseur not only in tobacco but in many other things. He considered himself—quite justly—a proficient in the art of making life enjoyable, and his achievements in that art had so far been successful. He had enjoyed the writing of his letter 223 to Andrew Mackenzie; it was, as he put it to himself, “rather neat.” But it came back to him with an unexpected rebound; and Major Forth was not wrong when he talked about a knock-down blow.


  For such it undoubtedly was. West was not, like Mackenzie, a thick-skinned and insensitive man. He was, on the contrary, a bundle of nerves, and the nerves were well on the surface—an idiosyncrasy of physique which accounted for the delicacy and exquisiteness of sympathetic realisation that had charmed Errington in The Phantasies of Philarete. But he was a colossal egoist, and when his egoistic instincts were aroused, the man who became almost sick when he heard or read a story of cruelty, showed himself capable of a sustained and startling ruthlessness of malignity. When the mood passed he became again his ordinary self—the fastidious, sensitive creature, susceptible to tortures which a chance word of any coarser-fibred acquaintance might inflict. Errington’s letter appealed to the quick imagination which was his hell as well as his heaven. It made pictures for him, and he turned from one only to find himself face to face with another. He saw the fainting woman, the dead child, the corpse of the man—bloody it might be, for the tormenting fiend of fancy provided all possible accessories of horror—and as he looked the tide of life ebbed within him.


  Next morning this one ghastliness of terror was removed, but its place was taken by a new dread. He received a copy of a suburban news-sheet, the West London Comet, with a thick line of blue pencilling surrounding a report headed “Sad Suicide of a Journalist.” The details he knew and those that he did not know were all there; and there, too, was the evidence of a man Williams—by whom he rightly conjectured this latest torture was inflicted—who had told the jury that Errington’s misfortunes had been due 224 to some unpleasantness connected with a review of a book by Mr. Hartmann West, and would evidently have told more had not the coroner decided that the matter was irrelevant. The West London Comet was not taken at the Shandy Club; but would not the report, with this horrible mention of his name, find its way into more highly favoured journals? With trembling hands, which even brandy had not served to steady, he turned over the papers of that morning, and the evening journals of the day before, and, as he failed to find the dreaded item, relief slowly came. But the older terror remained; the pictures were still with him; and though one had lost its streak of sanguine colour, they were still lurid enough. Gradually the very fact upon which, for an hour, he had congratulated himself—the fact that the world knew nothing, but that he and one unknown man shared the hateful knowledge between them—became in itself all but unbearable. Once, twice, half a dozen times, he felt that he must tell the story; but when he thought he had nerved himself for the attempt, the words refused to come.


  Three months later, in the morning and evening papers, which had taken no notice of the affair at Shepherd’s Bush, there were leaderettes lamenting, with grave eloquence, the loss sustained by English literature in the death of Mr. Hartmann West. A comment upon these utterances found a place in “At the Meridian,” the column in Noon known to be written by its accomplished editor, Mr. Andrew Mackenzie:


  “Were there no such emotion as disgust I should feel nothing but amusement in the perusal of the eulogies upon the late Mr. Hartmann West which have appeared in the Hour and the Morning Gazette. Less than six months ago the former journal, in reviewing Mr. West’s Phantasies of Philarete, declared the book to be ‘characterised by pretentiousness, strain, and affectation,’ and the latter authority, with 225 its well-known subtlety of satire, remarked that, ‘Mr. Hartmann West’s extraordinary vogue among the shop-girls of Bermondsey, and the junior clerks of Peckham, will probably be maintained by a volume which is even richer than its predecessors in shoddy sentiment and machine-made epigram.’ The Hour has now discovered that Mr. West’s work presented ‘a remarkable combination of imaginative veracity and distinction of utterance,’ and the Gazette mourns him as ‘a writer whose death breaks a splendid promise, but whose life has left a splendid performance.’ The style of these belated eulogists is their own; but their substance seems to have been borrowed from this journal, which in reviewing the ‘pretentious shoddy’ and ‘machine-made’ work, spoke of it as ‘one of those books which make life better worth living by revealing its possibilities of beauty, which touch us by their truth not less than by their tenderness, in which the lovely art is all but lost in the lovely nature which the art reveals, which make us free of the companionship of a spirit finely touched to fine issues.’ I am not apt at sudden post-mortem eloquence, and I have nothing to add to these words, written while Hartmann West was still alive, and able to appreciate the sympathy he was so ready to give.”


  “Well, I never could have believed,” said a young member of the Shandy Club, “that Mackenzie wrote that review of poor West’s Phantasies.”


  The current issue of Noon had just come in, and, though it was before luncheon, Major Forth, who had contracted bad habits in Africa and elsewhere, was refreshing himself with whisky and potash. He looked at the speaker, slowly emptied his tumbler, and replied, “I don’t believe it now.”


  ·  ·


  226 Pro Patria


  By B. Paul Neuman


  
    Land of the white cliff and the circling ocean,


    Land of the strong, the valiant and the free,


    Well may thy proud sons with their hearts’ devotion


    Seek to repay the debt they owe to thee.

  


  
    Thou givest them health, the muscle and the vigour,


    The steady poise of body and of mind,


    The heart that chills not ’neath an Arctic rigour,


    Nor droops before the scorching desert wind.

  


  
    Thou givest them fame, a thousand memories leaping


    Into the light whene’er thy name is spoken,


    Thy heroes from their graven marbles keeping


    Their faithful watch o’er thee and thine unbroken.

  


  
    Thou givest them rugged honesty unbending,


    The heart of honour and the lip of truth,


    Quick-answering impulse, freely, gladly spending


    The strength of manhood with the zeal of youth.

  


  
    227 A noble heritage! and I might claim it,


    Whose life within thy very heart awoke,


    But yet the prayer, whenever I would frame it,


    Died on my lips before the words outbroke;

  


  
    Though kin of mine are lying where the grasses


    Bow to the west wind by the Avon’s side,


    And daily o’er their graves the shadow passes


    Of that fair church where Shakespeare’s bones abide.

  


  
    For far away beyond the waste of waters


    There lies another, a forsaken land,


    A land that mourns her exiled sons and daughters


    Whose graves are strewn on every alien strand;

  


  
    A land of splendour, but of desolation,


    Of glory, but a glory passed away,


    Her hill-sides peopled with a buried nation,


    Her fruitful plains the lawless wanderer’s prey.

  


  
    Yet dearer even than the hills and valleys


    That wear the mantle of our English green,


    By whose glad ways the mountain brooklet sallies,


    Are those far heights that I have never seen;

  


  
    White Hermon glistening in the morning glory,


    Dark Sinai with its single cypress tree,


    Green Tabor, and that rugged promontory


    Whence Carmel frowns upon the laughing sea.

  


  
    228 This is the land of hope without fruition,


    Of prophecies no welcome years fulfil,


    While bound upon their dreary pilgrim mission


    The heirs of promise lack their birthright still.

  


  
    Yet not the whole, for hope remains undying,


    And such the hopes that gather round thy name,


    Dear land, it were indeed a new denying,


    To set before thee, riches, power, or fame.

  


  
    A little longer, and the habitations


    Of exile shall re-echo to thy call,


    “Return, my children, from among the nations,


    Forget the years of banishment and thrall.”

  


  
    Then shall the footsteps of the sons of Kedar


    Cease from the silent wastes of Gilead,


    No ruthless hand shall raze the oak and cedar


    Wherewith its swelling uplands once were clad.

  


  
    No longer shall the thief and the marauder


    The peaceful tillers of the soil molest,


    But from rough Argob on the eastern border


    To sea-washed Jaffa, all the land shall rest.

  


  
    Land of the prophets, in the prophet’s vision


    Thy future glory far transcends thy woes,


    And soon, in spite of hatred and derision,


    Thy wilderness shall blossom as the rose.

  


  ·  ·


  229 Two Sketches


  By Walter Sickert


  I. Portrait of Mrs. Ernest Leverson


  II. The Middlesex Music Hall


  ·  ·
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  235 Puppies and Otherwise†


  By Evelyn Sharp


  ·  ·


  247 “Here Lies Oliver Goldsmith”


  By W. A. Mackenzie


  
    With Youth’s unconquerable eye


    I watch the flux of Life go by,


    Where foam the floods of Strand and Fleet;


    And like the hum of mighty looms,


    Upon my country ear there booms


    The diapason of the street.

  


  
    Accustomed long to cheep and twit


    Of robin, sparrow, wren, and tit,


    And call of throstles in the may,


    ’Tis all so strange I turn aside,


    Sick of the hoarse and hungry tide,


    To try the Temple’s quieter way.

  


  
    In a grey alley, still and lone,


    I stumble o’er a lichened stone,


    Whereon four simple words are writ:


    Our Noll sleeps gloriously below—


    A joyous sleep, with dreams like snow,


    The muffled street-sounds soothing it.

  


  
    248 I know The Traveller bade them lay


    Anigh the street his weary clay,


    Because he saw in all things good,


    And heard above the thundering street


    The brave young Lark that singeth sweet


    Of helping hands and brotherhood.

  


  
    He knew what it is good to know,


    When down the Dale o’ Dreams we go—


    That living brothers still are near;


    And some struck sore in battle-test


    Come to our side, a moment rest,


    Then back to buffet with a cheer.

  


  
    Ah, Noll, thou singest yet, though dead,


    A song that calms our coward dread


    Of Life and Life’s benumbing din.


    With larger faith I turn me back


    To where the stream runs strong and black,


    And, greatly hoping, plunge me in.

  


  ·  ·


  249 Suggestion


  By Mrs. Ernest Leverson


  If Lady Winthrop had not spoken of me as “that intolerable, effeminate boy,” she might have had some chance of marrying my father. She was a middle-aged widow; prosaic, fond of domineering, and an alarmingly excellent housekeeper; the serious work of her life was paying visits; in her lighter moments she collected autographs. She was highly suitable and altogether insupportable; and this unfortunate remark about me was, as people say, the last straw. Some encouragement from father Lady Winthrop must, I think, have received; for she took to calling at odd hours, asking my sister Marjorie sudden abrupt questions, and being generally impossible. A tradition existed that her advice was of use to our father in his household, and when, last year, he married his daughter’s school-friend, a beautiful girl of twenty, it surprised every one except Marjorie and myself.


  The whole thing was done, in fact, by suggestion. I shall never forget that summer evening when father first realised, with regard to Laura Egerton, the possible. He was giving a little dinner of eighteen people. Through a mistake of Marjorie’s (my idea) Lady Winthrop did not receive her invitation till the very last minute. Of course she accepted—we knew she would—but unknowing that it was a dinner party, she came without putting on evening-dress.


  250 Nothing could be more trying to the average woman than such a contretemps; and Lady Winthrop was not one to rise, sublimely, and laughing, above the situation. I can see her now, in a plaid blouse and a vile temper, displaying herself, mentally and physically, to the utmost disadvantage, while Marjorie apologised the whole evening, in pale blue crèpe-de-chine; and Laura, in yellow, with mauve orchids, sat—an adorable contrast—on my father’s other side, with a slightly conscious air that was perfectly fascinating. It is quite extraordinary what trifles have their little effect in these matters. I had sent Laura the orchids, anonymously; I could not help it if she chose to think they were from my father. Also, I had hinted of his secret affection for her, and lent her Verlaine. I said I had found it in his study, turned down at her favourite page. Laura has, like myself, the artistic temperament; she is cultured, rather romantic, and in search of the au-delà. My father has at times—never to me—rather charming manners; also he is still handsome, with that look of having suffered that comes from enjoying oneself too much. That evening his really sham melancholy and apparently hollow gaiety were delightful for a son to witness, and appealed evidently to her heart. Yes, strange as it may seem, while the world said that pretty Miss Egerton married old Carington for his money, she was really in love, or thought herself in love, with our father. Poor girl! She little knew what an irritating, ill-tempered, absent-minded person he is in private life; and at times I have pangs of remorse.


  A fortnight after the wedding, father forgot he was married, and began again treating Laura with a sort of distrait gallantry as Marjorie’s friend, or else ignoring her altogether. When, from time to time, he remembers she is his wife, he scolds her about the houskeeping in a fitful, perfunctory way, for he does not know that Marjorie does it still. Laura bears the rebukes like an angel; 251 indeed, rather than take the slightest practical trouble she would prefer to listen to the strongest language in my father’s vocabulary.


  But she is sensitive; and when father, speedily resuming his bachelor manners, recommenced his visits to an old friend who lives in one of the little houses opposite the Oratory, she seemed quite vexed. Father is horribly careless, and Laura found a letter. They had a rather serious explanation, and for a little time after, Laura seemed depressed. She soon tried to rouse herself, and is at times cheerful enough with Marjorie and myself, but I fear she has had a disillusion. They never quarrel now, and I think we all three dislike father about equally, though Laura never owns it, and is gracefully attentive to him in a gentle, filial sort of way.


  We are fond of going to parties—not father—and Laura is a very nice chaperone for Marjorie. They are both perfectly devoted to me. “Cecil knows everything,” they are always saying, and they do nothing—not even choosing a hat—without asking my advice.


  Since I left Eton I am supposed to be reading with a tutor, but as a matter of fact I have plenty of leisure; and am very glad to be of use to the girls, of whom I’m, by the way, quite proud. They are rather a sweet contrast; Marjorie has the sort of fresh rosy prettiness you see in the park and on the river. She is tall, and slim as a punt-pole, and if she were not very careful how she dresses, she would look like a drawing by Pilotelle in the Lady’s Pictorial. She is practical and lively, she rides and drives and dances; skates, and goes to some mysterious haunt called The Stores, and is, in her own way, quite a modern English type.


  Laura has that exotic beauty so much admired by Philistines; dreamy dark eyes, and a wonderful white complexion. She loves 252 music and poetry and pictures and admiration in a lofty sort of way; she has a morbid fondness for mental gymnastics, and a dislike to physical exertion, and never takes any exercise except waving her hair. Sometimes she looks bored, and I have heard her sigh.


  “Cissy,” Marjorie said, coming one day into my study, “I want to speak to you about Laura.”


  “Do you have pangs of conscience too?” I asked, lighting a cigarette.


  “Dear, we took a great responsibility. Poor girl! Oh, couldn’t we make Papa more——”


  “Impossible,” I said; “no one has any influence with him. He cant’t bear even me, though if he had a shade of decency he would dash away an unbidden tear every time I look at him with my mother’s blue eyes.”


  My poor mother was a great beauty, and I am supposed to be her living image.


  “Laura has no object in life,” said Marjorie. “I have, all girls have, I suppose. By the way, Cissy, I am quite sure Charlie Winthrop is serious.”


  “How sweet of him! I am so glad. I got father off my hands last season.”


  “Must I really marry him, Cissy? He bores me.”


  “What has that to do with it? Certainly you must. You are not a beauty, and I doubt your ever having a better chance.”


  Marjorie rose and looked at herself in the long pier-glass that stands opposite my writing-table. I could not resist the temptation to go and stand beside her.


  “I am just the style that is admired now,” said Marjorie, dispassionately.


  253 “So am I,” I said reflectively. “But you will soon be out of date.”


  Every one says I am strangely like my mother. Her face was of that pure and perfect oval one so seldom sees, with delicate features, rosebud mouth, and soft flaxen hair. A blondness without insipidity, for the dark-blue eyes are fringed with dark lashes, and from their languorous depths looks out a soft mockery. I have a curious ideal devotion to my mother; she died when I was quite young—only two months old—and I often spend hours thinking of her, as I gaze at myself in the mirror.


  “Do come down from the clouds,” said Marjorie impatiently, for I had sunk into a reverie. “I came to ask you to think of something to amuse Laura—to interest her.”


  “We ought to make it up to her in some way. Haven’t you tried anything?”


  “Only palmistry; and Mrs. Wilkinson prophesied her all that she detests, and depressed her dreadfully.”


  “What do you think she really needs most?” I asked.


  Our eyes met.


  “Really, Cissy, you’re too disgraceful,” said Marjorie. There was a pause.


  “And so I’m to accept Charlie?”


  “What man do you like better?” I asked.


  “I don’t know what you mean,” said Marjorie, colouring.


  “I thought Adrian Grant would have been more sympathetic to Laura than to you. I have just had a note from him, asking me to tea at his studio to-day.” I threw it to her. “He says I’m to bring you both. Would that amuse Laura?”


  “Oh,” cried Marjorie, enchanted, “of course we’ll go. I wonder what he thinks of me,” she added wistfully.


  “He didn’t say. He is going to send Laura his verses, ‘Heartsease and Heliotrope.’”


  *


  254 She sighed. Then she said, “Father was complaining again to-day of your laziness.”


  “I, lazy! Why, I’ve been swinging the censer in Laura’s boudoir because she wants to encourage the religious temperament, and I’ve designed your dress for the Clives’ fancy ball.”


  “Where’s the design?”


  “In my head. You’re not to wear white; Miss Clive must wear white.”


  “I wonder you don’t marry her,” said Marjorie, “you admire her so much.”


  “I never marry. Besides, I know she’s pretty, but that furtive Slade-school manner of hers gets on my nerves. You don’t know how dreadfully I suffer from my nerves.”


  She lingered a little, asking me what I advised her to choose for a birthday present for herself—an American organ, a black poodle, or an édition de luxe of Browning. I advised the last, as being least noisy. Then I told her I felt sure that in spite of her admiration for Adrian, she was far too good-natured to interfere with Laura’s prospects. She said I was incorrigible, and left the room with a smile of resignation.


  And I returned to my reading. On my last birthday—I was seventeen—my father—who has his gleams of dry humour—gave me Robinson Crusoe! I prefer Pierre Loti, and intend to have an onyx-paved bath-room, with soft apricot-coloured light shimmering through the blue-lined green curtains in my chambers, as soon as I get Margery married, and Laura more—settled down.


  I met Adrian Grant first at a luncheon party at the Clives’. I seemed to amuse him; he came to see me, and became at once obviously enamoured of my step-mother. He is rather an impressionable impressionist, and a delightful creature, tall and graceful and beautiful, and altogether most interesting. Every one 255 admits he’s fascinating; he is very popular and very much disliked. He is by way of being a painter; he has a little money of his own—enough for his telegrams, but not enough for his buttonholes—and nothing could be more incongruous than the idea of his marrying. I have never seen Marjorie so much attracted. But she is a good loyal girl, and will accept Charlie Winthrop, who is a dear person, good-natured and ridiculously rich—just the sort of man for a brother-in-law. It will annoy my old enemy Lady Winthrop—he is her nephew, and she wants him to marry that little Miss Clive. Dorothy Clive has her failings, but she could not—to do her justice—be happy with Charlie Winthrop.


  Adrian’s gorgeous studio gives one the complex impression of being at once the calm retreat of a mediæval saint and the luxurious abode of a modern Pagan. One feels that everything could be done there, everything from praying to flirting—everything except painting. The tea-party amused me, I was pretending to listen to a brown person who was talking absurd worn-out literary clichés—as that the New Humour is not funny, or that Bourget understood women, when I overheard this fragment of conversation.


  “But don’t you like Society?” Adrian was saying.


  “I get rather tired of it. People are so much alike. They all say the same things,” said Laura.


  “Of course they all say the same things to you,” murmured Adrian, as he affected to point out a rather curious old silver crucifix.


  “That,” said Laura, “is one of the things they say.”


  * * * * *


  About three weeks later I found myself dining alone with Adrian Grant, at one of the two restaurants in London. (The cooking is better at the other, this one is the more becoming.) I had lilies-of-the-valley in my button-hole, Adrian was wearing a 256 red carnation. Several people glanced at us. Of course he is very well known in Society. Also, I was looking rather nice, and I could not help hoping, while Adrian gazed rather absently over my head, that the shaded candles were staining to a richer rose the waking wonder of my face.


  Adrian was charming of course, but he seemed worried and a little preoccupied, and drank a good deal of champagne.


  Towards the end of dinner, he said—almost abruptly for him—“Carington.”


  “Cecil,” I interrupted. He smiled.


  “Cissy … it seems an odd thing to say to you, but though you are so young, I think you know everything. I am sure you know everything. You know about me. I am in love. I am quite miserable. What on earth am I to do!” He drank more champagne. “Tell me,” he said, “what to do.” For a few minutes, while we listened to that interminable hackneyed Intermezzo, I reflected; asking myself by what strange phases I had risen to the extraordinary position of giving advice to Adrian on such a subject?


  Laura was not happy with our father. From a selfish motive, Marjorie and I had practically arranged that monstrous marriage. That very day he had been disagreeable, asking me with a clumsy sarcasm to raise his allowance, so that he could afford my favourite cigarettes. If Adrian were free, Marjorie might refuse Charlie Winthrop. I don’t want her to refuse him. Adrian has treated me as a friend. I like him—I like him enormously. I am quite devoted to him. And how can I rid myself of the feeling of responsibility, the sense that I owe some compensation to poor beautiful Laura?


  We spoke of various matters. Just before we left the table, I said, with what seemed, but was not, irrelevance, “Dear Adrian, Mrs. Carington——”


  257 “Go on, Cissy.”


  “She is one of those who must be appealed to, at first, by her imagination. She married our father because she thought he was lonely and misunderstood.”


  “I am lonely and misunderstood,” said Adrian, his eyes flashing with delight.


  “Ah, not twice! She doesn’t like that now.”


  I finished my coffee slowly, and then I said,


  “Go to the Clives’ fancy-ball as Tristan.”


  Adrian pressed my hand….


  At the door of the restaurant we parted, and I drove home through the cool April night, wondering, wondering. Suddenly I thought of my mother—my beautiful sainted mother, who would have loved me, I am convinced, had she lived, with an extraordinary devotion. What would she have said to all this? What would she have thought? I know not why, but a mad reaction seized me. I felt recklessly conscientious. My father! After all, he was my father. I was possessed by passionate scruples. If I went back now to Adrian—if I went back and implored him, supplicated him never to see Laura again!


  I felt I could persuade him. I have sufficient personal magnetism to do that, if I make up my mind. After one glance in the looking-glass, I put up my stick and stopped the hansom. I had taken a resolution. I told the man to drive to Adrian’s rooms.


  He turned round with a sharp jerk. In another second a brougham passed us—a swift little brougham that I knew. It slackened—it stopped—we passed it—I saw my father. He was getting out at one of the little houses opposite the Brompton Oratory.


  “Turn round again,” I shouted to the cabman. And he drove me straight home.


  ·  ·


  258 The Sword of Cæsar Borgia


  By Richard Garnett, LL.D., C.B.


  
    “Aut Cæsar aut nihil”

  


  
    Well hath the graver traced thee, sword of mine!


    Here Cæsar by the Rubicon’s slow deeps


    Ponders; here resolute to empire leaps,


    And far and near the smitten waters shine.

  


  
    The vanquished train’s interminable line


    Wends at his wheels up Capitolian steeps;


    And round the interlacing legend creeps,


    Cæsar or nothing! saith Duke Valentine.

  


  
    And did I bare thee to the sun, my blade,


    Fired at the flash all Italy should thrill,


    And many a city quake and province bow.


    Yet is a drop within this vial stayed


    That should the might of marching armies still,


    And stainless sheathe ten thousand such as thou.

  


  ·  ·


  259 A Sketch


  By Constantin Guys


  By kind permission of F. Pierpont Barnard, Esq.


  ·  ·
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  263 M. Anatole France


  By Maurice Baring


  I


  “Soyons des bibliophiles et lisons nos livres, mais ne les prenons point de toutes mains; soyons délicats, choisissons, et comme le seigneur des comédies de Shakespeare, disons à notre libraire: ‘Je veux qu’ils soient bien reliés et qu’ils parlent d’amour.’”


  This piece of advice occurs in the preface of the first volume of M. France’s collected work: La vie littéraire. We are afraid that it would be difficult to prove by statistics that the advice is very largely taken.


  The works of certain lady novelists are those which seem to be mostly chosen by the reading public; and they belong to that class of which Charles Lamb spoke, when he said that some books were not books, but wolves in books’ clothing. There is no reason why we should be disturbed by this. It has been pointed out that the reading public has got nothing whatever to do with books. “The reading public subscribes to Mudie, and gets its intellectual like its lacteal subsistence in carts.” Happily, there is a little clan of writers who enable us to act upon the advice quoted above. M. France’s books are not carried about 264 in carts. They tempt us to choose—them all. They lead us into committing follies at the bookbinders’. And if we are bitterly thinking of the morrow when a bill will come in for the “creamiest Oxford vellum” and “redolent crushed Levant,” we may console ourselves by reflecting that we have been fastidious and eclectic, that we have chosen.


  M. France’s books do not talk of love as much as do many other modern works, yet we think the Shakespearean nobleman would have chosen them to grace his library in preference to the Heavenly Twins or the Yellow Aster, which handle the theme more technically, perhaps, and certainly with greater exhaustiveness.


  II


  M. France has chosen a few charming themes, and played them in different keys with many variations. Le Crime de Sylvestre Bonnard is the contemplation of an old philosophical bachelor; Le livre de mon ami is a child’s garden of prose. He has written stories about contemporaries of Solomon, of pre-Evites even (La fille de Lilith), and stories about Anglo-Florentines. He has charmed us with philosophy and with fairy-tales, and diverted us with the adventures of poets, politicians, and madmen of every description. His criticism he has defined in a famous phrase as “the adventures of his soul among masterpieces.” And his creative works are not so much the observations of a mind among men as the subdued and delicate dreams of a soul that has fallen asleep, tired out by its enchanting adventures. He has himself confessed that he is not a keen observer.


  “L’observateur conduit sa vue, le spectateur se laisse prendre 265 par les yeux.” Thus it is that the phrase “adventures of the soul” is singularly suited to him. In his whole work we trace the phases and the development of a gentle admiration. In the Livre de mon ami M. France tells the story of his childhood—


  
    “Tout dans l’immuable nature


    Est miracle aux petits enfants


    Ils naissent et leur âme obscure


    Eclôt dans des enchantements.


    . . . . . . .


    Leur tête légère et ravie


    Songe tandisque nous pensons;


    Ils font de frissons en frissons


    La découverte de la vie.”

  


  So he sings about children.


  It is very rare that a man of letters can look back through the prison-bars of middle-age with eyes undimmed by the mists of his culture and philosophy, and see the ingenuous phases, the gradual progress from thrill to thrill of awakening, that take place in the soul of a child.


  M. France has evoked these early “frissons” with a magic wand. And the penetrating psychology with which childish “états-d’âme” are revealed is no less striking than the charm and poetry which animate them.


  The very pulse of the machine is laid bare; at the same time, the book is as loveable and lovely as a child’s poem by Victor Hugo or Robert Louis Stevenson. The hero of the book is Pierre Nosières, a dreamy little boy, fond of pictures and colours; and the story is written entirely from the point of view of this child.


  266 “Elle était toute petite, ma vie; mais c’était une vie, c’est-a-dire le centre des choses, le milieu du monde.”


  The grown-up people who enter into Pierre’s life are a child’s grown-up people; that is, incomprehensible beings who might play at soldiers all day, and yet do not do so. Strange creatures, who will not get up from their easy-chair to look at the moon when they are told she is to be seen.


  Mr. Stevenson tells a story of how one day, when he was groaning aloud in physical agony, a little boy came up and asked him if he had seen his cross-bow, ignoring altogether his groans and his contortions. It is exactly what little Pierre would have done. The wall-paper of the drawing-room where Pierre lived had a pattern of dainty rose-buds which were all exactly alike. “Un jour, dans le petit salon, laissant sa broderie, ma mère me souleva dans ses bras; puis, me montrant une des fleurs du papier, elle me dit: je te donne cette rose—et, pour la reconnaître elle la marqua d’une croix avec son poinçon à broder. Jamais présent ne me rendit plus heureux.”


  Another time Pierre is fired with ambition; he desires to leave the world brighter for his name. Finding that military glory is for the time being out of his reach, and inspired by the “Lives of the Saints,” which his mother is in the habit of reading aloud, he decides to go down to posterity as a saint. Reluctantly setting aside martyrdom and missionary work as impracticable, he confines himself to austerities, and commences by leaving his déjeuner untouched, which leads his mother to believe that he is unwell. Then, in emulation of St. Simon Stylites, he begins a life of self-denial on the top of the kitchen pump; but his nurse puts an abrupt end to this mode of existence. St. Nicholas of Patras is the next holy man he tries to imitate. St. Nicholas gave all he had to the poor; Pierre throws his toys 267 out of the window. Pierre’s father, who is looking on, calls him a stupid little boy. Pierre is amazed and ashamed, but he soon consoles himself: “Je considérai que mon père n’était pas un Saint comme moi et ne partagerait pas avec moi la gloire des bien-heureux.”


  The next thing he thinks of is a hair-shirt, which he makes by pulling out the horse-hair from an arm-chair. Here again he fails more signally than ever. His nurse, Julie, not apprehending the inward significance of the action, is conscious merely of the outward and visible arm-chair, which is quite spoilt. So she whips Pierre. This opens his eyes to the insurmountable difficulty of being a saint in the family circle, and he understands why St. Antony withdrew to a desert place. He resolves to seclude himself in the maze at the “Jardin des Plantes,” and he tells his mother of his plan. She asks what put the idea into his head. He confesses to a desire to be famous and to have “Ermite et Saint du Calendrier” printed on his visiting-cards, just as his father had “Lauréat de l’académie de médecine, etc.” on his.


  Here his experiments in practical holiness cease. To the young stoic:


  
    “Lust of fame was but a dream


    That vanished with the morn,”

  


  although he has often hankered since that day, he confesses, for a life of seclusion in the maze of the Jardin des Plantes.


  Not unlike Shelley, who some one has said was perpetually in the frame of mind of saying: “Give me my cabbage and a glass of water, and let me go into the next room.”


  Little Pierre passes through many phases and becomes very clever, very cultured, and very subtle; but the child in him endures and he keeps alive a flame of wistful wonder—wonder at 268 the varicoloured world and the white stars—which is perhaps the greatest charm of M. France’s books.


  It is true that he frequently laments the absence of the old simple faith which could discern


  
    “The guardian sprites of wood and rill.”

  


  We are no doubt a faithless and prosaic generation, yet if M. France told us that he had heard old Triton blow his wreathëd horn, we should believe him: we should say, at any rate, borrowing one of his own phrases, that the statement was true precisely because it was imaginary.


  Before altogether leaving M. France’s writings about children, I must mention another supreme achievement in this province: his fairy tale Abeille, which is to be found in a collection of short stories called Balthazar. Mr. Lang hit the right nail on the head when he said that people do not write good fairy stories now, partly because they do not believe in their own stories, partly because they try to be wittier than it has pleased heaven to make them. M. France believes in Abeille; one has only to read the story to be convinced of the fact. As for being wittier than God has pleased to make him, M. France is far too sensible to attempt an almost impossible task.


  There is no striving after modernity in Abeille; it is neither paradoxical nor elaborate, but a real fairy tale, where there are stately grandes dames, trusty squires, perfidious water-nymphs, industrious dwarfs, and disobedient children. It is a genuine fairy tale, told with the sorcery that baffles analysis, which only the elect who believe in fairies can feel and appreciate, whether they find it in The Odyssey or in Hans Andersen. Here is a little bit of description which I will quote, just to give an idea of the beauty of M. France’s sentences. It is the description of the 269 magic lake: “Le sentier descendait en pente douce jusqu’au bord du lac, qui apparut aux deux enfants dans sa languissante et silencieuse beauté. Des saules arrondissaient sur les bords leur feuillage tendre. Des roseaux balançaient sur les eaux leurs glaives souples et leurs délicats panaches; ils formaient des îles frissonnantes autour desquelles les nénuphars étalaient leurs grandes feuilles en cœur et leurs fleurs à la chair blanche. Sur ces îles fleuries les demoiselles, au corsage d’éméraude ou de saphir et aux ailes de flammes, traçaient d’un vol strident des courbes brusquement brisées.”


  III


  M. France began his career as a member of the Parnassian Cénacle, of which Paul Verlaine, François Coppée, and Catulle Mendes were members. In a delightful essay on Paul Verlaine (La vie Littéraire, vol. iii.) M. France recalls some memories of that irresponsible period. “Le bon temps,” he calls it, “où nous n’avions pas le sens commun.” It was at that time that M. France, in the first fine rapture of a Hellenic revival, wrote “Les Noces Corinthiennes,” a fine and interesting poem, dealing with the melancholy sunset of Paganism and the troubled moonrise of Christianity. It is a period of which he is very fond; and he has made it the subject of one of his most important books—Thais.


  No one has written about that age with more understanding, for M. France has “une âme riche et complètement humaine … païenne et chrétienne à la fois.” In a beautiful short story, Lœta Acilia (Balthazar), he tells how Mary Magdalen tries to convert Lœta Acilia, a patrician Roman lady. Lœta Acilia promises to serve the new deity if he send her a son, for although she has been married for five years she is without children. Mary prays that 270 this may happen, and her prayer is granted. Six months afterwards, one day when Lœta is lying languorous and happy on a couch in the court of her home, Mary comes to her and tells her the story of her own conversion. She tells Lœta how the seven devils were cast out of her, and recounts all the ecstasy of her life of love and faith as a disciple, and the wonderful story of her Saviour’s death and resurrection. Lœta Acilia’s serenity is profoundly disturbed by the tale; reviewing her own existence, she finds it monotonous indeed, compared with the life of this woman, who had loved a God. Her days were occupied with needlework, the quiet practice of her religion, and the companionship of her husband, Helvius, the knight. Her daily round was varied only by the days she went to the circus, or ate cakes with her friends. Bitter jealousy and dark regrets rise in her heart, and bursting into tears she calls on the Jewess to leave the house.


  “Méchante femme,” she cries, “tu voulais me donner le dégoût de la bonne vie que j’ai menée … Je ne veux pas connaître ton Dieu … il faut pour lui plaire se prosterner échevelée à ses pieds … Je ne veux pas d’une religion qui dérange les coiffures … Je n’ai pas été possédée de sept démons, je n’ai pas erré par les chemins; je suis une femme respectable. Va-t’-en!”


  Thais also is the story of a conversion in the early Christian times. Thais, the beautiful convert, is less pious and serene than Lœta Acilia, but the conversion is more serious.


  The contrast between the end of Paganism and the beginning of Christianity, between the sceptical and brilliant world of Alexandria and the savage life of the Anchorites, is drawn with consummate art. It is a thoughtful story, exquisitely told, containing some of M. France’s most brilliant pages and some of his finest touches of irony.


  271 Books of this kind, Thais, Balthazar, L’Etui de Nacre, a collection of little masterpieces in a genre which M. France has made his own, and Le Puits de Sainte Clarie (his latest published book) is what M. France has done by the way, so to speak. In these we do not trace the growth of his mind so much as in his other books. But as far as perfection of form and delicacy of touch go, they are perhaps the most finished things he has done. Were he to republish the series under one name, we should recommend—


  
    “Marguerites pour les pourceaux.”

  


  IV


  After the dreamy childhood of little Pierre comes the feverish period of youth; there is an agitated violence about M. France’s work of that time which completely disappears later on.


  Les Désirs de Jean Servian, a study of youthful, ineffectual passion, is rather crude and unsatisfactory; M. France has not yet found his medium. Jocaste is a violent piece of melodrama, set in an atmosphere of hard pessimism. Le Chat Maigre is merely an interlude, a caprice of fancy. Yet here M. France has a subject after his own heart, and he is completely successful. It is the story of a youth who comes from Haiti to pass his baccalauréat; he lives in a cénacle of madmen, and so vague and irresponsible is he himself, that it never occurs to him that they are mad. M. France’s love of madmen, of the fantoches of humanity, is one of his most decided characteristics. He draws a distinction between madness and insanity. Madness, he says, is only a kind of intellectual originality. Insanity is the loss of the intellectual 272 faculties. M. France leavens all his books with mad characters, introducing us like this to the most quaint and amusing types.


  In these early books M. France was giving vent to the various phases of his youth. The restless preludes played on the tremulous reeds were soon to be merged into the broad music of the mellow diapasons. This is satisfactory; because although in the crisis of youth Moses often becomes Aaron, and expression wells from the hard rock, it less frequently happens that Hamlet becomes Prospero.


  Again it often happens that Prospero is not only deserted by Ariel, but he is left, as Mr. Arthur Benson says,


  
    “Pent in the circle of a rugged isle …


    . . . . . . . .


    Without his large philosophy, without


    Miranda, and alone with Caliban.”

  


  In M. France’s case the shifting restlessness of youth has only helped to make middle-age more tolerant, as we note in Le Crime de Sylvestre Bonnard.


  Le Jardin d’Epicure, M. France’s penultimate book, is a garden fit for Prospero, a Prospero who has not perhaps forgotten the


  
    “Old agitations of myrtles and roses.”

  


  A garden where there is a somewhat more voluptuous fragrance than


  
    “A rosemary odour comingled with pansies,


    With rue and the beautiful Puritan pansies.”

  


  Let us now examine M. France’s riper works more closely.


  Le Crime de Sylvestre Bonnard is M. France’s masterpiece, or one of his masterpieces. It consists of two stories: La Bûche 273 and Le Crime proper. The story of each is simplicity itself. In the one case M. Bonnard hankers after a rare MS., which is at last presented to him by a Russian princess whom he had once helped, when she was poor, by sending her a bûche. Another time, M. Bonnard rescues an orphan girl from a school where she is unhappy and contracts a happy marriage for her: that is his crime. M. Bonnard is a member of the Institute, a bachelor and a bibliophile, seventy years old, with a large nose that betrays his feelings. He is afraid of his housekeeper, and rather fond of dainty cooking and old wine. He overflows with bavardage and entertains his cat with suggestive philosophy, beautifully expressed. Kindness, tolerance, and irony are his chief characteristics; his sole prejudice being the pretension of having no prejudices. “Cette prétention,” says M. France (or does M. Bonnard say it about some one else?), “était à elle seule un gros préjugé. Il détestait le fanatisme, mais il avait celui de la tolérance.” It applies to M. Bonnard in any case. M. Bonnard is a child at heart, and his tenderness is exquisite. Delightful, too, is his pedantry, which leads him to handle romantic subjects and ideas with the most elegant precision and unfaltering exactitude. As for his language, it is the purest and most distinguished French; it is needless to say more. We will confine ourselves to quoting one sentence. “Etoiles qui avez lui sur la tête legère ou pesante de tous mes ancêtres oubliés, c’est à votre clarté que je sens s’éveiller en moi un regret douloureux. Je voudrais un fils qui vous voie encore quand je ne serai plus.”


  The complement of Sylvestre Bonnard is the Abbé Jérome Coignard, the hero of La Rôtisserie de la reine Pédauque. M. Coignard, who lived and died in the last century, was a priest “abondant en riants propos et en belles manières.” Erudite and scholar though he was, he sought for happiness in other places 274 besides in angello. He culled other flowers besides the “bloomless buds” which grow in the garden of the goddess who is “crowned with calm leaves,” which would certainly have been Sylvestre Bonnard’s favourite garden. The difference is that L’Abbé Coignard is an eighteenth-century priest, and “behaves as such.” The Abbé considers that the maxims of philosophers who seek to establish a natural morality are but “lubies et billevesées.”


  “La raison des bonnes mœurs ne se trouve point dans la nature qui est, par elle-même, indifferente, ignorant le mal comme le bien. Elle est dans la parole divine qu’il ne faut pas transgresser, à moins de s’en repentir ensuite convenablement.”


  The laws of men, he says, are founded on utility, a fallacious utility, since no one knows what in reality befits men and is useful to them. For this reason he breaks them, and is ready to do it again and again.


  “Les plus grands saints sont des pénitents, et comme le repentir se proportionne à la faute, c’est dans les plus grands pécheurs que se trouve l’étoffe des plus grands saints.” The Abbé Coignard’s pupil, the simple-minded Jaques Tournebroche, expresses his fear lest this doctrine, in practice, should lead men into wild licence:


  “Ce que vous appelez désordres,” rejoins the Abbé, “n’est tel en effet que dans l’opinions des juges tant civils qu’écclésiastiques, et par rapport aux lois humaines, qui sont arbitraires et transitoires, et qu’en un mot se conduire selon ces lois est le fait d’une âme moutonnière.


  “Un homme d’esprit ne se pique pas d’agir selon les règles en usage au châtelet et chez l’official. Il s’inquiète de faire son salut et il ne se croit pas déshonoré pour aller au ciel par les voies détournées que suivirent les plus grands saints.”


  It is, therefore, by the primrose path that M. l’Abbé seeks 275 his salvation, relying on the cleansing dews of repentance. He is the most subtle and entertaining arguer conceivable, but his voyage to salvation by a “voie detournée” is nevertheless brought to an abrupt end. In abetting the elopement of a lovely Jewess with a young marquis, he is pursued by the Jewess’s angry father, who takes him to be his daughter’s seducer, and murders him on the Lyons road. He died at the age of fifty-eight, after receiving the last sacraments, in an odour of repentance and sanctity, and earnestly urging his young pupil to disregard his old advice and forget his philosophy:


  “N’écoute point ceux, qui comme moi, subtilesent sur le bien et le mal … Le royaume de Dieu ne consiste pas dans les paroles mais dans la vertu.”


  These were his last words, and in dying he made it possible for his pupil to obey him. Fortunately we are still able to be led astray by the subtlety of his discourses. They almost make us doubt whether the Kingdom of Heaven does not sometimes consist in words. We may add that “Les opinions de Jérome Coignard” is perhaps a more edifying book than “La Rôtisserie de la Reine Pédauque,” where his discourses are blent with a record of his deeds.


  We have now considered almost all M. France’s works, with the exception of Le Lys Rouge, which stands apart as his sole effort in the province of the modern analytic novel. The book is not very characteristic of M. France, although it contains some brilliant writing, notably a dialogue, near the beginning, on Napoleon, and a fine study of an artist’s jealousy; the Florentine atmosphere also is successfully rendered; but we would willingly give up the romantic part of the book for one of the Abbé Coignard’s discourses or Sylvestre Bonnard’s reveries.


  276 V


  “L’artiste doit aimer la vie et nous montrer qu’elle est belle. Sans lui nous en douterions.”


  M. France has accomplished the task beautifully. Nevertheless, the shadows of irony which temper the colour of his dream let us more than suspect that “even while singing the song of the Sirens, he still hearkens to the barking of the Sphinx.” Like Mr. Stevenson, he has struck sombre and eloquent chords on the theme of pulvis et umbra. He loves to remind us that a time will come when our descendants, diminishing fast on an icy and barren earth, will be as brutal and brainless as our cave-dwelling ancestors.


  Mr. Andrew Lang thinks that the last man will read the poems of Shelley in his cavern by the light of a little oil, in order to see once more the glory of sunset and sunrise, and the “hues of earthquake and eclipse.” This is hopeful; but we are afraid M. France’s theory is the more probable. The last man will be too stupid and too cold to read Shelley in a cave.


  At the same time, although M. France is fond of telling us that man can save nothing—


  
    “On the sands of life, in the straits of time,


    Who swims in front of a great third wave,


    That never a swimmer may cross or climb”—

  


  he is yet of opinion that the pastimes of the beach are pleasant, and can be peacefully enjoyed, in spite of the billows that may be looming in the distance. He defends the follies of the book-collector with warmth and elegance on that score:


  277 “Il faudrait plutôt les envier puisqu’ils ont orné leur vie d’une longue et paisible volupté … Que peut-on faire de plus honnête que de mettre des livres dans une armoire? Cela rappelle beaucoup à la vérité la tâche que se donne les enfants, quand ils font des tas de sable au bord de la mer…. La mer emporte les tas de sable, le commissaire-priseur disperse les collections. Et pourtant on n’a rien de mieux à faire que des tas de sable à dix ans et des collection à soixante.”


  M. France is neither a pessimist nor an optimist, but both; since he feels that the world is neither good nor bad, but good and bad.


  “Le mal,” he says “est l’unique raison du bien. Que serait le courage loin du péril et la pitié sans la douleur?”


  Had he made the world, he tells us, he would have made man in the image of an insect:


  “J’aurais voulu que l’homme … accomplît d’abord, à l’état de larve, les travaux dégoutants par lesquels il se nourrit. En cette phase, il n’y aurait point eu de sens, et la faim n’aurait point avili l’amour. Puis j’aurais fait de sorte que, dans une transformation dernière, l’homme et la femme, deployant des ailes étincelantes, vécussent de rosée et de désir et mourussent dans un baiser.” As, however, we are made on a somewhat different plan, M. France puts his faith in two goddesses—Irony and Pity:


  “L’une en souriant nous rend la vie aimable, l’autre qui pleure nous la rend sacrée. L’ironie que j’invoque n’est point cruelle. Elle ne raille ni l’amour ni la beauté … son rire calme la colère et c’est elle qui nous enseigne à nous moquer des méchants et des sots, que nous pourrions, sans elle, avoir la faiblesse de haïr.”


  The burden and keynote of M. France’s works may be found in the most blessed words of the blessed saint: “Everywhere I have 278 sought for happiness and found it nowhere, save in a corner with a book.”


  VI


  To sum up, we have in M. Anatole France a fastidious and distinguished artist in prose; an inventor of fantastic and delightful characters; a thinker whose ingenious and suggestive philosophy is based on the solid foundations of thorough scholarship. His stories are as delicate as thin shells, and their subtle echo evokes the music of the wide seas. On the other hand, his critical essays are so graceful that they read like fairy tales. The lightness and grace of his work have made serious people shake their heads. They forget that a graceful use of the snaffle is more masterly than an ostentatious control of the curb.


  “A good style,” M. France says, “is like a ray of sunlight, which owes its luminous purity to the combination of the seven colours of which it is composed.”


  M. France’s style has precisely this luminous and complicated simplicity. But a reader unacquainted as yet with M. France’s work must not expect too much. M. France’s talent is subdued and limited. He is not an inventor of wonderful romance; he has never peered into the depths of the human soul; neither has his work the concise and masculine strength of a writer like Guy de Maupassant. He contemplates life from the Garden of Epicurus, smiling in plaintive tranquillity at the grotesque and tragic masks of the human comedy.


  
    “L’ambition, l’amour, égaux en leur délire,


    Et l’inutile encens brulé sur les autels.”

  


  What the reader must expect to find in his books is an exquisite 279 puppet-show, where fanciful comedies and fairy interludes are interpreted by adorable marionnettes. M. France is not a player of the thunderous organ or the divine violin; his instrument is rather a pensive pianoforte, on which with an incomparable touch he plays delicate preludes and wistful nocturnes.


  ·  ·


  280 The Call


  By Norman Gale


  “Now she was deserted by her husband, and there was a man would die for her.”


  
    Tho’ the mist is on the mountain, yet the sun is on the sea.


    Don’t you hear me calling, comrade, calling you to follow me?


    For my love is for your bosom, and my hand is for your hand,


    Don’t you hear me calling, comrade? Will you never understand?

  


  
    Here I want you, in the country, where the cowslip nods asleep,


    Where the palm is by the water, where the peace is doubly deep;


    Where the finches chirp at matins in a green and lovely land—


    Don’t you hear, my thorn and blossom? Don’t you feel to understand?

  


  
    If my voice is not melodious, lo, the thrush shall aid my voice;


    Ev’ry linnet in the orchard has a trill to praise my choice:


    Shall I bide a barren singer in this valley full of mist,


    Unennobled, unattended, wanting you, and all unkissed?

  


  
    281 Oceans part us, leagues divide us; but our spirits know a link;


    Why should you not come, my dearest, thinking warmly as you think?


    Must I call you by a singing who should call you by my soul,


    Call you by a part, beloved, who should call you by the whole?

  


  
    By this pear-tree robed for bridal, by the sun and by the dew,


    By the nightingale that tells me midnight melodies of you,


    By the virgin streamlet flowing ever faithful to its spouse,


    Here I set my heart before you, promise of a happy house!

  


  
    Is your blood the blood of battle? Have you courage for the fight?


    Can the lane content you always with its barren and its bright?


    Do you feel the glow of mating in the heart where I would be,


    When you hear me calling, calling, calling you to come to me?

  


  
    Well I know my spirit travels over meadowland and steep,


    Soon its whisper in your tresses will arouse my dove from sleep;


    ’Tis a message calls to daring, ’tis a voice that bids you wake—


    Let it fall as balm upon you, balm to help the strong heart-break.

  


  
    Come at once o’er mead and mountain, sending first that ghostly cheer


    Felt by souls that kiss together tho’ no earthly lips are near;


    Bring my country Heaven, dearest, finer fruit and sweeter dew,


    Bring across the leagues that part us all the honey, love, of you.

  


  
    Take me, trust me. Stars may fail us, friends may leave us. What is this?


    God shall watch us plight together with, as only priest, a kiss.


    282 If we lose we also gain, for life is chance, and chances blend—


    Are you coming to the valley? Answer thro’ the darkness, friend.

  


  
    I am standing in the valley; slumber takes your golden head,


    But my spirit flies to stir you in the whiteness of your bed—


    In that garden where are clustered in the keeping of the south


    All the lilies of your bosom, and the rosebud of your mouth.

  


  
    Don’t you hear me calling, comrade, don’t you hear me calling sweet,


    For the fragrance of your coming and the freedom of your feet?


    O, my love is for your loving, and my help is for your hand—


    Don’t you hear me calling, comrade? Will you never understand?

  


  ·  ·


  283 L’Evêché de Tourcoing


  Par Anatole France


  M. le préfet Worms-Clavelin causait avec M. l’abbé Guitrel dans le magasin de Rondonneau jeune, orfèvre et bijoutier. M. Worms-Clavelin était ce jour-là de très bonne humeur. Il se renversa dans un fauteuil et croisa les jambes de sorte qu’une semelle des bottines se dressait vers le menton du doux vieillard.


  —Monsieur l’abbé, vous avez beau dire; vous êtes un prêtre éclairé; vous voyez dans la religion un ensemble de prescriptions morales, une discipline nécessaire, et non point des dogmes surannés, des mystères dont l’absurdité n’est que trop peu mystérieuse.


  M. Guitrel avait, comme prêtre, d’excellentes règles de conduite. L’une de ces règles était d’éviter le scandale, et de se taire plutôt que d’exposer la vérité aux risées des incrédules. Et, comme cette précaution s’accordait avec la prudence de son caractère, il l’observait exactement. Mais M. le préfet Worms-Clavelin manquait de discrétion. Son nez vaste et charnu, ses lèvres épaisses, apparaissaient comme de puissants appareils pour pomper et pour absorber, tandis que son front fuyant, sous de gros yeux pâles, trahissaient la résistance à toute délicatesse morale. Il insista, poussa contre les dogmes chrétiens des arguments de loges maçonniques et de cafés littéraires, conclut qu’il était impossible à un homme intelligent de 284 croire un mot du catéchisme; puis, abattant sur l’épaule du prêtre sa grosse main à bagues, il dit:


  —Vous ne répondez rien, mon cher abbé, vous êtes de mon avis.


  M. Guitrel, martyre en quelque manière, dut confesser sa foi.


  —Pardonnez moi, monsieur le préfet, ce petit livre, qu’on affecte de mépriser en certains milieux, le catéchisme, contient plus de vérités que les gros traités de philosophie qui mènent si grand bruit par le monde. Le catéchisme joint la métaphysique la plus savante à la plus efficace simplicité. Cette appréciation n’est pas de moi, elle est d’un philosophe éminent, M. Jules Simon, qui met le catéchisme audessus du Timée de Platon.


  Le préfet n’osa rien opposer au jugement d’un ancien ministre Il lui souvint en même temps que son supérieur hiérarchique, le ministre actuel de l’intérieur, était protestant. Il dit:


  —Comme fonctionnaire, je respecte également tous les cultes, le protestantisme et le catholicisme. En tant qu’homme je suis libre penseur, et si j’avais une préférence dogmatique, permettez moi de vous dire, monsieur l’abbé, qu’elle serait en faveur de la réforme.


  Guitrel doux et têtu, repondit d’une voix onctueuse:


  —Il y a sans doute parmi les protestants des personnes éminemment estimables au point de vue des mœurs, et j’ose dire des personnes exemplaires, mais l’église prétendue réformée n’est qu’un membre tranché de l’église catholique, et l’endroit de la rupture saigne encore.


  Indifférent à cette forte parole, empruntée à Bossuet, M. le préfet tira de son étui un gros cigare, l’alluma, puis tendant l’étui au prêtre:


  —Voulez vous accepter un cigare, monsieur l’abbé?


  N’ayant aucune idée de la discipline ecclésiastique, et croyant que le tabac à fumer était interdit aux membres du clergé, c’était 285 pour l’embarrasser ou le séduire, qu’il offrait un cigare à M. Guitrel. Dans son ignorance il croyait, par ce présent, induire le porteur de soutane en péché, le faire tomber dans la désobeissance, peut être dans le sacrilège et presque dans l’apostasie. Mais M. Guitrel prit tranquillement le cigare, le coula avec précaution dans la poche de sa douillette, et dit avec bonne grâce, qu’il le fumerait après souper, dans sa chambre.


  Ainsi M. le préfet Worms-Clavelin et M. l’abbé Guitrel, professeur d’éloquence sacrée au grand séminaire, conversaient dans le cabinet de l’orfèvre. Près d’eux Rondonneau jeune, fournisseur de l’archevêché, qui travaillait aussi pour la préfecture, assistait discrètement à l’entretien, sans y prendre part. Il faisait son courrier, et l’on ne voyait que son crâne nu sur la table chargée de régistres et d’échantillons d’orfèvrerie commerciale.


  Brusquement M. le préfet se mit debout, poussa M. l’abbé Guitrel à l’autre bout de la pièce, dans l’embrasure de la fenêtre, et lui dit à l’oreille:


  —Mon cher Guitrel, vous savez que l’évêché de Tourcoing est vacant.


  —J’ai appris en effet, répondit le prêtre, la mort de monseigneur Duclou. C’est une grande perte pour l’église. Monseigneur Duclou avait autant de mérite que de modestie. Et il excellait dans l’homélie. Ses instructions pastorales sont des modèles d’éloquence parénétique. Oserai-je rappeler que je l’ai connu à Orléans, du temps qu’il était encore M. l’abbé Duclou, le vénérable Curé de Saint-Euverte, et qu’à cette époque il daignait m’honorer de sa bienveillante amitié? La nouvelle de sa fin prématurée a été particulièrement douloureuse pour moi.


  Il se tut, laissant pendre ses lèvres en signe d’affliction.


  —Ce n’est pas de cela qu’il s’agit, dit le préfet. Il est mort; il s’agit de le remplacer.


  286 M. Guitrel avait changé de figure. Maintenant il faisait des petits yeux tous ronds, comme un rat qui voit le lard dans le garde-manger.


  —Vouz concevez, mon cher Guitrel, reprit le préfet, que toute cette affaire ne me regarde en aucune façon. Ce n’est pas moi qui nomme les évêques. Je ne suis pas le garde des Sceaux, ni le pape, Dieu merci!


  Il se mit à rire.


  —A propos, en quels termes êtes vous avec le nonce?


  —Le nonce, monsieur le préfet, me regarde avec bienveillance, comme un enfant soumis et respectueux du Saint Père.


  —Mon cher abbé, si je vous parle de cette affaire—tout à fait entre nous, n’est ce pas?—c’est qu’il est question d’envoyer à Tourcoing un prêtre de mon chef-lieu. Je sais de bonne source qu’on met en avant le nom de M. l’abbé Lantaigne, directeur du grand séminaire, et il n’est pas impossible que je sois appelé à fournir des notes confidentielles sur le candidat. Il est votre supérieur hiérarchique. Que pensez vous de lui?


  M. Guitrel, les yeux baissés, répondit:


  —Il est certain que M. l’abbé Lantaigne porterait sur le siége épiscopal sanctifié jadis par Saint Loup des vertus éminentes et les dons précieux de la parole. Ses carêmes préchés à Saint-Exupère ont été justement appréciés pour l’ordonnance des idées et la force de l’expression, et l’on s’accorde à reconnaître qu’il ne manquerait rien à la perfection de quelques uns de ses sermons, s’il s’y trouvait cette onction, cette huile parfumée et bénie, oserai-je dire, qui seule pénêtre les cœurs. M. le Curé de Saint-Exupère s’est plu le premier à déclarer que M. Lantaigne, en portant la parole dans la chaire de Saint-Exupère avait bien mérité de ce grand apôtre des Gaules par un zèle dont les excès même trouvent leur excuse dans leur source charitable. Il a déploré 287 seulement les incursions de l’orateur dans le domaine de l’histoire contemporaine. Car il faut avouer que M. Lantaigne ne craint pas de marcher sur des cendres encore brûlantes. M. Lantaigne est éminent par la piété, la science et le talent. Quel dommage que ce prêtre, digne d’être élevé aux plus hauts degrés de la hiérarchie, croie devoir afficher un attachement louable sans doute dans son principe, mais immodéré dans ses effets, à une famille exilée dont il reçut les bienfaits? Il se plaît à montrer un exemplaire de l’Imitation de Jésus-Christ, qui lui fut donné, couvert de pourpre et d’or, par madame la Comtesse de Paris, et il étale trop volontiers les pompes de sa fidélité et de sa reconnaissance. Et quel malheur que la superbe, excusable peut être dans un si beau génie, l’emporte jusqu’à parler sous les quinconces, publiquement, de Monseigneur le Cardinal-archevêque en des termes que je n’ose rapporter! Hélas! à défaut de ma voix, tous les arbres du mail vous rediront ces paroles tombées de la bouche de M. Lantaigne, en présence de M. Borgeret, professeur à la faculté des lettres: “En esprit seulement Sa Grandeur observe la pauvreté évangélique.” Il est coutumier de tels propos, et ne l’entendit-on pas dire à la dernière ordination, quand Sa Grandeur s’avança revêtu de ses ornements pontificaux, qu’il porte avec tant de noblesse malgré sa petite taille: “Crosse d’or, évêque de bois.” Il censurait ainsi, mal à propos, la magnificence avec laquelle Monseigneur Charlot se plaît à régler l’ordonnance de ses repas officiels, et notamment du dîner qu’il donna au général commandant le cinquième corps d’armée, et auquel vous fûtes prié, monsieur le préfet. Et c’est particulièrement votre présence à l’archevêché qui offusquait M. l’abbé Lantaigne, trop enclin malheureusement à prolonger, au mépris des préceptes de Saint Paul et des enseignements de Sa Sainteté Leon XIII, les pénibles malentendus dont souffrent également l’Eglise et l’Etat.


  288 Le préfet tendait les oreilles et ouvrait la bouche toute grande, ayant coutume d’écouter par la bouche.


  —Mais, dit-il, ce Lantaigne est imbu du plus détestable esprit clérical. Il m’en veut? Que me reproche-til? Ne suis-je pas assez tolérant, libéral? N’ai-je pas fermé les yeux quand de toutes parts les moines, les sœurs, rentraient dans les couvents, dans les écoles? Car si nous maintenons énergiquement les lois essentielles de la république, nous ne les appliquons guères. Mais les prêtres sont incorrigibles. Vous êtes tous les mêmes. Vous criez qu’on vous opprime tant que vous n’opprimez pas. Et que dit-il de moi, votre Lantaigne?


  —On ne peut rien articuler de formel contre l’administration de M. le préfet Worms-Clavelin, mais une âme intransigeante comme M. Lantaigne, ne vous pardonne ni votre affiliation à la franc-maçonnerie, ni vos origines israélites.


  Le préfet secoua la cendre de son cigare.


  —Les juifs, dit-il, ne sont pas mes amis. Je n’ai pas d’attaches dans le monde juif. Mais soyez tranquille, mon cher abbé, je vous fiche mon billet que M. Lantaigne ne sera pas évêque de Tourcoing. J’ai assez d’influence dans les bureaux pour lui faire échec. Ecoutez bien, Guitrel; je n’avais pas d’argent, quand j’ai débuté dans la vie. Je me suis fait des relations. Les relations valent la fortune. Et moi, j’ai de belles relations. Je veillerai à ce que l’abbé Lantaigne se casse le cou dans les bureaux. D’ailleurs ma femme a un candidat à l’évêché de Tourcoing. Et ce candidat c’est vous, Guitrel.


  A ce mot, l’abbé Guitrel leva les bras et baissa les yeux.


  —Moi, dit-il, m’asseoir dans le siége sanctifié par le bienheureux Loup et par tant de pieux apôtres des Gaules septentrionales. Madame Worms-Clavelin a-t-elle eu cette pensée?


  —Mon cher Guitrel, elle veut que vous portiez la mitre. Et je vous assure qu’elle est de force à faire un évêque. Je vous 289 surprendrais bien si je vous nommais le ministre qui lui doit son portefeuille. Et moi même je ne serai pas faché de donner à la république un évêque républicain.


  M. Guitrel, soupirant, versa des paroles indistinctes qui coulaient de ses lèvres comme le murmure d’une source cachée.


  —Il est vrai que je porterais dans les fonctions épiscopales cet esprit de soumission aux pouvoirs établis qui est, à mon sens, eminemment chrétien. Toute puissance vient de Dieu, celle de la république comme les autres. C’est une maxime dont je suis intimement pénétré.


  Le préfet approuva de la tête.


  —C’est entendu, mon cher Guitrel; voyez l’archevêque et le nonce; ma femme et moi, nous ferons agir les bureaux.


  Et M. Guitrel murmurait les mains jointes:


  —Le siége antique et vénérable de Tourcoing!


  —Un évêché de troisième classe, un trou, mon cher abbé. Mais il faut commencer. Tenez! moi, savez vous où j’ai fait mes débuts dans l’administration? A Céret! J’ai été sous préfet de Céret, dans les Pyrénees-Orientales! Adieu, monseigneur.


  Le préfet tendit la main au prêtre. Et M. Guitrel s’en alla par la tortueuse rue des Tintelleries, humble, le dos rond, méditant des démarches savantes et se promettant, au jour où il porterait la mitre et tiendrait la crosse, de résister, en prince de l’église, au gouvernement civil, de combattre les franc-maçons, et de jeter l’anathême aux principes de la libre pensée, de la république, et de la révolution.


  ·  ·


  290 Study of a Head


  By Sydney Adamson


  ·  ·
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  293 A Drawing


  By Patten Wilson
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  299 Fleet Street Eclogue[3]


  St. George’s Day


  By John Davidson


  Basil. Menzies. Percy. Brian. Herbert. Sandy.


  Menzies.


  
    What thought may burst the bond


    Of rasping spleen?


    What hope its victim soothe?


    What dream assuage his pains?

  


  Herbert.


  
    An old stile stands between


    Two beeches silvery smooth,


    All carved and kissed by lovers fond.

  


  Menzies.


  
    The foolish country swains!

  


  300 Herbert.


  
    Oh! but the old stile stands,


    For ever dear to me—


    Foot-worn, its bars by many hands


    Polished like ebony!

  


  Menzies.


  
    But me my city spleen


    Holds in a fretting bond.

  


  Herbert.


  
    And the quickset hedges mantle green,


    And the fields roll green beyond;


    While the antique footpath winds about


    By farms and little towns,


    By waterways, and in and out,


    And up and over the downs.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I hear the idle workmen’s sighs;


    I hear their children’s hungry cries;


    I hear the burden of the years;


    I hear the drip of women’s tears;


    I hear despair, whose tongue is dumb,


    Speak thunder in the ruthless bomb.

  


  Sandy.


  
    But why keep brooding over ill?


    Why hearken such discordant tones?

  


  301 Herbert.


  
    We dream, we sing; we drive the quill


    To keep the flesh upon our bones:


    Therefore what trade have we with wrongs,


    With ways and woes that spoil our songs?

  


  Menzies.


  
    None, none! Alas, there lies the sting!


    We see, we feel, but cannot aid;


    We hide our foolish heads and sing;


    We live, we die; and all is said.

  


  Herbert.


  
    To wonder-worlds of old romance


    Our aching thoughts for solace run.

  


  Brian.


  
    And some have stolen fire from France.

  


  Sandy.


  
    And some adore the Midnight Sun.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I, too, for light the world explore,


    And, trembling, tread where angels trod;


    Devout at every shrine adore,


    And follow after each new god.


    302 But by the altar everywhere


    I find the money-changer’s stall;


    And littering every temple-stair


    The sick and sore like maggots crawl.

  


  Brian.


  
    Hush, hush!

  


  Menzies.


  
    I cannot hush! The poor,


    The maimed, the halt, the starving come,


    Crying for help at every door;


    But loud the ecclesiastic drum


    Outbids them; and behind it wait


    The bones and cleavers of the State.

  


  Sandy.


  
    This smacks of Disestablishment!

  


  Brian.


  
    We’ll find him next attacking Rent!

  


  Basil.


  
    Your talk is vain; your voice is hoarse.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I would they were as hoarse and vain


    As their wide-weltering spring and source


    Of helpless woe, of wrath insane.

  


  303 Herbert.


  
    Why will you hug the coast of Hell?

  


  Brian.


  
    Why antedate the Judgment Day?

  


  Menzies.


  
    Nay, flout me not; you know me well.

  


  Basil.


  
    Right, comrade! Give your fancy way.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I cannot see the stars and flowers,


    Nor hear the lark’s soprano ring,


    Because a ruddy darkness lowers


    For ever, and the tempests sing.


    I see the strong coerce the weak,


    And labour overwrought rebel;


    I hear the useless treadmill creak,


    The prisoner, cursing in his cell;


    I see the loafer-burnished wall;


    I hear the rotting match-girl whine;


    I see the unslept switchman fall;


    I hear the explosion in the mine;


    I see along the heedless street


    The sandwichmen trudge through the mire;


    I hear the tired quick-tripping feet


    304 Of sad, gay girls who ply for hire;


    I hear the gibbering of the mad;


    Sinister workhouse folk I note;


    I mark the sable ironclad


    In every sound and channel float.


    The growl of armies, bound in chains


    Of parchment peace that chafes and frets


    Their seven-leagued limbs and bristled manes


    Of glittering bayonets,


    The glowing blast, the fire-shot smoke,


    Where guns are forged and armour-plate,


    The mammoth hammer’s pounding stroke—


    The din of our dread iron date;


    And always divers undertones


    Within the roaring tempest throb—


    The chink of gold, the labourer’s groans,


    The infant’s wail, the woman’s sob:


    Hoarsely they beg of Fate to give


    A little lightening of their woe,


    A little time to love, to live,


    A little time to think and know.


    I see where in the East may rise


    Some unexpected dreadful dawn—


    The gleam of steeled and scowling eyes,


    A flash of women’s faces wan!

  


  Basil.


  
    This is St. George’s Day.

  


  Menzies.


  
    St. George? A wretched thief, I vow.

  


  305 Herbert.


  
    Nay, Menzies, you should rather say,


    St. George for Merry England, now!

  


  Sandy.


  
    That surely is a phantom cry,


    Hollow and vain for many years.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I hear the idle workmen sigh;


    I hear the drip of women’s tears.

  


  Basil.


  
    I hear the laughing, singing voice


    Of Shakespeare warming England through;


    His birthday, this.

  


  Herbert.


  
    Again rejoice,


    For this is Wordsworth’s birthday, too.

  


  Menzies.


  
    I hear the agitator shout;


    I hear the broker cheapen love;


    I hear poor ladies crying out


    For license men are weary of.

  


  Herbert.


  
    I hear the lofty lark,


    The lowly nightingale.

  


  Basil.


  
    The Present is a dungeon dark


    Of social problems. Break the gaol!


    Get out into the splendid Past,


    Or bid the splendid Future hail.

  


  Menzies.


  
    Nor then, nor now, nor first, nor last,


    I know. The slave of ruthless Law,


    To me Time seems a dungeon vast


    Where Life lies rotting in the straw.

  


  Basil.


  
    I care not for your images


    Of Life and Law. I want to sing


    Of England and of Englishmen


    Who made our country what it is.

  


  Herbert.


  
    And I to praise the English Spring.

  


  Percy.


  
    St. George for Merry England, then!

  


  307 Menzies.


  
    There is no England now, I fear.

  


  Basil.


  
    No England, say you; and since when?

  


  Menzies.


  
    Cockney and Celt and Scot are here,


    And Democrats and “ans” and “ists”


    In clubs and cliques and divers lists;


    But now we have no Englishmen.

  


  Basil.


  
    You utter what you never felt,


    I know. By bog and mount and fen,


    No Saxon, Norman, Scot, or Celt


    I find, but only Englishmen.

  


  Herbert.


  
    In all our hedges roses bud.

  


  Basil.


  
    And thought and speech are more than blood.

  


  Herbert.


  
    Away with spleen, and let us sing


    The English Spring, the English Spring!

  


  308 Basil.


  
    In weeds of gold and purple hues


    Glad April bursts with piping news


    Of swifts and swallows come again,


    And of the tender pensive strain


    The bullfinch sings from bush to bush.

  


  Percy.


  
    And oh! the blackbird and the thrush


    Interpret as no maestro may


    The meaning of the night and day.

  


  Sandy.


  
    They catch the whispers of the breeze


    And weave them into melodies.

  


  Brian.


  
    They utter for the hours that pass


    The purpose of their moments bright.

  


  Basil.


  
    They speak the passion of the grass,


    That grows so stoutly day and night.

  


  Herbert.


  
    St. George for Merry England then!


    For we are all good Englishmen!

  


  309 Percy.


  
    We stand as our forefathers stood


    For Liberty’s and Conscience’ sake.

  


  Herbert.


  
    We are the sons of Robin Hood,


    The sons of Hereward the Wake.

  


  Percy.


  
    The sons of yeomen, English-fed,


    Ready to feast or drink or fight.

  


  Herbert.


  
    The sons of kings—of Hal and Ned,


    Who kept their island right and tight.

  


  Percy.


  
    The sons of Cromwell’s Ironsides,


    Who knew no king but God above.

  


  Basil.


  
    We are the sons of English brides,


    Who married Englishmen for love.

  


  Sandy.


  
    Oh, now I see Fate’s means and ends!


    The Bruce and Wallace wight I ken,


    310 Who saved old Scotland from its friends,


    Were mighty northern Englishmen.

  


  Brian.


  
    And Parnell, who so greatly fought


    To make a mob people, then


    With Fate inevitably wrought


    That Irish should be Englishmen.

  


  Basil.


  
    By bogland, highland, down, and fen,


    All Englishmen, all Englishmen!

  


  Menzies.


  
    There is no England now, I say—

  


  Brian.


  
    No England now? My grief, my grief!

  


  Menzies.


  
    We lie widespread, the dragon-prey


    Of any Cappadocian thief.


    In Arctic and Pacific seas


    We lounge and loaf; and either pole


    We reach with sprawling colonies—


    Unwieldy limbs that lack a soul.

  


  311 Basil.


  
    St. George for Greater England, then!


    The Boreal and the Austral men!


    They reverence the heroic roll


    Of Englishmen who sang and fought:


    They have a soul, a mighty soul,


    The soul of English speech and thought.

  


  Sandy.


  
    And when the soul of England slept—

  


  Basil.


  
    St. George for foolish England, then!—

  


  Sandy.


  
    Lo! Washington and Lincoln kept


    America for Englishmen!

  


  Basil.


  
    Hurrah! The English people reigns


    Across the wide Atlantic flood!


    It could not bind itself in chains,


    For Yankee blood is English blood!

  


  Herbert.


  
    And here the spring is queen


    In robes of white and green.

  


  312 Percy.


  
    In chestnut sconces opening wide


    Tapers shall burn some fresh May morn.

  


  Brian.


  
    And the elder brightens the highway side,


    And the bryony binds the thorn.

  


  Sandy.


  
    White is the snow of the leafless sloe,


    The saxifrage by the sedge,


    And white the lady-smocks a-row


    And sauce-alone in the hedge.

  


  Basil.


  
    England is in her Spring;


    She only begins to be.


    Oh! for an organ voice to sing


    The summer I can see!


    But the Past is there; and a mole may know,


    And a bat may understand,


    That we are the people wherever we go—


    Kings by sea and land!

  


  Herbert.


  
    And the spring is crowned and stoled


    In purple and in gold.

  


  313 Percy.


  
    Wherever light, wherever shade is,


    Gold and purple may be seen.

  


  Brian.


  
    Gold and purple lords-and-ladies


    Tread a measure on the green.

  


  Sandy.


  
    Among the long brown furrow lines


    The charlock’s mustard flowers come up.

  


  Herbert.


  
    On happy banks the primrose shines;


    In lustrous meads, the buttercup.

  


  Herbert.


  
    In deserts where the wild wind blows


    Blossoms the magic hæmony,

  


  Percy.


  
    Deep in the Chiltern woodland glows


    The purple pasque anemone.

  


  Basil.


  
    And England still grows great,


    And never shall grow old;


    314 Within our hands we hold


    The world’s fate.

  


  Menzies.


  
    We hold the world’s fate?


    The cry seems out of date.

  


  Basil.


  
    Not while a single Englishman


    Can work with English brains and bones!


    Awaiting us since time began,


    The swamps of ice, the wastes of flame


    In Boreal and Austral zones


    Took life and meaning when we came.


    The Sphinx that watches by the Nile


    Has seen great empires pass away:


    The mightiest lasted but a while;


    Yet ours shall not decay.


    Because, although red blood may flow,


    And ocean shake with shot,


    Not England’s sword but England’s Word


    Undoes the Gordian Knot.


    Bold tongue, stout heart, strong hand, brave brow


    The world’s four quarters win;


    And patiently with axe and plough


    We bring the deserts in.

  


  Menzies.


  
    Whence comes this patriotic craze?


    Spare us at least the hackneyed brag


    About the famous English flag.

  


  315 Basil.


  
    I’ll spare no flourish of its praise.


    Where’er our flag floats in the wind


    Order and justice dawn and shine.


    The dusky myriads of Ind,


    The swarthy tribes far south the line,


    And all who fight with lawless law,


    And all with lawless men who cope,


    Look hitherward across the brine,


    For we are the world’s forlorn hope.

  


  Menzies.


  
    That makes my heart leap up! Hurrah!


    We are the world’s forlorn hope!

  


  Herbert.


  
    And with the merry birds we sing


    The English Spring, the English Spring.

  


  Percy.


  
    Iris and orchis now unfold.

  


  Brian.


  
    The drooping-leaved laburnums ope


    In thunder-showers of greenish gold.

  


  Menzies.


  
    And we are the world’s forlorn hope!

  


  316 Sandy.


  
    The lilacs shake their dancing plumes


    Of lavender, mauve, and heliotrope.

  


  Herbert.


  
    The speedwell on the highway blooms.

  


  Menzies.


  
    And we are the world’s forlorn hope!

  


  Sandy.


  
    Skeletons lurk in every street.

  


  Herbert.


  
    We push and strike for air and scope.

  


  Brian.


  
    The pulses of rebellion beat


    Where want and hunger sulk and mope.

  


  Menzies.


  
    But though we wander far astray,


    And oft in utter darkness grope,


    Fearless we face the roughest day,


    For we are the world’s forlorn hope.

  


  317 Sandy.


  
    St. George for Merry England then!


    For we are all good Englishmen!

  


  Basil.


  
    St. George for Greater England then!


    The Boreal and the Austral men!

  


  All.


  
    By bogland, highland, down, and fen,


    All Englishmen, all Englishmen!


    Who with their latest breath shall sing


    Of England and the English Spring!
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  11 The Next Time


  By Henry James


  Mrs. Highmore’s errand this morning was odd enough to deserve commemoration: she came to ask me to write a notice of her great forthcoming work. Her great works have come forth so frequently without my assistance that I was sufficiently entitled, on this occasion, to open my eyes; but what really made me stare was the ground on which her request reposed, and what leads me to record the incident is the train of memory lighted by that explanation. Poor Ray Limbert, while we talked, seemed to sit there between us: she reminded me that my acquaintance with him had begun, eighteen years ago, with her having come in precisely as she came in this morning to bespeak my consideration for him. If she didn’t know then how little my consideration was worth she is at least enlightened about its value to-day, and it is just in that knowledge that the drollery of her visit resides. As I hold up the torch to the dusky years—by which I mean as I cipher up with a pen that stumbles and stops the figured column of my reminiscences—I see that Limbert’s public hour, or at least my small apprehension of it, is rounded by those two occasions. It was finis, with a little moralising flourish, that Mrs. Highmore seemed to trace to-day at the bottom of the page. “One of the most voluminous writers of the time,” she has often 12 repeated this sign; but never, I dare say, in spite of her professional command of appropriate emotion, with an equal sense of that mystery and that sadness of things which, to people of imagination, generally hover over the close of human histories. This romance at any rate is bracketed by her early and her late appeal; and when its melancholy protrusions had caught the declining light again from my half-hour’s talk with her, I took a private vow to recover, while that light still lingers, something of the delicate flush, to pick out, with a brief patience, the perplexing lesson.


  It was wonderful to observe how, for herself, Mrs. Highmore had already done so: she wouldn’t have hesitated to announce to me what was the matter with Ralph Limbert, or at all events to give me a glimpse of the high admonition she had read in his career. There could have been no better proof of the vividness of this parable, which we were really in our pleasant sympathy quite at one about, than that Mrs. Highmore, of all hardened sinners, should have been converted. This indeed was not news to me: she impressed upon me that for the last ten years she had wanted to do something artistic, something as to which she was prepared not to care a rap whether or no it should sell. She brought home to me further that it had been mainly seeing what her brother-in-law did, and how he did it, that had wedded her to this perversity. As he didn’t sell, dear soul, and as several persons, of whom I was one, thought ever so much of him for it, the fancy had taken her—taken her even quite early in her prolific course—of reaching, if only once, the same heroic eminence. She yearned to be, like Limbert, but of course only once, an exquisite failure. There was something a failure was, a failure in the market, that a success somehow wasn’t. A success was as prosaic as a good dinner: there was nothing more to be said about it than that you had had it. Who but vulgar people, in such a case, made gloating remarks 13 about the courses? It was by such vulgar people, often, that a success was attested. It made, if you came to look at it, nothing but money; that is it made so much that any other result showed small in comparison. A failure, now, could make—oh, with the aid of immense talent of course, for there were failures and failures—such a reputation! She did me the honour—she had often done it—to intimate that what she meant by reputation was seeing me toss a flower. If it took a failure to catch a failure I was by my own admission well qualified to place the laurel. It was because she had made so much money and Mr. Highmore had taken such care of it that she could treat herself to an hour of pure glory. She perfectly remembered that as often as I had heard her heave that sigh I had been prompt with my declaration that a book sold might easily be as glorious as a book unsold. Of course she knew that, but she knew also that it was an age of flourishing rubbish and that she had never heard me speak of anything that had “done well” exactly as she had sometimes heard me speak of something that hadn’t—with just two or three words of respect which, when I used them, seemed to convey more than they commonly stood for, seemed to hush up the discussion a little, as if for the very beauty of the secret.


  I may declare in regard to these allusions that, whatever I then thought of myself as a holder of the scales, I had never scrupled to laugh out at the humour of Mrs. Highmore’s pursuit of quality at any price. It had never rescued her, even for a day, from the hard doom of popularity, and, though I never gave her my word for it, there was no reason at all why it should. The public would have her, as her husband used roguishly to remark; not indeed that, making her bargains, standing up to her publishers and even, in his higher flights, to her reviewers, he ever had a glimpse of her attempted conspiracy against her genius, or rather, as I may say, 14 against mine. It was not that when she tried to be what she called subtle (for wasn’t Limbert subtle, and wasn’t I?) her fond consumers, bless them, didn’t suspect the trick nor show what they thought of it: they straightway rose, on the contrary, to the morsel she had hoped to hold too high, and, making but a big, cheerful bite of it, wagged their great collective tail artlessly for more. It was not given to her not to please, nor granted even to her best refinements to affright. I have always respected the mystery of those humiliations, but I was fully aware this morning that they were practically the reason why she had come to me. Therefore when she said, with the flush of a bold joke in her kind, coarse face, “What I feel is, you know, that you could settle me if you only would,” I knew quite well what she meant. She meant that of old it had always appeared to be the fine blade, as some one had hyperbolically called it, of my particular opinion that snapped the silken thread by which Limbert’s chance in the market was wont to hang. She meant that my favour was compromising, that my praise indeed was fatal. I had made myself a little specialty of seeing nothing in certain celebrities, of seeing overmuch in an occasional nobody, and of judging from a point of view that, say what I would for it (and I had a monstrous deal to say) remained perverse and obscure. Mine was in short the love that killed, for my subtlety, unlike Mrs. Highmore’s, produced no tremor of the public tail. She had not forgotten how, toward the end, when his case was worst, Limbert would absolutely come to me with a funny, shy pathos in his eyes and say: “My dear fellow, I think I’ve done it this time if you’ll only keep quiet.” If my keeping quiet, in those days, was to help him to appear to have hit the usual taste, for the want of which he was starving, so now my breaking out was to help Mrs. Highmore to appear to have hit the unusual.


  The moral of all this was that I had frightened the public too 15 much for our late friend, but that as she was not starving this was exactly what her grosser reputation required. And then, she good-naturedly and delicately intimated, there would always be, if further reasons were wanting, the price of my clever little article. I think she gave that hint with a flattering impression—spoiled child of the booksellers as she is—that the price of my clever little articles is high. Whatever it is, at any rate, she had evidently reflected that poor Limbert’s anxiety for his own profit used to involve my sacrificing mine. Any inconvenience that my obliging her might entail would not, in fine, be pecuniary. Her appeal, her motive, her fantastic thirst for quality and her ingenious theory of my influence struck me all as excellent comedy, and as I consented, contingently, to oblige her (I could plead no inconvenience) she left me the sheets of her new novel. I have been looking them over, but I am frankly appalled at what she expects of me. What is she thinking of, poor dear, and what has put it into her head that “quality” has descended upon her? Why does she suppose that she has been “artistic”? She hasn’t been anything whatever, I surmise, that she has not inveterately been. What does she imagine she has left out? What does she conceive she has put in? She has neither left out nor put in anything. I shall have to write her an embarrassed note. The book doesn’t exist, and there’s nothing in life to say about it. How can there be anything but the same old faithful rush for it?


  I


  This rush had already begun when, early in the seventies, in the interest of her prospective brother-in-law, she approached me on the singular ground of the unencouraged sentiment I had entertained 16 for her sister. Pretty pink Maud had cast me out, but I appear to have passed in the flurried little circle for a magnanimous youth. Pretty pink Maud, so lovely then, before her troubles, that dusky Jane was gratefully conscious of all she made up for, Maud Stannace, very literary too, very languishing and extremely bullied by her mother, had yielded, invidiously, as it might have struck me, to Ray Limbert’s suit, which Mrs. Stannace was not the woman to stomach. Mrs. Stannace was never the woman to do anything: she had been shocked at the way her children, with the grubby taint of their father’s blood (he had published pale Remains or flat Conversations of his father) breathed the alien air of authorship. If not the daughter, nor even the niece, she was, if I am not mistaken, the second cousin of a hundred earls, and a great stickler for relationship, so that she had other views for her brilliant child, especially after her quiet one (such had been her original discreet forecast of the producer of eighty volumes) became the second wife of an ex-army-surgeon, already the father of four children. Mrs. Stannace had too manifestly dreamed it would be given to pretty pink Maud to detach some one of the hundred (he wouldn’t be missed) from the cluster. It was because she cared only for cousins that I unlearnt the way to her house, which she had once reminded me was one of the few paths of gentility indulgently open to me. Ralph Limbert, who belonged to nobody and had done nothing—nothing even at Cambridge—had only the uncanny spell he had cast upon her younger daughter to recommend him; but if her younger daughter had a spark of filial feeling she wouldn’t commit the indecency of deserting for his sake a deeply dependent and intensely aggravated mother.


  These things I learned from Jane Highmore, who, as if her books had been babies (they remained her only ones) had waited till after marriage to show what she could do, and now bade fair to 17 surround her satisfied spouse (he took, for some mysterious reason, a part of the credit) with a little family, in sets of triplets, which, properly handled, would be the support of his declining years. The young couple, neither of whom had a penny, were now virtually engaged: the thing was subject to Ralph’s putting his hand on some regular employment. People more enamoured couldn’t be conceived, and Mrs. Highmore, honest woman, who had moreover a professional sense for a love-story, was eager to take them under her wing. What was wanted was a decent opening for Limbert, which it had occurred to her I might assist her to find, though indeed I had not yet found any such matter for myself. But it was well known that I was too particular, whereas poor Ralph, with the easy manners of genius, was ready to accept almost anything to which a salary, even a small one, was attached. If he could only get a place on a newspaper, for instance, the rest of his maintenance would come freely enough. It was true that his two novels, one of which she had brought to leave with me, had passed unperceived, and that to her, Mrs. Highmore personally, they didn’t irresistibly appeal; but she could none the less assure me that I should have only to spend ten minutes with him (and our encounter must speedily take place) to receive an impression of latent power.


  Our encounter took place soon after I had read the volumes Mrs. Highmore had left with me, in which I recognised an intention of a sort that I had now pretty well given up the hope of meeting. I daresay that, without knowing it, I had been looking out rather hungrily for an altar of sacrifice: at any rate, when I came across Ralph Limbert I submitted to one of the rarest emotions of my literary life, the sense of an activity in which I could critically rest. The rest was deep and salutary, and it has not been disturbed to this hour. It has been a long, large surrender, 18 the luxury of dropped discriminations. He couldn’t trouble me, whatever he did, for I practically enjoyed him as much when he was worse as when he was better. It was a case, I suppose, of natural prearrangement, in which, I hasten to add, I keep excellent company. We are a numerous band, partakers of the same repose, who sit together in the shade of the tree, by the plash of the fountain, with the glare of the desert around us and no great vice that I know of but the habit perhaps of estimating people a little too much by what they think of a certain style. If it had been laid upon these few pages, however, to be the history of an enthusiasm, I should not have undertaken them: they are concerned with Ralph Limbert in relations to which I was a stranger, or in which I participated only by sympathy. I used to talk about his work, but I seldom talk now: the brotherhood of the faith have become, like the Trappists, a silent order. If to the day of his death, after mortal disenchantments, the impression he first produced always evoked the word “ingenuous,” those to whom his face was familiar can easily imagine what it must have been when it still had the light of youth. I have never seen a man of genius look so passive, a man of experience so off his guard. At the period I made his acquaintance this freshness was all unbrushed. His foot had begun to stumble, but he was full of big intentions and of sweet Maud Stannace. Black-haired and pale, deceptively languid, he had the eyes of a clever child and the voice of a bronze bell. He saw more even than I had done in the girl he was engaged to; as time went on I became conscious that we had both, properly enough, seen rather more than there was. Our odd situation, that of the three of us, became perfectly possible from the moment I observed that he had more patience with her than I should have had. I was happy at not having to supply this quantity, and she, on her side, found pleasure in being able 19 to be impertinent to me without incurring the reproach of a bad wife.


  Limbert’s novels appeared to have brought him no money; they had only brought him, so far as I could then make out, tributes that took up his time. These indeed brought him, from several quarters, some other things, and on my part, at the end of three months, The Blackport Beacon. I don’t to-day remember how I obtained for him the London correspondence of the great northern organ, unless it was through somebody’s having obtained it for myself. I seem to recall that I got rid of it in Limbert’s interest, persuaded the editor that he was much the better man. The better man was naturally the man who had pledged himself to support a charming wife. We were neither of us good, as the event proved, but he had a rarer kind of badness. The Blackport Beacon had two London correspondents—one a supposed haunter of political circles, the other a votary of questions sketchily classified as literary. They were both expected to be lively, and what was held out to each was that it was honourably open to him to be livelier than the other. I recollect the political correspondent of that period, and that what it was reducible to was that Ray Limbert was to try to be livelier than Pat Moyle. He had not yet seemed to me so candid as when he undertook this exploit, which brought matters to a head with Mrs. Stannace, inasmuch as her opposition to the marriage now logically fell to the ground. It’s all tears and laughter as I look back upon that admirable time, in which nothing was so romantic as our intense vision of the real. No fool’s paradise ever rustled such a cradle-song. It was anything but Bohemia—it was the very temple of Mrs. Grundy. We knew we were too critical, and that made us sublimely indulgent; we believed we did our duty, or wanted to, and that made us free to dream. But we dreamed over the multiplication-table; we were 2 nothing if not practical. Oh, the long smokes and sudden ideas, the knowing hints and banished scruples! The great thing was for Limbert to bring out his next book, which was just what his delightful engagement with the Beacon would give him leisure and liberty to do. The kind of work, all human and elastic and suggestive, was capital experience: in picking up things for his bi-weekly letter he would pick up life as well, he would pick up literature. The new publications, the new pictures, the new people—there would be nothing too novel for us and nobody too sacred. We introduced everything and everybody into Mrs. Stannace’s drawing-room, of which I again became a familiar.


  Mrs. Stannace, it was true, thought herself in strange company; she didn’t particularly mind the new books, though some of them seemed queer enough, but to the new people she had decided objections. It was notorious, however, that poor Lady Robeck secretly wrote for one of the papers, and the thing had certainly, in its glance at the doings of the great world, a side that might be made attractive. But we were going to make every side attractive, and we had everything to say about the kind of thing a paper like the Beacon would want. To give it what it would want and to give it nothing else was not doubtless an inspiring, but it was a perfectly respectable task, especially for a man with an appealing bride and a contentious mother-in-law. I thought Limbert’s first letters as charming as the genre allowed, though I won’t deny that in spite of my sense of the importance of concessions I was just a trifle disconcerted at the way he had caught the tone. The tone was of course to be caught, but need it have been caught so in the act? The creature was even cleverer, as Maud Stannace said, than she had ventured to hope. Verily it was a good thing to have a dose of the wisdom of the serpent. If it had to be journalism—well, it was journalism. If he had to be “chatty”—21well, he was chatty. Now and then he made a hit that—it was stupid of me—brought the blood to my face. I hated him to be so personal; but still, if it would make his fortune——! It wouldn’t of course directly, but the book would, practically and in the sense to which our pure ideas of fortune were confined; and these things were all for the book. The daily balm meanwhile was in what one knew of the book—there were exquisite things to know; in the quiet monthly cheques from Blackport and in the deeper rose of Maud’s little preparations, which were as dainty, on their tiny scale, as if she had been a humming-bird building a nest. When at the end of three months her betrothed had fairly settled down to his correspondence—in which Mrs. Highmore was the only person, so far as we could discover, disappointed, even she moreover being in this particular tortuous and possibly jealous; when the situation had assumed such a comfortable shape it was quite time to prepare. I published at that moment my first volume, mere faded ink to-day, a little collection of literary impressions, odds and ends of criticism contributed to a journal less remunerative but also less chatty than the Beacon, small ironies and ecstasies, great phrases and mistakes; and the very week it came out poor Limbert devoted half of one of his letters to it, with the happy sense, this time, of gratifying both himself and me as well as the Blackport breakfast tables. I remember his saying it wasn’t literature, the stuff, superficial stuff, he had to write about me; but what did that matter if it came back, as we knew, to the making for literature in the roundabout way? I sold the thing, I remember, for ten pounds, and with the money I bought in Vigo Street a quaint piece of old silver for Maud Stannace, which I carried to her with my own hand as a wedding-gift. In her mother’s small drawing-room, a faded bower of photography, fenced in and bedimmed by folding screens out of which 22 sallow persons of fashion, with dashing signatures, looked at you from retouched eyes and little windows of plush, I was left to wait long enough to feel in the air of the house a hushed vibration of disaster. When our young lady came in she was very pale, and her eyes too had been retouched.


  “Something horrid has happened,” I immediately said; and having really, all along, but half believed in her mother’s meagre permission, I risked with an unguarded groan the introduction of Mrs. Stannace’s name.


  “Yes, she has made a dreadful scene; she insists on our putting it off again. We’re very unhappy: poor Ray has been turned off.” Her tears began to flow again.


  I had such a good conscience that I stared. “Turned off what?”


  “Why, his paper of course. The Beacon has given him what he calls the sack. They don’t like his letters—they’re not the sort of thing they want.”


  My blankness could only deepen. “Then what sort of thing do they want?”


  “Something more chatty.”


  “More?” I cried, aghast.


  “More gossipy, more personal. They want ‘journalism.’ They want tremendous trash.”


  “Why, that’s just what his letters have been!” I broke out.


  This was strong, and I caught myself up, but the girl offered me the pardon of a beautiful wan smile. “So Ray himself declares. He says he has stooped so low.”


  “Very well—he must stoop lower. He must keep the place.”


  “He can’t!” poor Maud wailed. “He says he has tried all he knows, has been abject, has gone on all fours, and that if they don’t like that——”


  23 “He accepts his dismissal?” I demanded in dismay.


  She gave a tragic shrug. “What other course is open to him? He wrote to them that such work as he has done is the very worst he can do for the money.”


  “Then,” I inquired, with a flash of hope, “they’ll offer him more for worse?”


  “No, indeed,” she answered, “they haven’t even offered him to go on at a reduction. He isn’t funny enough.”


  I reflected a moment. “But surely such a thing as his notice of my book——!”


  “It was your wretched book that was the last straw! He should have treated it superficially.”


  “Well, if he didn’t——!” I began. But then I checked myself. “Je vous porte malheur.”


  She didn’t deny this; she only went on: “What on earth is he to do?”


  “He’s to do better than the monkeys! He’s to write!”


  “But what on earth are we to marry on?”


  I considered once more. “You’re to marry on The Major Key.”


  II


  The Major Key was the new novel, and the great thing therefore was to finish it; a consummation for which three months of the Beacon had in some degree prepared the way. The action of that journal was indeed a shock, but I didn’t know then the worst, didn’t know that in addition to being a shock it was also a symptom. It was the first hint of the difficulty to which poor Limbert was eventually to succumb. His state was the happier, however, for his not immediately seeing all that it meant. Difficulty 24 was the law of life, but one could thank heaven it was exceptionally present in that horrid quarter. There was the difficulty that inspired, the difficulty of The Major Key to wit, which it was, after all, base to sacrifice to the turning of somersaults for pennies. These convictions Ray Limbert beguiled his fresh wait by blandly entertaining: not indeed, I think, that the failure of his attempt to be chatty didn’t leave him slightly humiliated. If it was bad enough to have grinned through a horse-collar, it was very bad indeed to have grinned in vain. Well, he would try no more grinning, or at least no more horse-collars. The only success worth one’s powder was success in the line of one’s idiosyncrasy. Consistency was in itself distinction, and what was talent but the art of being completely whatever it was that one happened to be? One’s things were characteristic or they were nothing. I look back rather fondly on our having exchanged in those days these admirable remarks and many others; on our having been very happy too, in spite of postponements and obscurities, in spite also of such occasional hauntings as could spring from our lurid glimpse of the fact that even twaddle cunningly calculated was above some people’s heads. It was easy to wave away spectres by the reflection that all one had to do was not to write for those people; and it was certainly not for them that Limbert wrote while he hammered at The Major Key. The taint of literature was fatal only in a certain kind of air, which was precisely the kind against which we had now closed our window. Mrs. Stannace rose from her crumpled cushions as soon as she had obtained an adjournment, and Maud looked pale and proud, quite victorious and superior, at her having obtained nothing more. Maud behaved well, I thought, to her mother, and well indeed, for a girl who had mainly been taught to be flowerlike, to every one. What she gave Ray Limbert her fine, abundant needs made him, then and ever, pay for; but the 25 gift was liberal, almost wonderful—an assertion I make even while remembering to how many clever women, early and late, his work had been dear. It was not only that the woman he was to marry was in love with him, but that (this was the strangeness) she had really seen almost better than any one what he could do. The greatest strangeness was that she didn’t want him to do something different. This boundless belief was, indeed, the main way of her devotion; and, as an act of faith, it naturally asked for miracles. She was a rare wife for a poet, if she was not perhaps the best who could have been picked out for a poor man.


  Well, we were to have the miracles at all events, and we were in a perfect state of mind to receive them. There were more of us every day, and we thought highly even of our friend’s odd jobs and pot-boilers. The Beacon had had no successor, but he found some quiet corners and stray chances. Perpetually poking the fire and looking out of the window, he was certainly not a monster of facility, but he was, thanks perhaps to a certain method in that madness, a monster of certainty. It wasn’t every one, however, who knew him for this: many editors printed him but once. He was getting a small reputation as a man it was well to have the first time: he created obscure apprehensions as to what might happen the second. He was good for making an impression, but no one seemed exactly to know what the impression was good for when made. The reason was simply that they had not seen yet The Major Key, that fiery-hearted rose as to which we watched in private the formation of petal after petal. Nothing mattered but that, for it had already elicited a splendid bid, much talked about in Mrs. Highmore’s drawing-room, where, at this point my reminiscences grow particularly thick. Her roses bloomed all the year, and her sociability increased with her row of prizes. We had an idea that we “met every one” there—so we 26 naturally thought when we met each other. Between our hostess and Ray Limbert flourished the happiest relation, the only cloud on which was that her husband eyed him rather askance. When he was called clever this personage wanted to know what he had to “show”; and it was certain that he had nothing that could compare with Jane Highmore. Mr. Highmore took his stand on accomplished work and, turning up his coat-tails, warmed his rear with a good conscience at the neat bookcase in which the generations of triplets were chronologically arranged. The harmony between his companions rested on the fact that, as I have already hinted, each would have liked so much to be the other. Limbert couldn’t but have a feeling about a woman who, in addition to being the best creature and her sister’s backer, would have made, could she have condescended, such a success with the Beacon. On the other hand, Mrs. Highmore used freely to say: “Do you know, he’ll do exactly the thing that I want to do? I shall never do it myself, but he’ll do it instead. Yes, he’ll do my thing, and I shall hate him for it—the wretch.” Hating him was her pleasant humour, for the wretch was personally to her taste.


  She prevailed on her own publisher to promise to take The Major Key and to engage to pay a considerable sum down, as the phrase is, on the presumption of its attracting attention. This was good news for the evening’s end at Mrs. Highmore’s, when there were only four or five left and cigarettes ran low; but there was better news to come, and I have never forgotten how, as it was I who had the good fortune to bring it, I kept it back on one of those occasions, for the sake of my effect, till only the right people remained. The right people were now more and more numerous, but this was a revelation addressed only to a choice residuum—a residuum including of course Limbert himself, with whom I haggled for another cigarette before I announced that as 27 a consequence of an interview I had had with him that afternoon, and of a subtle argument I had brought to bear, Mrs. Highmore’s pearl of publishers had agreed to put forth the new book as a serial. He was to “run” it in his magazine, and he was to pay ever so much more for the privilege. I produced a fine gasp which presently found a more articulate relief, but poor Limbert’s voice failed him once for all (he knew he was to walk away with me) and it was some one else who asked me in what my subtle argument had resided. I forget what florid description I then gave of it: to-day I have no reason not to confess that it had resided in the simple plea that the book was exquisite. I had said: “Come, my dear friend, be original; just risk it for that!” My dear friend seemed to rise to the chance, and I followed up my advantage, permitting him honestly no illusion as to the quality of the work. He clutched interrogatively at two or three attenuations, but I dashed them aside, leaving him face to face with the formidable truth. It was just a pure gem: was he the man not to flinch? His danger appeared to have acted upon him as the anaconda acts upon the rabbit; fascinated and paralysed, he had been engulfed in the long pink throat. When, a week before, at my request, Limbert had let me possess for a day the complete manuscript, beautifully copied out by Maud Stannace, I had flushed with indignation at its having to be said of the author of such pages that he hadn’t the common means to marry. I had taken the field, in a great glow, to repair this scandal, and it was therefore quite directly my fault if, three months later, when The Major Key began to run, Mrs. Stannace was driven to the wall. She had made a condition of a fixed income; and at last a fixed income was achieved.


  She had to recognise it, and after much prostration among the photographs she recognised it to the extent of accepting some of 28 the convenience of it in the form of a project for a common household, to the expenses of which each party should proportionately contribute. Jane Highmore made a great point of her not being left alone, but Mrs. Stannace herself determined the proportion, which, on Limbert’s side at least, and in spite of many other fluctuations, was never altered. His income had been “fixed” with a vengeance: having painfully stooped to the comprehension of it, Mrs. Stannace rested on this effort to the end and asked no further questions on the subject. The Major Key, in other words, ran ever so long, and before it was half out Limbert and Maud had been married and the common household set up. These first months were probably the happiest in the family annals, with wedding-bells and budding laurels, the quiet, assured course of the book and the friendly, familiar note, round the corner, of Mrs. Highmore’s big guns. They gave Ralph time to block in another picture, as well as to let me know, after a while, that he had the happy prospect of becoming a father. We had some dispute, at times, as to whether The Major Key was making an impression, but our contention could only be futile so long as we were not agreed as to what an impression consisted of. Several persons wrote to the author, and several others asked to be introduced to him: wasn’t that an impression? One of the lively “weeklies,” snapping at the deadly “monthlies,” said the whole thing was “grossly inartistic”—wasn’t that? It was somewhere else proclaimed “a wonderfully subtle character-study”—wasn’t that too? The strongest effect doubtless was produced on the publisher when, in its lemon-coloured volumes, like a little dish of three custards, the book was at last served cold: he never got his money back and, as far as I know, has never got it back to this day. The Major Key was rather a great performance than a great success. It converted 29 readers into friends and friends into lovers; it placed the author, as the phrase is—placed him all too definitely; but it shrank to obscurity in the account of sales eventually rendered. It was in short an exquisite thing, but it was scarcely a thing to have published, and certainly not a thing to have married on. I heard all about the matter, for my intervention had much exposed me. Mrs. Highmore said the second volume had given her ideas, and the ideas are probably to be found in some of her works, to the circulation of which they have even perhaps contributed. This was not absolutely yet the very thing she wanted to do, but it was on the way to it. So much, she informed me, she particularly perceived in the light of a critical study which I put forth in a little magazine; which the publisher, in his advertisements, quoted from profusely; and as to which there sprang up some absurd story that Limbert himself had written it. I remember that on my asking some one why such an idiotic thing had been said, my interlocutor replied: “Oh, because, you know, it’s just the way he would have written!” My spirit sank a little perhaps as I reflected that with such analogies in our manner there might prove to be some in our fate.


  It was during the next four or five years that our eyes were open to what, unless something could be done, that fate, at least on Limbert’s part, might be. The thing to be done was of course to write the book, the book that would make the difference, really justify the burden he had accepted and consummately express his power. For the works that followed upon The Major Key he had inevitably to accept conditions the reverse of brilliant, at a time when the strain upon his resources had begun to show sharpness. With three babies, in due course, an ailing wife, and a complication still greater than these, it became highly important that a man should do only his best. Whatever Limbert did was 30 his best; so, at least, each time, I thought, and so I unfailingly said somewhere, though it was not my saying it, heaven knows, that made the desired difference. Every one else indeed said it, and there was always the comfort, among multiplied worries, that his position was quite assured. The two books that followed The Major Key did more than anything else to assure it, and Jane Highmore was always crying out: “You stand alone, dear Ray; you stand absolutely alone!” Dear Ray used to tell me that he felt the truth of this in feebly-attempted discussions with his bookseller. His sister-in-law gave him good advice into the bargain; she was a repository of knowing hints, of esoteric learning. These things were doubtless not the less valuable to him for bearing wholly on the question of how a reputation might be, with a little gumption, as Mrs. Highmore said, “worked”: save when she occasionally bore testimony to her desire to do, as Limbert did, something some day for her own very self, I never heard her speak of the literary motive as if it were distinguishable from the pecuniary. She cocked up his hat, she pricked up his prudence for him, reminding him that as one seemed to take one’s self, so the silly world was ready to take one. It was a fatal mistake to be too candid even with those who were all right—not to look and to talk prosperous, not at least to pretend that one had beautiful sales. To listen to her you would have thought the profession of letters a wonderful game of bluff. Wherever one’s idea began it ended somehow in inspired paragraphs in the newspapers. “I pretend, I assure you, that you are going off like wildfire—I can at least do that for you!” she often declared, prevented as she was from doing much else by Mr. Highmore’s insurmountable objection to their taking Mrs. Stannace.


  I couldn’t help regarding the presence of this latter lady in Limbert’s life as the major complication: whatever he attempted 31 it appeared given to him to achieve as best he could in the narrow margin unswept by her pervasive skirts. I may have been mistaken in supposing that she practically lived on him, for though it was not in him to follow adequately Mrs. Highmore’s counsel there were exasperated confessions he never made, scanty domestic curtains he rattled on their rings. I may exaggerate, in the retrospect, his apparent anxieties, for these after all were the years when his talent was freshest and when, as a writer, he most laid down his line. It wasn’t of Mrs. Stannace, nor even, as time went on, of Mrs. Limbert that we mainly talked when I got, at longer intervals, a smokier hour in the little grey den from which we could step out, as we used to say, to the lawn. The lawn was the back-garden, and Limbert’s study was behind the dining-room, with folding-doors not impervious to the clatter of the children’s tea. We sometimes took refuge from it in the depths—a bush and a half deep—of the shrubbery, where was a bench that gave us a view, while we gossiped, of Mrs. Stannace’s tiara-like headdress nodding at an upper window. Within doors and without, Limbert’s life was overhung by an awful region that figured in his conversation, comprehensively and with unpremeditated art, as Upstairs. It was Upstairs that the thunder gathered, that Mrs. Stannace kept her accounts and her state, that Mrs. Limbert had her babies and her headaches, that the bells forever jangled for the maids, that everything imperative, in short, took place—everything that he had somehow, pen in hand, to meet and dispose of in the little room on the garden-level. I don’t think he liked to go Upstairs, but no special burst of confidence was needed to make me feel that a terrible deal of service went. It was the habit of the ladies of the Stannace family to be extremely waited on, and I’ve never been in a house where three maids and a nursery-governess gave such an impression of a 32 retinue. “Oh, they’re so deucedly, so hereditarily fine!”—I remember how that dropped from him in some worried hour. Well, it was because Maud was so universally fine that we had both been in love with her. It was not an air moreover for the plaintive note: no private inconvenience could long outweigh, for him, the great happiness of these years—the happiness that sat with us when we talked and that made it always amusing to talk, the sense of his being on the heels of success, coming closer and closer, touching it at last, knowing that he should touch it again and hold it fast and hold it high. Of course when we said success we didn’t mean exactly what Mrs. Highmore, for instance, meant. He used to quote at me, as a definition, something from a nameless page of my own, some stray dictum to the effect that the man of his craft had achieved it when of a beautiful subject his expression was complete. Wasn’t Limbert’s, in all conscience, complete?


  III


  And yet it was bang upon this completeness that the turn came, the turn I can’t say of his fortune—for what was that?—but of his confidence, of his spirits and, what was more to the point, of his system. The whole occasion on which the first symptom flared out is before me as I write. I had met them both at dinner; they were diners who had reached the penultimate stage—the stage which in theory is a rigid selection and in practice a wan submission. It was late in the season, and stronger spirits than theirs were broken; the night was close and the air of the banquet such as to restrict conversation to the refusal of dishes and consumption to the sniffing of a flower. It struck me all 33 the more that Mrs. Limbert was flying her flag. As vivid as a page of her husband’s prose, she had one of those flickers of freshness that are the miracle of her sex and one of those expensive dresses that are the miracle of ours. She had also a neat brougham in which she had offered to rescue an old lady from the possibilities of a queer cab-horse; so that when she had rolled away with her charge I proposed a walk home with her husband, whom I had overtaken on the doorstep. Before I had gone far with him he told me he had news for me—he had accepted, of all people and of all things, an “editorial position.” It had come to pass that very day, from one hour to another, without time for appeals or ponderations: Mr. Bousefield, the proprietor of a “high-class monthly,” making, as they said, a sudden change, had dropped on him heavily out of the blue. It was all right—there was a salary and an idea, and both of them, as such things went, rather high. We took our way slowly through the empty streets, and in the explanations and revelations that, as we lingered under lamp-posts, I drew from him, I found, with an apprehension that I tried to gulp down, a foretaste of the bitter end. He told me more than he had ever told me yet. He couldn’t balance accounts—that was the trouble; his expenses were too rising a tide. It was absolutely necessary that he should at last make money, and now he must work only for that. The need, this last year, had gathered the force of a crusher; it had rolled over him and laid him on his back. He had his scheme; this time he knew what he was about; on some good occasion, with leisure to talk it over, he would tell me the blessed whole. His editorship would help him, and for the rest he must help himself. If he couldn’t, they would have to do something fundamental—change their life altogether, give up London, move into the country, take a house at thirty pounds a year, send their children to the Board-school. I 34 saw that he was excited, and he admitted that he was: he had waked out of a trance. He had been on the wrong tack; he had piled mistake on mistake. It was the vision of his remedy that now excited him: ineffably, grotesquely simple, it had yet come to him only within a day or two. No, he wouldn’t tell me what it was: he would give me the night to guess, and if I shouldn’t guess it would be because I was as big an ass as himself. However, a lone man might be an ass: it was nobody’s business. He had five people to carry, and the back must be adjusted to the burden. He was just going to adjust his back. As to the editorship, it was simply heaven-sent, being not at all another case of The Blackport Beacon, but a case of the very opposite. The proprietor, the great Mr. Bousefield, had approached him precisely because his name, which was to be on the cover, didn’t represent the chatty. The whole thing was to be—oh, on fiddling little lines, of course—a protest against the chatty. Bousefield wanted him to be himself; it was for himself Bousefield had picked him out. Wasn’t it beautiful and brave of Bousefield? He wanted literature, he saw the great reaction coming, the way the cat was going to jump. “Where will you get literature?” I wofully asked; to which he replied with a laugh that what he had to get was not literature, but only what Bousefield would take for it.


  In that single phrase, without more ado, I discovered his famous remedy. What was before him for the future was not to do his work, but to do what somebody else would take for it. I had the question out with him on the next opportunity, and of all the lively discussions into which we had been destined to drift it lingers in my mind as the liveliest. This was not, I hasten to add, because I disputed his conclusions: it was an effect of the very force with which, when I had fathomed his wretched premises, I embraced them. It was very well to talk, with Jane 35 Highmore, about his standing alone; the eminent relief of this position had brought him to the verge of ruin. Several persons admired his books—nothing was less contestable; but they appeared to have a mortal objection to acquiring them by subscription or by purchase: they begged, or borrowed, or stole, they delegated one of the party perhaps to commit the volumes to memory and repeat them, like the bards of old, to listening multitudes. Some ingenious theory was required, at any rate, to account for the inexorable limits of his circulation. It wasn’t a thing for five people to live on; therefore either the objects circulated must change their nature, or the organisms to be nourished must. The former change was perhaps the easier to consider first. Limbert considered it with extraordinary ingenuity from that time on, and the ingenuity, greater even than any I had yet had occasion to admire in him, made the whole next stage of his career rich in curiosity and suspense.


  “I have been butting my head against a wall,” he had said in those hours of confidence; “and with the same sublime imbecility, if you’ll allow me the word, you, my dear fellow, have kept sounding the charge. We’ve sat prating here of ‘success,’ heaven help us, like chanting monks in a cloister, hugging the sweet delusion that it lies somewhere in the work itself, in the expression, as you said, of one’s subject, or the intensification, as somebody else somewhere said, of one’s note. One has been going on, in short, as if the only thing to do were to accept the law of one’s talent, and thinking that if certain consequences didn’t follow, it was only because one hadn’t accepted enough. My disaster has served me right—I mean for using that ignoble word at all. It’s a mere distributor’s, a mere hawker’s word. What is ‘success’ anyhow? When a book’s right, it’s right—shame to it surely if it isn’t. When it sells it sells—it brings money like potatoes or 36 beer. If there’s dishonour one way and inconvenience the other, it certainly is comfortable, but it as certainly isn’t glorious, to have escaped them. People of delicacy don’t brag either about their probity or about their luck. Success be hanged!—I want to sell. It’s a question of life and death. I must study the way. I’ve studied too much the other way—I know the other way now, every inch of it. I must cultivate the market—it’s a science like another. I must go in for an infernal cunning. It will be very amusing, I foresee that; the bustle of life will become positively exhilarating. I haven’t been obvious—I must be obvious. I haven’t been popular—I must be popular. It’s another art—or perhaps it isn’t an art at all. It’s something else; one must find out what it is. Is it something awfully queer?—you blush!—something barely decent? All the greater incentive to curiosity! Curiosity’s an immense motive; we shall have tremendous larks. They all do it; it’s only a question of how. Of course I’ve everything to unlearn; but what is life, as Jane Highmore says, but a lesson? I must get all I can, all she can give me, from Jane. She can’t explain herself much; she’s all intuition; her processes are obscure; it’s the spirit that swoops down and catches her up. But I must study her reverently in her works. Yes, you’ve defied me before, but now my loins are girded: I declare I’ll read one of them—I really will: I’ll put it through if I perish!”


  I won’t pretend that he made all these remarks at once; but there wasn’t one that he didn’t make at one time or another, for suggestion and occasion were plentiful enough, his life being now given up altogether to his new necessity. It wasn’t a question of his having or not having, as they say, my intellectual sympathy: the brute force of the pressure left no room for judgment; it made all emotion a mere recourse to the spy-glass. I 37 watched him as I should have watched a long race or a long chase, irresistibly siding with him, but much occupied with the calculation of odds. I confess indeed that my heart, for the endless stretch that he covered so fast, was often in my throat. I saw him peg away over the sun-dappled plain, I saw him double and wind and gain and lose; and all the while I secretly entertained a conviction. I wanted him to feed his many mouths, but at the bottom of all things was my sense that if he should succeed in doing so in this particular way I should think less well of him, and I had an absolute terror of that. Meanwhile, so far as I could, I backed him up, I helped him: all the more that I had warned him immensely at first, smiled with a compassion it was very good of him not to have found exasperating, over the complacency of his assumption that a man could escape from himself. Ray Limbert, at all events, would certainly never escape; but one could make believe for him, make believe very hard—an undertaking in which, at first, Mr. Bousefield was visibly a blessing. Limbert was delightful on the business of this being at last my chance too—my chance, so miraculously vouchsafed, to appear with a certain luxuriance. He didn’t care how often he printed me, for wasn’t it exactly in my direction Mr. Bousefield held that the cat was going to jump? This was the least he could do for me. I might write on anything I liked—on anything at least but Mr. Limbert’s second manner. He didn’t wish attention strikingly called to his second manner; it was to operate insidiously; people were to be left to believe they had discovered it long ago. “Ralph Limbert?—why, when did we ever live without him?”—that’s what he wanted them to say. Besides, they hated manners—let sleeping dogs lie. His understanding with Mr. Bousefield—on which he had had not at all to insist; it was the excellent man who insisted—was that he should run one of his 38 beautiful stories in the magazine. As to the beauty of his story, however, Limbert was going to be less admirably straight than as to the beauty of everything else. That was another reason why I mustn’t write about his new line: Mr. Bousefield was not to be too definitely warned that such a periodical was exposed to prostitution. By the time he should find it out for himself, the public—le gros public—would have bitten, and then perhaps he would be conciliated and forgive. Everything else would be literary in short, and above all I would be; only Ralph Limbert wouldn’t—he’d chuck up the whole thing sooner. He’d be vulgar, he’d be rudimentary, he’d be atrocious: he’d be elaborately what he hadn’t been before.


  I duly noticed that he had more trouble in making “everything else” literary than he had at first allowed for; but this was largely counteracted by the ease with which he was able to obtain that that mark should not be overshot. He had taken well to heart the old lesson of the Beacon; he remembered that he was after all there to keep his contributors down much rather than to keep them up. I thought at times that he kept them down a trifle too far, but he assured me that I needn’t be nervous: he had his limit—his limit was inexorable. He would reserve pure vulgarity for his serial, over which he was sweating blood and water; elsewhere it should be qualified by the prime qualification, the mediocrity that attaches, that endears. Bousefield, he allowed, was proud, was difficult: nothing was really good enough for him but the middling good; but he himself was prepared for adverse comment, resolute for his noble course. Hadn’t Limbert moreover, in the event of a charge of laxity from headquarters, the great strength of being able to point to my contributions? Therefore I must let myself go, I must abound in my peculiar sense, I must be a resource in case of accidents. Limbert’s vision 39 of accidents hovered mainly over the sudden awakening of Mr. Bousefield to the stuff that, in the department of fiction, his editor was smuggling in. He would then have to confess in all humility that this was not what the good old man wanted, but I should be all the more there as a compensatory specimen. I would cross the scent with something showily impossible, splendidly unpopular—I must be sure to have something on hand. I always had plenty on hand—poor Limbert needn’t have worried: the magazine was forearmed, each month, by my care, with a retort to any possible accusation of trifling with Mr. Bousefield’s standard. He had admitted to Limbert, after much consideration indeed, that he was prepared to be perfectly human; but he had added that he was not prepared for an abuse of this admission. The thing in the world I think I least felt myself was an abuse, even though (as I had never mentioned to my friendly editor) I too had my project for a bigger reverberation. I daresay I trusted mine more than I trusted Limbert’s; at all events, the golden mean in which, as an editor, in the special case, he saw his salvation, was something I should be most sure of if I were to exhibit it myself. I exhibited it, month after month, in the form of a monstrous levity, only praying heaven that my editor might now not tell me, as he had so often told me, that my result was awfully good. I knew what that would signify—it would signify, sketchily speaking, disaster. What he did tell me, heartily, was that it was just what his game required: his new line had brought with it an earnest assumption—earnest save when we privately laughed about it—of the locutions proper to real bold enterprise. If I tried to keep him in the dark even as he kept Mr. Bousefield, there was nothing to show that I was not tolerably successful: each case therefore presented a promising analogy for the other. He never noticed my descent, and it was accordingly possible that Mr. Bousefield would never notice his. 40 But would nobody notice it at all?—that was a question that added a prospective zest to one’s possession of a critical sense. So much depended upon it that I was rather relieved than otherwise not to know the answer too soon. I waited in fact a year—the year for which Limbert had cannily engaged, on trial, with Mr. Bousefield; the year as to which, through the same sharpened shrewdness, it had been conveyed in the agreement between them that Mr. Bousefield was not to intermeddle. It had been Limbert’s general prayer that we would, during this period, let him quite alone. His terror of my direct rays was a droll, dreadful force that always operated: he explained it by the fact that I understood him too well, expressed too much of his intention, saved him too little from himself. The less he was saved, the more he didn’t sell: I literally interpreted, and that was simply fatal.


  I held my breath, accordingly; I did more—I closed my eyes, I guarded my treacherous ears. He induced several of us to do that (of such devotions we were capable) so that not even glancing at the thing from month to month, and having nothing but his shamed, anxious silence to go by, I participated only vaguely in the little hum that surrounded his act of sacrifice. It was blown about the town that the public would be surprised; it was hinted, it was printed, that he was making a desperate bid. His new work was spoken of as “more calculated for general acceptance.” These tidings produced in some quarters much reprobation, and nowhere more, I think, than on the part of certain persons who had never read a word of him, or assuredly had never spent a shilling on him, and who hung for hours over the other attractions of the newspaper that announced his abasement. So much asperity cheered me a little—seemed to signify that he might really be doing something. On the other hand, I had a distinct alarm; some one sent me, for some alien reason, an American journal 41 (containing frankly more than that source of discomposure) in which was quoted a passage from our friend’s last instalment. The passage—I couldn’t for my life help reading it—was simply superb. Ah, he would have to move to the country if that was the worst he could do! It gave me a pang to see how little, after all, he had improved since the days of his competition with Pat Moyle. There was nothing in the passage quoted in the American paper that Pat would for a moment have owned. During the last weeks, as the opportunity of reading the complete thing drew near, one’s suspense was barely endurable, and I shall never forget the July evening on which I put it to rout. Coming home to dinner I found the two volumes on my table, and I sat up with them half the night, dazed, bewildered, rubbing my eyes, wondering at the monstrous joke. Was it a monstrous joke, his second manner—was this the new line, the desperate bid, the scheme for more general acceptance and the remedy for material failure? Had he made a fool of all his following, or had he, most injuriously, made a still bigger fool of himself? Obvious?—where the deuce was it obvious? Popular?—how on earth could it be popular? The thing was charming with all his charm and powerful with all his power; it was an unscrupulous, an unsparing, a shameless, merciless masterpiece. It was, no doubt, like the old letters to the Beacon, the worst he could do; but the perversity of the effort, even though heroic, had been frustrated by the purity of the gift. Under what illusion had he laboured, with what wavering, treacherous compass had he steered? His honour was inviolable, his measurements were all wrong. I was thrilled with the whole impression and with all that came crowding in its train. It was too grand a collapse—it was too hideous a triumph; I exulted almost with tears—I lamented with a strange delight. Indeed as the short night waned, and, threshing about in my emotion, I 42 fidgeted to my high-perched window for a glimpse of the summer dawn, I became at last aware that I was staring at it out of eyes that had compassionately and admiringly filled. The eastern sky, over the London housetops, had a wonderful tragic crimson. That was the colour of his magnificent mistake.


  IV


  If something less had depended on my impression I daresay I should have communicated it as soon as I had swallowed my breakfast; but the case was so embarrassing that I spent the first half of the day in reconsidering it, dipping into the book again, almost feverishly turning its leaves and trying to extract from them, for my friend’s benefit, some symptom of re-assurance, some ground for felicitation. But this rash challenge had consequences merely dreadful; the wretched volumes, imperturbable and impeccable, with their shyer secrets and their second line of defence, were like a beautiful woman more denuded or a great symphony on a new hearing. There was something quite exasperating in the way, as it were, they stood up to me. I couldn’t, however, be dumb—that was to give the wrong tinge to my disappointment; so that, later in the afternoon, taking my courage in both hands, I approached, with a vain indirectness, poor Limbert’s door. A smart victoria waited before it, in which, from the bottom of the street, I saw that a lady who had apparently just issued from the house was settling herself. I recognised Jane Highmore and instantly paused till she should drive down to me. She presently met me half-way and as soon as she saw me stopped her carriage in agitation. This was a relief—it postponed a moment the sight of that pale, fine face of 43 Limbert’s fronting me for the right verdict. I gathered from the flushed eagerness with which Mrs. Highmore asked me if I had heard the news that a verdict of some sort had already been rendered.


  “What news?—about the book?”


  “About that horrid magazine. They’re shockingly upset. He has lost his position—he has had a fearful flare-up with Mr. Bousefield.”


  I stood there blank, but not unconscious, in my blankness, of how history repeats itself. There came to me across the years Maud’s announcement of their ejection from the Beacon, and dimly, confusedly the same explanation was in the air. This time, however, I had been on my guard; I had had my suspicion. “He has made it too flippant?” I found breath after an instant to inquire.


  Mrs. Highmore’s blankness exceeded my own. “Too ‘flippant’? He has made it too oracular. Mr. Bousefield says he has killed it.” Then perceiving my stupefaction: “Don’t you know what has happened?” she pursued: “isn’t it because in his trouble, poor love, he has sent for you, that you’ve come? You’ve heard nothing at all? Then you had better know before you see them. Get in here with me—I’ll take you a turn and tell you.” We were close to the Park, the Regent’s, and when with extreme alacrity I had placed myself beside her and the carriage had begun to enter it she went on: “It was what I feared, you know. It reeked with culture. He keyed it up too high.”


  I felt myself sinking in the general collapse. “What are you talking about?”


  “Why, about that beastly magazine. They’re all on the streets. I shall have to take mamma.”


  44 I pulled myself together. “What on earth, then, did Bousefield want? He said he wanted elevation.”


  “Yes, but Ray overdid it.”


  “Why, Bousefield said it was a thing he couldn’t overdo.”


  “Well, Ray managed—he took Mr. Bousefield too literally. It appears the thing has been doing dreadfully, but the proprietor couldn’t say anything, because he had covenanted to leave the editor quite free. He describes himself as having stood there in a fever and seen his ship go down. A day or two ago the year was up, so he could at last break out. Maud says he did break out quite fearfully; he came to the house and let poor Ray have it. Ray gave it to him back; he reminded him of his own idea of the way the cat was going to jump.”


  I gasped with dismay. “Has Bousefield abandoned that idea? Isn’t the cat going to jump?”


  Mrs. Highmore hesitated. “It appears that she doesn’t seem in a hurry. Ray, at any rate, has jumped too far ahead of her. He should have temporised a little, Mr. Bousefield says; but I’m beginning to think, you know,” said my companion, “that Ray can’t temporise.”


  Fresh from my emotions of the previous twenty-four hours, I was scarcely in a position to disagree with her.


  “He published too much pure thought.”


  “Pure thought?” I cried. “Why, it struck me so often—certainly in a due proportion of cases—as pure drivel!”


  “Oh, you’re a worse purist than he! Mr. Bousefield says that of course he wanted things that were suggestive and clever, things that he could point to with pride. But he contends that Ray didn’t allow for human weakness. He gave everything in too stiff doses.”


  Sensibly, I fear, to my neighbour, I winced at her words; I felt 45 a prick that made me meditate. Then I said: “Is that, by chance, the way he gave me?” Mrs. Highmore remained silent so long that I had somehow the sense of a fresh pang; and after a minute, turning in my seat, I laid my hand on her arm, fixed my eyes upon her face and pursued pressingly: “Do you suppose it to be to my ‘Occasional Remarks’ that Mr. Bousefield refers?”


  At last she met my look. “Can you bear to hear it?”


  “I think I can bear anything now.”


  “Well, then, it was really what I wanted to give you an inkling of. It’s largely over you that they’ve quarrelled. Mr. Bousefield wants him to chuck you.”


  I grabbed her arm again. “And Limbert won’t?”


  “He seems to cling to you. Mr. Bousefield says no magazine can afford you.”


  I gave a laugh that agitated the very coachman. “Why, my dear lady, has he any idea of my price?”


  “It isn’t your price—he says you’re dear at any price, you do so much to sink the ship. Your ‘Remarks’ are called ‘Occasional,’ but nothing could be more deadly regular: you’re there month after month, and you’re never anywhere else. And you supply no public want.”


  “I supply the most delicious irony.”


  “So Ray appears to have declared. Mr. Bousefield says that’s not in the least a public want. No one can make out what you’re talking about, and no one would care if he could. I’m only quoting him, mind.”


  “Quote, quote—if Limbert holds out. I think I must leave you now, please: I must rush back to express to him what I feel.”


  “I’ll drive you to his door. That isn’t all,” said Mrs. Highmore. And on the way, when the carriage had turned, she 46 communicated the rest. “Mr. Bousefield really arrived with an ultimatum: it had the form of something or other by Minnie Meadows.”


  “Minnie Meadows?” I was stupefied.


  “The new lady-humourist every one is talking about. It’s the first of a series of screaming sketches for which poor Ray was to find a place.”


  “Is that Mr. Bousefield’s idea of literature?”


  “No, but he says it’s the public’s, and you’ve got to take some account of the public. Aux grands maux les grands remèdes. They had a tremendous lot of ground to make up, and no one would make it up like Minnie. She would be the best concession they could make to human weakness; she would strike this note, at least, of showing that it was not going to be quite all—well, you. Now Ray draws the line at Minnie; he won’t stoop to Minnie; he declines to touch, to look at Minnie. When Mr. Bousefield—rather imperiously, I believe—made Minnie a sine quâ non of his retention of his post he said something rather violent, told him to go to some unmentionable place and take Minnie with him. That of course put the fat on the fire. They had really a considerable scene.”


  “So had he with the Beacon man,” I musingly replied. “Poor dear, he seems born for considerable scenes! It’s on Minnie, then, that they’ve really split?” Mrs. Highmore exhaled her despair in a sound which I took for an assent, and when we had rolled a little further I rather inconsequently, and to her visible surprise, broke out of my reverie. “It will never do in the world—he must stoop to Minnie!”


  “It’s too late—and what I’ve told you isn’t all. Mr. Bousefield raises another objection.”


  “What other, pray?”


  47 “Can’t you guess?”


  I wondered. “No more of his fiction?”


  “Not a line. That’s something else the magazine can’t stand. Now that his novel has run its course, Mr. Bousefield is distinctly disappointed.”


  I fairly bounded in my place. “Then it may do?”


  Mrs. Highmore looked bewildered. “Why so, if he finds it too dull?”


  “Dull? Ralph Limbert? He’s as sharp as a needle!”


  “It comes to the same thing. Mr. Bousefield had counted on something that would have a wider acceptance.” I collapsed again; my flicker of elation dropped to a throb of quieter comfort; and after a moment’s silence I asked my neighbour if she had herself read the work our friend had just put forth. “No,” she replied, “I gave him my word at the beginning, at his urgent request, that I wouldn’t.”


  “Not even as a book?”


  “He begged me never to look at it at all. He said he was trying a low experiment. Of course I knew what he meant, and I entreated him to let me, just for curiosity, take a peep. But he was firm, he declared he couldn’t bear the thought that a woman like me should see him in the depths.”


  “He’s only, thank God, in the depths of distress,” I replied. “His experiment’s nothing worse than a failure.”


  “Then Bousefield is right—his circulation won’t budge?”


  “It won’t move one, as they say in Fleet Street. The book has extraordinary beauty.”


  “Poor duck, and he tried so hard!” Jane Highmore sighed with real indulgence. “What will, then, become of them?”


  I was silent an instant. “You must take your mother.”


  She was silent too. “I must speak of it to Cecil!” she then 48 exclaimed. Cecil is Mr. Highmore, who then entertained, I knew, strong views on the inadjustability of circumstances in general to the idiosyncrasies of Mrs. Stannace. He held it supremely happy that in an important relation she should have met her match. Her match was Ray Limbert—not much of a writer, but a practical man. “The dear things still think, you know,” my companion continued, “that the book will be the beginning of their fortune. Their illusion, if you’re right, will be rudely dispelled.”


  “That’s what makes me dread to face them. I’ve just spent with his volumes an unforgettable night. His illusion has lasted because so many of us have been pledged, till this moment, to turn our faces the other way. We haven’t known the truth and have therefore had nothing to say. Now that we do know it indeed we have practically quite as little. I hang back from the threshold. How can I follow up with a burst of enthusiasm such a catastrophe as Mr. Bousefield’s visit?”


  As I turned uneasily about my neighbour more comfortably snuggled. “Well, I’m glad I haven’t read him, then, and have nothing unpleasant to say to him!” We had drawn near to Limbert’s door again, and I made the coachman stop short of it. “But he’ll try again, with that determination of his: he’ll build his hopes on the next time.”


  “On what else has he built them from the very first? It’s never the present, for him, that bears the fruit; that’s always postponed and for somebody else; there has always to be another try. I admit that his idea of a ‘new line’ has made him try harder than ever. It makes no difference,” I brooded, still timorously lingering; “his achievement of his necessity, his hope of a market, will continue to attach themselves to the future. But the next time will disappoint him as each last time has done—and then the next, and the next, and the next!”


  49 I found myself seeing it all with an almost inspired clearness: it evidently cast a chill on Mrs. Highmore. Then [“Then] what on earth will become of him?” she plaintively asked.


  “I don’t think I particularly care what may become of him,” I returned, with a conscious, reckless increase of my exaltation; “I feel it almost enough to be concerned with what may become of one’s enjoyment of him. I don’t know, in short, what will become of his circulation; I am only quite at my ease as to what will become of his work. It will simply keep all its value. He’ll try again for the common with what he’ll believe to be a still more infernal cunning, and again the common will fatally elude him, for his infernal cunning will have been only his genius in an ineffectual disguise.” We sat drawn up by the pavement, and I faced poor Limbert’s future as I saw it. It relieved me in a manner to know the worst, and I prophesied with an assurance which, as I look back upon it, strikes me as rather remarkable. “Que voulez-vous?” I went on; “you can’t make of a silk purse a sow’s ear! It’s grievous indeed if you like—there are people who can’t be vulgar for trying. He can’t—it wouldn’t come off, I promise you, even once. It takes more than trying—it comes by grace. It happens not to be given to Limbert to fall. He belongs to the heights—he breathes there, he lives there, and it’s accordingly to the heights I must ascend,” I said as I took leave of my conductress, “to carry him this wretched news from where we move!”


  V


  A few months were sufficient to show how right I had been about his circulation. It didn’t move one, as I had said; it stopped short in the same place, fell off in a sheer descent, like some 50 precipice admired of tourists. The public, in other words, drew the line for him as sharply as he had drawn it for Minnie Meadows. Minnie had skipped with a flouncing caper over his line, however; whereas the mark traced by a lustier cudgel had been a barrier insurmountable to Limbert. Those next times I had spoken of to Jane Highmore, I see them simplified by retrocession. Again and again he made his desperate bid—again and again he tried to. His rupture with Mr. Bousefield caused him, I fear, in professional circles, to be thought impracticable, and I am perfectly aware, to speak candidly, that no sordid advantage ever accrued to him from such public patronage of my performances as he had occasionally been in a position to offer. I reflect for my comfort that any injury I may have done him by untimely application of a faculty of analysis which could point to no converts gained by honourable exercise was at least equalled by the injury he did himself. More than once, as I have hinted, I held my tongue at his request, but my frequent plea that such favours weren’t politic never found him, when in other connections there was an opportunity to give me a lift, anything but indifferent to the danger of the association. He let them have me, in a word, whenever he could; sometimes in periodicals in which he had credit, sometimes only at dinner. He talked about me when he couldn’t get me in, but it was always part of the bargain that I shouldn’t make him a topic. “How can I successfully serve you if you do?” he used to ask: he was more afraid than I thought he ought to have been of the charge of tit for tat. I didn’t care, and I never could distinguish tat from tit; but, as I have intimated, I dropped into silence really more than anything else because there was a certain fascinated observation of his course which was quite testimony enough and to which, in this huddled conclusion of it, he practically reduced me.


  I see it all foreshortened, his wonderful remainder—see it from 51 the end backward, with the direction widening toward me as if on a level with the eye. The migration to the country promised him at first great things—smaller expenses, larger leisure, conditions eminently conducive, on each occasion, to the possible triumph of the next time. Mrs. Stannace, who altogether disapproved of it, gave as one of her reasons that her son-in-law, living mainly in a village, on the edge of a goose-green, would be deprived of that contact with the great world which was indispensable to the painter of manners. She had the showiest arguments for keeping him in touch, as she called it, with good society; wishing to know, with some force, where, from the moment he ceased to represent it from observation, the novelist could be said to be. In London, fortunately, a clever man was just a clever man; there were charming houses in which a person of Ray’s undoubted ability, even though without the knack of making the best use of it, could always be sure of a quiet corner from which he might watch the social kaleidoscope. But the kaleidoscope of the goose-green, what in the world was that, and what such delusive thrift as drives about the land (with a fearful account for flies from the inn) to leave cards on the country magnates? This solicitude for Limbert’s subject-matter was the specious colour with which, deeply determined not to affront mere tolerance in a cottage, Mrs. Stannace overlaid her indisposition to place herself under the heel of Cecil Highmore. She knew that he ruled Upstairs as well as down, and she clung to the fable of the association of interests in the north of London. The Highmores had a better address—they lived now in Stanhope Gardens; but Cecil was fearfully artful—he wouldn’t hear of an association of interests, nor treat with his mother-in-law save as a visitor. She didn’t like false positions; but on the other hand she didn’t like the sacrifice of everything she was accustomed to. 52 Her universe, at any rate, was a universe all of card-leavings and charming houses, and it was fortunate that she couldn’t, Upstairs, catch the sound of the doom to which, in his little grey den, describing to me his diplomacy, Limbert consigned alike the country magnates and the opportunities of London. Despoiled of every guarantee, she went to Stanhope Gardens like a mere maidservant, with restrictions on her very luggage, while, during the year that followed this upheaval, Limbert, strolling with me on the goose-green, to which I often ran down, played extravagantly over the theme that, with what he was now going in for, it was a positive comfort not to have the social kaleidoscope. With a cold-blooded trick in view, what had life, or manners, or the best society, or flies from the inn, to say to the question? It was as good a place as another to play his new game. He had found a quieter corner than any corner of the great world, and a damp old house at sixpence a year, which, beside leaving him all his margin to educate his children, would allow of the supreme luxury of his frankly presenting himself as a poor man. This was a convenience that ces dames, as he called them, had never yet fully permitted him.


  It rankled in me at first to see his reward so meagre, his conquest so mean, but the simplification effected had a charm that I finally felt: it was a forcing-house for the three or four other fine miscarriages to which his scheme was evidently condemned. I limited him to three or four, having had my sharp impression, in spite of the perpetual broad joke of the thing, that a spring had really snapped within him on the occasion of that deeply disconcerting sequel to the episode of his editorship. He never lost his sense of the grotesque want, in the difference made, of adequate relation to the effort that had been the intensest of his life. He had from that moment a charge of shot in him, and it slowly 53 worked its way to a vital part. As he met his embarrassments, each year, with his punctual false remedy, I wondered periodically where he found the energy to return to the attack. He did it every time with a redder and redder rage, but it was clear to me that the fever must at last burn itself out. We got again and again the irrepressible work of art, but what did he get, poor man, who wanted something so different? There were likewise odder questions than this in the matter, phenomena more curious and mysteries more puzzling, which often, for sympathy if not for illumination, I intimately discussed with Mrs. Limbert. She had her burdens, poor woman: after the removal from London, and after a considerable interval, she twice again became a mother. Mrs. Stannace too, in a more restricted sense, exhibited afresh, in relation to the home she had abandoned, the same exemplary character. In her poverty of guarantees, in Stanhope Gardens, there had been least of all, it appeared, a proviso that she shouldn’t resentfully revert again from Goneril to Regan. She came down to the goose-green like Lear himself, with fewer knights, or at least baronets, and the joint household was at last patched up. It fell to pieces and was put together more than once again before poor Limbert died. He was ridden to the end by the superstition that he had broken up Mrs. Stannace’s original home on pretences that had proved hollow, and that if he hadn’t given Maud what she might have had he could at least give her back her mother. I was always sure that a sense of the compensations he owed was half the motive of the dogged pride with which he tried to wake up the libraries. I believed Mrs. Stannace still had money, though she pretended that, called upon at every turn to retrieve deficits, she had long since poured it into the general fund. This conviction haunted me; I suspected her of secret hoards, and I said to myself that she couldn’t be so infamous as not, some day on 54 her deathbed, to leave everything to her less opulent daughter. My compassion for the Limberts led me to hover perhaps indiscreetly round that closing scene, to dream of some happy day when such an accession of means would make up a little for their present penury.


  This, however, was crude comfort, as, in the first place, I had nothing definite to go by, and, in the second, I held it for more and more indicated that Ray wouldn’t outlive her. I never ventured to sound him as to what in this particular he hoped or feared, for after the crisis marked by his leaving London I had new scruples about suffering him to be reminded of where he fell short. The poor man was in truth humiliated, and there were things as to which that kept us both silent. In proportion as he tried more fiercely for the market the old plaintive arithmetic, fertile in jokes, dropped from our conversation. We joked immensely still about the process, but our treatment of the results became sparing and superficial. He talked as much as ever, with monstrous arts and borrowed hints, of the traps he kept setting, but we all agreed to take merely for granted that the animal was caught. This propriety had really dawned upon me the day that, after Mr. Bousefield’s visit, Mrs. Highmore put me down at his door. Mr. Bousefield, on that occasion, had been served up to me anew, but after we had disposed of him we came to the book, which I was obliged to confess I had already rushed through. It was from that moment—the moment at which my terrible impression of it had blinked out at his anxious query—that the image of his scared face was to abide with me. I couldn’t attenuate then—the cat was out of the bag; but later, each of the next times, I did, I acknowledge, attenuate. We all did religiously, so far as was possible; we cast ingenious ambiguities over the strong places, the beauties that betrayed him most, and found ourselves in the queer position 55 of admirers banded to mislead a confiding artist. If we stifled our cheers, however, and dissimulated our joy, our fond hypocrisy accomplished little, for Limbert’s finger was on a pulse that told a plainer story. It was a satisfaction to enjoy a greater freedom with his wife, who entered at last, much to her honour, into the conspiracy, and whose sense of responsibility was flattered by the frequency of our united appeal to her for some answer to the marvellous riddle. We had all turned it over till we were tired of it, threshing out the question why the note he strained every chord to pitch for common ears should invariably insist on addressing itself to the angels. Being, as it were, ourselves the angels, we had only a limited quarrel in each case with the event; but its inconsequent character, given the forces set in motion, was peculiarly baffling. It was like an interminable sum that wouldn’t come straight; nobody had the time to handle so many figures. Limbert gathered, to make his pudding, dry bones and dead husks; how then was one to formulate the law that made the dish prove a feast? What was the cerebral treachery that defied his own vigilance? There was some obscure interference of taste, some obsession of the exquisite. All one could say was that genius was a fatal disturber or that the unhappy man had no effectual flair. When he went abroad to gather garlic he came home with heliotrope.


  I hasten to add that if Mrs. Limbert was not directly illuminating, she was yet rich in anecdote and example, having found a refuge from mystification exactly where the rest of us had found it, in a more devoted embrace and the sense of a finer glory. Her disappointments and eventually her privations had been many, her discipline severe; but she had ended by accepting the long grind of life, and was now quite willing to be ground in good company. She was essentially one of us—she always understood. 56 Touching and admirable at the last, when, through the unmistakeable change in Limbert’s health, her troubles were thickest, was the spectacle of the particular pride that she wouldn’t have exchanged for prosperity. She had said to me once—only once, in a gloomy hour in London days, when things were not going at all—that one really had to think him a very great man, because if one didn’t one would be rather ashamed of him. She had distinctly felt it at first—and in a very tender place—that almost every one passed him on the road; but I believe that in these final years she would almost have been ashamed of him if he had suddenly gone into editions. It is certain indeed that her complacency was not subjected to that shock. She would have liked the money immensely, but she would have missed something she had taught herself to regard as rather rare. There is another remark I remember her making, a remark to the effect that of course if she could have chosen she would have liked him to be Shakespeare or Scott, but that, failing this, she was very glad he wasn’t—well, she named the two gentlemen, but I won’t. I daresay she sometimes laughed to escape from an alternative. She contributed passionately to the capture of the second manner, foraging for him further afield than he could conveniently go, gleaning in the barest stubble, picking up shreds to build the nest and, in particular in the study of the great secret of how, as we always said, they all did it, laying waste the circulating libraries. If Limbert had a weakness he rather broke down in his reading. It was fortunately not till after the appearance of The Hidden Heart that he broke down in everything else. He had had rheumatic fever in the spring, when the book was but half finished, and this ordeal, in addition to interrupting his work, had enfeebled his powers of resistance and greatly reduced his vitality. He recovered from the fever and was able to take up the book again, but the organ of life was pronounced 57 ominously weak, and it was enjoined upon him with some sharpness that he should lend himself to no worries. It might have struck me as on the cards that his worries would now be surmountable, for when he began to mend he expressed to me a conviction almost contagious that he had never yet made so adroit a bid as in the idea of The Hidden Heart. It is grimly droll to reflect that this superb little composition, the shortest of his novels, but perhaps the loveliest, was planned from the first as an “adventure-story” on approved lines. It was the way they all did the adventure-story that he tried most dauntlessly to emulate. I wonder how many readers ever divined to which of their bookshelves The Hidden Heart was so exclusively addressed. High medical advice early in the summer had been quite viciously clear as to the inconvenience that might ensue to him should he neglect to spend the winter in Egypt. He was not a man to neglect anything; but Egypt seemed to us all then as unattainable as a second edition. He finished The Hidden Heart with the energy of apprehension and desire, for if the book should happen to do what “books of that class,” as the publisher said, sometimes did he might well have a fund to draw on. As soon as I read the deep and delicate thing I knew, as I had known in each case before, exactly how well it would do. Poor Limbert, in this long business, always figured to me an undiscourageable parent to whom only girls kept being born. A bouncing boy, a son and heir, was devoutly prayed for, and almanacks and old wives consulted; but the spell was inveterate, incurable, and The Hidden Heart proved, so to speak, but another female child. When the winter arrived accordingly Egypt was out of the question. Jane Highmore, to my knowledge, wanted to lend him money, and there were even greater devotees who did their best to induce him to lean on them. There was so marked a “movement” among his friends that a 58 very considerable sum would have been at his disposal, but his stiffness was invincible: it had its root, I think, in his sense, on his own side, of sacrifices already made. He had sacrificed honour and pride, and he had sacrificed them precisely to the question of money. He would evidently, should he be able to go on, have to continue to sacrifice them, but it must be all in the way to which he had now, as he considered, hardened himself. He had spent years in plotting for favour, and since on favour he must live it could only be as a bargain and a price.


  He got through the early part of the season better than we feared, and I went down, in great elation, to spend Christmas on the goose-green. He told me, late on Christmas eve, after our simple domestic revels had sunk to rest and we sat together by the fire, that he had been visited the night before, in wakeful hours, by the finest fancy for a really good thing that he had ever felt descend in the darkness. “It’s just the vision of a situation that contains, upon my honour, everything,” he said, “and I wonder that I’ve never thought of it before.” He didn’t describe it further, contrary to his common practice, and I only knew later, by Mrs. Limbert, that he had begun Derogation and that he was completely full of his subject. It was a subject, however, that he was not to live to treat. The work went on for a couple of months, in happy mystery, without revelations even to his wife. He had not invited her to help him to get up his case—she had not taken the field with him, as on his previous campaigns. We only knew he was at it again, but that less even than ever had been said about the impression to be made on the market. I saw him in February, and thought him sufficiently at ease. The great thing was that he was immensely interested and was pleased with the omens. I got a strange, stirring sense that he had not consulted the usual ones, and indeed that he had floated away into 59 a grand indifference, into a reckless consciousness of art. The voice of the market had suddenly grown faint and far; he had come back at the last, as people so often do, to one of the moods, the sincerities, of his prime. Was he really, with a blurred sense of the pressing, doing something now only for himself? We wondered and waited—we felt that he was a little confused. What had happened, I was afterwards satisfied, was that he had quite forgotten whether he generally sold or not. He had merely waked up one morning again in the country of the blue, and he had stayed there with a good conscience and a great idea. He stayed till death knocked at the gate, for the pen dropped from his hand only at the moment when, from sudden failure of the heart, his eyes, as he sank back in his chair, closed for ever. Derogation is a splendid fragment; it evidently would have been one of his high successes. How far it would have waked up the libraries is of course a very different question.


  ·  ·


  60 Earth’s Complines


  By Charles G. D. Roberts


  
    Before the feet of the dew


    There came a call I knew,


    Luring me into the garden


    Where the tall white lilies grew.

  


  
    I stood in the dusk between


    The companies of green,


    O’er whose aërial ranks


    The lilies rose serene.

  


  
    And the breathing air was stirred


    By an unremembered word,


    Soft, incommunicable—


    And wings not of a bird.

  


  
    I heard the spent blooms sighing,


    The expectant buds replying;


    I felt the life of the leaves,


    Ephemeral, yet undying.

  


  
    61 The spirits of earth were there


    Thronging the shadowed air,


    Serving among the lilies


    In an ecstasy of prayer.

  


  
    Their speech I could not tell;


    But the sap in each green cell,


    And the pure initiate petals,


    They knew that language well.

  


  
    I felt the soul of the trees—


    Of the white, eternal seas—


    Of the flickering bats and night-moths


    And my own soul kin to these.

  


  
    And a spell came out of space


    From the light of its starry place,


    And I saw in the deep of my heart


    The image of God’s face.

  


  ·  ·


  62 Durham


  By F. G. Cotman


  ·  ·
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  65 Tirala-tirala …


  By Henry Harland


  Iwonder what the secret of it is—why that little fragment of a musical phrase has always had this instant, irresistible power to move me. The tune of which it formed a part I have never heard; whether it was a merry tune or a sad tune, a pretty tune or a stupid one, I have no means of guessing. A sequence of six notes, like six words taken from the middle of a sentence, it stands quite by itself, detached, fortuitous. If I were to pick it out for you on the piano, you would scoff at it; you would tell me that it is altogether pointless and unsuggestive—that any six notes, struck at haphazard, would signify as much. And I certainly could not, with the least show of reason, maintain the contrary. I could only wonder the more why it has always had, for me, this very singular charm. As when I was a child, so now, after all these years, it is a sort of talisman in my hands, a thing to conjure with. I have but to breathe it never so softly to myself, and (if I choose) the actual world melts away, and I am journeying on wings in dreamland. Whether I choose or not, it always thrills my heart with responsive echoes, it always wakes a sad, sweet emotion.


  *

  *  *


  I remember quite clearly the day when I first heard it; quite 66 clearly, though it was more—oh, more than five-and-twenty years ago, and the days that went before and came after it have entirely lost their outlines, and merged into a vague golden blur. That day, too, as I look backwards, glows in the distance with a golden light; and if I were to speak upon my impulse, I should vow it was a smiling day of June, clothed in sunshine and crowned with roses. But then, if I were to speak upon my impulse, I should vow that it was June at Saint-Graal the whole year round. When I stop to think, I remember that it was a rainy day, and that the ground was sprinkled with dead leaves. I remember standing at a window in my grandmother’s room, and gazing out with rueful eyes. It rained doggedly, relentlessly—even, it seemed to me, defiantly, spitefully, as if it took a malicious pleasure in penning me up within doors. The mountains, the Pyrenees, a few miles to the south, were completely hidden by the veil of waters. The sodden leaves, brown patches on the lawn and in the pathways, struggled convulsively, like wounded birds, to fly from the gusts of wind, but fell back fluttering heavily. One could almost have touched the clouds, they hung so low, big ragged tufts of sad-coloured cotton-wool, blown rapidly through the air, just above the writhing tree-tops. Everywhere in the house there was a faint fragrance of burning wood: fires had been lighted to keep the dampness out.


  *

  *  *


  Indeed, if it had been a fair day, my adventure could scarcely have befallen. I should have been abroad, in the garden or the forest, playing with André, our farmer’s son; angling, with a bit of red worsted as bait, for frogs in the pond; trying to catch lizards on the terrace; lying under a tree with Don Quixote or Le Capitaine Fracasse; visiting Manuela in her cottage; or perhaps, 67 best of all, spending the afternoon with Hélène, at Granjolaye. It was because the rain interdicted these methods of amusement that I betook myself for solace to Constantinople.


  *

  *  *


  I don’t know why—I don’t think any one knew why—that part of our house was called Constantinople; but it had been called so from time immemorial, and we all accepted it as a matter of course. It was the topmost story of the East Wing—three rooms: one little room, by way of ante-chamber, into which you entered from a corkscrew staircase; then another little room, at your left; and then a big room, a long dim room, with only two windows, one at either end. And these rooms served as a sort of Hades for departed household gods. They were crowded, crowded to overflowing, with such wonderful old things! Old furniture—old straight-backed chairs, old card-tables, with green cloth tops, and brass claws for feet, old desks and cabinets, the dismembered relics of old four-post bedsteads; old clothes—old hats, boots, cloaks—green silk calashes, like bonnets meant for the ladies of Brobdingnag—and old hoop-petticoats, the skeletons of dead toilets; old books, newspapers, pictures; old lamps and candlesticks, clocks, fire-irons, vases; an old sedan-chair; old spurs, old swords, old guns and pistols: generations upon generations of superannuated utilities and vanities, slumbering in one another’s shadows, under a common sheet of dust, and giving off a thin, penetrating, ancient smell.


  When it rained, Constantinople was my ever-present refuge. It was a land of penumbra and mystery, a realm of perpetual wonderment, a mine of inexhaustible surprises. I never visited it without finding something new, without getting a sensation. One day, when André was there with me, we both saw a ghost—68yes, as plainly as at this moment I see the paper I’m writing on; but I won’t turn aside now to speak of that. And as for my finds, on two or three occasions, at least, they had more than a subjective metaphysical importance. The first was a chest filled with jewellery and trinkets, an iron chest, studded with nails, in size and shape like a small trunk, with a rounded lid. I dragged it out of a dark corner, from amidst a quantity of rubbish, and (it wasn’t even locked!) fancy the eyes I made when I beheld its contents: half-a-dozen elaborately carved, high-backed tortoise-shell combs, ranged in a morocco case; a beautiful old-fashioned watch, in the form of a miniature guitar; an enamelled snuff-box; and then no end of rings, brooches, buckles, seals, and watch-keys, set with precious stones—not very precious stones, perhaps—only garnets amethysts, carnelians; but mercy, how they glittered! I ran off in great excitement to call my grandmother; and she called my uncle Edmond; and he, alas, applied the laws of seigniory to the transaction, and I saw my trover appropriated. My other important finds were appropriated also, but about them I did not care so much—they were only papers. One was a certificate, dated in the Year III, and attesting that my grandfather’s father had taken the oath of allegiance to the Republic. As I was a fierce Legitimist, this document afforded me but moderate satisfaction. The other was a Map of the World, covering a sheet of cardboard nearly a yard square, executed in pen-and-ink, but with such a complexity of hair-lines, delicate shading, and ornate lettering, that, until you had examined it closely, you would have thought it a carefully finished steel-engraving. It was signed “Herminie de Pontacq, 1814”; that is to say, by my grandmother herself, who in 1814 had been twelve years old; dear me, only twelve years old! It was delightful and marvellous to think that my own grandmother, in 1814, had been so industrious, and painstaking, 69 and accomplished a little girl. I assure you, I felt almost as proud as if I had done it myself.


  *

  *  *


  The small room at the left of the ante-chamber was consecrated to the roba of an uncle of my grandfather’s, who had been a sugar-planter in the province of New Orleans, in the reign of Louis XVI. He had also been a Colonel, and so the room was called the Colonel’s room. Here were numberless mementoes of the South: great palm-leaf fans, conch-shells, and branches of coral, broad-brimmed hats of straw, monstrous white umbrellas, and, in a corner, a collection of long slender wands, ending in thick plumes of red and yellow feathers. These, I was informed, the sugar-planter’s slaves, standing behind his chair, would flourish about his head, to warn off the importunate winged insects that abound là-bas. He had died at Paris in 1793, and of nothing more romantic than a malignant fever, foolish person, when he might so easily have been guillotined! (It was a matter of permanent regret with me that none of our family had been guillotined.) But his widow had survived him for more than forty years, and her my grandmother remembered perfectly. A fat old Spanish Créole lady, fat and very lazy—oh, but very lazy indeed. At any rate, she used to demand the queerest services of the negress who was in constant attendance upon her. “Nanette, Nanette, tourne tête à moi. Veux”—summon your fortitude—“veux cracher!” Ah, well, we are told, they made less case of such details in those robust old times. How would she have fared, poor soul, had she fallen amongst us squeamish decadents?


  *

  *  *


  It was into the Colonel’s room that I turned to-day. There 70 was a cupboard in its wall that I had never thoroughly examined. The lower shelves, indeed, I knew by heart; they held, for the most part, empty medicine bottles. But the upper ones?


  *

  *  *


  I pause for a moment, and the flavour of that far-away afternoon comes back fresher in my memory than yesterday’s. I am perched on a chair, in the dim light of Constantinople, at Saint-Graal; my nostrils are full of a musty, ancient smell; I can hear the rain pat-pattering on the roof, the wind whistling at the window, and, faintly, in a distant quarter of the house, my cousin Elodie playing her exercises monotonously on the piano. I am balancing myself on tip-toe, craning my neck, with only one care, one preoccupation, in the world—to get a survey of the top shelf of the closet in the Colonel’s room. The next to the top, and the next below that, I already command; they are vacant of everything save dust. But the top one is still above my head, and how to reach it seems a terribly vexed problem, of which, for a little while, motionless, with bent brows, I am rapt in meditation. And then, suddenly, I have an inspiration—I see my way.


  It was not for nothing that my great-aunt Radigonde—(think of having had a great-aunt named Radigonde, and yet never having seen her! She died before I was born—isn’t Fate unkind?)—it was not for nothing that my great-aunt Radigonde, from 1820 till its extinction in 1838, had subscribed to the Revue Rose—La Revue Rose; Echo du Bon Ton; Miroir de la Mode; paraissant tous les mois; dirigée par une Dame du Monde; nor was it in vain, either, that my great-aunt Radigonde had had the annual volumes of this fashionable intelligencer bound. Three or four of them now, piled one above the other on my chair, lent me the altitude I needed; and the top shelf yielded up its secret.


  71 It was an abominably dusty secret, and it was quite a business to wipe it off. Then I perceived that it was a box, a square box, about eighteen inches long and half as deep, made of polished mahogany, inlaid with scrolls and flourishes of satin-wood. Opened, it proved to be a dressing-case. It was lined with pink velvet and white brocaded silk. There was a looking-glass, in a pink velvet frame, with an edge of gold lace, that swung up on a hinged support of tarnished ormolu; a sere and yellow looking-glass, that gave back a reluctant, filmy image of my face. There were half-a-dozen pear-shaped bottles, of wine-coloured glass, with tarnished gilt tops. There was a thing that looked like the paw of a small animal, the fur of which, at one end, was reddened, as if it had been rubbed in some red powder. The velvet straps that had once presumably held combs and brushes, had been despoiled by an earlier hand than mine; but of two pockets in the lid the treasures were intact: a tortoise-shell housewife, containing a pair of scissors, a thimble, and a bodkin, and a tortoise-shell purse, each prettily incrusted with silver and lined with thin pink silk.


  In front, between two of the gilt-topped bottles, an oval of pink velvet, with a tiny bird in ormolu perched upon it, was evidently movable—a cover to something. When I had lifted it, I saw, first, a little pane of glass, and then, through that, the brass cylinder and long steel comb of a musical box. Wasn’t it an amiable conceit, whereby my lady should be entertained with tinkling harmonies the while her eyes and fingers were busied in the composition of her face? Was it a frequent one in old dressing-cases?


  Oh, yes, the key was there—a gilt key, coquettishly decorated with a bow of pink ribbon; and when I had wound the mechanism up, the cylinder, to my great relief, began to turn—to my relief, for I had feared that the spring might be broken, or something: springs are so apt to be broken in this disappointing world. The 72 cylinder began to turn—but, alas, in silence, or almost in silence, emitting only a faintly audible, rusty gr-r-r-r, a sort of guttural grumble; until, all at once, when I was least expecting it—tirala-tirala—it trilled out clearly, crisply, six silvery notes, and then relapsed into its rusty gr-r-r-r.


  So it would go on and on until it ran down. A minute or two of creaking and croaking, hemming-and-hawing, as it were, whilst it cleared its old asthmatic throat, then a sudden silvery tirala-tirala, then a catch, a cough, and mutter-mutter-mutter. Or was it more like an old woman maundering in her sleep, who should suddenly quaver out a snatch from a ditty of her girlhood, and afterwards mumble incoherently again?


  I suppose the pin-points on the cylinder, all save just those six, were worn away; or, possibly, those teeth of the steel comb were the only ones that retained elasticity enough to vibrate.


  *

  *  *


  ∗ ∗ ∗


  A sequence of six notes, as inconclusive as six words plucked at random from the middle of a sentence; as void of musical value as six such words would be of literary value. I wonder why it has always had this instant, irresistible power to move me. It has always been a talisman in my hands, a thing to conjure with. As when I was a child, so now, after twenty years, I have but to breathe it to myself, and, if I will, the actual world melts away, and I am journeying in dreamland. Whether I will or not, it always stirs a sad, sweet emotion in my heart. I wonder why. Tirala-tirala—I dare say, for another, any six notes, struck at haphazard, would signify as much. But for me—ah, if I could seize the sentiment it has for me, and translate it into English words, I should have achieved a sort of miracle. For me, it is the voice of a spirit, sighing something unutterable. It is an elixir, distilled 73 of unearthly things, six lucent drops; I drink them, and I am transported into another atmosphere, and I see visions. It is Aladdin’s lamp; I touch it, and cloud-capped towers and gorgeous palaces are mine in the twinkling of an eye. It is my wishing-cap, my magic-carpet, my key to the Castle of Enchantment.


  *

  *  *


  The Castle of Enchantment…..


  When I was a child the Castle of Enchantment meant—the Future; the great mysterious Future, away, away there, beneath the uttermost horizon, where the sky is luminous with tints of rose and pearl; the ineffable Future, when I should be grown-up, when I should be a Man, and when the world would be my garden, the world and life, and all their riches, mine to explore, to adventure in, to do as I pleased with! The Future and the World, the real World, the World that lay beyond our village, beyond the Forest of Granjolaye, farther than Bayonne, farther even than Pau; the World one read of and heard strange legends of: Paris, and Bagdad, and England, and Peru. Oh, how I longed to see it; how hard it was to wait; how desperately hard to think of the immense number of long years that must be worn through somehow, before it could come true.


  But—tirala-tirala!—my little broken bar of music was a touchstone. At the sound of it, at the thought of it, the Present was spirited away; Saint-Graal and all our countryside were left a thousand miles behind; and the Future and the World opened their portals to me, and I wandered in them where I would. In a sort of trance, with wide eyes and bated breath, I wandered in them, through enraptured hours. Believe me, it was a Future, it was a World, of quite unstinted magnificence. My many-pinnacled Castle of Enchantment was built of gold and silver, ivory, alabaster, 74 and mother-of-pearl; the fountains in its courts ran with perfumed waters; and its pleasaunce was an orchard of pomegranates—one had no need to spare one’s colours. I dare say, too, that it was rather vague, wrapped in a good deal of roseate haze, and of an architecture that could scarcely have been reduced to ground-plans and elevations; but what of that? And oh, the people, the people by whom the World and the Future were inhabited, the cavalcading knights, the beautiful princesses! And their virtues, and their graces, and their talents! There were no ugly people, of course, no stupid people, no disagreeable people; everybody was young and handsome, gallant, generous, and splendidly dressed. And everybody was astonishingly nice to me, and it never seemed to occur to anybody that I wasn’t to have my own way in everything. And I had it. Love and wealth, glory, and all manner of romance—I had them for the wishing. The stars left their courses to fight for me. And the winds of heaven vied with each other to prosper my galleons.


  To be sure, it was nothing more nor other than the day-dream of every child. But it happened that that little accidental fragment of a phrase of music had a quite peculiar power to send me off dreaming it.


  *

  *  *


  I suppose it must be that we pass the Castle of Enchantment while we are asleep. For surely, at first, it is before us—we are moving towards it; we can see it shining in the distance; we shall reach it to-morrow, next week, next year. And then—and then, one morning, we wake up, and lo! it is behind us. We have passed it—we are sailing away from it—we can’t turn back. We have passed the Castle of Enchantment! And yet, it was only to reach it that we made our weary voyage, toiling through hardships 75 and perils and discouragements, forcing our impatient hearts to wait; it was only the hope, the certain hope, of reaching it at last, that made our toiling and our waiting possible. And now—we have passed it. We are sailing away from it. We can’t turn back. We can only look back—with the bitterness that every heart knows. If we look forward, what is there to see, save grey waters, and then a darkness that we fear to enter?


  *

  *  *


  When I was a child, it was the great world and the future into which my talisman carried me, dreaming desirous dreams; the great world, all gold and marble, peopled by beautiful princesses and cavalcading knights; the future, when I should be grown-up, when I should be a Man.


  Well, I am grown-up now, and I have seen something of the great world—something of its gold and marble, its cavalcading knights and beautiful princesses. But if I care to dream desirous dreams, I touch my talisman, and wish myself back in the little world of my childhood. Tirala-tirala—I breathe it softly, softly; and the sentiment of my childhood comes and fills my room like a fragrance. I am at Saint-Graal again; and my grandmother is seated at her window, knitting; and André is bringing up the milk from the farm; and my cousin Elodie is playing her exercises on the piano; and Hélène and I are walking in the garden—Hélène in her short white frock, with a red sash, and her black hair loose down her back. All round us grow innumerable flowers, and innumerable birds are singing in the air, and the frogs are croaking, croaking in our pond. And farther off, the sun shines tranquilly on the chestnut trees of the Forest of Granjolaye; and farther still, the Pyrenees gloom purple….. It is not much, 76 perhaps it is not very wonderful; but oh, how my heart yearns to recover it, how it aches to realise that it never can.


  *

  *  *


  In the Morning (says Paraschkine) the Eastern Rim of the Earth was piled high with Emeralds and Rubies, as if the Gods had massed their Riches there; but he—ingenuous Pilgrim—who set forth to reach this Treasure-hoard, and to make the Gods’ Riches his, seemed presently to have lost his Way; he could no longer discern the faintest Glint of the Gems that had tempted him: until, in the Afternoon, chancing to turn his Head, he saw a bewildering Sight—the Emeralds and Rubies were behind him, immeasurably far behind, piled up in the West.


  Where is the Castle of Enchantment? When do we pass it? Ah, well, thank goodness, we all have talismans (like my little broken bit of a forgotten tune) whereby we are enabled sometimes to visit it in spirit, and to lose ourselves during enraptured moments among its glistening, labyrinthine halls.


  ·  ·


  77 The Golden Touch


  By Rosamund Marriott Watson


  
    The amber dust of sunset fills


    The limits of my narrow room,


    And every sterile shadow thrills


    To golden hope, to golden bloom.

  


  
    Sweet through the splendour, shrill and sweet,


    Somewhere a neighbouring cage-bird sings,


    Sings of the Spring in this grey street


    While golden glories gild his wings.

  


  
    Clothed with the sun he breaks to song—


    In vague remembrance, deep delight—


    Of dim green worlds, forsaken long,


    Of leaf-hung dawn and dewy night.

  


  
    My prisoning bars, transfigured too,


    Fade with the day, forsworn, forgot—


    Melt in a golden mist—and you


    Are here, although you know it not.

  


  ·  ·


  78 Long Odds


  By Kenneth Grahame


  For every honest reader there exist some half-dozen honest books, which he re-reads at regular intervals of six months or thereabouts. Whatever the demands on him, however alarming the arrears that gibber and grin in menacing row, for these he somehow generally manages to find time. Nay, as the years flit by, the day is only too apt to arrive when he reads no others at all; the hour will even come, in certain instances, when the number falls to five, to four—perhaps to three. With this same stride of time comes another practice too—that of formulating general principles to account for or excuse one’s own line of action; and yet it ought not to be necessary to put forward preface or apology for finding oneself immersed in Treasure Island for about the twentieth time. The captain’s capacities for the consumption of rum must always be a new delight and surprise; the approaching tap of the blind man’s stick, the moment of breathless waiting in the dark and silent inn, are ever sure of their thrill; hence it came about that the other night I laid down the familiar book at the end of Part the Second—where vice and virtue spar a moment ere the close grip—with the natural if commonplace reflection that nineteen to six was good healthy odds.


  But somehow I was in no hurry to take the book up again. 79 The mental comment with which I had laid it down had set up a yeasty ferment and a bubble in my brain; till at last, with a start, I asked myself how long was it since I had been satisfied with such a pitiful majority on the side of evil? Why, a certain number of years ago it would have been no majority at all—none, at least, worth speaking of. What a change must have been taking place in me unsuspected all this time, that I could tamely accept, as I had just done, this pitiful compromise (I can call it nothing else) with the base law of probabilities! What a totally different person I must have now become, from the hero who sallied out to deal with a horde of painted Indians, armed only with his virtue and his unerring smoothbore! Well, there was some little comfort in the fact that the fault was not entirely my own, nor even that of the irresistible years.


  Frankly, in the days I look back to, this same Treasure Island would not have gone down at all. It was not that we were in the least exacting. We did not ask for style; the evolution of character possessed no interest whatever for us; and all scenery and description we sternly skipped. One thing we did insist on having, and that was good long odds against the hero; and in those fortunate days we generally got them. Just at present, however, a sort of moral cowardice seems to have set in among writers of this noblest class of fiction; a truckling to likelihood, and a dirty regard for statistics. Needless to say, this state of things is bringing about its inevitable consequence. Already one hears rumours that the boy of the period, instead of cutting down impalpable bandits or blowing up imaginary mines and magazines, is moodily devoting himself to golf. The picture is a pitiful one. Heaven hath blessed him, this urchin, with a healthy appetite for pirates, a neat hand at the tomahawk, and a simple passion for being marooned; instead of which, he now plods about the country 80 playing golf. The fault is not his, of course; the honest heart of him beats sound as ever. The real culprits are these defaulting writers, who, tainted by realism, basely shirk their duty, fall away from the high standard of former days, and endeavour to represent things as they possibly might have happened. Nineteen to six, indeed! No lad of spirit will put up with this sort of thing. He will even rather play golf; and play golf he consequently does.


  The magnificent demand of youth for odds—long odds, whatever the cost!—has a pathetic side to it, once one is in a position to look back, thereon squinting gloomily through the wrong end of the telescope. At the age of six or seven, the boy (in the person of his hero of the hour) can take on a Genie, an Afreet or two, a few Sultans and a couple of hostile armies, with a calmness resembling indifference. At twelve he is already less exacting. Three hundred naked Redskins, mounted on mustangs and yelling like devils, pursue him across the prairie and completely satisfy his more modest wants. At fifteen, ’tis enough if he may only lay his frigate alongside of two French ships of the line; and among the swords he shall subsequently receive on his quarter-deck he will not look for more than one Admiral’s; while a year or two later it suffices if he can but win fame and fortune at twenty-five, and marry the Earl’s daughter in the face of a whole competitive House of Lords. Henceforward all is declension. One really has not the heart to follow him, step by dreary step, to the time when he realises that a hero may think himself lucky if he can only hold his own, and so on to the point when it dawns on him at last that the gods have a nasty habit of turning the trump, and have even been accused of playing with loaded dice—an aphorism any honest boy would laugh to scorn.


  Indeed, the boy may well be excused for rejecting with indignation these unworthy sneers at the bona fides of the autocrats who, 81 from afar, shift the pieces on this little board, and chuck them aside when done with, one by one. For he but sees the world without through the chequered lattice of the printed page, and there invariably the hero, buffeted though he may be of men, kicked by parents and guardians, reviled by colonels and first lieutenants, always has the trump card up his sleeve, ready for production in the penultimate chapter. What wonder, then, that the gods appear to him as his cheerful backers, ready to put their money on him whatever the starting price? Nay, even willing to wink and look the other way when he, their darling, gets a quiet lift from one of themselves, who (perhaps) may “have a bit on?” Meanwhile, to the wistful gazer through the lattice, his cloistral life begins to irk terribly. ’Tis full time he was up and doing. Through the garden gate, beyond the parish common, somewhere over the encircling horizon, lie fame and fortune, and the title and the bride. Pacific seas are calling, the thunder of their rollers seems to thrill to him through the solid globe that interposes between. Savages are growing to dusky manhood solely that he may flesh his sword on them; maidens are already entangling themselves in perilous situations that he, and he alone, may burst the bonds, eliminate the dragon, and swing them forth to freedom and his side. The scarlet sunsets scorn him, a laggard and a recreant; behind them lie arrogant cities, plains of peril, and all the tingling adventure of the sea. The very nights are big with reproach, in their tame freedom from the watch-fire, the war-whoop, the stealthy ambuscade; and every hedgerow is a boundary, every fence another bond. From this point his decadence dates. At first the dice spring merrily out on the board. The gods throw, and he; and they again, and then he, and still with no misgivings; those blacklegs know enough to permit an occasional win. All the same, early or late, comes that period in the game 82 when suspicion grows a sickening certainty. He asked for long odds against him, and he has got them with a vengeance; the odds of the loaded dice. While as for that curled darling he dreamed of, who was to sweep the board and declare himself the chosen, where is he? He has dropped by the roadside, many a mile behind. From henceforth on they must not look to join hands again.


  Some there are who have the rare courage, at the realising point, to kick the board over and declare against further play. Stout-hearted ones they, worthy of marble and brass; but you meet them not at every turn of the way. Such a man I forgathered with by accident, one late autumn, on the almost deserted Lido. The bathing-ladders were drawn up, the tramway was under repair; but the slant sun was still hot on the crinkled sand, and it was not so much a case of paddling suggesting itself as of finding oneself barefoot and paddling without any conscious process of thought. So I paddled along dreamily, and thought of Ulysses, and how he might have run the prow of his galley up on these very sands, and sprung ashore and paddled; and then it was that I met him—not Ulysses, but the instance in point.


  He was barelegged also, this elderly man of sixty or thereabouts: and he had just found a cavallo del mare, and exhibited it with all the delight of a boy; and as we wandered together, cool-footed, eastwards, I learnt by degrees how such a man as this, with the mark of Cheapside still evident on him, came to be pacing the sands of the Lido that evening with me. He had been Secretary, it transpired, to some venerable Company or Corporation that dated from Henry the Seventh; and among his duties, which were various and engrossing, was in especial that of ticking off, with a blue pencil, the members of his governing body, as they made their appearance at their weekly meeting; in accordance with the practice 83 dating from Henry the Seventh. His week, as I have said, was a busy one, and hinged on a Board day; and as time went on these Board days raced up and disappeared with an ever-increasing rapidity, till at last his life seemed to consist of but fifty-two days in the year—all Board days. And eternally he seemed to be ticking off names with a feverish blue pencil. These names, too, that he ticked—they flashed into sight and vanished with the same nightmare gallop; the whole business was a great humming Zoetrope. Anon the Board would consist of Smith, Brown, Jackson, &c., Life Members all; in the briefest of spaces Smith would drop out, and on would come Price, a neophyte—a mere youngling, this Price. A few more Board days flash by, and out would go Brown and maybe Jackson—on would come Cattermole, Fraser, Davidson—beardless juniors every one. Round spun the unceasing wheel; in a twinkling Davidson, the fledgling, sat reverend in the chair, while as for those others——! And all the time his blue pencil, with him, its slave, fastened to one end of it, ticked steadily on. To me, the hearer, it was evident that he must have been gradually getting into the same state of mind as Rudyard Kipling’s delightful lighthouse keeper, whom solitude and the ceaseless tides caused to see streaks and lines in all things, till at last he barred a waterway of the world against the ships that persisted in making the water streaky. And this may account for an experience of his in the Underground Railway one evening, when he was travelling home after a painful Board day on which he had ticked up three new boys into vacant places which seemed to have been hardly filled an hour. He was alone, he said, and rather sleepy, and he hardly looked at the stranger who got in at one of the stations, until he saw him deposit in the hat-rack—where ordinary people put their umbrellas—what might have been an umbrella, but looked, in the dim light of the Underground, far more like a scythe. Then he sat up and 84 began to take notice. The elderly stranger—for he was both gaunt and elderly—nay, as he looked at him longer he saw he was old—oh so very old! And one long white tuft of hair hung down on his wrinkled forehead from under his top hat,—the stranger squatted on the seat opposite him, produced a note-book and a pencil—a blue pencil too!—and leaning forward, with a fiendish grin, said, “Now I’m going to tick off all you fellows—all you Secretaries—right back from the days of Henry the Seventh!”


  The Secretary fell back helplessly in his seat. Terror-stricken, he strove to close his ears against the raucous voice that was already rattling off those quaint old Tudor names he remembered having read on yellowing parchment; but all was of no avail. The stranger went steadily on, and each name as read was ruthlessly scored out by the unerring blue pencil. The pace was tremendous. Already they were in the Commonwealth; past flew the Restoration like a racehorse—the blue pencil wagged steadily like a nightmare—Queen Anne and her coffee-houses,—in a second they were left far behind; and as they turned the corner and sped down the straight of the Georgian era, the Secretary sweated, a doomed man. The gracious reign of Victoria was full in sight—nay, on the stranger’s lips was hovering the very name of Fladgate—Fladgate whom the Secretary could himself just remember, a doddering old pensioner—when the train shivered and squealed into St. James’s Park Station. The Secretary flung the door open and fled like a hare, though it was not his right station. He ran as far as the Park itself, and there on the bridge over the water he halted, mopped his brow, and gradually recovered his peace of mind. The evening was pleasant, full of light and laughter and the sound of distant barrel-organs. Before him, calm and cool, rose the walls of the India Office, which in his simple way he had always considered a dream in stone. Beneath his feet a whole family of ducks 85 circled aimlessly, with content written on every feature; or else, reversing themselves in a position denoting supreme contempt for all humanity above the surface, explored a new cool underworld a few inches below. It was then (he said) that a true sense of his situation began to steal over him; and it was then that he awoke to the fact of another life open to him should he choose to grasp it. Neither the ducks nor the India Office (so he affirmed) carried blue pencils, and why should he? The very next Board day he sent in his resignation, and, with a comfortable pension and some reminiscence (perhaps) of that frontage of the India Office, crossed the Channel and worked South till he came to Venice, where the last trace of blue-pencil nightmare finally faded away.


  “And are you never bored?” I tenderly inquired of him, as we rocked homewards in a gondola between an apricot sky and an apricot sea.


  “During the first six months I was,” he answered, frankly; “then it passed away altogether, even as influenza does in time, or the memory of a gaucherie. And now every day lasts as long as a year of those Board days of old, and is fifty-two times as interesting. Why, only take this afternoon, for example. I didn’t get over here till two, but first I met some newly-arrived Americans, and talked for a cycle with them; and you never know what an American will be surprised at, or, better still, what he will not be surprised at; and if you only think what that means—— Well, presently they left (they had to get on to Rome), so I went up to the platform over the sea and had oysters and a bottle of that delightful yellow wine I always forget the name of; and æons passed away in the consumption. Each oyster lasted a whole Board day, and each glass of yellow wine three. Then I strolled along the sands for a century or so, thinking of nothing in particular. Lastly, I met you, and for some twelve months I’ve been boring 86 you with my uninteresting story. And even yet there’s the whole evening to come! Oh, I had lots of leeway to make up when I came over here; but I think I shall manage it yet—in Venice!”


  I could not help thinking, as I parted from him at the Piazzetta steps, that (despite a certain incident in the Underground Railway) here was one of the sanest creatures I had ever yet happened upon.


  But examples such as this (as I said) are rare; the happy-starred ones who know when to cut their losses. The most of us prefer to fight on—mainly, perhaps, from cowardice, and the dread of a plunge into a new element, new conditions, new surroundings—a fiery trial for any humble, mistrustful creature of use-and-wont. And yet it is not all merely a matter of funk. For a grim love grows up for the sword-play itself, for the push and the hurtle of battle, for the grips and the give-and-take—in fine, for the fight itself, whatever the cause. In this exaltation, far from ignoble, we push and worry along until a certain day of a mist and a choke, and we are ticked off and done with.


  This is the better way; and the history of our race is ready to justify us. With the tooth-and-claw business we began, and we mastered it thoroughly ere we learnt any other trade. Since that time we may have achieved a thing or two besides—evolved an art, even, here and there, though the most of us bungled it. But from first to last fighting was the art we were always handiest at; and we are generally safe if we stick to it, whatever the foe, whatever the weapons—most of all, whatever the cause.


  ·  ·


  87 Two Drawings


  By Patten Wilson


  I. A Penelope


  II. Sohrab taking Leave of his Mother


  ·  ·
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  93 A Letter Home


  By Enoch Arnold Bennett


  I


  Rain was falling—it had fallen steadily through the night—but the sky showed promise of fairer weather. As the first streaks of dawn appeared, the wind died away, and the young leaves on the trees were almost silent. The birds were insistently clamorous, vociferating times without number that it was a healthy spring morning and good to be alive.


  A little, bedraggled crowd stood before the park gates, awaiting the hour named on the notice board when they would be admitted to such lodging and shelter as iron seats and overspreading branches might afford. A weary, patient-eyed, dogged crowd—a dozen men, a boy of thirteen, and a couple of women, both past middle age—which had been gathering slowly since five o’clock. The boy appeared to be the least uncomfortable. His feet were bare, but he had slept well in an area in Grosvenor Place, and was not very damp yet. The women had nodded on many doorsteps, and were soaked. They stood apart from the men, who seemed unconscious of their existence. The men were exactly such as one would have expected to find there—beery and restless as to the eyes, quaintly shod, and with nondescript greenish clothes which 94 for the most part bore traces of the yoke of the sandwich board. Only one amongst them was different.


  He was young, and his cap, and manner of wearing it, gave sign of the sea. His face showed the rough outlines of his history. Yet it was a transparently honest face, very pale, but still boyish and fresh enough to make one wonder by what rapid descent he had reached his present level. Perhaps the receding chin, the heavy, pouting lower lip, and the ceaselessly twitching mouth offered a key to the problem.


  “Say, Darkey,” he said.


  “Well?”


  “How much longer?”


  “Can’t ye see the clock? It’s staring ye in the face.”


  “No. Something queer’s come over my eyes.”


  Darky was a short, sturdy man, who kept his head down and his hands deep in his pockets. The rain-drops clinging to the rim of an ancient hat fell every now and then into his grey beard, which presented a drowned appearance. He was a person of long and varied experiences; he knew that queer feeling in the eyes, and his heart softened.


  “Come, lean against the pillar,” he said, “if you don’t want to tumble. Three of brandy’s what you want. There’s four minutes to wait yet.”


  With body flattened to the masonry, legs apart, and head thrown back, Darkey’s companion felt more secure, and his mercurial spirits began to revive. He took off his cap, and brushing back his light brown curly hair with the hand which held it, he looked down at Darkey through half-closed eyes, the play of his features divided between a smile and a yawn. He had a lively sense of humour, and the irony of his situation was not lost on him. He took a grim, ferocious delight in calling up the 95 might-have-beens and the “fatuous ineffectual yesterdays” of life. There is a certain sardonic satisfaction to be gleaned from a frank recognition of the fact that you are the architect of your own misfortune. He felt that satisfaction, and laughed at Darkey, who was one of those who bleat about “ill-luck” and “victims of circumstance.”


  “No doubt,” he would say, “you’re a very deserving fellow, Darkey, who’s been treated badly. I’m not.” To have attained such wisdom at twenty-five is not to have lived altogether in vain.


  A park-keeper presently arrived to unlock the gates, and the band of outcasts straggled indolently towards the nearest sheltered seats. Some went to sleep at once, in a sitting posture. Darkey produced a clay pipe, and, charging it with a few shreds of tobacco laboriously gathered from his waistcoat pocket, began to smoke. He was accustomed to this sort of thing, and with a pipe in his mouth could contrive to be moderately philosophical upon occasion. He looked curiously at his companion, who lay stretched at full length on another bench.


  “I say, pal,” he remarked, “I’ve known ye two days; ye’ve never told me yer name, and I don’t ask ye to. But I see ye’ve not slep’ in a park before.”


  “You hit it, Darkey; but how?”


  “Well, if the keeper catches ye lying down he’ll be on to ye. Lying down’s not allowed.”


  The man raised himself on his elbow.


  “Really now,” he said, “that’s interesting. But I think I’ll give the keeper the opportunity of moving me. Why, it’s quite fine, the sun’s coming out and the sparrows are hopping round—cheeky little devils! I’m not sure that I don’t feel jolly.”


  “I wish I’d got the price of a pint about me,” sighed Darkey, 96 and the other man dropped his head and appeared to sleep. Then Darkey dozed a little and heard in his waking sleep the heavy, crunching tread of an approaching park-keeper; he started up to warn his companion, but thought better of it, and closed his eyes again.


  “Now then, there,” the park-keeper shouted to the man with the sailor hat, “get up! This ain’t a fourpenny doss, you know. No lying down.” A rough shake accompanied the words, and the man sat up.


  “All right, my friend.” The keeper, who was a good-humoured man, passed on without further objurgation.


  The face of the younger man had grown whiter.


  “Look here, Darkey,” he said, “I believe I’m done for.”


  “Never say die.”


  “No, just die without speaking.” His head fell forward and his eyes closed.


  “At any rate, this is better than some deaths I’ve seen,” he began again with a strange accession of liveliness. “Darkey, did I tell you the story of the five Japanese girls?”


  “What, in Suez Bay?” said Darkey, who had heard many sea stories during the last two days, and recollected them but hazily.


  “No, man. This was at Nagasaki. We were taking in a cargo of coal for Hong Kong. Hundreds of little Jap girls pass the coal from hand to hand over the ship’s side in tiny baskets that hold about a plateful. In that way you can get 3000 tons aboard in two days.”


  “Talking of platefuls reminds me of sausage and mash,” said Darkey.


  “Don’t interrupt. Well, five of these gay little dolls wanted to go to Hong Kong, and they arranged with the Chinese sailors to stow away; I believe their friends paid those cold-blooded 97 fiends something to pass them down food on the voyage and give them an airing at nights. We had a particularly lively trip, battened everything down tight, and scarcely uncovered till we got into port. Then I and another man found those five girls among the coal.”


  “Dead, eh?”


  “They’d simply torn themselves to pieces. Their bits of frock things were in strips, and they were scratched deep from top to toe. The Chinese had never troubled their heads about them at all, although they must have known it meant death. You may bet there was a row. The Japanese authorities make you search ship before sailing, now.”


  “Well?”


  “Well, I sha’n’t die like that. That’s all.”


  He stretched himself out once more, and for ten minutes neither spoke. The park-keeper strolled up again.


  “Get up, there!” he said shortly and gruffly.


  “Up ye get, mate,” added Darkey, but the man on the bench did not stir. One look at his face sufficed to startle the keeper, and presently two policemen were wheeling an ambulance cart to the hospital. Darkey followed, gave such information as he could, and then went his own ways.


  II


  In the afternoon the patient regained full consciousness. His eyes wandered vacantly about the illimitable ward, with its rows of beds stretching away on either side of him. A woman with a white cap, a white apron, and white wristbands bent over him, and he felt something gratefully warm passing down his throat. 98 For just one second he was happy. Then his memory returned, and the nurse saw that he was crying. When he caught the nurse’s eye he ceased, and looked steadily at the distant ceiling.


  “You’re better?”


  “Yes.” He tried to speak boldly, decisively, nonchalantly. He was filled with a sense of physical shame, the shame which bodily helplessness always experiences in the presence of arrogant, patronising health. He would have got up and walked briskly away if he could. He hated to be waited on, to be humoured, to be examined and theorised about. This woman would be wanting to feel his pulse. She should not; he would turn cantankerous. No doubt they had been saying to each other, “And so young, too! How sad!” Confound them.


  “Have you any friends that you would like to send for?”


  “No, none.”


  The girl (she was only a girl) looked at him, and there was that in her eye which overcame him.


  “None at all?”


  “Not that I want to see.”


  “Are your parents alive?”


  “My mother is, but she lives away in the North.”


  “You’ve not seen her lately, perhaps?”


  He did not reply, and the nurse spoke again, but her voice sounded indistinct and far off.


  When he awoke it was night. At the other end of the ward was a long table covered with a white cloth, and on this table a lamp.


  In the ring of light under the lamp was an open book, an inkstand and a pen. A nurse (not his nurse) was standing by the table, her fingers idly drumming the cloth, and near her a man in evening dress. Perhaps a doctor. They were conversing in low 99 tones. In the middle of the ward was an open stove, and the restless flames were reflected in all the brass knobs of the bedsteads and in some shining metal balls which hung from an unlighted chandelier. His part of the ward was almost in darkness. A confused, subdued murmur of little coughs, breathings, rustlings, was continually audible, and sometimes it rose above the conversation at the table. He noticed all these things. He became conscious, too, of a strangely familiar smell. What was it? Ah, yes! Acetic acid—his mother used it for her rheumatics.


  Suddenly, magically, a great longing came over him. He must see his mother, or his brothers, or his little sister—some one who knew him, same one who belonged to him. He could have cried out in his desire. This one thought consumed all his faculties. If his mother could but walk in just now through that doorway! If only old Spot, even, could amble up to him, tongue out and tail furiously wagging! He tried to sit up, and he could not move! Then despair settled on him, and weighed him down. He closed his eyes.


  The doctor and the nurse came slowly up the ward, pausing here and there. They stopped before his bed, and he held his breath.


  “Not roused up again, I suppose?”


  “No.”


  “Hm! He may flicker on for forty-eight hours. Not more.”


  They went on, and with a sigh of relief he opened his eyes again. The doctor shook hands with the nurse, who returned to the table and sat down.


  Death! The end of all this! Yes, it was coming. He felt it. His had been one of those wasted lives of which he used to read in books. How strange! Almost amusing! He was one of those sons who bring sorrow and shame into a family. Again, 100 how strange! What a coincidence that he, just he and not the man in the next bed, should be one of those rare, legendary good-for-nothings who go recklessly to ruin. And yet, he was sure that he was not such a bad fellow after all. Only somehow he had been careless. Yes, careless, that was the word …. nothing worse….. As to death, he was indifferent. Remembering his father’s death, he reflected that it was probably less disturbing to die oneself than to watch another pass.


  He smelt the acetic acid once more, and his thoughts reverted to his mother. Poor mother! No, great mother! The grandeur of her life’s struggle filled him with a sense of awe. Strange that until that moment he had never seen the heroic side of her humdrum, commonplace existence! He must write to her, now, at once, before it was too late. His letter would trouble her, add another wrinkle to her face, but he must write; she must know that he had been thinking of her.


  “Nurse,” he cried out, in a thin, weak voice.


  “Ssh!” She was by his side directly, but not before he had lost consciousness again.


  The following morning he managed with infinite labour to scrawl a few lines:


  
    “Dear Mamma,


    “You will be surprised but not glad to get this letter. I’m done for, and you will never see me again. I’m sorry for what I’ve done, and how I’ve treated you, but it’s no use saying anything now. If Pater had only lived he might have kept me in order. But you were too kind, you know. You’ve had a hard struggle these last six years, and I hope Arthur and 101 Dick will stand by you better than I did, now they are growing up. Give them my love, and kiss little Fannie for me.


    “Willie.”


    “Mrs. Hancock——”

  


  He got no further with the address.


  III


  By some strange turn of the wheel, Darkey gathered several shillings during the next day or two, and feeling both elated and benevolent, he called one afternoon at the hospital, “just to inquire like.” They told him the man was dead.


  “By the way, he left a letter without an address. Mrs. Hancock—here it is.”


  “That’ll be his mother; he did tell me about her—lived at Endon, Staffordshire, he said. I’ll see to it.”


  They gave Darkey the letter.


  “So his name’s Hancock,” he soliloquised, when he got into the street. “I knew a girl of that name—once. I’ll go and have a pint of four half.”


  At nine o’clock that night Darkey was still consuming four half, and relating certain adventures by sea which, he averred, had happened to himself. He was very drunk.


  “Yes,” he said, “and them five lil’ gals was lying there without a stitch on ’em, dead as meat; ’s’true as I’m ’ere. I’ve seen a thing or two in my time, I can tell ye.”


  “Talking about these Anarchists——” said a man who appeared anxious to change the subject.


  “An—kists,” Darkey interrupted. “I tell ye what I’d do 102 with that muck.” He stopped to light his pipe, looked in vain for a match, felt in his pockets, and pulled out a piece of paper—the letter.


  “I tell you what I’d do. I’d——” He slowly and meditatively tore the letter in two, dropped one piece on the floor, thrust the other into a convenient gas jet, and applied it to the tobacco.


  “I’d get ’em ’gether in a heap and I’d—— Damn this pipe.” He picked up the other half of the letter, and relighted the pipe.


  “After you, mate,” said a man sitting near, who was just biting the end from a cigar.


  ·  ·


  103 The Captain’s Book


  By George Egerton


  Let it be understood at the outset that this book was even more fateful to its author than the forgotten pamphlet of one John Stubbs, Puritan, whose right hand, with that of his publisher, was chopped off in the reign of the great Queen, yclept virgin, “wich is writ sarkastic.”


  The Captain, by courtesy, for he had never really attained to more than lieutenant’s rank, and that, too, was due to a page in the book blurred by a woman’s tears and a comrade’s handgrip. It is not within my ken to say how the book was begotten, but I can vouch for the fact that it proved ever a barrier to the success of its author as a worth-while member of a tax-paying community.


  It was with him as a laddie when he fished for troutlings in the mill-stream, or went birds’-nesting in the hedgerows. It floated as a nebulous magnetic spirit to lure him from set tasks in the dame school of his tender years, to play truant in pleasant meadows, with a stolen volume of forbidden lore in his satchel. It transformed every itinerant ballad-monger into a troubadour. It made the wooden-legged corporal who mended brogues between his drunken bouts, and told tales of the Peninsular and Waterloo, more wonderful than Prester John, and his feats greater than those of any hero of Northern Saga. It gave him, to the despair of tutor and 104 parents, a leaning to the disreputable society of such members of gipsydom or the mummers’ craft as paid flying visits with van or show to the town of his birth.


  Was it begotten by the reading of his first romance, this desire that grew in him to write some day a great book, a book of which the world would ring, that would stir men’s hearts to deeds of valour, and women’s to vows of loyal love? Did it sleep in a cell of his brain at his birth, fateful inheritance of some roving ancestor, with a light touch on the harp and a genius of lying on his tongue?


  When the dame school was abandoned for college, and the velvet cap with golden tassel and jean pantalettes with broidered frills ceded to cloth small clothes with gilt button and college cap, it still grew apace; and when it crept between his dryer tasks and let duller boys snatch prizes from his grasp, he whispered to himself that some day he would let them know why he had failed to be an easy first.


  Years fled, the choice of a career became imperative; but ever the golden book with its purple letters on fairest vellum, its clasps of jacinth and opal, its pageant of knights, ladies, courtiers and clowns; martial strains and dim cathedral choirs with mystic calls; its songs of the blood, leering satyrs, and the seven deadly sins in guise of maidens fair; whispered distractingly to his inner ear. Indecision blinked at him with restless eyes and whispered many callings: Art held up a pencil and said: You who can limn each passing face, who are affectable to every shade of colour, can quicken the inanimate world by the light of your fancy, if you follow me. I am an arbitrary mistress, but in the end I will lead you through the gate of the Temple of Fame! And he was about to follow, when the skirl of pipes and the echo of marching feet, the flutter of pennants and strains of a music that roused to imperative life 105 the instincts of the fighting man, lulled to slumber by centuries of peace, made him pause again. Visions of foreign lands, gallant deeds for country and for fame, adventures by sea and shore that would serve for the pages of the marvellous book, decided him to abandon his true mistress and follow the jade of war.


  It became so closely interwoven with the fibres of his being that often it was hard to distinguish the existing from the imagined, and every fact of life borrowed a colour from its inscribing therein; thus it came to pass, not seldom, that men listening to his narration of the happened by the light of their soberer reason, looked askance at his version and whispered to each other: “He is a liar”; and when the pain of their misunderstanding had ceased to sting he told himself: “They too will understand when they read the book.”


  One career after the other was tossed aside at the turn to success, and those who had watched the opening days of the brilliant lad with the many gifts, turned their faces away when they met him, for they could not afford to know a wastrel of the chances of life.


  Yet the Captain was rarely unhappy, for he alone conned the pages of the magic book, ever present to him, a growing marvel, in manhood as in childhood. When the girl of his early love, weary of waiting for the home that was to harbour her, distrustful of promises as lightly made as broken, turned from a world of vanities and unsatisfied yearnings to take the veil as a Sister of Mercy, it was a keen wound, soon to be treasured as a melancholy sweet episode in the romance of the book. So years sped by. The Captain married, and little children came with reckless frequency, episodes of gay insouciance; materials of sorrow and pain, dark blots, with here and there a touch of shame accumulated to supply its tragedy and its truth.


  Former schoolfellows, plodding boys of sparser talents who had 106 kept a grip on the tool they had chosen, passed him in the race of life, and drove by his shabby lodgings in neat broughams, and forgot to greet him when they met.


  What knew they of the witchery of the golden book, the hashish of its whisperings, the incidents crowding to fill it with all the experiences of humanity—a concordance of the soul of man? They merely looked upon him as belonging to the strange race of the sons of men who never work in the immediate present, but who lie in bed in the morning forming elaborate plans to catch a sea-serpent.


  Debts increased, little children clamoured for food and raiment; yet the Captain, ever dreaming of his book, trod lightly and whistled through life, mellow in note as a blackbird; tired women stitching in narrow windows would lift their heads as they heard him pass, and think wistfully of bird song and hazel copse down country ways. Even when the wife of his choice, patient victim of his procrastinations, closed her tired eyes from sheer weariness, glad to be relieved of the burden of her sorrows, the Captain found solace in weaving her in as the central figure of his book—an apotheosis of heroic wifehood.


  But the reaping must be as the sowing, and evil days must come with the ingathering: his clothes grew shabbier, his friends fewer, want rapped oftener at the door, gay romance gave place to sordid reality, and the sore places of life blotted the pages, as the plates in a book of surgery; dire necessity forced the Captain to woo the mistress he had jilted in early youth, but she laughed illusively. The old spirit had flown from the pencil, his fingers had lost their cunning, and younger men elbowed him out of the way; for a man who has spent his life in dreaming ever fails to grasp the “modern,” the changeful spirit of the day. As time went on the book became a subject of jest to his children, of good-natured 107 raillery to his friends; the boys and girls fought their separate ways, gathering educational manna from every bush; and became practical hard-headed men and women of the world, with a keen eye to the main chance, a grip of the essentials of life, as befits the offspring of a dreamer.


  Something of scorn for his failures, of contempt for his ideals, impatience with his shiftlessness, tinged their attitude to him always, and, spreading wider, their attitude towards every one who bore not the hall-mark of the world’s estimate of success. What is the good of it, how much will it bring? was their standard of worth.


  Barney who had become a successful stockbroker, occasionally found the former acquaintanceship of the old guv’nor with sundry families of noble breeding of signal service to him. He never failed to make capital of the “old Dad’s” intimate knowledge of salmon-fishing, or the best places to go in search of big game and the easiest way to get there. “A fellow whose father is a crack shot and an authority on salmon-fishing can’t be quite a cad, don’t you know!” young De Vere would urge when asking his governor to send City Barney an invitation.


  Barney, in return, paid for the Captain’s cheap lodgings, and gave him a hint that the “missus” only cared to see people on invitation, as the chicks asked awkward questions before her folk as to why grandpa lived in such a little house? It didn’t do! The Captain would curl his grey moustache fiercely and turn to his pipe and book, and lay the one as it burnt out as a marker in the half-read page of the other, and close his eyes with a vehemence of intention that boded ill for the performance, to map out the chapters of the wonderful book.


  Dick, who had inherited his facile invention, astounding memory, and his adaptive mercurial temperament, without any of his tenderness of heart, had taken successfully to journalism as a stepping-stone 108 to whatever might offer; and when the Piccadilly Budget treated all the clubs to a merry half-hour by its piquant details of the early life of the latest created military baronet, or told how the great porter brewer’s grandfather burnt the malt by accident and so laid the foundation to his fortune, or gave a most piquant version of an old scandal with modern touches as applicable to the newest woman writer, brother journalists were green with envy. Readers in the running said: “That’s Dick O’Grady’s par.,” and wondered where the deuce the fellow picked up his facts. And Dick smiled at acquaintances with the winning smile that too was an inheritance from the Captain, and stopped his hansom to greet a club gossip useful to push him into the set he wished to enter, told him a rattling good story of the latest “star’s” mother, whom he happened to know was a canteen woman in the Curragh in 1856, and was promised a card in return for Lady C.’s crush; sometimes, too, he found a modernised version of the Captain’s chivalrous manner to women of almost miraculous effect in conciliating the esoteric petticoat influence of some leading daily; and, conscious of his debt, he would order a new dress suit and send the old boy half a sovereign with a letter bemoaning the shortness of “oof,” and asking three questions no one else in London could answer him. His Sunday afternoon with the Captain was always profitably spent; he gleaned stores of workable anecdotes, and if the stories he deftly drew out gained in malice as they lost in genial humanity, and the rennet of his cynicism turned sour the milk of human kindness that ran through the Captain’s worst tale—well, he was the better latter-day journalist for that. Nowise deceived, the old man would pocket the stray shillings, and wash the taste of the interview down with a glass of his favourite Jamieson, swearing he would make that cub, with the mind of a journalising huckster, cry small when he published his book.


  109 As the sons, so the daughters.


  Mary, who married well and lived in Lancaster Gate, sometimes took the children in a cab to see him; but as her nurse’s sister let apartments in the same terrace, she had to look after them herself, and that was too fatiguing for frequent repetition. Kitty, the black sheep of the family, who danced in burlesque, and showed her pretty limbs as Captain of the Guard, and her pretty teeth in her laughing song, stood to him best; but even she was frankly sceptical at mention of the golden book: “Chuck it, dad, and write naughty anecdotes of celebrities for Modern Society or some of the papers; nothing pays like scandal with just a grain of truth. Like some tickets for Thursday? No! Well, buy some baccy.” And she would take her rustling petticoats and powdered, laughing face, and saucy eyes, into a hansom with ill-concealed relief.


  They had all grown beyond him and his dreams. Their interests were frankly material; they were keenly alive to his faults, his subterfuges, his poor, sometimes mean, shifts to make ends meet; his silly reverence for everything that wore a gown, his wasted talents that might have served their advancement; they resented him as a failure, and they let him know it.


  One thing solely they were blind to, Dick as well as Barney (which was the less excusable, seeing how like the chip was to the block), level-headed Mary as easy-going Kitty—that they themselves were the result of the very faults they condemned. Their acute sense of essentials, their world-insight, their calculating forethought, each of the very qualities that assured their success in the world of their desires was built up on the solid foundation of sordid experience his make-shift life had brought in its wake. His impecuniosity had taught them the value of money, his happy-go-lucky procrastination the need of immediate action; he had been an unconscious object lesson to them from their 110 tenderest years, of the things to avoid unless a man wish to fail in life.


  The Captain saw it clearly enough, and sometimes a tiny flame of his old spirit would flicker to life, and he would register a vow to begin the next day—perhaps he would make ready a couple of quills, dust his old desk, lay out some foolscap, and put away treasured letters from old comrades—his correspondence of late was infrequent—and whisper with a smile: “To-morrow!” He would cock his old hat jauntily and nod to Jeanet, his landlady’s little daughter, and go on to the common with a paper and a pipe, and lose himself in a happy dream of a glorious first chapter; a marvel of psychological insight into the life of a child, in which youth and love, and the tender colours of hope and faith, would make young readers’ eyes glow and old readers’ eyes glisten. Later on, Jeanet, coming to seek him, would find him asleep with his chin on his stick. She was a wise little maid, with the worldliness that is such a pitiful side of London childhood, clever and practical, with a strange affection for the old gentleman who treated her so courteously and called her “My pretty Jane,” and was a mine of wonderful lore. She was fiercely jealous of his stuck-up sons and daughters, and resented their treatment with the keen intuition and loyal devotion of childhood.


  “Wake up, Captain; you shouldn’t go to sleep like that!” with quaint reproof. “Supper is ready, and I’ve got a new book!”


  “Have you, my pretty? I, too, was dreaming of my book, and to-morrow I must begin. ‘I am growing old, Jeanette.’ Lord, how divinely poor Paddy Blake used to sing that song. Yes, it’s time to begin!”—with a sigh.


  The child, a lanky, precocious thing of thirteen winters, in whom he alone had seen a promise of beauty, and whose rare 111 intelligence he had striven to cultivate, was silent. Is it not of this book, his book, of which he has told her so often in the long evenings when they have sat together, when the mother has gone with Susie to a south-west music hall, that she has been thinking? Has she not learnt by heart the story of the youth and man, the lady—so wondrous a white lady surely never lived in fiction before—of the gentle nun tending wounded men in the wake of war and pestilence, of gallant “sojer” friends, witch-women with amber locks, little children buried at sea, and racy tales, expurgated for her hearing, of camp and bar? Is she not the only one who ever believed implicitly in its greatness and fulfilment? No wonder a plan grew in her little head, and now she has almost carried it to completion. She hurried the old man in, only to note with dismay how feeble his steps, how laboured his breathing had become; and from that day she redoubled her watchfulness of his needs.


  Some days later, Dick, sauntering up the Strand from one of his numerous paper offices, was waylaid by an odd little maid with resentful eyes, who gave him a piece of her mind with the uncompromising bluntness of youth. She was too in earnest for him to resent it; besides, she interested him; he had been seeking a type of child-girl for a curtain-raiser, and she hit it off to the life. He watched each expressive gesture, each trick of emphasis and quaintness of idiom, noting them mentally for use; he talked of himself to draw her out.


  “Don’t you tell me you got to work ’ard”—in spite of the Captain’s pains she lapses into her old ways of speech when strongly moved—“you go about in ’ansoms and wear expensive flowers in your button ’ole, an’ the Captain ’e wants strengthenin’ things ’e don’t ’ave. I thought I’d tell you, if I was to be killed for it.”


  And Dick smiled and promised to send a cheque next day, 112 honour bright!—in reply to her distrustful look, adding: “You’ll write and tell me how he is!”


  Jeanet waved her hand from the top of her ’bus, and Dick bared his head as to a duchess, and invented a lie on the spur of the moment in reply to the enthusiastic query of an artist friend who had seen the parting: “Who’s the girl with the singular face?” Dick’s lies were always entertaining, and he never made the mistake of lying about things that might be found out.


  The cheque arrived, the Captain’s spirits rose with his renewed health, and Jeanet came into his room one evening with an air of triumph. Her thin cheeks were flushed with eagerness, and she held something carefully wrapped up in tissue paper. The old man laid down his pipe and his well-thumbed Sterne with a sigh, and watched her with an amused twinkle in his faded old eyes. Jeanet undid it carefully, and displayed a gorgeous scarlet-bound book with gilt-edged leaves.


  “See, Captain,” handing it to him with a little air of solemnity, as if she were investing him with some strange order, “here it is!”


  He, falling into her mood, took it solemnly, turned to the back—no title, just a square of gilt lines; opened it—clean unwritten pages.


  Jeanet had been watching his face, and a delighted smile broke over hers at his look of wondering question.


  “An album, Jeanette? I must do you a little sketch in it!”


  “No, Captain, it is not for me; it is for you. It’s for the book. I got it on purpose, my own self, from Sophy’s young man—he’s a bookbinder; and now you must really and truly begin. I’m sorry it’s not purple and gold, with those lovely clasps, you said; but afterwards, when it’s written, you can have one like that.” And, sliding up to his chair, and flicking a speck of dust off his shabby 113 coat, “You’ll begin it now, won’t you? There is really a book inside your head; it isn’t a fairy tale you made up just for me, is it? And you’ll make a great name, and they’ll put your picture in the papers, and all about you, and I’ll cut out all the pieces and make an album, like Sophy does with her notices. She had a lovely one in the Charing Cross Gazette. The young man who wrote it owed mother rent, and she let him off for getting it in. And then when your sons know you have really made the book—they don’t believe in it,” with a note of scorn—“they’ll want to take you away, but you won’t forget as how little Jeanet gave you the book to write it in, will you?”


  The Captain blew his nose and wiped his glasses, and kissed the little maid, and patted her head, and called her his little comfort, and promised her a whole chapter to herself; and to-morrow he would begin—without fail, to-morrow. Then he invited Jeanet to supper, and they decided upon fried fish and baked potatoes, and Jeanet laid the table-cloth, and he put on his threadbare overcoat and she her hat, and they went out joyous as only children at heart can be. The Captain chaffed the busy stout women frying the pieces a golden brown, and insisted on carrying the basket. Jeanet was careful not to get re-roasted potatoes, and gave the old man a wise little lecture because he bade a rogue of a news-boy to keep the halfpenny change from an evening paper; and he bought her a bunch of ragged bronze-brown chrysanthemums, and she tried hard to see that they were prettier than the close magenta ones.


  They supped merrily, and whilst she mixed his punch for him he unlocked an old workbox, and found her a little silver fish, with a waggling tail, that had once served the dear white lady as a tape-measure; and then she sat at his feet and he told her more wonderful stories of bygone days, but he lost the thread of his 114 story at times, and names bothered him; sometimes, too, the tears welled up and his lips trembled under his old grey moustache, and his hand shook as he rubbed his glasses, and though the fires had not long begun nor the chestnut roasters taken up their winter places, and it seemed only a few weeks back that delicate spirals of smoke rose up from all the squares, with a pungent smell of burning leaves—surest London token of the coming of the fall—the old man sat huddled over the fire. His little friend, who had seen most of the serious sides of life, observed him anxiously as she whispered good-bye with her good-night.”


  “For I am going to Aunt Sarah’s for a week, and I wish I wasn’t going, Captain dear, but I’ll write to you. I’ve filled the inkpot fresh and put a hassock for your feet, and told Bessie to mind your fire, and when I come back you’ll read me all you have written in the book.”


  The old man, seeing her face clouded, promised her with forced gaiety to work like a Trojan, and kissed her little red hand with a touch of old-time grace.


  Five days later Jeanet got a shakily written letter in reply to hers, with a comical little sketch of the Captain surrounded by icebergs, with icicles hanging from his beard; he wrote that he missed her, felt seedy, but to-morrow surely he would be better, and then he would write. Jeanet declared resolutely she must go home, and the next day when the shadows were gathering thickly and the lamplighter trotted from street to street, and the tinkle of the muffin bell told the hour of tea, the little maid surprised her family by her advent:


  “How is the Captain?” was her first question.


  “Indeed he’s only middlin’. Bessy took him some gruel at dinner-time and made up the fire, for he said he was going to 115 write, an’ he asked about you. La, she do make a fuss about the Captain,” she added to a crony, in for a gossip.


  Jeanet stole upstairs, paused outside the door with a strange disinclination to enter. She knocked twice with caught breath; no sound reached her from inside. She entered; the cheap coal had burnt out to slate and grey white ash; the shadows filled the room, accentuating the strange quiet. The Captain sat a little to one side with his chin sunk on his breast and his old hands folded on the closed book; the quill pen shone whitely on the floor where it had dropped to his feet. Some sudden spell of awe kept Jeanet from touching the silent figure, and checked the cry of “Captain” on her lips. She went out, fetched in the lamp from the bracket on the landing and turned it up to its full height—gave one look, and uttered a long cry that brought them hurrying up from below, and woke the lodger’s baby on the floor above.


  And whilst they clustered round his chair and felt his heart and talked volubly of doctor and telegrams, Jeanet took the book reverently from under his hand, and hugging it to her breast burst into tears—to her alone it was of signification, had not his own always made a jest of it?


  “He would get up, the pore gentleman, he was fair set on writin’ in his book; I left ’im sittin’ with the pen in ’is ’and,” cried the girl.


  When the ghastly details had been carried out and the Captain lay with a restful smile on his face, and sons and daughters had been and gone, and the undertaker’s young man was talking it over in the kitchen, Jeanet stole with swollen lids and pinched features to the bedside of her best friend—to open the book. It had escaped every one’s thought, but she had lain awake all night thinking of the wonderful tale it must hold, for the Captain, Bessy said, had sat with it upon his knee each day since her 116 departure. How she regretted having gone away, her dear Captain—well as the lips that had told her many of its wonders were silenced for ever, she would read it here, at his side, before they laid him away for ever.


  She bolted the door and knelt down with a light on her face of faith and devotion. She opened the wonderful book—paused at the title with a look of surprise—turned the pages with eager fingers—all fair, all unsullied—and in trembling letters across the title-page of the golden book, that had been alike the dream of his life and its fate—his own name.


  ·  ·
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  117 The Yellow Book


  By Miss Gertrude D. Hammond


  ·  ·
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  121 A Song


  By Dollie Radford


  
    Outside the hedge of roses


    Which walls my garden round,


    And many a flower encloses,


    Lies fresh unfurrowed ground.

  


  
    I have not delved, nor planted,


    In that strange land, nor come


    To sow in soil enchanted


    Sweet promises of bloom.

  


  
    My labours all have ended


    Within my fragrant wall,


    The blossoms I have tended


    Have grown so sweet and tall.

  


  
    But now in silver showers


    Your laughter falls on me,


    And fairer than all flowers


    Your flower-face I see.

  


  
    122 And bound no more by roses,


    I break my barrier through,


    And leave all it encloses,


    Dear one, to follow you.

  


  ·  ·


  123 A New Poster†


  By Evelyn Sharp


  ·  ·


  164 The Star and Garter, Richmond


  By P. Wilson Steer


  ·  ·
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  167 An Appreciation of Ouida


  By G. S. Street


  I


  The superfluous champion is a foolish being, but his superfluity lies, as a rule, not in his cause, but in his selection of adversaries. In a world of compromises and transitions there is generally much to be said on both sides, and there are few causes or persons for whom a good word, in a fitting place and time, may not be spoken. I acquit myself of impertinence in stating what I find to like and to respect in the novels of Ouida. For many years, with many thousands of readers they have been popular, I know. But ever since I began to read reviews, to learn from the most reputable authorities what I should admire or avoid, I have found them mentioned with simple merriment or a frankly contemptuous patronage. One had, now and then in boyhood, vague ideas of being cultivated, vague aspirations towards superiority: I thought, for my part, that of the many insuperable obstacles in the way of this goal, this contempt of Ouida’s novels was one of the most obvious. I enjoyed them as a boy, and I enjoy them now; I place them far above books whose praise is in all critics’ mouths, and I think I have reason for the faith that is in me.


  168 One may write directly of “Ouida” as of a familiar institution, without, I hope, an appearance of bad manners, using the pseudonym for the books as a whole. The faults alleged against her are a commonplace of criticism: it is said that her men and her women are absurd, that her style is bad, that her sentiment is crude or mawkish. It is convenient to make those charges points of departure for my championship.


  II


  Everybody has laughed at Ouida’s typical guardsman, that magnificent creature of evil life and bitter memories, sumptuous, reckless, and prepared withal to perform heroic feats of physical strength at a moment’s notice. Nobody, I admit, has met a guardsman like him; I admit his prodigality to be improbable in its details, and the insolence of his manners to be deplorable. But if you can keep from your mind the unlikenesses of his superficial life, you come upon an ideal which is no doubt falsely elaborated, but which, too, is the reverse of despicable. With all his faults, Ouida’s guardsman is a man, and a man of a recognisably large nature. The sort of man whom Ouida has set out to express in him, often with unhappy results, is a man of strong passions and a zeal for life. He grasps at the pleasures of life, and is eager for all its activities; he will endure privations in the cause of sport and discomforts in the cause of friendship and risks in the cause of love. His code of honour may not keep him out of the Divorce Court, but, except in that connection, it saves him from lying and trickery. His social philosophy, that of the essential male in a position of advantage, is not enlightened, and his sense of humour is elementary; but his habit of life is clean and active; he is ready to fight, and 169 he does not swagger. His one affectation is, that if by chance he has done something great in the ways of sport or war, he looks as if nothing had happened. There are things in life which he puts before the main chance. Such, more or less, is the sort of man in question, virile certainly, and one whom only the snobbery of intellect can despise. His is not a very common type in a materialised age, when even men of pleasure want their pleasure, as it were, at store prices, and everybody is climbing pecuniary and social ladders; it is a type that, I confess, I respect and like. At least it is indisputable that such men have done much for our country. Now Ouida, as I have admitted, has made many mistakes in her dealings with this type of man: who has altogether avoided them? They are many who find the pictures of him in Mr. Rudyard Kipling, superficially at least, far inferior to Mr. Kipling’s “natives,” and his three immortal Tommies. Ouida has made him ridiculously lavish, inclined to translate his genuine emotions into terms of sentimentalism, and to say things of his social inferiors which such a man may sometimes think, but is careful not to say. To affirm that the subject is good and the treatment of it bad, would be to give my case away. My contention is that the treatment, with many imperfections, leaves one assured that the subject has been, in essentials, perceived.


  But her guardsman belongs to Ouida’s earlier manner, and it is most unfair, in estimating her, to forget that this manner has been mellowed and quieted. In “Princess Napraxine” and in “Othmar”—the two most notable books, I think, of her later period—there are types of men more reasonably conceived and expressed more subtly. Geraldine, the cosmopolitan, but characteristic Englishman; Napraxine, the amiable, well-bred savage; Des Vannes, the calculating sensualist; Othmar himself, the disappointed idealist, these are painted, now and then, in somewhat 170 glaring colours, but you cannot deny the humanity of the men or the effectiveness of their portraits. And when you remember how few are the male creations of women-writers which are indubitable men, you must in reason give credit to Ouida for her approximation.


  I submit that it is not an absolute condemnation to say of Ouida’s women that they are “hateful.” There are critics, I know, who deny by implication the right of an author to draw any character which is not good and pleasant. That there may be, at one time or another, too pronounced a tendency to describe only people who are wicked or unpleasant, to the neglect of those who are sane and healthy and reputable, is certain; but the critics should remember that there is no great author of English fiction who has limited himself to these. One may regret that any writer should ignore them, but only stupidity or malevolence refuses to such a writer what credit may be due to him for what he has done, because of what he has left undone. Of Ouida’s women much the same, mutatis mutandis, may be said, as has been said so often of Thackeray’s: the good women are simpletons or obtuse, only the wicked women interesting. That criticism of Thackeray has always seemed to me to be remarkably crude, even for a criticism: it argues surely a curious ignorance of life or lack of charity to deny any “goodness” to Beatrix Esmond or Ethel Newcome. But of Ouida it is tolerably fair. There is an air of stupidity about her good and self-sacrificing women, and since there is nobody, not incredibly unfortunate, but has known women good in the most conventional sense, and self-sacrificing, and wise and clever as well, it follows that Ouida has not described the whole of life. But perhaps she has not tried so to do. It is objected occasionally, even against a short story, that its “picture of life” is so-and-so, 171 and far more plausibly can it be objected against a long tale of novels: but I have a suspicion that some of the writers so incriminated have not attempted the large task attributed to them. Granted, then, that Ouida has not put all the women in the world into her novels: what of those she has?


  Certainly her best-drawn women are hateful: are they also absurd? I think they are not. They are over-emphasised beyond doubt, so much so, sometimes, that they come near to being merely an abstract quality—greed, belike, or animal passion—clothed carelessly in flesh. To be that is to be of the lowest class of characters in fiction, but they are never quite that. A side of their nature may be presented alone, but its presentation is not such as to exclude, as in the other case, what of that nature may be left. And, after all, there have been women—or the chroniclers lie sadly—in whom greed and passion seem to have excluded most else. The critics may not have met them, but Messalina and Barbara Villiers, and certain ladies of the Second Empire, whose histories Ouida seems to have studied, have lived all the same, and it is reasonable to suppose that a few such are living now. One may be happy in not knowing them, in the sphere of one’s life being too quiet and humdrum for their gorgeous presence, but one hears of such women now and then.


  They are not, I think, absurd in Ouida’s presentment, but I confess they are not attractive. One’s general emotion with regard to them is regret that nobody was able to score off or discomfit them in some way. And that, it seems, was the intention of their creator. She writes with a keenly pronounced bias against them, she seeks to inform you how vile and baneful they are. It is not a large-hearted attitude, and some would say it is not artistic, but it is one we may easily understand and with which in a measure we may sympathise. A novel is not a 172 sermon, but sæva indignatio is generally a respectable quality. I am not trying to prove that Ouida’s novels are very strict works of art: I am trying to express what from any point of view may be praised in them. In this instance I take Ouida to be an effective preacher. She is enraged with these women because of men, worth better things, who are ruined by them, or because of better women for them discarded. It would have been more philosophical to rail against the folly of the men, and were Ouida a man, the abuse of the women might be contemptible—I have never been able to admire the attitude of the honest yeoman towards Lady Clara Vere de Vere; but she is a woman, and “those whom the world loved well, putting silver and gold on them,” one need not pity for her scourging. It is effective. She is concerned to show you the baseness and meanness possible to a type of woman: at her best she shows you them naturally, analysing them in action; often her method is, in essentials, simple denunciation, a preacher’s rather than a novelist’s; but the impression is nearly always distinct. You may be incredulous of details in speech or action, but you have to admit that, given the medium, and the convention, a fact of life is brought home with vigour to your sympathies and antipathies. You must allow the convention—the convention between you and the temperament of your author. As when in parts of Byron a theatrical bent in his nature, joined with a mode of his time, gives you expressions that on first appearance are not real, not sincere, you may prove a fine taste by your dislike, but you prove a narrow range of feeling and a poor imagination if you get beyond it; so I venture to think in this matter of Ouida’s guardsman and her wicked women, the magnificence, the high key, the glaring colours may offend or amuse you, but they should not render you blind to the humanity that is below the first appearance.


  173 And if the hateful women are unattractive, is there not in the atmosphere that surrounds their misdeeds something—now and again, just for a minute or two—vastly and vaguely agreeable? I speak of the atmosphere as I suppose it to be, not as idealised in Ouida’s fashion. It is not the atmosphere, I should imagine, of what in the dear old snobbish phrase was called “high life”—gay here and there, but mostly ordered and decorous: there is too much ignored. It is the atmosphere, really, of a profuse Bohemianism, of mysterious little houses, of comical lavishness, and unwisdom, and intrigue. I do not pretend—as one did in boyhood—to know anything about it save as a reader of fiction, but there are moments when, in the quiet country or after a day’s hard work in one’s garret, the thought of such an atmosphere is pleasant. We—we others, the plodders and timid livers—could not live in it; better ten hours a day in a bank and a dinner of cold mutton; but fancy may wander in it agreeably for a brief time, and I am grateful to Ouida for its suggestion.


  III


  I do not propose to discourse at length on Ouida’s style. As it is, I do not admire it much. But I cannot see that it is worse than the average English in the novels and newspapers of the period. It is crude, slap-dash if you will, incorrect at times. But it is eloquent, in its way. It does not seem to have taken Swift for an ideal; it is not simple, direct, restrained. But it is expressive, and it is so easy to be crude, and slap-dash, and incorrect, and with it all to express nothing. There are many writers who are more correct than Ouida, and very many indeed who are a hundred times less forcible, and (to my taste) less 174 tolerable to read. It may be true that to know fully the savour and sense of English, and to use it as one having that knowledge, a writer must be a scholar. I do not suppose that Ouida is a scholar, but I am sure that the scholarship that is only just competent to get a familiar quotation aright is not a very valuable possession. In fine, I respect an unrestrained and incorrect eloquence more than a merely correct and periphrastic nothingness. I would not take Ouida’s for a model of style, but I prefer it to some others with which I am acquainted.


  Perhaps to be a good judge of sentiment one should not be an easy subject for its influence. In that case nothing I can say on the question of Ouida’s sentiment can be worth much, for I am the prey of every sort of sentiment under heaven. If I belonged to a race whose males wept more readily than those of my own, I should be in a perpetual state of tears. Any of the recognised forms of pathos affects me with certainty, so it be presented without (as is sometimes the case) an overpowering invitation to hilarity. In these days, however, if one does not insist on sentiment all day long, if one has moods when some other emotion is agreeable, if one is not prepared to accept every profession for an achievement of pathos, one is called a “cynic.” At times the pathos of Ouida has amused me, and I too was a cynic. But, as a rule, I think it genuine. Despised love, unmerited misfortunes, uncongenial surroundings—she has used all these motives with effect. The favourite pathos of her earlier books, that of the man who lives in a whirl of pleasure with a “broken heart,” appeals very easily to a frivolous mood, and may be made ridiculous to anybody by a touch, but its contrasts may be used with inevitable effect, and so Ouida has sometimes used them. Dog-like fidelity, especially to a worthless man or woman, can be ridiculous to the coarse-grained only. Love of beauty unattainable, as of the country in one 175 condemned to a sordid life in a town, can hardly be made absurd. But the mere fact of unrequited affection, being so very common, requires more than a little talent to be impressive, even to a sentimentalist, in a novel, and Ouida, I think, has made this common fact impressive over and over again, because, however imperfect be the expression, the feeling, being real, appeals without fail to a sympathetic imagination.


  IV


  The two qualities, I think, which underlie the best of Ouida’s work, and which must have always saved it from commonness, are a genuine and passionate love of beauty, as she conceives it, and a genuine and passionate hatred of injustice and oppression. The former quality is constantly to be found in her, in her descriptions—accurate or not—of the country, in her scorn of elaborate ugliness as contrasted with homely and simple seemliness, in her railings against all the hideous works of man. It is not confined to physical beauty. Love of liberty, loyalty, self-sacrifice—those moral qualities which, pace the philosophers, must in our present stage of development seem beautiful to us—she has set herself to show us their beauty without stint of enthusiasm. Nobody can read her tales of Italian peasant life without perceiving how full is her hatred of inhumanity and wrong. In a book of essays recently published by her this love and hatred have an expression which in truth is not always judicious, but is not possibly to be mistaken. They are qualities which, I believe, are sufficiently rare in contemporary writers to deserve our attention and gratitude.


  In fine, I take the merits in Ouida’s books to balance their faults many times over. They are not finished works of art, they do not approach that state so nearly as hundreds of books with a 176 hundred times less talent spent on them. Her faults, which are obvious, have brought it about that she is placed, in the general estimation of critics, below writers without a tenth of her ability. I should be glad if my appreciation may suggest to better critics than myself better arguments than mine for reconsidering their judgment.


  ·  ·


  177 Justice


  By Richard Garnett, LL.D., C.B.


  
    When Deities from earth departute [departure] made,


    Justice I marked in attitude to soar;


    No bandage veiled her eyes; no blade she bore;


    Nor from her hand her wonted balance swayed.


    “Goddess,” I cried, with tongue and heart dismayed,


    “Bereft of thee and thine, how any more


    Shall Grief be stilled? or Faith with Hope adore?


    Wrong be annulled? or Benefit repaid?”

  


  
    “Fear not,” she said, “though far I seem to wend


    Who omnipresent am, and whose award


    Hath course by automatic Law sublime;


    My bandage blinds the vulgar; on my sword


    The malefactor falls; my scales depend


    In nicest balance from the hand of Time.”

  


  ·  ·


  178 Lilla


  Conte de neige pour mon neveu Rudi


  Par le Prince Bojidar Karageorgevitch


  Elle était partie la petite Lilla, et Hélo savait qu’elle était partie pour toujours.


  Aussi lorsqu’au dernier tournant de la route, là bas, très loin, où le lac finit, il n’avait plus vu le petit nuage d’or des cheveux de Lilla briller sur le rouge de la carriole qui emportait la petite fille, Hélo s’était senti comme sans son cœur, et s’était mis à errer longtemps, longtemps.


  Un à un il avait repris tous les sentiers parcourus avec la chère absente, il avait revu toutes les places où elle s’était reposée, s’était arrêté devant les buissons qui tant de fois, les premiers jours, avaient déchiré ses claires robes de princesse ….


  Lilla était venue un matin, amenée par sa mère, qui, pour la convalescence de l’enfant, cherchait loin des villes, dans les montagnes du Jemtland, où les été sont une éternelle limpidité d’aurore, l’air pur, ordonné par les médecins à la petite malade.


  La maison des parents de Hélo, plantée seule au bord du lac, tout rouge, l’air presque d’un joujou avec son petite balcon et son toit surplombant l’eau, avait séduit la voyageuse, et elle s’était décidée à y rester jusqua’à la complète guérison de sa fille.


  179 Lilla avait pour ses jeux et ses promenades un petit compagnon en Hélo.


  Suédois tous deux, les enfants parlaient la même langue, lui avec l’accent lent et guttural des gens de la montagne, la petite fille avec le martellement, pressé un peu, des gens de ville, et Hélo ravi l’écoutait pour sa jolie musique de voix sans souvent comprendre les paroles ….


  De suite les enfants avaient été amis.


  La pâle et frêle petite fille, toute délicate de sa longue maladie, semblait à Hélo une des fées du lac auxquelles il pensait les soirs de clair de lune, et lui charmait la petite Lilla par sa jolie fraicheur, ses joues de santé, et la vérité de ses grands yeux verts.


  Les enfants se parlaient peu. Dès le premier jour après s’être dit leurs noms, ils étaient restés assis en silence, l’un à côté de l’autre, un long temps à regarder le lac, et là bas, tout là bas, dans le bleu du loin, les pics recouverts de neige.


  Au premier regard ils s’étaient compris, et les paroles, pour eux, ne pouvaient guère ajouter à ce que savaient leurs âmes.


  Ils se promenaient ensemble. Hélo quelquefois rapportait d’une longue excursion Lilla toute fatiguée, si faible encore ….


  Puis, un jour, des couleurs se mirent à ses joues; les fraises qu’elle mangeait dans les bois ne faisaient plus une tache rouge sur ses lèvres, et peu à peu elle ressemblait à Hélo, gagnant son joli air de fraicheur.


  Les légères robes de la ville avaient été déchirées aux ronces des sentiers, et un matin Hélo vit apparaître Lilla vêtue en petite paysanne, coiffée d’un bonnet bleu à trois pièces, le court corsage tout brodé, au dessus de la jupe sombre, coupée du tablier multicolore.


  Et telle, elle lui semblait sienne. Il lui avait pris la main pour la première fois …. et en s’en allant vers le bois il l’avait tutoyée.


  180 Maintenant que la santé était revenue à la petite fille, les enfants faisaient la journée entière de longues excursions, les ascensions de toutes les montagnes environnantes, et Hélo, tout fier, montrait à sa petite amie son libre domaine planté de sapins, et où des fleurs pâles comme des pétales de lune mettaient leurs taches claires sur le lourd tapis des mousses.


  A la fin de juillet, la mère de Lilla avait décidé le départ pour le dimanche prochain ….


  Hélo avait passé le dernier jour entier près de Lilla, puis lorsqu’elle fut couchée, il était monté sur un inaccessible pic lui cueillir un bouquet de roses de neige.


  Et avec les fleurs dans les mains, semblable à quelque petite fée des bois, toute rose de la santé revenue, elle lui avait envoyé un baiser du haut de la voiture, puis elle s’était éloignée, éloignée …. et là bas, au tournant du lac, elle venait de disparaître et Hélo savait qu’il ne la reverrait plus ….


  Hélo n’avait pas pleuré, aussi bien il sentait qu’il lui aurait fallu pleurer toujours, car jamais il ne pourrait oublier Lilla, jamais se consoler de ne plus la voir.


  Et les soirs de lune, il s’asseyait devant la maison, sur le petit banc où le premier jour ils étaient restés ensemble, puis doucement il chantait et sa voix claire montait dans l’air pur, vibrait à l’écho lointain et s’unissait à l’harmonie de la nuit.


  Puis presque subitement vint l’hiver. Un matin Hélo vit toute la campagne blanche de son calme tapis de neige. Et de ne plus reconnaître “leurs” sentiers, de ne plus voir “leurs” buissons, la grande tache verte là haut de la pelouse où ils s’asseyaient tous deux pour tresser des fleurs, Lilla lui avait paru comme plus lointaine, partie dans un au-delà insaisissable à jamais.


  Et par les sentiers, dans les clairières, sur le pic tant élevé qu’ils 181 avaient regardé ensemble, partout sur la neige, Hélo traçait le nom qui était dans son cœur, écrivait Lilla, Lilla, Lilla ….


  Puis il retournait aux endroits où il avait gravé dans la neige le nom chéri. Le vent insensiblement effaçait les lettres. Des empreintes d’écureuils brodaient des arabesques tout autour, parfois emportaient une moitié du mot …. et l’enfant recommençait, écrivait à nouveau aux mêmes places. Lilla, Lilla, Lilla ….


  Hélo vivait son souvenir, inconsolable, insensible à tout ce qui n’était pas sa pensée, comme absent, toujours en idée près de Lilla, loin de ses camarades dont il ne partageait plus les jeux, loin de ses parents tout tristes de son immense chagrin, désolés de le voir pâlir tous les jours davantage ….


  Et le sombre hiver s’éclaircit; de la pluie tomba, puis la brume voila longtemps l’horizon, enfin dans le soleil reparu la neige acheva de fondre. Les ruisseaux reprirent leur babil, et tous portant la neige sur laquelle le nom était tracé, chantaient: Lilla, Lilla, Lilla: mais chantaient si doucement qu’Hélo seul pouvait entendre leur murmure.


  Avec le printemps les oiseaux et les fleurs aussi revinrent. Tout chantait autour de la petite cabane rouge; les mousses de nouveau s’étoilaient de fleurs pâles sous les grands sapins sombres, et Hélo, toujours errant, meurtri de souvenir, était pâle maintenant, pâle lui aussi comme les délicats pétales éclos au soleil du Nord.


  *

  *  *


  La lune se levait dans le ciel bleu, profondément bleu, tout diamanté d’étoiles. Les ruisseaux brillaient discrètement parmi les buissons, disaient Lilla, Lilla, Lilla, en se dépêchant vers le lac, et Hélo entendait le nom aimé, écoutait au loin comme un 182 froissement de grelots lui semblait-il: la voiture peut-être qui la ramenait ….


  Un chant d’oiseau s’éleva dans le silence, deux notes douces et tendres comme l’air de la nuit, répétaient Lilla, Lilla …. puis des branches de sapin s’embrassèrent dans la brise du soir, et elles aussi chuchottèrent Lilla ….


  Hélo revenait de la montagne, marchait vers le lac, et lorsqu’il fut au bord il vit sur l’eau un large tapis d’or que la lune y étendait, un tapis qui veloutait la route vers là bas …. là bas où l’oiseau appelait Lilla, Lilla, où les sapins baisaient le nom chéri, où les ruisseaux couraient le porter …. où peut-être elle était…..


  Et au bord du lac des roseaux se froissaient, leurs longues feuilles de soie murmurant Lilla, Lilla…..


  Hélo se pencha vers eux, écouta, et c’était si doux la musique qu’il leur entendait, puis le tapis d’or l’appelait, et comme un reproche, plus éloigné maintenant, il entendit l’oiseau Lilla, Lilla .. Lilla …. alors il s’avança sur le tapis de lune …. et disparut.


  * * * * *


  Jamais le lac ne rendit le petit corps frêle, les pâles joues de fleurs, les grands yeux verts tout pensifs de l’image aimée …. Et seulement pour que les parents puissent prier à la place où Hélo avait disparu, des nénuphars, des iris et des myosotis poussèrent près des roseaux, formant une tombe de fleurs au dessus de l’enfant qui dormait son dernier sommeil, bercé par les ruisseaux chantant à jamais Lilla, Lilla, Lilla…..


  ·  ·


  183 The Screen


  By Sir William Eden, Bart.


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  187 In an American Newspaper Office


  By Charles Miner Thompson


  Hunt was the night-editor of the respectable Dawn. This knowing journal declared that “business men desire a newspaper which they can take home to their families,” and, with the immodest confidence of virtue, asserted that it “filled this long-felt want.” Its columns were carefully kept unspotted from sensational crime. It was edited with the most solicitous regard for the proprieties. Its proofs were reported to be read by Mrs. Grundy herself. “The duty of the press,” said the Dawn, “is to conserve the public morals. The editor, with a high ideal of the function of journalism, will not follow the almost universal and highly regrettable fashion of the times, and sacrifice decency to dollars.” This truly disinterested paper sacrificed indecency on the same altar, without a blush, and, with a pride that aped humility, posed as the Dawn of a Better Day. By the same token, Hunt occupied a position of eminence.


  When he reached the editorial rooms in the evening he usually found Master, his assistant, already seated at the big night-desk hard at work. Hunt had not been so many years in existence, as Master had been in journalism; and his superiority in rank made 188 his senior sulky. A grumpy “hello” was all the greeting he ever got. That so old a man should “play baby” struck Hunt as comic, and his subordinate’s grudging welcome was become an enjoyment which through force of indulgence he unconsciously demanded. Therefore, to-night, when on coming into the office he found Master’s chair empty he felt vaguely aggrieved. He thought of himself, charitably, as missing the elder man: what he did actually miss was the agreeable fillip which the spectacle of the old man’s glumness always gave his sense of humour.


  Perhaps, however, his indefinite feeling of discomfort was due in part to the cheerless aspect of the room. Usually when he entered the place it was lighted and occupied; to-night no one was about, and the one gas jet that was burning showed a mere tooth of flame within its wire muzzle. The little closets of the reporters, each with a desk and a chair in it, which were ranged like so many doorless state-rooms against the sides of the apartment, appeared dimly in the gloom as black, uncanny holes. On the fourth side, under the gaslight and covered with a disorderly array of shears, pencils, bottles of mucilage, and of ink, pens and paper, was the big and battered night-desk. Recognisable above it by persons unhappily familiar with such objects, were the electric messenger call and fire alarm. Higher still, there perched in solitary state upon a shelf a dusty and dented gas-meter. The dirty floor was littered with rumpled and torn newspapers, splotched with tobacco juice, and strewn with the ends of cigars and cigarettes. Nauseating black beetles scampered everywhere, lurked in corners and cracks, and rustled in the papers. Five were drinking from the inkstand. The atmosphere was heavy with the odours of damp paper, printer’s ink, and stale tobacco. “Such,” reflected Hunt with grim humour, “is the golden East from which appears the worshipped Dawn.”


  189 Hunt, however, was too thoroughly accustomed to the rooms and too indifferent to dirt to be much or long depressed by them. Having turned up the gas, he took off both his coat and his waistcoat, for the close office was already uncomfortably warm. Yet it was bitterly cold without, as became the last night of a March most lion-like in its departure. Then from his soiled shirt he removed the perfectly clean and highly polished collar and cuffs. For neat keeping he placed these in the same drawer in which he stored his tobacco. Thence he drew forth the next moment a big briar-wood pipe. Having first regarded this companion of his nights with much affection, and rubbed the bowl against his nose to bring out the colour, he proceeded to fill it with tobacco, which he pressed down with a finely solicitous little finger, and lighted with deep satisfaction. As the first great puffs of smoke made vague his features, he threw away the match with a superb disregard of the inflammable piles of paper on the floor, and settled himself with some show of heartiness to his work.


  He was a small fellow, and young. His black hair, cut in the style termed “pompadour,” stood up over his forehead like the bristles of a blacking-brush. His small black eyes darted alertly everywhere and were full of humour. His tip-tilted nose seemed at some time to have been used as a handle for raising his upper lip, which was short and showed his teeth. His whole appearance was odd and saucy; you judged him knowing, cynical, and amusing, and smiled upon him at once with amusement and expectation. His nervous strength, which you saw at once was immense, was as yet unexhausted by a life divided between severe mental toil and vicious pleasure. From half-past seven in the evening until four in the morning he was at the office of the Dawn. Then he went to his lodging-house, there to sleep until twelve o’clock. The afternoon he passed at the Press Club—190smoking, drinking, playing cards or billiards—and after dinner repaired again to the office. His Sundays were spent partly in sleep, partly in dissipation. He had taken a degree at one of the smaller American colleges, had a considerable knowledge of English literature, and was ambitious to write for the stage. He was the son of a country deacon.


  He was looking through the foreign news in the evening paper with a view to the fabrication of “special cablegrams” to the morrow’s Dawn, when Burress, a reporter, entered.


  “Hello,” he said, “where’s the old man?”


  “Dunno,” answered Hunt without looking up from his work; “drunk probably.”


  “I thought he’d kept pretty straight since he came here,” said Burress.


  “He has,” retorted Hunt. “That’s why I think he’s drunk.”


  Burress laughed. He stepped to the desk for light by which to read the letter and the assignment he had found in his box. Gloom overspread his vacuous face when he found that his assignment was to a meeting of some scientific club or other, and required a long, disagreeable journey to the opposite end of the town. Having shoved the clipping into his pocket in disgust, he cocked his cigar in the corner of his mouth, half closed his eyes to keep the smoke out of them, and began opening his letter with the assistant night-editor’s shears. His unbuttoned ulster hanging open in front, revealed the shabby clothes beneath. The overcoat itself, however, was comparatively new, and together with the loud “puff” tie, the high silk hat, and the shoes of patent leather which he wore, enabled him to present upon the street a delusive appearance of smartness. The few inches of trouser-leg which were visible beneath the long coat, were the Achilles’ heel of this dandy, and worried him at times.


  191 “Master’s got a letter from the boss in his box,” said he, significantly. As he spoke he tore up his own letter (which was a bill) and threw the pieces on the floor.


  Hunt glanced at him keenly. “Has he?” he asked with interest.


  “Yes,” said Burress, and the two exchanged understanding glances.


  “Well,” said Hunt crossly, “I expected it. What else was that kid Wilson put on the day-desk for?”


  “He’ll succeed him, will he?”


  “Of course,” replied Hunt. “And a pretty time I’ll have breaking him in, too. As if I hadn’t got enough to do as it is!”


  “Pretty tough on the old man, I call it,” remarked Burress, idly sympathetic.


  “What do you expect in this office?” asked Hunt sarcastically. “Life tenure, high wages, and service pensions? Do you take the boss for an angel? There isn’t any angel in journalism—except possibly the one that does the recording. The old man gets precious little; but Wilson’ll get less, see? ‘The golden exhalations’ of this dawn ain’t used up in salaries—not to any great extent.”


  “D——n him,” said Burress. This seemingly irrelevant curse was directed against the proprietor. As becomes a conventional expression of an emotion the edge of which habit has dulled, it was delivered without animation. Hunt paid no attention to it, and the reporter, even as he gave it forth, picked up the shears again and began idly to clean his nails. “How’ll the old man take it, I wonder,” he said at length meditatively.


  “Oh, he’ll get drunk now, sure.”


  “Fearful wreck, ain’t he,” said Burress appreciatively.


  “Yes, and he’s cracked too,” growled the night editor, bending himself over some copy.


  192 “I was talking to old Symonds the other day about him,” continued the reporter. “He said he used to be the best newspaper man in the city—managing editor of the Atlas once, you know. Guess he was pretty lively too—great on practical jokes, Symonds said.”


  “Humph,” grunted Hunt, “a cab-horse is merry beside him now. But he knows his business just the same,” he added, thinking ruefully of Wilson.


  “He played a great joke on Fox once—Fox of the Atlas,” continued Burress, snapping the shears together definitively, and taking on the air of one about to tell a long tale which he thinks amusing. “Symonds told me about it. It’s a devilish good story. He said he——”


  But here the large form of the old man himself appearing in the doorway, caused Burress to stop in the middle of his phrase. “Hello, Master,” said he, in some confusion. Hunt also looked up, noted that his fat and elderly assistant had not been drinking, and nodded briefly. Master, avoiding the younger men’s eyes, in which he perceived and resented the curiosity, growled an answering “hello.” He hung up his shabby overcoat, coat and waistcoat, and for his greater comfort let his braces fall about his vast hips. Then standing by the desk he opened and read the note he had found in his box. The two young men watched him furtively.


  Master was large and grossly fat. His face, which looked as if moulded from damp newspaper, was deeply wrinkled; his eyes were dull and heavily ringed with dark circles; and his flaccid cheeks hung about his jaws like dewlaps. What little hair there was about the sides of his head was unkempt and dirty. His crown was completely bald. This condition Hunt made the topic of endless jokes. “What I like about you, Master,” he would say, “is that you have the courage of your baldness. You 193 don’t cultivate an isthmus of hair to adorn a forehead and define a brow. You leave everything frank and open. But never you mind, old man, always remember that ‘beauty draws us by a single hair.’” Another time the nearness of Master’s oily pate and tallow-like face to the gas jet led Hunt with unkind whimsicality to congratulate him on not having a wick in the top of his head. “If you had,” he said, “you’d burn out like a candle, sure.” The old man’s whole body, moreover, looked weak, as if force of habit rather than a solid framework of bone held its flabby mass in place. He was at the same time repugnant and pathetic.


  As he ended his reading, he turned for a moment an expressionless gaze upon the young men. Then, crumpling the letter and setting it aflame at the gas jet, he lit his pipe with it, let it burn almost to his fingers, dropped it at just the right moment, and carefully stamped out the blaze upon the floor. “I got a letter to-day,” he said apathetically, “saying my old mother is dead, and to-night I get the G. B. [Grand Bounce; Anglice, the sack] here. What’s the news with you fellows?”


  “Nothing much,” answered Hunt, startled and uncertain.


  “That’s pretty tough,” said Burress weakly. Master grunted, and the reporter, much embarrassed, made a clumsy escape: “Well,” said he, “I’ve got to be going. By-bye. See you later.”


  The old man seated himself opposite Hunt at the night-desk. He spread his big thighs wide apart and his great stomach settled between them like a half-filled sack in a corner. His sometime clean shirt exhaled a faint odour of perspiration, had tobacco-spots upon its rumpled bosom, and clung about his shoulders in a multitude of fine wrinkles. A greasy “string-tie” of rusty black hung disconsolate ends from under a soiled collar. His pear-shaped 194 face, looking more than usually battered and worn, fairly exuded melancholy. He mopped his bald head mechanically, and then stared a moment with dull eyes at the crumpled handkerchief in his pudgy fist. Finally pulling himself together, he began to work—well and rapidly, but with entire unconsciousness.


  The office grew livelier. Reporters came in, chatted among themselves a while, or wrote busily in their closets, and departed again into the night. The regular procession of disreputable-looking boys began to file into the room with telegraphic despatches from the Associated Press. “Copy” in ever-increasing volume was flung upon the night-desk. Hunt, with a calculating eye upon the space of the paper gave the order sharply to “carve hell out of everything.” Thereupon some one began to chant a rhyme current in the office:


  
    “O’er the films Associated,


    In a tone by no means bated,


    Comes the cry reiterated,


    Carve, Master, carve!”

  


  The managing editor, emerging every now and then from his den, like a bulldog from his kennel, swore viciously at Hunt, at Master, at whatever reporters happened to be there. On all sides rose the mingled noise of laughter, oaths, whistling, sharp question and sharper answer, striking matches, scratching pens, grating chairs, scuffling feet, the sharp snipping of shears through copy, and their clatter when thrown down, the ringing of the bell of the copy-box, the rattle of the box itself as it moved up and down in its narrow passage-way to the composing-room, the tearing of paper, the devil’s tattoo of a typewriter; but though he heard it Master was conscious of none of it. To the general hubbub, the fire alarm added its deliberate strokes, like a clock. As it 195 ceased, the inattentive “night locals” asked what box it was. Master answered him—correctly. Yet he was unconscious or the striking bell, of the question, of his own answer, and in this curious state, known to all who have been stunned by sudden misfortune, in which the mind, though it seems occupied wholly with its sense of leaden sorrow, still does its usual, familiar task, Master worked on through the evening.


  What he was conscious of was his misery. Its dull ache was in his brain, which it numbed, and in his body, which felt heavy and weak. His future was black. The metaphor is outworn; but the darkness which it has ceased to make visible to our accustomed imagination was palpable to him. In the night you see dimly, perhaps not at all; but you know where your path is leading, you know that familiar and well-loved objects—trees, hills, the houses of men—are about you, that your home is before you, that the ground is firm under your feet. Not more dark than this is the future of most of us. But imagine yourself set down in a spacious blackness of which you know nothing, where the first step may hurl you into an infinite abyss or bring you full against some slimy wall, the horrid breadth and height of which are illimitable; where, finally, what you stand upon is neither turf nor stone, hillside nor plain, private path nor public way, but mysterious unnameable ooze. In such a place Master was now set down.


  Hard as his lot had been before, now it was harder. While his old mother lived—a withered yet active dame, to think prim, small thoughts in a prim, small house, far away from him, in the pure country—his life, wrecked as he knew it to be, had still its worthy use. By an arrangement with the cashier a part of his pay each Saturday was safely sent to her: with the lesser remaining portion he began his weekly ruinous carouse. Now that she was dead—and he had a vision of her still face, with its air of demanding 196 nothing, which, to the living, with love still to bestow, is the most painful sight in the faces of the dead—what had he for which to live? With what, indeed, was he to live? He was discharged—abruptly, cruelly, without notice. And he knew too well he could not obtain work elsewhere. The thrifty proprietor of the Dawn, who had hired him simply because, no one else wanting him, he was cheap, might indeed find him useful for a time; but no editor willing to pay the honest price of capable and faithful service would for a moment consider any request for employment from him.


  In one direction only was there light. Tunnelled through the darkness as through black stone, and lighted with cruel distinctness, there stretched a pathway. He saw himself going down this way—first, a worn-out journalist doing odds and ends of “space work” for a scanty and intermittent wage; next, a drunken sot spending his days partly in public parks, partly in shrinking visits to public-houses, his nights in police stations; and finally, when dead, tossed into the earth so sodden and diseased a corpse that even the gorge of grave-worms would rise at him. And though the darkness was heartening in comparison with this hideous, inevitable path, the eyes of his inward vision fixed themselves upon it, fascinated. His bodily eyes meanwhile read “copy”—drunks, petty larcenies, fires, aldermanic doings, a ball, a dinner in fashionable society—and his blue pencil marked this copy with paragraph-marks, struck out superfluous passages, and wrote appropriate “heads.”


  At this moment Burress entered, flushed and excited. “There, by George!” he exclaimed, throwing a bundle of copy down before Master, “here’s news for you. That’s better than your scientific meeting, I guess!”


  “What is it?” said Hunt.


  “A column suicide!” exclaimed Burress with pride. “I 197 stumbled upon it in the luckiest manner. I was at the hotel when——”


  The word “suicide” pierced Master’s unconsciousness like a bright sword. He was oblivious to the rest. Burress’s copy was the first to which he gave his whole mind. It was an account of the suicide of a man who seemed to have everything needful to make him happy—reputation, namely, and wealth, a handsome, accomplished wife and promising children. “No cause,” ran the reporter’s conventional phrase, “can be assigned for the rash act.” If this man had found life a vain thing, what, he asked, could it hold of good for him? And the idea of suicide, once suggested to him, grew and waxed strong and became a resolve. Then, suddenly, self-disgust seized him. What good resolution, he asked himself savagely, had ever been kept by him? He was weak, he was a coward, he would never have the nerve——


  As he pondered this other man’s obituary, he wondered in bitterness of spirit what the account of his own death would be—brief, he knew, and good-natured, but in every line, he foresaw, breathing contempt. And he rebelled against this imaginary notice with the rebellion of a man who, though he has failed, knows himself better than many who succeed. There is no hatred like that of the unjustly blamed for the unjustly praised. He cursed the editor and proprietor of the Dawn, who, though he was cruel and unscrupulous, yet prospered through the canny virtue of sobriety. That the man had any virtue whatever was perhaps, after all, where lay the sting. A passion of hate against this cool calculator of the value of respectability blazed in him. With the intensity of a strong fire swept by wind, he wished that he might show this man to the world as he was, avenge his own wrongs, drive a poisoned javelin at his enemy’s heart even from the door-sill of death, and leave behind him as he stepped across it at least a 198 revenge accomplished. Upon the problem how to effect this his mind fixed itself like a burning glass. Suddenly before his imagination the solution sprung up like the flame. He gave a short, curious laugh, darted at Hunt (at that moment wrathfully crumpling in his fist several sheets of “flimsy”) the cunning glance of one insane, then rose and left the office. He returned shortly, but in the interval he had drunk two glasses of neat brandy.


  The night passed. The reporters one by one finished their tasks and departed. Their cells once more became the homes exclusively of darkness and black beetles. Only “the night locals man” now remained. In his gas-lit cubby-hole, ornamented with coloured lithographs of actresses in tights and cheap likenesses of sporting and political celebrities, he sat contentedly smoking and writing out with painful scratching pen his little chronicle of minor crime. Old Master had toiled on doggedly. In the intervals of the regular work of the desk he had busied himself with some writing of his own. Hunt, noting this detail, had inferred that he was occupied with some “special” to an “outside” newspaper, and had had the careless and easy charity to hope that the work would bring him a dollar or so. At three, Master went home, and Hunt made his way to the composing-room to attend to the “make-up.” The “night locals” man loafed about until half-past three, the hour when the paper went to press, and then he too departed.


  Shortly afterwards, Hunt re-entered the now deserted editorial room, and began to make ready for the street. As he finished, the bell of the copy-box rang, and the fresh, damp newspaper—the first from the press—was sent down. He glanced at one or two of the heads about which he had certain doubts, found them as they should be, and stepped at once into the elevator. There the thought of the suicide occurring to him, he had curiosity 199 enough to look for the account. At what he saw he uttered a startled oath.


  “Here,” he shouted to the sleepy elevator boy, “carry me back upstairs—quick.”


  But why, after all, take it from the paper? No—it was straight, Master had done it, he knew. Anyway, it was only a couple of “sticks.” Possibly, if he didn’t delay, there might yet be time——


  “No,” he cried to the boy; “I’ve changed my mind. Get me downstairs like lightning, d’ye hear? Come, get a move on you—quick, now.”


  “What’s the matter with you, anyway,” growled the boy, between wonder and wrath.


  “Never you mind, but hustle—hustle, can’t you?” cried Hunt, now in an agony of impatience.


  And when the elevator at last reached the ground floor, he ran from the building at full speed and jumped into the first cab he found. Neither whip nor curse was spared to get him rapidly to Master’s lodgings.


  II


  Henry J. Conant, proprietor of the Dawn, was, as Hunt said, forty years old himself, but his good angel died young. As he wore a slight moustache and no beard, he looked even younger than he was. His mouth, twisted by sensuality, was thin-lipped and cruel. His eyes were hard, and their glances bore down yours as a Scotch claymore might bear down a French rapier. He was tall in person, gave much care to his dress, was overbearing in manner, and said what he chose without regard for the feelings of others. He was cynical, passionate, consistent only in so far as 200 consistency paid, and made his only ends in life money and power. He had excellent control over himself: he allowed even his violent temper to show itself in two cases only—when it could not harm his interests, for pleasure; when it could further them, for profit. No one liked him: he had won his way without help from any one by sheer force of will. Imagine a bull which had intellect and which was not to be fooled by red cloaks. Rather than encounter such an animal, the cautious toreador would resign. In this imaginary beast is found the type of such men as Conant. He was an ugly antagonist, and knew it.


  Conant’s wife—a convenient woman, whose money had enabled him to become the proprietor of the Dawn as well as its editor—was a weak, sallow thing to whom he paid no attention. Her only pleasure was to read her husband’s paper, of which she understood nothing, and which seemed to her a daily miracle. Her only use in life, in his opinion, was to keep his house. He lived in a suburban town, “not,” to quote Hunt again, “because he loved men the less, but a low tax-rate more.”


  When, five hours after the Dawn went to press—that is to say, at half-past eight o’clock—Conant came downstairs to breakfast, his first act was to pick up the morning paper. The greatest pleasure of his day, his employes averred, was to seek out in its columns causes for fault-finding, for excuse to make the day of his managing editor a burden, and sharply to rebuke his night-editor in the evening. Nor was he above “cursing out” any reporter who was unlucky enough to offend him. He made no speciality of dignity. Opening the paper, he ran his eye first over a leading article which he himself had written on some question of local politics. He read its execrable English with the complacency of one whose only grammar has been the columns of newspapers. Its political shrewdness flattered his pride: his rude thrusts at his 201 enemies pleased his malice. Then he looked through a paragraph or two of a religious article, found himself bored, reflected with the calm of one who has taught himself to accept facts which he does not understand, that his readers liked that sort of thing, supposed it was all right, and after a sniff of contempt at the column of book reviews, and the concurrent thought that after all “book-ads” paid, turned to the news columns. There almost the first “head” to catch his eye was the suicide of a Mr. Mainwaring at the H—— hotel. Through this, using the “cross-heads” as an index to the important points, he glanced hastily. At its close a second article followed with the caption: “Another Suicide: A Well-known Newspaper Man kills himself at his Rooms.” Upon this his attention became at once fixed. First in the ordinary type of the paper came this short paragraph:


  “Mr. John Master, a brilliant journalist long and favourably known in newspaper circles, and at the time of his death connected with the staff of the Dawn, committed suicide early this morning at his rooms at 671, Ashley Street. Directly he left work at the Dawn office at three o’clock this morning, Mr. Master proceeded at once to his lodgings, and went to his room, which he entered without attracting the attention of any of his sleeping fellow-lodgers. At half-past three, Mr. Frank Bartlett, who occupies the next apartment, was awakened by a pistol-shot, and on rushing into the room of the unfortunate man, found him stretched upon the bed with a bullet-hole in his forehead and the still smoking 42-calibre revolver clutched convulsively in his right hand. Mr. Master leaves no family.”


  The second portion of the article was in agate type. This, as Conant noted with quick disapproval, was true even of the introductory sentence, which by rule should have been included in the first paragraph and printed in the same type. As he read the 202 opening words of this longer part, Conant’s face seemed to stiffen and harden visibly. They ran thus:


  “At his bedside was found the following letter: ‘Before God, I declare the hypocritical editor and proprietor of this paper responsible for my death. Oh, I know what will be said—that if I had let rum alone I would have been all right. I know very well that but for drink I might still be what I once was, one of the leading newspaper men of the city. But because I was weak, was that any reason why this man should take advantage of that weakness for his own ends and careless of my sufferings? No! Read what I say, and then see what you think of him; see if you think him the noble man who runs “the only respectable daily” in the city. We come from the same town, and I know all about him. And I propose to tell it too.’”


  Conant instinctively darted a quick, cautious glance about the room, as if to see whether any one was observing him, and with a certain slight tightening of the lips, resumed his reading:


  “‘I am the older man, and came to the city first. When he came up to town with his miserable bit of experience in newspaper work as correspondent from a country legislature to a country weekly, I was managing editor of Facts, the biggest sensational liar in town, and he came straight to me. I wasn’t a saint. I accepted the profession as I found it, cynically, and enjoyed its lies and its vulgarities, called the public an ass, and thought myself its superior. Most journalists do. But at least I was good-natured and generous, and I gave this raw youngster his chance, and was rather proud to see him advance, as he did, rapidly. I drank. I lost my place, got another not so good; lost that. As I went down, he went up. Finally, all I could get to do was irregular work, space work, what not—no one would give me regular employment. Meanwhile, he had got possession of 203 this paper—the devil knows how. I only know this, that while he ran it for the stock company which owned it, as he did for several years, it lost money rapidly, until they were all disgusted and sick, and they sold it to him cheap as dirt. Now, just as quick as he got it into his own hands, it began to make money. There was some funny business or other, you may be sure of that: and if he wants to sue me for libel, let him come to hell after me if he wants to. He’ll be welcome—the devil’s proud of him.’”


  A shade of cynical amusement passed over Conant’s face at this outburst. “He’s simply playing into my hands,” he reflected, “talking such rot. If his revelations don’t amount to any more than that——” He relaxed his attitude a little, and took an easier position in his chair.


  “‘When he got control of the paper, then began economies. The men who had served the paper long and faithfully, and by right of their service and ability drew large salaries, were one by one dismissed, and who took their places? Boys and old sots—boys for strength, old sots for experience. They supplemented each other well, and both were cheap. The sots did not stay long neither did the boys. The sots went on sprees, and sots who happened to be sober took their places. The boys left on their first demand for an increase of salary. They were told that if they didn’t like their wages they could get out. There were plenty of others. The force was kept horribly small besides, and the men were worked within an inch of their lives. The boys paid dear for their training. The office was a regular hell, where men got thin and pale and nervous from overwork, and then broke down and were discharged without notice. But the salary list was the lowest in the city, and while this worthy proprietor got the full benefit of these youngsters’ enthusiasm and strength, he 204 saved thousands of dollars a year in salaries alone. All the thanks they got were curses for the blunders which of course they made. This was the office at which I applied for work. It was absolutely necessary for me to earn money. I had a feeble old mother up-country who only had me to keep her from the workhouse. I thought this worthy gentleman would do me a good turn, just as I had done him one year before. He knew I could do good work. He knew my mother. He believed my promise to keep straight—I know he did. I saw it in his eye. And what did he do? He took advantage of my necessities to offer me less than the other old sots, my likes. I cursed him inwardly and took his offer—I had to, and he knew it. At the end of a month he reduced my pay, and didn’t condescend to give me an explanation for it. Still, I hung on, and kept straight. Then he set a green young fellow to work on the day-desk, though the man on it could do all the work on it himself by working like a nigger every second of his time. I knew what that meant. He don’t incur extra expense for nothing. He was training my successor. Last night I got the G. B. Why? Because I got 10 dols. a week and the kid would do it for 8 dols. That’s why. Did my former kindness to him, did the thought of my poor old mother whom his action would send to the workhouse make him hesitate one second to save that two dollars a week on my salary? Not a bit of it. I had served his turn, and he slung me aside as a drunkard does an empty bottle, careless on what stones I was broken. Thank God, my mother died day before yesterday. I got the news along with my discharge.’”


  “That’s all sorehead stuff,” was Conant’s mental comment. “An editorial saying that if the complaints of all the disgruntled and crank employés were believed——will fix that. My readers are mostly employers of help. They’ll see the point. But”—and 205 the editor’s face suddenly clouded with wrath—“what did Hunt mean by printing such stuff. He’ll get his walking papers so quick he won’t know what’s happened to him.”


  “‘And is there any need for this niggardliness, this cruel and unjust under-payment? No sir.’”


  “What’s that?” muttered Conant, straightening himself suddenly.


  “‘There may have been once; but there isn’t now. He takes great pains to keep the idea going that the paper makes nothing. But I know better. I know the minimum amount of advertising required to make the paper pay. There isn’t a day that the paper doesn’t have more than that amount—not a day. When that day comes there’ll be no paper. Any one who knows its kind-hearted proprietor knows enough to know that. He doesn’t spend his time working for the public good for pure philanthropy, and besides, for a man utterly without principle, as he is, circulation and advertising aren’t the only ways in which a paper can be made to pay. This new traction road which every one should know is a big swindle—has his paper ever said a word against it? And how when he has a mania for boiling down things and will never print a political speech in full, be it never so important—how, I say, does it happen that the speeches of this corporation’s counsel before committees are reported verbatim every time, to the exclusion oftentimes of legitimate news? How does it happen that speeches adverse to the corporation are never printed at all? Go in as advertising? Oh, yes, they’re paid for; but a good many things go in as advertising which aren’t advertising by a long chalk. How about this “special correspondence” from boom towns South and West, which begins when the speculators take hold of them, and stops when they let go? Is that advertising too? It always cracks up the goods, and is paid for. So I 206 suppose it is. But the public—which is a fool—thinks it intelligent and disinterested investigation, and nobody tells it different. And I’m a fool, if a certain gang of political heelers in this town don’t pay the paper regular tribute of hush-money. Nothing’s ever said about their tricks, anyway, and the head of the paper is too well informed not to know about them. And I happen to know he’s “in on the ground floor” in a good many enterprises of this same gang. There’s more ways than one to pay bribes. There isn’t a column of this precious, respectable sheet that isn’t for sale—except the religious column. Nobody wants to buy that. Even once in a while its financial column, which he has shrewdness enough to keep both honest and able most of the time, is—oh, I know it—is worked in the interests of scheming and sufficiently generous speculators; and all this in a paper which shrieks periodically at the “regrettable sensationalism of the contemporary press.” Other papers feed their pig-headed readers’ swill, I know, but it’s good, honest swill, and the pigs grunt their satisfaction over it. But this paper sells veal and calls it chicken, though you’d think “a discerning public” would know there couldn’t be much cooked chicken in a shop where there was so much lively crowing. He has discovered that hypocrisy in journalism pays, and he’s working it for all it is worth, and making money hand over fist. Meanwhile, he is starving his employés, even going so far as to sit up nights in devising schemes to take all the “fat” from his compositors, and you should hear him curse his night-editor if there happens to be three inches overset. He crushes the life out of every one whom he gets in his clutches that he himself may get the fatter, like an anaconda. He’s through with me. He’s got the last bit of valuable service out of me, and throws me on one side. But I don’t like to become a sandwich man and advertise corn doctors, and die finally in a 207 police station of delirium tremens. That would please him too much, or rather, it wouldn’t trouble him at all—he’d know nothing about it. He has made me choose between that and suicide. On his head be it! Is there a hell? I hope so, for if there is, I’ll be there, and after a time shall see him there with me. It’ll be a sight to endure torments for. I say to him, au revoir!’”


  “It’ll be a fight to kill that,” said Conant, who looked pale.


  While he read this letter, so vulgar in its lack of dignity, in its cheap phraseology, in its desperate pettiness, yet withal so terrible for him, his mind, active as a shuttle, was weaving about it a varied commentary of thought and emotion. It ran in and out of all the feelings—except pity. In those moments in which he realised the full import of the latter part of the old journalist’s dying communication to the world, he had the sickening sense of defeat that is comparable only to the sensation of one hit in the pit of the stomach. Over the few points which were not true, and which he could disprove, he felt unreasonable exultation. For Master’s sinister farewell he had only contempt. And it ran in and out of all the thoughts—except those of regret. This point was true; but who would believe it on the word of a revengeful and drunken employé, like Master? Would not a general denial, coupled with some eager—no, not eager—defamation of Master’s character clear him? That point wasn’t true: could he disprove it? What would people say to this? Wouldn’t the public be delighted with that? How far could he count on public sympathy? Wouldn’t Master have the better part of that? Or could he by clever lying bring it to his side? The affair would hurt the circulation of the Dawn. But if he could bring the public to think him abused, perhaps it would help the paper—be an “ad” for it. What would be its effect upon his 208 political fortunes? What would the other papers say? How did Hunt happen to print it? Wouldn’t he fix Hunt?


  When he finished reading, the query that remained uppermost in his mind was how widely Master’s damaging letter had been printed. A pile of morning papers was by him. He took up the Aurora—nothing there. He looked quickly through the Atlas—nothing there. In the Palladium there was nothing; in the Champion—nothing; in the Union, the Democrat, the Free Press, the People’s Argus—again and always there was nothing. Was his own paper then the only one to defame him? That was not possible! If Master had committed suicide how happened it that no other journal had printed a line about the occurrence? His nostrils dilated a little, as he began to scent a mystery. He picked up the Dawn again, and with eager, inquiring eyes read the circumstances of the suicide. It took place at half-past three in the morning, he was reminded. At half-past three? Between that hour and the time he usually went home, Master could not have gone to his rooms and written the letter: the time was not sufficient. Besides, half-past three was the hour at which the Dawn went to press. For the suicide to become known to the police and subsequently to the reporters, half-an-hour at least would be necessary. For the night-local man to write his account and for the compositors to put it into type would require at the very lowest estimate another half-hour. Half-past four—Hunt would not have held the presses an hour for an article defaming his own chief, even had he dared and had the wicked will to do so. Plainly, the report as it was printed must have been prepared and put into type several hours before the suicide took place. What did that mean? He looked at the paper again in search of some clue. The explanation struck him full in the face as he read the date—April 1.


  209 He understood. Master, to avenge his discharge, had somehow smuggled this account into the paper. In a little time now, his morning sleep ended, his enemy would resort to some cheap restaurant, and there with the Dawn propped up before him against the sugar-bowl, would eat his breakfast and read and chuckle in secure triumph.


  “God!” And with this intense oath, Conant leaped in a rage to his feet.


  Thus outrageously to be scored, thus ignominiously to be fooled, thus shamefully to have his own weapon, the Dawn, wrested from his hand and turned against him by the most contemptible of his dependants—what could be more hideously humiliating? He thought of the delight of those rival newspapers against whose sensational methods he had so often hypocritically thundered. He divined how they would dress up the episode, and send it journeying abroad, like a skeleton in cap and bells, for the amusement of the nation. He read the head-lines under which they would place it. He heard what Homeric mirth would shake newspaperdom that day; what laughing congratulations would be given Master. He foresaw what capital his political opponents would make of the incident, with how pleasant an anecdote it would furnish them, how the story would follow him like his shadow, always present, the most elusive and exasperating of enemies. And this Master, this sot, this…..


  “God!”


  He seized his hat and overcoat and hurried to the station. And as he was being carried into the city by the too slow suburban train, he set himself to devise some scheme whereby yet Master might be thwarted. So rapid was the rush of his ideas that he seemed to have forgotten his anger. In reality, this kept his 210 mind active, as the unseen fires in an engine make the visible wheels revolve.


  When with set and angry face he stepped into the editorial rooms of the Dawn, there was an immediate hush among the talking groups of reporters. He divined at once that this interruption of regular work was due to Master’s letter, and with an access of anger he turned upon Somers, the managing editor. This gentleman guessed what was coming and tried to ward it off:


  “I’ve sent a man,” he said quickly, “to see if it’s true about Master.”


  “True!” shouted Conant shrilly. “True! you fool, what’s the date of this paper? What’s the date of this paper, I say?”


  “Yes, I know,” answered Somers hurriedly; “it’s probably a fake, but still——”


  “Probably a fake,” cried Conant, “you know as well as I do what game this contemptible bummer has played on the paper. Here, give me some copy paper—I’ll settle his account. And you Somers—you be d——d careful you don’t hire another man like him in a hurry. It’ll be all your place is worth.”


  Conant, not Somers, had hired Master; but Somers thought best to waive the point. Without answering, he handed his chief the paper he desired. Conant took it, but immediately giving it back, said:


  “No—I won’t write. You take down what I say. And be quick, too.”


  Pacing up and down the floor, he began to dictate a plausible “editorial.” In it he represented himself as a benevolent person—the fact that there were a dozen men present who knew he was nothing of the sort was immaterial—who out of pure charity had given Master employment. With righteous indignation he 211 explained to the discriminating public that again and again he had been forced to caution this irreclaimable and ungrateful drunkard against indulging his besetting vice, and that at last, though with great reluctance, he had been compelled to discharge him. During all the time that Master had remained in the office, he had acted toward him with untold forbearance and done everything possible to reform him. And what had been the reward of his charitable kindness? Master had played him a most scurvy trick. He had taken advantage of the youth and inexperience of the night-editor, to whom he acted as assistant, to insert in the paper a lot of lies about its owner beside which those of Ananias showed white. Then point by point he rehearsed the history of his relations with Master. To each one, with the utmost skill, he gave a colouring favourable to himself, damaging to Master. The public, he concluded, would know which one to believe.


  The managing editor wrote to Conant’s dictation with stolid cynicism. The reporters about listened with a curious expression on their faces: when there was no chance that the “boss” would see them they exchanged solemn winks. When the article was ended, Somers looked up inquiringly.


  “Have that put into type at once,” said Conant. “Rush it, and have a proof pulled immediately. That’ll fix him. Run it in all the evening editions, and to-morrow morning, d’ye hear?”


  Somers obediently put the copy in the box and rang the bell. Just as the copy-box was whisked up to the composing-room, Hunt, looking rather haggard, stepped into the room.


  As the canons of realism and those of propriety do not coincide, the abuse with which Conant greeted the young night-editor cannot here be completely set down. “Get out of here at once,” he commanded in the highest, most strident tones of his harsh 212 voice, “do you hear? I want no man about who can let in the paper as you’ve done. You’re either a fool or Master’s accomplice, I don’t care which. I won’t have you in this office, and if I find that you’ve had anything to do with this affair, I’ll make the city too hot to hold you—do you understand? Get out before I kick you out, you idiot. There are some April fool jokes that can’t be played twice. Get out, I say!”


  Hunt, utterly tired out as he was, staggered back against the wall as if struck by a physical blow, and listened to this onslaught with an air of such genuine bewilderment that even Conant was impressed by it.


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he whispered at last.


  Conant thrust a copy of the Dawn under his nose. “There,” he cried, “look there! See what a fine lot of stuff you let get into my paper! Do you mean to say you know nothing about it?”


  Hunt read the letter rapidly. Then taking a copy of the paper from his own pocket, he compared the two.


  “There,” he said, “it wasn’t in the first edition. Yours is the second. That went to press after I left the office. There was only a harmless announcement of Master’s death in the first. You’d better talk to the foreman.”


  This idea struck Conant. He turned quickly to Somers. “Is the night-foreman here by any chance?” he asked.


  “Yes,” said Somers, “he happens to be doing a day turn.”


  “Then why in thunder didn’t you say so before? Call him down!”


  A minute later, Hammond, a resolute-looking fellow whose bare arms were covered with printer’s ink, appeared in the doorway.


  213 “Why,” said Conant, rapping the paper fiercely, “did you let that get into the second edition?”


  “It came up all right, and so I printed it,” said Hammond coolly. “I didn’t read it—I don’t edit the paper.”


  “Well, then why didn’t you set it in time for the first edition?”


  “When you don’t make me let all the ‘comps’ go the moment there is any danger of their getting paid for waiting time, perhaps I can have enough men about to set up late stuff to catch the first edition. And perhaps you’d better spend a little money and get us a few more cases of agate.”


  “What did you print in agate for, anyway?”


  “It was marked agate, and your rule is for letters to be in agate anyhow. That copy came up very late. I had all I could do to get it into the paper. The proofs weren’t read. There wasn’t time.”


  Foiled here, Conant turned again upon Hunt. “When you saw what you did in the paper, why didn’t you investigate? It don’t make any difference whether you saw the whole of it or not. It was your business to see it. If you didn’t, so much the worse for you. I won’t have any such jokes played in my paper.”


  “There’s no joke about it,” said Hunt quietly. “I went to his room just as soon as I saw the notice in the paper. He’d done just what he said. He’s dead.”


  “What’s that?” cried Conant. “You’re lying. Master hadn’t the sand. This is a new trick.”


  “Well,” retorted Hunt hotly, “if you don’t believe it, you just wait till you read it in the afternoon papers, that’s all. I tell you he’s dead.”


  “Well, it’s d——d lucky for him he is, that’s all,” said Conant. “That lets him out; but it don’t help you a bit. Why didn’t 214 you investigate? Instead of that, like a fool, you rushed off to Master’s room, did you, and left that in the paper. Didn’t you know any better than to rush off to that besotted hound?”


  “You don’t think, do you,” cried Hunt, “that I was going to let him kill himself if I could help it?”


  “That was none of your business,” retorted Conant. “You should have investigated. You’re responsible for what goes into the paper. You don’t think, do you, that I hired you as Master’s keeper?”


  “No,” cried Hunt, “I don’t—Cain.”


  Conant paid no attention. The bell rang and the copy-box clattered down with the proof of Conant’s editorial article. Conant jumped for it, and looked through it rapidly. “Here,” he said to Somers, “scratch out what’s said about the April fool, and add a few words about the death: say, the most charitable view is that his lies were the result of insanity. And send a revised proof to all the papers.”


  ·  ·


  215 A Madrigal


  By Olive Custance


  
    Ah! leave my soul like forest pool


    In shadow smiling unafraid—


    Let not thy laughter stir its cool


    Clear depths, sweet maid,


    Let not, I pray, thy sunlike hair


    Pierce to the thoughts that slumber there!

  


  
    My soul is still as summer noon—


    Its inmost shrines are full of sleep;


    But when the stars of dreamland swoon


    ’Twill wake and weep;


    The dawn of Love that brings thy blue


    Bright eyes, will bring a sorrow too!

  


  
    My soul is silent—trouble not


    Its secret reveries with thy songs.


    The rare red tint thy lips have got!


    The whole world longs


    To kiss them—therefore speak not, dear;


    My soul must struggle, should it hear.

  


  * * * * *


  
    216 I see thee, and my soul is swung


    In golden trances of delight;


    I hear thee, and my tremulous tongue


    Hurls forth a flight


    Of bird-like songs, saluting thee.


    Oh, come and dwell and dream with me.

  


  ·  ·


  217 Padstow


  By Miss Gertrude Prideaux-Brune


  ·  ·
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  221 The Dead Wall


  By H. B. Marriott Watson


  The dawn stared raw and yellow out of the east at Rosewarne. Its bleak and ugly face smouldered through morose vapours. The wind blew sharp against the windows, shaking them in their casements. The prospect from that lonely chamber overawed him with menace; it glowered upon him. The houses in the square, wrapped in immitigable gloom, were to him ominous memorials of death. They frightened him into a formless panic. Anchored in that soundless sea, they terrified him with their very stillness. In dreary ranks they rose, a great high wall of doom, lifting their lank chimneys to the dreadful sky. They obsessed him with forebodings to which he could put no term, for which he could find no reason. Shrouded under its great terror, his poor mind fell into deeper depression under the influence of those malign and ugly signals. He strove to withdraw his thoughts and direct them upon some different subject. He wrenched them round to the contemplation of his room, his walls, his wife. A dull pain throbbed in the back of his head. He repeated aloud the topics upon which he would have his mind revolve, but the words rang in his ears without meaning. He touched the pictures on the wall, he spoke their names, he covered his face and strained hard to recapture coherent thought. The subjects mocked him: they were too 222 nimble and elusive for his tired brain; they danced out of reach, and he followed blindly till a deeper darkness fell. They grew faint and shadowy, like wraiths in a mist, and he pursued the glancing shadows. Finally, his brain grew blank; it was as if consciousness had lapsed; and he found himself regarding a fly that crawled upon the pane. Outside lay the oppression of that appalling scene that horrified him—he knew not why.


  Rosewarne was growing used to these nervous exhibitions. This unequal struggle had been repeated through many weeks, but he had always so far come out of it with personal security. The dread that some day he would fail continually haunted him, and increased the strain of the conflict. He wondered what lay at the back of this horrible condition, and shuddered as he wondered. And he knew now that he must not let himself adrift, but must dispose the devils by every means. He broke into a whistle, and moved about the room carelessly. It was a lively stave from the streets that his lips framed, but it conveyed to him no sense of sound. He perambulated the chamber with a false air of cheerfulness. He eyed the bed with his head askew, winking as if to share a jest with it. He patted the pillows, arranging and disarranging them in turn. He laughed softly, merrily, emptily. He seized the dumb-bells from the mantelpiece and whirled them about his head; he chafed his hands, he rubbed his flesh. Little by little the blood moved with more content through his body, and the pulse of his heart sank slowly.


  Outside, the dawn brightened and the wind came faster. Rosewarne looked forth and nodded; then he turned and left the room, his face flashing as he passed the mirror, like the distempered face of a corpse. Across the landing he paused before a door, and, bending to the keyhole, listened; little low sounds of life came to his ears, and suddenly his haggard face crowded with emotions. 223 He rose and softly descended the stairs to his study. The house lay in the quiet of sleep, and within the solitude of that rich room he, too, was as still as the sleepers. The inferior parts of the window formed a blind of stained glass, but the grey light flowed through the upper panes into a magnificent wilderness. The cold ashes of the fire, by which he had sat at his task late into the morning, lay still within the grate. The little ensigns of a human presence, the scattered papers, the dirty hearth, all the instruments of his work, looked mean and squalid within the spacious dignity of that high room. He lit the gas and sat down to his table, moving his restless fingers among the papers. It was as if his members arrogantly claimed their independence, and refused the commands of a weak brain. His mind had abrogated. His hands shifted furtively like the hands of a pickpocket: they wandered among the papers and returned to him. The clock droned out the hour slowly, and at that he started, shook his wits together, and began in haste to turn about the documents. He knew now the sheet of which he had sent his hands in quest. Large and blue and awful, it had been his ghost throughout the night. He could see the figures scrawled upon it in his own tremulous writing, rows upon rows of them, thin and sparse and self-respecting at the top, but to the close, fevered, misshapen, and reckless, fighting and jostling in a crowd for space upon the page. He laid his hand upon the horrible thing; he opened his ledgers; and sat deciphering once more his own ruin.


  The tragedy lay bare to his shrinking eyes; it leaped forth at him from the blurred and confused figures. There was no need to rehearse them; he had reiterated them upon a hundred scrolls in a hundred various ways these many weeks. They had become his enemies, to deceive whom he had invoked the wreck of a fine intelligence. He had used all the wiles and dodges of a cunning 224 mind to entrap them to his service. He had spent a weary campaign upon them, storming them with fresh troops of figures, deploying and ambuscading with all the subterfuge of a subtle business mind. But there now, as at the outset of his hopeless fight, the issue remained unchanged; the terrible sum of his sin abided, unsubtracted, undivided, unabridged. As he regarded it at this moment it seemed to assume quickly a vaster proportion. His crime cried out upon him, calling for vengeance in his ears. Seizing a pen, eagerly, vacantly, he set forth anew to recompose the items.


  Rosewarne worked on for a couple of hours, holding his quivering fingers to the paper by the sheer remnants of his will. His brain refused its offices, and he stumbled among the numerical problems with false and blundering steps. To add one sum to another he must ransack the litter of his mind; the knowledge that runs glibly to the tongue of a child he must rediscover by persistent and arduous concentration. But still he kept his seat, and jotted down his cyphers. About him the house stirred slowly; noises passed his door and faded; the grim and yellow sun rose higher and struck upon the table, contending with the gaslight. But Rosewarne paid no heed; he wrestled with his numb brain and his shivering fingers, wrestled to the close of the page; where once more the hateful figures gleamed in bold ink, menacing and blinking, his old ghost renewed and invested with fresh life.


  The pen dropped from his hand, his head fell upon his arms, and as he lay in that helpless attitude of despair that protests not, of misery that can make no appeal, the door fell softly open and his wife entered.


  “Freddy, whatever are you doing here like this?” she said, with surprise in her voice. “Have you gone to sleep?”


  225 Rosewarne lifted his head sharply and turned to her. Athwart the pallor of his face gleamed for an instant a soft flush of pleasure, and his dull eyes lit up with affection.


  “I was doing some work, Dorothy,” said he, “and I was tired.”


  Mrs. Rosewarne took a step nearer. Her fine grey eyes regarded him with wonder and with inquiry, and in her voice a little impatience mingled with a certain kindliness.


  “It’s very absurd your working like this,” she said, “and in this cold room without a fire? Aren’t you coming to breakfast?”


  Rosewarne got up from his chair. “Why, yes,” he laughed. “Of course. I didn’t realise it was ready. Oh, Dolly dear,” he paused and put his hand to his head with a look of perplexity; then his face lightened. “Dolly, I’ve got something for you.”


  “For me!” she asked, and the curve of her lips drooped in a pretty smile of curiosity.


  He fumbled in a drawer and withdrew a packet.


  “Yes, darling. You know what day it is. It’s your birthday, and you’re twenty——”


  “Oh, for goodness’ sake, Freddy, don’t,” she interrupted with a touch of impatience; and then opening the packet examined the contents with care. The light dawned in her eyes. “How very pretty! I was in need of a bracelet. Freddy, you are a good boy. But come, you mustn’t catch cold. Come into the dining-room, and get warm, you simpleton.”


  She patted him softly on the head, and fell again to the scrutiny of her present. Rosewarne did not move, but watched her, smiling. “Aren’t you coming?” she asked, looking up at last.


  His eyes met hers and pleaded with them dumbly, but she made no sign, returning once more to her jewels.


  226 “Isn’t it worth a kiss, Dolly?” he asked softly.


  Mrs. Rosewarne looked at him vaguely. “What! Oh, well, yes, if you like, I suppose.” She bent towards him, and he touched her cheek gently. “But it was very nice of you to think of me,” she said, withdrawing. “Come to breakfast now.”


  Rosewarne followed her into the breakfast-room, with a fresh access of impotence. He fumbled with his chair; the napkin fluttered out of his fingers; he pulled a plate to him, and the silver rattled under his clumsy action; a fork clattered to the floor. Mrs. Rosewarne winced.


  “How very stupid you are to-day, Freddy!” she said pettishly.


  He laughed a short meaningless laugh, and begged her pardon. Her movements were full of gentle grace; her breath came easily and with the best breeding. Her teacup tinkled sweetly, and only that and the soft sussurra of her sleeves marked her stately presence at the table. She looked at the bracelet comfortably, and lifted her cup to her lips. Rosewarne glanced at her timidly. The sickly light shone clear upon the fine contours of her placid face; the evil magic of that dreary day was transmuted upon her hair. She set down her cup and met his eyes.


  “What a dreadful colour you are!” she said critically. The ghastly yellow of his face repelled her. “I wish you would get better, and not rise at such ridiculous hours.”


  “I slept ill, Dolly,” he answered with a faint smile. He resumed his breakfast feverishly. The knuckles of his hands seemed to stand out awkwardly; his elbows waggled; he mouthed at his food in a frightened fashion.


  “Good heavens, Freddy,” cried his wife, wrinkling her nose in distaste, “why do you eat like that? It’s more like an animal than a human being. Your manners are becoming perfectly awful.”


  227 He started and dropped his knife. “What the devil does it matter how I eat?” he exclaimed angrily. “You—you——” His ideas faded from him, and he sat staring at her in vacant indignation. Then he put his hand to his head. “Oh, forgive me, Dolly; forgive me, please. I’m tired and——”


  “My dear man,” broke in Mrs. Rosewarne coldly, “if you will make yourself ill, what can you expect?” She unfolded a morning paper and ran her eyes down the columns; Rosewarne sat looking across the room into the fire. Suddenly she called to him in a new voice. “Mr. Maclagan came to town yesterday, Freddy, and paid a visit to Downing Street.”


  “Yes?” he said, starting again.


  She drew down the paper and looked at him over the edge, her eyes filled with some excitement.


  “Do you hear, Freddy dear? Now is your chance to make the arrangement final.”


  He gazed at her, his face contorted in a desperate attempt to concentrate his thoughts upon her words. What was she saying? And what did it mean?


  “Freddy, don’t you hear?” she cried again in a voice in which impatience blended with a certain eagerness. She leaned forward and put a hand upon his arm. He clutched at it feverishly with his fingers. “Lord Hambleton is favourable, I know, and it only remains to secure Maclagan,” she went on quickly. “He, you know, was inclined to agree when you saw him before. I’m sure that the nail is ready for the hammer. There is South Wiltshire, where you are known, and no one yet settled upon by the Party. See, dear; you must call on him to-day, and that, with another cheque for the Party, should place the matter beyond doubt. Freddy! Freddy! Don’t you hear what I’m saying. For goodness’ sake, don’t look like a corpse, if you are ill.”


  228 “Yes, yes, Dolly,” said Rosewarne hurriedly.


  “And for the love of decency, don’t Dolly me,” said Mrs. Rosewarne with a petulant movement of her shoulders. “It’s bad enough to have to answer to an elderly Quaker name like Dorothy.”


  Rosewarne got up from the table. “For God’s sake, be civil to me, if you can’t be kind,” he said sharply. She regarded him coldly. “What is it you want?” he asked.


  Mrs. Rosewarne rapped her knuckles angrily upon the table.


  “I imagined we had made that pretty clear between us long ago,” she said with a sarcastic emphasis; “we agreed that you were to go into Parliament, and we laid our plans to that end. The only thing wanting was the particular seat, and now it’s found you ask me what I’m talking about.”


  She looked at him with placid disdain. Rosewarne shuddered; he remembered now, as in a dream, the ambitions she had formed for him.


  “No, no, dear,” he said. “Tell me. It’s all right. I’ll see Lord—Lord Hambleton. The——”


  Mrs. Rosewarne’s expression turned swiftly to complacency.


  “No,” she said, “leave him to me, Freddy. I shall see him this afternoon at the Charters’s. You must see Maclagan to-day, and we’ll meet and talk the matter over at dinner.”


  She smiled upon him with a tolerant air of patronage. Rosewarne stood by the window, restlessly twitching his fingers.


  “You will not be in to lunch?” he asked, dully.


  “No; I’m going to the Charters’s. We have each a long day before us. It’s a sort of crisis in our lives. I’m tired of this undistinguished competence. Any one can be the partner in a bank. It is the House that opens the gate to success.”


  She rose and swept her skirts behind her with a motion of her 229 arm. She regarded herself in the mirror with a face of satisfaction, directing with nimble fingers an errant lock of her hair.


  “And now you’ll be off, I suppose,” she said, and turned on him laughing. “Well, Freddy, pluck up your heart and speak your best; you have a tongue as neat as any one when you like. Don’t wear so lugubrious a countenance, dear—come!”


  She kissed him lightly on the forehead, laying her hands on his shoulders, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Rosewarne put out his arms and caught her. His eyes devoured her. “Kiss me again, Dolly,” he sputtered. “Kiss me again. Kiss me on the lips.”


  She laughed, a faint colour rose in her cheeks, and she struggled in his clutch. “Dolly, Dolly!” he pleaded. A frown of embarrassment gathered in her forehead.


  “Do let me go,” she said sharply.


  He obeyed; his arms fell to his sides; wistfully he watched her withdraw. Stately in her flowing, rustling robes, receding from him, she sailed through the doorway, and with the loss of that fine vision the light and the flush fell from him, and all that remained was an ignoble figure with discoloured cheeks and sunken head. In that moment and with the chill of that departing grace fresh upon him, he regarded his tragic position plainly and without illusion. The poor rags of his last unvoiced hopes dropped from his outcast soul. He had deferred the story of his ruin, in part out of shame, but much, too, out of pity, and because of some shreds of confidence in his own fortunes. And yet, implicit in that silence he had kept, but unacknowledged in his own thoughts, had been the fear of her demeanour in the crisis. He knew her for a worldly woman, clad in great aspirations; he had taken the measure of her trivial vanities; he had sounded the shallows of her passionless heart; and still he had trusted, still he had nursed an 230 empty faith in her affection. But now at this slight repulse somehow the props swayed beneath his rickety platform, and his thoughts ran in a darker current of despair. The bankruptcy, the guilt, the horror of his defalcations, were no longer the Evil to come, but merely now the steps by which he mounted to the real tragedy of his life.


  Rosewarne quietly took up his hat, and drawing on his coat, passed out of the house and walked slowly towards the City.


  It was upon two o’clock when Mrs. Rosewarne descended from the portico of her house and was enclosed within her landau by the footman. She was in a fervour which became her admirably; her cheeks were touched with points of colour, and her fine eyes brightened as with the flash of steel. She itched to try the temper of her diplomacy, and, as she entered the drawing-room of her hostess, the thought that she was well equipped for the encounter filled her anew with zest. Her eyes, piercing from that handsome face, challenged the luncheon-party. Mrs. Charters gave her a loud effusive welcome, as the beauty of the entertainment, and a general murmur of greeting seemed to salute her ears. Stepping a pace from the company and engaging easily with her hostess, Mrs. Rosewarne denoted the guests with sharp glances. Of her own disposition at the table she could have no certainty; the occasion was urgent; and with a nod she summoned Lord Hambleton to her side.


  “And you, Lord Hambleton!” said she with a pretty air of surprise, “why, I heard you were in Scotland.”


  “Scotland!” he said, shrugging his shoulders and smiling. “What! Scotland in January, and the session like a drawn sword at one’s heart.”


  “Ah!” she replied, “I had forgotten the session. And yet my poor husband talks enough about it.”


  231 “Indeed!” said the Whip with good-humour, “there is still some one, then, who bothers about us.”


  She lifted her shoulders slightly, as one who would disclaim a personal participation in the folly.


  “Doesn’t every one?” she asked.


  “Why, we talk of ourselves,” said he laughing, “but I did not know any one else took an interest in us. We have outlived our time, you see. We are early Victorians, so to speak. Representative government is a glorious tradition, like the English flag or Balaclava—very brave, very wonderful, but very unimportant. I know we bulk largely in the newspapers. It is our métier. But I wonder why. The habit exists when the utility is fled. Is it because the advertisers love us, do you think? It is the only reason I can conceive. We all owe our being to the Births, Deaths and Marriages. The servant-girl, my dear Mrs. Rosewarne, confers upon me the fame of a Tuesday’s issue, for the shilling she expends upon a ‘Wanted.’ Alas!” He pulled his features into an expression of dismay. “When the hoarding and the sky-sign come in we shall go out.”


  Mrs. Rosewarne laughed gently, a demure intelligence shining from her eyes.


  “And you,” said he quizzically, “you don’t care for us?”


  “Oh, I!” she retorted with a sigh. “Yes, I talk of you. I am obliged to talk of you over the hearth-rug. I assure you I have all your names by rote, and rattle them off like a poll-parrot.”


  “Ah!” said Lord Hambleton, peering into her face curiously; “I can appreciate your tone. You are weary of us.”


  “Frankly, yes,” said she, smiling. They both laughed, and he made a gesture of apology.


  “Why?” he asked.


  232 The voice of a butler cried from the doorway; there was a sudden stir in the room, and then a little hush.


  “We are separated, alas!” said Lord Hambleton.


  “Not at all,” said Mrs. Charters, suddenly, at his elbow. “I believe you are neighbours.”


  Mrs. Rosewarne’s heart bounded in her side, and then beat placidly with its accustomed rhythm. Lord Hambleton looked at her. “That’s very nice,” he murmured.


  At the table he turned to her with an immediate air of interest. “Why?” he repeated.


  Her gaze had wandered across the table with a profession of gentle indifference. She was surveying the guests with a remote abstraction; plucked out of which she glanced at him with a pretty hint of embarrassment, her forehead frowning as though to recover the topic of their conversation.


  “Why?” she echoed; and then: “Oh yes,” said she, smiling as out of a memory regained. “Because—well, because, what does it all avail?”


  “Nothing, I grant you,” he replied easily, “or very little, save to ourselves. You forget us. We have our business. Our fathers gamed and we talk. Don’t forget us.”


  He spoke in railing tones, almost jocosely, and she lifted her eyebrows a line.


  “Ah yes!” she assented. “Yes, but me and the rest of us, are we to keep you in your fun?”


  He paused before replying, and noted every particular distinction in her handsome face. They were at close quarters; he leaned a trifle nearer, and lowered his voice to a mocking confidence:


  “Mrs. Rosewarne, you would never blow upon us, surely.” He feigned to hang in suspense upon her answer; the proximity 233 touched him with a queer elation; she shot upon him one of her loveliest glances.


  “I can hold my tongue for a friend, Lord Hambleton.”


  “Come,” he said, nodding, “that is better. That is a very sportsmanlike spirit.”


  Mrs. Rosewarne considered, smiling the while she continued her meal. The approach was long, but to manœuvre heightened her spirits, and she was now to make a bolder movement.


  “But why,” she asked, “should you expect mercy from a woman?”


  “I don’t, Heaven knows,” he responded promptly; “I wonder at it, and admire.”


  “I think you have had a very long innings,” said she, thoughtfully, “and were it in my power I would show no mercy.”


  Lord Hambleton laughed contentedly. “Oh, well!” he said.


  “There is no opportunity for women,” continued Mrs. Rosewarne, wistfully; “there has never been.”


  “Who would have suspected that you were ambitious?” commented Lord Hambleton, archly.


  She threw up her jewelled fingers. “Ambitious!” she said, impatiently. “I am a woman. Where is the use? That is your business; mine is the boudoir, naturally. We are always—in the field, you call it, don’t you? Men go to the wickets. My poor husband would tear out his heart for a seat. He is sound, he is good, he has wits, he is tolerable; he would serve excellently well upon a minor committee, and would never give a shadow of trouble. He would never ask questions, or soar at Cabinets. Yet it is, I suppose, ambition of a kind. But me! What has it to do with me! A woman knows nothing—of politics, no more than life. I can enjoy no vicarious pomp. No! give me the authority myself; 234 give me a share in it, Lord Hambleton, and then I will tell you if I am ambitious!”


  She put her head aside, and appeared with this tirade to drop the subject; she made a feint of listening to a conversation across the table. She smiled at the jest that reached her as if she had forgotten her companion. And yet she was aware that the aspect of her face, at which he was staring, was that which best became her. Lord Hambleton watched the long and delicate lines warm with soft blood, and his own senses were strangely affected.


  “But you would influence him,” he said presently. She came back with a display of reluctance, and seemed to pause, searching for his meaning.


  “Oh!” she said, “Heavens! I have higher aims than that. Make him Under-Secretary, and he would be worth influencing; but poor Freddy——” She shrugged her shoulders and looked away again, as though impatient of the subject. Perhaps she was really tired of the conversation, he reflected.


  “Well, here we are,” he said, with deprecation in his voice, “talking all the time on a subject which you professed at the outset bored you. How unpardonable of me!”


  “Bored me!” she said, opening her eyes at him and very innocently. “Oh, not talking with any one worth while.”


  Lord Hambleton’s eyes dropped, and he was silent. The wine had fired his blood no less than her beauty. He looked up again, and met her glance by misadventure. A show of colour flooded her face; the pulses beat in her white throat. He did not know why, but his hands trembled a little, and a bar seemed broken down between them.


  “Upon my soul!” he said, with an excited laugh, “I believe you would regenerate us all, if you were in the House!”


  “I’m sure I should,” she said gaily. Her heart fluttered in 235 her side. “But there is no chance of that; I could only keep a salon. Why isn’t it done? There is no Recamier nowadays; there is no Blessington. There is even no Whip’s wife.”


  She was conscious of a faint shudder as she made this impudent stroke, and withdrew in a tremble into herself. She lay back in her chair, frightened. The words fell opportunely into Lord Hambleton’s heart; he had no suspicion that they were deliberate, and the blood danced lightly along his arteries.


  “You would hold a salon bravely,” he said.


  “Try me,” she said with the affectation of playful laughter.


  He laughed with her, and “Oh, we shall have everything out of you by-and-bye,” said he. “We will bide our time. What we want just now more than anything is sound men. Now Mr. Rosewarne——”


  “Poor Freddy is as sound as Big Ben, I suppose,” said Mrs. Rosewarne, indifferently.


  She felt the blood burning in her cheeks. Their eyes encountered. It seemed to him that they had a private secret together. He scarce knew what it was, so far had his sensations crowded upon his intelligence; but some connection, woven through the clatter of that public meal, held him and her in common. With her quick wit she was aware of his thought. She felt flushed with her own beauty. It was not of her husband he was thinking, and she was aware that he believed she too was not considering him. The understanding lay between themselves. She rose triumphant; her heart spoke in loud acclamations.


  “Ah, well,” she said, with a tiny sigh, “I must wait, then, for old age to found my salon.”


  “No,” he replied, smiling at her; “and why? We must have your husband in the House. Then you may begin at once.”


  236 “My husband!” she echoed, as though recalled to some vague and distasteful consideration.


  “Yes. You must have this salon. It may save us.”


  She looked at him, as if in doubt. He rose beside her. He overtopped her by a head, and a certain strength about his forehead attracted her. Ah! If this had been her husband! The regret flashed and was gone.


  “Come and tell him,” she said suddenly.


  He misinterpreted the fervour in her eyes. “When?” he asked.


  “To-night,” she murmured.


  There was a momentary pause, and then, “To-night,” he assented, taking her hand.


  Mrs. Rosewarne moved easily within the retinue of her admirers in the drawing-room. She regarded the company with cool eyes of triumph. She held their gazes; the looks they passed upon her fed her complacency; she was sensible of her new distinction among them. And when, later, she returned to her house, she was still under the escort of success. The excitement ran like rich wine in her body, and under its stimulus her pale face was flushed with a tide of colour. She dressed for dinner, radiant, and crowned, as she conceived, with incomparable splendour. The presiding enthusiasm of her mind prevailed upon her beauty. In the glass she considered her looks, and smilingly softened the glory of her cheeks. Her thoughts reverted with amiable contempt to her husband, and in a measure he too was exalted in her own triumph. She descended the stairs, and swept into the dining-room in the full current of her happiness; and she had a sudden sense of repulse upon finding the room vacant.


  “Where is your master?” she asked of the servant, who stood in observant silence at the further end of the room.


  237 Williams had seen him come in an hour ago; he had retired to his room. Should he go and inquire?


  “No: we will give him a few minutes,” said she, seating herself.


  She held communion with her own surprises. She anticipated his sensations; if he had failed with Maclagan, she, at least, had had better fortune, and for a moment Freddy and she were wrapt in common fellowship, set upon a common course. But as the time wore on, and he made no appearance, she grew restless and fidgeted; a little annoyance mingled with her good-humour; the warmth of her success ebbed away. She despatched Williams to bring the laggard down, and when he had returned with the report that he could get no answer, she picked up her skirts, and with lowering brows herself undertook the mission.


  Mrs. Rosewarne paused outside her husband’s room, and knocked. There was no response, and turning the handle of the door impatiently, she entered. The lamp burned low, and Freddy lay upon the bed, sprawling in an attitude of graceless comfort. The noise of his hard breathing sounded in the chamber, and the odour of strong spirit filled the air. In an access of angry disgust she shook him by the shoulders, and he lifted a stupid face to her, his eyes shot with blood.


  “Is it you, Dolly?” he asked thickly.


  Her voice rose on a high note of anger.


  “Do you know that the gong has gone this half-hour? Bah! You have been drinking, you beast!”


  He sat up, staring at her vacantly, and slowly his eyes grew quick with life and fury.


  “And what the devil is it to you if I have?” he said savagely. “Why, in hell’s name, don’t you leave me alone? What are 238 you doing here? What are you doing in my room? It was you relegated me to this. What are you doing here?”


  “I came,” said she coldly, “to call you to dinner; but since you have chosen to be the beast you are, I will leave you.”


  At the word, she swept upon her heel and was gone. Rosewarne sat for some minutes dully upon his bed. The flame of his anger had leapt and died, and he was now hunched up physically and morally, like a craven: his wits dispersed, his mind groping in a dreadful space for some palpable occasion of pain. Presently his reason flowed once more, and piece by piece he resumed the horrible round of life. Thereafter came a deep, warm gush of reason and affection. He had been brutal; he had been the beast she termed him. He had used her evilly when she meant but kindly by him. His heart wept for her and for himself—she was his love and his darling. He would go and pour forth his tears of regret upon her. She had naturally been struck to the heart to see him thus unmanned and sapped in the very foundations of his mind. She did not know. How could she? …. But he must tell her! The thought fetched him to a sudden term in the maudlin consideration of his streaming emotions. Drawn at this instant before the presence of that Terror, he trembled and rocked upon his couch. He threw the gathering thoughts aside. He must not suffer them to cloud his mind again. He must go forth and enter the room with the pleading face of a penitent. It was her due; it was his necessity—nay, this control was demanded by the very terms of his being.


  He set his dress in order; he combed himself before the glass, and regarded his own grimacing image. “I will think of nothing,” he murmured. “I am a man. There is nothing wrong. I can assume that for an hour. I shall go straight to Dolly. I must ward it all off. It will suffice later. Now! I 239 am going to begin—Now! I will think of nothing. Do you hear, you fool! Oh, you damned, silly fool! You know it is fatal if you don’t. Stop. No figures; no worries. Just thrust them aside. It can’t matter that two and two make four when they ought to make five. Now then! From this moment I stop. I am a man,” he explained to his grimacing image. “No more figures. I will begin. No worries! Now!” He pulled out his watch. “In five seconds I will start.” He saw the hand jump round. “Now!” and then in the ear of his brain a thin voice cried, softly insistent: “Five thousand and that odd two hundred. Is that all right? Go back on it. Give them just a glance.” He paused, but the blood in his head stood still. At the cross ways he trembled, dazed with the conflict of the two desires. “Well, one glance.”


  At that the whole body of his madness rolled back upon him through the rift. He threw up his hands, and, hiding his face in the bed-clothes, groaned. “Now!” he said again, flinging himself peremptorily to his feet. He straightened his figure. “Now!” As if with a wild, reckless motion, he pulled to the door of his mind, and shutting his eyes, marched out of the room, laughing mechanically. “Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy!” he muttered under his breath.


  Rosewarne entered the dining-room with a quick tread and a moving galvanic smile.


  “Dolly, forgive me,” he said; “I am late. Where are you? Oh, Williams, some fish. That will do.”


  He started to talk in a very hurried manner, but with humble cheerfulness. His wife stared at him coldly, answering in short, colourless sentences. But he made amends for her reticence with a continuous stream of talk. He chattered freely, and he ate ravenously. He rambled on through numberless topics with no 240 apparent connection. All the reserves of his nature were enrolled in that gallant essay to fence him from the Horror of his life, and hedge him safely about with casual trifles. Of a sudden he saw things clear about him. A certain bright wit shone in his soliloquies; he spoke with that incoherence and irresponsibility which begets sometimes effective phrasing. His wife considered him; the novelty of his conversation struck her, its frivolity took her with admiration. Slowly the barriers of her own reserve broke down, the sense of satisfaction in herself grew upon her, and by degrees her good-humour returned. She joined in his talk, laughed a little, was inspired by his mood into newer, fresher, wilder hopes. No word was said about the scene in the bedroom; it had dropped into past history, and their feet were set to the future. And when Williams was gone, she turned swiftly upon him, her zeal showing in her eyes.


  “And now, Freddy,” she said, “tell me all about Maclagan.”


  His face started into haggard lines; he lowered his eyes, and, with a short laugh, shook his head.


  “Later; not now,” he said. “You begin.”


  She laughed also. “I have seen Lord Hambleton,” she said with a burst of excitement. “He is coming to-night.” And watched upon his face for the effect.


  “Oh, you clever girl!” he cried, his eyes smiling, his lips quivering slightly. “You clever girl.”


  Again she laughed. It almost seemed to her at that moment that she loved him.


  “Ah, you would think so, if you knew how I managed it.”


  “But I know it, I know it,” he cried, seizing her hand across the table. “You are as clever as you are beautiful.”


  He hardly recalled the point to which their conversation related; he was aware only of her proximity and her kindly eyes. She 241 returned the pressure of his fingers faintly, and looked at him thoughtfully.


  “You look tired, Freddy,” she said. “I’m afraid you’ve had a very wearisome day.”


  “Yes,” he assented with a tiny laugh. “I have had a bad day.”


  “Tell me,” she said abruptly, “what about Maclagan?”


  He rose. “Come into the study, then,” he said in another voice. “I can tell you better there.”


  She followed him, laying a hand lightly upon his shoulder. She took her seat within the comfortable armchair, stretching herself out, with her feet to the fire and the red light upon her face and bosom. Rosewarne leaned his elbow on the mantelpiece.


  “Well?” she asked presently in a tone of invitation.


  He started. “Dolly,” he said slowly, “supposing I were—to die—would you——”


  “Good gracious, Freddy, don’t talk nonsense,” she interrupted on his halting phrases. “We haven’t come to talk about foolish things like that.”


  He made no answer, but stared harder into the fire. A sense of irritation grew upon Mrs. Rosewarne. Had he failed in his mission. If he had, at least she had succeeded in hers, and the thought consoled her.


  “Now, let me hear all about it. Do be quick,” she said.


  He turned to her suddenly. “Dolly, you must answer me; please answer me,” he cried in agitation. “You could not bear my death, could you? Say you couldn’t.”


  “Of course not,” she replied sharply. “Why in the name of all that is decent will you harp on that? Don’t be morbid.”


  “It will have to come to that,” he said brokenly.


  “Pooh! Don’t be foolish,” she retorted. She regarded him 242 critically. Even in the red light the colour of his face, which had fallen into ugly lines, repelled her. “Come, what is it? Is anything the matter with you? Have you seen your doctor? What are you keeping from me?”


  The questions ran off her tongue sharply, even acrimoniously. She had anew the sense of irritation that he had chosen this hour to be ill.


  “No,” he replied in a blank voice, “I suppose I’m all right. I don’t know. I’ve been—yes—I’m ill with the horrible trouble. I’m——” He fell quickly upon his knees, burying his face in her gown. “Oh, Dolly, Dolly,” he sobbed, “I have ruined you, and you don’t know it. It is all over—all over.”


  Her eyes opened in alarm, but she did not move. “What nonsense are you talking, Freddy?” she asked in an uncertain voice which rang harshly. “You’re ill. You’ve been overworking. You mustn’t. What foolishness!”


  She laughed faintly, with embarrassment, and almost mechanically put out a hand and touched his hair as though vaguely to reassure him of his mistake; while all the time her heart thumped on and her mind was wondering in a daze.


  At her touch he raised his head, and clutched her, crying, “Ah, you do love me, Dolly. You do love me. I knew you loved me. I knew you would be sorry for me.”


  She sat motionless, fear reaching out arms for her heart. Slowly she was beginning to understand.


  “What is it that you have done?” she asked in a dry voice.


  He pressed her hand tightly, crushing her fingers. “I have taken money,” he whispered, “trust money. I am ruined. I must go to prison, unless I——”


  She moistened her lips, impassive as ever.


  “But you do love me,” he repeated, clinging to her. “Yes, 243 you do love me, Dolly. Even if I have to do—that thing, you love me still.”


  Through all her being ran a repulsion for this creature at her knees, but she was clogged with her emotions and sat silent.


  “Dolly, Dolly,” he cried pathetically. “I shall have to do it. I know I shall have to do it—I——” He looked up, gulping down his sobs, as though seeking in her face for a contradiction. He knew the warm tears would fall upon him. Through his blurred vision he saw her mutely, indistinctly, raise her arms, extracting her hand from his grasp. He felt—he knew—he hoped—— Ah, she would throw them about his neck and draw him close in a passionate, pitiful embrace.


  “Dolly, Dolly,” he whispered, “I shall have to die.”


  With a rough movement she thrust him from her and got upon her feet.


  “Die!” she exclaimed in a voice full of ineffable bitterness. “Die! Oh, my God, yes. That is the least you can do.”


  He lay where he had fallen to her push, huddled in a shapeless heap, stirring faintly. It was to her eyes as if some vermin upon which she had set her foot still moved with life. There was left in him no power of thought, no capacity of emotion. He was dimly conscious of misery, and he knew that she was standing by. Far away a tune sounded, and reverberated in his ears; it was the singing of the empty air. She was staring upon him with disgust and terror.


  “Poor worm!” she said in tense low tones; and then her eyes alighted on her heaving bosom and the glories of her gown. The revulsion struck her like a blow, and she reeled under it. “You devil!” she cried. “You have ruined my life.”


  The sound of those sharp words smote upon his brain, and 244 whipped his ragged soul. He rose suddenly to his feet, his face blazing with fury.


  “Damn you,” he cried passionately. “I have loved you. I have sold my soul for you. I have ruined my mind for you. Damn you, Dorothy. And you have no words for me. Damn you.”


  His voice trailed away into a tremulous sob, and he stood contemplating her with fixed eyes. She laughed hardly, withdrawing her skirts from his vicinity. His gaze wandered from her, and went furtively towards the mantelpiece. She followed it, and saw a revolver lying upon the marble.


  “Bah!” she said. “You have not the courage.”


  At that moment a knock fell upon the door; after a pause she moved and opened it.


  “Lord Hambleton, ma’am,” said Williams. “He is in the drawing-room.”


  Breathing hard, she looked round at her husband. Rosewarne’s dull eyes were fixed upon her. They interceded with her; they fawned upon her.


  “I will be there in a moment,” she said clearly. Rosewarne moved slowly to the table and sat down, resting his head in his hands. He made no protest; if he realised anything now, he realised that he had expected this. The door shut to behind her; a dull pain started in the base of his brain; into the redoubts of his soul streamed swiftly the forces of sheer panic.


  Mrs. Rosewarne entered the drawing-room, the tail of her dress rustling over the carpet. Lord Hambleton turned with this sound in his ears, stirring him pleasantly.


  “Well,” said he, smiling, “you see I’ve come.”


  She gave him her hand and paused, confronting him. Her heart thumped like a hammer upon her side; her face was flushed with colour, and her lips quivered.


  245 “It is good of you,” she said tremulously; “won’t you sit down?”


  He did not heed her invitation, but shot a shrewd glance at her. Her voice startled him; the discomposure of her appearance arrested his eyes. He wondered what had happened. It could not be that his visit was the cause of this confusion. And yet he noted it with a thrill of satisfaction, such as he had experienced in the colloquy at Mrs. Charters’s.


  “You are very good to look at like this,” he allowed himself to say. He picked up the thread of their communion where it had been dropped earlier that day. She was marvellously handsome; he had never admired a woman so much since his youth. The faint light spreading from the lamps illumined her brilliant face and threw up her figure in a kind of twilight against the wall.


  Her heart palpitated audibly; it seemed to her that she had a sudden unreasonable desire to laugh. The squalid gloom of that chamber beyond lifted; it seemed remote and accidental. She was here with the comfortable eyes of this man upon her, contemplating her with admiration. She was not a parcel of that tragedy outside. She smiled broadly.


  “Why, the better for my salon,” she said.


  What had excited her? he asked himself. “Ah! we will arrange all that,” he answered with a familiar nod.


  “You will?” she asked eagerly—breathlessly.


  “Why, certainly,” he replied. “I think we can manage it—between us.”


  She laughed aloud this time. “Yes, both of us together,” she said.


  He met her eyes. Was it wine? he asked. Or was it——? Lord Hambleton’s body tingled with sensation. He had not suspected that matters had progressed so intimately between them. 246 Almost involuntarily he put out a hand towards her. She laughed awkwardly, and he drew it back.


  “You should have had it long ago,” he said. “You have thrown away a chance.”


  “My life, you mean,” she cried, breaking in upon his mellifluous tones with a harsher note.


  She shifted her head towards the door as if listening for a sound. Her action struck him for the moment as ungainly.


  “Things do not always fall out as we want them,” he said slowly.


  “Not as you want them?” she asked, coming back to regard him. “Why, what more do you want?”


  He watched her from his quiet eyes, which suddenly lost their equable expression. To him she had always appeared a woman of dispassion, but now the seeming surrender in her mind, the revolution in her character, flashed upon him with an extreme sense of emotion. His heart beat faster.


  “I think you know,” he said softly, and reaching forth, took her hand.


  Swiftly she turned; a look of dread rushed into her eyes. All on a sudden the transactions of that neighbouring room leapt into proximity. She saw Freddy handling the revolver; she watched him lean over the table and cock it in the light; she saw him—— She gave a cry, and moved a step towards the door, with a frightened face.


  “What is it?” asked Lord Hambleton in alarm. “You are ill. You——” She made no answer, and he seized her hand again. “Let me ring for a glass of wine,” he whispered.


  Mrs. Rosewarne laughed loudly in his face.


  “No, no,” she said; “it is nothing. Pray, don’t. I shall be better.”


  247 She looked at him, and then turned her ear to the door again, listening with a white face. He watched her anxiously, but in his own mind the reason of her perturbation was clear. The thought was sweet to him.


  “Well,” said he; “and now to business.”


  “Business!” she echoed, and moved quickly to him, “I—— Please, you must excuse me, Lord Hambleton. My husband is ill. Do you mind? I——”


  He rose abruptly. “I am very sorry,” he said; “I will not trouble you, then, just now.”


  He took his hat. She had turned away and was hearkening with all her senses for that report that did not come. He bit his lips. Perhaps she had been overstrained. He could scarce say what feeling ran uppermost in his mind. She hurried him to the door, accompanying him herself.


  “Must you go?” she asked, stupidly, on the doorstep.


  He looked at her; perhaps she really was ill. But she was very beautiful. She did not hear his answer. The rough wind blew through the open door and scattered her hair and her skirts. Lord Hambleton went down the steps. She watched him go. At that moment, somehow, a great revulsion overwhelmed her. She had listened, and there had been no discharge. What a fool she had been! Of course, he had no courage. She had the desire to rush after Lord Hambleton and call him back. She had tortured herself idly; she had played a silly part in a melodrama. She recalled Lord Hambleton’s ardent gaze. There was a man! Ah, if this thing were not fastened about her neck! She stole back along the hall—furious. Once more she was confronted with the squalor of her position. Her indignation rose higher; she could see that pitiful creature crying for mercy, crying for affection. Bah! He was too cowardly to die. Burning with the old anger, she 248 crossed to the study and opened the door. She would have it out with him; they should understand their position. With Lord Hambleton the dignified prospects of her life had vanished, and she was flung back upon a mean and ignominious lot.


  Rosewarne was seated in the armchair; the revolver rested where it had lain upon the mantelpiece. He made no movement to rise as she returned, and she stood for a second looking down upon him from behind with curling lips. A bottle of whisky and a glass stood upon the table at his elbow. It was probable that he had drunk himself to sleep.


  “Are you awake?” she called sharply. He made no sign. She bent over angrily and shook him.


  His head fell to her touch, and from his fingers a little phial tumbled upon the floor.


  ·  ·


  249 Mars


  A Medley


  By Rose Haig Thomas


  
    Not this cold grey world for me


    With its dull monotony


    Of sombre land and sea.

  


  
    No! a mad career


    In another sphere,


    Rather than linger here.

  


  
    Then heigh for rosy Mars!


    The king of all the stars!


    Where prisms play


    Pranks with the day—


    There would I stay,


    Where light is dark, and darkness bright,


    And wisdom folly, weakness might.


    Where right is wrong, and wrong made right,


    Where night is day, and day is night,


    And the night glows rich with a warm red light.


    250 So heigh for rosy Mars


    The king of all the stars!


    Where purple fish leap in a scarlet sea,


    In sportive play;


    Where deep waves roll, wine-red as Burgundy.


    Throughout the day


    Across the blazing heavens sails an azure sun;


    How his cerulean shades


    Melt into mauve among the rosy blades!


    And blood-red trees their golden shadows write


    Over the violet glades.

  


  
    There winged beings green as malachite


    Flit in and out the cooling turquoise light


    At the high noon.


    And when the sun sets deeply darkly blue,


    Bathing the bloody blades in opal dew,


    Falls on a scarlet world a golden night,


    Wherein slow riseth into sight


    No pale-faced moon.


    With giddy circlings, a strange steel-blue


    And star-shaped satellite


    Whirls through the golden blare.


    As nervous starfish shun the touch,


    So shoot her shrinking fingers forth,


    Point East and South, point West and North,


    Her mazy moving radiants such


    A thousand changes wear.


    They flash from her steely shield


    Like a myriad scimitars,


    As she laces her golden field


    251 With its splutter of blue black stars.


    Thus is the gamut set


    From palest orange unto purplest jet.

  


  
    Then the malachite beings grow glittering bronze


    With feeling, with passion, agleam, aglow,


    In touch with their molten rosy world.


    Green fire flashes from their jewelled breasts,


    Where flame a thousand ages,


    Whilst their broad pinions spread, quiver to the quill.


    Forth from each beauteous head leap forked tongues;


    A rushing sound as music of a stream


    Stirs the still air with sweet strange speech

  


  
    That writes its meanings on the atmosphere.


    The flashing hieroglyphics scintillate,


    Among the purple shades, fork-lightning quick.


    Between the waving wings


    The younger beings feel and see and hear,


    And on their brains the branded image sinks


    Of quiv’ring naked knowledge newly born.


    The seeming solid ground uncertain heaves,


    Stretching to slender threads the pliant chain,


    The easy fetters of a lessened gravity.


    These buoyant beings rise and madly dance


    Wide stepping as the winds, their waving wings


    Mingling in one green cloud,


    Which bronzing in the golden night


    Drifts out of sight.

  


  * * * * *


  
    252 Gone is the scarlet sea,


    The azure day,


    And my rainbow reverie


    Fades into grey.

  


  ·  ·


  253 Souvenir de Paris


  By Charles Conder


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  257 The Auction Room of Letters


  By Arthur Waugh


  “The present position of the literary man in England is very much that of an auctioneer. He offers his goods for sale; other people, middlemen, come and bid for them, and the prize goes to the highest bidder.” I have not the exact words by me as I write; nor, in a case of this sort, do exact words matter very greatly. It is at least true that to this effect, and essentially with this intention, a leading man of letters has within the last month delivered himself upon the art which he espouses, that he asks us to accept, as an illustration or parallelism, this comparison of his calling with the huckstering of the auctioneer, and that such a pronouncement appears, if one may conjecture assent from a harmonious silence, to be received without disapproval by a large number of his fellow-artists.


  Now in the obiter dicta of distinguished men there is often more food for reflection than is evident at first sight, and this playful—or was it perhaps a reproachful?—metaphor of auctioneer and public, carries a good deal more of import on its back than “many such like as’es of great charge,” which are bruited abroad into fame from day to day. It contains in little the whole story of the present position of authorship; it reflects the past, it forebodes the future, and it adorns its tale by pointing a strenuous 258 moral which these few pages will do their best to indicate. For the situation, which one is first inclined to laugh away as ridiculous, has its serious side as well, and it is a question whether the time has not arrived when we should take the literary auctioneer at his own valuation, and write him off the books.


  The first thing that strikes one, I suppose, is the consideration of how immensely things have changed in the last few years to make such utterance as that which opens this paper possible. Except for a few dingy and detached houses here and there, houses which seem to break out in the centre of our trim red-brick lines of villadom—like ghosts to trouble joy—except for these (and they are few), Grub Street is no more. We all remember, or our fathers at least have declared unto us, the old-world vision of the publisher. He was a Colossus, set up at the receipt of custom, under whose huge legs the wretched authors, petty men, peeped about, striving to rivet his attention with humble tributes of carefully copied manuscript. For such as he regarded there remained hard terms and an invidious reputation. To-day all this is changed. It is now the author (have we not received it on his own authority?) who mounts into the rostrum, hammer in hand, and having at his side a bundle of type-writing, distributes to the struggling middlemen a printed synopsis of the material on offer, and proceeds to start the bidding with a wholesome reserve price. Then the publishers continue one against the other, pitting royalty against royalty, advance against advance, till down comes the hammer and off go the copy and the profits. Nor, mark you, is the auctioneer contented yet; the open market, he says, is still not open enough for his desires. It seems that these men of business do not know the secrets of their own beggarly trade (have we not this, too, on the authority of the author?). They are the victims of a miserable niggardliness which forbids them to bid to the value of the 259 material. Soon the auctioneer will do without them. He will out into the square, with twenty thousand copies of his novel in bales behind him, and will sell them to the surging public himself, like a cheap-jack on bank holiday. Then, even if he tires in the mid-summer heat, and is so sadly overwrought at night that his hand declines the pen, he will still have had his reward, he will have sold himself without favour, and the family stocking will gape with shekels. Faugh! “an ounce of civet, good apothecary!” The air grows heavy.


  We have had enough, I fancy, of this picture. In drawing it, I doubt not, the author who is responsible for my elaboration did so with more sincere regret for current circumstances than could ever be felt by an alien to his art; he merely stated a fact, and that indisputable. There is, moreover, no possible profit in lingering over trivial bickerings which the complacency of one party and the self-advertisement of another have dragged into the full view of the public press. Here, at least, the future may be trusted to take care of its own; there can be but one end. The purpose of this paper is otherwise. It may be well, perhaps, to consider by what steps the author reached the rostrum, what he is doing there for art, and where he will find himself when in the whirligig of time he is forced to descend. Finally, it may be asked how all this is likely to serve letters in the future, and what sort of literature is likely to be produced under such conditions. For every man who sets pen to paper, be he Laureate or the humblest journalist, must, so far as he is worthy of his calling, prefer the welfare of literature to the gains of his own exchequer, and much of the lamentable policy which has ushered in this new era of letters has been due, it is but fair to suppose, to an honest but misdirected desire to further her claims to recognition. Is she, then, we may ask, likely to benefit 260 by this perpetual insistence upon pecuniary reward? And if not, where will she suffer?


  The increase in the author’s emolument has been traced to many sources; yet the most likely origin has been strangely overlooked. A little reflection, however, will show that the growth in prices has advanced pari passu with the multiplication of periodical literature. Forty or fifty years ago there were comparatively few magazines, and the novelist was obliged to work in the large. His every output was a full-length novel: the making of this took time, and the rate of production was slow. By sure degrees, however, the taste for snippet literature has grown and grown; one magazine after another has leapt into success, and the demand for the short story has become paramount. At the same time competition has arisen. Each new magazine desires to open with the best names: no author, however prolific, could keep pace with the whole field: it becomes necessary, therefore, for editor to bid against editor. The booths are set up, and business is astir. Meanwhile, more and more material is forthcoming: the short stories are collected into books: the many serials seek their publishers. Obviously, therefore, the number of these industrious middlemen must increase; the same interests come to the surface, and there follows a further competition to secure book-rights. Then follows the question of time. Editors begin to look ahead. If they cannot have Mr. X.’s next story, they invite a lien upon the next but one, and in a very short time the author finds himself bound far into the future. Here, then, by the simplest method of evolution, we have the prevalent problems of competition and literary mortgage. And very far afield have these things led us of late.


  The air is full of rumours, the papers of paragraphs, which bear evidence to the strain of rivalry between men of business reacting 261 upon authorship. We are told of one author who has bound himself to the end of the century to produce stories of one kind and another to fit the dates of his editors. Year in, year out, in sickness or in health, in the heat of summer and the bite of winter, is that author fixed to his desk, pen in hand, covering reams of foolscap, for the satisfaction of contracts entertained without the prejudice of circumstance. We know of another author, exploited by a far-seeing editor, whose work was so universally advertised by paragraph and table-talk, that actually before his first book was in proof at the printers’ it had been lauded by half the papers in London as a coming wonder. Nor do exceptional examples of this kind stand unsupported by a common environment. The very conversation of literature is changed: its view of its own privileges is translated. When two men of letters are discussing a third, do they set themselves to speak of the literary quality of his last volume, of its sincerity, its distinction, its place in the progress of thought? Nine times out of ten the subject that chiefly interests them is the rate of pay which he receives per thousand words. Indeed, that same phrase, “per thousand words” has slain ten thousand reputations. You might range the living novelists now, in a list of their own recital, apportioning their fame by that “rate per thousand words.” Indeed, to hear and to read of some of them, one verily believes that there are authors who think, feed, and dream upon this rate of theirs, until they are half sick with green jealousy when they hear that A. and B. have “gone up” by a guinea this month, while they themselves have declined by a shilling. And this, too, is called literary ambition.


  Indeed, the reader of these random observations will by this time have noticed, it may be with amusement, that they tend to treat literature as though it were solely confined to the modern 262 novel. For the present context this must be the case. The concerns of the auction-room are so far centred upon fiction alone. For, as we have already noticed, this activity of the middleman is necessarily dependent on the demand of the mob, and while it is probable that more books are being read in this year of grace than in any of its predecessors, it is also certain that at no time has the general public been so blind to the claims of literary merit. For poetry it has no taste and absolutely no judgment. If it is told sufficiently often that a certain poem is fine literature, it will in time come to believe it, much as it takes its religious tenets on trust, because it has heard them so often promulgated. In neither case can it appreciate for itself. For criticism, sociology, philosophy it has no ear; it seeks amusement, and it buys the latest story. Hence it comes that it is the field of fiction alone that is given over to profitable money-making; hence, too, it follows that the successful novelist has come to regard the six-shilling novel as the only vehicle of literary expression, and has taken himself rather more seriously than circumstances have demanded.


  Nevertheless, from a purely insular point of view he is, beyond doubt, a very important person. It is ungracious in an Englishman to reflect, even in passing, upon his motherland, still it is difficult to avoid the confession that Napoleon’s definition of us was regrettably true in its essentials. We are, by nature, a nation of shopkeepers, and the thing that sells best among us has gained a spurious but incalculable importance. The novelist, therefore, has now his day, and he is making the best of it. He looms large in the public gaze: he fills columns of the public prints: the work he produces is, by virtue of its popularity, the literature of the hour. It only remains to concede the situation, and to consider whether, under the progress of present circumstances, it is likely to be the literature of the-future.


  263 A literary critic, himself no less distinguished than the novelist whose words are serving us for a text, has recently expressed his view of the probable complications in store for the novelist. He said, if my memory stands good, that the prevalence of the pecuniary estimate was resulting in a pressure all along the line, that the author, in demanding high terms of the publisher, was pressing him to such a degree that he was, in turn, forced to press the bookseller, and that the final result would be that the public would refuse to respond, and that the old machinery would be thrown out of gear. Well, there may be truth in this, but there is a good deal to be said on the other side. The publisher, after all, is no sucking-dove, no shorn lamb which needs our poor protection, if his grasp of business principles is insufficient to keep him out of unprofitable bargains, he can only thank his own indiscretion if he finds himself in eventual liquidation. He starts business as a business-man, and as a business-man he must be judged. He is fairly sure to take care of himself. On the contrary, it is the novelist who must look to his own interests: for it is they and not the publishers that are in jeopardy. We have seen how this eternal care for pence results in injudicious contracts; let us now see whether these contracts will not, in reaction, end in a lack even of those miserable pence for which they were contrived. We are all slow to learn by experience, but really the tardiness of the novelist is amazing. You would suppose that, with the field of literature scattered, as it is, with dead and dying reputations, the author would begin to lose some confidence in the constancy of his public, but it is just this fickleness that he is slowest to comprehend. He makes one immense, phenomenal success, and in a flash the world is all before him. He will plant vineyards and oliveyards, he will store up his grain in goodly garners; he will live happily for ever after. And all the while at 264 his ear Experience is whispering unheard, “Thou fool! this night shall thy fame be required of thee.”


  The British public is the most fickle body that ever drew together for mutual protection, and in nothing is it more fickle than in its literary predilections. The idol of its afternoon is an outcast by sunset, and the only possibility of retaining its favour lies in an assiduous and heart-whole study of its inclination. The novelist who is to continue popular must work with every instinct clear, every faculty alive; he must change his course and tack with the popular breeze; his eye must follow every cloud, be it no larger than a man’s hand, for the least shadow on the horizon grows in an hour into a tempest. During the last few years there has been success upon success that promised stability: one reputation has trod upon another’s heels, has passed, and lost outline. There is scarcely a prominent novelist of twelve years ago who enjoys an equal favour to-day. All this your optimist adventurer forgets. He forgets, too, that those grinding contracts of his will press upon him at the very hour when he is least in trim for work, that in their obligation he is bound, in course of time, to turn out material unworthy of his best, and that the public, reminded of this by its critics—reminded, too, by a certain sense of selection which, to do it justice, it has acquired in its study of fiction—will have no compunction, in the hour of his distress, in bowing him to the door. Then the publisher, too, will desert his auction-room, and his occupation will be gone.


  You cannot serve Art and Mammon; indeed, it is hard enough to serve Mammon alone, for any length of time, with any consistency of return. And if the novelist is likely, by mixing himself overmuch with business interests to compass his own financial ruin, is it probable that he will contrive, in the stress of his daily avocations of the rostrum, to leave behind him the name of an 265 artist, a reputation that can endure? No man deserving the name of author ever yet wrote a book without some faint hope that it might outlast himself; that he might be raising, if not the fabric, at least the pedestal of a “monument more enduring than brass.” Yet no book ever lived, it is safe to say, that was thrown off in feverish haste to satisfy the demands of an importunate publisher. Nowadays, the word ‘Dignity’ is supposed to carry with it the trail of the prig: still, every profession, sincerely followed, is capable of dignified repute. Where, then, in all this turmoil of the market, is the boasted dignity of letters?


  If ever a calling existed in England whose record was studded with things noble and of good report, it is the calling that can boast the service of Shakspeare, of Milton, of Goldsmith, and of Wordsworth. Surely the shadows of the great must move restlessly in shame by Stratford Church and Chalfont stream when they learn that the literary man is, upon his own confession and at his own desire, translated into an unctuous auctioneer. But shame should not be confined to the dead: it is high time that it infected the living. There are signs, fortunately, that it is even now doing so. It may be, indeed, that we ourselves are beginning to appreciate that the new era of letters is not so much decadent as vulgar; it may even prove that the next development of the problem will be a return to taste and a recrudescence of dignity. If so, the uses of perversity will have gained another example, and the cause of literature will have been served by what at present appears the least promising of its issues.


  ·  ·


  266 The Wasser-Thurm, Nürnberg


  By Wilfred Ball
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  269 The Crimson Weaver


  By R. Murray Gilchrist


  My Master and I had wandered from our track and lost ourselves on the side of a great “edge.” It was a two-days’ journey from the Valley of the Willow Brakes, and we had roamed aimlessly; eating at hollow-echoing inns where grey-haired hostesses ministered, and sleeping side by side through the dewless midsummer nights on beds of fresh-gathered heather.


  Beyond a single-arched wall-less bridge that crossed a brown stream whose waters leaped straight from the upland, we reached the Domain of the Crimson Weaver. No sooner had we reached the keystone when a beldam, wrinkled as a walnut and bald as an egg, crept from a cabin of turf and osier and held out her hands in warning.


  “Enter not the Domain of the Crimson Weaver!” she shrieked. “One I loved entered.—I am here to warn men. Behold, I was beautiful once!”


  She tore her ragged smock apart and discovered the foulness of her bosom, where the heart pulsed behind a curtain of livid skin. My Master drew money from his wallet and scattered it on the ground.


  “She is mad,” he said. “The evil she hints cannot exist. There is no fiend.”


  270 So we passed on, but the bridge-keeper took no heed of the coins. For awhile we heard her bellowed sighs issuing from the openings of her den.


  Strangely enough, the tenour of our talk changed from the moment that we left the bridge. He had been telling me of the Platonists, but when our feet pressed the sun-dried grass I was impelled to question him of love. It was the first time I had thought of the matter.


  “How does passion first touch a man’s life?” I asked, laying my hand on his arm.


  His ruddy colour faded, he smiled wryly.


  “You divine what passes in my brain,” he replied. “I also had begun to meditate….. But I may not tell you….. In my boyhood—I was scarce older than you at the time—I loved the true paragon. ’Twere sacrilege to speak of the birth of passion. Let it suffice that ere I tasted of wedlock the woman died, and her death sealed for ever the door of that chamber of my heart….. Yet, if one might see therein, there is an altar crowned with ever-burning tapers and with wreaths of unwithering asphodels.”


  By this time we had reached the skirt of a yew-forest, traversed in every direction by narrow paths. The air was moist and heavy, but ever and anon a light wind touched the tree-tops and bowed them, so that the pollen sank in golden veils to the ground.


  Everywhere we saw half-ruined fountains, satyrs vomiting senilely, nymphs emptying wine upon the lambent flames of dying phœnixes, creatures that were neither satyrs nor nymphs, nor gryphins, but grotesque adminglings of all, slain by one another, with water gushing from wounds in belly and thigh.


  At length the path we had chosen terminated beside an oval mere that was surrounded by a colonnade of moss-grown 271 arches. Huge pike quivered on the muddy bed, crayfish moved sluggishly amongst the weeds.


  There was an island in the middle, where a leaden Diana, more compassionate than a crocodile, caressed Actæon’s horns ere delivering him to his hounds. The huntress’ head and shoulders were white with the excrement of a crowd of culvers that moved as if entangled in a snare.


  Northwards an avenue rose for the space of a mile, to fall abruptly before an azure sky. For many years the yew-mast on the pathway had been undisturbed by human foot; it was covered with a crust of greenish lichen.


  My Master pressed my fingers. “There is some evil in the air of this place,” he said. “I am strong, but you—you may not endure. We will return.”


  “’Tis an enchanted country,” I made answer, feverishly. “At the end of yonder avenue stands the palace of the sleeping maiden who awaits the kiss. Nay, since we have pierced the country thus far, let us not draw back. You are strong, Master—no evil can touch us.”


  So we fared to the place where the avenue sank, and then our eyes fell on the wondrous sight of a palace, lying in a concave pleasaunce, all treeless, but so bestarred with fainting flowers, that neither blade of grass nor grain of earth was visible.


  Then came a rustling of wings above our heads, and looking skywards I saw flying towards the house a flock of culvers like unto those that had drawn themselves over Diana’s head. The hindmost bird dropped its neck, and behold it gazed upon us with the face of a mannikin!


  “They are charmed birds, made thus by the whim of the Princess,” I said.


  As the birds passed through the portals of a columbary that 272 crowned a western tower, their white wings beat against a silver bell that glistened there, and the whole valley was filled with music.


  My Master trembled and crossed himself. “In the name of our Mother,” he exclaimed, “let us return. I dare not trust your life here.”


  But a great door in front of the palace swung open, and a woman with a swaying walk came out to the terrace. She wore a robe of crimson worn into tatters at skirt-hem and shoulders. She had been forewarned of our presence, for her face turned instantly in our direction. She smiled subtly, and her smile died away into a most tempting sadness.


  She caught up such remnants of her skirt as trailed behind, and strutted about with the gait of a peacock. As the sun touched the glossy fabric I saw eyes inwrought in deeper hue.


  My Master still trembled, but he did not move, for the gaze of the woman was fixed upon him. His brows twisted and his white hair rose and stood erect, as if he viewed some unspeakable horror.


  Stooping, with sidelong motions of the head, she approached; bringing with her the smell of such an incense as when amidst Eastern herbs burns the corse….. She was perfect of feature as the Diana, but her skin was deathly white and her lips fretted with pain.


  She took no heed of me, but knelt at my Master’s feet—a Magdalene before an impregnable priest.


  “Prince and Lord, Tower of Chastity, hear!” she murmured. “For lack of love I perish. See my robe in tatters!”


  He strove to avert his face, but his eyes still dwelt upon her. She half rose and shook nut-brown tresses over his knees.


  Youth came back in a flood to my Master. His shrivelled 273 skin filled out; the dying sunlight turned to gold the whiteness of his hair. He would have raised her had I not caught his hands. The anguish of foreboding made me cry:


  “One forces roughly the door of your heart’s chamber. The wreaths wither, the tapers bend and fall.”


  He grew old again. The Crimson Weaver turned to me.


  “O marplot!” she said laughingly, “think not to vanquish me with folly. I am too powerful. Once that a man enter my domain he is mine.”


  But I drew my Master away.


  “’Tis I who am strong,” I whispered. “We will go hence at once. Surely we may find our way back to the bridge. The journey is easy.”


  The woman, seeing that the remembrance of an old love was strong within him, sighed heavily, and returned to the palace. As she reached the doorway the valves opened, and I saw in a distant chamber beyond the hall an ivory loom with a golden stool.


  My Master and I walked again on the track we had made in the yew-mast. But twilight was falling, and ere we could reach the pool of Diana all was in utter darkness; so at the foot of a tree, where no anthill rose, we lay down and slept.


  Dreams came to me—gorgeous visions from the romances of eld. Everywhere I sought vainly for a beloved. There was the Castle of the Ebony Dwarf, where a young queen reposed in the innermost casket of the seventh crystal cabinet; there was the Chamber of Gloom, where Lenore danced, and where I groped for ages around columns of living flesh; there was the White Minaret, where twenty-one princesses poised themselves on balls of burnished bronze; there was Melisandra’s arbour, where the sacred toads crawled over the enchanted cloak.


  274 Unrest fretted me: I woke in spiritual pain. Dawn was breaking—a bright yellow dawn, and the glades were full of vapours.


  I turned to the place where my Master had lain. He was not there. I felt with my hands over his bed: it was key-cold. Terror of my loneliness overcame me, and I sat with covered face.


  On the ground near my feet lay a broken riband, whereon was strung a heart of chrysolite. It enclosed a knot of ash-coloured hair—hair of the girl my Master had loved.


  The mists gathered together and passed sunwards in one long many-cornered veil. When the last shred had been drawn into the great light, I gazed along the avenue, and saw the topmost bartizan of the Crimson Weaver’s palace.


  It was midday ere I dared start on my search. The culvers beat about my head. I walked in pain, as though giant spiders had woven about my body.


  On the terrace strange beasts—dogs and pigs with human limbs,—tore ravenously at something that lay beside the balustrade. At sight of me they paused and lifted their snouts and bayed. Awhile afterwards the culvers rang the silver bell, and the monsters dispersed hurriedly amongst the drooping blossoms of the pleasaunce, and where they had swarmed I saw naught but a steaming sanguine pool.


  I approached the house and the door fell open, admitting me to a chamber adorned with embellishments beyond the witchery of art. There I lifted my voice and cried eagerly: “My Master, my Master, where is my Master?” The alcoves sent out a babble of echoes, blended together like a harp-cord on a dulcimer: “My Master, my Master, where is my Master? For the love of Christ, where is my Master?” The echo replied only, “Where is my Master?”


  275 Above, swung a globe of topaz, where a hundred suns gambolled. From its centre a convoluted horn, held by a crimson cord, sank lower and lower. It stayed before my lips and I blew therein, and heard the sweet voices of youth chant with one accord.


  “Fall open, oh doors: fall open and show the way to the princess!”


  Ere the last of the echoes had died a vista opened, and at the end of an alabaster gallery I saw the Crimson Weaver at her loom. She had doffed her tattered robe for one new and lustrous as freshly drawn blood. And marvellous as her beauty had seemed before, its wonder was now increased a hundredfold.


  She came towards me with the same stately walk, but there was now a lightness in her demeanour that suggested the growth of wings.


  Within arm’s length she curtseyed, and curtseying showed me the firmness of her shoulders, the fulness of her breast. The sight brought no pleasure: my cracking tongue appealed in agony:


  “My Master, where is my Master?”


  She smiled happily. “Nay, do not trouble. He is not here. His soul talks with the culvers in the cote. He has forgotten you. In the night we supped, and I gave him of Nepenthe.”


  “Where is my Master? Yesterday he told me of the shrine in his heart—of ever-fresh flowers—of a love dead yet living.”


  Her eyebrows curved mirthfully.


  “’Tis foolish boys’ talk,” she said. “If you sought till the end of time you would never find him—unless I chose. Yet—if you buy of me—myself to name the price.”


  I looked around hopelessly at the unimaginable riches of her home. All that I have is this Manor of the Willow Brakes—a moorish park, an ancient house where the thatch gapes and the casements swing loose.


  276 “My possessions are pitiable,” I said, “but they are all yours. I give all to save him.”


  “Fool, fool!” she cried. “I have no need of gear. If I but raise my hand, all the riches of the world fall to me. ’Tis not what I wish for.”


  Into her eyes came such a glitter as the moon makes on the moist skin of a sleeping snake. The firmness of her lips relaxed; they grew child-like in their softness. The atmosphere became almost tangible: I could scarce breathe.


  “What is it? All that I can do, if it be no sin.”


  “Come with me to my loom,” she said, “and if you do the thing I desire you shall see him. There is no evil in’t—in past times kings have sighed for the same.”


  So I followed slowly to the loom, before which she had seated herself, and watched her deftly passing crimson thread over crimson thread.


  She was silent for a space, and in that space her beauty fascinated me, so that I was no longer master of myself.


  “What you wish for I will give, even if it be life.”


  The loom ceased. “A kiss of the mouth, and you shall see him who passed in the night.”


  She clasped her arms about my neck and pressed my lips. For one moment heaven and earth ceased to be; but there was one paradise, where we were sole governours…..


  Then she moved back and drew aside the web and showed me the head of my Master, and the bleeding heart whence a crimson cord unravelled into many threads.


  “I wear men’s lives,” the woman said. “Life is necessary to me, or even I—who have existed from the beginning—must die. But yesterday I feared the end, and he came. His soul is not dead—’tis truth that it plays with my culvers.”


  277 I fell back.


  “Another kiss,” she said. “Unless I wish, there is no escape for you. Yet you may return to your home, though my power over you shall never wane. Once more—lip to lip.”


  I crouched against the wall like a terrified dog. She grew angry; her eyes darted fire.


  “A kiss,” she cried, “for the penalty!”


  My poor Master’s head, ugly and cadaverous, glared from the loom. I could not move.


  The Crimson Weaver lifted her skirt, uncovering feet shapen as those of a vulture. I fell prostrate. With her claws she fumbled about the flesh of my breast. Moving away she bade me pass from her sight…..


  So, half-dead, I lie here at the Manor of the Willow Brakes, watching hour by hour the bloody clew ever unwinding from my heart and passing over the western hills to the Palace of the Siren.


  ·  ·


  278 Two Pictures


  By Fred Hyland


  I. The Mirror


  II. Keynotes
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  283 The Digger


  From the Portuguese of Guerra Junqueiro


  By Edgar Prestage


  
    The cock crows this December night …


    The cock crows hoarsely this dark night …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    Villager sleep not! Call the wight …


    Black sorrow, hasten, call the wight! …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    The digger is thy slave of right,


    Out with his hoe, for he of right,


    Black sorrow, is a slave to thee!

  


  
    Howls the wind, the nests are shaking …


    In dread night the nests are shaking …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    Cold as ermine snow is flaking …


    In the dusk the snow is flaking …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    Maledict his way is making,


    Hoe on shoulder he is making,


    That digger, a dark phantom he!

  


  
    284 The morning star doth purple grow …


    The morning star doth pallid grow …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    The hills are bare, the frost below,


    And stiff as bronze the frost below!


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    How grimly bends he o’er his hoe,


    And tears and trenches with his hoe,


    That digger, a dark phantom he!

  


  
    He digs and digs from dawn of day


    Until the stroke of middle day …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    Then standing, sadly sets to pray,


    Upon the lonely slope to pray,


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    And putting down his hoe to say


    “Hail Mary!” silently to say,


    That digger, a dark phantom he!

  


  
    He digs the savage mountainside,


    From dawn to even, the mountainside …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    And with some broth Thou dost requite


    Him, God! and with six bairns requite,


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    The Angelus rings through the night,


    “Blessed be Thou, Heavenly Sire, this night!”


    The digger cries, a phantom he!

  


  
    285 Ten hills are dug … where is the wheat?


    Six mouths begotten … where is the wheat?


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    Upon his door comes Hunger’s beat,


    And Death’s re-echoing the beat …


    —Misery! oh, misery!


    “The peace of God, I now entreat!


    The peace of God, I now entreat!”


    The digger sighed, and ceased to dree!

  


  ·  ·


  286 A Pen-and-Ink Effect


  By Frances E. Huntley


  He was writing a letter, and, as his pen jerked over the paper, he smiled with a fatuous softness. She had betrayed herself so helplessly—had cared so much. And he? Well, yes, he had cared, too, a little; who could have been quite unresponsive to that impetuous inquiring tenderness, that ardent generous admiration? He remembered it all, with amused regretful vanity—the summer evenings by the window, the gay give-and-take of their talk, the graver moments when their eyes met, and hers spoke more eloquently than words. “Eager tell-tales of her mind”—how often he had quoted Matthew Arnold’s line when he thought of her eyes! It might have been written for her; and when he had told her so, she had not been angry. Little goose! She ought to have been, of course—but he might say anything, he knew.


  Well! they had been pretty days, those; “a fragrant memory”—(she had taught him some of her phrases)—and now they were over. Quite over! The involuntariness of his sigh pleased him, and the reluctance with which he took up his pen again seemed to complete the romance of the moment.


  She knew already. That was certain; he had sent a telegram on his wedding-day, thinking it might not be quite so bad if she knew he had thought of her even then. And now he was writing. 287 Not to her—dear, no! he had too much tact, knowledge of the world, for that, he hoped; but to her father. They had been “pals”; he was so much older than she, “quite fatherly,” he used to say, delighting in her conscious look….. So it was natural, quite natural, for him to write and tell him how it had happened.


  For in some ways it was a queer business, not quite what had been expected of him, and yet—what every one had expected. That he knew, and it galled him sorely. It was hardly a mésalliance, but—a mistake? He felt that it might be called one; a horrid saying jingled in his ears, “There’s no fool like an old fool”—and yet he had chosen it so, always guessed that it would end so. Romantic? No! There was the sting—not even romantic.


  But she? Would she look at it in that way? Would she smile and think that he had made a mess of it, compare herself mentally—her fastidious high-bred self—with his bride and—pity him? He moved restlessly. No, she wouldn’t; he knew her better. She would mind—mind horribly. Her mouth would set itself, her eyes would look bright and pained—oh! she was brave enough; but she would be silent, sadder than her wont, and—envious? His smile grew broader. Poor little dear!


  Well, his letter would be some comfort. He had finished it; now to read it over….. Yes! all was admirably conveyed, the regret, the remembrance, the veiled messages to her, the (he rather liked this part)—the hinted depreciation of his choice, the insinuated unhappiness and foreboding—and then the allusion to “his wife” …. in fancy he heard the sharp quick breath, saw the darkening of the blue eyes, the pain of the firm little mouth….. But perhaps she might not read it at all; men didn’t hand letters round. He must provide for that. It was written for her, she must see it. How should he manage? Ah! that was it! 288 “Your daughter will help you to make out my scrawl” in a prominent postscript; that was clear enough. Now to post it.


  The end of the little episode, so delicate, so transient! Men were rather brutal, weren’t they? Well, when girls fell in love and were so charming! It was a shame, though, he thought, complacently. Poor little dear! The letter slid into the box.


  * * * * *


  Everything was going on just the same—and he was married. But then she had always known it must end so—every one had known it. There were two sorts of knowing, though, she thought, drearily.


  It all seemed quite natural; even having no letter to expect when the post came in seemed so natural, and it had been the roseate moment of the day. Did everything happen so? It was odd. Browning’s poignant question came into her head: “Does truth sound bitter as one at first believes?” She used to imagine he had been wrong for once (“that omniscient Browning of yours”), but now that she knew…..


  How was it? She could laugh quite naturally, read and be interested in her book. Stay, though! Yesterday she had been reading a story in which the heroine had reminded her of herself, and had, of course, loved and been beloved. She had shut that book hastily and taken up a volume of essays, but soon she had reopened and devoured it with envious, aching eyes.


  That was the day after the telegram had come. It had stung her a little, though it had pleased her too. So even at that moment he had thought of her; but how sure he had been! …. It galled her; and, besides, it seemed to proclaim it all to the curious eyes around her. They were her own people, and she loved them and they her; but their eyes were curious. She caught stolen glances, interchange 289 of looks, imagined them talking of her, “Does she mind?” “Not so much as I expected”; oh, the torturing espionage of family life. If she could only be quite alone! She recalled the scene. From her bedroom window she had seen the telegraph boy, had thought nothing of it, telegrams were so frequent. “Effie! Effie!” First her youngest brother, wide-eyed, observant, when the room-door burst open; then her father, half-understanding, but innately unsympathetic for “love-affairs,” gratified, too, at the remembrance of him, careless or unconscious of the intolerable under-meaning of the message. Something had told her what it was, what the pink scrawl contained; she had felt a burning rebellion, a hard hatred of somebody or something.


  “A telegram? from whom?” Her voice was sharp and cold. “From Luttrell?” This was one of the things she loathed—that she called him “Luttrell,” tout court; her morbid sense of humour saw the painful absurdity of it—to speak so of a man you cared for! Incredible! yet she did it. Was anything in life what you had once fancied it?


  “From Luttrell?” Bravado had forced the name from her—and if it should not be from him? Even now she could recall the lash of the stinging thought.


  “Yes—from Luttrell. Funny fellow! fancy his thinking of sending it! Like to see it?”


  She had taken it with a laugh at the “funny fellow,” had read it ….


  “So he’s really married. Well, she’s a pretty girl, and a clever girl; I daresay he’ll be very happy. A very clever girl.”


  How often, in her wayward moments, she had laughed with Luttrell over the “canonisation” of the newest fiancée or bride! “She had fulfilled the whole duty of woman!” she used to declare with ironic grandiosity, and he used to smile admiringly at 290 her spirited nonsense—and now it was he himself! But she must say something.


  “Yes, she’s pretty. Clever? Well, I never had the pleasure of her acquaintance.” The tiny thrust had relieved her a little. “And where do they go for their honeymoon, I wonder?”


  It was said: “they,” “their honeymoon.” Had her voice really sounded so thin and cold? She had felt just like it, “thin and cold,” a meagre, desolate sort of creature. “Meagre!” how descriptive! Her lips curled into a small morbid smile. She remembered the odd sensation.


  Well, that was over; the telegram-scene was two days ago now, and she was going down to lunch in that odd, dreamy sort of way, as if she was walking on air—everything was so natural, yet so unreal! …. “The post just in? What letters?” she said, carelessly, passing through the hall.


  “One from Luttrell.”


  “Why, Effie, Luttrell doesn’t seem absorbed in his bride,” her eldest brother said, reading his own letters. “Strikes me he’d rather——”


  She could have struck him—but this must be answered in its own vein. Would it never end? “Bored on the honeymoon, I suppose; they say every one is.”


  “He wouldn’t be, though of course he’d pretend he was——” her father laughed, opening the envelope. “Dear, dear! what a scrawl! I can’t read it …. Effie, you read it out.”


  “No, indeed. I can’t bear reading things aloud.”


  “Well, I can’t. Take it, and read it to yourself, then?”


  “You’d better both read it.”


  “Over his shoulder,” one of the brothers said, mockingly.


  Well, if it had to be done.


  She stood and read it over her father’s shoulder.


  291 It was long, illegible; she spelt it out slowly to her wondering, faltering heart. This was what he had written—this?


  “A nice letter, very friendly. Eh, Effie?”


  “Yes, very—nice. Very—friendly.”


  She escaped.


  In her room at last. “He wrote that? That?”


  Her eyes met the wide dark ones in the mirror.


  “Poor girl! oh, the poor, poor girl!” The mirror looked clouded, vanished quite, grew clear again.


  “To think I could ever have loved him!”


  For a moment she hid her shamed, white face.


  “Feel up for a game of tennis, Ronald, Sydney, Edith!” her voice pealed out. One must do something to work off this mad joyous thrill of freedom, liberty …. looking forward!


  She dashed down the stairs with a wild whirl of frills and lace-edges.
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  292 Trees


  By Alfred Thornton
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  295 Consolation


  By J. A. Blaikie


  
    What shall I grow,


    When unto earth returned,


    In peace I shall be laid


    There, where so oft we walked in sun and shade?


    Flame-flowers burning as my soul hath burned,


    Whitening in passion just as flowers may


    Under the fiery sun’s consuming ray?


    No, no! ah, no!


    But so my garden-plot shall be


    Sweet set with wilding bloom and grass,


    Pale starry flowers there shall arise,


    White for my spirit’s thought, pale for mine eyes,


    That wheresoe’er you thither come or pass,


    Then surely shall you know, and feel, and see,


    At last, though late, at last all’s well with me;


    In all my bitter life so sweet a thought,


    So dear as this, I have not known—


    To rest where singing winds, far-blown


    From sea and moor, with singing birds are caught


    Amid the fostering grey of apple-trees,


    296 Where spires immortal the green cypresses


    Uprear, and praise the eternal blue,


    And you shall join me in that quiet land,


    And one day wake, and find your dreaming true,


    And know me as I am, and understand.

  


  ·  ·


  297 A Beautiful Accident


  By Stanley V. Makower


  What an exquisite feeling there is about this spring afternoon. A tender grace clings to every object in the scene. On one side of the road a row of shops: milliners, grocers, florists, a little second-hand book-shop wedged in between a pastry-cook and a chemist, and so on. On the other side a block of tall, soft brown houses standing a little way back from the road, with small, narrow gardens in front of them. It is about three o’clock in the afternoon. All the people in the neighbourhood have come out—more to enjoy the air than to attend to the business on which they pretend to be bent. But the shops are well filled, and there is a ceaseless clapping of heels outside on the pavement. Ladies in twos and threes wander slowly along, talking, and stopping now and then to gaze in at a shop window, and all the time the sun shines lazily from a mild blue sky streaked here and there with thin white clouds. Blue shadows are on the pavement and in little pools of water left from the rain of yesterday; carriages and cabs in the road, and people crossing in and out of them. From time to time some one goes into one of the houses on the other side of the road.


  First, it is a straggling schoolboy, with a load of books and a lazy, reluctant air, as if he would rather stay outside. Then a 298 tall, elegant lady, with a light feather boa that quivers all over with the soft breeze. Now an old and infirm man stands on his doorstep listening to the pleasing bustle of the scene and sniffing in the spring air. He, too, enjoys it, for it puts fresh life into him, and awakens many dim reminiscences of spring. He does not think of things that have happened: he is only conscious of having felt like this before, and in a way very intimately associated with his life. You can see it in his face as he looks in a kind of meditative, satisfied way at the people who pass before him on the pavement.


  The whole scene is perfect. You could not pick a fault in it anywhere. Just now a child wanders across the road, following a little hoop which quivers and rolls in front of it. The anxious nurse runs after it to take its hand for fear of a passing carriage. Perfect. It must have happened. If it had not you would have missed something. A sense of uneasiness would have come to you from the scene. But it does happen. The nurse and child reach the other side of the road; and now you see that the line they took in crossing was also necessary to the whole picture. You cannot tell why, but you feel that it is part of a scheme. Examine everything round you: a satisfying proportion suggests itself to you, an appropriateness in the relationship of one thing to another, and this not through the cunning of an architect: for the buildings are in mixed styles, some very different from those standing next to them, but the colours, softened by age, mingle into a harmony made all the more subtle by the light haze that is over everything.


  How strange the houses opposite look as soon as the pictorial view of them fades from the mind. It is so impossible to believe that they contain all the attributes of the interior of a house and that people actually live in them. They are so high, and then 299 those rows upon rows of windows—not mere pieces of glass fixed in a flat wall such as would suggest that they were to let in the light of the sun for human use—but elaborate contrivances of some fanciful builder, with cornices and ornamental frames. No, it is impossible to think of them as having anything to do with a place where people dwell, and yet there is a consistent beauty about the whole scene of which they are a part.


  Look at a small window at the corner of a block right at the top. This has a beauty of its own. You can look at it by day or by night, in summer or winter, it is always beautiful. Only a narrow border of wall separates it from the air above and on one side. Look at it now.


  The lower sash has been raised a little. In the middle, hanging a little below the level to which the sash has been raised, is a tassel on a fine cord belonging to a yellow blind now rolled up. This tassel is gently swinging about in the breeze while the people are walking to and fro below in the sunlit street. See how it bobs backwards and forwards with a kind of silent laziness.


  Now it is swinging sideways. It almost touches the white muslin curtains that hang on each side. They are not quite still either. Occasionally they flutter as a breath of wind catches them. Standing on the sill outside is a tiny little pot with a fuzzy green plant in it. The leaves are so small that you can only just see that the wind is playing with them too, very gently.


  No one comes to the window; very likely there is no one in the room; at all events, this tassel has nothing to do with the inmates. It is part of the outside of the house: one gem in the great beauty of the street outside. Besides, the inmates cannot have intended things to be so. Are not windows made to see out of! Who would put pretty white curtains in front to flutter in 300 the wind and a tassel to swing about so gracefully? No, they have got there somehow, because the street wanted it—that is all.


  * * * * *


  The sun has thrown a red glow on to the window pane. The tassel is almost still. It is evening now, and all the pretty ladies have gone home. Their afternoon lounge is over. The shops are putting up great shutters, and all the street is growing black and dark.


  Look at the little window. The yellow blind is down and a light behind gives to it a soft, warm colour. In the centre is a black shadow which we can recognise to be the shape of the back of a small looking-glass. But we do not think of the looking-glass. We only see a bright yellow ground with a queerly shaped black shadow in the centre, and on each side of it a dark wing formed by the shape of the muslin curtains. The little fuzzy plant is gone. The rest of the street has lost the aspect that it wore this afternoon, but the little window is still beautiful.


  * * * * *


  And now it is a hot summer night and the stars are out, and lovers are walking in couples along the dusty street, and there is stillness in the air. It has been so hot all day. The sun blazed down upon the white pavement and the people crawled lazily along the streets. The window was wide open all day, but the tassel hung straight down like a rod and never moved, and the little fuzzy plant became quite brown and shrivelled as the burning rays beat down upon it.


  Now it is dark, and still there is something beautiful in the window—a white patch up in the corner of the pane—the reflection of a large brilliant star. And underneath, the lazy shuffling of 301 the lovers’ feet along the pavement. Surely no living person could have lifted the sash so skilfully that the glass could catch the image of that star?


  * * * * *


  The heat has passed away. A mild damp wind is sweeping over the street, whirling along the dry leaves from the trees in the little gardens in front of the houses; they rush and crackle as they fly along the pavement. People hurry along, struggling with the wind. They do not loiter at the shop windows. The little window is closed. Occasionally the tassel moves in a spasmodic way, and the white curtains shudder when the wind rushes in through some crevice. So far there is nothing beautiful; but in a moment the light shifts. Look, now there is a thin metallic blue reflection in the pane; and now great masses of white float swiftly across it. Watch them, one after another. How quickly they pass! Who put that window in such a position that it might catch the beauty of these fleeting clouds? Is it to make up for the little fuzzy plant? For that is gone for ever.


  * * * * *


  A thin yellow fog is over the street, and under foot there is a thick mud from the recent snow; the air is very cold, and a drizzling rain is trickling through the fog upon the few people who are in the street. There is a cold silence about it to-day. Occasionally you may hear the sticky noise made by a cart or carriage making its way through the muddy floor of the street. It is not dark enough to light the gas inside the houses, and so the street looks dead and deserted.


  As you look up at the little window, a yellow glimmer springs up behind the water-bespattered pane. The thin yellow fog round the window is scattered into single points of black and 302 pale green that tingle. The rest of the street is as before, but now it seems a mere setting to this window, exactly the right deadness of tone and feeling to set off the brilliance of this bit. And then this patch of light appeared exactly at the right moment. A second later, the lights spring up in all the windows, and the character of the scene is changed. The little window would have a fresh relation to the other things in the street, but some singular beauty in its new form would surely appear. It must: it is inevitable. And yet it was only an accident that that light appeared when it did. Some one may have wanted to read and found it necessary to light the gas, but the street has nothing to do with that, nor has the little window. All that was necessary for it to preserve its reputation was a particular light at a particular moment behind the watery pane. So it happened—by accident of course: a beautiful accident.


  ·  ·


  303 Gossips


  By A. S. Hartrick


  ·  ·
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  307 Four Prose Fancies


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  I.—On Loving One’s Enemies


  Like all people who live apart from it, the Founder of the Christian religion was possessed of a profound knowledge of the world. As, according to the proverb, the woodlander sees nothing of the wood, because of its trees, so those who live in the world know nothing of it. They know its gaudy, glittering surface, its Crystal Palace fireworks, and the paste-diamonds with which it bedecks itself; they know its music halls and its night clubs, its Piccadillies and its politics, its restaurants and its salons; but of the bad—or good?—heart of it all, they know nothing. In more meanings than one, it takes a saint to catch a sinner; and Christ certainly knew as well as saved the sinner.


  But none of His precepts show a truer knowledge of life and its conditions than His commandment that we should love our enemies. He realised—can we doubt?—that without enemies the Church He bade His followers build could not hope to be established. He knew that the spiritual fire He strove to kindle would spread but a little unless the four winds of the world blew against it. Well, indeed, may the Christian Church love its enemies, for it is they who have made it.


  308 Indeed, for a man, or a cause, that wants to get on there is nothing like a few hearty, zealous enemies. Most of us would never be heard of if it were not for our enemies. The unsuccessful man counts up his friends, but the successful man numbers his enemies. A friend of mine was lamenting, the other day, that he could not find twelve people to disbelieve in him. He had been seeking them for years, he sighed, and could not get beyond eleven. But, even so, with only eleven he was a very successful man. In these kind-hearted days enemies are becoming so rare that one has to go out of one’s way to make them. The true interpretation, therefore, of the easiest of the commandments is—make your enemies, and your enemies will make you.


  So soon as the armed men begin to spring up in our fields, we may be sure we have not sown in vain.


  Properly understood, an enemy is but a negative embodiment of our personalities or ideas. He is the involuntary witness to our vitality. Much as he despises us, greatly as he may injure us, he is none the less a creature of our making. It was we who put into him the breath of his malignity, and inspired the activity of his malice. Therefore, with his very existence so tremendous a tribute, we can afford to smile at his self-conscious disclaimers of our significance. Though he slay us, we made him—to “make an enemy,” is not that the phrase?


  Indeed, the fact that he is our enemy is his one raison d’être. That alone should make us charitable to him. Live and let live. Without us our enemy has no occupation, for to hate us is his profession. Think of his wives and families!


  The friendship of the little for the great is an old-established profession; there is but one older—namely, the hatred of the little for the great; and, though it is perhaps less officially recognised, it is without doubt the more lucrative. It is one of the shortest roads 309 to fame. Why is the name of Pontius Pilate an uneasy ghost or history? Think what fame it would have meant to be an enemy of Socrates or Shakespeare! Blackwood’s Magazine and The Quarterly Review only survive to-day because they once did their best to strangle the genius of Keats and Tennyson. Two or three journals of our own time, by the same unfailing method, seek that circulation from posterity which is denied them in the present.


  This is particularly true in literature, where the literary enemy is as organised a tradesman as the literary agent. Like the literary agent, he naturally does his best to secure the biggest men. No doubt the time will come when the literary cut-throat—shall we call him?—will publish dainty little books of testimonials from authors, full of effusive gratitude for the manner in which they have been slashed and bludgeoned into fame. “Butcher to Mr. Grant Allen” may then become a familiar legend over literary shop-fronts:


  
    Ah! did you stab at Shelley’s heart


    With silly sneer and cruel lie?


    And Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Keats,


    To murder did you nobly try?

  


  
    You failed, ’tis true; but what of that?


    The world remembers still your name—


    ’Tis fame, for you, to be the cur


    That barks behind the heels of Fame.

  


  Any one who is fortunate enough to have enemies will know that all this is far from being fanciful. If one’s enemies have any other raison d’être beyond the fact of their being our enemies—what is it? They are neither beautiful nor clever, wise nor good, 310 famous, nor, indeed, passably distinguished. Were they any of these, they would not have taken to so humble a means of getting their living. Instead of being our enemies, they could then have afforded to employ enemies on their own account.


  Who, indeed, are our enemies? Broadly speaking, they are all those people who lack what we possess.


  If you are rich, every poor man is necessarily your enemy. If you are beautiful, the great democracy of the plain and ugly will mock you in the streets.


  It will be the same with everything you possess. The brainless will never forgive you for possessing brains, the weak will hate you for your strength, and the evil for your good heart. If you can write, all the bad writers are at once your foes. If you can paint, the bad painters will talk you down. But more than any talent or charm you may possess, the pearl of price for which you will be most bitterly hated will be your success. You can be the most wonderful person that ever existed so long as you don’t succeed, and nobody will mind. “It is the sunshine,” says some one, “that brings out the adder.” So powerful, indeed, is success that it has been known to turn a friend into a foe. Those, then, who wish to engage a few trusty enemies out of place need only advertise among the unsuccessful.


  P.S.—For one service we should be particularly thankful to our enemies—they save us so much in stimulants. Their unbelief so helps our belief, their negatives make us so positive.


  311 II.—The Dramatic Art of Life


  It is a curious truth that, whereas in every other art deliberate choice of method and careful calculation of effect are expected from the artist, in the greatest and most difficult art of all, the art of life, this is not so. In literature, painting, or sculpture you first evolve your conception, and then after long study of it, as it still glows and shimmers in your imagination, you set about the reverent selection of that form which shall be its most truthful incarnation, in words, in paint, in marble. Now life, as has been said many times, is an art too. Sententious morality from time past has told us that we are each given a part to play, evidently implying, with involuntary cynicism, that the art of life is—the art of acting!


  As with the actor we are each given a certain dramatic conception for the expression of which we have precisely the same artistic materials—namely, our own bodies, sometimes including heart and brains. One has often heard the complaint of a certain actor that he acts himself. On the metaphorical stage of life the complaint and the implied demand are just the reverse. How much more interesting life would be if only more people had the courage and skill to act themselves, instead of abjectly understudying some one else. Of course, there are supers on the stage of life as on the real stage. It is proper that these should dress and speak and think alike. These one courteously excepts from the generalisation that the composer of the play, as Marcus Aurelius calls him, has given us a certain part to play—that part simply oneself: a part, need one say, by no means as easy as it seems; a part most difficult to study, and requiring daily rehearsal. So difficult is it, indeed, that 312 most people throw up the part, and join the ranks of the supers—who, curiously enough, are paid much more handsomely than the principals. They enter one of the learned or idle professions, join the army or take to trade, and so speedily rid themselves of the irksome necessity of being anything more individual than “the learned counsel,” “the learned judge,” “my lord bishop,” or “the colonel,” names impersonal in application as the dignity of “Pharaoh,” whereof the name and not the man was alone important. Henceforth they are the Church, the Law, the Army, the City, or that vaguer profession, Society. Entering one of these, they become as lost to the really living world as the monk who voluntarily surrenders all will and character of his own at the threshold of his monastery: bricks in a prison wall, privates in the line, peas in a row. But, as I say, these are the parts that pay. For playing the others, indeed, you are not paid, but expected to pay—dearly.


  It is full time we turned to those on whom falls the burden of those real parts. Such, when quite young, if they be conscientious artists, will carefully consider themselves, their gifts and possibilities, study to discover their artistic raison d’être and how best to fulfil it. He or she will say: Here am I, a creature of great gifts and exquisite sensibilities, drawn by great dreams, and vibrating to great emotions; yet this potent and exquisite self is as yet, I know, but unwrought material of the perfect work of art it is intended that I should make of it—but the marble whereupon with patient chisel I must liberate the perfect and triumphant Me! As a poet listening with trembling ear to the voice of his inspiration, so I tremulously ask myself—what is the divine conception that is to become embodied in me, what is the divine meaning of Me? How best shall I express it in look, in word, in deed, till my outer self becomes the truthful symbol of my inner 313 self—till, in fact, I have successfully placed the best of myself on the outside!—for others besides myself to see, and know and love!


  What is my part, and how am I to play it?


  Returning to the latter image, there are two difficulties that beset one in playing a part on the stage of life, right at the outset. You are not allowed to “look” it, or “dress” it! What would an actor think, who, asked to play Hamlet, found that he would be expected to play it without make-up and in nineteenth-century costume? Yet many of us are in a like dilemma with similar parts. Actors and audience must all wear the same drab clothes and the same immobile expression. It is in vain you protest that you do not really belong to this absurd and vulgar nineteenth century, that you have been spirited into it by a cruel mistake, that you really belong to mediæval Florence, to Elizabethan, Caroline, or at latest Queen Anne England, and that you would like to be allowed to look and dress as like it as possible. It is no use; if you dare to look or dress like anything but your own tradesmen—and other critics—it is at your peril. If you are beautiful, you are expected to disguise a fact that is an open insult to every other person you look at; and you must, as a general rule, never look, wear, feel, or say what everybody else is not also looking, wearing, feeling, or saying.


  Thus you get some hint of the difficulty of playing the part of yourself on this stage of life. In these matters of dressing and looking your part musicians seem granted an immunity denied to all their fellow-artists. Perhaps it is taken for granted that the musician is a fool—the British public is so intuitive. Yet it takes the same view of the poet—without allowing him a like immunity. And, by the way, what a fine conception of his part had Tennyson: of the dignity, the mystery, the picturesqueness of it. Tennyson would have felt it an artistic crime to look like 314 his publisher; yet what poet is there left us to-day half so distinguished-looking as his publisher?


  Indeed, curiously enough, among no set of men does the desire to look as commonplace as the rest of the world seem so strong as among men of letters. Perhaps it is out of consideration for the rest of the world; but whatever the reason, immobility of expression and general mediocrity of style are more characteristic of them at present than even the military.


  It is surely a strange paradox that we should pride ourselves on schooling to foolish insensibility, on eliminating from them every mark of individual character, the faces that were intended subtly and eloquently to image our moods—to look glad when we are glad, sorry when we are sorry, angry in anger, and lovely in love.


  The impassivity of the modern young man is indeed a weird and wonderful thing. Is it a mark to hide from us the appalling sins he none the less openly affects? Is it meant to conceal that once in his life he paid a wild visit to “The Empire”—by kind indulgence of the County Council? that he once chucked a bar-maid under the chin, that he once nearly got drunk, that he once spoke to a young lady he did not know—and then ran away?


  One sighs for the young men of the days of Gautier and Hugo, the young men with red waistcoats who made asses of themselves at first nights and on the barricades, young men with romance in their hearts and passion in their blood, fearlessly sentimental and picturesquely everything.


  The lover then was not ashamed that you should catch radiant glimpses of his love in his eyes—nay! if you smiled kindly on him, he would take you by the arm and insist on your breaking a bottle with him in honour of his mistress. Joy and sorrow then wore their appropriate colours, according, so to say, to the natural 315 sumptuary laws of the emotions—one of which is that the right place for the heart is the sleeve.


  It is the duty of those who are great, or to whom great destinies of joy or sorrow have been dealt, to wear their distinctions for the world to see. It is good for the world, which in its crude way indicates the rudiments of this dramatic art of life, when it decrees that the bride shall walk radiant in orange blossom, and the mourner sadden our streets with blacks—symbols ever passing before us of the moving vicissitudes of life.


  The mourner cannot always be sad, or the bride merry; the bride indeed sometimes weeps at the altar, and the mourner laughs a savage cynical laugh at the grave; but for those moments in which they awhile forget parts more important than themselves, the tailor and the dressmaker have provided symbolical garments, just as military decorations have been provided for heroes without the gift of looking heroic, and sacerdotal vestments for the priest, who, like a policeman, is not always on duty.


  In playing his part the conscientious artist in life, like any other actor, must often seem to feel more than he really feels at a given moment, say more than he means. In this he is far from being insincere—though he must make up his mind to be accused daily of insincerity and affectation. On the contrary, it will be his very sincerity that necessitates his make-believe. With his great part ever before him in its inspiring completeness, he must be careful to allow no merely personal accident of momentary feeling or action to jeopardise the general effect. There are moments, for example, when a really true lover, owing to such masterful natural facts as indigestion, a cold, or extreme sleepiness, is unable to feel all that he knows he really feels. To “tell the truth,” as it is called under such circumstances, would simply be a most dangerous form of lying. There is no duty we owe to 316 truth more imperative than that of lying stoutly on occasion—for, indeed, there is often no other way of conveying the whole truth than by telling the part-lie.


  A watchful sincerity to our great conception of ourselves is the first and last condition of our creating that finest work of art—a personality; for a personality, like a poet, is not only born, but made.


  III.—The Arbitrary Classification of Sex


  In an essay on Vauvenargues Mr. John Morley speaks with characteristic causticity of those epigrammatists “who persist in thinking of man and woman as two different species,” and who make verbal capital out of the fancied distinction in the form of smart epigrams beginning “Les femmes.” It is one of Shakespeare’s cardinal characteristics that he understood woman. Mr. Meredith’s fame as a novelist is largely due to the fact that he too understands women. The one spot on the sun of Robert Louis Stevenson’s fame, so we are told, is that he could never draw a woman. His capacity for drawing men counted for nothing, apparently, beside this failure. Evidently the Sphinx has not the face of a woman for nothing. That is why no one has yet read her riddle, translated her mystic smile. Yet many people smile mysteriously, without any profound meanings behind their smile, with no other reason than a desire to mystify. Perhaps the Sphinx smiles to herself just for the fun of seeing us take her smile so seriously. And surely women must so smile as they hear their psychology so gravely discussed. Of course, the superstition is invaluable to them, and it is only natural that they should make the most of it. Man is supposed to be a complete ignoramus in 317 regard to all the specialised female “departments”—from the supreme mystery of the female heart to the humble domestic mysteries of a household. Similarly, men are supposed to have no taste in women’s dress, yet for whom do women clothe themselves in the rainbow and the sea-foam, if not to please men? And was not the high-priest of that delicious and fascinating mystery a man—if it be proper to call the late M. Worth a man?—as the best cooks are men, and the best waiters?


  It would seem to be assumed from all this mystification that men are beings clear as daylight, both to themselves and to women. Poor simple manageable souls, their wants are easily satisfied, their psychology—which, it is implied, differs little from their physiology—long since mapped out.


  It may be so, but it is the opinion of some that men’s simplicity is no less a fiction than women’s mysterious complexity, and that human character is made up of much the same qualities in men and women, irrespective of a merely rudimentary sexual distinction, which has, of course, its proper importance, and which the present writer would be the last to wish away. From that quaint distinction of sex springs, of course, all that makes life in the smallest degree worth living, from great religions to tiny flowers. Love and beauty and poetry; “Romeo and Juliet,” “Helen of Troy,” Shakespeare’s plays, Burne-Jones’s pictures, and Wagner’s operas—all such moving expressions of human life, as a great scientist has shown us, spring from the all-important fact that “male and female created He them.”


  This everybody knows, and few are fool enough to deny. Many people, however, confuse this organic distinction of sex with its time-worn conventional symbols; just as religion is commonly confused with its external rites and ceremonies. The comparison naturally continues itself further; for, as in religion so 318 soon as some traditional garment of the faith has become outworn or otherwise unsuitable, and the proposal is made to dispense with or substitute it, an outcry immediately is raised that religion itself is in danger—so with sex, no sooner does one or the other sex propose to discard its arbitrary conventional characteristics, or to supplement them by others borrowed from its fellow-sex, than an outcry immediately is raised that sex itself is in danger.


  Sex—the most potent force in the universe—in danger because women wear knickerbockers instead of petticoats, or military men take to corsets and cosmetics!


  That parallel with religion may be pursued profitably one step further. In religion, the test of your faith is not how you live, not in your kindness of heart or purity of mind, but how you believe—in the Trinity, in the Atonement; and do you turn to the East during the recital of the Apostles’ Creed? These and such, as every one knows, are the vital matters of religion. And it is even so with sex. You are not asked for the realities of manliness or womanliness; but for the shadows, the arbitrary externalities, the fashion of which changes from generation to generation.


  To be truly womanly you must never wear your hair short; to be truly manly you must never wear it long. To be truly womanly you must dress as daintily as possible, however uncomfortably; to be truly manly you must wear the most hideous gear ever invented by the servility of tailors—a strange succession of cylinders from head to heel; cylinder on head, cylinder round your body, cylinders on arms and cylinders on legs. To be truly womanly you must be shrinking and clinging in manner and trivial in conversation, you must have no ideas and rejoice that you wish for none; you must thank Heaven that you have never ridden a bicycle or smoked a cigarette; and you must be 319 prepared to do a thousand other absurd and ridiculous things. To be truly manly you must be and do the opposite of all these things, with this exception—that with you the possession of ideas is optional. The finest specimens of British manhood are without them, but that, I say, is, generally speaking, a matter for yourself. It is indeed the only matter in which you have any choice. More important matters, such as the cut of your clothes and hair, the shape of your face, the length of your moustache and the pattern of your cane—all these are very properly regulated for you by laws of fashion, which you could never dream of breaking. You may break every moral law there is—or rather, was—and still remain a man. You may be a bully, a cad, a coward and a fool in the poor heart and brains of you; but so long as you wear the mock regimentals of contemporary manhood, and are above all things plain and undistinguished enough, your reputation for manhood will be secure. There is nothing so dangerous to a reputation for manhood as brains or beauty.


  In short, to be a true woman you have only to be pretty and an idiot, and to be a true man you have only to be brutal and a fool.


  From these misconceptions of manliness and womanliness, these superstitions of sex, many curious confusions have come about. The, so to say, professional differentiation between the sexes had at one time gone so far that men were credited with the entire monopoly of a certain set of human qualities, and women with the monopoly of a certain set of other human qualities; yet every one of these are qualities which one would have thought were proper to, and necessary for, all human beings alike, male and female.


  In a dictionary of a date (1856) when everything on earth and in heaven was settled and written in penny cyclopedias and books of deportment, I find these delicious definitions:


  320 Manly: becoming a man; firm; brave; undaunted; dignified; noble; stately; not boyish or womanish.


  Womanly: becoming a woman; feminine; as womanly behaviour.


  Under Woman we find the adjectives—soft, mild, pitiful and flexible, kind, civil, obliging, humane, tender, timorous, modest.


  Who can doubt that the dictionary maker defined and distributed his adjectives aright for the year 1856? Since then, however, many alarming heresies have taken root steadily in our land, and some are heard to declare that both these sets of adjectives apply to men and women alike, and are, in fact, necessities of any decent human outfit. Otherwise the conclusion is obvious, that no one desirous of the adjective “manly” must ever be—soft, mild, pitiful and flexible, kind, civil, obliging, humane, tender, timorous, or modest; and no one desirous of the adjective “womanly”—be firm, brave, undaunted, dignified, noble, or stately.


  But surely the essentials of “manliness” and “womanliness” belong to man and woman alike—the externals are purely artistic considerations, and subject to the vagaries of fashion. In art no one would think of allowing fashion any serious artistic opinion. It is usually the art which is out of fashion that is most truly art. Similarly, fashions in manliness or womanliness have nothing to do with real manliness or womanliness. Moreover, the adjectives “manly” or “womanly,” applied to works of art, or the artistic surfaces of men and women, are irrelevant—that is to say, impertinent. You have no right to ask a poem or a picture to look manly or womanly, any more than you have any right to ask a man or a woman to look manly or womanly. There is no such thing as looking manly or womanly. There is looking beautiful or ugly, distinguished or commonplace. The one law or externals is beauty in all its various manifestations. To ask the sex of a beautiful person is as absurd as it would be to ask the 321 publisher the sex of a beautiful book. Such questions are for midwives and doctors.


  It was once the fashion for heroes to shed tears on the smallest occasion, and it does not appear that they fought the worse for it: some of the firmest, bravest, most undaunted, some dignified, most noble, most stately human beings have been women; as some of the softest, mildest, most pitiful and flexible, most kind, civil, obliging, humane, tender, timorous and modest human beings have been men. Indeed, the bravest men that ever trod this planet have worn corsets, and it needs more courage nowadays for a man to wear his hair long than to machine-gun a whole African nation. Moreover, quite the nicest women one knows ride bicycles—in the rational costume.


  IV.—The Fallacy of a Nation


  It is, I am given to understand, a familiar axiom of mathematics that no number of ciphers placed in front of significant units, or tens or hundreds of units, adds in the smallest degree to the numerical value of those units. The figure one becomes of no more importance however many noughts are marshalled in front of it—though, indeed, in the mathematics of human nature this is not so. Is not a man or woman considered great in proportion to the number of ciphers that walk in front of him, from a humble brace of domestics to guards of honour and imperial armies?


  A parallel profound truth of mathematics is that a nought, however many times it be multiplied, remains nought; but again we find the reverse obtain in the mathematics of human nature. One might have supposed that the result of one nobody multiplied 322 even fifty million times would still be nobody. However, such is far from being the case. Fifty million nobodies make—a nation. Of course, there is no need for so many. I am reckoning as a British subject, and speak of fifty million merely as an illustration of the general fact that it is the multiplication of nobodies that makes a nation. “Increase and multiply” was, it will be remembered, the recipe for the Jewish nation.


  Nobodies of the same colour, tongues, and prejudices, have but to congregate together in a crowd sufficiently big for other similar crowds to recognise them, and they are given a name of their own, and become recognised as a nation—one of “the Great Powers.”


  Beyond those differences in colour, tongue, and prejudices, there is really no difference between the component units—or rather ciphers—of all these several national crowds. You have seen a procession of various trades-unions filing towards Hyde Park, each section with its particular banner of a strange device: “the United Guild of Paperhangers,” “the Ancient Order of Plumbers,” and so on. And you may have marvelled to notice how alike the members of the various carefully differentiated companies were. So to say, they each and all might have been plumbers; and you couldn’t help feeling that it wouldn’t have mattered much if some of the paperhangers had by mistake got walking amongst the plumbers, or vice versa.


  So the great trades-unions of the world file past, one with the odd word “Russia” on its banner; another boasting itself “Germany”—this with a particularly bumptious and self-important young man walking backward in front of it, in the manner of a Salvation Army captain, and imperially waving an iron wand; still another “nation” calling itself “France”; and yet another boasting the biggest brass band, and called “England.” Other smaller bodies of nobodies—that is, smaller nations—file past with 323 humbler tread—though there is really no need for their doing so. For, as we have said, they are in every particular like to those haughtier nations who take precedence of them. In fact, one or two of them such as Norway and Denmark—were a truer system of human mathematics to obtain—are really of more importance than the so-called greater nations, in that among their nobodies they include a larger percentage of intellectual somebodies.


  Remembering that percentage of wise men, the formula of a nation were perhaps more truly stated in our first mathematical image. The wise men in a nation are as the units with the noughts in front of them. And when I say wise men I do not, indeed, mean merely the literary men or the artists, but all those somebodies with some real force of character, people with brains and hearts, fighters and lovers, saints and thinkers, and the patient industrious workers. Such, if you consider, are really no integral part of the nation among which they are cast. They have no part in what are grandiloquently called national interests—war, politics, and horse-racing to wit. A change of Government leaves them as unmoved as an election for the Board of Guardians. They would as soon think of entering Parliament or the County Council, as of yearning to manage the gasworks, or to go about with one of those carts bearing the legend “Aldermen and Burgesses of the City of London” conspicuously upon its front. Their main concern in political change is the rise and fall of the income-tax, and, be the Cabinet Tory or Liberal, their rate papers come in for the same amount. It is likely that national changes would affect them but little more. What would a foreign invasion mean more than that we should pay our taxes to French, Russian, or German officials, instead of to English ones? French and Italians do our cooking, Germans manage our music, Jews control our money markets; surely it would make little difference to us for 324 France, Russia, or Germany to undertake our government. Japan, indeed, already dictates our foreign policy. The worst of being conquered by Russia would be the necessity of learning Russian; whereas a little rubbing up of our French would make us comfortable with France. Besides, to be conquered by France would save us crossing the Channel to Paris, and then we might hope for cafés in Regent Street, and an emancipated literature. As a matter of fact, so-called national interests are merely certain private interests on a large scale, the private interests of financiers, ambitious politicians and soldiers, and great merchants. Broadly speaking, there are no rival nations—there are rival markets, and it is its Board of Trade and its Stock Exchange rather than its Houses of Parliament that virtually govern a country. Thus one seaport goes down and another comes up, industries forsake one country to bless another, the military and naval strengths of nations fluctuate this way and that; and to those whom these changes affect they are undoubtedly important matters—the great capitalist, the soldier, and the politician; but to the quiet man at home with his wife, his children, his books and his flowers, to the artist busied with braver translunary matters, to the saint with his eyes filled with “the white radiance of eternity,” to the shepherd on the hillside, the milkmaid in love, or the angler at his sport—what are these pompous commotions, these busy, bustling mimicries of reality? England will be just as good to live in though men some day call her France. Let the big busybodies divide her amongst them as they like, so that they leave one alone with one’s fair share of the sky and the grass, and an occasional not too vociferous nightingale.


  The reader will perhaps forgive the hackneyed reference to Sir Thomas Browne peacefully writing his Religio Medici amid all the commotions of the Civil War, and to Gautier calmly correcting 325 the proofs of his new poems during the siege of Paris. The milkman goes his rounds amid the crash of empires. It is not his business to fight. His business is to distribute his milk—as much after half-past seven as may be inconvenient. Similarly, the business of the thinker is with his thought, the poet with his poetry. It is the business of politicians to make national quarrels, and the business of the soldier to fight them. But as for the poet—let him correct his proofs, or beware the printer.


  The idea, then, of a nation is a grandiloquent fallacy in the interests of commerce and ambition—political and military. All the great and good, clever and charming people belong to one secret nation, for which there is no name unless it be the Chosen People. They are the lost tribes of love, art and religion, lost and swamped amid alien peoples, but ever dreaming of a time when they shall meet once more in Jerusalem.


  Yet though they are thus aliens, taking and wishing no part in the organisation of the “nations” among which they dwell, this does not prevent those nations taking part and credit in them. And whenever a brave soldier wins a battle, or an intrepid traveller discovers a new land, his particular nation flatters itself as though it—the million nobodies—had done it. With a profound indifference to, indeed an active dislike of, art and poetry, there is nothing on which a nation prides itself so much as upon its artists and poets, whom, invariably, they starve, neglect, and even insult as long as it is not too silly to do so.


  Thus the average Englishman talks of Shakespeare—as though he himself had written the plays; of India as though he himself had conquered it. And thus grow up such fictions as “national greatness” and “public opinion.”


  For what is “national greatness” but the glory reflected from the memories of a few great individuals? and what is “public 326 opinion” but the blustering echoes of the opinion of a few clever young men on the morning papers?


  For how can people in themselves little become great by merely congregating into a crowd, however large? And surely fools do not become wise, or worth listening to, merely by the fact of their banding together.


  A “public opinion” on any matter except football, prize-fighting, and perhaps cricket, is merely ridiculous—by whatever brutal physical powers it may be enforced—ridiculous as a town council’s opinion upon art; and a nation is merely a big fool with an army.


  ·  ·


  327 Two Pictures


  By William Strang


  I. Going to Church


  II. Sketch


  ·  ·
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  333 Two Letters to a Friend


  By Theodore Watts


  
    O love, my love! if I no more should see


    Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,


    Nor image of thine eyes in any spring,—


    How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope


    The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,


    The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?


    D. G. R.

  


  Letter I.—After the Wedding


  
    Bright-browed as Summer’s self who claspt the land—


    With eyes like English skies, where seemed to play


    Deep azure dreams behind the tender grey—


    All light and love, she moved: I see her stand


    Beneath that tree; I see the happy band


    Of bridesmaids on the lawn where blossoms sway


    In light so rare it seems as if the day


    Glowed conscious of the future’s golden strand.

  


  
    O Friend, if sun and wind and flowers and birds


    In language deeper drawn than human words


    334 From deeper founts than Time shall e’er destroy,


    All spoke to thee in Summer’s rich caress,


    Even so my heart, though wordless too, could bless:


    It could but feel a joy to know thy joy.

  


  Letter II.—After Death’s Mockery


  
    When Death from out the dark, by one blind blow,


    Strikes down Love’s heart of hearts—severs a life—


    Cleaves it in twain as by a sudden knife,


    Leaving the dreadful Present, dumb with woe,


    Mocked by a Past whose rainbow-skies aglow


    O’erarch Love’s bowers where all his flowers seem rife


    In bloom of one sweet loving girl and wife—


    Then Friendship’s voice must whisper, whisper low.

  


  
    Though well I know ’tis thou who dost inherit


    Heroic blood and faith that lends the spirit


    Strength known to souls like thine of noblest strain,


    Comfort I dare not proffer. What relief


    Shall Friendship proffer Love in such wild grief?


    I can but suffer pain to know thy pain:

  


  
    I can but suffer pain; and yet to me


    Returns that day whose light seemed heavenly light,


    Whose breath seemed incense rising to unite


    That lawn—where every flower, and bird and bee


    335 Seemed loving her who shone beneath that tree—


    With lawns far off whose flower of higher delight


    Behind Death’s icy peaks and fens of night


    Bloomed ’neath a heaven her eyes, not ours, could see.

  


  
    Brother, did Nature mock us with that glory


    Which seemed to prophesy Love’s rounded story?


    Or was it, that sweet Summer’s fond device


    To show thee who shall stand on Eden slopes,


    Where bloom the broken buds of earthly hopes—


    Stand waiting ’neath a tree of Paradise?

  


  ·  ·
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  11 A Seventh-story Heaven


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  
    “Dans un grenier qu’on est bien à vingt ans!”

  


  At one end of the city that I love there is a tall dingy pile of offices that has evidently seen more prosperous fortunes. It is not the aristocratic end. It is remote from the lordly street of the fine shops of the fair women, where in the summer afternoons the gay bank clerks parade arm-in-arm in the wake of the tempestuous petticoat. It lies aside from the great exchange which looks like a scene from Romeo and Juliet in the moonlight, from the town-hall from whose clocked and gilded cupola ring sweet chimes at midnight, and whence, throned above the city, a golden Britannia, in the sight of all men, is seen visibly ruling the waves; while in the square below the death of Nelson is played all day in stone, with a frieze of his noble words about the pedestal—England expects! What an influence that stirring challenge has yet upon the hearts of men may be seen by any one who will study the faces of the busy, imaginative cotton-brokers, who, in the thronged and humming mornings, sell what they have never seen to a customer they will never see.


  In fact, the end I mean is just the very opposite end to that. It is the end where the cotton that everybody sells and nobody buys is seen, piled in great white stacks, or swinging in the air from the necks of mighty cranes, that could nip up an elephant 12 with as little ado, and set him down on the wharf, with a box on his ugly ears for his cowardly trumpeting. It is the end that smells of tar, the domain of the harbour-masters, where the sailor finds a “home,”—not too sweet, and where the wild sea is tamed in a maze of granite squares and basins; the end where the riggings and buildings rise side by side, and a clerk might swing himself out upon the yards from his top-floor desk. Here is the Custom House, and the conversation that shines is full of freightage and dock dues; here are the shops that sell nothing but oilskins, sextants and parrots, and here the taverns do a mighty trade in rum.


  It was in this quarter for a brief sweet time that Love and Beauty made their strange home, as though a pair of halcyons should choose to nest in the masthead of a cattleship. Love and Beauty chose this quarter, as alas, Love and Beauty must choose so many things—for its cheapness. Love and Beauty were poor, and office rents in this quarter were exceptionally low. But what should Love and Beauty do with an office? Love was a poor poet in need of a room for his bed and his rhymes, and Beauty was a little blue-eyed girl who loved him.


  It was a shabby forbidding place, gloomy and comfortless as a warehouse on the banks of Styx. No one but Love and Beauty would have dared to choose it for their home. But Love and Beauty have a great confidence in themselves—a confidence curiously supported by history—and they never had a moment’s doubt that this place was as good as another for an earthly Paradise. So Love signed an agreement for one great room at the very top, the very masthead of the building, and Beauty made it pretty with muslin curtains, flowers, and dainty makeshifts of furniture, but chiefly with the light of her own heavenly face. A stroke of luck coming one day to the poet, the lovers, with that extravagance which the poor alone have the courage to enjoy, 13 procured a piano on the kind-hearted hire-purchase system, a system specially conceived for lovers. Then, indeed, for many a wonderful night that room was not only on the seventh floor, but in the seventh heaven; and as Beauty would sit at the piano, with her long hair flying loose, and her soul like a whirl of starlight about her brows, a stranger peering in across the soft lamplight, seeing her face, hearing her voice, would deem that the long climb, flight after flight of dreary stair, had been appropriately rewarded by a glimpse of Heaven.


  Certainly it must have seemed a strange contrast from the life about and below it. The foot of that infernal stair plunged in the warm rum-and-thick-twist atmosphere of a sailors’ tavern—and “The Jolly Shipmates” was a house of entertainment by no means to be despised. Often have I sat there with the poet, drinking the whisky from which Scotland takes its name, among wondering sea-boots and sou’-westers, who could make nothing of that wild hair and that still wilder talk.


  From the kingdom of rum and tar, you mounted into a zone of commission agents and ship-brokers, a chill unoccupied region, in which every small office-door bore the names of half-a-dozen different firms, and yet somehow could not contrive to look busy. Finally came an airy echoing landing, a region of empty rooms, which the landlords in vain recommended as studios to a city that loved not art. Here dwelt the keeper and his kind-hearted little wife, and no one besides save Love and Beauty. There was thus a feeling of rarefaction in the atmosphere, as though at this height it was only the Alpine flora of humanity that could find root and breathing. But once along the bare passage and through a certain door, and what a sudden translation it was into a gracious world of books and flowers and the peace they always bring.


  14 Once upon a time, in that enchanted past where dwell all the dreams we love best, precisely—with loving punctuality—at five in the afternoon, a pretty girlish figure, like Persephone escaping from the shades, stole through the rough sailors at the foot of that sordid Jacob’s ladder and made her way to the little Heaven at the top.


  I shall not describe her, for the good reason that I cannot. Leonardo, ever curious of the beauty that was most strangely exquisite, once in an inspired hour painted such a face, a face wrought of the porcelain of earth with the art of Heaven. But, whoever should paint it, God certainly made it—must have been the comment of any one who caught a glimpse of that little figure vanishing heavenwards up that stair, like an Ascension of Fra Angelico’s—that is any one interested in art and angels.


  She had not long to wait outside the door she sought, for the poet, who had listened all day for the sound, had ears for the whisper of her skirts as she came down the corridor, and before she had time to knock had already folded her in his arms. The two babes in that thieves’ wood of commission agents and ship-brokers stood silent together for a moment, in the deep security of a kiss such as the richest millionaire could never buy—and then they fell to comparing notes of their day’s work. The poet had had one of his rare good days. He had made no money, his post had been even more disappointing than usual,—but he had written a poem, the best he had ever written, he said, as he always said of his last new thing. He had been burning to read it to somebody all afternoon—had with difficulty refrained from reading it to the loquacious little keeper’s wife as she brought him some coals—so it was not to be expected that he should wait a minute before reading it to her whom indeed it strove to celebrate. With arms round each other’s necks, they bent over the table littered with 15 the new-born poem, all blots and dashes like the first draft of a composer’s score, and the poet, deftly picking his way among the erasures and interlineations, read aloud the beautiful words—with a full sense of their beauty!—to ears that deemed them more beautiful even than they were. The owners of this now valuable copyright allow me to irradiate my prose with three of the verses.


  “Ah! what,” half-chanted, half-crooned the poet—


  
    “Ah! what a garden is your hair!—


    Such treasure as the kings of old,


    In coffers of the beaten gold,


    Laid up on earth—and left it there.”

  


  So tender a reference to hair whose beauty others beside the poet had loved must needs make a tender interruption—the only kind of interruption the poet could have forgiven—and “Who,” he continued—


  
    “Who was the artist of your mouth?


    What master out of old Japan


    Wrought it so dangerous to man ….”

  


  And here it was but natural that laughter and kisses should once more interrupt—


  
    “Those strange blue jewels of your eyes,


    Painting the lily of your face,


    What goldsmith set them in their place—


    Forget-me-nots of Paradise.

  


  
    “And that blest river of your voice,


    Whose merry silver stirs the rest


    Of waterlilies in your breast ….”

  


  At last, in spite of more interruptions, the poem came to an 16 end—whereupon, of course, the poet immediately read it through once more from the beginning, its personal and emotional elements, he felt, having been done more justice on a first reading than its artistic excellencies.


  “Why, darling, it is splendid,” was his little sweetheart’s comment; “you know how happy it makes me to think it was written for me, don’t you?” And she took his hands and looked up at him with eyes like the morning sky.


  Romance in poetry is almost exclusively associated with very refined ethereal matters, stars and flowers and such like—happily, in actual life it is often associated with much humbler objects. Lovers, like children, can make their paradises out of the quaintest materials. Indeed, our paradises, if we only knew, are always cheap enough; it is our hells that are so expensive. Now these lovers—like, if I mistake not, many other true lovers before and since—when they were particularly happy, when some special piece of good luck had befallen them, could think of no better paradise than a little dinner together in their seventh-story heaven. “Ah! wilderness were Paradise enow!”


  To-night was obviously such an occasion. But, alas! where was the money to come from? They didn’t need much—for it is wonderful how happy you can be on five shillings if you only know how. At the same time it is difficult to be happy on ninepence—which was the entire fortune of the lovers at the moment. Beauty laughingly suggested that her celebrated hair might prove worth the price of their dinner. The poet thought a pawn-broker might surely be found to advance ten shillings on his poem—the original MS. too—else had they nothing to pawn, save a few gold and silver dreams which they couldn’t spare. What was to be done? Sell some books, of course! It made them shudder to think how many poets they had eaten in this fashion. 17 It was sheer cannibalism—but what was to be done! Their slender stock of books had been reduced entirely to poetry. If there had only been a philosopher or a modern novelist, the sacrifice wouldn’t have seemed so unnatural. And then Beauty’s eyes fell upon a very fat informing-looking volume on the poet’s desk.


  “Wouldn’t this do?” she said.


  “Why, of course!” he exclaimed; “the very thing. A new history of socialism just sent me for review. Hang the review; we want our dinner, don’t we, little one? And then I’ve read the preface, and looked through the index—quite enough to make a column of—with a plentiful supply of general principles thrown in! Why, of course, there’s our dinner, for certain, dull and indigestible as it looks. It’s worth fifty minor poets at old Moser’s. Come along….”


  So off went the happy pair—ah! how much happier was Beauty than ever so many fine ladies one knows who have only, so to say, to rub their wedding-rings for a banquet to rise out of the ground, with the most distinguished guests around the table, champagne of the best, and conversation of the worst.


  Old Moser found histories of socialism profitable, more profitable perhaps than socialism, and he actually gave five-and-sixpence for the volume. With the ninepence already in their pockets, you will see that they were now possessors of quite a small fortune. Six-and-threepence! it wouldn’t pay for one’s lunch nowadays. Ah! but that is because the poor alone know the art of dining.


  You needn’t wish to be much happier and merrier than those two lovers, as they gaily hastened to that bright and cosy corner of the town where those lovely ham-and-beef shops make glad the faces of the passers-by. O those hams with their honest shining 18 faces, polished like mahogany—and the man inside so happy all day slicing them with those wonderful long knives (which, of course, the superior class of reader has never seen) worn away to a veritable thread, a mere wire, but keen as Excalibur. Beauty used to calculate in her quaint way how much steel was worn away with each pound of ham, and how much therefore went to the sandwich. And what an artist was the carver! What a true eye, what a firm flexible wrist—never a shaving of fat too much—he was too great an artist for that. Then there were those dear little cream cheeses and those little brown jugs of yellow cream, come all the way from Devonshire—you could hear the cows lowing across the rich pasture, and hear the milkmaids singing and the milk whizzing into the pail, as you looked at them.


  And then those perfectly lovely sausages—I beg the reader’s pardon! I forgot that the very mention of the word smacks of vulgarity. Yet, all the same, I venture to think that a secret taste for sausages among the upper classes is more widespread than we have any idea of. I confess that Beauty and her poet were at first ashamed of admitting their vulgar frailty to each other. They needed to know each other very well first. Yet there is nothing, when once confessed, that brings two people so close as—a taste for sausages!


  “You darling!” exclaimed Beauty with something like tears in her voice, when her poet first admitted this touch of nature—and then next moment they were in fits of laughter that a common taste for a very “low” food should bring tears to their eyes! But such are the vagaries of love—as you will know, if you know anything about it—“vulgar,” no doubt, though only the vulgar would so describe them—for it is only vulgarity that is always “refined”!


  19 Then there was the florist’s to visit. What beautiful trades some people ply! To sell flowers is surely like dealing in fairies. Beautiful must grow the hands that wire them, and sweet the flower-girl’s every thought.


  There remained but the wine-merchant’s, or, had we not better say at once, the grocer’s, for our lovers could afford no rarer vintages than Tintara or the golden burgundy of Australia; and it is wonderful to think what a sense of festivity those portly colonial flagons lent to their little dining-table. Sometimes, I may confide, when they wanted to feel very dissipated, and were very rich, they would allow themselves a small bottle of Benedictine—and you should have seen Beauty’s eyes as she luxuriously sipped at her green little liqueur glass, for, like most innocent people, she enjoyed to the full the delight of feeling occasionally wicked. However, these were rare occasions, and this night was not one of them.


  Half a pound of black grapes completed their shopping, and then, with their arms full of their purchases, they made their way home again, the two happiest people in what is, after all, a not unhappy world.


  Then came the cooking and the laying of the table. For all her Leonardo face, Beauty was a great cook—like all good women, she was as earthly in some respects as she was heavenly in others, which I hold to be a wise combination—and, indeed, both were excellent cooks; and the poet was unrivalled at “washing up,” which, I may say, is the only skeleton at these Bohemian feasts.


  You should have seen the gusto with which Beauty pricked those sausages—I had better explain to the un-Bohemian reader that to attempt to cook a sausage without first pricking it vigorously with a fork, to allow for the expansion of its juicy 20 gases, is like trying to smoke a cigar without first cutting off the end—and O, to hear again their merry song as they writhed in torment in the hissing pan, like Christian martyrs raising hymns of praise from the very core of Smithfield fires.


  Meanwhile, the poet would be surpassing himself in the setting-out of the little table, cutting up the bread reverently as though it were for an altar—as indeed it was—studying the effect of the dish of tomatoes now at this corner, now at that, arranging the flowers with even more care than he arranged the adjectives in his sonnets, and making ever so sumptuous an effect with that half-a-pound of grapes.


  And then at last the little feast would begin, with a long grace of eyes meeting and hands clasping; true eyes that said “how good it is to behold you, to be awake together in this dream of life”; true hands that said “I will hold you fast for ever—not death even shall pluck you from my hand, shall loose this bond of you and me”; true eyes, true hands, that had immortal meanings far beyond the speech of mortal words.


  And it had all come out of that dull history of socialism, and had cost little more than a crown! What lovely things can be made out of money! Strange to think that a little silver coin of no possible use or beauty in itself can be exchanged for so much tangible beautiful pleasure. A piece of money is like a piece of opium, for in it lie locked up the most wonderful dreams—if you have only the brains and hearts to dream them.


  When at last the little feast grew near its end, Love and Beauty would smoke their cigarettes together; and it was a favourite trick of theirs to lower the lamp a moment, so that they might see the stars rush down upon them through the skylight which hung above their table. It gave them a sense of great sentinels, far away out in the lonely universe, standing guard over them, 21 that seemed to say their love was safe in the tender keeping of great forces. They were poor, but then they had the stars and the flowers and the great poets for their servants and friends—and, best of all, they had each other. Do you call that being poor?


  And then, in the corner, stood that magical box with the ivory keys, whose strings waited ready night and day—strange media through which the myriad voices, the inner-sweet thoughts, of the great world-soul found speech, messengers of the stars to the heart, and of the heart to the stars.


  Beauty’s songs were very simple. She got little practice, for her poet only cared to have her sing over and over again the same sweet songs; and perhaps if you had heard her sing “Ask nothing more of me, sweet,” or “Darby and Joan,” you would have understood his indifference to variety.


  At last the little feast is quite, quite finished. Beauty has gone home; her lover still carries her face in his heart as she waved and waved and waved to him from the rattling lighted tramcar; long he sits and sits thinking of her, gazing up at those lonely ancient stars; the air is still bright with her presence, sweet with her thoughts, warm with her kisses, and as he turns to the shut piano, he can still see her white hands on the keys and her girlish face raised in an ecstasy—Beata Beatrix—above the music.


  
    “O love, my love! if I no more should see


    Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,


    Nor image of thine eyes in any spring—


    How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope


    The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,


    The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?”

  


  22 And then …. he would throw himself upon his bed, and burst into tears.


  * * * * * *


  
    “And they are gone: ay, ages long ago


    These lovers fled away into the storm.”

  


  That seventh-story heaven once more leads a dull life as the office of a ship-chandler, and harsh voices grate the air where Beauty sang. The books and the flowers and the lovers’ faces are gone for ever. I suppose the stars are the same, and perhaps they sometimes look down through that roof-window, and wonder what has become of those two lovers who used to look up at them so fearlessly long ago.


  But friends of mine who believe in God say that He has given His angels charge concerning that dingy old seventh-floor heaven, and that, for those who have eyes to see, there is no place where a great dream has been dreamed that is not thus watched over by the guardian angels of memory.


  For M. Le G., a Birthday Present;

  25 September, 1895.


  ·  ·


  23 The House Desolate


  By Rosamund Marriott Watson


  
    So still the old house lies, so dull, so grey,


    The dews of dawn forget to hallow it;


    Here come no sweet birds singing, night or day,


    From these bare eaves no building swallows flit.

  


  
    Sunk in dim dreams it lies as in a swoon—


    Dreams of a distant city hid from sight,


    The enchanted city of the sun and moon,


    The golden market of the world’s delight.

  


  
    Pale as the dead are they that dwell herein,


    Worn with vain strife and wrung with vain regret;


    Theirs but to watch the world go by to win


    That glimmering goal their hearts remember yet.

  


  
    They lean among the lilacs by the door,


    To watch the winding road with wistful eyes,


    The long, white, dusty way that nevermore


    Shall bear them hope or wonder or surprise.

  


  
    24 Sometimes they call, but answer comes there none;


    Sometimes they beckon—none will turn aside.


    The long procession glitters in the sun;


    With echoing tramp the motley pilgrims ride.

  


  
    Some in the twilight chambers, wide and low,


    Around a cold hearth gather, murmuring


    Vague, half-remembered tales of long ago,


    Songs, half forgot, of Travel and the Spring.

  


  
    Wan faces peer from the uncurtained pane,


    Across the weedy garden, fain to see,


    The wayfarers that pass in sun or rain,


    The blue, far-shining stream that threads the lea.

  


  * * * * *


  
    Here falls no word from any passer-by,


    None lifts the latch of this forgotten gate;


    Only faint winds about the lintel sigh


    “Your house is left unto you desolate.”

  


  ·  ·


  25 Merlin and Vivien


  By Henry R. Rheam


  ·  ·
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  29 The Queen’s Pleasure


  By Henry Harland


  Iam writing to you from a lost corner of the far south-east of Europe. The author of my guide-book, in his preface, observes that a traveller in this part of the world, “unless he has some acquaintance with the local idioms, is liable to find himself a good deal bewildered about the names of places.” On Thursday of last week I booked from Charing Cross, by way of Dover, Paris, and the Oriental Express, for Vescova, the capital of Monterosso; and yesterday afternoon—having changed on Sunday, at Belgrade, from land to water, and steamed for close upon forty-eight hours down the Danube—I was put ashore at the town of Bckob, in the Principality of Tchermnogoria.


  I certainly might well have found myself a good deal bewildered; and if I did not—for I’m afraid I can’t boast of much acquaintance with the local idioms—it was no doubt because this isn’t my first visit to the country. I was here some years ago, and then I learned that Bckob is pronounced as nearly as may be Vscov, and that Tchermnogoria is Monterosso literally translated—tchermnoe (the dictionaries certify) meaning red, and gora, or goria, a hill, a mountain.


  It is our fashion in England to speak of Monterosso, if we 30 speak of it at all, as I have just done: we say the Principality of Monterosso. But if we were to enquire at the Foreign Office, I think they would tell us that our fashion of speaking is not strictly correct. In its own Constitution Monterosso describes itself as a Basilestvo, and its Sovereign as the Basile; and in all treaties and diplomatic correspondence, Basile and Basilestvo are recognised by those most authoritative lexicographers, the Powers, as equivalent respectively to King and Kingdom. Anyhow, call it what you will, Monterosso is geographically the smallest, though politically the eldest, of the lower Danubian States. (It is sometimes, by the bye, mentioned in the newspapers of Western Europe as one of the Balkan States, which can scarcely be accurate, since, as a glance at the map will show, the nearest spurs of the Balkan Mountains are a good hundred miles distant from its southern frontier.) Its area is under ten thousand square miles, but its reigning family, the Pavelovitches, have contrived to hold their throne, from generation to generation, through thick and thin, ever since Peter the Great set them on it, at the conclusion of his war with the Turks, in 1713.


  Vescova is rarely visited by English folk, lying, as it does, something like a two days’ journey off the beaten track, which leads through Belgrade and Sofia, to Constantinople. But, should you ever chance to come here, you would be surprised to see what a fine town it is, with its population of upwards of a hundred thousand souls, its broad, well-paved streets, its substantial yellow-stone houses, its three theatres, its innumerable churches, its shops and cafés, its gardens, quays, monuments, its government offices, and its Royal Palace. I am speaking, of course, of the new town, the modern town, which has virtually sprung into existence since 1850, and which, the author of my guide-book says, “disputes with Bukharest the title of the Paris of the South-East.” 31 The old town—the Turkish town, as they call it—is another matter: a nightmare-region of filthy alleys, open sewers, crumbling clay hovels, mud, stench, dogs, and dirty humanity, into which a well-advised foreigner will penetrate as seldom as convenient. Yet it is in the centre of the old town that the Cathedral stands, the Cathedral of Sankt Iakov, an interesting specimen of Fifteenth Century Saracenic, having been erected by the Sultan Mohammed II, as a mosque.


  Of the Royal Palace I obtain a capital view from the window of my room in the Hôtel de Russie.


  “A vast irregular pile,” in the language of my guide-book, “it is built on the summit of an eminence which dominates the town from the West.” The “eminence” rises gradually from this side to a height of perhaps a hundred feet, but breaks off abruptly on the other in a sheer cliff overhanging the Danube. The older portions of the Palace spring from the very brink of the precipice, so that, leaning from their ramparts, you could drop a pebble straight into the current, an appalling depth below. And, still to speak by the book, these older portions “vie with the Cathedral in architectural interest.” What I see from my bedroom is a formidable, murderous-looking Saracenic castle: huge perpendicular quadrangles of blank, windowless, iron-grey stone wall (curtains, are they technically called?), connecting massive square towers; and the towers are surmounted by battlements and pierced by meurtrières. It stands out very bold and black, gloomy and impressive, when the sun sets behind it, in the late afternoon. I could suppose the place quite impregnable, if not inaccessible; and it’s a mystery to me how Peter the Great ever succeeded in taking it, as History will have it that he did, by assault.


  32 The modern portions of the Palace are entirely commonplace and cheerful. The east wing, visible from where I am seated writing, might have been designed by Baron Haussmann: a long stretch of yellow façade—dazzling to the sight just now, in the morning sunshine—with a French roof, of slate, and a box of gay-tinted flowers in each of its countless windows.


  Behind the Palace there is a large and very lovely garden, reserved to the uses of the Royal Household; and beyond that, the Dunayskiy Prospekt, a park that covers about sixty acres, and is open to the public.


  The first floor, the piano nobile, of that east wing is occupied by the private apartments of the King and Queen.


  I look across the quarter-mile of red-tiled housetops that separate me from their Majesties’ habitation, and I fancy the life that is going on within. It is too early in the day for either of them to be abroad, so they are certainly there, somewhere behind those gleaming windows: Theodore Basile, and Anéli Basilitsa.


  She, I would lay a wager, is in her music-room, at her piano, practising a song with Florimond. She is dressed in white (I always think of her as dressed in white—doubtless because she wore a white frock the first time I saw her), and her brown hair is curling loose about her forehead, her maids not having yet imprisoned it. I declare, I can almost hear her voice: tra-la-lira-la-la: mastering a trill; while Florimond, pink, and plump, and smiling, walks up and down the room, nodding his head to mark the time, and every now and then interrupting her with a suggestion.


  The King, at this hour, will be in his study, in dressing-gown and slippers—a tattered old dingy brown dressing-gown, out at 33 elbows—at his big, wildly-littered writing-table, producing “copy,” …. to the accompaniment of endless cigarettes and endless glasses of tea. (Monterossan cigarettes are excellent, and Monterossan tea is always served in glasses.) The King has literary aspirations, and—like Frederick the Great—coaxes his muse in French. You will occasionally see a conte of his in the Nouvelle Revue, signed by the artful pseudonym, Theodore Montrouge.


  At one o’clock to-day I am to present myself at the Palace, and to be received by their Majesties in informal audience; and then I am to have the honour of lunching with them. If I were on the point of lunching with any other royal family in Europe…. But, thank goodness, I’m not; and I needn’t pursue the distressing speculation. Queen Anéli and King Theodore are—for a multitude of reasons—a Queen and King apart.


  You see, when he began life, Theodore IV was simply Prince Theodore Pavelovitch, the younger son of a nephew of the reigning Basile, Paul III; and nobody dimly dreamed that he would ever ascend the throne. So he went to Paris, and “made his studies” in the Latin Quarter, like any commoner.


  In those days—as, I dare say, it still is in these—the Latin Quarter was crowded with students from the far south-east. Servians, Roumanians, Monterossans, grew, as it were, on every bush; we even had a sprinkling of Bulgarians and Montenegrins; and those of them who were not (more or less vaguely) princes, you could have numbered on your fingers. And, anyhow, in that democratic and self-sufficient seat of learning, titles count for little, and foreign countries are a matter of consummate ignorance and jaunty unconcern. The Duke of Plaza-Toro, should he venture in the classical Boul’ Miche, would have to cede the 34 pas to the latest hero of the Beaux-Arts, or bully from the School of Medicine, even though the hero were the son of a village apothecary, and the bully reeked to heaven of absinthe and tobacco; while the Prime Minister of England would find his name, it is more than to be feared, unknown, and himself regarded as a person of quite extraordinary unimportance.


  So we accepted Prince Theodore Pavelovitch, and tried him by his individual merits, for all the world as if he were made of the same flesh and blood as Tom, Dick, and Harry; and thee-and-thou’d him, and hailed him as mon vieux, as merrily as we did everybody else. Indeed, I shouldn’t wonder if the majority of those who knew him were serenely unaware that his origin was royal (he would have been the last to apprise them of it), and roughly classed him with our other princes valaques. For convenience sake, we lumped them all—the divers natives of the lands between the Black Sea and the Adriatic—under the generic name, Valaques; we couldn’t be bothered with nicer ethnological distinctions.


  We tried Prince Theodore by his individual merits; but, as his individual merits happened to be signal, we liked him very much. He hadn’t a trace of “side;” his pockets were full of money; he was exceedingly free-handed. No man was readier for a lark, none more inventive or untiring in the prosecution of one. He was a brilliant scholar, besides, and almost the best fencer in the Quarter. And he was pleasantly good-looking—fair-haired, blue-eyed, with a friendly humorous face, a pointed beard, and a slight, agile, graceful figure. Everybody liked him, and everybody was sorry when he had to leave us, and return to his ultra-mundane birthplace. “It can’t be helped,” he said. “I must go home and do three years of military service. But then I shall come back. I mean always to live in Paris.”


  35 That was in ’82. But he never came back. For, before his three years of military service were completed, the half-dozen cousins and the brother who stood between him and the throne, had one by one died off, and Theodore himself had succeeded to the dignity of Basilitch,—as they call their Heir Presumptive. In 1886 he married. And, finally, in ’88, his great-uncle Paul also died—at the age of ninety-seven, if you please—and Theodore was duly proclaimed Basile.


  He didn’t forget his ancient cronies, though; and I was only one of those whom he invited to come and stay with him in his Palace. I came, and staid …. eleven months! That seems egregious; but what will you say of another of us, Arthur Fleet (or Florimond, as their Majesties have nicknamed him), who came at the same time, and has staid ever since? The fact is, the King is a tenacious as well as a delightful host; if he once gets you within his portals, he won’t let you go without a struggle. “We do bore ourselves so improbably out here, you know,” he explains. “The society of a Christian is a thing we’d commit a crime for.”


  Theodore’s consort, Anéli Isabella, Basilitsa Tchermnogory—vide the Almanach de Gotha—is the third daughter of the late Prince Maximilian of Wittenburg; sister, therefore, to that young Prince Waldemar who comes almost every year to England, and with whose name and exploits as a yachtsman all conscientious students of the daily press will be familiar; and cousin to the reigning Grand Duke Ernest.


  Theoretically German, she is, however, to all intents and purposes, French; for her mother, the Princess Célestine (of Bourbon-Morbihan), was a Frenchwoman, and, until her marriage, I fancy that more than half of Anéli’s life was passed between 36 Nice and Paris. She openly avows, moreover, that she “detests Germany, the German language, the German people, and all things German, and adores France and the French.” And her political sympathies are entirely with the Franco-Russ alliance.


  She is a deliciously pretty little lady, with curling soft-brown hair, a round, very young-looking face, a delicate rose-and-ivory complexion, and big, bright, innocent brown eyes—innocent, yet with plenty of potential archness, even potential mischief, lurking in them. She has beautiful full red lips, besides, and exquisite little white teeth. Florimond wrote a triolet about her once, in which he described her as “une fleur en porcelaine.” Her Majesty repudiated the phrase indignantly. “Why not say a wax-doll, and be done with it?” she demanded. All the same, “fleur en porcelaine” does, in a manner, suggest the general effect of her appearance, its daintiness, its finish, its crisp chiselling, its clear, pure colour. Whereas, nothing could be more misleading than “wax-doll,” for there is character, character, in every molecule of her person.


  The Queen’s character, indeed, is what I wish I could give some idea of. It is peculiar, it is distinctive; to me, at any rate, it is infinitely interesting and diverting; but, by the same token—if I may hazard so to qualify it—it is a trifle …. a trifle …. difficult.


  “You’re such an arbitrary gent!” I heard Florimond complain to her, one day. (I heard and trembled, but the Queen only laughed.) And that will give you an inkling of what I mean.


  If she likes you, if you amuse her, and if you never remotely oppose or question her desire of the moment, she can be all that is most gracious, most reasonable, most captivating: an inspiring listener, an entertaining talker: mingling the naïveté, the inexperience 37 of evil, the half comical, half appealing unsophistication, of a girl, of a child almost—of one who has always lived far aloof from the struggle and uncleanness of the workaday world—with the wit, the humour, the swift appreciation and responsiveness of an exceedingly impressionable, clear-sighted, and accomplished woman.


  But …. but ….


  Well, I suppose, the right way of putting it would be to say, in the consecrated formula, that she has the defects of her qualities. Having preserved something of a child’s simplicity, she has not entirely lost a child’s wilfulness, a child’s instability of mood, a child’s trick of wearing its heart upon its sleeve. She has never perfectly acquired a grown person’s power of controlling or concealing her emotions.


  If you don’t happen to amuse her—if, by any chance, it is your misfortune to bore her, no matter how slightly; and, oh, she is so easily bored!—the atmosphere changes in a twinkling: the sun disappears, clouds gather, the temperature falls, and (unless you speedily “brisken up,” or fly her presence) you may prepare for most uncomfortable weather. If you manifest the faintest hesitation in complying with her momentary wishes, if you raise the mildest objection to them—gare à vous! Her face darkens, ominous lightning flashes in her eyes, her under-lip swells dangerously; she very likely stamps her foot imperiously; and you are to be accounted lucky if you don’t get a smart dab from the barbed end of her royal tongue. And if she doesn’t like you, though she may think she is trying with might and main to disguise the fact and to treat you courteously, you know it directly, and you go away with the persuasion that she has been, not merely cold and abstracted, but downright uncivil.


  38 In a word, Queen Anéli is hasty, she is impatient. And, in addition to that, she is uncertain. You can never tell beforehand, by any theory of probabilities based on past experience, what will or will not, on any given occasion, cause her to smile or frown. The thing she expressed a desire for yesterday, may offend her to-day. The suggestion that put her in a temper yesterday, to-day she may welcome with joyous enthusiasm. You must approach her gingerly, tentatively; you must feel your ground.


  “Oh, most dread Sovereign,” said Florimond, “if you won’t fly out at me, I would submit, humbly, that you’d better not drive this afternoon in your open carriage, in your sweet new frock, for, unless all signs fail, it’s going to rain like everything.”


  She didn’t fly out at him exactly; but she retorted, succinctly, with a peremptory gesture, “No, it’s not going to rain,” as who should say, “It daren’t.” And she drove in her open carriage, and spoiled her sweet new frock. “Not to speak of my sweet new top-hat,” sighs Florimond, who attended her; “the only Lincoln and Bennett top-hat in the whole length and breadth of Monterosso.”


  She is hasty, she is uncertain; and then …. she is intense. She talks in italics, she feels in superlatives; she admits no comparative degree, no emotional half-tones. When she is not ecstatically happy, she is desperately miserable; wonders why she was ever born into this worst of all possible worlds; wishes she were dead; and even sometimes drops dark hints of meditated suicide. When she is not in the brightest of affable humours, she is in the blackest of cross ones. She either loves a thing, or she simply can’t endure it;—the thing may be a town, a musical composition, a perfume, or a person. She either loves you, or she simply can’t endure you; and she’s very apt to love you and to cease to love 39 you alternately—or, at least, to give you to understand as much—three or four times a day. It is winter midnight or summer noon, a climate of extremes.


  “Do you like the smell of tangerine-skin?”


  Every evening for a week, when, at the end of dinner, the fruit was handed round, the King asked her that question; and she, never suspecting his malice, answered invariably, as she crushed a bit between her fingers, and fervidly inhaled its odour, “Oh, do I like it? I adore it. It’s perfect rapture.”


  She is hasty, she is uncertain, she is intense. Will you be surprised when I go on to insist that, down deep, she is altogether well-meaning and excessively tender-hearted, and when I own that among all the women I know I can think of none other who seems to me so attractive, so fascinating, so sweetly feminine and loveable? (Oh, no, I am not in love with her, not in the least—though I don’t say that I mightn’t be, if I were a king, or she were not a queen.) If she realises that she has been unreasonable, she is the first to confess it; she repents honestly, and makes the devoutest resolutions to amend. If she discovers that she has hurt anybody’s feelings, her conscience will not give her a single second of peace, until she has sought her victim out and heaped him with benefits. If she believes that this or that distasteful task forms in very truth a part of her duty, she will go to any length of persevering self-sacrifice to accomplish it. She has a hundred generous and kindly impulses, where she has one that is perverse or inconsiderate. Bring any case of distress or sorrow to her notice, and see how instantly her eyes soften, how eager she is to be of help. And in her affections, however mercurial she may appear on the surface, she is really constant, passionate, and, in great things, forbearing. She and her husband, for example, 40 though they have been married for perilously near ten years, are little better than a pair of sweethearts (and jealous sweethearts, at that; you should have been present on a certain evening when we had been having a long talk and laugh over old days in the Latin Quarter, and an evil spirit prompted one of us to regale her Majesty with a highly-coloured account of Theodore’s youthful infatuation for Nina Childe! …. Oh, their faces! Oh, the silence!); and then, witness her devotion to her brother, to her sisters; her fondness for Florimond, for Madame Donarowska, who was her governess when she was a girl, and now lives with her in the Palace.


  “I am writing a fairy-tale,” Florimond said to her, “about Princess Gugglegoo and Princess Ragglesnag.”


  “Oh?” questioned the Queen. “And who were they?”


  “Princess Gugglegoo was all sweetness and pinkness, softness and guilelessness, a rose full of honey, and without a thorn; a perfect little cherub; oh, such a duck! Princess Ragglesnag was all corners and sharp edges, fire and fret, dark moods and quick angers; oh, such an intolerant, dictatorial, explosive, tempestuous princess! You could no more touch her than you could touch a nettle, or a porcupine, or a live coal, or a Leyden jar, or any other prickly, snaggy, knaggy, incandescent, electric thing. You did have to mind your p’s and q’s with her! But no matter how carefully you minded them, she was sure to let you have it, sooner or later; you were sure to rile her, one way or another: she was that cantankerous and tetchy, and changeable and unexpected.—And then….. Well, what do you suppose?”


  “I’m waiting to hear,” the Queen replied, a little drily.


  “Oh, there! If you’re going to be grumpy, I won’t play,” cried Florimond.


  41 “I’m not grumpy—as you call it. Only, your characters are rather conventionally drawn. However, go on, go on.”


  “There was a distinct suggestion of menace in your tone. But never mind. If you didn’t really mean it, we’ll pretend there wasn’t.—Well, my dears,” he went on, turning, so as to include the King in his audience, “you never will believe me, but it’s a solemn, sober fact that these two princesses were twin sisters, and that they looked so much alike that nobody, not even their own born mother, could tell them apart. Now, wasn’t that surprising? Only, Ragglesnag looked like Gugglegoo suddenly curdled and gone sour, you know; and Gugglegoo looked like Ragglesnag suddenly wreathed out in smiles and graces. So that the courtiers used to say, ‘Hello! What can have happened? Here comes dear Princess Gugglegoo looking as black as thunder.’ Or else—‘Bless us and save us! What’s this miracle? Here comes old Ragglesnag looking as if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.’—Well, and then…..”


  “Oh, you needn’t continue,” the Queen interrupted, bridling. “You’re tedious and obvious, and utterly unfair and unjust. I hope I’m not an insipid little fool, like Gugglegoo; but I don’t think I’m quite a termagant, either, like your horrid exaggerated Ragglesnag.”


  “Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” wailed Florimond. “Why will people go and make a personal application of everything a fellow says? If I had been even remotely thinking of your Majesty, I should never have dreamed of calling her by either of those ridiculous outlandish names. Gugglegoo and Ragglesnag, indeed!”


  “What would you have called her?” the King asked, who was chuckling inscrutably, in his arm-chair.


  “Well, I might have called her Ragglegoo, and I might have 42 called her Gugglesnag. But I hope I’m much too discerning ever to have applied such a sweeping generalisation to her as Ragglesnag, or such a silly, sugary sort of barbarism as Gugglegoo.”


  “It’s perfectly useless,” the Queen broke out, bitterly, “to expect a man—even a comparatively intelligent and highly-developed man, like Florimond—to understand the subtleties of a woman’s nature, or to sympathise with the difficulties of her life. When she isn’t as crude, and as blunt, and as phlegmatic, and as insensitive, and as transparent and commonplace and all-of-one-piece, as themselves, men always think a woman’s unreasonable and capricious and infantile. It’s a little too discouraging. Here I wear myself to a shadow, and bore and worry myself to extermination, with all the petty contemptible cares and bothers and pomps and ceremonies of this tiresome little Court; and that’s all the thanks I get—to be laughed at by my husband, and lectured and ridiculed in stupid allegories by Florimond! It’s a little too hard. Oh, if you’d only let me go away, and leave it all behind me! I’d go to Paris, and change my name, and become a concert-singer. It’s the only thing I really care for—to sing and sing and sing. Oh, if I could only go and make a career, as a concert-singer in Paris! Will you let me? Will you? Will you?” she demanded vehemently of her husband.


  “That’s rather a radical measure to bring up for discussion at this hour of the night, isn’t it?” the King suggested, laughing.


  “But it’s quite serious enough for you to afford to consider it. And I don’t see why one hour isn’t as good as another. Will you let me go to Paris and become a concert-singer?”


  “What! And leave poor me alone and forlorn here in Vescova? Oh, my dear, you wouldn’t desert your own lawful spouse in that regardless manner!”


  43 “I don’t see what ‘lawful’ has to do with it. You don’t half appreciate me. You think I’m childish, and capricious, and bad-tempered, and everything that’s absurd and idiotic. I don’t see why I should waste my life and my youth, stagnating in this out-of-the-way corner of Nowhere, with a man who doesn’t appreciate me, and who thinks I’m childish and idiotic, when I could go to Paris, and have a life of my own, and a career, and do the only thing in the world I really care for. Will you let me? Answer. Will you?”


  But the King only laughed.


  “And besides,” the Queen went on, in a minute, “if you really missed me, you could come too. You could abdicate. Why shouldn’t you? Instead of staying here, and boring and worrying ourselves to death as King and Queen of this ungrateful, insufferable, little unimportant ninth-rate country, why shouldn’t we abdicate, and go to Paris, and be a Man and a Woman, and have a little Life, instead of this dreary, artificial, cardboard sort of puppet-show existence? You could devote yourself to literature, and I’d go on the concert-stage, and we’d have a delightful little house in the Avenue du Bois de Boulogne, and be perfectly happy. Of course Florimond would come with us. Why shouldn’t we? Oh, if you only would! Will you? Will you, Theo?” she pleaded earnestly.


  The King looked at his watch. “It’s nearly midnight, my dear,” he said. “High time, I should think, to adjourn the debate. But if, when you wake up to-morrow morning, you wish to resume it, Florimond and I will be at your disposal. Meanwhile we’re losing our beauty-sleep; and I, for one, am going to bed.”


  “Oh, it’s always like that!” the Queen complained. “You never do me the honour of taking seriously anything I say. It’s intolerable. I don’t think any woman was ever so badly treated.”


  44 She didn’t recur to the subject next day, however, but passed the entire morning with Florimond, planning the details of a garden-party, and editing the list of guests; and she threw her whole soul into it, too: so that, when the King looked in upon them, a little before luncheon, Florimond smiled at him significantly (indeed, I’m not sure he didn’t wink at him) and called out, “Oh, we are enjoying of ourselves. Please don’t interrupt. Go back to your counting-house and count out your money, and leave us in the parlour to eat our bread and honey.”


  It is in the nature of things, doubtless, that a temperament such as I have endeavoured to suggest, should find the intensity of its own feelings reflected by those that it excites in others. One would expect to hear that the people who like Queen Anéli like her tremendously, and that the people who don’t like her tremendously don’t like her at all. And, in effect, that is precisely the lady’s case. She is tremendously liked by those who are near to her, and who are therefore in a position to understand her and to make allowances. They love the woman in her; they laugh at and love the high-spirited, whimsical, impetuous, ingenuous child. But those who are at a distance from her, or who meet her only rarely and formally, necessarily fail to understand her, and are apt, accordingly, neither to admire her greatly, nor to bear her much good will. And, of course, while the people who are near to her can be named by twos and threes, those who view her from a distance must be reckoned with by thousands. And this brings me to a painful circumstance, which I may as well mention without more ado. At Vescova—as you could scarcely spend a day in the town, and not become aware—Queen Anéli is anything you please but popular.


  “The inhabitants of Monterosso,” says M. Boridov, in his 45 interesting history of that country, “fall into three rigidly separated castes: the nobility, a bare handful of tall, fair-haired, pure-blooded Slavs; the merchants and manufacturers, almost exclusively Jews and Germans; and the peasantry, the populace—a short, thick-set, swarthy race, of Slavic origin, no doubt, and speaking a Slavic tongue, but with most of the Slavic characteristics obliterated by admixture with the Turk…. Your true Slav peasant, with his mild blue eyes, and his trustful spirit, is as meek and as long-suffering as a dumb beast of burden. But your black-browed Monterossan, your Tchermnogorets, is fierce, lawless, resentful, and vindictive, a Turk’s grandson, the Turk’s first cousin: though no one detests the Turk more cordially than he.”


  Well, at Vescova, and, with diminishing force, throughout all Monterosso, Queen Anéli is entirely misunderstood and sullenly misliked. Her husband cannot be called precisely the idol of his people, either; but he is regarded with indulgence, even with hopefulness; he is a Monterossan, a Pavelovitch: he may turn out well yet. Anéli, on the contrary, is an alien, a German, a Niemkashka. The feeling against her begins with the nobility. Save the half-dozen who are about her person, almost every mother’s son or daughter of them fancies that he or she has been rudely treated by her, and quite frankly hates her. I am afraid, indeed, they have some real cause of grievance; for they are most of them rather tedious, and provincial, and narrow-minded; and they bore her terribly when they come to Court; and when she is bored, as we have seen, she is likely to show it pretty plainly. So they say she gives herself airs. They pretend that when she isn’t absent-minded and monosyllabic, she is positively snappish. They denounce her as vain, shallow-pated, and extravagant. They twist and torture every word she speaks, and everything she does, into subject-matter for unfriendly criticism; and they quote 46 as from her lips a good many words that she has never spoken, and they blame her savagely for innumerable things that she has never thought of doing. But that’s the trouble with the fierce light that beats upon a throne—it shows the gaping multitude so much more than is really there. Why, I have been assured by at least a score of Monterossan ladies that the Queen’s lovely brown hair is a wig; that her exquisite little teeth are the creation of Dr. Evans, of Paris; that whenever anything happens to annoy her, she bursts out with torrents of the most awful French oaths; that she quite frequently slaps and pinches her maids-of-honour; and that, as for her poor husband, he gets his hair pulled and his face scratched as often as he and she have the slightest difference of opinion. Monterossan ladies have gravely asseverated these charges to me (these, and others more outrageous, that I won’t repeat), whilst their Monterossan lords nodded confirmation. It matters little that the charges are preposterous. Give a Queen a bad name, and nine people in ten will believe she merits it.


  Anyhow, the nobility of Monterosso, quite frankly hating Queen Anéli, give her every bad name they can discover in their vocabularies; and the populace, the mob, without stopping to make original investigations, have convicted her on faith, and watch her with sullen captiousness and mislike. When she drives abroad, scarcely a hat is doffed, never a cheer is raised. On the contrary, one sometimes hears mutterings and muffled groans; and the glances the passers-by direct at her are, in the main, the very reverse of affectionate glances. Members of the shop-keeping class alone show a certain tendency to speak up for her, because she spends her money pretty freely; but the shop-keeping class are aliens too, and don’t count—or, rather, they count against her, “the dogs of Jews,” the zhudovskwy sobakwy!


  But do you imagine Queen Anéli minds? Do you imagine she 47 is hurt, depressed, disappointed? Not she. She accepts her unpopularity with the most superb indifference. “What do you suppose I care for the opinion of such riff-raff?” I recollect her once crying out, with curling lip. “Anyone who has the least individuality, the least character, the least fineness, the least originality—any one who is in the least degree natural, unconventional, spontaneous—is bound to be misconceived and calumniated by the vulgar rank and file. It’s the meanness and stupidity of average human nature; it’s the proverbial injustice of men. To be popular, you must either be utterly insignificant, a complete nonentity, or else a time-server and a hypocrite. So long as I have a clear conscience of my own, I don’t care a button what strangers think and say about me. I don’t intend to allow my conduct to be influenced in the tiniest particular by the prejudices of outsiders. Meddlers, busybodies! I will live my own life, and those who don’t like it may do their worst. I will be myself.”


  “Yes, my dear; but after all,” the King reminded her, “one has, in this imperfect world, to make certain compromises with one’s environment, for comfort’s sake. One puts on extra clothing in winter, for example, however much, on abstract principles, one may despise such a gross, material, unintelligent thing as the weather. Just so, don’t you think, one is by way of having a smoother time of it, in the long run, if one takes a few simple measures to conciliate the people amongst whom one is compelled to live? Now, for instance, if you would give an hour or two every day to learning Monterossan….”


  “Oh, for Heaven’s sake, don’t begin that rengaine,” cried her Majesty. “I’ve told you a hundred million times that I won’t be bothered learning Monterossan.”


  It is one of her subjects’ sorest points, by the bye, that she has 48 never condescended to learn their language. When she was first married, indeed, she announced her intention of studying it. Grammars and dictionaries were bought; a Professor was nominated; and for almost a week the Crown Princess (Basilevna), as she then was, did little else than grind at Monterossan. Her Professor was delighted; he had never known such a zealous pupil. Her husband was a little anxious. “You musn’t work too hard, my dear. An hour or two a day should be quite enough.” But she answered, “Let me alone. It interests me.” And for almost a week she was at it early and late, with hammer and tongs; poring over the endless declensions of Monterossan nouns, the endless conjugations of Monterossan verbs; wrestling, sotto voce, with the tongue-tangling difficulties of Monterossan pronunciation; or, with dishevelled hair and inky fingers, copying long Monterossan sentences into her exercise book. She is not the sort of person who does things by halves.—And then, suddenly, she turned volte-face; abandoned the enterprise forever. “It’s idiotic,” she exclaimed. “A language with thirty-seven letters in its alphabet, and no literature! Why should I addle my brains trying to learn it? Ah, bien, merci! I’ll content myself with French and English. It’s bad enough, in one short life, to have had to learn German, when I was a child.”


  And neither argument nor entreaty could induce her to recommence it. The King, who has never altogether resigned himself to her determination, seizes from time to time an opportunity to hark back to it; but then he is silenced, as we have seen, with a “don’t begin that rengaîne.” The disadvantages that result from her ignorance, it must be noticed, are chiefly moral; it offends Monterossan amour-propre. Practically, she does perfectly well with French, that being the Court language of the realm.


  No, Queen Anéli doesn’t care a button. She tosses her head, 49 and accepts “the proverbial injustice of men” with magnificent unconcern. Only, sometimes, when the public sentiment against her takes the form of aggressive disrespect, or when it interferes in any way with her immediate convenience, it puts her a little out of patience—when, for instance, the traffic in the street retards the progress of her carriage, and a passage isn’t cleared for her as rapidly as it might be for a Queen whom the rabble loved; or when, crossing the pavement on foot, to enter a church, or a shop, or what not, the idlers that collect to look, glare at her sulkily, without doing her the common courtesy of lifting their hats. In such circumstances, I dare say, she is more or less angered. At all events, a sudden fire will kindle in her eyes, a sudden colour in her cheeks; she will very likely tap nervously with her foot, and murmur something about “canaille.” Perhaps anger, though, is the wrong word for her emotion; perhaps it should be more correctly called a kind of angry contempt.


  When I first came to Vescova, some years ago, the Prime Minister and virtual dictator of the country was still M. Tsargradev, the terrible M. Tsargradev,—or Sargradeff, as most English newspapers write his name,—and it was during my visit here that his downfall occurred, his downfall and irretrievable disgrace.


  The character and career of M. Tsargradev would furnish the subject for an extremely interesting study. The illegitimate son of a Monterossan nobleman, by a peasant mother, he inherited the unprepossessing physical peculiarities of his mother’s stock: the sallow skin, the broad face, the flat features, the prominent cheek-bones, the narrow, oblique-set, truculent black eyes, the squat, heavy figure. But to these he united a cleverness, an energy, an ambition, which are as foreign to simple as to gentle Monterossan 50 blood, and which he doubtless owed to the fusion of the two; and an unscrupulousness, a perfidy, a cruelty, and yet a surperficial urbanity, that are perhaps not surprising in an ambitious politician, half an Oriental, who has got to carry the double handicap of a repulsive personal appearance and a bastard birth. Now, the Government of Monterosso, as the King has sometimes been heard to stigmatise it, is deplorably constitutional. By the Constitution of 1869, practically the whole legislative power is vested in the Soviete, a parliament elected by the votes of all male subjects who have completed three years of military service. And, in the early days of the reign of Theodore IV, M. Tsargradev was leader of the Soviete, with a majority of three to one at his back.


  This redoubtable personage stood foremost in the ranks of those whom our fiery little Queen Anéli “could not endure.”


  “His horrible soapy smile! His servile, insinuating manner! It makes you feel as if he were plotting your assassination,” she declared. “His voice—ugh! It’s exactly like lukewarm oil. He makes my flesh creep, like some frightful, bloated reptile.”


  “There was a Queen in Thule,” hummed Florimond, “who had a marvellous command of invective. ’Eaving help your reputation, if you fell under her illustrious displeasure.”


  “I don’t see why you make fun of me. I’m sure you think as I do—that he’s a monster of low cunning, and cynicism, and craft, and treachery, and everything that’s vile and revolting. Don’t you?” the Queen demanded.


  “To be sure I do. I think he’s a bold, bad, dreadful person. I lie awake half the night, counting up his iniquities in my mind. And if just now I laughed, it was only to keep from crying.”


  “This sort of talk is all very well,” put in the King; “but the fact remains that Tsargradev is the master of Monterosso. He 51 could do any one of us an evil turn at any moment. He could cut down our Civil List to-morrow, or even send us packing, and establish a republic. We’re dependent for everything upon his pleasure. I think, really, my dear, you ought to try to be decent to him—if only for prudence’ sake.”


  “Decent to him!” echoed her Majesty. “I like that! As if I didn’t treat him a hundred million times better than he deserves! I hope he can’t complain that I’m not decent to him.”


  “You’re not exactly effusive, do you think? I don’t mean that you stick your tongue out at him, or throw things at his head. But trust him for understanding. It’s what you leave unsaid and undone, rather than what you say or do. He’s fully conscious of the sort of place he occupies in your heart, and he resents it. He thinks you distrust him, suspect him, look down upon him….”


  “Well, and so I do,” interrupted the Queen. “And so do you. And so does everybody who has any right feeling.”


  “Yes; but those of us who are wise in our generation keep our private sentiments regarding him under lock and key. We remember his power, and treat him respectfully to his face, however much we may despise him in secret. What’s the use of quarrelling with our bread and butter? We should seek to propitiate him, to rub him the right way.”


  “Then you would actually like me to grovel, to toady, to a disgusting little low-born, black-hearted cad like Tsargradev!” cried the Queen, with scorn.


  “Oh, dear me, no,” protested her husband. “But there’s a vast difference between toadying, and being a little tactful, a little diplomatic. I should like you to treat him with something more than bare civility.”


  52 “Well, what can I do that I don’t do?”


  “You never ask him to any but your general public functions, your state receptions, and that sort of thing. Why don’t you admit him to your private circle sometimes? Why don’t you invite him to your private parties, your dinners?”


  “Ah, merci, non! My private parties are my private parties. I ask my friends, I ask the people I like. Nothing could induce me to ask that horrid little underbred mongrel creature. He’d be—he’d be like—like something unclean—something murky and contaminating—in the room. He’d be like an animal, an ape, a satyr.”


  “Well, my dear,” the King submitted meekly, “I only hope we’ll never have cause to repent your exclusion of him. I know he bears us a grudge for it, and he’s not a person whose grudges are to be made light of.”


  “Bah! I’m not afraid of him,” Anéli retorted. “I know he hates me. I see it every time he looks at me, with his snaky little eyes, his forced little smile—that awful, complacent, ingratiating smirk of his, that shows his teeth, and isn’t even skin deep; a mere film spread over his face, like pomatum! Oh, I know he hates me. But it’s the nature of mean, false little beasts like him to hate their betters; so it can’t be helped. For the rest, he may do his worst. I’m not afraid,” she concluded airily.


  Not only would she take no steps to propitiate M. Tsargradev, but she was constantly urging her husband to dismiss him.


  “I’m perfectly certain he has all sorts of dreadful secret vices. I haven’t the least doubt he’s murdered people. I’m sure he steals. I’m sure he has a secret understanding with Berlin, and accepts bribes to manage the affairs of Monterosso as Prince Bismarck wishes. That’s why we’re more or less in disgrace with our 53 natural allies, Russia and France. Because Tsargradev is paid to pursue an anti-Russian, a German, policy. If you would take my advice, you’d dismiss him, and have him put in prison. Then you could explain to the Soviete that he is a murderer, a thief, a traitor, and a monster of secret immorality, and appoint a decent person in his place.”


  Her husband laughed with great amusement.


  “You don’t appear quite yet to have mastered the principles of constitutional government, my dear. I could no more dismiss Tsargradev than you could dismiss the Pope of Rome.”


  “Are you or are you not the King of Monterosso?”


  “I’m Vice-King, perhaps. You’re the King, you know. But that has nothing to do with it. Tsargradev is leader of the Soviete. The Soviete pays the bills, and its leader governs. The King’s a mere fifth-wheel. Some day they’ll abolish him. Meanwhile they tolerate him, on the understanding that he’s not to interfere.”


  “You ought to be ashamed to say so. You ought to take the law and the Constitution and everything into your own hands. If you asserted yourself, they’d never dare to resist you. But you always submit—submit—submit. Of course, everybody takes advantage of a man who always submits. Show that you have some spirit, some sense of your own dignity. Order Tsargradev’s dismissal and arrest. You can do it now, at once, this evening. Then to-morrow you can go down to the Soviete, and tell them what a scoundrel he is—a thief, a murderer, a traitor, an impostor, a libertine, everything that’s foul and bad. And tell them that henceforward you’re going to be really King, and not merely nominally King; and that you’re going to govern exactly as you think best; and that, if they don’t like that, they will have to make the best of it. If they resist, you can dissolve them, and 54 order a general election. Or you can suspend the Constitution, and govern without any Soviete at all.”


  The King laughed again.


  “I’m afraid the Soviete might ask for a little evidence, a few proofs, in support of my sweeping charges. I could hardly satisfy them by declaring that I had my wife’s word for it. But, seriously, you exaggerate. Tsargradev is anything you like from the point of view of abstract ethics, but he’s not a criminal. He hasn’t the faintest motive for doing anything that isn’t in accordance with the law. He’s simply a vulgar, self-seeking politician, with a touch of the Tartar. But he’s not a thief, and I imagine his private life is no worse than most men’s.”


  “Wait, wait, only wait!” cried the Queen. “Time will show. Some day he’ll come to grief, and then you’ll see that he’s even worse than I have said. I feel, I know, he’s everything that’s bad. Trust a woman’s intuitions. They’re much better than what you call evidence.”


  And she had a nickname for him, which, as well as her general criticisms of his character, had pretty certainly reached the Premier’s ear; for, as subsequent events demonstrated, very nearly every servant in the Palace was a spy in his pay. She called him the nain jaune.


  Subsequent events have also demonstrated that her woman’s intuitions were indeed trustworthy. Perhaps you will remember the revelations that were made at the time of M. Tsargradev’s downfall; fairly full reports of them appeared in the London papers. Murder, peculation, and revolting secret debaucheries were all, surely enough, proved against him. It was proved that he was the paid agent of Berlin; it was proved that he had had recourse to torture in dealing with certain refractory witnesses in his famous prosecution of Count Osaréki. And then, there was 55 the case of Colonel Alexandrevitch. He and Tsargradev, at sunset, were strolling arm-in-arm in the Dunayskiy Prospekt, when the Colonel was shot by some person concealed in the shrubberies, who was never captured. Tsargradev and his friends broached the theory, which gained pretty general acceptance, that the shot had been intended for the Prime Minister himself, and that the death of Colonel Alexandrevitch was an accident due to bad aiming. It is now perfectly well established that the death of the Colonel was due to very good aiming indeed; that the assassin was M. Tsargradev’s own hireling; and that perhaps the best reason why the police could never lay hands on him had some connection with the circumstance that the poor wretch, that very night, was strangled and cast into the Danube.


  Oh, they manage these things in a highly unlikely and theatrical manner, in the far south-east of Europe!


  But the particular circumstances of M. Tsargradev’s downfall were amusingly illustrative of the character of the Queen. Ce que femme veult, Dieu le veult. And though her husband talked of the Constitution, and pleaded the necessity of evidence, Anéli was unconvinced. To get rid of Tsargradev, by one method or another, was her fixed idea, her determined purpose; she bided her time, and in the end she accomplished it.


  It befell, during the seventh month of my stay in the Palace, that a certain great royal wedding was appointed to be celebrated at Dresden: a festivity to which were bidden all the crowned heads and most of the royal and semi-royal personages of Christendom, and amongst them the Basile and Basilitsa of Monterosso.


  “It will cost us a pretty sum of money,” Theodore grumbled, 56 when the summons first reached him. “We’ll have to travel in state, with a full suite; and the whole shot must be paid from our private purse. There’s no expecting a penny for such a purpose from the Soviete.”


  “I hope,” exclaimed the Queen, looking up from a letter she was writing, “I hope you don’t for a moment intend to go?”


  “We must go,” answered the King. “There’s no getting out of it.”


  “Nonsense!” said she. “We’ll send a representative.”


  “I only wish we could,” sighed the King. “But unfortunately this is an occasion when etiquette requires that we should attend in person.”


  “Oh, bother etiquette,” said she. “Etiquette was made for slaves. We’ll send your Cousin Peter. One must find some use for one’s Cousin Peters.”


  “Yes; but this is a business, alas, in which one’s Cousin Peter won’t go down. I’m very sorry to say we’ll have to attend in person.”


  “Nonsense!” she repeated. “Attend in person! How can you think of such a thing? We’d be bored and fatigued to death. It will be unspeakable. Nothing but dull, stodgy, suffocating German pomposity and bad taste. Oh, je m’y connais! Red cloth, and military bands, and interminable banquets, and noise, and confusion, and speeches (oh, the speeches!), until you’re ready to drop. And besides, we’d be herded with a crowd of ninth-rate princelings and petty dukes, who smell of beer and cabbage and brilliantine. We’d be relegated to the fifth or sixth rank, behind people who are all of them really our inferiors. Do you suppose I mean to let myself be patronised by a lot of stupid Hohenzollerns and Gratzhoffens? No, indeed! You can send your cousin Peter.”


  57 “Ah, my dear, if I were the Tsar of Russia!” laughed her husband. “Then I could send a present and a poor relation, and all would be well. But—you speak of ninth-rate princelings. A ninth-rate princeling like the Basile of Tchermnogoria must make act of presence in his proper skin. It’s de rigueur. There’s no getting out of it. We must go.”


  “Well, you may go, if you like,” her Majesty declared. “As for me, I won’t. If you choose to go and be patronised and bored, and half killed by the fatigue, and half ruined by the expense, I suppose I can’t prevent you. But, if you want my opinion, I think it’s utter insane folly.”


  And she re-absorbed herself in her letter, with the air of one who had been distracted for a moment by a frivolous and tiresome interruption.


  The King did not press the matter that evening, but the next morning he mustered his courage, and returned to it.


  “My dear,” he began, “I beg you to listen to me patiently for a moment, and not get angry. What I wish to say is really very important.”


  “Well, what is it? What is it?” she inquired, with anticipatory weariness.


  “It’s about going to Dresden. I—I want to assure you that I dislike the notion of going quite as much as you can. But it’s no question of choice. There are certain things one has to do, whether one will or not. I’m exceedingly sorry to have to insist, but we positively must reconcile ourselves to the sacrifice, and attend the wedding—both of us. It’s a necessity of our position. If we should stay away, it would be a breach of international good manners that people would never forgive us. We should be the scandal, the by-word, of the Courts of Europe. We’d give the direst offence in twenty different quarters. We really can’t 58 afford to make enemies of half the royal families of the civilised world. You can’t imagine the unpleasantnesses, the complications, our absence would store up for us; the bad blood it would cause. We’d be put in the black list of our order, and snubbed, and embarrassed, and practically ostracised, for years to come. And you know whether we need friends. But the case is so obvious, it seems a waste of breath to argue it. You surely won’t let a mere little matter of temporary personal inconvenience get us into such an ocean of hot water. Come now—be reasonable, and say you will go.”


  The Queen’s eyes were burning; her under-lip had swollen portentously; but she did not speak.


  The King waited a moment. Then, “Come, Anéli—don’t be angry. Answer me. Say that you will go,” he urged, taking her hand.


  She snatched her hand away. I’m afraid she stamped her foot. “No!” she cried. “Let me alone. I tell you I won’t.”


  “But, my dear ….” the King was re-commencing ….


  “No, no, no! And you needn’t call me your dear. If you had the least love for me, the least common kindness, or consideration for my health or comfort or happiness, you’d never dream of proposing such a thing. To drag me half-way across the Continent of Europe, to be all but killed at the end of the journey by a pack of horrid, coarse, beer-drinking Germans! And tired out, and irritated, and patronised, and humiliated by people like —— and ——! It’s perfectly heartless of you. And I—when I suggest such a simple natural pleasure as a trip to Paris, or to the Italian lakes in autumn—you go and tell me we can’t afford it! You’re ready to spend thousands on a stupid, utterly unnecessary and futile absurdity, like this wedding, but you can’t afford to take me to the Italian lakes! And yet you pretend to love me! Oh, 59 it’s awful, awful, awful!” And her voice failed her in a sob; and she hid her face in her hands, and wept. So the King had to drop the subject again, and to devote his talents to the task of drying her tears.


  I don’t know how many times they renewed the discussion, but I do know that the Queen stood firm in her original refusal, and that at last it was decided that the King should go without her, and excuse her absence as best he might on the plea of her precarious state of health. It was only after this resolution was made and registered, and her husband had brought himself to accept it with some degree of resignation—it was only then that her Majesty began to waver and vacillate, and reconsider, and change her mind. As the date approached for his departure, her alternations became an affair of hours. It was, “Oh, after all, I can’t let you go alone, poor Theo. And besides, I should die of heart-break, here without you. So—there—I’ll make the best of a bad business, and go with you”—it was either that, or else, “No, after all, I can’t. I really can’t. I’m awfully sorry. I shall miss you horribly. But, when I think of what it means, I haven’t the strength or courage. I simply can’t”—it was one thing or the other, on and off, all day.


  “When you finally know your own mind, I shall be glad if you’ll send for me,” said Theodore. “Because I’ve got to name a Regent. And if you’re coming with me, I shall name my uncle Stephen. But if you’re stopping here, of course I shall name you.”


  There is a bothersome little provision in the Constitution of Monterosso to the effect that the Sovereign may not cross the frontiers of his dominions, no matter for how brief a sojourn, without leaving a Regent in command. Under the good old régime, before the revolution of 1868, the kings of Tchermnogoria 60 were a good deal inclined to spend the bulk of their time—and money—in foreign parts. They found Paris, Monte Carlo, St. Petersburg, Vienna, and even, if you can believe me, sometimes London, on the whole more agreeable as places of residence than their hereditary capital. (There was the particularly flagrant case of Paul II, our Theodore’s great-grandfather, who lived for twenty years on end in Rome. He fancied himself a statuary, poor gentleman, and produced—oh, such amazing Groups! Tons of them repose in the Royal Museum at Vescova; a few brave the sky here and there in lost corners of the Campagna he used to present them to the Pope! Perhaps you have seen his Fountain at Acqu’amarra?) It was to discourage this sort of royal absenteeism that the patriotic framers of the Constitution slyly slipped Sub-Clause 18 into Clause ii, of Title 3, of Article XXXVI: Concerning the Appointment of a Regent.


  “So,” said Theodore, “when you have finally made up your mind, I shall be glad if you will let me know; for I’ve got to name a Regent.”


  But the Queen continued to hesitate; in the morning it was Yes, in the evening No; and the eleventh hour was drawing near and nearer. The King was to leave on Monday. On the previous Tuesday, in a melting mood, Anéli had declared, “There! Once for all, to make an end of it, I’ll go.” On Wednesday a Commission of Regency, appointing Prince Stephen, was drawn up. On Thursday it was brought to the Palace for the royal signature. The King had actually got as far as the d in his name, when the Queen, faltering at sight of the irrevocable document, laid her hand on his arm. She was very pale, and her voice was weak. “No, Theo, don’t sign it. It’s like my death-warrant. I—I haven’t got the courage. You’ll have to let me stay. You’ll have to go alone.” On Friday a new commission 61 was prepared, in which Anéli’s name had been substituted for Stephen’s. On Saturday morning it was presented to the King. “Shall I sign?” he asked. “Yes, sign,” said she. And he signed.


  “Ouf!” she cried. “That’s settled.”


  And she hardly once changed her mind again until Sunday night; and even then she only half changed it.


  “If it weren’t too late,” she announced, “do you know, I believe I’d decide to go with you, in spite of everything? But of course I never could get ready to start by to-morrow morning. You couldn’t wait till Tuesday?”


  The King said he couldn’t.


  “And now, my dears” (as Florimond, who loves to tell the story, is wont to begin it), “no sooner was her poor confiding husband’s back a-turned, than what do you suppose this deep, designing, unprincipled, high-handed young woman up and did?”


  Almost the last words Theodore spoke to her were, “Do, for heaven’s sake, try to get on pleasantly with Tsargradev. Don’t treat him too much as if he were the dust under your feet. All you’ll have to do is to sign your name at the end of the bills he’ll bring you. Sign and ask no questions, and all will be well.”


  And the very first act of Anéli’s Regency was to degrade M. Tsargardev from office and to place him under arrest.


  We bade the King good-bye on the deck of the royal yacht Nemisa, which was to bear him to Belgrade, the first stage of his journey. Cannon bellowed from the citadel; the bells of all the churches in the town were clanging in jubilant discord; the river was gay with fluttering bunting, and the King resplendent in a gold-laced uniform, with the stars and crosses of I don’t know how 62 many Orders glittering on his breast. We lingered at the landing-stage, waving our pocket-handkerchiefs, till the Nemisa turned a promontory and disappeared; Anéli silent, with a white face, and set, wistful eyes. And then we got into a great gilt-and-scarlet state-coach, she and Madame Donarowska, Florimond and I, and were driven back to the Palace; and during the drive she never once spoke, but leaned her cheek on Madame Donarowska’s shoulder, and cried as if her heart would break.


  The Palace reached, however—as who should say, “We’re not here to amuse ourselves”—she promptly dried her tears.


  “Do you know what I’m going to do?” she asked. And, on our admitting that we didn’t, she continued, blithely, “It’s an ill wind that blows no good. Theo’s absence will be very hard to bear, but I must turn it to some profitable account. I must improve the occasion to straighten out his affairs; I must put his house in order. I’m going to give Monsieur Tsargradev a taste of retributive justice. I’m going to do what Theo himself ought to have done long ago. It’s intolerable that a miscreant like Tsargradev should remain at large in a civilised country; it’s a disgrace to humanity that such a man should hold honourable office. I’m going to dismiss him and put him in prison. And I shall keep him there till a thorough investigation has been made of his official acts, and the crimes I’m perfectly certain he’s committed have been proved against him. I’m not going to be Regent for nothing. I’m going to rule.”


  We, her auditors, looked at each other in consternation. It was a good minute before either of us could collect himself sufficiently to speak.


  At last, “Oh, lady, lady, august and gracious lady,” groaned Florimond, “please be nice, and relieve our minds by confessing that you’re only saying it to tease us. Tell us you’re only joking.”


  63 “I never was more serious in my life,” she answered.


  “I defy you to look me in the eye and say so without laughing,” he persisted. “What is the fun of trying to frighten us?”


  “You needn’t be frightened. I know what I’m about,” said she.


  “What you’re about!” he echoed. “Oh me, oh my! You’re about to bring your house crashing round your ears. You’re about to precipitate a revolution. You’ll lose your poor unfortunate husband’s kingdom for him. You’ll—goodness only can tell what you won’t do. Your own bodily safety—your very life—will be in danger. There’ll be mobs, there’ll be rioting. Oh, lady, sweet lady, gentle lady, you mustn’t, you really mustn’t. You’d much better come and sing a song, along o’ me. Don’t meddle with politics. They’re nothing but sea, sand, and folly. Music’s the only serious thing in the world. Come—let’s too-tootle.”


  “It’s all very well to try to turn what I say to jest,” the Queen replied loftily, “but I assure you I mean every word of it. I’ve studied the Constitution. I know my rights. The appointment and revocation of Ministers rest absolutely with the Sovereign. It’s not a matter of law, it’s merely a matter of custom, a matter of convenience, that the Ministers should be chosen from the party that has a majority in the Soviete. Well, when it comes to the case of a ruffian like Tsargradev, custom and convenience must go by the board, in favour of right and justice. I’m going to revoke him.”


  “And within an hour of your doing so the whole town of Vescova will be in revolt. We’ll all have to leave the Palace, and fly for our precious skins. We’ll be lucky if we get away with them intact. A pretty piece of business! Tsargradev, from being Grand Vizier, will become Grand Mogul; and farewell to 64 the illustrious dynasty of Pavelovitch! Oh, lady, lady! I call it downright unfriendly, downright inhospitable of you. Where shall my grey hairs find shelter? I’m so comfortable here under your royal roof-tree. You wouldn’t deprive the gentlest of God’s creatures of a happy home? Better that a thousand Tsargradevs should flourish like a green bay tree, than that one upright man should be turned out of comfortable quarters. There, now, be kind. As a personal favour to me, won’t you please just leave things as they are?”


  The Queen laughed a little—not very heartily, though, and not at all acquiescently. “Monsieur Tsargradev must go to prison,” was her inexorable word.


  We pleaded, we argued, we exhausted ourselves in warnings and protestations, but to no purpose. And in the end she lost her patience, and shut us up categorically.


  “No! Let me be!” she cried. “I’ve heard enough. I know my own mind. I won’t be bothered.”


  It was with heavy spirits and the dismallest forebodings that we assisted at her subsequent proceedings. We had an anxious time of it for many days; and it has never ceased to be a source of astonishment to me that it all turned out as well as it did. But—ce que femme veult, le diable ne sçaurait pas l’empêcher.


  She began operations by despatching an aide-de-camp to M. Tsargradev’s house, with a note in which she commanded him to wait upon her forthwith at the Palace, and to deliver up his seals of office.


  At the same time she summoned to her presence General Michaïlov, the Military Governor of Vescova, and Prince Vasiliev, the leader of the scant Conservative opposition in the Soviete.


  65 She awaited these gentlemen in the throne-room, surrounded by the officers of the household in full uniform. Florimond and I hovered uneasily in the background.


  “By Jove, she does look her part, doesn’t she?” Florimond whispered to me.


  She wore a robe of black silk, with the yellow ribbon of the Lion of Monterosso across her breast, and a tiara of diamonds in her hair. Her eyes glowed with a fire of determination, and her cheeks with a colour that those who knew her recognised for a danger-signal. She stood on the steps of the throne, waiting, and tapping nervously with her foot.


  And then the great white-and-gold folding doors were thrown open, and M. Tsargradev entered, followed by the aide-de-camp who had gone to fetch him.


  He entered, bowing and smiling, grotesque in his ministerial green and silver; and the top of his bald head shone as if it had been waxed and polished. Bowing and smirking, he advanced to the foot of the throne, where he halted.


  “I have sent for you to demand the return of your seals of office,” said the Queen. She held her head high, and spoke slowly, with superb haughtiness.


  Tsargradev bowed low, and, always smiling, answered, in a voice of honey, “If it please your Majesty, I don’t think I quite understand.”


  “I have sent for you to demand the return of your seals of office,” the Queen repeated, her head higher, her inflection haughtier than ever.


  “Does your Majesty mean that I am to consider myself dismissed from her service?” he asked, with undiminished sweetness. “It is my desire that you should deliver up your seals of office,” said she.


  66 Tsargradev’s lips puckered in an effort to suppress a little good-humoured deprecatory laugh. “But, your Majesty,” he protested, in the tone of one reasoning with a wayward school-girl, “you must surely know that you have no power to dismiss a constitutional Minister.”


  “I must decline to hold any discussion with you. I must insist upon the immediate surrender of your seals of office.”


  “I must remind your Majesty that I am the representative of the majority of the Soviete.”


  “I forbid you to answer me. I forbid you to speak in my presence. You are not here to speak. You are here to restore the seals of your office to your Sovereign.”


  “That, your Majesty, I must, with all respect, decline to do.”


  “You refuse?” the Queen demanded, with terrific shortness.


  “I cannot admit your Majesty’s right to demand such a thing of me. It is unconstitutional.”


  “In other words, you refuse to obey my commands? Colonel Karkov!” she called.


  Her eyes were burning magnificently now; her hands trembled a little.


  Colonel Karkov, the Marshal of the Palace, stepped forward.


  “Arrest that man,” said the Queen, pointing to Tsargradev.


  Colonel Karkov looked doubtful, hesitant.


  “Do you also mean to disobey me?” the Queen cried, with a glance …. oh, a glance!


  Colonel Karkov turned pale, but he hesitated no longer. He bowed to Tsargradev. “I must ask you to constitute yourself my prisoner,” he said.


  Tsargradev made a motion as if to speak; but the Queen raised her hand, and he was silent.


  67 “Take him away at once,” she said. “Lock him up. He is to be absolutely prevented from holding any communication with any one outside the Palace.”


  And, somehow, Colonel Karkov managed to lead Tsargradev from the presence-chamber.


  And that ended the first act of our comical, precarious little melodrama.


  After Tsargradev’s departure there was a sudden buzz of conversation among the courtiers. The Queen sank back, in evident exhaustion, upon the red velvet cushions of the throne. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, holding one of her hands pressed hard against her heart.


  By-and-bye she looked up. She was very pale.


  “Now let General Michaïlov and Prince Vasiliev be introduced,” she said.


  And when they stood before her, “General Michaïlov,” she began, “I desire you to place the town of Vescova under martial law. You will station troops about the Palace, about the Chamber of the Soviete, about the Mint and Government offices, and in all open squares and other places where crowds would be likely to collect. I have just dismissed M. Tsargradev from office, and there may be some disturbance. You will rigorously suppress every sign of disorder. I shall hold you responsible for the peace of the town and the protection of my person.”


  General Michaïlov, a short, stout, purple-faced old soldier, blinked and coughed, and was presumably on the point of offering something in the nature of an objection.


  “You have heard my wishes,” said the Queen. “I shall be glad if you will see to their immediate execution.”


  The General still seemed to have something on his mind.


  68 The Queen stamped her foot. “Is everybody in a conspiracy to disobey me?” she demanded. “I am the representative of your King, who is Commander-in-Chief of the Army. Are my orders to be questioned?”


  The General bowed, and backed from the room.


  “Prince Vasiliev,” the Queen said, “I have sent for you to ask you to replace M. Tsargradev as Secretary of State for the Interior, and President of the Council. You will at once enter into the discharge of your duties, and proceed to the formation of a Ministry.”


  Prince Vasiliev was a tall, spare, faded old man, with a pointed face ending in a white imperial. He was a great personal favourite of the Queen’s.


  “It will be a little difficult,” said he.


  “No doubt,” assented she. “But it must be done.”


  “I hardly see how I can form a Ministry to any purpose, with an overwhelming majority against me in the Soviete.”


  “You are to dissolve the Soviete and order a general election.”


  “The general election can scarcely be expected to result in a change of parties.”


  “No; but we shall have gained time. When the new deputies are ready to take their seats, M. Tsargradev’s case will have been disposed of. I expect you will find among his papers at the Home Office evidence sufficient to convict him of all sorts of crimes. If I can deliver Monterosso from the Tsargradev superstition, my intention will have been accomplished.”


  “Now let’s lunch,” she said to Florimond and me, at the close of this historic session. “I’m ravenously hungry.”


  I dare say General Michaïlov did what he could, but his 69 troops weren’t numerous enough to prevent a good deal of disturbance in the town; and I suppose he didn’t want to come to bloodshed. For three days and nights, the streets leading up to the Palace were black with a howling mob, kept from crossing the Palace courtyard by a guard of only about a hundred men. Cries of “Long live Tsargradev!” and “Death to the German woman!” and worse cries still, were constantly audible from the Palace windows.


  “Canaille!” exclaimed the Queen. “Let them shout themselves hoarse. Time will show.”


  And she would step out upon her balcony, in full sight of the enemy, and look down upon them calmly, contemptuously.


  Still, the military did contrive to prevent an actual revolution, and to maintain the status quo.


  The news reached the King at Vienna. He turned straight round and hurried home.


  “Oh, my dear, my dear!” he groaned. “You have made a mess of things.”


  “You think so? Read this.”


  It was a copy of the morning’s Gazette, containing Prince Vasiliev’s report of the interesting discoveries he had made amongst the papers Tsargradev had left behind him at the Home Office.


  There was an immediate revulsion of public feeling. The secret understanding with Berlin was the thing that “did it.” The Monterossans are hereditarily, temperamentally, and from motives of policy, Russophils. They couldn’t forgive Tsargradev his secret treaty with Berlin; and they promptly proceeded to execrate him as much as they had loved him.


  70 For State reasons, however, it was decided not to prosecute him. On his release from prison, he asked for his passport, that he might go abroad. He has remained an exile ever since, and (according to Florimond, at any rate) “is spending his declining years colouring a meerschaum.”


  “People talk of the ingratitude of princes,” said the Queen, last night. “But what of the ingratitude of nations? The Monterossans hated me because I dismissed M. Tsargradev; and then, when they saw him revealed in his true colours, they still hated me, in spite of it. They are quick to resent what they imagine to be an injury; but they never recognise a benefit. Oh, the folly of universal suffrage! The folly of constitutional government! I used to say, ‘Surely a good despot is better than a mob.’ But now I’m convinced that a bad despot, even, is better. Come, Florimond, let us sing …. you know …. that song….”


  “God save—the best of despots?” suggested Florimond.


  ·  ·


  71 A Few Notes upon Mr. James


  By Lena Milman


  I


  To think of form as characteristic of emptiness, as though all spheres were bubbles, is an æsthetic heresy bequeathed to us by the Puritans who, as surely as they added to our national muscle, bereft us of a certain sensibility of touch. In their eyes, art was a mere concession to the bauble-loving folly of the crowd, and beauty itself was anathema to the wise few unless it clothed some grave moral teaching, which could not otherwise be made acceptable to the foolish many. Bunyan could not help but deck his parable in the beautiful prose of his day, but he would have scorned to bespangle it consciously with jewels of diction, and he could only shudder if he realised that Mercy and Greatheart spoke the same idiom as the players of Vanity Fair.


  The contempt for the short story prevalent in England, but unknown elsewhere, is surely as traceable to Puritan influence as the mutilation of the Mary Altar at Ely, and of the shrine of Saint Thomas; for, insisting, as it has become our English bent to do, upon some serious side-purpose in art, we are not content with a beautiful suggestion, with a sketch be it never so masterly; the narrative must illustrate a principle, the picture, a fact. It is 72 not yet ours to realise how the most exquisite in life are just those passing emotions, those elusive impressions which it behoves the artist to go seeking, over them so cunningly to cast his net of words or colour as to preserve the rapture of that emotion, that impression, for the delight of mankind for ever. We are too apt to regard the short story as the cartoon for a possible novel, whereas any elaboration of it is as thankless a process as the development of a fresco from an easel-painting. The treatment, the pigment, the medium, the palette are other from the very beginning. The rugged outline, which adds vigour to the fresco, could not be tolerated on canvas, the gem-like tones of the easel-painting would look blurred if transferred to the wall. Mr. James’s pictures must be on the line; sky them, and it is not worth while to crane our necks for the modicum of pleasure they can afford. He has indeed written several books in the form of novels, but his method is too analytical, and we enjoy the stories much in the way we enjoy travelling over a picture with a microscope. We can detect no fault of technique; on the contrary, each movement of the glass reveals some new beauty, some wonder of skill; but we are conscious all the while that, as a whole, the work is a failure. The “American” is an example of this. The characterisation is masterly, the observation unerring, and yet Newman’s passion carries no conviction with it, although the story treats of its dawn, its noon, its setting.


  Distinction, of all qualities the one most rare in young writers, brought Mr. James’s work instant recognition, and his personality was from the very first so clearly stamped upon his writing that it is nowhere more marked than in a story printed as early as 1871: “A Passionate Pilgrim.” Not only does every page reveal him as “enamoured of literary form,” (we quote from “The Middle Years,”) but also as full of love, both for his own 73 countrymen and for England—a love none the less real because so undemonstrative that superficial observers describe him as cosmopolitan. In one so guiltless of Chauvinism as Mr. James, it is surely not a little charming to find how rarely the exigencies of narrative induce him to portray his own country-people in a light altogether unamiable. Her innocence, her untimely death, forbid us to think lightly even of that type of frivolity, Miss Annie P. Miller; and of all Mr. James’s portraits of women, surely the most lovable is that of Euphemia Cleve, afterwards “Madame de Mauves.” So great, indeed, is his love for England, his appreciation of things English, that he would fain persuade himself that it is shared by his countrymen in general:


  “The latent preparedness of the American mind for even the most characteristic features of English life is a fact I never have got to the bottom of. The roots of it are so deeply buried in the soil of our early culture, that without some great upheaval of experience it would be hard to say when and where and how it begins. It makes an American’s enjoyment of England an emotion more intimate, as the French say, than his enjoyment, for instance, of Italy or Spain.”


  With a delightful style, a facile invention, a wide culture, what writer could be better equipped than Mr. James?


  Alas, that he must write for a generation upon whom two at least of these qualities are as though they were not! Alas, that it should be the concurrence of illiterate opinion, (an opinion often then most illiterate when most elegantly uttered,) that constitutes popularity! The select multitude that surges up Belgravian staircases, that larger one that spends its holidays among the bowers of Rosherville, agree in preferring “Claudian” to “Hamlet,” Mr. Jerome’s humour to Elia’s, Mr. Ellis Roberts’s adaptations to Mr. Watts’ portraits. There are certain elementary emotions, 74 there are certain melodramatic situations, of which they never tire; and a writer who prefers to tell of subtle emotions, of bloodless situations, whose reputation, moreover, does not chiefly rest upon one of those respectable monuments of British industry, novels in three volumes, will never see his works stacked high upon the bookstalls. If, like Mr. James, he is further hampered by a tender literary conscience, which makes him reverent and temperate in the use of words, which hinders him from writing even daintily of things foul, it will go even harder with him, since he cannot hope for a place on that index which has made so many reputations in the marring.


  “La qualité la plus rare chez la femme,” says Balzac, “c’est une certaine gaieté qui n’altère point la tendresse,” and surely the rarity may be predicated of other than women, of whole communities indeed. To steer between the Scylla of flippancy on the one hand, and the Charybdis of sentimentality on the other, is given to but few. It is such a perfection of taste, as one would expect an ancient civilization to produce; and, lo! an example of it, a very apostle of form, comes to us over the Atlantic, beyond whose wave the forefathers of his race sought immunity from form, civil and religious.


  II


  It is as difficult to express the charm of an individual style in words other than the author’s own as to convey that of music without a snatch of illustrative melody; and this is especially true of a style which, like that of Mr. James, expresses an exquisite sense of fitness rather than a musical ear. It is not that his epigram is ever discordant, but rather that his system of short, closed sentences does not lend itself to flowing cadence.


  75 He is the least self-conscious of writers, but surely when, in “The Middle Years,” he describes Duncombe as “a passionate corrector, a fingerer of style,” he lets slip an autobiographical detail; and, indeed, supposing all other sources of information to be closed to us, we might construct a tolerably correct biography of Mr. James from the evidence of his works. We might detect, for instance, his American birth and education in his idiom, his Celtic blood in his satire, his sympathy with English convention in his dainty morality, his intimate knowledge of French in his lapses of Gallicism.


  With provincial France, indeed, where the poplars twinkle beside the white ways, he is as familiar as are but two of our English writers, Miss Thackeray and Mr. Wedmore; and with Paris too he is acquainted, not only in those her obvious aspects which opulent but illiterate youth can learn superficially in a week or so, but also as the Paris beyond Seine that lounges in the shade of the Luxembourg chestnut-trees, that saunters through the book-lined arcades of the Odéon, that hides its dignity in the bastion-like palaces of the Faubourg Saint Germain; the Paris that displays its wealth in the Parc Monceaux, that flaunts its poverty on the Buttes Chaumont.


  Occasionally Mr. James’s unremitting warfare against the Obvious, whether of epithet or of incident, has misled him into artificiality. He should remember that whereas the Obvious in life is always the most easily attainable, in art, convention has so fenced it round as to place it almost out of reach, and that sometimes startling effect is best produced by perfect simplicity of phrase. We cannot recall any passage in Mr James’s stories as poignant as poor wandering Clifford’s cry in the “House of the Seven Gables”:


  “I want my happiness! Many, many years have I waited for 76 it! It is late! it is late! I want my happiness.” And yet Hawthorne worked within far narrower limits than does the author of “Washington Square.”


  Mr. James’s descriptive passages are as vividly impressionist as his characters are subtly analytical, and it is perhaps for this reason that they best exhibit the charm of his style. It is no mere word-painting. This cant-phrase but ill expresses the magic of words able to convey not merely colour but the scent and sound and movement which, welded together, form one idea. Who that knows Paris will not testify to the accuracy of observation displayed in this description of a characteristic scene at the Comédie Française?


  “The foyer was not crowded; only a dozen groups were scattered over the polished floor, several others having passed out to the balcony which overhangs the square of the Palais Royal. The windows were open, the brilliant lights of Paris made the dull summer evening look like an anniversary or a revolution; a murmur of voices seemed to come up from the streets, and even in the foyer one heard the slow click of the horses and the rumble of the crookedly-driven fiacres on the hard, smooth asphalt.”


  But Mr. James has another manner, of which the following is a sample. Surely Gautier himself never wrote more gracefully of travel:


  “In so far as beauty of structure is beauty of line and curve, balance and harmony of masses and dimensions, I have seldom relished it as deeply as on the grassy nave of some crumbling church, before lonely columns and empty windows, where the wild flowers were a cornice and the sailing clouds a roof. The arts certainly have a common element. These hoary relics of Glastonbury reminded me in their broken eloquence of one of the other great ruins of the world—the Last Supper of Leonardo. A 77 beautiful shadow, in each case, is all that remains; but that shadow is the artist’s thought.”


  III


  In one of Mr. James’s earlier stories we read of a young German who has heard of the population of the United States as being “a highly humorous people.” The author may or may not concur in this opinion, but certainly his own vein of humour is as far removed as possible from that usually regarded as typically American, and it may be that, in crediting his countrymen with an exclusive appreciation for the exaggerated burlesque of their most popular writers, we do them the same injustice they do us who conceive of our being moved to mirth by that humour known as the “New.”


  Mr. James’s humour is like Miss Austen’s, in being so entirely a part of the texture that it is almost as difficult to detach an illustrative fragment as to cut a pattern from one of those fabrics which we are advised to “see in the piece.” And, spite of what we have said of his being chiefly successful as a short-story writer, it is perhaps in one of his shorter novels, “Washington Square,” that his humour is best exemplified. The character indeed of Aunt Penniman, always advising, but always ill-advised, is worthy a place beside the immortal aunts who watched over Maggie Tulliver and the thrifty Aunt Norris of “Mansfield Park.” We read of Aunt Penniman that “Her manners were strange and formidable, and her mourning robes—she dressed in black for twenty years after her husband’s death, and then suddenly appeared one morning with pink roses in her cap—were complicated in odd, unexpected places with buckles, bugles, and pins, which discouraged 78 familiarity. She took children too hard both for good and evil, and had an oppressive air of expecting subtle things of them, so that going to see her was a good deal like being taken to church and made to sit in a front pew.”


  But Mrs. Penniman was as romantic as she was inaccurate (“it must be delightful,” she said, “to think of those who love us among the ruins of the Pantheon”), and it needed but the attentions of an heiress-hunting young man to convert the poor little heroine of the story, weak at every point save her affections, unattractive, ungifted, into a heroine of romance in her aunt’s eyes, the father’s opposition only making the situation more dramatic, and—“Mrs. Penniman’s real hope was that the girl would make a secret marriage, at which she should officiate as brideswoman or duenna. She had a vision of this ceremony being performed in some subterranean chapel—subterranean chapels in New York were not frequent, but Mrs. Penniman’s imagination was not chilled by trifles—and of the guilty couple—she liked to think of poor Catherine and her suitor as the guilty couple—being shuffled away in a fast whirling vehicle to some obscure lodging in the suburbs, where she would pay them (in a thick veil) clandestine visits, where they would endure a period of romantic privation, and where ultimately, after she should have been their earthly providence, their intercessor, their advocate, and their medium of communication with the world, they should be reconciled to her brother in an artistic tableau, in which she herself should be, somehow, the central figure.”


  But apart from the context, deprived of the contrast afforded her by the matter-of-fact sincerity of her niece, the dry perspicuity of her brother, Aunt Penniman’s figure cannot be made to stand as firmly as in the novel. Indeed, humour is so volatile a thing, the perception of it requires so delicate a sensibility, that the mood 79 cannot be maintained, except by that transition from grave to gay, from gay to grave, which is the whole art of the story-teller as of the dramatist.


  The peculiar humour whose sparks are struck by the clash of nationalities in European hotels and pensions has surely never been so deftly distilled as in the “Bundle of Letters.” Miss Miranda Hope, of Bangor, Maine, “decorated all over with beads and bracelets and embroidered dandelions,” whose travelling “for general culture” obliges her to go to a Paris theatre unattended, and who there sees “plenty of other ladies alone (mostly French);” the æsthetic youth from Boston, who talks of a real “Corot Day,” and who paints “for the knowledge that leaves a trace—that leaves strange scars and stains and reveries behind it;” the English girl who describes the landlady as “exceedingly foreign;” the landlady’s cousin, who enjoys free board and lodging so long as he keeps “an eye on the grammatical eccentricities of the pensionnaires,” are all equally typical, and yet none of them lack that touch which makes them human as well as humorous.


  To sustain humour as long as he is in the mood, without once lapsing into caricature—this is what Mr. James has essayed to do, and has done admirably.


  IV


  There is another side to Mr. James’s genius—a side of whose existence they never reck who are content to know him merely as the social satirist of “Daisy Miller” and “A Bundle of Letters”—a side which links him with his great compatriots Poe and Hawthorne—a way, namely, of setting his characters in an atmosphere of the supernatural with so admirable a skill as never by over-statement to impel the reader to scepticism. The little 80 story, “Sir Edmund Orme,” is an example of this. The ghost of Sir Edmund is invisible to all but two persons, and all that these two have in common is a great love for one woman—a love so great that, as we read, it seems almost natural that it should suffice to rarefy mortal sense and extend its range beyond things of matter. There is something, too, of this mystical element in “The Madonna of the Future,” although here the question is not of the dead appearing, but of one whose gaze is so constantly fixed upon the ideal that the real becomes a shadow. It is the story of Don Quixote over again, but, in place of the knight, we have Theobald, the poor artist, in place of Dulcinea, his model Serafina, whose virtue, whose beauty is as imaginary as was that of her Spanish prototype. The scene is laid in the Florence of to-day—that Florence whose hotel windows look out upon Arno’s bank, where Dante’s gaze first lit upon Beatrice, where the shrine of Our Lady of the Flower is thronged by a cosmopolitan crowd who refuse her homage. And upon this background, mediæval in outline but modern in every detail, the little wan figure of the artist stands out, imaginary no doubt as an individual, but typical of how much pathos, of how much high endeavour! There are some to whom Quixote himself is merely a caricature; there are others to whom he recalls a singleness of aim, a tender sensibility, an undaunted courage which was once theirs. They are wiser now: they have seen how ridiculous is vain effort, how contemptible a figure he cuts who sets himself a task beyond his strength, and yet … But in this vein Mr. James has never done better than in the “Altar of the Dead.” The many will never so much as read it—the many who can only read stories which they can imagine of the “people over the way;” but to the few who grieve when the Master is content to do merely well what he can do exquisitely, this last story comes as a pledge of yet further possibilities, 81 a promise of further progress towards perfection. It tells of one who “had entered that dark defile of our earthly descent in which some one dies every day”—one, the keynote of whose nature was constancy—one who could forgive all except betrayal. So, in the recesses of his heart, he reared an altar to the memory of “the Others,” as he called the dead. For a time this sufficed, but one day he chanced to enter “a temple of the old persuasion,” and the idea struck him of dedicating a material altar to those with whose memory he would some day link his own. So it came to be a great joy to him to see the faithful participating in his devotion for the Others, although none but he knew what souls they were in memory of whose mortal life the tapers burned, the flowers bloomed. Soon his altar boasted a devotee even more constant than himself—a woman came to kneel there whose devotion to the others was more absorbing than his. The altar grew more and more radiant as the founder’s friends grew fewer; the woman still came to kneel there, and one day the founder learned that her thoughts were all of One, and that One the only friend of his who, proving false, had never been commemorated by flower or taper.


  V


  Again and again does Mr. James recur to the fatal effect of importunate society upon talent, an effect not always the less fatal when the claims of society are tempered by those of domesticity. Neil Paraday, “the Lion,” is hustled to his grave by interviewers and ladies eager for prey as any Tartarin; Henry St. George, “the Master,” squanders his talent by writing for money with which to meet his wife’s housekeeping expenses and his boys’ school-bills; Mark Ambient, “the author of ‘Beltraffio,’” 82 lives to see his wife prefer their only child should die rather than live to read his father’s works. This last story, by the way, is one of those in which the author has so far stepped aside to avoid the Obvious as to stray into the Abnormal. But be the stories what they may (and to our thinking two of them are among Mr. James’s best), they have afforded the author so many incidental opportunities for self-revelation as to be exceptionally interesting to the student of his work. Listen for instance to Mark Ambient’s address to his young disciple:


  “Polishing one’s plate—that is, the torment of execution, the effort to arrive at a surface—if you think a surface necessary—some people don’t, happily for them! My dear fellow, if you could see the surface I dream of—as compared with the one with which I have to content myself. Life is really too short for art—one hasn’t time to make one’s shell ideally hard. Firm and bright—firm and bright!—the devilish thing has a way sometimes of being bright without being firm …. there are horrible little flabby spots where I have taken the second-best word, because I couldn’t for the life of me think of the best.”


  Flaubert lay awake, the guilt of a double genitive lying heavy upon his conscience. We can imagine Mr. James haunted by the fear of an epithet misplaced. For to this longing for perfection of form, there is also constant reference in “The Lesson of the Master.” “The sense of having done the best,” says St. George, “the sense which is the real life of the artist and the absence of which is his death, of having drawn from his intellectual instrument the finest music that nature had hidden in it, of having played it as it should be played.”


  “In every son of woman,” says Mr. James, in one of his early stories, “there are two men—the practical man and the dreamer. We live for our dreams—but meanwhile we live by 83 our wits. When the dreamer is a poet, the other fellow is an artist.”


  English restricts the title of poet to writers of verse, but what is poetry but a fusion of life with dream, of dream with life? And is not he who can supply the requisite heat a poet, be his emotion expressed in stone or chord, colour or spoken words?


  “The thing is to have made somebody care,” says Duncombe, in “The Middle Years.” There are many on either side of the Atlantic to tell Mr. James that he has succeeded at least in this.


  ·  ·


  84 The Truce of the Bishop


  By Harold Frederic


  I


  Apallid and starved sunlight looked upon the shore-land, and mocked it, because, now, in the fall of the harvest, there was no yield of any kind for the blade, or any reaper to seek it. On all the four fair ploughlands of the lords of Dunbeekin, stretching along the smooth valley of the bay, and pushing inward over gently lifting slopes to the furze-lined granite barrier of Gabriel, no ditch stood unbroken: the fields lay naked and blackened by fire. The tall keep watched the deserted water with sightless eyes, through which the daylight shone from wall across to wall, and at its feet the crouching huts of its people were thatchless. It was the desolation of conquest. The conquered were dead, or in hiding among the hills. The spoilers, their havoc wrought, had turned and gone away, with famine spreading wave-like at their heels.


  Far up on the flank of the mountain there fell the distant lowing boom of a bittern. Some cattle, lost in the waste of thicket at a further height, answered this call as if it came from their kind.


  Three men, sprawled on their bellies in a grassy crevice between 85 the boulders, had been peering downward upon the picture of ruin below. They glanced at one another now, with a flash of comprehension. A little wiser than their kine, they knew that the bittern cried only in the breeding spring-time, and this was the tenth month of the year. One of them echoed the sound, and when it was repeated, coming nearer, the three dragged themselves to their feet, and, stealing upward, stood forth on a ledge of rock in plain view. There climbed towards them presently another, a lean and agile man, whose bare legs brushed through the spikes of furze and heather as if they were cased in hide, and whose naked soles missed no footing on the stones as he bounded from boulder to crag.


  He stood panting before them, and without speech turned to survey the prospect spread beneath, till his breath could be overtaken. Looking thus, his rover eye caught something the others had already seen—a small barque, with full sails limply hanging on the still air, down in the misty distance where the great sea ends and Dunmanus begins. He pointed to it, and nodded his head.


  “It is to Turlogh, son of Fineen, I will be hastening now,” he said, with abruptness. “Show me the way.”


  As the group turned, the foremost of them lifted his head and halted.


  “It is Turlogh who comes to you,” he said.


  A few paces away, on the crown of the cliff, stood a man to whom all four bent their heads. He regarded them with an eye which asked them questions, yet shrank from hearing these if they were to be not to his mind; and they, knowing this well, held their peace, and looked about them at their ease.


  The Lord of Dunbeekin was an old man now, tall and slender of frame, with much grey hair flowing upon his rounded shoulders. His apparel of quilted jacket and cloak and tunic falling to the 86 mid-thigh, were of fine cloth, but stained and torn by exposure in these rude times that had befallen him. The face he bent upon his tribesmen was long and thin, and marked with many lines. They were skilled from years of use to see in this wrinkled countenance sometimes the cunning of a fox, sometimes the wistful enquiry of a puzzled child; and they never feared him, and would always die for him, and understood when they heard men call him Turlogh of the Two Minds.


  “I heard the bull of the bog,” he said, giving the bittern its old name among the people. “It was good to the ears.” His voice was grave and lingering.


  Goron the messenger nodded again. He saw that Turlogh had noted the strange craft entering the bay, and waited for a little more to be questioned. Then he motioned to the others to leave him alone with his chief, and as they moved away he clambered up on the rock.


  “O’Mahony, there will be no help coming at all,” he said. “Young Donogh, son of Murtogh, will not stir from Dunlogher, for the reason that he is watching the O’Driscolls of the island, to take a prey of cattle from them at the change of the moon. The strong houses of Dunmanus and Ballydivlin and Leamcon are like Dunbeekin there, with the sunlight shining through their windows, and their people are dispersed and have no footing in their country.”


  “And Conogher of the Cross, in Ardintenant, the head of our sept, the venerable and holy man?” asked Turlogh, with a bitter little jest in his tone. “And Teige of Rosbrin, whom I saved from the MacCarthy, and from his own brother?”


  Goron shook his head.


  “The English lie between you and them. They will not be lifting their short finger for us.”


  87 “They will be making peace with the English?” the chief demanded.


  “They will be keeping their tongues behind their teeth,” said the other briefly.


  It was Turlogh’s turn to nod comprehension.


  “So it will be the end, then!” he said, musing aloud. “We have been true to God, and He will not restrain the hand of our heretic enemies. I have been all my days loyal to my family; I have withheld nothing in their service; I have made my Dunbeekin a tower of refuge for all my kinsmen when troubles assailed them, and when their own fathers and brothers sought their lives—and now you do be seeing their gratitude. You have it from me, Goron, son of Tiarnan, there is not in Heaven nor on earth any thankfulness for good deeds rendered.”


  Goron looked into his lord’s sad old face and smiled. In stature and girth he might have been Turlogh’s twin, but his garments were of the coarsest, and his skin was burnt and tanned by the life of a low-born man. His face, lean and pointed like the other’s, was shrewd and bluntly single-minded. He stood well enough with his chief, these many years, to speak in freedom.


  “I know only what I am told about Heaven,” he replied, “but the earth I observe with my own eyes. Men will get nothing here but what they can take with their right arm. You have made no one afraid of you, Turlogh, son of Fineen. You have belonged to no man’s party, and marched with him to spoil and waste all others. You speak the truth that your cousins found refuge in Dunbeekin from the wrath of their fathers. But it was true as well that these fathers would be coming next year to be protected from the fury of their sons. Your walls were a strong shelter for them both, in their day of need, but they left when it was safe to do so without thanks to you in their hearts. They 88 have their own troubles now to weigh them down, but if they had not—then all the same you would not be seeing the colour of their blood. And, moreover—there are the books.”


  The old chief laughed—a mirthless and melancholy laugh.


  “They have the right of it,” he said, sighing. “They speak the true word—my father should have made a monk of me. I am not a fit master of my people. I have never desolated any man’s country, or put out his eyes, or held him sleepless for a single night with terror of me. That is very bad for me. My cousins have only contempt for one who reads in books, and does not be riding out to sack some neighbour’s castle, and drive his herds away. Their bards do well to make verses about my bloodless hands.” He held out these hands, still unwithered by years, and white and shapely, and viewed them with a gloomy smile. “If they were stained red, my kinsmen would know me for a true O’Mahony—a true son of the People of the Bridge. What will you be thinking, Goron? It will be too late for me to begin now?”


  Goron’s eyes sparkled.


  “If my counsel is asked,” he said, promptly, “your people would leap for joy to have one good fight before they die.”


  Turlogh’s face clouded with doubt.


  “Poor souls. What would they be doing in a battle? I have made them a mock and a byeword in Carbery, Goron. I have taught them to till the land, and take fish from the sea, and make nets and build ditches; and these things they do very well. And if there were some of a warlike nature, with weapons to guard the bawns, all these my brother Donal has drawn with him to the army of the Earl. You yourself were of those who advised to quit Dunbeekin before the English came in sight, and bring hither the women and children and cattle into a place of safety. You spoke 89 no word of resistance when we lay here that night, and looked down, and saw the thatches flame up like torches, and the fire roll through the fields of corn. It was not in your mind to fight then. We saw the black forms of these English against the furnace they made of our corn and our roofs, and we were glad to be at this distance. And why should we be talking otherwise now?”


  If his companion had some answer ready, Turlogh did not wait for it. A lifting breath of air had filled the sails of the strange vessel, and brought it along up the bay until now it hung in view close to the opposite shore of Muinteravoira. The sight raised new thoughts in the chief’s mind.


  “Will that be English, too?” he wondered, aloud.


  Goron had forgotten this part of his tidings.


  “It is a ship from some unknown land,” he explained. “I hailed it from the rocks beyond Dunlogher at daybreak. It is a sort of holy miracle, O’Mahony. Our Lord Bishop is in that ship, coming all the way from his pilgrimage to the True Cross. Two years gone he is, and we not knowing if he was alive, and be returning to us with grand relics and a train of priests. ’Twas with one of them I spoke—a young man walking the deck and reading his prayers. I cried to the blackamoor at the helm to beware the sunken rocks at the headland, and waved my arms to force my meaning on him; but the priest had the Irish, and called out to me that it was God’s ship, with a Bishop in it, and holy relics beside, and no harm could come to it or them. But he told the helmsman, none the less, and the ship’s course was laid off.”


  Turlogh stared at him.


  “Is it your meaning that our Bishop, Laurence Malmoon (Luirint Maol-Mughain), son of Ivar, will be in that ship?” he demanded.


  90 “No other,” answered Goron.


  “But what land will he be making?” pursued the chief, knitting his brows in perplexity as he watched the craft drifting inland. “There is no foothold for him in all Muinteravoira.”


  “’Tis not Muinteravoira, or any land of the Dalys or Sullivans, he will be touching. His Lordship will be coming to you. The priest gave me that word.”


  The Lord of Dunbeekin bent a stern, searching gaze upon his man.


  “I will not think you have a trap laid for me, Goron shuileach,” he said, gravely.


  “You will not think it, O’Mahony,” responded the other, with proud candour. “It would put too much shame upon you, and upon me also, to think that evil thought.”


  “I will ask your forgiveness,” said Turlogh, hastily. “There is no sleep for me, here in the rocks, and I am very tired. Come with me now, to the place where my people are gathered.”


  The pale sunlight had lost itself before this in the veil of misty haze drawn over the sky above the line of the distant western peaks. The mountain-side lay in the shadowless, tranquil approaches of twilight; silent for a long time, save that from point to point, along its vast terraced expanse of cliffs and moorland, there rose at intervals the trumpeting of an ox-horn—flat, yet sonorous. Sounds of rustling through the heather and scrub-furze began to make themselves heard. Then came louder and more confident noises, the shouting of men above the rest.


  The first stars, twinkling forth through the smoky residue of sunset, saw a long cavalcade descending by a tortuous broken path the rough face of Gabriel. They came on down through the growing darkness—bareheaded men, wild-faced and savage of attire, leading horses laden with household goods; boys and youths, 91 of unkempt, barbarous aspect, herding droves of swift-footed little black cattle along the narrow defiles; tall women, wholly muffled from view in huge hooded cloaks of black or scarlet, bearing burdens upon their heads, and dragging forward children by the hands; then more horses and cattle, moving under high bundles of mountain grass and bracken freshly cut, and, at the tail, a score or more of straggling men, with quilted jackets, and pikes upon their shoulders.


  In front of all walked Turlogh, with his doctor and his chaplain at his side. The last vague glimmer of daylight in the evening air fell upon these three, as they felt the burnt stubble of the nearest field under their sandalled feet, and saw the black bulk of Dunbeekin loom close before them. There was doubt on the faces of the priest and the leech, but old Turlogh threw his head back, and looked into the dusky finish of the day with a smile at his lips and a resolute eye.


  II


  Hours later, in the shine of the harvest moon, the Lord of Dunbeekin stood upon the strand with a moiety of his people, and saw others of his men, wading waist-deep in the whitened waters, bear towards him in their arms his great guest, the Bishop.


  Already there had come to land, by means of the little boat, some dozen priests and servants. These latter, subtle-faced and proud like all menials of the tonsured folk, held aloof in silence. Two of the younger priests, with the tails of their drenched gowns under their arms, stood at Turlogh’s side, and spoke to him in whispers of strange matters. The Bishop, they said, was in the grasp of a mortal sickness. Nothing but the holy relics he 92 brought with him from Syria had availed to serve his iron will, and keep him alive to touch Irish land under his feet one more. These priests had learned something in Spain, and more here along their native coast in the past day, of the grievous burden of woe and spoliation which had been laid upon Munster. They gathered new knowledge now from Turlogh’s saddened answers to their queries. All things westward from Cork had been put to the torch and sword. The English had passed over the land like a pestilence. The shadow they cast was death. Where were the English now? Ah, who should say? Somewhere across the hills. No one from Dunbeekin had followed them. It was not credible that they should return to the desert they had made.


  “We moved away to the mountain-side,” explained Turlogh. “They plundered and burned what we left behind. They are distant many miles now, and we have come to our own place again, to welcome our Lord Bishop. It is a sad thing that he would not be visiting me in the days of my strength and well-being. Now, when at last he comes, we are in ruins, and scarcely the poorest honours can be paid him. No man of our race was a bishop before him. Here in Dunbeekin we would have lighted his path with fires, and drained the sea for an offering of its treasures to him. But he would never come to me. He turned always instead to my cousin Conogher, the great man in the White Castle, the head of our tribe, the Chief of the Pilgrimage. We took grief to us because of that. And here now, at the end, he comes to my gate, and I am in a hard plight, and cannot receive him according to his high merits, and he, you say, is sick unto death. I crave of his charity that he will think no evil of our poverty and belittled powers.” The chief gave a rueful little laugh. “For the matter of that,” he added, “we have each had 93 our day. We are both poor men together. If my castle has been broken, his abbey has no two stones resting one upon another. He does well to come to me. We stood a long league apart in our good days. We can sleep back to belly now, under the common cloak of calamity. They would hang us together, on one limb of a tree, those heretic English wolves.”


  The more forward of the two priests held up a finger. “He knows nothing of it all,” he murmured. “We have held it from him. No man of us dared to utter the smallest word of it to him. It is you who must tell him. You are his kinsman, and he will take it from you. He is a cold man with his priests, but he is warm to his own blood.”


  Turlogh laughed, then stared with round eyes at the speaker, and laughed again.


  “He has no knowledge of it all, you say?”


  “Since we set sail with the Genoese captain in Rogation week, from Cyprus, he has heard no word about Ireland. He has too proud a stomach for bad tidings, and no other came to us at any halting-place.”


  Four men, dripping out of the salt water, stood before Turlogh now, as he would have spoken further. They bent and drew short breaths under the stress of what they bore in their arms—a swollen, black-swathed bulk, shapeless as a sack of corn. Turlogh gazed at it in the deep shadows thrown by the men on the moon-side, and was in doubt. Then outlines shaped themselves, and he saw the gross, unwieldy figure of a short man grown unduly fat, with cowled head tipped forward to hide the face. In its hands this shrouded form held a small casket, laid with gold and precious stones. The faint glimmer of these in the moonlight led his eye to a blaze, as of a planet in the obscurity, emitted by a jewel at the side of the box.


  94 The Lord of Dunbeekin crossed himself, and, kneeling on the wet sand, kissed the ring of his Bishop.


  Slowly, as he rose to his feet, the sunken head was lifted, and he saw in the frame of the hood a mask of pallid, lifeless flesh, bloated beyond human semblance. He shuddered as he gazed, and found two strenuous eyes peering into his out of this monstrous visage.


  “Such as my poor Dunbeekin is, my lord,” he said, wonderingly, “it puts itself with pride under your feet.”


  “Its name shall be exalted above all others,” said the Bishop. The voice came steady and clear-toned, as if informed by a spirit which carnal decay could not shake. “It is privileged to hold for a night the most priceless and inestimable of earth’s treasures—the piece of the True Cross which I bear in my unworthy hands.” He pushed the casket forward into the moonlight.


  Turlogh knelt again, and with him every man on the strand.


  The priests in the Bishop’s train gave the signal for rising. They looked up toward the keep, where passing lights in the windows bespoke a flutter of preparation. They yawned and moved their feet, like weary men impatient for food and sleep. Turlogh placed himself by the side of the litter-men, still bearing the Bishop in their arms, and with them led the way.


  “Some small affection of the blood,” said the Bishop, as he was borne along up the path, “distorts and enfeebles my members for the moment. When I have placed this holy relic fittingly upon my high altar in Rosscarbery, and given orders for a shrine for it to my chief builders and artificers, I will make a penitential journey to St. Declan’s, in sainted Ardmore, and drink from his well, and with his blessed intercession I shall come forth cleansed and whole.”


  95 Turlogh looked sidewise across his guest to the faces of the priests behind. Their glances answered his with significance.


  “A fire has wrought some mischief in my house,” he replied, haltingly; “I fear it is not all repaired as yet. It is the dry season of the year, and the flames had their will. But I will be hoping and praying that things are not so bad with me that your lordship will be put to discomfort. And after the long voyage in the ship, will you not be resting here two days, or three? We are kinsmen, my lord, and have grown to gray hairs without coming upon each other, till this night, which I account the chief hour of my life. And I will implore you to stay longer with me, Laurence, son of Ivar.”


  “At a future time, Turlogh, son of Fineen,” returned the other. “But I will be pressing forward to-morrow, with no delay. I have been two years away from my See, and that is very long. The affairs of the diocese rest anxiously upon me. I will ask you to send a trusted man onward to-night, on your swiftest hobbie, to find my Vicar-General at Rosscarbery, and bring him to meet me to-morrow on the way, and render account of his stewardship. And, moreover, I have with me day and night the great responsibility of this peerless relic, this miracle of heavenly favour to us of Ross. I cannot be idling on the road till that is suitably bestowed in my cathedral. I will have you bear me company, Turlogh, son of Fineen. You are by repute well known to me, and you are of my blood. We O’Mahonys of Muskerry are better sons of the Church, I fear, than you men here on the wild coast. Many evil tales reach men’s ears of deeds ill done here, in this rude Ivehagh. But you yourself have borne always a name for piety and docility and some little layman’s learning. It was for this that I chose to make my landing here, and let Dunbeekin shelter the blessed relic first of all in Ireland. Besides, there were strange ships to be seen 96 off Crookhaven and the Cape, which in those lawless waters might signify nothing friendly. Has the country been more quiet and better ordered in these later times?”


  “It has never been more undisturbed than at this moment,” replied Turlogh, stealing another furtive glance backward at the priests. They smiled grimly at him, and nodded their heads.


  The Bishop had closed his eyes, and his head drooped again upon his breast. Thus he passed unheeding through the broken postern, and saw nothing of the blackened havoc inside, where once the pleasant grassy bawn had been.


  In the castle urgent shift had been made to render certain lower rooms once more habitable. The Bishop, when the tired men placed him upon the chair drawn forth with cushions by his servants, lacked the will to look about him. Turlogh, standing behind those who bore the lights, gazed, marvelling, at the huge girth of the man, whose trunk strained to bursting the black robe with purple buttons in which it was encased. The swollen face, hanging in the shadow, was more a death’s head than ever. Still he held the casket upon his knees. The priest signed to Turlogh to go out, and he did so. When he sent his physician to them, they more curtly bade him also to leave them.


  When the morrow came, no one in Dunbeekin found it strange that the Bishop did not set forth on his journey. The most simple had seen death writ large upon him. The story that he knew nothing of the terrible devastation that had swept the land bare, passed vaguely from mouth to mouth. It was not easy to understand that so lofty and pious an ecclesiastic, standing at the head of all men in the South for learning, should be in darkness in this matter, which was known to the very horse-boys. They dwelt curiously upon the thought of him—the high prelate with the marvellous relic, coming to shattered and spoilt Dunbeekin to 97 die, and never seeing the ruin about him, never learning that his cathedral was destroyed, his palace in ashes, his Vicar-General hanged in the Bandon forest, his priests and people dispersed. It was all very strange and troubling to the mind.


  After mid-day Turlogh went again, and the priests brought him into the presence of the Bishop. Their faces had taken on a new fright, and they spoke in scared whispers as they moved along beside him.


  “We know not how to tell him,” they said. “He does be dying, and he will not listen. His confessor strove to speak to him of his end, but he drove him out with harsh words. At any hour the change may fall like a stroke upon him, and he not prepared! The crime of it would be resting like a mountain on our souls.”


  Turlogh would not promise to speak, but when he stood alone before Laurence, son of Ivar, who still sat bolstered in his chair, still with the jewelled casket on his shapeless knees, the courage came to him.


  “My lord,” he said, “you are not better. My physician has no more than laid an eye on you, yet shakes his head and speaks gravely. Will you not be having your chaplain come to you?”


  The Bishop lifted his eyes, and they gazed sharply forth from the dulled, misshapen visage at his host. Minutes of silence passed thus.


  “These frocked cowards of mine,” he said at last, “they will have prompted you to this.”


  “They see what all see,” replied the other. “It is high time for you to take thought of your peace with God, and gain your victory for the example of lesser people.”


  The Bishop’s scrutiny of his kinsman’s face was not relaxed, but the little eyes seemed to twinkle now, and a fugitive smile passed over the shaven, bloated jowl.


  98 “I will not suffer my priests to be dictating to me,” he said. “They have never dared give the law to me, living; it is not for them to be appointing a time for my death. I will choose my own season and the hour that pleases me best. St. Kieran’s bones! Am I less a Bishop than I was?”


  Turlogh smiled a little in turn. “I would not be saying you are less in any respect whatever,” he replied. He stole a glance over the other’s unwieldy bulk to point his meaning, and the Bishop laughed painfully.


  “You are more after my heart than the others,” he sighed, “and I come to you at the end, only for burial at your hands. That is the way of life, Turlogh, son of Fineen, and the way of death too. They speak a true word enough, these young men of mine. I cannot be going any further. I know it well enough that I shall die here in Dunbeekin. But it is not for them to tell me so. I was Vicar-General for twenty years, and Lord Bishop for eight, and no priest yet wagged his head before me, or gave me the word what I was to do. They are not much, these striplings of mine. They stand in good subjection to me, but they have no invention in their minds. They would not be fit to bury a bishop. It should be a great spectacle, with armed men and fires and a blaze of jewels among the funeral hangings, and the keening of trained women in companies, so that children would remember it when they were palsied with old age. These trivial boys I have with me are not capable of it. They would not lay out the worth of ten cows on me. They have pure hearts, but no proper sense of pageantry. Would you have been seeing any great prelate buried?”


  Turlogh shook his head.


  “But you have some learning,” pursued the other. “It is known to you from books what princes and chieftains have done 99 before our time to honour Holy Church. All they did I will be having done for me, and more too. Some bishops there were who, in their last days, laid down their croziers and put on the monk’s habit, and died on the ashes in what they called humility. I am not one to crawl into Heaven that way. I will be borne across my diocese with pomp, and the clashing of spears and shields about me; and I will be entering Rosscarbery with my bells tolling and my priests chanting as they walk two by two, and all the people wailing at the sides of the path—and kneeling, mind you, as I pass on my way, with this great relic still in my hands. And this is what you will do for me—and you will provide entertainment and good places for the bards, and those who write chronicles in the abbeys, so that my fame may not suffer for the want of a supper or a stool by the fire, and you will administer my will and my estate as I devise. I ask you to promise me these things, Turlogh, son of Fineen, and you will swear it with your hand on this casket.”


  The old chief’s eyes shone with a prompt and welcome resolve. He laid his hand, above the Bishop’s, on the casing of the relic, and, kneeling to kiss the ring again, swore his oath.


  “Send to me now my people,” the prelate said, closing his eyes in weariness.


  To the priests who came when his host had departed he gave commands. His ordo should be brought to him, and parchment or paper for writing, and pens and ink, and thereafter no one of them, nor anybody save his oldest body-servant, should enter the room for the space of three days. When they told him, perforce, that the fire in the castle had swept away all writing materials, he fell into a rage, until they made shift with quills fresh cut from a fowl dead in the bawn, and with a violet dye of wild-cress compounded by the herb-doctor. Then they left him alone with his ordo.


  100 For three days he sat in solitude, and all were forbidden his presence. The old servant knew naught save that he wrote for ever on the margins of his book, slowly and with sorry travail. He touched no food or drink in that time, and at night, still stretched half-seated in his chair, with the casket upon his knees, he slumbered fitfully, eager always for the daylight and his writing again.


  All Dunbeekin heard of these things, and dwelt in thought on nothing else. It was in no man’s mind to set one stone on another in repair of the ruin the English had wrought. No net was put into the bay, and the women lifted not a finger to the task of making curds and white meats. Cattle were killed, and their flesh seethed in new milk, for food; but no cake was baked. The strong meat put a stormy heart into the men. They ground their spear-heads and javelins upon the stones, and cut from the green hides of the slain cattle new covers, soaked and stretched in sea-brine, for their round shields. When they looked one into another’s face, a flash of expectant eyes passed, like a beam of sunlight on a skene. Their words were few, though, for the Bishop had a great name in all Carbery, and the shadow of his passing laid a spell upon their tongues.


  On the third day, a little after sunrise, a commotion stirred among the priests and the strangers of the prelate’s household. The chaplain had been summoned to the room of death, and the Bishop was making his confession. Then doors were opened, and Turlogh with those nearest him went in, until the chamber was filled, and the passage thronged with men lifting themselves on their toes to know what was to happen.


  The Bishop, still in his chair, stared out of his eyes helplessly, and drew breaths which fought their way in and out of his vast girth of trunk. The mask which was his face was ashen-gray. 101 The casket had been lifted from his knees, and a priest held it beside him, so that his ringed hand might lie upon it. The physician, bending on the other side, offered to loosen the robe drawn with oppressive tightness across his breast.


  The Bishop snarled an inarticulate dissent, and strove to lift his free hand.


  “Not any button!” he murmured, thickly. “I abate no atom of my dignity. I will be dying with my robe seemingly disposed.”


  His eyes mounted above the pain to look at Turlogh.


  “In my ordo,” he gasped out, laboriously “all directions are there. You will observe the least of them!”


  The Lord of Dunbeekin bowed, and made to take the book from the hand of the priest who held it. The Bishop interposed with a hoarse call, and strove to shake his head. Those closest round about gazed wonderingly into his troubled frowning face to catch a hint of his meaning. The chaplain, bearing the viaticum, stooped forward to listen for some whispered words.


  “Open the book!” the slow, difficult command came. “Search the rubric. Read aloud to me in what manner a Bishop receives the viaticum!”


  The priest with the book fumbled at its pages. He turned pale as he did so, and cast a confused, appealing glance at the chaplain. He went on, moving the leaves aimlessly, with a hanging lip.


  “Read, read!” insisted the Bishop in stern monition.


  The priest had the passage before him. He was a young man, soft-faced and gentle of mien. The tears started in his eyes, and his mouth quivered as he remained speechless.


  The Bishop sought to rise in his chair. His lifeless face drew itself into lines of wrath; his eyes gleamed, and his voice gurgled turbulently in his throat for a moment, then burst forth in loud, unnatural tones.


  102 “Shrine of Fachnan! Will you not be reading? Read aloud the words! In precisely what manner will a Bishop, in the hour of death, receive the body of our Lord? I command you to read it!”


  In terror-stricken lispings the priest mumbled from the book shaking under his eyes that the Bishop should kneel to receive the Host.


  Laurence, son of Ivar, raised his arms a little.


  “Lift me then to my knees,” he ordered them, with authority.


  They cried out at him in frightened entreaty:


  “For Christ’s sake!” the chaplain, foremost among them, pleaded. “You cannot kneel, my lord! I implore you! I have the power—I omit the kneeling.”


  The Bishop bent his brows angrily upon his confessor, and shook his arms upward again with an imperious gesture.


  “You have power, have you!” he called out in truculent scorn. “You will be giving the law to me, will you? Am I your Bishop? Tell me that, you cropped clown! And will you stand between God’s anointed and the rubric? Here you, Gilcreest! you, Duarcan! Lift me to my knees! I command it! I will be dying as befits my rank and my station!”


  Tremblingly the two servants moved to his side, and with shoulders under his arms, raised the Bishop to his full height. Then they bent to lower him forward. The clerics had turned their brimming eyes away. Turlogh, and the armed men of his sept behind him, who were unafraid yet looked to see a countenance desolated by an anguish too great to gaze upon, beheld instead a strange luminous softness spread over the Bishop’s swollen lineaments, and bring them back to human likeness, and stamp upon them the aspect of triumphant martyrdom. The face of the Bishop was white as death now, and as he sank slowly to his 103 knees, drops of water stood upon his brow. But a light of peace subdued all torment in his calm eyes.


  Thus Laurence, son of Ivar, gained the victory of pilgrimage and devotion and penance. He seemed to the kneeling throng that filled the room to draw no breath, as the tremulous chaplain, bending down, anointed him for his entrance into the company of the Saints. While the words of absolution quivered upon the lips of the ministrant, the Bishop fell forward upon his face.


  “A spirit of pure chastity has departed from among us,” said Turlogh, solemnly blessing himself as he rose to his feet.


  “A tower of magnanimity and a treasury of wisdom in these parts,” responded the confessor.


  “A bestower of rich presents and a chief conservator of the canons of the Church,” added one of the priests.


  The sound of the women’s lamentations without came into the chamber of death. Turlogh put his hand upon his sword, and drew it forth, and kissed the cross upon its hilt.


  “His lightest wish for his burial will be a law to me and to the people of my house.” He spoke the words slowly, and his armed men, hearing them, lifted their heads in the air.


  III


  In the noon hour Dunbeekin stood again under the grey sky, deserted and soundless.


  Old Turlogh, girt as no man had seen him before, with iron upon his breast and a cap of shining steel drawn over his whitened locks, had gathered all who belonged to him in the bawn, and spoken to them from where he stood on the stone of the broken well.


  104 “I will be going hence,” he said, “to bury the holy man, my kinsman, my Lord Bishop. His commands rest upon me, and they are welcome. No other such honour has fallen to me in all my years. But honours that have no substance to the touch are not alike in all eyes. Moreover, this transparent gem of pure piety whom I will be laying in his appointed grave was not close in blood to us. His people have our name, and they are Kian’s sons as well as we, but their birthplace is strange to us. In Muskerry of the Rushes they do not be giving us of the coast much praise or affection. It is their custom to speak of us as pirates and heathen, and even he who lies dead within was not slow to utter that same word. The saint of his vows, too, the holy maiden of the O’Driscolls—Mughain—is no friend to us of Ivehagh. Our sea-forts are spattered with the blood of the O’Driscolls, and my great father, Fineen, son of Conogher of the Steeds, broke down their shrine of Mughain at Dunashad. Therefore you are not bound by any near tie to give your lives for this burial. I will not be laying it on any man for his duty that he should come with me. Those with minds to the contrary will be freely returning now to the hills, for their greater safety, or holding this place till my brother comes back from the army of the Earl. I will be taking with me none but willing people, and I will have it known to them that they are not like to see Dunbeekin again with any mortal vision.”


  When Turlogh in another hour led forth from his gates the funeral train of the Bishop, no breathing creature remained behind. There went with him, to the last one, the robed men of his household, and his galloglasses and kernes, and the hooded women of years, who struck their hands together and screamed the death-wail as they walked; and the younger maidens with short veils, 105 and even to the smallest of the children, clinging at their mothers’ skirts. And the spade-men and the horse-boys drove forward the herds and led the horses not bearing riders, and on these were fastened all the chattels and light possessions of Dunbeekin. In the centre of the armed men walked the priests, and before them proceeded eight servants, bearing upon sticks the pall of the Bishop; and all could see him lying there, under a seemly cover of black cloth, with the casket of the holy relic rising sharp-cornered above his breast.


  There was no heat in the air, and they moved on over the wasted country at a good speed. As twilight gathered, they passed from the defiles of the hills into greener vales, where the streams ran eastward, and no marks of ruin met the eye. Here the beasts fed upon the harvest grass, while a heifer was slain and seethed for human eating; and here the fighting men looked a last time to their blades and spear-heads and their yew bows. Darkness fell, and they went forward again, with Goron the Quick-Eyed in front of all, calling the way, and the keening of the weary elder women rising no higher than the moan of the sea-wind they had left behind for ever.


  In the night, further inland, lights began to gleam upon their course, as if on beacon hills beyond. Then a small flame, borne swiftly, crossed the path nearer at hand. The pale overcast moonlight made visible only the dim rolling shape of the slope down which they were making their way.


  Goron ran back, and then, after hasty whispers of counsel, went forth again into the darkness, with his hand on Turlogh’s bridle rein. They were well in advance of their train when the light they had seen and then lost flashed again suddenly in their very faces; and they, halting, beheld crowded black shadows of men straight in their path.


  106 “What is this all? Who are you?” was sharply demanded out of the obscurity, in a tongue strange to Goron.


  Turlogh, the learned man, had the English.


  “I am the Lord of Dunbeekin,” he made answer, in a cool voice, “and I will be proceeding with my people to Rosscarbery to bury our Lord Bishop, as befits his station and great fame in these parts.”


  The voice of the unseen captain laughed, amid a sinister rattle of steel on steel.


  “There is no Rosscarbery left on the face of the earth. There is no Bishop, alive or dead. There is no Lord of Dunbeekin, but only an old thief of a rebel hiding in the mountains, who called himself such among his native savages. Him we will hang when found, as we hung his kinsman, the barbarian Donal Grany, on the lintel of his own castle in Kinalmeaky.”


  “I am he of whom you speak,” returned Turlogh; “and when I have buried my Bishop, and fulfilled to the last the commands of his testament, which I have here with me writ by his own hand, we will talk further of this hanging. But now I will be moving forward on my way.”


  Other sounds of laughter rose about them in the darkness.


  “They are all mere Irish,” said a rough man’s voice, after a moment. “They bear with them a bier of some sort, true enough, but they have their women and children and herds with them as well. It is a strange game. Why should we not fall upon them now, before they have wrought the mischief of their conceit?”


  “You are outside the law,” spoke the first voice, that of authority. “We may put you all to the sword, here where we find you.”


  “I know of no law but my Lord Bishop’s wish,” replied 107 Turlogh. “I am not outside that. I will be making a truce with you until he has been buried as he desired. Thereafter I ask no accommodation at your hands.”


  “Saw any one ever such another land of holy men and lunatics?” communed the English captain with the blackness.


  “Nay,” one of his party urged, “it is not holiness but empty superstition, and to be a lunatic argues previous sound wit, which these savages never yet possessed. Say rather an island of idolatrous idiots.”


  The captain spoke again: “If you are Turlogh Mahowne, as you declare yourself, go forward then to Rosscarbery, if you can find it by the smoke over its ashes, and bury your Papist carrion wherever the ground is not baked too stiff for digging, and when you have made an end of it, then will we have more talk.”


  The day dawned, and showed to Turlogh and his caravan bodies of armed men on either side, moving along at a distance, in even progress with the funeral train. There were leaders in the saddle, encased in metal to the thighs; and the footmen, breeched in buff leather and with iron caps, bore long pikes on their shoulders. In numbers they were to the men of Dunbeekin as three to one; and in another four hours, upon the meeting of the high roads outside Rosscarbery, two score more joined them.


  “They are fine men,” said Goron, walking at his master’s bridle. “I have never seen them in the open country before. They are better than we are. They will make but one bite of us, as a white trout with a May-fly.”


  “The May-fly!” answered Turlogh, musingly. “Two years does it be spending underground, preparing its wings. And then—the portion of one day up above in the air and the sunlight, and it ends in the beak of a bird or the jaws of a strong fish. Your speech is always wise, Goron, son of Tiarnan. It is I 108 who am the May-fly, and this is my one little morning in the world.”


  Where Rosscarbery had been, Turlogh and his people traced through choked paths and streets blocked with stones of broken houses the place of the cathedral. They moved about among its blackened ruins, and lifting great blocks of masonry from the site of the high altar, dug there a grave and shaped a rude coffin of large stones, and laid Laurence, son of Ivar, to his rest. They knelt uncovered while the chaplain said the funeral mass; and the singing priests chanted, and the elder women raised their voices in the last wail over the grave.


  Then Turlogh gave a sign to his people, and going out, led in his own horse over the tumbled debris of the shattered transept. He drew his sword, and the animal fell with a pierced throat upon the place where they had buried the Bishop. The men of Dunbeekin brought forward the other horses, neighing in their fright, and slew them one by one; and the cattle, driven in and leaping wildly in terror over the despoiled floors, were beaten down with the war-axes, and piled, smoking, on the high altar. At Turlogh’s command, the jewels and fine cloths and books they had brought were heaped here too, and with his own hand he struck a flame and set them alight. The smoke curled thickly outward, and forced the chieftain back. He led the way forth to the open air. In the space beyond the west front he came upon a line of English drawn close to bar his passage. Over his shoulders he saw other lines guarding the sides against escape. His eye sought out the captain, and he moved toward him.


  “There will be a price on my head?” he asked, calmly—“on me, Turlogh, son of Fineen, Lord in Dunbeekin?”


  The other shook his head.


  “You flatter yourself,” he said. “You were not accounted of 109 sufficient dignity for that. A trifle of drink-money, perhaps, to the man who should run you down in the bog and cut your throat: no more.”


  “That is very bad news for me,” replied Turlogh. “If it were otherwise, I would be asking you for that money, to place it there in the fire I have built in offering to my Lord Bishop. All that I had I have given, but it is not nearly enough. My Lord Bishop was mercifully spared the knowledge of the ruin and great calamities that have fallen upon us all. He died bequeathing large moneys to the poor, and a sum of the value of sixty cows for masses for his soul; and other sums for a grand tomb, and for needy scholars and the like; and I am pledged to carry out his will. His poor have been starved or murdered; his students are dispersed; out of charity the masses will be said in Spain and France, and other pious lands, whither our priests have fled. But I would not that any penny should be spared to the enrichment of his tomb. Yet if there be nothing more forthcoming, then there is an end to my task. And now my truce with you will be over, too.”


  The young Englishman looked at the tall pale old man in doubtful silence for a little.


  “You are no better than a heathen, in your spiritual part,” he said at last; “but I know not that you are a harmful rebel. Get you back to your Dunbeacon, as you call it, and take your motley ragamen with you, and swear an oath of loyal behaviour to Her Most Splendid Majesty before you go; and the truce—who shall say—it may last your lifetime. At the worst, it was your brother we wanted, not you.”


  Turlogh straightened his thin form, and stepped out to face the captain.


  “They call me Turlogh of the Two Minds,” he said, with a 110 greater calmness than before. “All my life I have not shed any man’s blood, because it did not seem to me to be wholly a good thing to do, and I hesitated. But now, in my old age, my last day, I have only one mind in me. You and your people have come where no one asked you, and you have put massacre and desolation of famine and destruction upon us, when we had not deserved it. And I have told you that our truce is ended, and you will not be believing it, and now I will prove it to you.”


  Upon the word he smote the captain in the face with one hand, and with the other plunged his skene into his neck. The two men clutched each other, and as they toppled, writhing, to the ground, rival cries of battle split the air. The English, with full-mouthed oaths and shouts of wrath, hurled themselves forward. The Irish, huddling backward to guard their unarmed folk, raised a defiant answering yell, and fought in wild despair. They were hewn down where they stood, and after them their priests and women and children. Nothing that had come out of Dunbeekin was left with a breath in it.


  The English captain, chalk-faced, and with his throat swathed in stained bandages, leant upon his sword while the straps of his cuirass were unbuckled, and the cumbrous breastplate lifted from him. He looked down with a rueful, musing half-smile at the trampled form of an old man which had been dragged out from a confused pile of bodies, and lay stretched at his feet. The head was bruised and the white hair was torn and clotted, but the withered upturned face, looking very small and waxen now, wore an aspect of pride and sweetness which moved him. He gently pushed the hair aside from the marble temples with his boot, and sighed as he looked again.


  “Shall we send the head to Cork?” asked another officer, resting on one knee beside the body. “After all, he was a 111 lord in the eyes of the Irish, and he had a castle, such as it was.”


  “No,” responded the captain, on reflection. “He came a long way to bury his Bishop, and he gave him a funeral of distinction to the full measure of his ability. Bear him inside, and let him lie beside his Bishop. They have heads and to spare in Cork without his.”


  Then after a little pause he lifted his gaze and turned away.


  “It may be that you are right,” he said again. “It may be they are idolatrous idiots and nothing better; but when I looked upon the old man lying there, the whimsy came to me. I should have liked him to have been my father.”


  A sharp exclamation of surprise came from the kneeling officer, and the captain wheeled on his heel.


  “I’ll be sworn I saw it!” the former cried, staring fixedly down at the face on the ground. “When you spoke those words, the old rebel’s body stirred, and his death’s-head shook itself.”


  The speaker had a knife out from his belt, and the captain bent to lay a sharply restraining hand on his arm. Together they scrutinized the body before them. It was plainly a corpse.


  “My oath on it, he moved!” insisted the kneeling man.


  “You dream!” said the captain, stoutly enough, but a little shudder ran through the sigh with which he turned away.


  ·  ·


  112 Two Pictures


  By Elizabeth Stanhope Forbes


  I. Marie


  II. Jonquil


  ·  ·
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  117 To the Bust of the Pompeian Cœlia


  By Leila Macdonald


  
    Alas, my Cœlia, that your grace


    Could not prevail on ardent Death


    To spare your sweet perfumed breath,


    The youthful glories of your face.


    But still you smile:


    Your beauty, never conquered yet,


    Disdains the tears of men’s regret.

  


  
    Across your curved and rosy ears,


    How fair the curling ringlets fell,


    And kissed your bosom’s snowy swell—


    Olympus to your lover’s tears.


    We wonder now,


    Within your body’s rounded grace


    What woman’s soul found resting-place?

  


  
    And in what flowered path of bliss


    Did the stern Fates direct your feet?


    Where only youth and beauty meet,


    And every bower conceals a kiss?


    Ah, happy maid!


    That bowed your head to Love’s command,


    The fairest mistress in the land.

  


  
    118 What murmur in the summer air,


    What gentle tread of sandalled feet,


    What silken rustle through the street,


    When maidens to the bath repair.


    They smiling stand,


    Throw off the veilings of their grace,


    And court the waters’ cool embrace.

  


  
    At the fair banquet’s joyous hour,


    ’Mid scent, and song, and whirling dance,


    You bought men’s worship with a glance;


    Like shaded fire, its languorous power.


    Ah, cruel eyes!


    Hyperion, when his Sun arose,


    No brighter glories could disclose.

  


  
    Or, at the Goddess’ awful shrine,


    With shrouded head and trembling knees,


    The shuddering music of your pleas


    Strove vainly for the ears divine.


    Pleas, who shall say,


    For children’s smiles; for lover’s kiss;


    For all that makes a woman’s bliss?

  


  
    The radiant waters rise and meet,


    And gather on the tideless shore;


    But Cœlia’s footsteps sound no more,


    And silence crowds the eager street.


    The widowed bay


    Through glowing day and scented night


    Mourns for her city of delight.

  


  
    119 Alas, my Cœlia, you, whose grace


    Has perished with the silent Time,


    Accept this homage of a rhyme,


    Paid to where stone reflects your face.


    For stone may show


    Not all Vesuvius could eclipse


    The sunshine of your smiling lips.

  


  ·  ·


  120 Two Pictures


  By Caroline Gotch


  I. On the Seine


  II. Motherhood


  ·  ·
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  125 Books


  A Letter to the Editor and an Offer of a Prize


  From “The Yellow Dwarf”


  Sir: In London, if one is placed sufficiently low in the social hierarchy—or if, high placed, one is sufficiently fond of low life—to frequent houses in which Literature as a subject of conversation is not inhibited, one may occasionally hear it said of this or that recently published book that it has just been “reviewed” in the Athenæum or “noticed” in the Academy, “praised” by the Spectator or “slated” by the Saturday Review. I don’t know whether you will agree with me in deeming it significant that one almost never hears of a book nowadays that it has been criticised. People who run as they talk are not commonly precisians in their choice of words, but the fact that the verb to criticise, as governing the accusative case of the substantive book, has virtually dropped out of use, seems to me a happy example of right instinct. Books (books in belles lettres, at any rate, novels, poems, essays, what you will, not to include scientific, historical, or technical works), books in belles lettres are almost never criticised in the professedly critical journals of our period in England. They are reviewed, noticed, praised, slated, but almost never criticised.


  126 I hasten to exempt from my indictment those journals that are not professedly critical; to exempt trade journals, for instance, medical journals, journals of sport and fashion, and the daily newspapers. The most one can fairly require of one’s daily newspaper is that it should give one the news of the day. I’m not denying that a craving for the news of the day is a morbid craving, but it is to gratify it that the daily newspapers are daily born, daily to die. We can’t with any sort of justice ask our penny daily for a considered criticism of books. That were to ask for more than our pennyworth; and besides, the editor might reasonably retort upon us, “You have come to the wrong shop.” We don’t go to the ironmonger’s for a leg of mutton, nor to the stationer’s to get our hair cut. Wherefore I in no wise reproach the penny dailies (nor even the formidabler threepenny daily) for sedulously eschewing anything remotely in the nature of considered literary criticism.[4] Let me add, at once, that I don’t reproach them, on the other hand, for their habits of printing long columns of idiomatic Journalese, and heading the same NEW BOOKS. They thereby give employment to the necessitous; they encourage publishers (poor dears!) to publish—and to advertise; they deceive nobody within the four-mile radius; they furnish the suburbs with an article the suburbs could probably not distinguish from the real thing if they saw the two together; and (to crown all) it is the inalienable privilege of the British reader to skip. I buy my Morning Post, that I may follow, from my humble home in Mayfair, the doings of the Great in Bayswater; my Daily News, that I may be informed of the fluctuations of Mr. Gladstone’s health; my Telegraph, that I may learn what is happening 127 in Balham, watch the progress of the shilling testimonial to Dr. Grace, savour the English of Mr. Clement Scott, and keep up my Italian by studying the leaders of Mr. Sala; my Pall Mall Gazette … I really can’t think why, unless it be to enjoy the prankful cubsomeness (not to mention the classical attainments) of Mr. W. E. Henley’s truculent fifth form; but it is certain that I buy not one of these inexpensive sheets to the end of getting a considered criticism of books.


  The case of the professedly critical periodicals, however, is a different and a graver case. They are professedly critical, and they do not criticise. They review, they notice, they extol, they scold; but criticise, but weigh, discriminate, analyse, perceive, appreciate—who will pretend that they do that? They wield the bludgeon and the butter-knife, they employ the copying-press and the garbling-press; but those fine instruments of precision which are the indispensable tools of the true critic’s craft, they would appear never to have heard of. For the sake of a modern instance, examine for a moment the methods of the Saturday Review. There was a time, and that not so long ago, when the Saturday Review, though never critical, was at least diverting; it was supercilious, it was impertinent, it was crabbed and cross-grained, but it was witty, it was diverting. I am speaking, however, of the present Saturday Review, which is another matter. From week to week I take it in, and read (or make some sort of an endeavour to read) its “literary” columns. And what do I find? I find articles with such felicitous headings as “Mr. So-and-So—Minor Poet;” I find perennial allusions to the length of another poet’s hair; but—criticism? I find that where once the Saturday Review was supercilious and diverting, it is now violent and provincial; but—criticism? I find that where once it spoke to me with the voice of a soured but well-bred and rather witty academic don, it 128 now bellows at me in the tones of a bull of Bashan; but—criticism? I find—I find anything you like but criticism. Yet, surely, the Saturday Review is amongst the most notorious of the professedly critical journals of Great Britain. The Spectator, the Academy, the Athenæum, are different, very different—with a likeness. The likeness, I would submit, consists in the rigorous exclusion of considered literary criticism from their columns.[5]


  I am more concerned for the moment to mention and to deplore this state of things than to inquire into its causes. But certain of its causes invite no inquiry; they are obvious, they “spring at our eyes.” Foreigners, to be sure, pretend that our trouble is radical and ineradicable; that the British mind is essentially and hopelessly uncritical; that directly we attempt to criticise we begin to compare. (“They can only communicate their opinion of Oranges by translating it in terms of Onions,” says Varjine; and he adds, “The most critical Englishman I ever met was a clown in a circus at Marseilles.”) That is a question I won’t go into here. What is obvious and indisputable is this: that with the dissemination of ignorance through the length and breadth of our island, by means of the Board School, a mighty and terrible change has been wrought in the characters both of the majority of readers and of the majority of writers. The “gentleman and scholar” who still flourished when I was young, has sunken into unimportance both as a reader and as a writer. The bagman and the stockbroker’s clerk (and their lady wives and daughters) ’ave usurped his plyce and his influence as readers; and the pressman has picked up his fallen pen,—the pressman, sir, or the presswoman! Well, what, by the operation of the law of cause and effect, what should we naturally 129 expect? With an illiterate reading mob howling at our doors, and a tribe of pressmen scribbling at our tables, what, in the name of the universe, should we expect? What we get; not so? And the poor “gentleman and scholar,” where he survives, is exposed to full many risks and full many sorrows. If he reads his penny daily in the morning, he is in danger of seeing his own critical vision obscured or distorted for the rest of the day, as his palate would be blunted should he breakfast off raw red herring. If he wants to write a book, he knows that there is no public to buy or read or understand it: and what’s the use of casting pearls before animals that prefer acorns? If he wants to read a book, he knows that the entire output of decent literature in England during a year he might easily learn by heart in a fortnight. So he must read a foreign book or an old book, or else fall back, for fiction, upon our Stanley Weymans and our J. M. Barries; for poetry, upon our Sir Lewis Morrises or our Sir Edwin Arnolds; and for criticism … shall I say upon our Mr. Harry Quilters?


  The critical periodicals of Great Britain make it a practice to review, notice, praise, or slate almost everything in the guise of a book or booklet which, by hook or crooklet, contrives to get itself put forth in print. They manage these affairs better in furrin’ parts. In furrin’ parts, your critical periodical silently ignores ninety-and-nine in every hundred of the books that are printed, and then—criticises the hundredth.


  The fact is, Mr. Editor, that in order to criticise you must have certain endowments—you must have a certain equipment. You must have eyes and ears, you must have taste; you must have the analytic faculty and the knack of nice expression; you must have the habit of getting at close quarters with your thought and your emotion—you must be able to explain why, for what qualities, for what defects, you cherish Mr. Henry James (for 130 instance), regard Mr. Marriott Watson with expectant pleasure, dread Mr. Anthony Hope, and flee from Miss Marie Corelli as from the German measles. You must have knowledge—a University education, indeed, would do you no harm, nor an acquaintance with the literatures of France and Russia. You must have a tradition of culture. And, above all, you must have leisure,—for any sort of considered writing you must have leisure.


  Well, how many of these endowments, how much of this equipment is your Pressman, your Saturday Reviewer, likely to have? Taste? The analytic faculty? The instinct for the just word? Knowledge? A University education? An acquaintance with the writings of de la Clos and Frontin, of Poushkine and Karamanzine? A tradition of culture? And leisure? Leisure. He is paid at the rate of so many shillings a column. And he has his bread to earn; and bread, my dear, is costly. One does what one can. One glances hurriedly through the book that has been sent one “for review,” and then (provided one is honest, and has no private spite to wreak upon the author, no private envy to assuage, no private log to roll) one dashes off one’s “thousand words,” more or less, of unconsidered praise or unconsidered abuse, as the case may be. One says the book is “good,” the book is “bad.” Good—bad: with the variations upon them to be found in his Dictionary of Synonyms: there are your Pressman-Critic’s alternative criticisms. Good—with greater or smaller emphasis: bad—with greater or smaller virulence, and more or less frequent references to the length of the author’s hair. There is your Pressman-Critic’s “terminology.” A novel by Mr. George Meredith is—good; a novel by Mr. Conan Doyle is—good. You would hardly call that manner of criticism searching, enlightening, exhaustive; you would hardly call it nuancé, I fancy, sir.


  But you are wondering why I should take the matter so grievously 131 to heart. I will tell you. It is not, I confess, for patriotic reasons; not that I weep to see England the least among nations in this particular. It is for reasons purely personal and selfish. I love to read criticism. And to deprive me of the chance to do so is to deprive me of a pleasure. I love to discover my own thoughts and feelings about a book accurately expressed in elegant and original sentences by another fellow. When I happen upon such criticism I experience a glow of delight and a glow of pride, almost as great as if I had written it myself; and yet I have had no trouble. Monsieur Anatole France has kindly taken the trouble for me. Well, sir, we have no Monsieur Anatole France in these islands; or, if we have one, he doesn’t write for our professedly critical journals. I ransack the serried columns of the Saturday Review, and its contemporaries and rivals, in vain, from week to week, to discover my own thoughts and feelings about books accurately expressed in elegant and original sentences. I discover pretty nearly everything except the thing I pine for. I discover plenty of pedantry and plenty of ignorance, plenty of feebleness and plenty of good stodgy “ability,” plenty of glitter and plenty of dullness, plenty of fulsomeness and more than a plenty of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness; but the thing I seek is the one thing I never find.


  When I went abroad for my holiday, in August, I took with me a bagful of comparatively recent books, all of which I read, or tried to read, while I was drinking the waters and being douched and swindled at Aix-les-Bains. I yearn, sir, to see my thoughts and feelings about these books set forth in elegant and original phrases by another fellow. And herewith I offer a prize. I will indicate very cursorily in a few rough paragraphs what my thoughts and feelings about the books in question are; and then I will offer a prize of—well, of fifty shillings—say, £2 10s. 0d.—to any one, 132 man or woman, who will, on or before the 31st day of December in the present year, put into my hands a typewritten manuscript containing what I shall admit to be a polished, a considered—in one word, a satisfactory expression of my views. I make no reservation as to the length of the manuscript. It may run to as many thousand words as its writer wishes.


  The first book I opened was not, after all, exactly a recent book. It was Mr. Hall Caine’s Manxman. I confess I didn’t open it with much hope of being able to read it, for past experience had taught me that to read a book by Mr. Hall Caine to the far-glimmering end was apt to be an enterprise beyond my powers of endurance. In early life I had begun his Shadow of a Crime, and had broken down at the eightieth page; when I was older, I had begun The Deemster, and had broken down at the eighth—the fearless energy of youth was mine no longer. However, I had been the owner of an uncut copy of the Manxman for well-nigh a twelvemonth; and I was in a Spartan temper; and I said—with some outward show of resolution, but with a secret presentiment of failure—I said, “We’ll have a try.”


  Alas, at page 41, where the curtain falls—I beg Mr. Hall Caine’s pardon—where the curtain descends upon the seventh scene, I saw myself beaten. “The moon had come up in her whiteness behind, and all was quiet and solemn around. Philip fell back and turned away his face.” All was quiet and solemn araound! It was the final, the crushing, blow. I too fell back and turned away my face. I closed the Manxman, and gave it to my valet, who, it may please Mr. Hall Caine to learn, said, “Thenk you, sir;” and, a week afterwards, the honest fellow told me he had enjoyed it.


  A talent for reading the works of Mr. Hall Caine is a talent 133 that Heaven has denied me: one can’t expect everything here below. Their artificial simplicity, their clumsiness, their heaviness, their dreary counterfeit of a kind of common humour, their laborious strivings for a kind of shoddy pathos, their ignorance, their vulgarity, their pretentiousness, and withal their unmitigated insipidity—these are the qualities, no doubt, that make them popular with the middle classes, that endear them to the Great Heart of the People, but they are too much for the likes o’ me. I don’t mind vulgarity when I can get it with a dash of spice, as in the writings of Mr. Ally Sloper, or with a swagger, as in the writings of Mr. Frank Harris. I don’t mind insipidity when I can get it with a touch of cosmopolitan culture, as in the writings of Mr. Karl Bædeker. But vulgarity and insipidity mingled, as in the writings of Mr. Hall Caine, are more than my weak flesh can bear. On the title-page of The Manxman Mr. Caine prints this modest motto: “What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world and lose his own soul?” On page 6 he observes: “In spite of everything he loved her. That was where the bitterness of the evil lay.” On page 7, “A man cannot fight against himself for long. That deadly enemy is certain to slay.” On page 11, “His first memory of Philip was of sleeping with him, snuggled up by his side in the dark, hushed and still in a narrow bed with iron ends to it, and of leaping up in the morning and laughing.” And then, on page 41, “The moon had come up in her whiteness behind, and all was quiet and solemn around.” Note the subtle perceptions, the profound insight, the dainty verbiage, the fresh images, the musical rhythm of these excerpts. “That was where the bitterness of the evil lay!” “A man cannot fight against himself!” “The moon had come up in her whiteness beyind!” …. Faugh, sir, the gentleman writes with his mouth full. Let us haste to an apothecary’s, and buy an 134 ounce of civet, to sweeten our imagination. And all was quiet and solemn araound![6]


  At the forty-first page I closed the Manxman, and gave it to my valet. It was as if for forty-one leaden minutes I had been listening to the speech of Emptiness incarnate; but a pompous Emptiness, a rhetorical Emptiness, an Emptiness with the manner of an Oracle and the accent of an Auctioneer: an Emptiness that would have lulled me to slumber if it hadn’t sickened me. I wonder how Mr. Hall Caine keeps awake as he writes.


  Nature abhors a vacuum, but the British Public, it would appear, loves an Emptiness. The Public, however, doesn’t matter. The Great Heart of the People has warmed to bad literature in all ages and in all countries. The disgraceful thing is that in England bad literature is taken seriously by persons who profess to be Critics. The critics of France don’t take Monsieur Georges Ohnet seriously; the critics of Russia don’t take Alexis Gorloff seriously; but the critics of England do take Mr. Hall Caine seriously. Well, it only shows what a little pretentiousness in this ingenuous land will accomplish.


  The value of pretentiousness can scarcely be too highly commended to young authors. If you are more desirous of impressing the ignorant than of doing good work, if you would rather make the multitude stare than make the remnant gaze—Be pretentious, and let who will be clever. A young author who appears to have 135 taken this excellent maxim to heart is Mr. John Oliver Hobbes. His was the next book I directed an attack upon, after I had beaten my retreat from the impenetrable Manxman. But I found myself confronted with Pretentiousness at the very drawbridge. There fluttered a flag—I daresay, on my unsupported testimony, you could scarce believe it; but I can refer you to the book itself, or (it has been advertised like a patent medicine) to its publishers’ advertisements, for corroboration—there fluttered a flag bearing this device—


  
    THE GODS


    SOME MORTALS


    AND


    LORD WICKENHAM


    BY


    JOHN OLIVER


    HOBBES

  


  This, in Christian England! And above it and below it were wonderful drawings, drawings of gods and goddesses and mortals; and, at one side of it, another wonderful drawing, a drawing of an Owl.


  When I recovered my breath I turned to Chapter I., An Aristocratic Household, and before I had reached the bottom of that short first page, here is the sort of sentence I had to face and vanquish: “The young girl who came forward seemed to have been whipped up into a fragile existence from the very cream of tenderness, love, and folly.” It is doubtless very pretty, but do you know what it means? Anyhow, it has the great merit of being Pretentious. I can see the Pressman-Critic, as his eye lights upon it. I can see him “sit up.” I can hear him gasp, 136 and murmur to himself, “Ah! This is a book to be treated with respect. This is written.” Thus, by a discreet appreciation of the value of Pretentiousness, Mr. Hobbes breaks his Pressman-Critic’s spirit with his title-page, and has him entirely subjugated about half-way down page 1.


  But do you imagine that the author’s pretentiousness begins and ends here, at the threshold? Far from it. His book is pretentious in every line; I might almost say in every dash and comma. It is linked pretentiousness long drawn out. It is packed with aphorisms, with reflections: it is diversified with little essays, little shrieks, and philosophic sighs: all pretentious. On page 135, for instance: “The weak mind is never weary of recounting its failures.” On dirait the late Mr. Martin Tupper—not? On page 23: “O Science! art thou not also sometimes in error?” On dirait the late Mr. Thomas Carlyle. On page 13: “Men should be careful how they wish.” On dirait Monsieur de la Palisse….. And then, what shall we say of this? In Chapter IV. Dr. Simon Warre writes a letter; and the author heads the chapter: In which Warre displays a forgotten talent! Oddsfish, the letter one is justified in expecting, after that! What one gets is a quite ordinary, gossipy, rather vulgar, rather snobbish, very pretentious letter; and the only talent Warre displays is the talent of the Reporter, the Reporter for a Society paper; and that talent is unfortunately not forgotten.


  Intending competitors for my prize will observe, furthermore, that the story, the plot, of The Gods, Some Mortals, and Lord Wickenham, is exactly the same dear old story that used to delight our nursery governesses when we were children. A good husband—oh, so good!—married to a horrid, wicked wife; a lord; a villain; an elopement. The same dear old conventional story, 137 the same dear old conventional personages. I can’t say characters, for there isn’t a character, there isn’t an individual, there isn’t the ghost of a human creature, in the book. Simon Warre, his wife, his friend, his wife’s lover, Allegra—not one is a man or a woman of flesh and blood, whom we can recognize, whom we can think of as of people we have known: each is a formula, a shadow, a conventional type. And then—Allegra! Allegra carried me back an appalling number of years into the past, to the time when I was young and foolish. Everybody, when he was young and foolish (and generally in the flush of enthusiasm that follows his first visit to Italy—for a fortnight, at Easter, say), everybody has written a novel whereof the heroine was a pale mysterious Italian girl, the daughter of a nobleman; and wasn’t she almost always named Allegra? And then everybody who was prudent has burned his manuscript. I burned mine, thank mercy; but Mr. John Oliver Hobbes has published his. Ah, weel, bairn, ye maun just live and lurrun.


  “Ah, but the style! The style’s the thing!” cries the Pressman. Quite so; the style. Mr. Hobbes seems to be perpetually straining in his style for the quality vaguely called distinction (which, I lately read, in the Saturday Review, of all places, is as easy as minor poetry), but, easy as it is, he never succeeds in achieving it. What he does achieve is—sometimes a feeble echo of Mr. George Meredith; sometimes a flimsy imitation of Miss Austen; sometimes a bit that is Carlylean or Tupperesque; and, more often, gems of pure Journalese, so that one might wonder, “Is Mr. Hobbes, too, a Pressman?” But style is personal, style is the man. Here there is no style; there is only a mechanical mixture of the washings of many styles.


  From the leaden pretentiousness of Mr. Hall Caine and the glassy pretentiousness of Mr. John Oliver Hobbes, it was restorative 138 to turn to the naturalness, the honesty, and the simplicity of Miss Ménie Muriel Dowie’s Gallia, Miss Ella D’Arcy’s Monochromes, and Mr. Kenneth Grahame’s Golden Age.


  Of Miss D’Arcy’s book I will leave the would-be winners of my prize full liberty to say what they like; only, they must say this: that the book gives its author at once a place among the three masters (indulge the gender), the three masters of the short-story form at present working in the English tongue; and they must add that Miss D’Arcy is by no means the smallest of the three, and that she does not in the least resemble either of the other two.


  Again, of Mr. Grahame’s book, say what you will; but be careful also to say that a more melodious or mellow book you have seldom read. Dwell upon the sweetness of the book’s voice, the tenderness of its humour; dwell upon its pathos, its sympathy, its imagination; upon the rich golden glow it has, which is like a second justification of its title.


  In Gallia, I own, I suffered one disappointment—nay, I suffered two. First, I was all along haunted by a suspicion that the book had a moral, that it had a purpose, that it was intended, in some measure, as a tract for the times, and not as a mere frank effort in the art of fiction. And secondly, I missed that brilliant personal note, that vibration of the author’s living voice, which had delighted me in the Girl in the Karpathians, and (still more) in the marvellously clever and vivid little drama, Wladislaw’s Advent, which you, sir, published some time back in the Yellow Book. But, all the same, though I could have wished Miss Dowie to come nearer to the front in proper person, I enjoyed reading Gallia as I have rarely enjoyed reading a latter-day English novel. The style, if severely impersonal, is sincere, direct, effective; the story is new and interesting, the central idea, the motive, being 139 very daring and original indeed; and the characters are distinctly individualised. They are characters, they are human people, they are persons, they aren’t mere personages, mere types. Had Gallia been a roman-à-clef, I think I could have named Dark Essex; I think I could have named Gurdon, too; I’m sure I could have named Miss Essex. As for Bobbie Leighton, little as we see of him, he is a creature of the warmest flesh and the reddest blood; and I, for my part, shall always remember him as a charming fellow whom I met once or twice, but all too infrequently, in Paris, in London, and whose present address I am very sorry not to possess. But Gallia herself I could not have named, though she is as real to me now as she could have been if I had actually known her half my life. If Miss Dowie had, in this book, accomplished nothing more than her full-length portrait of Gallia, she would have accomplished much, for a more difficult model than Gallia a portraitist could hardly have selected. Gallia—so terribly modern, so excessively unusual—a prophecy, rather than a present fact—a girl, an English girl, who declares her love to a man, and yet never ceases to be a fresh, innocent, modest, attractive girl, never for an instant becomes masculine, and never loses her hold upon the reader’s sympathy!


  A writer of fiction could scarcely propose to himself a riskier adventure than that which awaited Miss Dowie when she set out to write the chapter in which Gallia roundly informs Dark Essex that she loves him. Failure was almost a certainty; yet, so far from failing, Miss Dowie has succeeded with apparent ease. The chapter begins with a very fine and delicate observation in psychology. The blankness, the vague pain, rhythmically recurring, but for the specific cause of which Gallia has to pause a little and seek—that is very finely and delicately observed. “‘I remember; there was something that has made me unhappy: 140 what was it?’ Thus her mind would go to work; then suddenly the sharpness of remembrance would lay hold of her nerves, and a little inarticulate cry would escape her; her hands would go up to hide her face, and a shiver, not in her limbs, but in her body, would shake and sicken her.” Presently Dark Essex is shown into the room, and presently Gallia tells him that she loves him. The chapter is restrained, the chapter is dignified, the chapter is convincing, the chapter is moving;—or, rather, the chapters (for the scene is broken into two chapters, and so to break it was a prudent measure; little conventional breaks like this doing wonders to relieve the tension of the reader’s emotion). It must have been difficult enough, in this crisis of the story, to make Gallia herself move and speak convincingly; it must have been a hundred times more difficult to contrive the action and the speeches of the man,—the man who found himself in so unprecedented a situation!


  Gallia is a remarkable book, and Gallia is a remarkable young lady. I have no prejudices in favour of the New Woman; I proclaim myself quite brazenly an Old Male. But I respect Gallia, I admire her, I like her, and I am heartily sorry she made the mistake of marrying Gurdon. It was a mistake, I am persuaded, though an inevitable mistake. But I shall owe a grudge to Miss Ménie Muriel Dowie if she doesn’t by-and-by write another volume about Gallia, and let me know exactly, in detail, how her mistaken, inevitable marriage turned out. I shall look for a volume entitled Lady Gurdon—for Mark will of course by this time have been created a baronet, at the lowest. And, meanwhile, I will ask competitors for my prize to be extremely careful and exhaustive in their criticisms of Gallia.


  Two more books I will ask the same young gentlemen and ladies to consider, and then I will let them off. One is Mr. 141 Hubert Crackanthorpe’s Sentimental Studies, the other Mr. George Moore’s Celibates.


  In dealing with Mr. Crackanthorpe’s book, my prize-critics will kindly give attention to the actuality of his subjects, the clearness of his psychological insight, the intensity of his realisation, the convincingness of his presentation, and the sincerity and dignity of his manner. At the same time, they will point out that Mr. Crackanthorpe often says too much, that he is reluctant to leave anything to his reader’s imagination, his reader’s experience. He doesn’t make enough allowance for his reader’s native intelligence. He forgets that the golden rule in writing is simply a paraphrase of the other Golden Rule: Write as you would be written to. Mr. Crackanthorpe strains a little too hard, a little too visibly, for the mot juste. But the mot juste is sometimes not the best word to use. One must know what the mot juste is, but sometimes one should erase it and substitute the demi-mot. And then isn’t Mr. Crackanthorpe handicapped as an artist by a trifle too much moral earnestness? Moral earnestness in life, I daresay, does more good than harm; but in Art, if present at all, it should be concealed like a vice. Mr. Crackanthorpe hardly takes pains enough to conceal his. If he won’t abandon it—if he won’t leave it to such writers as the author of Trilby and Miss Annie S. Swann—he should at least hide it under mountains of artistry.


  And now for Celibates. Celibates is an important book; I’m not quite sure that Celibates isn’t a great book, but Celibates is assuredly a most perplexing, a most exasperating book. How one and the same man can write as ill and as well, as execrably and as effectively, as Mr. George Moore writes, passes my comprehension. His style, for instance. His style is atrocious, and his style is almost classical. His style is like chopped straw, and his style is like architecture. In its material, in its words, phrases, sentences, 142 his style is as bad as a Christian’s style can be. It is harsh, it is slovenly, it is uncouth; fluency, melody, distinction, charm it lacks utterly; it is sometimes downright ungrammatical; it is very often common, banale, pressmanish; and yet …. Structurally, in its masses, it could scarcely be better. It has (as Mr. Moore would say) line; its drawing, its perspective, its values are the drawing, the perspective, the values of a master. It is a symmetrical temple built of soiled and broken bricks.


  How could a writer who knows his Flaubert as Mr. Moore knows his Flaubert, speak of “sleep pressing upon Mildred’s eyelids,” as Mr. Moore does on page 8? What of la phrase toute faite? How could any one but a pressman say of his heroine that there was “a little pathetic won’t-you-care-for-me expression” in her face? On page 33, Mildred Lawson looked at Ralph Hoskin “in glad surprise.” On page 49 we have an epigram, a paradox: something or other “is as insignificant as life.” On page 51 Ralph says, “I had to make my living ever since I was sixteen.” On page 56 Mr. Moore says, “In the park they could talk without fear of being overheard, and they took interest in the changes that spring was effecting in this beautiful friendly nature.” Shade of Stevenson, shade of Maupassant, what prose! On page 75: “The roadway was full of fiacres plying for hire, or were drawn up in lines three deep.” Shade of Lindley Murray, what grammar! And on the same page: “Elsie wished that Walter would present her with a fan.” It is almost enough to make one agree with the old fogey who remarked, anent Esther Waters, “Mr. Moore writes about servants, and should be read by them.”


  But no, the old fogey was wrong. Bad as Mr. Moore’s style is in its materials, it is very nearly perfect in its structure; and, what’s more, it’s personal. You feel that it is a living voice, an individual’s voice, that it is Mr. George Moore’s voice, which is 143 addressing you. And surely a style ought to be personal, or else style’s not the man.


  The question of style apart, however, what makes Celibates an impressive book, very nearly a great book, is its insight, its sincerity, its vividness, its sympathy. If Mildred Lawson were only decently written—if only some kind soul would do us a decent rendering of it into English—Mildred Lawson would be a story that one could speak of in the same breath with Madame Bovary. Yes. The assertion is startling, but the assertion is an assertion my prize-critic must boldly hazard and proceed to justify. Mildred Lawson is one of the most interesting and one of the most complex women I have ever met in fiction. Her selfishness, her weakness, her strength, her vanity, her coldness, her hundred and one qualities, traits, moods, are analysed with a minuteness that is scientific, but synthesised with a vividness that is entirely artistic, and therefore convincing, moving, memorable. John Norton, structurally, is not quite so faultless as Mildred Lawson, but it is still a very notable achievement, a very important contribution to the English fiction of our day; and I don’t know whether, on the whole, Agnes Lahens isn’t the best piece of work in the volume.


  However, these are questions for my prize-critics to discuss at length—Mr. Moore’s execrable, excellent style; how, as it were, one would imagine he wrote with his boot, not with his pen; his subtle lack of grace, of humour; his deep, true, sympathetic insight; his sincerity, his impressiveness; and what his place is among the four or five considerable writers of fiction now living in England.—I, sir, have already too far trespassed upon your valuable space.


  
    I have the honour to be,


    Your obedient servant,


    The Yellow Dwarf.

  


  ·  ·


  144 Two Pictures


  By Stanhope A. Forbes, A.R.A.


  I. Their Daily Bread


  II. By the Fireside


  ·  ·
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  149 Passion


  By Richard Garnett, LL.D., C.B.


  
    This flame of Passion that so high in air,


    By spice and balsam of the spirit fed,


    With fire and fume vast Heaven hath overspread,


    And blots the stars with smoke, or dims with glare:


    Soon shall it droop, and radiance pure and fair


    Again from azure altitudes be shed;


    And we the murky grime and embers red


    Shall sift, if haply dust of Love be there.


    Gather his ashes from the torrid mould,


    And, quenched with drops of Bacchic revelry,


    Yield to the Stygian powers to have and hold:


    And urn Etrurian let his coffin be;


    For this was made to store the dead and cold,


    And is a thing of much fragility.

  


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  150 A Correspondence


  By Netta Syrett


  I


  “Ithink she is perfectly lovely,” Mrs. Yeo exclaimed, enthusiastically.


  She made a slight indicative movement towards the far corner of the drawing-room, where the folds of a white dress and the feathery edges of a fan were just visible from her corner of the sofa.


  “Ah, I thought you would be surprised.”


  Mrs. Lockyer spoke in the proprietary tone of one who has discovered some priceless treasure and for the first time displays it to the gaze of the multitude.


  “They are altogether an ideal couple, aren’t they?” she continued. “I always say he is quite ridiculously good-looking—too handsome for a mere man!”


  “They met in Rome, you say?”


  “Yes, quite lately; only a few weeks ago, in fact, when the Armstrongs were travelling in Italy. He’d hardly known her a week before he proposed, and it’s scarcely a fortnight now since the day they met—so her mother says. This is his last evening. He’s going back to-morrow to Rome; he has some work to finish there, 151 I understand. He’s a sculptor, you know. Such a romantic occupation, isn’t it?—and so suitable. He has such classical features himself—just like Apollo, or, well, all those Greeky-Roman people. To me he has the air of being the least little bit stand-off. What do you think? I daresay that’s just my fancy though, for I hear he is quite charming, but alarmingly clever. He is more than ten years older than Miss Armstrong, they say, and I believe there’s more difference than that even—don’t you think so?” But Mrs. Yeo’s gaze had turned in the direction of the white dress again.


  “She is very lovely,” she repeated, “but I don’t think she seems quite happy.”


  The girl under discussion had risen from her seat and was standing at the corner of the mantelpiece, one hand resting on the low shelf. From where Mrs. Yeo was sitting she caught a glimpse of a very delicately tinted face; the light from a rose-shaded lamp above the girl’s head fell softly on masses of rippling red-brown hair growing low on the forehead, and parted over the brows, Clytie fashion. Her long trailing gown fell in white folds to her feet.


  Mrs. Yeo was young and imaginative. Her friend’s information about the sculptor fiancé had doubtless something to do with the fancifulness of the notion, yet, as she looked at the girl, her mind was full of vague ideas of Galatea, the beautiful statue slowly awakening to this distressful life.


  “Not happy?” echoed Mrs. Lockyer. “Oh, why not? She ought to be. It’s a most desirable match in every way. Mr. Margrave is well connected and rich, I believe; and”—this in a slightly lower key—“between ourselves, the Armstrongs are not particularly well off. She’s a very quiet girl, I think; not that I know much of her. She’s so very young, you know, only just 152 out, in fact. This is the first dinner they’ve given since her engagement, and——”


  There was a sound of laughter and voices outside, and the usual little stir and flutter in the room as the men came in.


  “Ah, he’s speaking to her. How splendid they look together,” exclaimed Mrs. Yeo, who was taking more than her usual interest in the engagement. The girl looked up with a quick start as the door opened, and hastily withdrew her foot from the fender, as though she had been guilty of some impropriety. She straightened herself, and hurriedly smoothed her dress, while her hand tightened mechanically on the fan she was holding.


  A close observer might have thought the movement almost a shrinking one, and in the little fleeting smile with which she greeted her lover’s approach, there was perhaps as much nervousness as pleasure.


  She looked very young when she raised her eyes, which were clear blue, and at first sight, singularly childlike. But their expression was puzzling; it almost seemed—and Mrs. Yeo was more interested than ever when she noticed this—as though a new nature was struggling in them tentatively, and in a half frightened way, for life and utterance. It was this uncertain air about the girl altogether, which Mrs. Yeo felt, and which appealed to her as pathetic. “She wants someone to be very kind to her just now,” thought the tender-hearted little lady, as she watched the girl’s face.


  The man lingered a few moments beside her, leaning over the back of her chair, but at the first soft notes of a song, he turned towards the piano, and in the girl’s attitude there was a faint suggestion of relief, though her eyes followed him rather wistfully.


  The singer was a slim girl, with a somewhat striking face, 153 and a cloud of dark wavy hair. She glanced up at Margrave with a smile of thanks, as he turned over a leaf for her, and when the song was ended he kept his place at her side. She did not move from the piano, but began to look over a pile of music as though searching for something.


  There was a short silence.


  “Cecily is lovelier than ever to-night,” she observed, abruptly.


  Margrave smiled and glanced in the direction she was looking.


  “Yes,” he assented. “That Greek dress of hers is quite an inspiration.”


  The girl—her name was Gretchen Verrol—bent to pick up a stray leaf before she replied. “Thank you; don’t trouble,” she said; then, “You are praising me unawares,” she added.


  “You designed it then?”


  “And more, I made it, with these my proper hands,” with a little gesture.


  “I honour you equally for your inventive and creative faculties,” he returned laughingly.


  After a moment, with a sudden change of tone, “Cecily is very fortunate in having you with her,” he said. “You read with her, I think? She is very young,” and then he hesitated a little, “I have seen so little of her, and scarcely ever alone, but I fancy she needs——” he paused.


  “She is beautiful enough to need nothing besides,” Gretchen interrupted hastily. “Why don’t you go and talk to her now? She is by herself, and I’m not her governess quite, Mr. Margrave,” she added.


  A young man came up to the piano at the moment, and she held out a piece of music to him. “Here is a song I know you sing, Mr. Graham! Shall I play it for you?” she asked almost in the same breath.


  154 Margrave looked at her a moment with an expression which was at first perplexed, and also a trifle disconcerted before he obediently went back to Cecily.


  II


  Five years difference in the ages of two girls is not too much to admit the possibility of intimate friendship. Not that this was the term which could, with any appropriateness, describe the relation between Cecily and Gretchen Verrol, though they were constantly together, and though Gretchen, and all that she did, occupied, or at any rate till quite recently had occupied, nearly the whole of Cecily’s mental horizon.


  Gretchen Verrol was a distant cousin of Mrs. Armstrong, for whom circumstances had rendered it unavoidable to do something in the way of help.


  Most fortunately, both for herself and for the Armstrongs, it happened that Gretchen was clever and accomplished—“the very companion we could have chosen for our dear Cecily,” as her mother frequently observed. This being the case, matters were easily arranged, and for a year previous to Cecily’s engagement, Miss Verrol had lived with the Armstrongs, “reading” with Cecily, helping her with her music, and generally “forming her taste,” as Mrs. Armstrong again frequently, if somewhat vaguely, remarked.


  Mrs. Armstrong was a slightly vague person altogether, but kindly-natured and easy-going. Her one positive emotion being admiration for her young cousin, who soon held a very important, if not the most important, position in the household.


  Whether her engagement had done anything towards lessening the exalted opinion of Gretchen which Cecily shared with her mother was a doubtful question.


  155 “Do you like that Miss Verrol?” some one asked her once rather dubiously, and Cecily looked at her interrogator in a startled, half-awed fashion.


  “She is so clever, you know,” she replied, irrelevantly as it seemed, glancing furtively behind her as she spoke.


  Gretchen was still an object of as much wondering reverence to Cecily a year afterwards as she had been during the first week of their acquaintance, when Miss Verrol had already summed up her impressions of the latter, once and for all.


  She practically knew Cecily, as she remarked to herself, after the first day, and at the end of the first week she proceeded to recapitulate and to get her by heart. An easy task! So easy that she had to sit and look at her with an air of critical wonder.


  They were reading German. That is, Gretchen was. She had been pronouncing the words with great distinctness, and Cecily, with laborious effort after imitation, had made strange and weird sounds, unlike any language that was ever imagined, far less spoken. Presently Gretchen’s voice stopped, and it was then that Cecily began to move restlessly, raising apprehensive eyes to those which her companion bent quietly upon her. The silence became a little oppressive; Cecily fidgeted, dropped her eyes, and began to pull the blotting-paper to pieces with nervous fingers. Gretchen laid a hand upon it, and quietly drew it away.


  “It is no good for you to read this,” said Miss Verrol at last, calmly.


  “No,” meekly assented Cecily.


  “We’ve tried French—you don’t seem to understand anything of that.”


  “No,” she repeatedly hopelessly.


  “Tell me—you don’t really care for music, reading, poetry, pictures, do you?”


  156 This was practically an assertion, though put in the form of a question. Cecily felt compelled to reply.


  “No,” she acknowledged again, faintly.


  Gretchen continued to look at her.


  “It is very curious,” she remarked critically, as though she had come upon a totally new species and was interested.


  Cecily suddenly dropped her fair head upon her arms, and burst into tears.


  Miss Verrol waited silently till the storm was passed. There was a glass opposite, and she looked across at it as the girl raised her tear-stained face.


  “It doesn’t matter,” she said in the same critical tone. “You are pretty enough to make it of no consequence. You even look pretty when you cry. Now, I look hideous.”


  This was the first and only spoken allusion to Cecily’s mental deficiencies that Gretchen ever made. The reading and music practising went on regularly as usual, and Cecily still persevered in her frantic attempts at the German accent. If there was the slightest trace of weariness in Gretchen’s tone as she corrected her for the fourth or fifth time in one word, it was so faint as to be only just appreciable, and when at the end of the hour Cecily stole an apprehensive glance at her face, it was always calm and imperturbable.


  “Now we will have the duet,” was what she usually said as she closed the book. Indeed, her patience during the hours devoted to “mental culture” was altogether admirable, and if signs of Cecily’s lack of intelligence had been otherwise wanting, they would have been supplied by the fact that, while humbly recognising the goodness and wisdom of Gretchen, and striving earnestly to be worthy of it, she would yet have found it a relief if the latter had sometimes lost her temper.


  157 This absence of impatience or reproach paralysed her. Once when Gretchen had been called away in the middle of the duet, she sat vacantly staring at the keys for a moment.


  All at once, with a sudden frantic movement, she half rose from her seat at the piano, a look of positive terror in her eyes.


  “If only she would say something—anything! I can’t breathe when she looks at me,” she panted breathlessly.


  When Gretchen came back she was patiently practising a bar over and over again.


  “Try it once more, Cecily,” Gretchen said, gazing straight before her out of the window. “It isn’t right.”


  Mrs. Armstrong found her cousin really invaluable. She was as clever with her fingers as with her brains, and when Cecily began to go out, she not only designed, but also made most of her charming gowns for evening wear.


  She always helped her to dress for dances—dressed her, in fact—for Cecily generally stood quite passive to have her hair arranged, her flowers fastened in, or the folds of her gown artistically draped.


  On these occasions Gretchen never failed to praise her beauty openly and with an air of impartial criticism, and then Cecily winced and trembled a little, but said nothing.


  “I have a comfortable home, but I earn my living,” wrote Gretchen to a friend, when she had been with the Armstrongs about three months.


  It was with real concern that a day or two after her daughter’s engagement had been finally arranged Mrs. Armstrong learnt that Gretchen was thinking of leaving her.


  “Cecily will be broken-hearted,” she exclaimed plaintively; “and she won’t be married just yet, you know. Besides, why should you go at all? I shall want you more than ever then.”


  But Gretchen was firm.


  158 “As long as I could be really of use to you, with Cecily, I did not feel myself dependent,” she explained. “But now it will be different. No, Cousin Mary, that is only your kindness. I should not be happy in staying on.”


  And Cousin Mary, though demurring, felt it selfish to stand in the way of the girl’s prospects, especially as an acquaintance of hers, who was about to sail for New Zealand and wanted a governess, was overjoyed at securing such a charming person as Miss Verrol for her two girls.


  “But I’m sure I don’t know how to tell Cecily,” she lamented again and again. “I don’t know how she’ll take it.”


  Cecily took it with a start, and an expression not easy to read.


  “But she’s such a strange girl,” complained her mother, who was not given to analysis of character to any great extent.


  III


  Gretchen’s departure had been finally arranged only the day before Margrave’s return to Rome. He could hardly hope to finish the work he was engaged upon very speedily; it would probably be at least six months before he met Cecily again, and his complaint of having seen very little of her during his brief visit was by no means unfounded. It was difficult to tell how deeply the girl felt his absence. Perhaps her manner was even quieter and more subdued than usual, but that was the only noticeable difference in her behaviour. She very rarely mentioned his name.


  There was a letter lying beside her plate on the breakfast table the morning after her lover’s departure, and Gretchen, glancing across from her opposite seat, saw her quickly cover it with her 159 hand, which she withdrew, a second after, in confusion. Her mother laughed.


  “You are not going to read it now, then, Cecie?”


  “No, mother,” she replied, flushing hotly.


  An hour or two later, Gretchen opened the door of Cecily’s bedroom. She was pre-occupied, and entered without knocking; indeed, she had taken the dress she had come for out of the wardrobe, and was leaving the room before she noticed that Cecily was there.


  The girl sat in the corner of the window seat, trying to turn her head so as to hide that she was crying—an open letter lay on her lap.


  Gretchen started. Instinctively her hand groped for the back of a chair she was passing; then she drew it away, and straightened herself.


  “What is the matter, Cecily?” she asked—her voice sounded a little strained, but it was calm enough. “You have not”—she paused—“there is no bad news?”


  Cecily’s low sobs choked her voice. There was time for Gretchen to glance at her own face in the glass and to turn back to the light, before she replied.


  “N—no,” she said at last; “but——” Gretchen crossed to her side.


  “Won’t you tell me?” she asked. There was a little tremble in her tone now. Cecily heard it, and looked up gratefully. Gretchen seemed sorry.


  “I don’t like to,” she murmured. “You’ll say—oh, it’s too silly!” Her voice broke again in a half sob.


  “Never mind. Tell me.”


  “Only that—only—because—because I shall have to answer it.”


  160 The confession broke from Cecily’s lips hesitatingly, and then she laid one arm hopelessly against the window frame, and hid her wet eyes against it.


  Gretchen did not speak for a minute.


  “The letter, you mean?” she asked at length, quietly. “Well—there is nothing so dreadful about that, is there?”


  “Oh, yes, there is—yes, there is—for me!” wailed Cecily. “You may read it.” She held out the letter, looking up at Gretchen despairingly. “You’ll see. He asks what I thought of some of those statues in Rome—and—and the pictures. And—I didn’t think anything. Oh, Gretchen! I know I’m very stupid—but—I had no thoughts about them, except—I wondered why they kept broken statues in such grand places. But I can’t tell him that, can I? because people, clever people, think they are beautiful—without noses—or anything. And all that he says about the scenery—and you know what my spelling is like—and oh, Gretchen! Don’t—don’t smile like that!”


  Cecily shrank back into the corner of the window seat, and covered her face with both hands. Perhaps she had never made such a long speech before—but Gretchen had seemed sorry.


  There was quite a long silence. The crisp paper crackled as Miss Verrol turned the sheets; still Cecily did not look up.


  “Well, do you want me to answer it for you?” The question was accompanied by a short laugh.


  The girl’s hands dropped from her face in a second, and her eyes sought Gretchen’s inquiringly—incredulously.


  “Gretchen—do you mean it? Would you? Not really?”


  “Where is that silk gauze of yours?” asked Gretchen, crossing the room and stooping over a drawer.


  “In that box,” replied Cecily, sighing—the chance of relief was gone then.


  161 “You see,” pursued Gretchen, still turning over things in the drawer, “it’s not quite the same thing as doing your exercises.”


  “No,” agreed Cecily, despondently. Then brightening, “But, Gretchen—if you would—you are so clever. You know all about those statues—and the pictures—and the palaces. You could write about them.” She paused breathlessly.


  “Oh, yes,” replied Miss Verrol carelessly. “I dare say I could—I was considered good at composition—at school. Our relative positions would be somewhat reversed, wouldn’t they? I should have to bring these exercises to you, for correction and amendment, and—naturally you are so much better up in the subject.”


  Another pause.


  “No, I really don’t think I should dare to let you see my work. There would be so many faults.”


  She had found the scarf now, and was busy smoothing out its creases.


  “You have crushed this dreadfully,” she said, reproachfully.


  “Oh, you don’t think it’s important enough to talk about,” cried Cecily desperately; “but I can never do it alone. Can’t you help me? I shouldn’t want to see the letters you wrote, you know,” she assured her eagerly. “So——”


  Gretchen stopped short in the midst of shaking out the filmy folds.


  “Not—you mean you would not want to see the letters I wrote to your lover?” she asked incredulously, fixing her eyes on the girl’s face.


  Cecily blushed painfully.


  “No,” she hesitated. “Not if you’d rather not. I know it is easier to do everything—if—if people are not watching you. And you will do all the important part, about the statues, beautifully, 162 Gretchen. The only thing I could do would be to—to send my love.” Her voice faltered. “Perhaps you wouldn’t mind always putting that in, at the end, after the other things, you know?”


  “Yes. What am I to say?”


  “Just say”—the colour flamed in her cheeks again—“I love you, Noel.” She turned her head away sharply, and looked out of the window.


  Gretchen still stood beside her, motionless.


  “Cecily,” she said at last, in a low voice, “think—do you really want me to do this? I won’t if you——”


  “Yes,” she answered brokenly. “If I could do it myself, of course I—I would rather—but I can’t! And after all, it won’t matter so very much, will it, Gretchen?” She turned to her like a child, imploring to be reassured by some wise and grown-up person. “I shall mean all the things you say.”


  “What about the handwriting?” asked Gretchen. Her voice sounded flat and wearied. “Has he seen yours?”


  “No. I have never written to him. There has been no occasion, you see, and he doesn’t know yours.”


  Miss Verrol went to the door. As she reached it, she paused with her hand on the lock.


  “Remember, you wish it,” she said, turning her head over her shoulder to look at Cecily.


  The girl rose from the window seat and came towards her. Her soft hair was all disordered, her cheeks were flushed, and her pretty blue eyes were still wet.


  “Yes; you are very good to me, Gretchen,” she began timidly, putting out her arms. But Gretchen shrank away hastily. “Mind—you will crumple this again,” she said.


  163 IV


  Thus it happened that regularly every week a letter went to Rome, beginning, at Cecily’s request (her own original contribution), “My dearest Noel,” and ending with “your very loving Cecily.” The girl who wrote the letters sat up far into the night. Not that she was writing all the time. She read and re-read sheets of close writing on thin foreign paper. Every time she came to an endearing word her colour came and went, and she drew in her breath quickly. To be accurate, the words of love were not many. The letters were perhaps a trifle wanting in colour for a lover. They were the letters of a clever, cultivated man, a little cold by nature. Perhaps too highly polished. But the reader did not criticise. She changed colour when she read “my love;” she smiled triumphantly when he said how it gratified him to know that in their tastes and feelings they were so fully in sympathy. He had not been quite sure of this, he wrote—she had been so silent, so shy—and he had had to learn from her letters that he should have a wife as clever as she was beautiful. Once when she read words to this effect, Gretchen crumpled the paper fiercely in her hand, and sprang to her feet. With a smile of self-mockery, she went to the glass and deliberately studied herself. It reflected a little thin figure, with large, glittering eyes, irregular features, and a mass of rough, wavy hair. A somewhat striking apparition—picturesque, perhaps. But beautiful? A vision of Cecily’s stately white loveliness swam before her eyes, and she turned away impatiently.


  But the letter must be answered, and she sat down to her weekly task—a torture which she would not now forego if Cecily begged it of her on her bended knees.


  164 She knew that Cecily already repented of her request. Every time she handed Gretchen a letter from her lover, it was with a more reluctant action, a more wistful and appealing look.


  She saw, but would not heed. Cecily had decided—the act was hers—let her abide by it!


  In the meantime, every week she could write, with white lips and shaking hand, “I love you, Noel.” Had not Cecily herself wished it?


  “Madness! Of course, I know that,” she thought; “but if I like to be mad just once before I go away to live out my dull, highly respectable life, who is there to hinder me? It’s an inexpensive luxury. She’ll tell him, of course, when they’re married—though there’ll be no occasion; he’ll find it out quickly enough.” She smiled scornfully. “But what does that matter? I shall be thousands of miles away by that time. I shall never know how he takes it, or what he thinks.” And then she sealed the letter.


  Even then, though it was early morning, she sat a long time at the table, quite still, her face buried in her hands. When she looked up, it was drawn and haggard.


  “And I’ve come to be a thing like this,” she whispered, with a slow self-scorn, “about a man who has forgotten my existence. And—I am Gretchen Verrol!”


  V


  As time went on, drawing nearer to the expiration of the three months before her cousin’s departure, Mrs. Armstrong’s lamentations became more and more frequent.


  “Cecily, poor child, feels it dreadfully,” she repeated. “She 165 is really getting quite thin, and I think she looks ill, though her father says it’s like my fidgetiness! But I don’t care; she shall take a tonic in spite of what he says. I don’t like the look of her at all sometimes. She has such a—I hardly know how to explain what I mean—such a curious, frightened expression. Have you noticed it? You know, Gretchen” (confidentially), “in spite of a mother’s natural feelings, and all that, I shall be glad to have her married. For my part, I don’t approve of long engagements, but her father is so obstinate. The child feels unsettled, so of course she’s miserable. I expect she misses Noel too, don’t you? But she says so little, I hardly know what to think.”


  There was no doubt that Cecily was growing thin. Her eyes were unnaturally large and bright; they had a wistful, troubled look, and lately she had taken to starting nervously when any one spoke suddenly to her. Her mother talked of taking her away somewhere for change of air, as soon as Miss Verrol had gone.


  “And I hope the voyage will do you good, too,” she added, looking at Gretchen critically. “Do you know you are looking quite ill? Bless these young people, there’s always something the matter with them now. I’m sure there never used to be, in my young days.”


  The last day at the Armstrongs, after all her boxes were ready, Gretchen spent in paying farewell calls.


  It was quite late in the afternoon before, the last good-bye said, and the last polite good wish for her happiness expressed, she found herself once more in front of the house she was so soon to leave. It was some moments before the door was opened in answer to her ring, and she stood on the top of the flight of steps and looked drearily up and down the street. It was a wet night—the pavements were all shining with rain, the gas lamps were reflected waveringly in the puddles on the road. Only one person was in 166 sight—a girl in a long shiny waterproof, picking her way carefully through the mud from one pavement to the other. The rain dripped steadily, drearily from the square portico overhead.


  Gretchen shivered as she looked.


  The door was opened and she stepped into the dazzle of the brightly lighted hall, and began to take off her wet cloak. When the bright mist cleared, she saw that there was a portmanteau on the oak chest against the wall; a bundle of rugs lay beside it; from the drawing-room came a distant murmur of voices.


  “Has any one come, then, Price?” asked Gretchen, stopping at the last button of her waterproof.


  “Yes, miss; Mr. Margrave. He came unexpected, about two hours ago. I don’t know why James hasn’t taken up his things, I’m sure. I’ve told him to, times enough.” Gretchen put her cloak into the maid’s hands and turned to the stairs.


  “Will you have some tea, miss?”


  “No, thank you,” she answered quietly.


  Upstairs, the door of Cecily’s room stood half-open. She was dressed for dinner already, and she stood before the fire, the tips of her fingers touching the mantelpiece, her forehead resting upon them.


  Gretchen hesitated a moment, then went in. “This is a delightful surprise for you, Cecily, isn’t it?”


  “Yes,” said Cecily starting. She had raised her head quickly when she heard Gretchen’s step, but she did not turn round.


  Gretchen stood looking at her with an indescribable expression.


  “Why did he come?” she asked after a moment.


  “He has been working too hard. The doctor said he was to rest a little, and take a holiday. So he made up his mind suddenly to come and see us. He wrote, but the letter hasn’t 167 come yet. We got a telegram just after you went out, about half-an-hour before he came.”


  Something in her voice, though she had not listened to what she said, struck Gretchen as strange.


  In spite of herself. “You don’t seem very glad, Cecily? You don’t speak quite in the style of the orthodox engaged young lady,” she said, laughing a little as she drew nearer the fire.


  “I am not engaged,” murmured Cecily.


  “What!” Gretchen put her hand on the corner of the mantel-piece to steady herself. “What are you saying? What do you mean?”


  Cecily turned a pair of frightened eyes towards her. Gretchen was going to be angry. “I—I have broken it off,” she whispered in a scared way.


  “Since when?”


  “Since he came here this afternoon.”


  Gretchen broke into a shrill laugh. “What a charming reception!” she cried.


  Then she recovered herself. “Tell me about it!” she exclaimed peremptorily.


  Cecily glanced round the room despairingly, then at Gretchen, who had taken a low chair by the fire and was waiting with a pale face and that patient air she knew so well. There was no escape. “May I shut the door?” she said meekly crossing the room, her white dress trailing, a tall stately figure in spite of her girlishness.


  She came back to her place, but did not speak.


  “Well?” said Gretchen.


  “I don’t know what you want me to tell you.”


  “Why you broke it off.”


  There was another long pause, then Cecily began to speak low and rapidly.


  168 “I shall never make you understand,” she cried hopelessly. “I didn’t mean to do it, to-day. I—I didn’t even know that I had made up my mind to do it at all—till just as I was going into the drawing-room to see him. Then I seemed to see that it was all no use.” Her voice sank to a whisper; she was trembling from head to foot.


  “You musn’t cry. You have to go down, remember,” Gretchen observed in even tones.


  Cecily drew herself up, “What more shall I tell you?” she cried passionately.


  Gretchen had never heard this tone from her before; it startled her. She too rose, and they stood facing one another.


  “Why do you ask me?” panted Cecily. “You know—but if you like I will tell you. I don’t mind now. Nothing matters now. I knew almost from the first that I could not marry him. He is so clever. And I—every moment I was afraid he would ask me something I didn’t know. I didn’t understand the way he talked. I didn’t understand half of what he said to me. I should never have understood it;” she wailed, “I was always afraid when he came to talk to me, and yet when he was away——” She checked herself. All the passion had died out of her tone now. “If I hadn’t known it before, his letters would have shown me. Oh, I did very wrong in asking you to write, Gretchen. I knew it, the first time he answered your letter, and praised what he thought I’d said.”


  Gretchen suddenly caught her breath. “You never——” she began.


  “No, I was afraid to ask you not to go on with it when you’d been so kind, and taken so much trouble,” Cecily said. “I see myself very plainly to-night. Just as though I was some one else—I see that besides—other things—I am a coward.”


  169 Gretchen was silent.


  “He would not listen at first.” It seemed that having begun her confession she must speak now, though the words came falteringly from her trembling lips. “He said he didn’t understand—he said there was no reason—I was playing with him. He spoke of my letters.” She paused.


  “Well?” gasped Gretchen breathlessly.


  “Then I thought at any rate I would not deceive him any longer—it was no good—so I told him you wrote them….. Gretchen!—don’t! you—you frighten me!” she whispered hoarsely.


  Gretchen had seized her by the wrist. Her eyes were burning in a face as white as death; they seemed to scorch the girl cowering down before her.


  “You little fool!” she exclaimed, her hands dropping heavily at her sides. Each word stung like the sharp point of an icicle.


  Cecily staggered back as though she had been struck.


  It was out at last! This was what Gretchen had been feeling about her every minute for a whole year. The words expressed her whole attitude towards her; it was what Cecily had all the time dumbly wished, yet dreaded to hear her say. It was almost a relief—but she was dazed and confused—she did not yet understand what had forced the words, what had impelled Gretchen, at last, to give her spoken verdict. She still gazed at her bewildered, hopeless.


  “What did he think of me?” inquired Gretchen mockingly. Her tone was so careless and airy that Cecily half doubted for the moment whether she could have said those words in that voice a second before—then she looked again at her face, and knew that her ears had not deceived her.


  She stood for a second with parted lips, and then a great fear crept up into her eyes, as she covered her face with both hands.


  170 “Forgive me, Gretchen!” she murmured. “You—you—know how stupid I am.”


  It seemed a long time before Gretchen spoke. “I shall not come down to-night,” she answered calmly. “It might complicate matters perhaps. Say I have a headache, please. I shall arrange to go by the first train to-morrow. If you think you can invent any reason for this to Cousin Mary, it might be just as well. If not—it doesn’t matter much.”


  Cecily stood motionless till the door had opened, closed again, and the room was empty.


  Then with a helpless movement, she sank down on the floor before the fire, her fair head buried in the cushions of the easy chair, to stifle her sobs.


  “I can’t think about Gretchen. I can’t think about any one but him,” she whispered to herself brokenly. “What shall I do? I didn’t make myself. It isn’t fair. I should have been wretched if I’d ever been his wife. He would have been ashamed of me. And yet—yet!”


  Presently she rose wearily; she poured out water and bathed her eyes, and then arranged her hair carefully before the glass.


  In a few minutes, except that she was terribly pale, all traces of violent grief had vanished.


  Yet to herself she looked so strange that she shuddered to see her own reflection in the glass, there was something about it that was so changed.


  When she turned away, it seemed as though a mask had fallen upon a trembling living face. The gong sounded, and she went quietly downstairs; it was not till the next morning that her mother knew that the engagement was at an end.


  * * * * *


  Mrs. Yeo had come up to town from her country house, on 171 her usual spring visit, which was always devoted to shopping and incidental frivolities. She was at the theatre with her husband one evening. The house was full, and between the acts she leant forward on the red velvet cushion before her seat in the dress circle and inspected the stalls with a view to seeing how the hair was being worn this season, and whether the sleeves in the new dinner-dress she had ordered were too outrageous. The buzz of talk and the tuneful wail of the violins fell pleasantly on her ears, as she scanned the rows of backs for a possible acquaintance.


  “There’s a beautiful woman. In the second box—look,” her husband turned to her to say, lowering his glasses. “Do you see? In white—next to a good-looking fellow with a priggish nose.”


  “Why, it’s Mrs. Margrave!” she exclaimed in surprise, after a moment’s scrutiny. “Yes, isn’t she lovely? And—yes, that wretched woman’s there too,” she added with a change of tone.


  “Mrs. Margrave?” he repeated.


  “Yes. You know, Jim. Cecily Armstrong. We dined at the Armstrongs’ once, two or three years ago, don’t you remember? I thought her beautiful then. Fancy seeing her here to-night. It must be quite two years since we met her. I wonder if she would recognise me?”


  “She married that fellow, then? I had some idea it was all off?”


  “So it was for a time. There was some mysterious fuss, don’t you remember? But Mrs. Armstrong worked it. Cecily always did what she was told. I don’t believe the poor child was even consulted. Look!” she broke off to exclaim indignantly. “He isn’t paying her the smallest attention. He talks all the time to that horrid Miss Verrol. I always disliked her.”


  Mrs. Margrave was leaning back listlessly in her chair. Her 172 fan lay upon her lap. She was apparently gazing straight before her, though her masses of rippling hair partly concealed her face from the Yeos.


  “Who is she?”


  “Why, you remember. That Miss Verrol who used to be Cecily’s companion.”


  “I thought she went to America, or New Zealand, or somewhere?”


  “So she did, but Lady Fairfield had to come home when her father died, you know, and she brought Miss Verrol with her. I believe she’s living in town with them now as governess, or secretary, or something; but she’s always at the Margraves’, I hear.” Mrs. Yeo gave vent to an untranslatable little exclamation of disgust.


  “But why?” asked her husband. He alluded to the ejaculation.


  “My dear Jim! Can’t you see? Look at them!”


  The lights were lowered at the moment, and the curtain rose on the last act.


  When it was over, and Mrs. Yeo had collected her wraps, she turned to glance once more at the Margraves’ box, but it was empty.


  Down in the brightly lighted vestibule, however, when at length they reached it, she saw Cecily again.


  She was standing a little out of the crush, beside one of the great doors. Her husband was wrapping a white cloak round Miss Verrol. She said something to him, with an upward glance as he did so, and they both laughed. Cecily, who stood patiently waiting at her side, shivered a little at the moment, yet Mrs. Yeo fancied she did not feel the cold. As she passed her in the doorway, their eyes met.


  173 For a moment there was no recognition in the long wistful gaze which Cecily unconsciously fixed upon her; then, all at once, she bent her head and smiled.


  The crowd swept them apart, and in a few minutes Mrs. Yeo was being whirled towards the Métropole in a hansom.


  “You’re very quiet,” her husband remarked presently. “Didn’t you enjoy the play?”


  She put her hand on his, impulsively, and, as she turned to him, he saw there were tears in her eyes.


  “You didn’t notice her face, Jim, as we passed? I did. I shall never forget it. Poor girl! Poor child!”


  ·  ·


  174 Two Pictures


  By T. C. Gotch


  I. Blue Hills Mine


  II. Charcoal Study


  ·  ·
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  179 Under Grey Skies


  By S. Cornish Watkins


  
    Under grey skies we stood that night,


    We two, and saw, below us there,


    The city twinkling light on light.


    Behind, the long road glimmered bare


    ’Twixt shadowy hedges, faint and white,


    And heavy hung the silent air.

  


  
    Dimly I saw the fair pale face


    Uplifted, like a slender flower


    In some forgotten garden-place,


    That, at the solemn twilight hour,


    Through leaves that cross and interlace,


    Craves from the night her dewy dower.

  


  
    And all my heart went out to thine,


    And the lips trembled, as to show


    The fire of love that might not shine;


    For, through the glamour and the glow,


    I felt the clear eyes turned on mine,


    That knew not love, and could not know.

  


  
    180 Under grey skies I stand again,


    And far beneath me, down the hill,


    The gas-lamps glimmer through the rain.


    As it was then, the night is chill,


    And no one knows the secret pain


    That holds the sad heart lonely still.

  


  ·  ·


  181 Two Hours: Two Women


  By Susan Christian


  Between the Cotswold hills and the Severn river lies a widely-spreading town, with innumerable church spires rising from the midst of its glistening rows of white stucco villas and unimposing terraces. The more “fashionable” parts of this town are, in August, a great opportunity for the study of window-blinds, for at the end of July one house after another looks down on an agitation of departure in front of its door, and then seems with fatigued relief to drop its faded eyelids and bask tranquilly in the hot silence. In a month or six weeks’ time its pleasurable torpor will be rudely disturbed by rattling brooms and buckets, and then, with its stair carpets in new creases and its window-boxes run to seed, it will stand ready to endure for another spell the life that will presently pour back into it.


  Number 50, however, was not entirely deserted; it was completely noiseless, but the front door was open and the gas was alight in the dining-room. On the stairs, at the top of the second landing, there was sitting in the dusk a very tiny boy in his night-shirt; his small arms were clasped tightly round his spare knees, and his little outstretched ears had the funny aspect of being “cocked” like those of a terrier; he was tensely listening to the profound stillness.


  182 He had tossed about in his bed, and then left it, for it was too hot to go to sleep. He had no idea the house was so tall as it seemed to-night; the downward aspect from the very top landing was abysmal. He crept down; and down again a little further; no stair-board creaked beneath his elfin footfall.


  A rudimentary spirit of adventure which attended his setting-out had been quenched; he called a halt; he was certainly a little frightened. Poking his head through the bannisters, he could see in the passage below a streak of light, which lay across it from the dining-room door ajar; but there was no sound. Intangible fears rocked his diminutive soul, his nervous fingers were tightly interlaced, he was heroically nerving himself to meet calamity.


  It was a long, long time; but at last there came the noise of chair legs scraping over a Brussels carpet.


  His grown-up sister, then, was still alive, and presumably safe, for presently there floated up to him, a little out of tune, a few bars of a then fashionable song.


  He moved down another flight of stairs, with an apprehension that she perhaps was feeling solitary. She had begun to work the sewing-machine, and its dull whirling, which seems always laden with the weariness of a thousand women’s lives, was a harsh accompaniment to his tragic thoughts.


  A little dread was mixed with his admiration for his grown-up sister. She was so upright and trim, the colour in her cheeks was clear and bright, and there was a dimple in her chin; but her grey eyes always smiled above and beyond, and not at him, and this never quite compensated for her indulgence at teatime, when she would sometimes only laugh when she saw him surreptitiously eating the forbidden combination of butter and jam. Even in after-life he only partially realised what an entire sacrifice his sister’s life had been to him and to his elder brothers. If the 183 slender education and narrow opportunities of small means, inevitably, as years went on, contracted her mind to a degree woefully incomprehensible to the brothers for whom she had thus helped to make a wider life possible, we may be consoled to think that she could successfully, for her part, bridge over the chasm which lay between them by cheerful pride in their success. A certain brisk cheerfulness was certainly the pivot of her life; there was neither self-consciousness nor wistfulness about her immolation. She bent now as spiritedly over the machine as in the morning hours, not sensitive to the incongruity of her employment with the magic of the summer twilight.


  Alas! she was not sensitive. She never quite understood. It was one of the impossibilities of existence that any spiritual suspicion should acquaint her of the little figure outside on the stairs in the dark, with slow tears creeping down his cheeks.


  For he was silently crying.


  He was so very, very lonely, and there was no one in the world who would come to him.


  In future years a very strong sense of the ridiculous could never make him smile at the remembrance of that hour, for he recognised that, as he had at length gulped back his childish tears into his aching throat, and sat on immovably in the gathering darkness, he had there, timorously, but for evermore, set his feet in the path that alone leads beyond sorrow; the path—how shall we call it?—of accepted loneliness of soul.


  It was not long ago that, after an interval of many years, he walked once again through those streets, and past his childhood’s home in the tall terrace. It must have been preconcerted that there should be standing on the very steps just such another tiny boy as he himself had once been, in the immaculately clean collar 184 and red-and-white hat ribbon of the well-known school, which, though it has long changed hands, still retains these distinguishing marks. He passed by with a smile to visit other haunts, and it is improbable that any one noticed him. He is a small man, as he had been a small boy, and it must be confessed that his neckties are not as piquant as they should be, and that he has no right feeling on the question of boots. An insignificant figure perhaps, but a face with a loveliness of its own, insensibly bringing back some far, faint, fair sensation, as the clear singing of birds at dawn in the stunted trees which border the silent streets of a great city.


  It is impossible to trace the causes which have given him, without any very obvious genius on his part, the position he holds in the world of to-day; where his friends sometimes realise that he is more to them than they can ever be to him.


  He possesses one of those old-world houses in James Street, Buckingham Gate, which look over the end of Wellington Barracks Square towards the Mall and the Green Park. It was late in an afternoon towards the end of July, and there were several people in the little drawing-rooms with their modelled plaster ceilings. A very young girl in a crisp muslin dress stood at a window in the front room, looking down on a number of Guardsmen playing cricket beyond the tall iron railings and the row of dusty plane-trees. There was an undulation of bonnets and low-pitched voices behind her, and at a piano in the innermost room, which was much darker, and where conversation had stilled, there sat a young man, reciting with unrivalled art:


  
    “Dear as remember’d kisses after death,


    And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d


    On lips that are for others; deep as love,


    Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;


    O death in life, the days that are no more ….”

  


  185 and, adding to the pathos of the words, music which alone seemed as if it must light up the flame of romance in cold or old burnt-out hearts, but which roused no appreciable emotion—only a little tepid applause.


  People were beginning to go away, and well-known men and women passed down the twisted oak staircase. The fragile-looking young man who had recited remained to the last, and, talking with him, a slender woman, whose dark auburn hair was just slightly turning grey. Her host went with her downstairs, and across the pavement to her carriage.


  “When do you leave town?” he said. “You are looking completely done up.”


  “Ah, well, it will be soon,” she answered. “And you?”


  “I shall turn up again with the swallows.”


  It was characteristic of him that he never directly answered questions about himself.


  They were holding one another’s hands above the closed door of the tall barouche. The sunset, which was making splendid the tree-tops in the Green Park, illumined for them each other’s pale face. It was the highest tribute that was ever paid him, that she, a very proud woman, did not mind that he should know she had always loved him.


  They had built between each other with respectful hands a wall of silence, across which her eyes had long learnt not to wander, but he saw to-night once more in the brown depths which it was the vogue to call “cold,” the gleam of bitter emotion.


  He quietly withdrew his hand, and for the first time in their long acquaintanceship she felt for him a slight contempt.


  It was an ironical moment.


  She wished him to know that in quite a short time she was to die, and that this was truly a last good-bye.


  186 A bugle was sounding at the other end of the barrack square; people passed along the pavement where the tall footman stood immovable; the innumerable windows in the row of houses gazed down unblinkingly. It all seemed to her so detached, so far away, unreal; and he the greatest unreality.


  She did not look at him again, but signalled to the footman, and bent her head as the horses sprang forward. She was not to be unenvied. Her last disappointment on earth was over as she went swiftly up the Buckingham Palace Road.


  For himself, he returned to his dishevelled rooms, and, teased by some vague half-misgiving, stood a few moments beside the open piano, tapping gently with his fingers on the mirror-like wood before sitting down to play.


  Ah! the inexplicable incapacities of the human soul!


  Yet here, under his moving hands, was music—such music; perfect expression of immortal pain, immortal love.


  ·  ·


  187 Seascape


  By Percy R. Craft


  ·  ·
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  191 Sic tu recoli merearis!


  By A. C. Benson


  
    Osoul, my soul, before thou com’st to die,


    Set one deep mark upon the face of time,


    Let one absorbing laughter, one grave rhyme


    Ring in the heedless wind that hurries by.

  


  
    Yon smooth-limbed beech, that hangs upon the slope


    With branching spray, with firm and shapely arm,


    Hath, could’st thou write it, a bewildering charm


    Would gild thy name beyond thy utmost hope!

  


  
    O soul, my soul, be true, laborious, just,—


    And some chance word, some penetrating smile,


    Flashed with no purpose, no impulsive aim,


    Shall live, and breed strong thoughts, when thou art dust;


    And mount, and gather strength, and roll in flame


    Beyond the utmost Orient’s utmost isle!

  


  ·  ·


  192 The Iniquity of Oblivion


  By Kenneth Grahame


  Aman I know is fond of asking the irritating question—and in putting it he regards neither age nor sex, neither ancient friendship nor the rawest nodding acquaintance—“Did you ever forget an invitation to dinner?”


  Of course the denial is prompt, passionate, and invariable. There are few crimes of which one would not rather be accused than this. He who cannot summon up the faintest blush at the recollection of having once said “Season,” when no money had passed between him and the Railway Company whose guest he was for the moment—of having under-stated his income for purposes of taxation—or of having told his wife he was going to church, and then furtively picked up a fishing-rod as he passed through the hall—will colour angrily at the most innocent suggestion of a single possible lapse of memory regarding an invitation to dinner. But, none the less, every one finds it a little difficult to meet the natural rejoinder: “How do you know?”


  Indeed, no other reply but painful silence is possible. To say, “Because I do,” is natural enough, and frequently quite conclusive of further argument; still, it can hardly be called a reasoned refutation. The fact is, you don’t know, and you cannot know. Your conviction that you do is based, first, on some sort of idea 193 that you are bound to recollect, sooner or later, anything that you may have forgotten: an argument that only requires to be stated to display its fallacy; secondly, on a vague belief that a defection of so flagrant a character must inevitably be brought home to you by an incensed host or hostess—a theory that makes no allowance for the blissful sense of injury and offended pride, the joy of brooding over a wrong, which is one of the chief pleasures left to humanity. No: one doesn’t know, and one can’t know: and the past career of the most self-satisfied of us is doubtless littered with the debris of forgotten invitations.


  Of course invitations, being but a small part of life, and not—as some would imply by their practice—its chief end, must be taken to stand here for much besides. One has only to think of the appalling amount of book-lore one has “crammed” in days gone by, and of the pitiful fragments that survive, to realise that facts, deeds, achievements, experiences numberless, may just as well have been hurried along the dusty track to oblivion. And once it has been fairly brought home to us that we have entirely forgotten any one thing—why, the gate is open. It is clear we may just as easily have forgotten hundreds.


  This lamentable position of things was specially forced upon me, some time ago, by a certain persistent dream that used to wing its way to my bedside, not once or twice, but coming a dozen times, and always (I felt sure at the time) from out the Ivory Portal. First, there would be a sense of snugness, of cushioned comfort, of home-coming. Next, a gradual awakening to consciousness in a certain little room, very dear and familiar, sequestered in some corner of the more populous and roaring part of London: solitary, the world walled out, but full of a brooding sense of peace and of possession. At times I would make my way there, unerringly, through the wet and windy streets, climb the 194 well-known staircase, open the ever-welcoming door. More often I was there already, ensconced in the most comfortable chair in the world, the lamp lit, the fire glowing ruddily. But always the same feeling of a home-coming, of the world shut out, of the ideal encasement. On the shelves were a few books—a very few—but just the editions I had sighed for, the editions which refuse to turn up, or which poverty glowers at on alien shelves. On the walls were a print or two, a woodcut, an etching—not many. Old loves, all of them, apparitions that had flashed across the field of view in sale-rooms and vanished again in a blaze of three figures; but never possessed—until now. All was modest—O, so very modest! But all was my very own, and, what was more, everything in that room was exactly right.


  After three or four visits, the uncanniness of the repetition set me thinking. Could it possibly be, that this was no dream at all? Had this chamber, perhaps, a real existence, and was I all the time leading, somewhere, another life—a life within a life—a life that I constantly forgot, within the life that I happened to remember? I tried my best to bring the thing to absolute proof. First, there was that frequent sense of extreme physical weariness with which I was wont to confront the inevitable up-rising of the morning—might not that afford a clue? Alas, no: I traced my mornings back, far behind the beginnings of the dream. I could not remember a day, since those rare white ones at school when it was a whole holiday, and summer was boon and young, when I had faced the problem of getting up with anything but a full sense of disgust. Next I thought, I will consult my accounts. Rooms must be paid for in London, however modest they may be; and the blessed figures can’t lie. Then I recollected that I did not keep any accounts—never had kept any accounts—never intended to keep any beastly accounts—and, on the whole, I confess 195 I was rather glad. Statistics would have been a mean prosaic way of plucking out the heart of this mystery. My only chance seemed to lie in coming across the place by accident. Then perhaps the extinguished torch would re-kindle, the darkened garret of memory would be re-illumed, and it would be in my power at last to handle those rare editions, not capriciously as now, but at any hour I pleased. So I haunted Gray’s Inn, Staple Inn, Clifford’s Inn; hung about by-streets in Bloomsbury, even back-waters in Chelsea; but all to no result. It waits, that sequestered chamber, it waits for the serene moment when the brain is in just the apt condition, and ready to switch on the other memory even as one switches on the electric light with a turn of the wrist. Fantasy? well—perhaps. But the worst of it is, one never can feel quite sure. Only a dream, of course. And yet—the enchanting possibility!


  And this possibility, which (one feels convinced) the wilful brain could make reality in a moment if it were only in the right humour, might be easily brought about by some accidental physical cause, some touch, scent, sound, gifted with the magic power of recall. Could my fingers but pass over the smooth surface of those oak balustrades so familiar to me, in a trice I would stand at the enchanted door. Could I even see in some casual shop-window one of those prints my other existence hoards so safe and sure—but that is unlikely indeed. Those prints of the dim land of dreams, “they never are sold in the merchant’s mart!” Still, if one were only to turn up, in twopenny box or dusty portfolio, down in Southwark, off the roaring Strand, or somewhere along the quaint unclassified Brompton Road, in a flash the darkness would be day, the crooked would be made straight, and no policeman would be called upon to point out the joyous way.


  196 If I have special faith in this sort of divining-rod, it is because of a certain strange case I once encountered and never quite elucidated. There was a certain man, respectable enough in every particular; wore drab spats all the year round, lived in a suburb, and did daily business on the “Baltic.” When the weather was fine, and a halcyon calm brooded o’er the surface of the Baltic, instead of taking his suburban train at Cannon Street, he used to walk as far as Charing Cross: and before departing, if time allowed, he would turn into the National Gallery. Of a catholic mind, for he had never strayed down the tortuous byways of Art, he only went in to be amused, and was prepared to take his entertainment from all schools alike, without any of the narrow preferences of the cultured. From the very first, however, the Early Tuscans gripped him with a strange fascination, so that he rarely penetrated any further. What it was precisely that so detained him could never be ascertained. The man was not apt in the expression of subtle emotion, and never succeeded in defining the strong “possession”—for such it seemed to be—by which he was caught and held. The next phase in the case was, that he took to disappearing. He disappeared literally and absolutely—sometimes for a few days, sometimes for a fortnight or more; and on his return could tell nothing, explain nothing. Indeed, he did not seem to be really conscious of any absence. It was noted in time that his disappearances always coincided with his visits to the National Gallery. Thither he could be tracked; there all trace of him would cease. His female relations—an unimaginative, uneducated crew—surmised the unkindest things in their narrow way. Still, even they found it difficult to fling a stone at the Early Tuscans. For myself, I like to think that there was some bit of another life hidden away in him—some tranced memory of another far-away existence on Apennine slopes197—which some quality in these pictures, and in these alone, had power to evoke. And I love to think that, transformed by this magic touch back into the other man of him, he passed, dream-possessed, forth from the portico, through Trafalgar Square, and into Charing Cross Station. That there, oblivious of all suburbs, he purchased one of those little books of coupons so much more romantic than your vulgar inland slip of pasteboard, and in due course sped Southwards—irresistibly drawn,—took the Alps in a series of whorls, burrowings, and breathless flights o’er torrent and fall—till he basked at last, still speeding South, in the full sunlight that steeps the Lombard plain. Arrived in time, where his destiny (which was also his past) awaited him, I could see him, avoiding clamour of piazza, shunning prim airlessness of Galleria and Accademia, climbing the white road to where, in some little village or red-tiled convent, lurked the creation, madonna or saint, that held the other end of the subtle thread. The boy-lover, had he been, of this prim-tressed model? Or the St. George or homely St. Roch who guarded her? Or himself the very painter? Whatever the bond, here I could imagine him to linger, steeping his soul in the picture and in the surroundings so native both to it and to the man whose life for a brief minute he lived again, till such time as that sullen devil within him—the later memory of the man he also was—began to stir drowsily and to urge him homewards, even as the other had urged him out. Once back, old sights and sounds would develop the later man into full being and consciousness, and as before he would tread the floor of the Baltic, while oblivion swallowed the Tuscan existence—until the next time!


  These instances, it is true, are but “sports” in oblivion-lore. But, putting aside such puzzle-fragments of memory, it is impossible not to realise, in sad seriousness, that of all our recollection 198 has once held, by far the larger part must be by this time in the realm of the forgot; and that every day some fresh delightful little entity pales, sickens, and passes over to the majority. Sir Thomas Browne has quaintly written concerning the first days of the young world, “when the living might exceed the dead, and to depart this world could not be properly said, to go unto the greater number”; but in these days of crowded thought, of the mind cultured and sensitised to receive such a swarm of impressions, no memory that sighs its life out but joins a host far exceeding what it leaves behind. ’Tis but a scanty wallet that each of us carries at his back. Few, indeed, and of a sorry mintage, the thin coins that jingle therein. Our gold, lightly won, has been as lightly scattered, along waysides left far behind. Oblivion, slowly but surely stalking us, gathers it with a full arm, and on the floor of his vast treasure-house stacks it in shining piles.


  And if it is the larger part that has passed from us, why not also the better part? Indeed, logic almost requires it; for to select and eliminate, to hold fast and let go at will, is not given to us. As we jog along life’s highroad, the knowledge of this inability dogs each conscious enjoyment, till with every pleasant experience comes also the annoying reflection, that it is a sheer toss-up whether this is going to be a gain, a solid profit to carry along with us, or fairy gold that shall turn to dust and nothingness in a few short mornings at best. As we realise our helplessness in the matter, we are almost ready to stamp and to swear. Will no one discover the chemical which shall fix the fleeting hue? That other recollection, now—that humiliating, that disgusting experience of ten years ago—that is safe enough, permanent, indestructible, warranted not to fade. If in this rag-fair we were only allowed to exchange and barter, to pick and choose! Oblivion, looking on, smiles grimly. It is he that shall select, 199 not we; our part is but to look on helplessly, while—though he may condescend to leave us a pearl or two—the bulk of our jewels is swept into his pocket.


  One hope alone remains to us, by way of consolation. These memories whose passing we lament, they are torpid only, not dead. They lie in a charmed sleep, whence a chance may awaken them, a touch make the dry bones live; though at present we know not the waking spell. Like Arthur, they have not perished, but only passed, and like him they may come again from the Avalon where they slumber. The chance is small, indeed. But the Merlin who controls these particular brain-cells, fitful and capricious though he be, after the manner of magicians, has powers to which we dare not assign limits. At any moment the stop may be pulled out, the switch pressed, the key turned, the Princess kissed. Then shall the spell-bound spring to life, the floodgates rise, the baked arid canals gleam with the silver tide; and once more we shall be fulfilled of the old joys, the old thrills, the old tears and laughter.


  Better still—perhaps best of all—as those joyous old memories, hale and fresh once more, troop out of the catacombs into the light, these insistent ones of the present, this sullen host that beleaguers us day and night with such threatening obsession, may vanish, may pass, may flee away utterly, gone in their turn to lodge with Oblivion—and a good riddance!


  ·  ·


  200 Solitude


  By John Crooke


  ·  ·
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  203 The Poet’s Picture


  By Olive Custance


  
    The pent-up passion of her soul


    Deepens the pallor of her face,


    Against her throbbing heart the whole


    Wide sorrow of the world finds place,


    And deep compassion and love’s grace.

  


  
    The forehead ’neath the cloudy hair


    Is like a child’s—so pure and white—


    Sweet words have curved the rose-lips fair—


    And in the wistful eyes a flight


    Of fluctuant dreams pass, day and night.

  


  
    Frail girl in whom God’s glories meet,


    Why was she so divinely made?


    Surely the angels, when complete


    Her radiant spirit stood arrayed


    In such fair flesh, felt half afraid!

  


  
    204 The dust of earthly days and years


    Scarce dims her delicate loveliness—


    Only the eyelids, tired of tears,


    Droop low—their flower-like pallidness


    Bruised faintly by pain’s bitterness.

  


  
    Only her hands, like ivory,


    Are stained a little by the sun,


    And roughed with constant use—for she


    Is careless of their beauty won


    From dawn of life so easily.

  


  
    Alas! that her slim feet should tread


    The world’s uneven stony ways!


    That she should know dull cares and dread—


    Long lonely nights and sordid days,


    Being so fashioned for love’s praise.

  


  
    Lest she should sin or faint from fear,


    Let one swift angel heed my prayer,


    And straight descending to this sphere


    Spread wide wings o’er her everywhere,—


    Lest she should fall—who is so dear!

  


  ·  ·


  205 Charcoal Study


  By John da Costa


  ·  ·
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  209 Stories Toto Told Me


  By Baron Corvo


  I—About San Pietro and San Paolo


  Once upon a time, sir, the people in Rome were building two churches, the one for San Pietro on the Monte Vaticano, and the other for San Paolo outside the walls of the city. The two Saints used to spend all their spare time sitting on one of the balconies of heaven and watching the builders, for they were both very anxious about their churches. San Pietro desired to have his church finished before San Paolo’s, and so, every night after it was dark, he used to leave the keys of heaven in the porch, and ask his brother, Sant’ Andrea, to give an eye to the gate while he went round the corner for a minute or two. Then he would slip down to San Paolo’s church and take to pieces the work which the builders had done during the day, and if there were any carvings or pillars or things of that sort which took his fancy, he would carry them away and build them into his own church, patching up the part he had taken them from so well that no one could tell the difference. And so, while the builders of the church of San Pietro made a progress which was wonderful, the builders of the church of San Paolo did not make any progress at all.


  This went on for a long while, and San Paolo became more 210 uneasy in his mind every day, and he could not take his food, and nothing gave him any pleasure. Santa Cecilia tried to amuse him with some new songs she had made, but this caused him to get quite angry, and he said that a woman ought to learn in silence with subjection.


  One day while he was leaning over the balcony, he saw two pillars taken into his church which were of yellow antique, most rare and precious, and had been sent from some foreign country (I do not know its name). He was altogether delighted, and he went down to the gate and asked San Pietro to be so kind as to tell him whether he had ever seen finer pillars. But San Pietro only said they were rather pretty, and then he asked San Paolo to get out of the way and let him shut the gate, in case some improper souls should sneak in.


  That night, sir, when it was dark, San Pietro went and robbed those two pillars of yellow antique, and set them up in his own church. But in the morning, San Paolo, who had thought of nothing but his new pillars all through the night, said a black mass because it was shorter, and then went on to the balcony to have the pleasure of looking at his church with its beautiful pillars of yellow antique. And when he saw that they were not there he became disturbed in his mind, and he went and sat down in a shady place to consider what he should do next. After much thought it appeared to him that he had been robbed, and as he knew that a person who has once committed a theft will continue to steal as long as he remains free, he resolved to watch his church at night, that he might discover who had stolen his pillars.


  During the day the builders of San Paolo’s church put up two fresh pillars of yellow antique, and two of porphyry, and two of green antique as well. San Paolo gloated over these fine things from his seat on the balcony, for he knew that they were so beautiful 211 that they would tempt the thief to make another raid, and then he would catch him.


  After the Ave Maria he made friends with one of the angels who was just putting on his armour in the guard-room before taking his place in the line of sentries who encircle the city of God both by day and night. These angels, sir, are at the least a hundred feet high, and San Paolo asked one of them, whose post was near the gate, to hide him under his wings so that he could watch for the robber without being seen. The angel said that he was most happy to oblige; for San Paolo was a Roman of Rome, and very well thought of in heaven; so when the night came on San Paolo hid in the shadow of his feathers.


  Presently he saw San Pietro go out of the gate, and the light, of which the bodies of the saints are made, went with him, so that, though the earth was in darkness, San Paolo could see plainly all that he did. And he picked up the two fresh pillars of yellow antique, and the two of red porphyry, and also the two of green antique in his hand, just as you, sir, would pick up six paint-brushes, and he carried them to his own church on the Monte Vaticano and set them up there. And when he had patched up the place from which he had taken the pillars so that they could not be missed, he came back into heaven.


  San Paolo met him at the gate and accused him of thieving, but San Pietro answered blusteringly that he was the Prince of the Apostles, and that he had a right to all the best pillars for his church. San Paolo replied that once before he had had occasion to withstand San Pietro to the face because he was to be blamed (and that was at Antioch, sir), and then high words arose, and the two saints quarrelled so loudly that the Padre Eterno, sitting upon His Sapphire Throne, sent San Michele Arcangiolo to bring the disputants into His Presence.


  212 Then San Paolo said:


  “O Maestà Onnipotente,—The citizens of Rome are building two churches, the one for me and the other for San Pietro; and for some time I have noticed that while the builders of my church do not seem to make any progress with their work, the church of San Pietro is nearly finished. The day before yester-day (and to-day is Saturday) two pillars of yellow antique were set up in my church, most beautiful pillars, Maestà, but somebody stole them away during the night. And yesterday six pillars were set up, two of yellow antique, two of green antique, and two of porphyry. To-night I watched to see if they would be stolen, and I have seen San Pietro go down and take them to his own church on the Monte Vaticano.”


  Then the Padre Eterno turned to San Pietro, asking him if he had anything to say.


  And San Pietro answered:


  “Domeniddio, I have long ago learnt the lesson that it is not well to deny that which your Omniscience knows to be true, and I acknowledge that I have taken the pillars, and many other things too, from the church of San Paolo, and have set them up in my own. Nevertheless, I desire to represent that there is no question of robbery here. Altissimo, you have deigned to make me the Prince of the Apostolic College, the Keeper of the Keys of Heaven, and the Head of Your Church on earth, and it is not fitting that the churches which men build in my honour should be less magnificent than those which they build for San Paolo. Therefore, in taking these pillars that San Paolo makes such a ridiculous fuss about, I am simply within my right—a right which belongs to the dignity of the rank which the immortal splendour of your Majesty has been graciously pleased to confer upon me.”


  213 But this defence did not content the Padre Eterno. He said that the secret method on which San Pietro worked was a proof that he knew he was doing what he ought not to do, and further, that it was not fair to the men who were building San Paolo’s church to take away the fine things for which they spent their money for the honour of San Paolo. So he cautioned San Pietro not to allow it to occur again.


  On the next day there was a festa and the builders did not work, but on the Monday they placed in the church of San Paolo several slabs of lapis lazuli and malachite, and during the night San Pietro, who was the most bold and daring of men, had the hardihood to take them away and put them in his own church, right before the very eyes of San Paolo, who stood at the gate watching him. By the time he returned San Paolo had made a complaint before the Padre Eterno, and San Pietro was most severely spoken to, and warned that, if he persisted in his disobedience, not even his exalted rank and general usefulness and good conduct would save him from punishment.


  The following day, which was Tuesday, a marvellous baldachino of jasper and violet marble, which was the gift of the Grand Turk, was put up in the church of San Paolo, and at night San Pietro went down as usual and robbed it. For the third time San Paolo complained to the Padre Eterno, and then all the Court of Heaven was summoned into the Presence to hear judgment pronounced.


  The Padre Eterno said—and His Voice, sir, was like rolling thunder—that as San Pietro had been guilty of disobedience to the Divine Decree, in that, urged on by vanity, he had taken the property of San Paolo for his own church on the Monte Vaticano, and by so doing had prevented the church of San Paolo from being finished, it was an Order that until the end of time the 214 great church of San Pietro in Rome should never be completed. The Padre Eterno also added, that as He would give no encouragement to sneaks and tell-tale-tits, the church of San Paolo outside the walls, though finished, should be subjected to destruction and demolition, and, as often as it was rebuilt, so often should it be destroyed.


  And you know, sir, that San Paolo’s church is always being burnt down or blown up, and that San Pietro’s church has never left the builders’ hands.


  II—About the Lilies of San Luigi


  You know, sir, that San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio were always very friendly together. While they lived in this world they used to get into mischief in each other’s company, for they were extremely fond of playing tricks upon the pagans who were putting the Christians to death.


  Then, when their turn came, they gladly suffered martyrdom, and San Pancrazio was killed by a wild beast in the Colosseo in Rome, while San Sebastiano was shot as full of arrows as a hedgehog is of prickles, and when that did not kill him he was beaten with a club until he died. And then they both went to live in heaven for ever and the day after.


  Now, I must tell you what they look like, so that you may know them when you see them. First of all, you must understand that the saints in heaven are always young; that is to say, if you are old when your life in this world comes to its end, you just shut your eyes while your angel takes you to heaven, and when you open them the next minute you are there, and you 215 have gone back to the prime of your life, and so you are for always; but if you die while you are young you do not change your age, but remain at the age at which you died. That is, if you die a saint, or a martyr, which is better; and, of course, you can always do that if you like. And even supposing it is good for you to have a little purgatory first, if you have kept good friends with the Madonna she will go and take you out the Saturday after you have died, and then you can go to heaven.


  And your body, too, is changed, so that you cannot have any more pains or illnesses. Oh, yes; it is made of flesh, just the same to look at as this; but instead of the flesh being made of the dust of the earth it is made of the Fire of God, and that is why wherever the saints go they are all bright like the stars.


  Ah, well, San Sebastiano was eighteen years old when he went to heaven, and so he is always eighteen years old; and San Pancrazio was fourteen, and so he is always fourteen; and they are quite as cheerful and daring and mischievous as they were in this world, so that when a joke has been played upon any of the saints they always say, “By Bacchus, there are those boys again.”


  There are, of course, very many boys in heaven, but now I am only telling you of these two—San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio, and the third, whose name is San Luigi, and the angel of San Sebastiano, who is called Iriello.


  You must know that San Luigi was altogether different to San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio. Of course he had not been a martyr like them, though he is a very great saint indeed, and I suppose it is because he has only been in heaven a little while and is new to the place that his manners are so stiff. He always goes about with his eyes on the ground, you know, and there is not a bit of fun in him. You see, he was a Jesuit, and there were no 216 such things in the world for hundreds of years after San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio had been saints in heaven. When he first came, San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio thought there was another boy like themselves to join in their games, and they were quite eager to make his acquaintance and to give him a welcome. So the moment the choir struck up the “Iste Confessor,” they rushed down to the gate to offer him their friendship. San Luigi came slowly through the archway, dressed in a cassock and surplice, carrying a lily in his hand, and his eyes were fixed upon the ground; but when San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio, with their arms locked together, said how pleased they were to see him, he looked up at them shyly and said, “Many thanks,” and then the appearance of San Sebastiano so shocked him that he blushed deeply and veiled his eyes again, and after that he kept out of their way as much as possible.


  You see, sir, San Sebastiano was quite naked. Indeed he had nothing about him but his halo and an arrow; for when the pagans made a target of him they stripped off all his clothes and so he came to heaven like that. You can see his picture in the Duomo whenever you choose, if you do not believe me. But he was so beautiful and muscular, and straight and strong, and his flesh so white and fine, and his hair like shining gold, that no one had ever thought of him as naked before. San Luigi, however, found him perfectly dreadful, and pretended to shiver whenever he met him, which was not very often, because San Luigi spent most of his time in the chapel saying the Little Office.


  San Sebastiano did consider him slightly rude, perhaps, and, of course, San Pancrazio agreed with his friend, and though they were quite good-natured and unwilling to make any unpleasantness, still they could not help feeling hurt when this newcomer—and that was the worst name they ever called him—turned up his 217 nose because their minds and their manners were more gay and free than his.


  One very hot afternoon in summer the two saints went to practise their diving in a delicious pool of cool water under a waterfall; and when they were tired of that they lay down on the bank and dangled their legs in the stream, while the sun was drying their haloes.


  Presently San Luigi came creeping along with an old surplice in his hand, and he went up to San Sebastiano and offered it to him, holding his lily up before his face all the time he was speaking. San Sebastiano did not move, but lay there on the green grass, looking at San Luigi with his merry laughing eyes, and saying not a word; and San Pancrazio did the same. San Luigi repeated his offer from behind his lily, and implored San Sebastiano to put on the surplice, just to cover up his poor legs, he said. San Sebastiano replied that he didn’t think there was anything amiss with his legs, which were good enough, as far as he could see, because the Padre Eterno had made them like that, and He always did all things well. Then San Luigi offered the surplice to San Pancrazio, who was also naked, because he had been bathing; but he laughed as he answered, with many thanks, that he had some very good clothes of his own, which he would put on when he was dry; and he pointed out his beautiful tunic of white wool with a broad purple stripe down the front, and his golden bulla, and his sandals of red leather, with the pearl crescent on the toes, for he was noble, sir, and also a Roman of Rome. San Luigi said that the tunic was rather short but it was better than nothing, and then he turned to San Sebastiano and again entreated him to put on the surplice.


  Presently San Sebastiano stretched out his splendid arm from the long grass where he lay, and grabbed the surplice so suddenly 218 that San Luigi dropped down on his knees, aud [and] his lily became disarranged; and while he was picking himself up San Sebastiano rolled the surplice into a ball and tossed it over to San Pancrazio, who threw it back to him; and the two saints played ball with it quite merrily for some minutes, and all the time San Luigi was protesting that he had not brought it out for that purpose, and beseeching them not to be so frivolous. But the game amused them to such an extent that they were now running to and fro upon the bank and taking long shots at each other. San Sebastiano had just made a particularly clever catch, but in returning the ball he over-balanced himself and tumbled splash into the pool. This had a bad effect on his aim, and instead of the ball going in the direction he intended—that is to say, towards San Pancrazio—it flew straight in San Luigi’s face. He was still holding up his lily for a screen, and consequently it was crushed and broken and all the blooms destroyed; and he seemed so grieved at this that the two friends—for San Sebastiano immediately swam to the side and climbed out of the pool—tried to console him by telling him that they would get him another in two winks of an eye.


  But San Luigi said that was no good, because he always got his lilies off his altars down in the world, and no others would suit him; and there were none there now because it was not his festa till to-morrow, and nobody would offer him any lilies till then.


  When they heard this San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio burst into roars of laughter, and they made such a noise that the Padre Eterno, who was walking in the garden in the cool of the day, sent one of the Cherubim from His Aureola to know what it was all about.


  San Pancrazio jumped into his tunic and put his bulla round his neck, while San Sebastiano laced his sandals for him, and then 219 the two friends stood at “Attention!” as the Suprema Maestà e Grandezza came under the trees towards them. Of course, you know, sir, that San Sebastiano was in the Emperor’s body-guard when he lived in the world, and he had taught San Pancrazio all the drill.


  Then San Sebastiano looked boldly into the Face of the Padre Eterno, and said:


  “O Padre celeste e Domeniddio, we were laughing at Luigi because he will not have the lilies of Paradise, and prefers the nasty things they put upon his altars in the world.”


  San Luigi got quite angry at hearing his lilies called nasty, and the Padre Eterno said that the word certainly ought not to have been used unless San Sebastiano had a very good reason.


  Then San Pancrazio explained that he was sure San Sebastiano did not mean to make any reflection upon the lilies themselves, because it would not be becoming to speak against the handiwork of the Padre Eterno; but it was because the people who offered the lilies to San Luigi did not come by them in an honourable manner, that he had said they were nasty; and San Sebastiano nodded his head and said that was just it.


  These words made San Luigi still more angry; and his wrath was so righteous and unaffected that San Sebastiano saw he was in ignorance of the dirty tricks of his clients, so he said that if l’Altissima Maestà would deign to allow them, he and San Pancrazio would show San Luigi where his lilies came from. The Padre Eterno was graciously pleased to grant permission, and passed on His way, for He knew that San Sebastiano was a boy whom you could trust anywhere.


  Then San Sebastiano told San Luigi that if he could put up with the company of San Pancrazio he proposed they should make a little gita into the world that very night, because, as the next 220 day was his festa, all the boys would be getting lilies for his altars; and in the meantime he invited him to come and look over the ramparts.


  So the three saints went and stood upon the wall of gold; and beneath their feet they could see the world whirling round in space. San Sebastiano pointed out that by midnight they would be just above a little white town which clustered up the side of a distant mountain. He said that it was called Genzano, and that the Prince Francesco Sforza Cesarini had there a palace with the most beautiful gardens in the world, which were sure to be full of lilies at that time of year.


  San Luigi made answer that he would like to say his matin and lauds, and to get his meditation ready for the morning, before they started; and he agreed to meet San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio at a little before midnight.


  You know, sir, that there is no night in heaven, or rather, I should say, that it does not get dark there; and so, when San Luigi came to look for San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio, he found them in the orchard near the gate, turning a skipping-rope for Sant’ Agnese and some of her friends; but San Vito and San Venanzio, who were tired of playing morra, were willing to take their places at the rope; and then they were all ready to start on their journey.


  San Sebastiano called his angel, Iriello and told him where he wanted to go.


  I ought to have let you know that the appearance of Iriello was exactly like that of San Sebastiano, only he did not carry an arrow, and he had wings growing out of his arms of the same colour as his body, but getting whiter towards the tips of the feathers. And then, of course, he was as big as a giant, like all the other angels—how many yards high I cannot say, because I do not exactly know.


  221 The three saints mounted him in this manner:


  San Pancrazio stood on his left instep and put one arm round his leg to steady himself, and San Sebastiano stood on his right instep and put one arm round his leg to steady himself too; San Luigi also stood on the right instep of Iriello, close to San Sebastiano, who clasped him round the waist with his other arm. When they were ready the angel, with a downward swoop of his wings, rose from off the wall of gold, and then, spreading them out to their full extent, remained motionless and dropped gently but swiftly towards the earth.


  I should tell you that they had all made themselves invisible, as the saints do when they come down into the world, except when there is some one present who is good enough to merit a vision of the holy ones. And when they alighted in the garden by the magnolia tree, they left the angel there and went to sit down near the lily-beds. You understand that no one could see them, and they rested against the edge of the fountain and waited, and San Luigi took out his beads to while away the time.


  Presently three or four men came into the garden very quietly, and they stood under the shade of a blue hydrangia bush. The eldest of them appeared to be giving directions to the others, and then they separated and went each to a different part of the garden.


  “Who were those men?” asked San Luigi.


  “Tell him, ’Bastiano,” said San Pancrazio in a whisper.


  “Gardeners,” murmured San Sebastiano; “they have to stay up all the night between the twentieth and the twenty-first of June.”


  “And I suppose they will be going to cut the lilies for the boys who are coming to fetch them?” said San Luigi.


  San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio nearly choked with laughter, 222 and then San Sebastiano said that if San Luigi would have the goodness to be patient, he should see what he should see.


  They watched the gardeners go and hide themselves in the syringas, and for some time there was silence.


  Then there came six ragamuffin boys, creeping cautiously through the darkness, and they made their way towards the lily-beds. As soon as they got there the men in the bushes jumped out upon them with a loud yell, whereupon the boys took to their heels and fled in a different direction to that from which they had come. The men gave chase, but they ran so swiftly that they were soon out of sight. Now, as soon as they were gone twenty or thirty more ragamuffin boys rushed noiselessly out of the darkness, and began to cut the lilies into sheaves as fast as they could. In a short time there was not one left standing, and then they made off with their spoils and disappeared.


  The next minute the gardeners came back, loudly lamenting that they had failed to catch the robbers; but when they saw the beds where the lilies once stood, they called for the Madonna to have pity on them. And the chief gardener wept, for he said his highness the Prince would surely send him to prison.


  And the three saints sat still by the fountain.


  San Luigi was trembling very greatly; but because he is, as you know, of such wonderful innocence, he did not understand what he had seen, and he begged his companions to explain it to him.


  So San Sebastiano told him that the boys of the world were wicked little devils, and very clever, too. So they sent the six best runners first, because they knew the gardeners would be watching. And these six were to make the gardeners chase them and lead them a long dance, so that the others could come as soon as the place was clear and steal the lilies. All of which had been done.


  223 And then San Luigi was very grieved; but most of all because the gardeners would lose their places. So he asked San Sebastiano if he could not do something for them.


  Then San Sebastiano said that they would be very pleased and quite happy if San Luigi would show himself to them, for they were most respectable men, and pious into the bargain; neither had they sworn nor used bad words.


  But San Luigi was so modest that he did not like to show himself alone, and he held out his hands, the one to San Sebastiano and the other to San Pancrazio, saying:


  “My friends—if you allow me to say so—dear ’Bastiano—dear Pancrazio—who have both been so kind to me, let us all show ourselves, and then I will give them back the lilies.”


  So they called Iriello and mounted upon his insteps again, and then a silver light, more bright than the moon, beamed from them, and the gardeners saw in the midst of the blaze the great angel by the magnolia tree, and the three saints standing in front of him—San Luigi in the middle, with San Sebastiano on his right hand and San Pancrazio on his left hand, with their arms round each other. Then the gardeners fell on their knees and returned thanks for this vision; and, as the angel spread his wings and rose from the ground, San Luigi made the sign of the cross over the garden. And the men stood amazed and watched till the brightness seemed to be only a tiny star; and so the three saints went back with Iriello into heaven.


  And after they had disappeared the gardeners saw that the lily-beds were full of flowers more beautiful than had ever been seen before. But when the thieves brought their stolen flowers to the Church of San Luigi in the Via Carolina they were nothing but sticks and dirty weeds.


  And the three saints are most friendly together now, because 224 San Sebastiano and San Pancrazio cannot help admiring San Luigi for his strange innocence, as well as for the strange penance with which he gained his place in heaven; and they are always delighted to do anything to oblige him, because they have been longer there than he has and understand the ways of that blessed place so well; while San Luigi carries only the lilies of Paradise now, and is never so happy as when he is choosing the best branches of golden palm for his two martyr-friends; nor is he ever shocked at San Pancrazio because he is of a gay heart, nor at San Sebastiano because he is naked and not ashamed.


  How could he be ashamed, sir?


  ·  ·


  225 Fair Play


  By Fred Hall


  ·  ·
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  229 Two Songs


  By Frances Nicholson


  I—Ophelia


  
    Oh, tender night!


    Lay my head on thy lap and dull me


    With deep-drugged breath


    Of sweet-lipped violet


    Or heavy woodbine wreath,


    That I may soon forget


    How hope no more may lull me


    To dreams of light.

  


  
    Oh, pitying earth!


    Bid thy far-wandering streamlets tell me


    Some place of rest


    ’Neath sedgy banks that yet


    With yellow buds are drest,


    That I may soon forget


    Such sorrow erst befell me


    In true love’s dearth.

  


  230 II—Before The Dawn


  
    In the weird stillness just before the dawn


    Low sang the waves, like murmuring tones that bless,


    Along the far, dim shore, by cape and ness,


    And furtive winds blew soft across the lawn,


    Touching with spirit-lips in faint caress


    The virgin-lilies, white and motionless,


    In the weird stillness just before the dawn.

  


  
    Was it a dream, or did you really come


    ’Twixt the wan glimmer of my casement, where


    The sweet wind followed you? Did I not hear


    Your low voice, passion-thrilled, I, speechless, dumb?


    While in the tender gloom, near and more near,


    Your fond lips drew to mine and rested there—


    Was it a rapturous dream, or did you come?

  


  ·  ·


  231 A Pastoral


  By Frank Richards


  ·  ·
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  235 Bread and the Circus


  By Hubert Crackanthorpe


  They are the largest travelling circus in Europe. Their staff numbers over two hundred and fifty; they have a hundred and seventy horses, seven elephants, eight lions, two tigers, three camels, and a dromedary; their cortège on the road is sixty-three waggons long. I joined them at Dieppe: they had parted with their interpreter, and I took his place.


  *

  *  *


  Monday, 2 a.m.—There was no moon; all night the wind had been screaming, driving spasmodic showers before it; overhead, above the roofs, vague forms of tattered clouds were scudding.


  In the market-place, flaring petroleum lights flitting to and fro; dim figures hurrying hither and thither through the darkness; loose horses neighing as they stampeded among the tent-ropes; incessant volleys of oaths echoing from wall to wall.


  “Here,” Jim, the stud-groom, called to me, “hold this lot o’ ’orses, will yer?” He thrust a bundle of halter-ropes into my hand, and disappeared into the darkness.


  The big tent came down with a run, and lay before me bellying and flapping in the wind, followed by the crashing of the poles, as the men swung them into the tent-waggon. Close beside me, I 236 caught a fitful glimpse of a drunken groom, muttering to himself as he belaboured a horse with his fist; then, of a sudden, Jim’s voice bellowing behind me:


  “Mind yerself. Shift them ’orses. The elephants are comin!” And their black, monstrous forms loomed in front of me, moving silently past, swinging their trunks from side to side.


  “We always give ’em an hour’s start. They can’t do above three mile an hour. Come, bring them ’orses up to the band-waggon. Here, boy, hold a light for ’im. Look alive; we’re behind time as it is.”


  Already, on all sides, the rumblings of heavy wheels, and crackings of whips were starting up; the waggons were moving to their places. The nigger tent-men set a light to the soiled forage; the wind scattered the dense columns of smoke towards the sea, and the great tongues of crimson flame flickered up, licking the air, and revealing that the market-place had at last been cleared.


  “All ready,” sang Jim’s swinging tones.


  “All ready …. all ready,” floated back a dozen wavering, distant answers.


  “Into the buggy with yer. Pull the hay up round yer waist: it’ll keep the cold out.”


  Ahead, through the twilight, toiling up the hill, we could perceive the long train of lumbering waggons, each with a ragged petroleum flame swinging beneath the axle.


  “Pull ov—er….. Pull ov—er,” and one by one they made way for us as we cantered by them.


  “Wake ’em up….. Wake ’em up,” and Jim, upright in buggy, lashed each successive team into a hand gallop.


  When we had reached the front living-waggon, and only the wet, open road glimmering wanly in the sickly early morning light, lay ahead of us, back we turned down the hill again, waking 237 up the stragglers, rousing the sleeping drivers with fine bursts of the vernacular. And so, up and down the line, till we were hoarse with shouting, and till the last waggon had left the outskirts of the town.


  *

  *  *


  4 a.m.—For an hour we had been leading the way, jogging along the straight, broad road. Jim had dropped to sleep, and was swaying heavily from side to side, his battered face resting on my shoulder.


  Behind us the continuous, somnolent rumbling of the waggon wheels, and the rhythmical tramp of the horses’ feet. Now and then, a boy on a thoroughbred would gallop past us, cracking his stock-whip, chasing a drove of foals. The treeless plain lay around us, all dark and mysterious; at intervals, we brutally broke the silence of some sleeping village street.


  By-and-by, a rift broke in the clouds; a slab of dark-blue sky appeared; and the rain ceased to beat in our faces.


  And a strange, drowsy sensation crept over me—a sensation that I had been sitting there always, driving the cream-coloured mare, endlessly journeying through the night, with the long line of waggons lumbering behind.


  *

  *  *


  6 a.m.—When I awoke, the sun had risen, and the great plain of corn, stretching away and away to the horizon, was rippling in the fresh morning breeze like a glittering golden lake. Crowds of peasants were running from their harvesting to the road-side to watch us go by. Moving ahead I could see a dark, shifting mass; the elephants were still some two miles away. I fell to wondering curiously concerning this strange little world with whom I had 238 thrown in my lot, and to envying them not a little their roving, adventurous, free-living life.


  *

  *  *


  St. Valery-en-Caux, 9 a.m.—We were encamped in the centre of the town, in front of the Hôtel de Ville. In less than an hour and a half every tent was in its place, and the horses, tethered in droves, were clattering to water through the streets.


  It was settled that I was to mess in the elephant tent with the Armstrongs—Joe, the elephant-keeper, Maggie his wife, and Lieutenant George, the lion-tamer, his brother, better known to the public as “Himalayan Henry.”


  They were both handsome, strapping fellows. George, the “lieutenant,” had been in the show business all his life. He wore a trailing, coal-black moustache, and his hat cocked jauntily on the side of his head, and boasted himself a terrible chap with ladies. Joe had been but three years in the show. Before that he had been a tram-conductor in Birmingham. He was slow of speech, hulking, and shy. Maggie was a Lancashire girl. She had big blue eyes, a pale complexion, and rosy, sensitive mouth. She had been married just six months. She bullied her husband; George, on the strength of his superior salary, bullied them both; and they all three bullied “Scottie,” or “Jimmy Pimples,” the little under elephant-keeper, a sandy-haired, crimson-faced, unshaven, unwashed ruffian, who helped Maggie Armstrong to wash up the dishes, did odd jobs for us, and rated the elephants in generous Glasgow.


  “Scottie” slept on a hay-bed beside the camels and messed with the coons beneath the tack-waggon; and we four lived in a small double tent pitched in a corner of the large one that covered the elephants.


  There were seven of them, as I have said.—“Jim,” the patriarch, 239 with his wizened, wrinkled forehead, his tattered, worn-out ears, and weak, sunken eyes, for ever wearily winking with the fatigue of his hundred and twenty summers, submitting without a murmur to the buffetings of his coquettish granddaughter, “Ida”; “Rose,” a fat, gluttonous, middle-aged dame, and “Palm,” her husband, with his great indolently humorous face—an entirely respectable bourgeois ménage; “Nick,” the youngster, always squealing and stealing the hay; “Tim,” the monster elephant, restlessly rolling his vicious white-rimmed eye (he had killed a man some six months ago); impatient, irascible, and sullenly watchful of his little wife “Tiny,” the beauty of the band, jealously marching by her side on the road, with his trunk around her neck, and in the evenings, rumbling to himself with pride, as he scraped her down with the jagged edge of an old condensed-milk tin.


  *

  *  *


  Midday—The post had just come in. The manager, a freckled, sandy-haired young man, was giving out the letters in the dressing-room, sitting swinging his long legs on an elephant-tub, with his hat jammed tight on the back of his head. One by one the men came forward; some sheepishly, some jauntily, some with tremulous eagerness. And the more illiterate ones remained loitering at the mouth of the tent, hesitatingly fingering their envelopes, curiously revolving them, trying to decipher the post-marks. Sam Giddens, the clown, a bald, thick-set, elderly gentleman, adjusted his gold-rimmed spectacles, and plunged into a copy of the Era. Quito, the jockey, and the two tumbling boys were discussing the incidents of the journey.


  “’E got me doun, smashed my ’at in, and tore my coat a’most off my back,” Tommy was explaining.


  240 “What, the black horse?”


  “Yes, that black swine.”


  * * * * *


  “I can’t stand this country. All the women look to me like men, and all the men like women. I saw about thirty of them loading a waggon of wheat this morning. It’s barbarous, that’s what it is,” remarked Miss Lucile, the wire-walker.


  “And the way the people bathe too, men and women all together; I call it disgustin’,” Quito declared.


  “I niver see’d sich a country for rain. It’s Mister Tommy de Lo all day long.”


  “And d’ye mind how before we started they were all for telling how the sun was always shining in la belle France?”


  “It’s a dreary place, I call it, niver a Sunday from month end to month end,” chimed in old Mrs. Chigwin, as she settled her fringe. “This ’ull be the first year for nine years that I’ve missed Bank Holiday at Portsmouth. You see no life here—no great crowds trippin’ about, enjoyin’ of themselves. Oh dear, oh dear, what would I jest give to be ’ome agin—nice clean lodgings and a bit of fresh steak,” she concluded mournfully.


  “I reckon it ’ud be a lot better if we could pick up the lingo. I can’t get beyond ’quatre sous cognac,’” broke in the vet.


  “Ah! you’d learn that quick enough in Chinese, doctor.”


  “I only joined the show five months ago, when they came tenting in France,” the old man remarked, turning to me. “I’ve had a proper college education, though you might’n’t think it, and fine business down at Reading. Many’s the year, I tell you, that I’ve turned over more than two thousand pounds. This has been a terrible come-down for me.”


  “What was the trouble?” I asked.


  “Drink, young man, drink,” he answered warningly, “and 241 for eighteen months before I joined them I hadn’t earned a penny.”


  He looked it, bloated and aged and enfeebled before his time.


  * * * * *


  Meanwhile the ring-master went on:—


  “And when we got to the bridge, the horses got frightened and wouldn’t cross. All at once the waggon gives a great bump and Sam begins calling out that we’d fallen into the river and swimming for his life about the waggon floor. Didn’t you, Sam?”


  But the clown, deep in his paper, made no answer.


  * * * * *


  “Hulloa, Sandow, who’s bin makin’ your face up this time?” asked the manager, as the hulking saddler sauntered up for a newspaper, with a bruised eye and an ugly, swollen nose.


  “It be Jacko agin, sir. He were drunk agin at t’ start, and when I went fur to wake him, he sets on me, with the result what you all kin see.”


  “What did you do to him?”


  The big man lifted his heavy shoulders.


  “I jest chucked him oot o’ t’ waggon. That be the wirst o’ having my strength. If I was a mite o’ a chap like him” (pointing to Quito), “I’d have given him the grandest hiding he’d iver experienced. Yes, that I would, yer damned little varmint,” he added, as Jacko, a wizened, impish creature not five feet high, appeared grinning behind him.


  * * * * *


  “Circus-life! circus-life!” the old doctor philosophised to me confidentially, wiping his beery eyes. “It’s bin a terrible come-down for me.”


  *

  *  *


  242 1.30 p.m.—“The parade’s better than the show. The show’s right enough, you know; but the parade’s A 1,” Lieutenant George had declared.


  The band, in red coats and firemen’s helmets, led the way, packed in a car all gilt and glittering glass, drawn by ten plumed piebald horses. Next, on prancing, plum-coloured steeds, eighteen ladies, sumptuously attired in plush and satin and heavy brocade. Then the thoroughbreds, and the ten trick ponies, tight-reined, arching their necks and tossing their silky manes, led by foot-grooms in scarlet livery. Behind these, the four monumental gilded cars—allegorical representations of England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales—each drawn by eight white horses, and carrying on its pinnacle a golden-haired girl reclining in appropriate attitudes. Behind them followed the team of elephants (with the coons dressed in tiger-skins sitting in scarlet howdahs on their backs), dragging the lions’ cage with Lieutenant George in full uniform, inside amongst the beasts, smoking and twirling his freshly waxed moustache. Next, escorted by a cavalcade of tent-men, dressed as Turkish grandees, the six tableaux—monster paintings relating the appearance of the show before Her Gracious Majesty the Queen in the midst of a tropical forest. And lastly the tigers, the camels, the dromedary, and the three painted pay-waggons.


  Every window was packed with faces: the streets were swarming with people. I rode through the town, perched on the box of the gilded band-car (I had been ordered there in case of difficulties with the local police), bowing to the crowd from side to side, and feeling like an Eastern potentate at the head of his triumphal progress.


  *

  *  *


  8.30 p.m.—The afternoon show had done fair business; but in 243 the evening the boss and the manager sat in their shirt-sleeves at the windows of the pay-waggons, struggling in desperation to keep pace with the demands of the surging crowd.


  Inside, the flaring petroleum lights flickered over a dim, circular wall of upturned faces. A dull, continuous hum of voices filled the tent—over three thousand had been packed inside; and when the overture struck up, they were turning people away from the doors.


  I wandered away, in the face of the driving rain, through the narrow, empty streets. Here and there, through a lighted window, I caught a glimpse of a family group, sitting round a shaded lamp, the women at their needlework, the fishermen smoking over a crumpled newspaper. The muffled strains of the band, playing “Nancy Lee,” carried past me on the wind, grew fainter and fainter, and presently died away altogether.


  And before me, all wrapped in darkness, the sea lay sullenly lashing the shore; to the east a lighthouse glimmered, and near at hand, moving quite slowly through the night, passed the three lights of a steamer.


  We were to start at three to-morrow morning. The night looked ugly; out in the channel a heavy gale was blowing; the sky was starless and black as pitch.


  *

  *  *


  11 p.m.—Maggie had spread us our supper on a table built of piled forage, and round it we took our places, each sitting astride a hay-truss. To-night she was busy with discreet attentions towards the lieutenant; for he had had a lot of trouble with one of his lions, and it was the talk of all the tents.


  “Yes, he was a bit obstinate, wasn’t he, Joe? I had a job to get inside the cage, him standing over the door pawing at me. 244 That’s the way with lions,” he went on, turning to me, “as long as you’re below them, they all make to jump on you, but once get above them and they just slink and snarl at your feet.”


  “I reckon there’s some human beings what isn’t much different,” remarked Maggie.


  “No, there’s no life insurance in our trade. Pass the salt, Joe, old man,” the lieutenant concluded.


  Outside, the wind was hooting through the camp, banging against the side of the tent, and at intervals lifting the side-poles off the ground. And the huge, vague shapes of the elephants swayed uneasily in the fitful flare of the hissing petroleum light, their trunks, like black, hungry serpents, swinging incessantly across the gangway.


  After supper, Joe and Maggie wished us good-night. George and I stayed drowsily chatting of the day’s gossip, and of the storm that was raging without. By-and-bye we lay down on the hay, to sleep till the watchman should come on his rounds….


  … Gradually I became conscious of Joe’s voice beside me; then a ringing peal of Maggie’s laughter. I opened my eyes: the tent was still dark. I could hear the tramp of feet outside, and the distant neighing of horses.


  All at once the hay seemed to tremble beneath me, and something rough and wet and living touched my hand. I sprang up: above me loomed a great black form.


  “Hulloa, where’s his bed got to?” I heard Maggie laughing, while Joe shouted:


  “Rose, get back, yer greedy beast.”


  She had got loose in the night, and whilst I slept had been standing over me, craftily stealing the hay from beneath me, till at length I was lying on the bare, dusty ground.


  *

  *  *


  245 Tuesday, 2.30 a.m.—The rain was rattling against the sides of the tent. Joe and “Scottie” were moving the elephants out. Tim was trumpeting at the top of his voice, and trying to drag the tent down about our ears.


  The whole camp seemed a scene of hopeless, indescribable confusion. The men were all shouting to one another in the darkness. Every gust of the gale was extinguishing the petroleum lights. I wandered about in search of Jim, stumbling over the tent-ropes, splashing into pools of standing water, jostling against huddled groups of men vainly endeavouring to rekindle their lights. It was rumoured that half the show had already started, and that the “boss” had been knocked on the head by a falling tent-pole. The rain was falling in torrents. I caught a glimpse of the ladies scurrying under their umbrellas to their omnibus, old Sam Giddens among them, wrapped in a multitude of horse-blankets.


  It was half-an-hour before I found the buggy, and could hear Jim’s voice bellowing close at hand.


  One of the leaders of the last tableau team lay kicking on the ground, entangled in his traces. Jim was cursing the driver as he had never cursed before. We all lent a hand. I sat on the horse’s head, while the others worked at the straps. Of a sudden the light went out. The horse started plunging: I was pitched into a pool of water; and when we could see again the animal had kicked himself clear.


  We were the last to leave. Drenched to the skin, with the buggy-hood down, despite the rain, lest the wind should overturn us, we crawled up the hill on to the cliffs. The trees were all writhing in the gale; below us, with a dull, continuous roar, the surf was crashing against the rocks. Jim had been drinking heavily; before we had gone half-a-mile, he was rolling in his sleep. The light behind the buggy was the only one still alight. 246 At every turning, till we were clear of the town, I stood up, holding it aloft, trying to decipher the sign-posts. And then, when I had found the road, and we were out in the open country, I let the mare jog along at her own pace, and sat helplessly shivering and waiting for the sunrise.


  About four it seemed to be growing lighter. I turned back down the line, and found the last waggon lagging more than a mile behind. I shouted to the driver, but he gave me no answer. He was either dead drunk or numbed by the wet. I shook Jim till my arms ached, and when I had waked him, told him the trouble. We both sat bawling in concert, and at last extracted a feeble, incoherent answer. We stopped the waggon, and shouted to the man to come down; he answered thickly that his arms were stiff with cramp. I cantered back to the tack-waggon, roused a couple of coons, and with their help we lifted the man down. Then we battered at the door of a wayside cottage, till the terrified inhabitants let us in. We lit a straw fire, and tried with brandy and rubbing to bring him round. But he had been badly drunk the night before, and the liquor had taken all the warmth out of him. So we stowed him away on a hay bed in the tack-waggon, set the boy who was driving the foals on the box of the tableau, and I mounted the thoroughbred in his place.


  The day was now breaking; and we were at least four miles behind. Jim lashed the tableau team into a hand-gallop, and I followed behind in charge of the foals.


  About six o’clock we came up with the elephants, slouching silently along, and tearing up the corn by the roadside as they went…. An hour later we rejoined the rest of the show, and at half-past eight we could see the wet roofs of Fécamp twinkling in the distance.


  *

  *  *


  247 It was a regular ceremony; it took place every morning behind the small horse-tent. The doctor sat on the steps of the harness waggon, and the tent-men lounged round him in groups. He would knock the ashes carefully from his pipe, wipe his beery eyes, and clear his throat authoritatively before unfurling the Standard. He would begin at the top right-hand column of the inside page, reading mechanically almost right through the paper—the political speeches, the police news, the foreign telegrams, the theatrical notices, and the sporting intelligence—till he had come again to the advertisements. No one made any comment; the tent-men just loitered and listened; and when he had finished, they strolled away silently, as they had come. The scene, in its droll solemnity, struck me as curiously pathetic.


  *

  *  *


  The “boss” was a podgy, thick-set little man; he had a ruddy moustache, and a merry twinkle in his small, round eyes. His clothes were always ragged, and smeared with mud; for a clean shirt, I fancy, he professed a convinced contempt. With every one, down to the youngest stable-boy, he was familiar and friendly; but, when he was roused, no one—not even Jim, the stud-groom—could compete with him in the matter of swearing. This “born gift” of his, as the men called it, had long ago won him universal respect. He lived in a luxurious waggon, the fittings of which had cost three hundred guineas. His father had been a circus proprietor before him. It was said that he was worth two hundred thousand pounds; and every morning he would strip and help the men hammer in the tent-pegs.


  Mr. Henderson, the trick rider, shared the “boss’s” waggon. He shaved every morning, wore clean cuffs, folded trousers, and 248 glistening patent-leather boots, and carried a gold-topped malacca. But the fact that his expletives began with the fourth instead of the second letter of the alphabet, stamped him, so everyone agreed, as a gentleman with a college education.


  The men never mixed with the inhabitants of the towns, for none of them knew any French. At Dieppe, twenty-five of them had given notice; at Havre half of the orchestra were to leave us. Almost everyone was suffering from acute home-sickness; after the evening show the tent-men would sit round the petroleum lights smoking and eternally chatting of England.


  A few kept a perfunctory route-book; but most of them, when we set out in the morning, had never troubled to learn the name of the town where we had spent the day. Their life was almost entirely centred in the busy routine of the camp.


  *

  *  *


  Wednesday, 5 a.m.—It was a short stage from Fécamp to Etretat; and as we got upon the road, the sun was already flooding the sky with crimson light. Beneath us the sea lay spread like a blue, wide, empty plain; by the roadside the reapers were hurrying to their work amid the corn-sheaves; the crowds were busy loading the long-bodied, four-wheeled Normandy waggons.


  The wind had dropped, swelling milk-white clouds hung overhead. Every village was thronged with peasants, waiting to watch us go past. The fresh, warm rays of the morning sun crept through me, bringing a keen, exquisite exhilaration. And there returned my old instinctive affection for the terse picturesqueness of the so-called lower classes. And I remembered, with a twinge of bitter regret, that at the Havre I must leave them to 249 journey on without me over the continent day after day and year after year…. I felt I would be content to become one of them, to share irrevocably their rough, roving life.


  *

  *  *


  11 a.m.—The “boss” had promised “Jacko” a medal as champion sleeper. He travelled in charge of the drove of hospital horses, and slept the journey through, lying flat on his face on the back of the old ring-mare, with a horse-rug thrown over his head.


  When, this morning at the start, Jim hauled him unceremoniously to the ground, and set him to drive the last tableau-team, he screwed up his tiny bloodshot eyes, and swore he would be revenged.


  He was supposed to be running after Maggie, and Joe, whenever he found him hiding in the hay in the elephant-tent, used to thrash him and throw him outside.


  We were all sitting at breakfast, when, to our surprise, the stunted, impish creature sauntered in, puffing ostentatiously at a cigar-stump.


  “Well, Jacko, did yer ’ave a good sleep on the road?” Maggie asked maliciously.


  “What d’ye think I did?” he asked, his wizened face grinning from side to side. “Why I’ve bin an’ knocked a bloomin’ ’ouse down.”


  And so, it appeared, he had. They had bustled him down the long hill into the town, and he had swung the waggon with a crash into a cottage, built of rubble and mud, and had knocked a huge hole in the wall.


  “A lot of old women were sittin’ at breakfast. Lord! ’ow they did jump and squeal,” Jacko continued, with pride.


  250 Then, catching Joe’s eyes, and moving warily to the tent-mouth, he added, chuckling.


  “The coves ’ave sent in a claim for five hundred francs damages. That’ll teach Mister Jim to set me drivin’ ’is blasted tableaux.”


  And off he swaggered to tell the tale of his prowess to the coons and around the horse-tents.


  *

  *  *


  6 p.m.—When we came in to tea, after the day-show, we found Scottie, busy before a cracked mirror combing his sandy locks. He looked more unkempt than ever; his face was streaming, for he had been helping to drag the lions’ cage out of the ring, and the stubble of a three days’ beard covered his chin. When Maggie asked him to build up a table for us, he retorted excitedly: “Can ye na see that I’m busy?” and recommenced desperately the parting of his hair.


  “What’s up, Pimples, going courtin’?” asked the lieutenant.


  “I’m engaged to conduct a party o’ ladies round the establishment. I’ll be standin’ you boys drinks at the buffy when I git back.”


  He hurried off, clapping the “lieutenant’s” forage-cap on the back of his head. Presently we heard him grandiloquently pushing back the crowd of loafers, and at the tent-mouth we caught a fluttering glimpse of white skirts and lace parasols.


  “This, ladies,” Scottie began, stroking poor old Jim’s inoffensive trunk, “this elephant be two hundred and thirty year of age. He’s often very ferocious, as yer kin see by the red in his eye. It takes fifty powerful men to hold him when he’s fashed. Over there, ladies, the handsome gent with the moustache, sitting on the hay, that’s Mr. Lieutenant George Armstrong, the celebrated 251 wild-beast tamer, who’s performed before all the crowned and uncrowned heads o’ Europe. A remarkable shy man, ladies, though his looks belie him. He started lion-tamin’ at the age of twelve, and he’ll be eaten alive some day as sure as I’m standin’ here. This be ‘Tim’ the biggest elephant in any circus. He killed the last under-keeper, an Irishman, and that’s why I’m here now. There’s a tremendous lot o’ courage required in our trade, ladies, as ye kin all see for yerselves,” Scottie continued, straightening himself with a spasmodic attempt at gravity. “Now, this way, if you please. If ye’ll follow me, I show ye the horse-tents and the seventeen Arabian horses that the Sultan of China gave with his own hands to Mr. Henderson….”


  We had finished tea before he reappeared, ruefully displaying a coin in the palm of his hand.


  “Fivepence,” he burst out, “and I shewed ’em over the whole bloomin’ show and told ’em many a thousand lies…. Fivepence,” and he threw the coin ferociously into the hay.


  *

  *  *


  Thursday, 3 a.m.—“You’re late, young man, very late,” said the manager reprovingly. “Jim’s been gone this hour past. He waited half an hour for you, and then had to take on Didon, the Frenchman who drives the ’bus, to help him find the road. We’re dreadfully short of drivers. I don’t know how we’re going to manage.”


  We stood watching the departure of the blacksmith’s waggon. The sky was glittering with stars, a couple of petroleum lights were swinging aimlessly in the distance; the camp seemed almost empty.


  “Didn’t I tell you you’d oversleep yourself, if you didn’t get to 252 bed, instead of sitting up playing poker with Silvado?” the manager went on. “Look here,” he added suddenly, “you’d better take the ’bus. You’re accustomed to driving?”


  “Yes, but not four horses,” I objected.


  “Never mind, jump up. Keep your wheelers well in hand, and the cream cob off the pole, or he’ll start kicking.”


  Behind the blacksmith’s waggon, the ’bus team was being harnessed, while I could vaguely perceive the huddled forms of the sleeping ladies. My heart was full of pity for them as I mounted the box.


  I had just steered out of the gateway, to my surprise, without a spill, when through the darkness I heard the boss’s voice. “Wake ’em up there, Didon. What’re yer up to. Shove ’em along.” And, running alongside the team with his stock-whip, he set them off at a hand-gallop.


  We swung round the corner into the main road, the ’bus lurching heavily as we bumped over the kerb-stone. From within floated a muffled series of feminine screams….


  And then, on we rattled through the night, through the dark stillness of the sleeping country….


  *

  *  *


  6 a.m.—“Stop at the bottom of the hill; you’ve got a shoe loose,” shouted one of the boys, galloping alongside.


  I listened, but I could hear no clinking of flapping steel; every horse was going as sound as a bell.


  “No, they’re all right enough,” I called back.


  “There’s a buffy at the bottom,” retorted the boy.


  I remembered that there was a half-crown fine for stopping for drinks on the road, and that a lame horse or a shoe loose was the 253 only excuse accepted. So when we reached the wayside inn I pulled up.


  “What’s up?” called a voice through the glass.


  “Shoe loose, doctor,” I answered.


  The next moment he was on the road beside the team.


  “Where’s the buffy?” he asked.


  I pointed with the whip to the house, and soon some half-dozen of us were sitting in the kitchen, and they were standing me coffee and cognac all round.


  *

  *  *


  8 a.m.—The shipping of the Havre was in sight—a delicate tracery against the sky, like a distant winter forest. Beyond, across the river, wrapped in pale blue haze, stretched the cliffs of Honfleur, and the offing, all shimmering in the sunlight, lay studded with snow-white sails….


  With the skid on, we swung down the long hill into the city.


  And as we pushed our way through the streets, tight-packed with a staring crowd, and bawled unceremoniously at the local police, and forced the irate tram-drivers to retreat till there was space for us to pass them, and searched at every turning to the right and to the left for the square where we were to camp, I realised more than ever the exhilarating charm of this reckless, adventurous life.


  *

  *  *


  Havre, 9.30 a.m.—He was a little French cabin-boy. He had deserted his ship, and had followed the show from Dieppe. He used to explain to us with pride how, if he were caught, he would get forty-eight days’ imprisonment. His clothes were a mass of filthy rags. I gave him a pair of trousers, and he stole my cigarettes. 254 He was always ravenously hungry, and would work till his face was streaming for a crust of bread. His devotion to Joe was untiring; every day he ran the whole journey alongside the elephants, belabouring “Rose” with an old bit of bamboo. And all the afternoon he used to fight the town-urchins who came swarming round the tent-edge to tease the elephants. He confided to me his passion for the circus, and his longing to become a tamer of lions, like George; and I promised to ask the manager to give him a start.


  When this afternoon the police caught him and carried him off, he cried very bitterly, and swore he would come back to us.


  *

  *  *


  10.30 a.m.—“Scottie” sat by the tent-mouth with his head between his hands. I bid him good morning; he made no answer. The others were at breakfast.


  “What’s up with ‘Scottie’?” I asked.


  “He was drunk at the start this morning,” Joe replied, curtly.


  “I wasna,” “Scottie” retorted sullenly. “I’d just had one single cognac.”


  “I felt downright sorry for that little French lad,” Joe went on.


  “Dirty little runaway beast. It just served him right. I couldn’t abide ’im sneaking about the tent,” Maggie burst out.


  “Come, don’t be funny,” growled Joe.


  Maggie swung round on her hay-truss, turning her back on him.


  “Joe’s that snappy,” she explained to me tearfully.


  “Snappy! so’d you be, if you’d seen the job I had to get that big brute (indicating Tim) on to the road this morning, and that darned Scotchman stumbling all over the shop half boozed.”


  255 “I wasna, I tell yer…. It’s a blasted lie,” “Scottie” protested in a husky voice.


  “Look yer here,” Joe interrupted, “if yer can’t keep a civil tongue in yer head, yer can jest clear out o’ the tent.”


  The situation was growing strained. The heat was terrific; we were encamped in a small dusty square in a low quarter of the city, and before the first tent-peg had been driven in, the ground was swarming with roughs. There had been a lot of fighting, and the “boss” and Jim had been cursing themselves hoarse. Everyone, as George mildly expressed it, was “just a bit put out.”


  “Ain’t it sickly, the ’eat in this tent?” Maggie remarked. “I feel that upset——,” and she cast a sidelong glance in Joe’s direction, but he went on scowling and munching his bread and butter.


  “No, you don’t care, you great selfish lout; you think of nothing but them stinkin’ elephants, and getting yer own breakfast comfortable.”


  The “lieutenant” winked at me from his corner, and helped himself to some more bacon. Maggie was on the verge of tears, and Joe was desperately gulping down his breakfast.


  “Come, Maggie, have a bite o’ somethin’,” he began, sheepishly, after a pause.


  She shook her head violently.


  “Give her time, Joe, old man,” advised the “lieutenant.”


  A few minutes later Joe asked again.


  “Ain’t yer goin’ to have nothin’?”


  She dissented faintly.


  Joe rose, and putting on his coat, moved towards the tent-mouth.


  “Well, I’m going out,” he exclaimed, with forced carelessness.


  256 “Because you’ve lost your temper with me, Joe, you needn’t make yourself unsociable all round,” Maggie called after him.


  “I was going to get yer some fresh water. I see yer can’s empty,” he answered, reproachfully.


  “Oh, there ain’t no ’urry for that. Sit down and ’ave a fresh cup o’ tea.”


  She faced round again, smiling through her tears, and filled up his cup, while the “lieutenant” went on winking and rolling himself a cigarette.


  “An’ Pimples,” Maggie asked presently, “shall ’e ’ave this bit o’ bacon what’s left over?”


  Joe shrugged his broad shoulders with an assumption of contemptuous indifference.


  “Scottie,” Maggie called, “’ere’s a bit o’ bacon for yer.”


  “I’m na goin’ to tak’ charity at my time o’ life,” the little man shouted, and, rising, strode defiantly out of the tent.


  *

  *  *


  5.30 p.m.—The show was packed. The band was playing “Nancy Lee;” Quito, in his flesh-coloured tights, was cantering round the ring, and the children were roaring with laughter as Sam Giddens banged the boss over the head with a bladder.


  For the last time I strolled through the tents. Outside the dressing-room I found “Jacko” kneeling on the ground, busy pasting the paper hoops; beside the tableaux the coons were fighting a gang of over-inquisitive dock-labourers, ousting them from the camp with a heavy volley of broken British oaths; and on the steps of the harness waggon the old doctor sat watching them, moodily puffing at his short black pipe. The “lieutenant” was waxing his coal-black moustache; Joe and “Scottie” were amicably 257 harnessing “Tim” to the lions’ cage; within the elephant tent Maggie was boiling the water for tea, and laying the cloth on the piled trusses of hay.


  One after another I bid them good-bye, strangely reluctant to leave them, childishly eager to prolong indefinitely this short moment of departure. The “lieutenant” and I promised to write regularly to one another, and we hurriedly arranged how we would meet again next year in the South.


  Then I pushed my way through the crowd of loungers that surrounded the camp, and turned slowly away down the boulevard towards the railway station.


  Twenty minutes later, as my train steamed out of the city, I could hear the distant wavering strains of the band, and I could see the sunlight glinting on the white, bulging canvas of the big show-tent.


  ·  ·


  258 On the Loing


  By A. Tanner


  ·  ·
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  261 Last Fires


  By Lily Thicknesse


  
    When all the passion and the pain


    That forged our flesh and spirit one


    Are past, and sweet desire is vain,


    And youth and hope and life are gone,

  


  
    Will then our end be like the west,


    Where sunset fires have paled to gloom,


    But give their gorgeous crimson’s best


    To light with splendour day’s long doom?

  


  
    Ah, then, when we must die, we two


    Claim the dear earth and solemn sky


    As comrades in the way we go,


    From dawn to night’s dark mystery.

  


  ·  ·


  262 An Old Campaigner


  By Walter Langley


  ·  ·
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  265 Life and Death


  By Ellis J. Wynne


  
    Life is a desert drear,


    A sandy plain;


    A waste, a wild career


    For phantom forms of Fear,


    Sorrow and Pain.


    No guide hath man, no guide—


    Self must on self confide;


    No hand to lead him on,


    No hope to rest upon—


    Nought but the grave!


    Man veils his eyes, and lo, blind Phantasy


    Sits at her loom and weaves a sacred mystery,


    A magic woof of dreams—glad dreams of liberty—


    To mock a slave!

  


  
    And Death? Ah Death’s a sage


    Who stills our fears;


    Our doubts and faiths engage


    The wisdom of his age—


    And eke our tears.


    266 Hushed in expectancy


    We stake life’s paltry fee;


    A last-drawn sigh, a sleep,


    And Death calls “Laugh,” or “Weep,”—


    ’Tis then we know


    Thy form aright, O Master! from the guise


    Of Life’s prim pageant, Thee, with unsealed eyes—


    Sum of our hopes or fears—we recognise


    For weal or woe!

  


  ·  ·


  267 Martha


  By Mrs. Murray Hickson


  I


  From the first day that she came to Underwood Terrace Martha interested me. She arrived, I remember, one dull November afternoon. I saw her pass down the street, peering, in a short-sighted fashion, at the numbers over the doors. She carried a large bonnet-box in one hand and a neat brown paper parcel in the other. She had no umbrella, and the rain dripped from the limp brim of her large straw hat. Her skirt, shabby and worn, had slipped from her overladen fingers and dragged upon the muddy pavement. I don’t know why I noticed her, but, as I glanced up from my book, my eyes fell upon her forlorn little figure, and I felt that sudden, curious sensation of pity which sometimes, we don’t know why, takes us by the throat and shakes us out of our egotism and self-reflection. Very possibly my first interest in her was merely a matter of mood. Perhaps, had I been happier myself, I should not have taken much notice of her; but my own concerns appeared, just then, so dull and grey that it was a relief to turn from them to the contemplation of somebody else’s. For the present, however, the little figure in the draggled black 268 frock wandered down the street, and I, returning to my book, lost sight and thought of her.


  In the drawing-room, before dinner, Mrs. Norris explained to me that, in consideration of the arrival of a new boarder, she had engaged a girl as a sort of “understudy” for the other servants, and to work between them in the capacity of general help and factotum. The girl was young, she came from Surrey, and her name was Martha. Mrs. Norris hoped that she would turn out well, but the training of young girls was always an experiment; she had known few who repaid the trouble expended upon them. This much she told me—the rest I supplied for myself. Help, in our overworked household, was imperatively needed, and a girl from the country (despite the drawbacks of her ignorance and lack of training) would cost little in keep and less in wages. In fact, properly managed, she should prove a good investment.


  Late that evening I met a quaint little figure upon the stairs, and instantly recognised the limp, broad-brimmed hat, and the shabby jacket, frayed at collar and at cuffs. Our new maid-servant and the girl who had that afternoon attracted my attention in the street represented the same identity. She drew aside to let me pass, shrinking timidly against the wall; but, by a sudden impulse, I stopped and spoke to her. The gas-light fell on the glasses of her spectacles, so that I could not catch the expression of her large, short-sighted eyes; but I saw that the eyelids were red and swollen and I guessed that she had been crying.


  “So you found the house after all,” I said. “You must have got very wet out there in the rain.”


  “Yes, m’m,” she answered, and saluted me with a quick, bobbing curtesy. She expressed no curiosity as to how I came to know that she had at first been unable, in the driving mist, to discover number 127. To girls of her class, knowledge on every subject, 269 whether important or trivial, appears, in a lady, as a matter of course. I looked at her again, and it struck me that, in the house, she should wear a cap and apron. But her dress remained unchanged since the afternoon.


  “You are not going out now?” I said, “so late? And it is still raining. Listen, you can hear it on the skylight.”


  She listened obediently. The rain, blown by a gusty wind, pattered upon the big skylight in the roof. Martha glanced at me from behind her spectacles.


  “Yes, m’m, but the mistress told me to post this letter. After that I may go to bed.”


  She held a fat, square envelope in her ungloved fingers, and I knew, without looking at it, that it contained the usual daily letter from Amy Norris to her lover. I moved impatiently. Why could not the girl have written earlier in the afternoon?—this going out to catch the late post was an old grievance with the servants, and now I supposed both of them would thrust the distasteful duty upon Martha.


  “But do you know the way?” I asked.


  “Yes, thank you, m’m,” she answered, and slipped down the stairs away from me.


  Before I went to bed that night I ventured on a sketchy remonstrance with Amy Norris upon this subject of the late post.


  “The girl is young, and evidently country-bred,” I concluded. “Don’t you think it’s a pity to send her out so late into the streets? Could we not all get our letters ready for the last post before dinner?”


  Amy looked at me in amazement. She was good-hearted enough, but perfectly stolid and unapproachable when such small matters as this were in question, and consideration for servants was quite beyond her comprehension.


  270 “The pillar-box is only three or four minutes’ walk from here,” she said. “Besides, one can’t plan things out like that, beforehand—it would be a perfect nuisance. It won’t do the girl any harm; Eliza always used to go.”


  Eliza was a former servant. She was pretty and feather-brained, and when she left our house some few months earlier, Mrs. Norris had refused to give her a character. The reason, no doubt, was unanswerable, but the fault had appeared to me to lie with the mistress as much as with the maid.


  I thought of Eliza, looked at Amy’s plump, satisfied countenance and laughed a little by way of reply. Long experience had taught me that argument and explanation here—in Mrs. Norris’ boarding-house—were entirely useless weapons.


  As I was preparing for bed, I wondered idly if Martha had found her way safely back, and where she was to sleep. I knew there was only one room available for the servants, and I supposed that she was to share it with the cook and the housemaid. The child interested me; there was about her an unconscious earnestness which appealed to me. Her face was stamped with that expression, at once piteous and irritating, which is the result of a slow but conscientious nature striving its utmost to keep level with the demands made upon it by quicker minds. This first night away from home and in the midst of new surroundings would be very trying for the girl. My thoughts dwelt on her for a brief space and then, turning inevitably towards my own affairs, they dropped her out of their consideration. Presently, I lit a candle and went up to the box-room, where, amongst other things, I had stored away several books, one of which I particularly wanted to read. The box-room was at the top of the house, and was reached by a short staircase, so steep as to be almost a ladder. From the top of this ladder, which was of bare deal, uncarpeted, you stepped 271 directly into the box-room itself, on one side of which was a dark recess holding a large cistern for water. To-night as I came to the foot of the stairs, I could hear the water gurgling through the pipes into the great tank, and caught an intermittent sound of rain upon the window in the sloping roof. A light shone from the top of the staircase; evidently somebody was there before me, and I blew out my candle ere climbing the ladder. It was late, the house was very still, and I wondered who had thus invaded my territory, for, as my bedroom was small, I kept many things stowed away in my big travelling trunk, and I often came up here to fetch what, at the moment, I required. When my eyes were level with the floor of the box-room I stopped suddenly, and I understood. The room had been turned into a bedchamber. Trunks and portmanteaus were piled along one side of the wall, and a small—very small—truckle bedstead stood underneath the skylight. One chair and a broken-down chest of drawers completed the furniture. A small square of looking-glass cracked across one corner, hung upon the wall. Martha herself knelt beside the bed, her face hidden in the pillow. Her loosened hair—crisp, and bright chestnut in colour—streamed over her coarse white night-gown; her bare feet, as she knelt, were thrust out from beneath the hem. I stood a moment, and then, for the girl had neither heard nor seen me, crept cautiously down the steep stairs back to the landing below. I would go without my book to-night, for Martha was saying her prayers, and, to judge by the convulsive movement of her shoulders, Martha was also crying.


  II


  A week later our new lady-boarder arrived, and a very fine lady she was. We, the older occupants of the establishment, shrank 272 into insignificance beside her; her gowns were so smart, and her requirements were so many. Now came the time of Martha’s trial, and, poor child, a severe ordeal it proved to be. She was called upon, without any previous training, and with no help beyond her own native wits, to wait at the dinner-table. I must say that Martha’s wits (being, though tenacious, somewhat slow) at times failed her; but, on the whole, it seemed to me that she did very well indeed, especially as Mrs. Norris, during the dinner hour, confiscated her spectacles, so that she was obliged to find her way about the room in that semi-mist which blurs the vision of very short-sighted people. Her appearance, however, as her mistress justly observed, was enormously improved thereby; and her eyes, albeit often red and swollen with much weeping, were so well-shaped and charmingly fringed with long lashes that one could hardly regret the absence of the ugly, though useful, glasses. Poor little Martha! She used to hand the dishes, I remember, with awkward haste and alacrity, born of an earnest desire to give satisfaction and to succeed. Her cheeks were flushed, her small hands a trifle tremulous; her hair—usually dragged back from her forehead and twisted into a tight knot behind—had become, by this time in the evening, slightly loosened: here and there a stray curl crept above her brow. She was still very shabby; and in consequence of much hard work and little leisure, her hands, I noticed, had lost their first appearance of cleanliness, and become permanently roughened and begrimed. But, in spite of this, I began to look upon Martha as quite a pretty girl.


  She did not have a particularly good time of it, I am afraid; she was far too sweet-tempered and anxious to conciliate everybody. Most of the hard words of the household, and a good deal of its concentrated ill-temper, fell to her share, and was borne by 273 her with uncomplaining patience. Now and again—for Martha was occasionally both slow and uncomprehending—I myself felt tempted to speak sharply to her; but something in the expression of her earnest little face, some unconscious pathos in her personality, restrained me. Gradually, as the weeks passed, I found myself more and more interested in her—once or twice almost painfully so.


  One day in particular, I remember, things had gone awry with Martha from morning until night. She let fall, and smashed to atoms, a vegetable dish which she was handing to her mistress at luncheon. Mrs. Norris was, naturally, much annoyed, and the poor girl went through the rest of her duties with burning cheeks, and an increased clumsiness of manner. Afterwards I heard one of the other servants scolding her about a fire which had been allowed to die out, and, later in the evening, I found her in the hall, undergoing a severe reprimand from Amy Norris, whose nightly letter she had dropped into the mud on her way to the post.


  “It isn’t only that,” said Amy, with concentrated scorn and annoyance. “Though such stupidity is bad enough, goodness knows. But she must needs bring the letter back again, to show to me—as if that would do any good! And now she’s missed the post from the pillar-box. Isn’t it inconceivable?”


  As the last few words were addressed to me, I nodded in reply. It certainly did appear inconceivable—I should have posted the letter and said nothing about it.


  Amy rubbed the envelope vigorously with her handkerchief.


  “I thought, Miss, I’d better tell you about it, I thought perhaps you’d like to write it over again,” said Martha, submissively.


  “You thought—you thought—you’ve no business to think,” 274 snapped Amy. She turned into the dining-room to re-write the address. The front door was open, and the gas-light from the hall streamed out into the night. The steps were shining with wet; because of the fog, one could hardly see beyond them. The street, at this time, was almost deserted, but the throb and roar of a big London thoroughfare close at hand came to us through the darkness.


  I looked at Martha, who stood waiting beside me. She was pale, and I noticed that she shifted wearily from one foot to the other as though too tired to rest her weight upon either. Before, however, I had time to say more than a hasty word to her, Amy came back with the letter.


  “You must go to the Post-office now,” she said. “Be quick, Martha, don’t lose a moment.”


  The girl ran hastily down the steps, and Amy shut the door behind her.


  “Stupid little thing,” she said vexedly. “She seems always to be doing something idiotic. I really don’t see how we are to keep her.”


  I should like to have represented the matter from my point of view, but upon other people’s affairs, silence is presumably golden; therefore I held my peace.


  Martha’s cup had been so full all day that, when she came to my room with hot water at bed-time, a kindly word or two overcame her completely. She set down the hot water can, and mopped her streaming eyes with a crumpled pocket-handkerchief. I waited till her sobs became less suffocating. Presently she stammered an excuse and an explanation. The mistress, it appeared, had called her into her room half an hour earlier, and, complaining that her only black gown was too shabby for daily wear, had commanded her to buy another with the least possible 275 delay. Also the broken vegetable dish must be made good out of her next month’s wages.


  “I can’t do it, m’m, indeed I can’t,” she said, breathlessly; “I don’t have but seven pound a year; and I’ve got to help mother all I can. Father died just before I came here, and mother has four children besides me to look after; she’s not strong either, isn’t mother.”


  “Your frock is shabby, Martha,” I said severely; “it’s shiny at the seams and frayed at the hem. As for the vegetable dish—well, you break a lot of things, you know, and Mrs. Norris is not rich enough to replace them.”


  Martha sniffed sadly.


  “But white caps and aprons do run into money,” she remarked, with apparent irrelevance, and turned towards the door to depart. Her head drooped disconsolately, her tired feet dragged as she walked.


  “Martha,” said I, “stop a minute, and come here.”


  She came back at once, standing before me with tear-stained cheeks; her breath, like that of a grieving child, caught now and again in a vagrant, shivering sob.


  I meant to give myself the luxury of a kindness, and Martha the pleasure of a new gown.


  “The vegetable dish,” said I, “you must replace yourself; but the frock I will give to you. I will buy the stuff, and we must find somebody who can make it up for you nicely. But, if I do this, you must promise me to be very careful in future, and to break no more dishes.”


  For a minute the girl made no reply, then the ready tears brimmed again into her eyes.


  “Oh! m’m, you are good—you are good,” she said eagerly. “And I will try; that I will. But I’m that stupid, I never seem able to do right.”


  276 “Well, don’t cry—you’ve cried enough to-day. Go to bed, now, and have a good night; it’s long past eleven. By the way, don’t I hear you up very early in the morning?”


  Martha’s room was over mine.


  “Yes m’m. Now it’s so cold I get up at a quarter to six to make tea for the other servants. They like a cup in bed in the mornings.”


  She said it in all simplicity, and I made no comment upon the communication. If it had been my own house …. But it wasn’t, and I had no excuse for interference.


  * * * * *


  I bought Martha a thick stuff gown—and she needed it. Winter, which set in late that year, made up for its loitering by an intense severity. I could barely keep myself warm, even with the help of a big fire in my bedroom; Martha’s little chamber next to the great water-cistern must have been bitterly cold. It contained no fireplace, and Mrs. Norris, whose fear of fire amounted to a craze, would not allow the use of a gas-stove. In all weathers, at all hours, Martha ran the errands of the household. She was up early, she went to bed late; how, when she got there, she contrived to sleep at all, is a mystery to me, save that youth and hopefulness are potent to achieve miracles. The bitter cold froze our tempers below zero; we were fractious and difficult to please, and Martha, as usual, bore the brunt of everybody’s dissatisfaction; yet, in spite of her difficult lot, the girl seemed to expand and flourish. She looked very neat in her new frock, and I noticed that her hair was arranged more loosely, so that the fluffy little curls about her forehead showed to advantage. This was the result of a chance remark of mine—whether wise or not I am now uncertain. When, at last, winter left us, and the streets of London broke into an epidemic of violets and of primroses, Martha had grown into a positively pretty girl.


  277 I had a chat with her one morning in April, and I learnt the reason of her altered looks. Martha had got a “young man”—a young man who, she believed, really cared for her, and wished to marry her. Meantime they intended “to keep company” together. All this she confided to me shyly, with many blushes, and I—whom love and youth seemed alike to have deserted—I sighed a little as I listened to her.


  Perhaps because I envied her somewhat, perhaps because (now that the girl was comparatively happy) she no longer appealed to my warmest sympathies, I did not, from this time, take so keen an interest in her. And for this I have many times, especially since my own life warmed under a new sunshine, reproached myself.


  Martha was much happier than she had been, but Martha would have been glad of a little sympathy from me all the same. She had grown accustomed to my interest in her; but now, I fear, she looked for it in vain. She used sometimes to linger beside the door when she came into my bedroom, and once, looking up quickly, I caught a wistful expression on her face which it hurts me now to remember. But there was much to occupy me just then, and Martha had her lover; I did not consider that she needed me.


  I wonder how far, and how often, we are responsible for the misfortunes of those who live under the same roof, and yet are not upon the same level, with ourselves. I wonder how often a frank word of warning, of sympathy, or of advice would save our servant girls from the miserable marriages, or the still more cruel abandonments, which so frequently become their portion. I don’t know. Perhaps no one of us can stand between another and her fate; perhaps a hundred impalpable differences of thought, custom, and education build a wall between us and our servants, 278 which only a very rare love and sympathy can overclimb. I can’t be sure; but—be that as it may—I never think of Martha, and of Martha’s patient service and uncomplaining diligence, without a pang of self-reproach. I was old enough to be her mother, and, since her mistress would not dream of doing so, I ought to have kept an eye upon her. But I grew accustomed to her coming and going; to her anxious, flushed little face as she handed the dishes at meal times; to the sound of her heavy feet as, when everyone else had gone to bed, she climbed the carpetless ladder to her attic under the roof, and I forgot how eagerly, in so dreary a life, she must welcome a little freedom and a little love.


  * * * * *


  I was away for some time in the early summer, and, on my return, I found that Martha’s place was filled by a stranger. I made instant inquiries. Mrs. Norris answered, with full information. Amy drew herself up in prim and conscious rectitude. She was to be married in the autumn, and could afford to look with severity upon the frailty of a servant maid.


  Martha, it appeared, had got herself into trouble. Martha, like Eliza, had been dismissed at once, without a character. She and her meagre baggage—the same bonnet-box with which she had arrived, and a rather larger brown-paper parcel—had been turned out of the house at an hour’s notice. She had begged for my address, but that, in order to save me from annoyance, had been withheld from her.


  I said very little—what was the use?—but I found out the name of the Surrey village from which she had come to us, and I went down there in the course of the week. My memory of the girl, as so often happens, was more pathetic than her actual presence had been. I felt uneasy until I could get news of her.


  279 It was June weather in the heart of Surrey—that still June weather which is the essence of an English summer. The lanes were sweet with dog-roses; the vines on Martha’s cottage home were already covered with many small bunches of quaint green fruit. The air was soft and full of perfume; the tiny garden was ablaze with old-fashioned flowers.


  Martha’s mother was at home—a tall, frail woman, aged prematurely by poverty and the stress of early motherhood. She received me, wondering; but, when I explained my errand, she burst into sudden tears. I do not know whether grief or anger held the uppermost place in her heart; certainly it never occurred to her that she was to blame for sending her girl, unprepared, into a world of danger and temptation.


  She could give me no news of her daughter—there was no news to give. Martha had never come home; her mother evidently did not expect her to do so. She had stepped over the threshold of 127 Underwood Terrace, and had disappeared into that outside world which, to such as she, shows little of mercy, and even less of sympathy and comprehension.


  Her mother hardly desires to see her again; and I—though I do not forget her—I recall her only as a pathetic memory which, each year, grows less and less distinct.


  ·  ·


  280 On the Yealm


  By A. Chevallier Tayler


  ·  ·
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  283 Voyages dans les Yeux


  Par Dauphin Meunier


  
    Vaisseaux, impatients à l’heure du départ


    D’éployer l’éventail de vos sillons de moire,


    N’avez-vous pas de pauvres âmes sans histoire,


    Des âmes comme nous éprises de hasard?

  


  
    Ne poursuivons-nous pas les mêmes rêves d’or?


    N’ai-je pas comme vous perdu la tramontane,


    Interrogé le ciel et la mer océane,


    Et touché terre hélas! bien loin du Labrador….

  


  
    Mais aussi, loin des bords dont vous faisiez le tour,


    J’aventurais alors mes périlleux voyages,


    Voulant, pour découvrir le plus beau des rivages,


    Des chemins qui n’aient pas ici-bas de retour.

  


  ————


  
    Ainsi, j’ai vu des yeux s’entr’ouvrir plus troublants


    Que le soulèvement de la mer courroucée,


    Ou calmes et sur qui la paupière abaissée


    Semblait en son repos l’aile des goëlands;

  


  
    284 Des yeux noyés de nuit, opaques et profonds


    Dans leur douleur muette ou leur obscure joie,


    Comme l’eau d’une mare insondée où tournoie


    Parfois un ancien mort, surgi de ses bas-fonds;

  


  
    D’autres avaient si clairs leurs globes transparents!


    D’autres, en leur couleur de pierre aventurine,


    Comme on voit dans les flots la roche sous-marine,


    Pour un visible écueil m’en cachaient de plus grands.

  


  
    Sur ceux-là les sourcils recourbés doucement


    Paraissaient l’arc du ciel qui monte et puis décline,


    Ou bien, épais et noirs, annonçaient la bruine,


    Ou, rejoints et froncés, un long déchaînement.

  


  
    Et j’en ai vu, pareils à l’anse d’un beau port,


    Saluer mes couleurs d’éclatantes fanfares;


    J’apercevais de loin le feu certain des phares….


    Et je restai longtemps captif de leurs cils d’or.

  


  ————


  
    Ainsi, tantôt en proie au calme décevant,


    Tantôt frêle jouet de vaines étendues,


    Revenant sans fortune et mes peines perdues,


    O vaisseaux! comme vous j’ai naufragé souvent.

  


  
    285 Maintenant des yeux bleus dans leurs eaux m’ont ancré;


    Et si je voulais fuir, carène surannée,


    Ces yeux d’un pur azur de Méditerranée,


    Leurs digues retiendraient mon cœur désemparé.

  


  
    Heureux vaisseaux, pressés de l’heure du départ,


    Eployez donc sans moi vos sillages de moire;


    Sans moi recommencez l’aventureuse histoire


    Des âmes vainement éprises de hasard.

  


  ·  ·


  286 Two Drawings


  By Norman Garstin


  I. Trengwainton


  II. A Portrait


  ·  ·
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  291 The Web of Maya


  By Ella D’Arcy


  I


  Le Tas is the name of the land lying at the southern extremity of the Isle of Saint Maclou. It would form a separate islet by itself, but that it is joined to the larger one by an isthmus, a wall of rock, of such dizzy height, of such sheer descent, that the narrow road on top gropes falteringly its perilous way from side to side.


  The fishermen of Saint Maclou, who are also its farmers, its field-labourers, its coachmen, when driving a party of trippers over to Le Tas, get down at the beginning of the Coupée, as this strange isthmus is called, and, in their courteous broken English, invite their fares to get down too. Then, holding the horse by the bridle, and walking backwards before him, the driver leads him over the Coupée, turning an anxious eye this side and the other, to see that the wheels keep within the meagre limits: for, a careless movement here—a false step—and you would be precipitated down a clear three hundred feet to the sea below. But it is only an experienced fisherman who will take you over the Coupée at all. If a young man happens to be driving, he will send you into 292 Le Tas on foot, while he smokes his cigar, as he waits for you in safety at the Saint Maclou end.


  Le Tas, as its name suggests, is just a mound or heap of rocks. Flung up there by the sea, ages ago, the same sea has already so undermined it, so under-tunnelled it, that with a few ages more it must crumble in, and sink again to the ocean bed from which it came.


  There are very few houses on Saint Maclou; besides the Seigneurie, the Rectory, and the Belle Vue Hotel, perhaps only some forty homesteads and cottages. On Le Tas there are but five all told. You come upon four of these shortly after crossing the Coupée. Grouped together in a hollow which hides them from the road, they are still further hidden by the trees planted to shelter them from the great westerly gales. But, should you happen to make your way down to them, you would discover a homely and genial picture: little gardens ablaze with flowers, tethered cows munching the grass, fowls clacking, pigeons preening themselves and cooing, children playing on the thresholds, perhaps a woman, in the black sun-bonnet of the Islands, hanging her linen out to dry, between the gnarled apple trees of the little orchard on the right.


  When you have left these cottages behind you, Le Tas grows wilder and more barren with every step you take. At first you walk through gorse and bracken; patches of purple heather contrast with straggling patches of golden ragwort. But, further on, nothing grows from the thin layer of wind-carried soil, save a short grass, spread out like a mantle of worn green velvet, through which bare granite knees and elbows protrude at every point. You see no sign of life, but a goat or two browsing on the steep declivities, the rabbits scudding among the ferns, the rows of cormorants standing in dark sedateness on the rocks below. You 293 hear nothing but the strange complaining cry of the sea-gull, as it floats above your head on wide-spreading motionless wings, and draws, as by an invisible string, a swift-flying shadow far behind it, over the sunny turf.


  Here, at the very end of Le Tas, facing the sea, stands the fifth house, a low squalid cottage, or rather a row of cottages, built of wood, and tarred over, with a long, unbroken, shed-like roof of slate. It has no garden, no yard, nor any sort of enclosure, but stands set down barely there upon the grass, as a child sets down a toy-house upon a table.


  It was built to lodge the miners, when, forty years since, great hopes were entertained of extracting silver from the granite of Le Tas. Shafts were sunk, a plant imported, a row of half-a-dozen one-roomed cottages run up on the summit of the rock. But the little silver that was found never paid the expenses of working. The mines were long ago abandoned, though the stone chimneys of their shafts still raise their heads among the bracken, and, white-washed over, serve as extra landmarks to the boatmen out at sea.


  The cottages had been long disused, or only intermittently inhabited, until, one day, Philip Le Mesurier, of Jersey, called upon the Seigneur, and offered to rent them for himself. It was just after Le Mesurier’s six years of unhappy married life had come to an end. Mrs. Le Mesurier had, one night, without any warning, left Rozaine Manor, taking her little son with her, and she had absolutely refused to go back, or to live with her husband again. There had been a great scandal. The noise of it had spread through the islands. It had even reached Saint Maclou. Women said that Le Mesurier had ill-used his wife shamefully, had beaten her before the servants, had habitually permitted himself the most disgusting language. He was known to have the Le Mesurier violent temper; he was suspected of having the Le Mesurier taste 294 for drink. Lily Le Mesurier, on the other hand, was spoken of as the sweetest, the most long-suffering of God’s creatures, a martyred angel, against whom, though she was young and pretty, no worse fault could be alleged than that she was “clever” and read “deep” books. A most devoted mother, it was only when she at last realised that she must not expose her child to the daily degradation of his father’s example, that she had finally determined upon a step so inexpressibly painful to her feelings as a separation.


  A few men shrugged their shoulders; said they should like to hear Le Mesurier’s side of the story; but knew they would never hear it, as he was much too proud to stoop to self-excusings.


  The Seigneur of Saint Maclou was among those whose sympathies went with Le Mesurier. They had a club acquaintanceship in Jersey. He welcomed him to Saint Maclou; converted the “Barracks,” as the cottages on Le Tas were called, into a single house, more or less convenient; and hoped that during the short time Le Mesurier would probably remain on the island, he would come often to the Seigneurie.


  The young man thanked him, sent over a little furniture, came himself, with his guns and his fishing tackle, and took up his residence in the Barracks. But he went very seldom to the Seigneurie, where he ran the risk of meeting visitors from Jersey; and when this had happened a second time, he went there no more. And he stayed on at Le Tas long after the reason he had given for his presence—that he had come for a holiday, to sketch, to shoot, to fish—had ceased to find credence. He stayed on through the autumn, through the winter, through the spring; he neither fished, nor shot, nor painted; he held no intercourse with anyone; he lived entirely alone. The only person with whom he ever exchanged a word was Monsieur Chauchat, the French 295 pastor. Sometimes, in the evening, Le Mesurier would walk over to Saint Maclou, and smoke a pipe at the Rectory; sometimes, when the weather was tempting, the old clergyman, who liked him and pitied him, would come up in the afternoon to pay a visit to the Barracks; but these meetings between them were rare, and, as Le Mesurier grew more moody, and Chauchat more feeble, they became rarer still.


  But one day, in the dirty living-room of his cottage, Le Mesurier sat and entertained an unexpected and most unwelcome guest.


  Outside the window nothing was visible but whiteness—an opaque, luminous, sun-suffused whiteness, which obliterated earth and sky and sea. For Le Tas, and Saint Maclou, and the whole Island Archipelago, were enveloped in one of those wet and hurrying mists so common here in August. It blew from the north-east; broke against the high cliffs of Saint Maclou, as a river breaks against a boulder; overflowed the top; lay in every valley like some still inland lake; and, pouring down every head-land on the south and west, swept out again to sea.


  The cottage on Le Tas, at all times solitary, was this afternoon completely cut off from the rest of the world.


  Le Mesurier’s living-room, in its dirt and its disorder, showed plainly that no woman ever came there. Unwashed cooking utensils and crockery littered up the hearth and dresser; the baize cover and cushions of the jonquière, often lain upon, were never shaken or cleaned; rusting guns, disordered fishing tackle, canvases, a battered oil-paint box, spoke of occupations thrown aside and tastes forgotten. On a table in the window were writing-materials, a couple of dog-eared books, a tobacco-jar, a 296 pipe, and a bottle of whisky. These last, of all the articles in the room, alone showed the lustre which comes from frequent use.


  The host’s appearance matched his surroundings. He wore a dirty flannel shirt, a ragged, paint-stained coat, burst canvas shoes. His hands were unwashed; his hair and beard were uncombed, and neither had been touched by scissors for the last six months.


  The guest, on the contrary, was clean, fragrant, irreproachable at every point; in a light grey summer suit, and brown boots; with glossy linen, and glossy, well-kept finger-nails. He had a trick of drawing these together in an even row over the palm of his hand, while he contemplated them admiringly, his head a little on one side. The dabs of light reflected from their surface made them look like a row of polished pink shells. Le Mesurier remembered this trick of old, and hated Shergold for it, but not more than he hated him for everything else.


  Shergold, on his arrival, had asked for something to eat; and Le Mesurier had taken bread and cheese from the cupboard, and flung them down on the table before him, and had filled a great tin jug—one of the curious tin jugs never seen elsewhere than in the Islands—with cider from the cask in the corner.


  “Yes,” Shergold was saying, “we were two hours late; and, but that old Hamon piloted us, we might never have got here at all. I don’t believe any one but Hamon could have kept us off the rocks to-day. I only hope we shall make better time going back, or I shall lose the boat for Jersey. That would mean staying in Jacques-le-Port until Monday, and I’m anxious to get to Lily at once. She will be so glad to know I have seen you, to hear all about you.”


  Le Mesurier’s dull, quiescent hate sprang suddenly into activity. He felt he could have throttled the man who sat so calmly on the other side of the table, eating, and speaking between his mouthfuls 297 of Le Mesurier’s wife. He could have throttled him for the unctuous correctness of his appearance, for his conventional, meaningless good looks, for those empty, showy eyes of his, which the fools who believed in him called “flashing” and “intellectual;” he could have throttled him for the air of self-satisfaction, of complacency, breathed by his whole person; he could have throttled him for the amiable lie he had just told of Lily’s anxiety for news of himself, her husband. All Lily was anxious to hear, of course, was that Shergold had obtained Le Mesurier’s consent to the business proposition over which they had been corresponding for so long, and which to-day was the occasion of Shergold’s visit.


  But he concealed his rage, and only showed his surprise at hearing that Lily was again in Jersey. For one of the many subjects of disagreement between her and himself, one of their many causes of quarrel, had been her persistent detestation of Jersey.


  Shergold explained: “Yes. I hadn’t time to mention it in my last letter; but Lily left London on Monday, and has gone to some very nice rooms I was able to secure for her at Beaumont. In fact, my old rooms—you will remember them—when I was at the College.”


  “She might at least have gone home,” said Le Mesurier, with bitterness, “since I’m not there to contaminate the place. Rozaine, as she knows, is always at her service.”


  “Ah, yes—of course—thank you—you are very kind. But the air at Rozaine is hardly sufficiently bracing. You see, it’s on account of the boy. He has been overworking at his studies, and needs sea-bathing, tonic, ozone.”


  The impertinence of Shergold’s thanks might have stung Le Mesurier to an angry retort, but that the mention of his little 298 son, whom he had not seen for more than a year, turned his thoughts and feelings upon a different bent. He caught himself wishing that he could have him out here on Le Tas. The keen air, the free, out-of-door, wholesome life, would soon put health into the body, and colour into the pale little face, that rose so vividly before the father’s mind. Another of the causes of dissension between Le Mesurier and Lily had been the system, inspired by Shergold, which she had rigorously insisted upon following in the training and education of the child. Every day had its regular set programme of lessons and of play; but the play consisted of formal exercise—“Calisthenics,” as Shergold termed it—which at stated hours the boy was obliged to accomplish; so that, to his constrained young spirit, it no doubt became as irksome as a task. And then, Shergold, though a hearty consumer of butcher’s meat in practice, was, in theory, a convinced vegetarian; and Lily, despite her husband’s most earnest, most violent opposition, would allow little Phil no stronger nourishment than such as might be contained in beans and lentils.


  Le Mesurier spoke aloud, impulsively. “Lily might send Phil to me for a few weeks, I think. It would do him all the good in the world. It is much healthier here than at Beaumont.”


  Shergold raised his eyebrows, and took a comprehensive glance round the unswept, uncleaned, undusted room.


  “Oh, I’d have a woman in. I’d have all this set right,” said the father, eagerly.


  “You can hardly be serious,” answered Shergold. “You know Lily’s views. You could hardly expect her to let Phil stop here alone with you.”


  Le Mesurier flushed angrily.


  “After all, he’s my own child. If I chose to assert my rights—if I should insist on having him——”


  299 “Oh, your rights!” interrupted Shergold. “Come, come. You’re forgetting our agreement. The boy remains in his mother’s care, and under her control, till he’s one-and-twenty, and you’re not to interfere.”


  “But it was understood that I could see him whenever I wished.”


  “And so you can. But you must go to see him; Lily can’t let him leave her, to come to you. If you choose to exile yourself to Le Tas, and lead this solitary, half-savage sort of life, you can’t complain that you’re prevented from seeing Phil. It’s your own fault. You ought to be living at Rozaine.”


  “Tell my wife what she ought or ought not to do, since she’s fool enough to listen to you,” broke out Le Mesurier hotly, “and be damned to you both! I shall do as I please. What business is it of yours where or how I live?”


  Shergold shrugged his shoulders.


  “You appear to be as violent in temper, and as unrestrained in language, as ever,” he said calmly. “A pretty example you’d set your son! But we’re straying from the point. Let’s give our attention to the business that brought me here, and get it done with.” He drew a large envelope from the inner breast-pocket of his coat.


  “You may save yourself the trouble of opening that,” Le Mesurier informed him. “Let Lily send me the boy for a month, and I’ll consider the matter. Under present conditions, I refuse even to discuss it with you.”


  “Nonsense,” said Shergold. “You know she won’t send you the boy. The notion is preposterous. Now, as for these papers——”


  “I refuse to discuss the matter,” Le Mesurier repeated. “Send me Phil, and we’ll see. But, until then, I refuse to discuss it 300 with you. If Lily hesitates, use your influence with her,” he added sardonically. “The notion’s preposterous, if you like, but you’ve persuaded her to more preposterous courses still, before now. You’ve persuaded her to leave her husband, to give up her position, her duties; you’ve persuaded her to go and live in London, to be near you, to complete her education, to develop her individuality, and a lot of damned rot of that sort. Well, now, persuade her to this. Persuade her to let me have the boy for a time. Persuade her that it’s for Phil’s own good. And tell her roundly that I refuse absolutely to hold any kind of business discussions with either her or her agent, until I’ve got the boy.”


  “You’re mad, Le Mesurier. It is I, as you know, who have consistently advised Lily, on the contrary, to remove the boy as far as possible from your influence. If you are serious in asking me now to urge her to let him come here, and live alone with you, day in and day out, for a month—really, you must be mad.”


  “Very good. Mad or not, you have heard my last word. And if you cannot see your way to meeting my wishes in the matter, I don’t know that there’s anything that need detain you here longer.”


  He looked significantly from Shergold to the door. The mist was lifting a little. A pale sun was just visible behind it, a disc of gold shining through a veil; and here and there, through rifts, one could catch glimpses of faint blue sky.


  Shergold, vexed, hesitant, looked at his watch.


  “You’re wasting precious time,” he said, impatiently. “What’s the use of opening old sores? You know our decision about the child is irrevocably fixed. You yourself assented to it long ago. What’s the sense of letting this new idea of yours—this freak—this whim, to have him here—interfere with business 301 of importance—business about which I’ve taken the trouble to pay you this altogether distasteful visit?”


  But Le Mesurier merely opened the door, and with a gesture invited Shergold to pass out. His expression was so menacing, his gesture might so easily have transformed itself into the preparation for a blow, that Shergold instinctively moved towards the threshold.


  “You refuse to consider the matter?” he asked.


  “Let Lily send the boy, and I’ll consider it.”


  “That’s your last word?”


  “No!” shouted Le Mesurier, suddenly losing all control of himself. “Go to Hell, you sneaking Jesuit! That’s my last word.” Then, finding a certain childish joy in the mere calling of names—the mere utterance of his hate, his fury: “You empty wind-bag! You low-bred pedant! You bloated mass of self-conceit! Go to Hell!”


  And he flung the door to, in Shergold’s astonished face.


  Le Mesurier stood alone in the cottage, shaken by impotent rage. His thoughts followed Shergold going away; unsuccessful, indeed, but superior, calm, self-satisfied; full of a lofty contempt, a Pharisaic pity, for Le Mesurier’s violence, for his childishness, his ineffectual profanity, his miserable mode of life. Le Mesurier could imagine Shergold telling Lily of her husband’s churlish refusal to discuss the business that had taken him to Saint Maclou; of the impossible condition he had imposed; of his dirty surroundings, his neglected appearance, his brutal language, his ungovernable temper. Le Mesurier saw the disgust such a narration would inspire in his wife, the fresh justification she would find in it for all her past conduct. And he imagined how, while Shergold and 302 Lily talked him over, Phil, the child, his son, would catch a word here and there, as children do, and would unconsciously conceive a prejudice against his father, which would influence him through life…. God! it was unendurable. Was there no way? ….


  Then, all at once, he laughed. An idea had begun to push its head insidiously up from among the confusion of his thoughts. The idea surprised him, pleased him, tempted him; and, as he contemplated it, he laughed….


  In a moment he opened the door and hurried out, after Shergold.


  The sun was again hidden, the blue rifts had closed, the mist was thicker than before. But, a little distance ahead, a dark form was silhouetted on the whiteness; and, thrilling with excitement, in a glow of irresponsible gaiety, Le Mesurier, following noiselessly over the grass, kept this form in view.


  Along the meandering foot-worn track, which leads from the Barracks back over Le Tas; down through the gorse and bracken; on through the lane that skirts the tree-sheltered cottages; and so to the beginning of the Coupée, where the land falls away, and nothing is left but the narrow road that creeps tremulously over the top of the rock wall, three hundred feet high, with a precipice on either side, and the sea at the bottom: Le Mesurier stealthily followed Shergold.


  And when the middle of the Coupée was reached, Le Mesurier knew that the moment had come. He acted promptly. Before there was time for speech between the men, the thing was done, and he stood there on the road alone—a startled broken cry still ringing in his ears; then, after what seemed a long interval of silence, a splash, a far-away muffled splash, from deep below, as if he had dropped a stone, wrapped in a blanket, into the water.


  Le Mesurier waited till the silence grew round and complete 303 again. And presently he turned away light-heartedly, and walked back to the Barracks.


  II


  He was glad, very glad, that his enemy was dead.


  This was the thought, this the feeling—a feeling of gladness, a thought, “But I am glad, glad, glad!”—which kept him company all the succeeding days.


  The knowledge that he would never have to see him again—never again look upon his fatuous, handsome face—never again listen to his voice, his smooth, even, complacent voice—this knowledge poured through him with warm comfort.


  He would lie out on the grass, in the sun, revelling in a sensasation of well-being that was almost physical, and rehearsing in memory the events as they had happened: Shergold’s arrival, their conversation, Shergold’s departure; the great, good, satisfying outburst of vituperation with which Le Mesurier had pursued him from his threshold; and then that brief moment of soul-filling consummation, of tangible, ponderable joy, on the Coupée.


  Remorse? No, he did not feel the slightest remorse. “Remorse?—I thought a man who had killed another always felt remorse,” he said to himself, with a vague sort of surprise, but with very certain exultation. Hitherto, he had accepted tacitly the conventional teachings on the subject. Bloodguiltiness must be followed by remorse, as certainly as night by morning. The slayer destroyed, along with his victim, his own peace for ever. He could no more enjoy food, rest, or pleasant indolence. And sleep—“Macbeth has murdered sleep!” He must always be haunted by the reproachful phantom of the dead, and shaken by continual ague-fits of terror, gnawed by perpetual dread, lest his crime should be 304 discovered and brought home to him. These were the ready-made notions the truth of which Le Mesurier had taken for granted: but now he had tested them; he had tested them, and behold, they were false. After all, he told himself, every man’s experience is individual; you can learn nothing from books, nothing from the experience of others. Hearsay evidence is worthless. “I am a murderer, as it is called. I should inevitably be hanged if they could prove the thing against me. And yet—remorse?” No; he felt himself to be a thousand times happier, a thousand times easier in his mind, a thousand times more contented, more at peace, than he had ever been in the days of his innocence. In killing Shergold, he had simply removed an intolerable burden from his spirit.


  He found himself singing, whistling, scraps of opera, snatches of old ballads, as he went about the daily routine of preparing his food, or as he wandered hither and thither over the scant sun-burned grass of the islet. After all, Shergold had well-deserved his fate. It was owing to him that Le Mesurier’s life was ruined, his home broken up, his boy separated from him, his wife’s affections alienated. It was thanks to Shergold that he had come here, more than a year ago, to lead the life of a misanthrope, alone in this melancholy cottage on Le Tas.


  And yet, Shergold was not his wife’s lover; had never been her lover; never, Le Mesurier knew, had desired to be her lover. He thought he could almost have forgiven Shergold more easily if he had been her lover; the situation would have seemed, somehow, less abnormal than the actual one. But Shergold had got at her intellectually, had seduced her mind, had subjugated her spiritually. He had known her before her marriage, ever since she was a girl of sixteen. He had given her lessons in Greek, in mathematics. Possibly, had he not been a married man himself at the time, he 305 might have thought of marrying her. But it was after her marriage, and after his own wife’s death, about a year afterwards, that his ascendancy over her became marked, that his constant presence at Rozaine began vaguely to irritate Le Mesurier.


  He was such a cold, self-righteous, solemn, pompous pedant, and withal such an ass, so shallow, so empty, so null, Le Mesurier felt. His pose of mental superiority was so unwarranted, so odious. He betrayed in a hundred inflections of his voice, in perpetual supercilious upliftings of his eyebrows, the contempt he entertained for Lily’s husband, as for a mere eating, drinking, sport-loving animal, without culture, without fineness, without acquirements, but unfairly endowed by Fortune with large estates and a charming wife; a wife who, in other hands, with a wise and discerning helpmeet, might (to use one of Shergold’s own irritating catch-words), “have raised the pyramid of self-culture to the highest point.” Shergold imagined himself to be like Goethe, to resemble him physically, as well as temperamentally, and in the character of his mind; and he was constantly adopting, and adapting to the exigencies of the moment, tag-ends of the poet’s phrases. He had a deep-seated, intimate conviction—a conviction based not on evidence, not on experience, not on work accomplished, but born, full-fledged, of his own instinctive egotism—that he was, not merely a clever man, not merely a man of uncommon parts, but a Great Man, a Man of transcendent Genius. It was as a Man of Genius that Lily Le Mesurier looked up to him; it was as a Man of Genius that he looked down upon Lily Le Mesurier’s husband. And yet Philip, modest enough, and unpretentious, could not help realising in his heart, that, of the two, he himself was, in point of real native intelligence, the better man.


  Shergold displayed a silent commiseration for Lily which infuriated Le Mesurier. He taught her to commiserate herself. 306 She turned to him for sympathy in all her imagined troubles; she sought his advice on every point. She put the management of the child virtually into his hands. He was always at Rozaine. He came up there every day, directly his duties at the College left him free. Lily kept him to dinner three or four times a week. If Le Mesurier grumbled, she complained that he grudged her her only amusement—good conversation; that, save Professor Shergold, she never met any one worth listening to, worth talking to. He was the only man who understood her. Life was dull enough, Heaven knew, at Rozaine; and, if Philip was going to object to the Professor’s visits, she would not be able to live there at all. It was an effective threat, the value of which Lily thoroughly appreciated, a threat she did not scruple to employ as often as occasion demanded, that she would “not be able to go on living at Rozaine;” for Le Mesurier had a dumb passion for the place, and an immense pride in it: it was his home, his birthplace, it had been in his family for generations. His love for Lily was a passion too. To live at Rozaine with her—with children possibly—he had pictured to himself as the ideal of absolute happiness. He could as little imagine himself living anywhere else, as he could imagine himself living without Lily. So what could he do but submit, and confirm Lily’s constant invitations to Shergold, with such cordiality as he could feign, and sit silent at the head of his table, while these two talked radicalism, agnosticism, blatant futilities, cheap enthusiasms of all sorts? The Emancipation of Woman, the Abolition of Monarchy, State Socialism, Disestablishment…. And Le Mesurier was conservative, as all the Islanders are, and religious as men go. That is to say, he honoured the Church in which he had been brought up, and in which all those whom he had cared for had lived and died.


  It troubled him, therefore, that, when little Phil began to talk, 307 Lily protested against the child’s being taught any prayers. The Professor, she said, held it criminal to fill a child’s mind with discredited theologies. No mention of the Christian Myth should be permitted in his presence till he was old enough to judge, to discriminate for himself. “It was just as criminal as it would be to offer him innutritious or deleterious food for his physical sustenance,” Shergold explained. When Phil was three years old, Le Mesurier put his foot down, and declared that the child must be brought up a Christian. There was a great scene, at the end of which Le Mesurier’s anger exploded in curses; and Lily seized the opportunity for the appropriate sneer that “if that sort of language was Christian, she preferred the language of Atheists.” Shergold urged, “But my dear fellow! Be reasonable. You don’t want to teach your son demoralising superstitions. The existence of a God, the divinity of Jesus of Nazareth—I can prove to you the absurdity of both in five minutes, if you will listen. It’s monstrous to instil such unscientific and pernicious dogmas into the brain of a three-year-old infant.” Le Mesurier took Phil on his knee, alone in the nursery, and taught him the simple prayer he himself had used as a child.


  After their discussion, and Le Mesurier’s burst of profanity, Shergold had left the house in injured dignity; and Lily had retired to her room, and remained there for forty-eight hours. At the end of that time Le Mesurier was reduced to submission. Lily insisted on his going down to the College, and bringing the Professor back to dinner. The old footing was resumed, and things went from bad to infinitely worse. Every periodic outbreak on Le Mesurier’s part was more violent than the last, and every reparation exacted from him was more galling. The legend of his violence, of his ill-conduct, began to spread about the Island, and to form one of the chosen themes of gossip at the club, 308 and at St. Hélier’s tea-parties. The absolutely platonic nature of the Professor’s relations with Lily seemed to be understood, for in a place where scandal is peculiarly rife, their friendship never excited any.


  In the course of six years Le Mesurier had become a cipher in his own house, and Shergold ruled by suggestion in small things as well as in great. Le Mesurier covered an intolerable hatred with a sullen and morose manner, and had endured with apparent insensibility many keener mortifications than the one which finally brought matters to a crisis.


  He had come home tired one day from the golf links, and found Shergold, as usual, discoursing to Lily in the drawing-room. Le Mesurier threw himself into an easy chair, conscious of no more than his habitual annoyance. The drawing-room tea had been taken away, and it wanted about half-an-hour to dinner. Shergold commented on his fagged appearance, and offered him refreshment.


  “Come now, do take a glass of wine,” he said, “or some brandy and soda;” with all the cordial civility of a man dispensing hospitality from his own hearth-rug. “Let me ring for it.”


  But before he could touch the bell, Le Mesurier was on his feet, his temper boiling over, his mouth spluttering forth indignant protestations. The infernal insolence of the man, to play the host to him in his own house! “By God,” he cried, “I think this really is the limit!”


  The Professor, always coldly superior, and deaf to Lily’s entreaties where his own dignity was at stake, took up his hat, and left the room. A moment later he was passing before the windows on his way to the lodge-gates.


  Then came a scene with Lily, more shattering than anything Le Mesurier could have imagined. In her cool little voice, she said 309 the cruellest things. Her tongue cut like the lash of a cunningly contrived whip, and she brought it down again and again on the most sensitive places of his soul; those secret places which no mere enemy could have discovered, but which, because of his love for her, he had exposed fearlessly to her mercy. His pain turned to anger: his anger became really a brief madness. He had suddenly found himself standing over her, holding her by the shoulder, shaking her violently. “Damn you, you little devil!” he had shouted, and his fingers had thrilled to strike her on her pale provocative face; but instinct, rather than deliberate forbearance, had saved him from this, and he had gripped her shoulder instead. Then at that very moment the door had opened, and Harris had entered to announce dinner. She had stood and looked at him with narrowing, malignant eyes—God, those eyes he had so worshipped!—“You need not strike me before the servants,” she had said, just as though he had been in the habit of striking her, and she had raised her clear voice a little, obviously that the man might hear. Le Mesurier had hastily moved back a step, but his cuff-link had caught in the filmy stuff that filled in the neck of her dress, and a portion of it had torn away, and hung in a long fluttering strip from his sleeve. She had made no movement to cover her bare neck; on the contrary, she pushed up her shoulder through the gap, and turned her eyes, now tender, grieving eyes, to look at the five angry crimson marks rising up on the white skin. Harris, of course, had seen them plainly too. She had refused to go into dinner, she had gone to her room; when, later, Le Mesurier went there to ask forgiveness, he could not find her. The boy’s crib in the next room was empty. His wife had left Rozaine, and taken the child with her. She had gone to an hotel in St. Hélier’s for the night, and left for her father’s house in England the next morning.


  310 She had steadfastly refused to return, and Shergold had supported her in her refusal. He had shortly after this given up his appointment at Saint Hélier’s for a better one in London, where he had lived near Lily, influencing her as much as ever, seeing her, doubtless, every day. In the few letters which Lily had written her husband since the separation—letters dealing always with points of business, with money arrangements, rendered necessary by their altered relations—Le Mesurier recognised, in the cold, judicial tone, the well-arranged phrases, Shergold’s guiding hand. He at first had answered them briefly, latterly not at all, and it was his final persistent silence which had brought his enemy in person to Le Tas, and delivered him into his hands.—Oh, he was glad he had killed him! Shergold had ruined his life, and he had taken Shergold’s. They were quits at last. No, he felt no remorse.


  But neither did he feel any fear; and this surprised him, for that the transgressor should fear discovery and retribution was within every man’s experience. He began to ask himself how this was, and he came to believe that it arose from the fact that he had in reality no cause for fear. Discovery was practically an impossibility. In the first place, no one knew that Shergold had come to Saint Maclou at all. He had told Le Mesurier it was a sudden idea which had occurred to him during dinner, on which he had acted the same night. Then the boat had been so late, that, to save time, he had not gone into the hotel, where he might have been remembered, but had come up to Le Tas over the cliffs, without notice or recognition from anybody. That he should have been seen between leaving the cottage and reaching the Coupée was impossible. Le Mesurier had followed him closely 311 enough all the way to know that no one else had been at any time in sight. So thick was the mist, that a third person, to have seen him at all, must have passed within arm’s length. From all danger of an eye-witness to his being in Shergold’s company, or to the supreme moment on the Coupée, Le Mesurier felt secure.


  But there was the chance that the body might be recovered. It might be washed up on the Island or elsewhere. The body of young Hamon, who had fallen from the cliffs the previous summer, while searching for gulls’ eggs, had been found three weeks later, so far away as the Isle of Wight. It had been unrecognisable, for the face was completely destroyed, but it had been identified by a pocket-knife with the lad’s name engraved upon the haft. Le Mesurier wondered whether there was anything on Shergold’s person to identify him. Letters? The water would have reduced these to pulp. A ring? The hands and fingers were always the parts first attacked by the fish.


  He recalled the gruesome stories told by the boatmen as they row you from point to point, or which the women repeat to each other during the long winter evenings as they sit over the peat fires: stories of the cave-crabs, of the voracious fish which swarm round these coasts; of the mackerel which come in shoals, hundreds of thousands strong, roughening the calm sea like a wind, making a noise like thunder or the engines of some great steamer, as they cut through the surface of the water in pursuit of the little fish that fly before them. One story goes that a man swimming out from Grève de la Mauve unwittingly struck into such a shoal, and in an instant was pulled down by a million tenacious mouths and never seen again…. No, there was not much fear that Shergold’s body would be found.


  But even supposing the body were found and were recognised; even supposing Shergold’s movements could be traced to Saint 312 Maclou, that his visit to Le Mesurier could be proved: there was no iota of evidence to connect Le Mesurier with his death. Le Mesurier’s policy would be frankly to acknowledge the visit, to describe how Shergold had left him, and to call to remembrance the mist which had prevailed on that day. What more natural than that Shergold should have met with a misadventure on the way back, have walked over the cliff’s edge instead of keeping to the path, have missed his footing and fallen from the Coupée? Such misadventures were constantly happening, even among the fishermen. There was not a point on the Island which was not already the scene of some such tragedy. Le Mesurier assured himself he had no cause for fear.


  But as the days and weeks went by, what did surprise him exceedingly was that he received no communication from Lily to acquaint him with the Professor’s disappearance. It had seemed certain that she would write. For long ago Shergold must have been missed; first by his landlady, then by his friends. There would have been much speculation, anxious enquiries, newspaper paragraphs, in which his person would be described, a reward offered. Then, as time went on, and nothing was heard of him, the anxiety must have grown. There must have been an immense noise, a tremendous amount of talk. For he was, in his way, a well-known man, a person of consideration; he held a responsible post. Le Mesurier never saw a newspaper; not more than a dozen, perhaps, were read in the whole of Saint Maclou, and these were chiefly local papers from Jacques-le-Port; but he could imagine the excitement of the London Press, the articles which were being written on the subject, the letters, the suggestions, which every day must be bringing forth.


  313 And nevertheless, Le Mesurier received no notification from Lily; no news of any sort, no rumour touching Shergold’s fate was ever carried to Le Tas. The strangeness of such a silence could only confirm him in the belief that Shergold had spoken to no one of his intended journey to Saint Maclou, and he again told himself he was absolutely safe. He turned to dismiss the subject from his mind.


  But he found to his astonishment that he could not dismiss it, that it had become a fixed idea, an obsession, which overpowered his will. He was as impotent to chase Shergold from his waking thoughts as from his troubled nightly dreams. If he looked up suddenly to the window, it was because he fancied he had seen Shergold’s head passing rapidly by; if he caught himself listening intently in the stillness, he knew a moment later that it was because he fancied Shergold had spoken, and that the vibrations of his voice still shook the air. It was a horrible disappointment to learn that instead of ridding himself of Shergold, as he had hoped, he seemed to have bound himself up with him inseparably for ever. While he had been alive, Le Mesurier, once out of his presence, had often forgotten him for days at a time; now that he was dead, Le Mesurier could think of nothing else.


  But a more curious development was, that as time went by, he noticed that his old, hearty, satisfying hatred for the man was fading away. Does not absence always weaken hatred? And when you realise the absence to be eternal, to be the immutable absence of death, is not hatred extinguished? Love is stronger than death, for love is positive, affirmative. But hatred? Hatred is negative; hatred is a manifestation of the transitory Nay, not of the everlasting Yea. Is it possible to hate the dead?


  314 Le Mesurier no longer hated the man he had killed. A faint, hesitant sort of consideration, even of fellow-feeling for him, began gradually to edge its way in among his thoughts. He would sometimes try to put himself in Shergold’s place; he would try to reconstruct the past from Shergold’s point of view.


  He found he could no longer persuade himself that Shergold had been conscious of the evil he had wrought. On the contrary, he recognised that the man had been honest according to his lights; that he had committed no crime against the accepted code. He might have acquired his influence over Lily, through no wish, no effort of his own. He had been one of those showy characters whom women always worship; he had possessed that superficial glittering cleverness that always catches a woman’s fancy, he had talked with the fluent self-assurance which always wins a woman’s approval. Probably he had never realised how obnoxious his presence at Rozaine was to Le Mesurier. He was sufficiently proud to have withdrawn from a society where he was not wanted, but his self-conceit was too magnificent for him ever to imagine such a contingency possible. And then, no doubt, his sense of conscious rectitude had rendered him particularly obtuse. Had he been playing the rôle of lover, a guilty conscience would have made him more sensitive to Le Mesurier’s uncordial attitude. Looking back upon it all now, Le Mesurier could almost pity him for such blindness.


  One day, lying in a hollow of the cliff, hidden from every eye but that of cormorant or sea-gull, playing abstractedly with a pebble which found itself under his fingers, he saw a yard away from him a sharp-nosed, grey-coated mole running from one point to another across the grass. He shot the pebble from his hand, 315 and the little beast rolled over dead. He took it up, and looked at it curiously. He smoothed with his fingers its warm, velvety coat. He was sorry he had killed it. A second ago it had been enjoying the sunshine, the warm air, its own sense of well-being. And now it was utterly destroyed, utterly annihilated, and no one could restore to it the life which he had wantonly taken.


  The thought of Shergold, always present at the back of his mind, pressed forward imperatively. Shergold had not believed in soul or immortality. He had believed that with death the life of a man comes to an end, just as does the life of a mouse. Le Mesurier had often listened, perforce, to his dogmatising on such views to Lily; to his proclaiming that each individual life is but a flash of light between two eternities of darkness; that just as the body returns to the elements from which it came, so the spirit is reabsorbed into the forces and energies which move the world. And because Shergold had no belief in another life, he had set an immense value upon this one. In his self-engrossed, pedantic way, he had thoroughly enjoyed every hour, every moment of it. Supposing his views were true, then the greatest injury one could inflict on such a man would be to deprive him of this life which he prized, suddenly to extinguish him like a candle, to annihilate him like this poor little mole.


  He laid the body of the mole down upon the turf, and walked away. He no longer sang or whistled to himself. The monotonous days seemed intolerably long.


  III


  Three months had gone by. Le Mesurier, in the solitude of Le Tas, had suffered every pang a guilty conscience can inflict, had been through every phase of remorse and of despair.


  316 The burden on his mind was growing intolerably heavy. Every moment it cried out to him that he must share it with another, or be crushed beneath its weight. He would have gone down to see the Pastor, but that to do so he must cross the Coupée. He had not the courage actually to pass the spot from which his thoughts were never long absent. And while his mind tossed distressfully this way and that, Monsieur Chauchat chanced to come up to see him.


  The sight of a real human face, the sound of a real human voice, unlocked his heart, set his tongue going. In spite of the old man’s many attempted interruptions, he poured out the whole story; all the injuries, real or fancied, he had received at Shergold’s hands, his own hatred for him, the man’s fate, his own impotent repentance. “And now,” he said, simply, when he had concluded, “I wish to give myself up. Tell me what I am to do.”


  Chauchat looked at him with infinite pity, and showed neither horror nor surprise. Le Mesurier was even conscious of a certain movement of indignation within his own bosom, that any one should hear of the murder of a fellow-creature so composedly.


  “You must give up this kind of life,” said the Pastor gently. “It is terribly bad for you. You must have society, you must travel.”


  Le Mesurier was amazed at such irrelevance. He looked at Chauchat curiously. He thought him aged, whiter, feebler than ever before. He wondered whether he still had all his faculties. And he answered impatiently, “But what has that to do with what I have been telling you?”


  “You must take care,” said the old man; “solitude brings delusions, hallucinations; to indulge in them is to shake the mind’s stability. You must come back into the world. You must mix with other men.”


  317 He divined that Chauchat believed him to be dreaming. This was natural perhaps; how could the good, simple-minded old clergyman believe in the reality of such a crime? But he must convince him of the miserable truth. He must begin again and describe it all more circumstantially. He must go on until he saw conviction dawn in the eyes that now looked at him with such friendly pity, until he saw that pity change to aversion and fear. He began over again.


  But Chauchat laid a hand upon his arm.


  “One moment! You say you killed this man?”


  “Yes, I killed him.”


  “You threw him over the Coupée?”


  “I followed him from the house, and threw him over the Coupée.”


  “No, my poor boy; no, no, no! Thank God, you did not. Thank God, you are dreaming. You have had some strange, some horrible delusion. But Shergold is alive, is well, I have but just now come from him. He, indeed, is the reason of my visit. I come as a messenger from him, a mediator between him and you.”


  Le Mesurier sat there stunned, dazed, vacant. Was Chauchat mad? The old man’s voice buzzed in his ears; he was still talking, explaining how Shergold had come over by the morning’s boat; how he had called at the parsonage, and told the story of his last visit to Le Mesurier, of the deed of assignment, and of Le Mesurier’s refusal to sign it; of the pressing need there was that it should be signed; how he had begged Chauchat to use his influence with Le Mesurier, and so Chauchat was here, while Shergold was staying till to-morrow at the Belle Vue Hotel, and was quite prepared to meet Le Mesurier on amicable terms, if he would go down there and see him.


  318 Was Chauchat mad? Yes, clearly. How otherwise could he imagine that he had come from Shergold, that he had spoken with a dead man? Shergold’s death—that was the one certain fact in all this bewildering world. He had sat there, at the table, just where Chauchat was seated now. They had quarrelled. Le Mesurier had followed him from that very door, out into the mist….


  But all at once a point of doubt pierced his soul. Had he followed Shergold? Had he in truth followed Shergold out into the mist?


  Was Chauchat mad? Or—or—was he mad himself? Something inside his head throbbed so violently, he could not even think. He sat stunned and dazed by the table holding his head in his hands, while the old man talked on. But while he sat there in dumb, inert confusion, his sub-conscious brain was at work, rearranging the past, disentangling the threads of illusion from those of reality, arranging these on this side, those on that, clearly, unmistakably. And when all was ready, suddenly the web of deception fell from before his eyes, and he saw clearly. Up to the moment of Shergold’s leaving the cottage all had passed as he remembered it: the rest had been a mere phantasmal creation of his own brain.


  His hands were clean of blood, he had committed no crime, he might go where he chose, he was guiltless, he was free….. And—and during all the past months, when he had been tortured with self-condemnations, Shergold had been living his usual happy, respectable and respected life, seeing Lily every day, seeing the child …. Oh! …. Le Mesurier’s feelings underwent a complete revulsion; his remorse shrivelled up, his pity vanished, his old hatred returned reinforced a thousandfold—and he was filled with regret, a gnawing, an intolerable regret that his hand had failed to accomplish the sin which his heart had desired.


  ·  ·


  319 A Fragment


  By Theo Marzials


  
    And then it seem’d I was a bird


    That dipt along the silent street.


    In that strange midnight nothing stir’d,


    And all was moonlight, still and sweet.

  


  
    By lofty vane and roof and loft,


    Aloof, aloft, where shadows hung,


    Down ghostly ways that wafted soft,


    Warm echoes where I sank and sung;

  


  
    And lower yet by flower-set sill,


    And close against her window-bars,


    And still the moonlight flowed, and still,


    The still dew lit the jessamine stars;

  


  
    And oh! I beat against the pane,


    And oh! I sang so sweet, so clear,—


    I heard her wake, and pause again,


    Then nearer, nearer—killing near;

  


  
    And back she flung the window-rod,


    The moonlight swept in, like a stream;


    She drew me to her neck—Oh! God,


    ’Twas then I knew it was a dream!

  


  ·  ·
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  11 The Foolish Virgin


  By George Gissing


  Coming down to breakfast, as usual, rather late, Miss Jewell was surprised to find several persons still at table. Their conversation ceased as she entered, and all eyes were directed to her with a look in which she discerned some special meaning. For several reasons she was in an irritable humour; the significant smiles, the subdued “Good mornings,” and the silence that followed, so jarred upon her nerves that, save for curiosity, she would have turned and left the room.


  Mrs. Banting (generally at this hour busy in other parts of the house) inquired with a sympathetic air whether she would take porridge; the others awaited her reply as if it were a matter of general interest. Miss Jewell abruptly demanded an egg. The awkward pause was broken by a high falsetto.


  “I believe you know who it is all the time, Mr. Drake,” said Miss Ayres, addressing the one man present.


  “I assure you I don’t. Upon my word, I don’t. The whole thing astonishes me.”


  Resolutely silent, Miss Jewell listened to a conversation the drift of which remained dark to her, until some one spoke the name “Mr. Cheeseman;” then it was with difficulty that she controlled her face and her tongue. The servant brought her an egg. She 12 struck it clumsily with the edge of the spoon, and asked in an affected drawl:


  “What are you people talking about?”


  Mrs. Sleath, smiling maliciously, took it upon herself to reply.


  “Mr. Drake has had a letter from Mr. Cheeseman. He writes that he’s engaged, but doesn’t say who to. Delicious mystery, isn’t it?”


  The listener tried to swallow a piece of bread-and-butter, and seemed to struggle with a constriction of the throat. Then, looking round the table, she said with contemptuous pleasantry:


  “Some lodging-house servant, I shouldn’t wonder.”


  Every one laughed. Then Mr. Drake declared he must be off and rose from the table. The ladies also moved, and in a minute or two Miss Jewell sat at her breakfast alone.


  She was a tall, slim person, with unremarkable, not ill-moulded features. Nature meant her to be graceful in form and pleasantly feminine of countenance; unwholesome habit of mind and body was responsible for the defects that now appeared in her. She had no colour, no flesh; but an agreeable smile would well have become her lips, and her eyes needed only the illumination of healthy thought to be more than commonly attractive. A few months would see the close of her twenty-ninth year; but Mrs. Banting’s boarders, with some excuse, judged her on the wrong side of thirty.


  Her meal, a sad pretence, was soon finished. She went to the window and stood there for five minutes looking at the cabs and pedestrians in the sunny street. Then, with the languid step which had become natural to her, she ascended the stairs and turned into the drawing-room. Here, as she had expected, two ladies sat in close conversation. Without heeding them, she 13 walked to the piano, selected a sheet of music, and sat down to play.


  Presently, whilst she drummed with vigour on the keys, some one approached; she looked up and saw Mrs. Banting; the other persons had left the room.


  “If it’s true,” murmured Mrs. Banting, with genuine kindliness on her flabby lips, “all I can say is that it’s shameful—shameful!”


  Miss Jewell stared at her.


  “What do you mean?”


  “Mr. Cheeseman—to go and——”


  “I don’t understand you. What is it to me?”


  The words were thrown out almost fiercely, and a crash on the piano drowned whatever Mrs. Banting meant to utter in reply. Miss Jewell now had the drawing-room to herself.


  She “practised” for half an hour, careering through many familiar pieces with frequent mechanical correction of time-honoured blunders. When at length she was going up to her room, a grinning servant handed her a letter which had just arrived. A glance at the envelope told her from whom it came, and in privacy she at once opened it. The writer’s address was Glasgow.


  “My dear Rosamund,” began the letter, “I can’t understand why you write in such a nasty way. For some time now your letters have been horrid. I don’t show them to William because if I did he would get into a tantrum. What I have to say to you now is this, that we simply can’t go on sending you the money. We haven’t it to spare, and that’s the plain truth. You think we’re rolling in money, and it’s no use telling you we are not. William said last night that you must find some way of supporting yourself, and I can only say the same. You are a lady and had a 14 thorough good education, and I am sure you have only to exert yourself. William says I may promise you a five-pound note twice a year, but more than that you must not expect. Now do just think over your position——”


  She threw the sheet of paper aside, and sat down to brood miserably. This little back bedroom, at no time conducive to good spirits, had seen Rosamund in many a dreary or exasperated mood; to-day it beheld her on the very verge of despair. Illuminated texts of Scripture spoke to her from the walls in vain; portraits of admired clergymen smiled vainly from the mantelpiece. She was conscious only of a dirty carpet, an ill-made bed, faded curtains, and a window that looked out on nothing. One cannot expect much for a guinea a week, when it includes board and lodging; the bedroom was at least a refuge, but even that, it seemed, would henceforth be denied her. Oh, the selfishness of people! And oh, the perfidy of man!


  For eight years, since the breaking up of her home, Rosamund had lived in London boarding-houses. To begin with, she could count on a sufficient income, resulting from property in which she had a legitimate share. Owing to various causes, the value of this property had steadily diminished, until at length she became dependent upon the subsidies of kinsfolk; for more than a twelve-month now, the only person able and willing to continue such remittances had been her married sister, and Rosamund had hardly known what it was to have a shilling of pocket-money. From time to time she thought feebly and confusedly of “doing something,” but her aims were so vague, her capabilities so inadequate, that she always threw aside the intention in sheer hopelessness. Whatever will she might once have possessed had evaporated in the boarding-house atmosphere. It was hard to believe that her brother-in-law would ever withhold the poor five pounds a month. 15 And—what is the use of boarding-houses if not to renew indefinitely the hope of marriage?


  She was not of the base order of women. Conscience yet lived in her, and drew support from religion; something of modesty, of self-respect, still clad her starving soul. Ignorance and ill-luck had once or twice thrown her into such society as may be found in establishments outwardly respectable; she trembled and fled. Even in such a house as this of Mrs. Banting’s, she had known sickness of disgust. Herself included, four single women abode here at the present time; and the scarcely disguised purpose of every one of them was to entrap a marriageable man. In the others, it seemed to her detestable, and she hated all three, even as they in their turn detested her. Rosamund flattered herself with the persuasion that she did not aim merely at marriage and a subsistence; she would not marryany one; her desire was for sympathy, true companionship. In years gone by she had used to herself a more sacred word; nowadays the homely solace seemed enough. And of late a ray of hope had glimmered upon her dusty path. Mr. Cheeseman, with his plausible airs, his engaging smile, had won something more than her confidence; an acquaintance of six months, ripening at length to intimacy, justified her in regarding him with sanguine emotion. They had walked together in Kensington Gardens; they had exchanged furtive and significant glances at table and elsewhere; every one grew aware of the mutual preference. It shook her with a painful misgiving when Mr. Cheeseman went away for his holiday and spoke no word; but probably he would write. He had written—to his friend Drake; and all was over.


  Her affections suffered, but that was not the worst. Her pride had never received so cruel a blow.


  After a life of degradation which might well have unsexed her, 16 Rosamund remained a woman. The practice of affectations numberless had taught her one truth, that she could never hope to charm save by reliance upon her feminine qualities. Boarding-house girls, such numbers of whom she had observed, seemed all intent upon disowning their womanhood; they cultivated masculine habits, wore as far as possible male attire, talked loud slang, threw scorn (among themselves at all events) upon domestic virtues; and not a few of them seemed to profit by the prevailing fashion. Rosamund had tried these tactics, always with conscious failure. At other times, and vastly to her relief, she aimed in precisely the opposite direction, encouraging herself in feminine extremes. She would talk with babbling naïveté, exaggerate the languor induced by idleness, lack of exercise, and consequent ill-health; betray timidities and pruderies, let fall a pious phrase, rise of a morning for “early celebration” and let the fact be known. These and the like extravagances had appeared to fascinate Mr. Cheeseman, who openly professed his dislike for androgynous persons. And Rosamund enjoyed the satisfaction of moderate sincerity. Thus, or very much in this way, would she be content to live. Romantic passion she felt to be beyond her scope. Long ago—ah! perhaps long ago, when she first knew Geoffrey Hunt——


  The name, as it crossed her mind, suggested an escape from the insufferable ennui and humiliation of hours till evening. It must be half a year since she called upon the Hunts, her only estimable acquaintances in or near London. They lived at Teddington, and the railway fare was always a deterrent; nor did she care much for Mrs. Hunt and her daughters, who of late years had grown reserved with her, as if uneasy about her mode of life. True, they were not at all snobbish; homely, though well-to-do people; but they had such strict views, and could not understand 17 the existence of a woman less energetic than themselves. In her present straits, which could hardly be worse, their counsel might prove of value; though she doubted her courage when it came to making confessions.


  She would do without luncheon (impossible to sit at table with those “creatures”) and hope to make up for it at tea; in truth appetite was not likely to trouble her. Then for dress. Wearily she compared this garment with that, knowing beforehand that all were out of fashion and more or less shabby. Oh, what did it matter! She had come to beggary, the result that might have been foreseen long ago. Her faded costume suited fitly enough with her fortunes—nay, with her face. For just then she caught a sight of herself in the glass, and shrank. A lump choked her: looking desperately, as if for help, for pity, through gathering tears, she saw the Bible verse on the nearest wall: “Come unto me——” Her heart became that of a woful child; she put her hands before her face, and prayed in the old, simple words of childhood.


  As her call must not be made before half-past three, she could not set out upon the journey forthwith; but it was a relief to get away from the house. In this bright weather, Kensington Gardens, not far away, seemed a natural place for loitering, but the alleys would remind her too vividly of late companionship; she walked in another direction, sauntered for an hour by the shop windows of Westbourne Grove, and, when she felt tired, sat at the railway station until it was time to start. At Teddington, half a mile’s walk lay before her; though she felt no hunger, long abstinence and the sun’s heat taxed her strength to the point of exhaustion; on reaching her friend’s door, she stood trembling with nervousness and fatigue. The door opened, and to her dismay she learnt that Mrs. Hunt was away from home. 18 Happily, the servant added that Miss Caroline was in the garden.


  “I’ll go round,” said Rosamund at once. “Don’t trouble——”


  The pathway round the pleasant little house soon brought her within view of a young lady who sat in a garden-chair, sewing. But Miss Caroline was not alone; near to her stood a man in shirt-sleeves and bare-headed, vigorously sawing a plank; he seemed to be engaged in the construction of a summer-house, and Rosamund took him at first sight for a mechanic, but when he turned round, exhibiting a ruddy face all agleam with health and good humour, she recognised the young lady’s brother, Geoffrey Hunt. He, as though for the moment puzzled, looked fixedly at her.


  “Oh, Miss Jewell, how glad I am to see you!”


  Enlightened by his sister’s words, Geoffrey dropped the saw, and stepped forward with still heartier greeting. Had civility permitted, he might easily have explained his doubts. It was some six years since his last meeting with Rosamund, and she had changed not a little; he remembered her as a graceful and rather pretty girl, with life in her, even if it ran for the most part to silliness, gaily dressed, sprightly of manner; notwithstanding the account he had received of her from his relatives, it astonished him to look upon this limp, faded woman. In Rosamund’s eyes, Geoffrey was his old self; perhaps a trifle more stalwart, and if anything handsomer, but with just the same light in his eyes, the same smile on his bearded face, the same cordiality of utterance. For an instant, she compared him with Mr. Cheeseman, and flushed for very shame. Unable to command her voice, she stammered incoherent nothings; only when a seat supported her weary body did she lose the dizziness which had threatened downright collapse; then she closed her eyes, and forgot everything but the sense of rest.


  19 Geoffrey drew on his coat, and spoke jestingly of his amateur workmanship. Such employment, however, seemed not inappropriate to him, for his business was that of a timber-merchant. Of late years he had lived abroad, for the most part in Canada. Rosamund learnt that at present he was having a longish holiday.


  “And you go back to Canada?”


  This she asked when Miss Hunt had stepped into the house to call for tea. Geoffrey answered that it was doubtful; for various reasons he rather hoped to remain in England, but the choice did not altogether rest with him.


  “At all events”—she gave a poor little laugh—“you haven’t pined in exile.”


  “Not a bit of it. I have always had plenty of hard work—the one thing needful.”


  “Yes—I remember—you always used to say that. And I used to protest. You granted, I think, that it might be different with women.”


  “Did I?”


  He wished to add something to the point, but refrained out of compassion. It was clear to him that Miss Jewell, at all events, would have been none the worse for exacting employment. Mrs. Hunt had spoken of her with the disapprobation natural in a healthy, active woman of the old school, and Geoffrey himself could not avoid a contemptuous judgment.


  “You have lived in London all this time?” he asked, before she could speak.


  “Yes. Where else should I live? My sister at Glasgow doesn’t want me there, and—and there’s nobody else, you know.” She tried to laugh. “I have friends in London—well, that is to say—at all events I’m not quite solitary.”


  The man smiled, and could not allow her to suspect how profoundly 20 he pitied such a condition. Caroline Hunt had reappeared; she began to talk of her mother and sister, who were enjoying themselves in Wales. Her own holiday would come upon their return; Geoffrey was going to take her to Switzerland.


  Tea arrived just as Rosamund was again sinking into bodily faintness and desolation of spirit. It presently restored her, but she could hardly converse. She kept hoping that Caroline would offer her some invitation—to lunch, to dine, anything; but as yet no such thought seemed to occur to the young hostess. Suddenly the aspect of things was altered by the arrival of new callers, a whole family, man, wife and three children, strangers to Rosamund. For a time it seemed as if she must go away without any kind of solace; for Geoffrey had quitted her, and she sat alone. On the spur of irrational resentment, she rose and advanced to Miss Hunt.


  “Oh, but you are not going! I want you to stay and have dinner with us, if you can. Would it make you too late?”


  Rosamund flushed and could scarce contain her delight. In a moment she was playing with the youngest of the children, and even laughing aloud, so that Geoffrey glanced curiously towards her. Even the opportunity of private conversation which she had not dared to count upon was granted before long; when the callers had departed Caroline excused herself, and left her brother alone with the guest for half an hour. There was no time to be lost; Rosamund broached almost immediately the subject uppermost in her mind.


  “Mr. Hunt, I know how dreadful it is to have people asking for advice, but if I might—if you could have patience with me——”


  “I haven’t much wisdom to spare,” he answered, with easy good-nature.


  21 “Oh, you are very rich in it, compared with poor me.—And my position is so difficult. I want—I am trying to find some way of being useful in the world. I am tired of living for myself. I seem to be such a useless creature. Surely even I must have some talent, which it’s my duty to put to use! Where should I turn? Could you help me with a suggestion?”


  Her words, now that she had overcome the difficulty of beginning, chased each other with breathless speed, and Geoffrey was all but constrained to seriousness; he took it for granted, however, that Miss Jewell frequently used this language; doubtless it was part of her foolish, futile existence to talk of her soul’s welfare, especially in tête-à-tête with unmarried men. The truth he did not suspect, and Rosamund could not bring herself to convey it in plain words.


  “I do so envy the people who have something to live for!” Thus she panted. “I fear I have never had a purpose in life—I’m sure I don’t know why. Of course I’m only a woman, but even women nowadays are doing so much. You don’t despise their efforts, do you?”


  “Not indiscriminately.”


  “If I could feel myself a profitable member of society!—I want to be lifted above my wretched self. Is there no great end to which I could devote myself?”


  Her phrases grew only more magniloquent, and all the time she was longing for courage to say: “How can I earn money?” Geoffrey, confirmed in the suspicion that she talked only for effect, indulged his natural humour.


  “I’m such a groveller, Miss Jewell. I never knew these aspirations. I see the world mainly as cubic feet of timber.”


  “No, no, you won’t make me believe that. I know you have ideals!”


  22 “That word reminds me of poor old Halliday. You remember Halliday, don’t you?”


  In vexed silence, Rosamund shook her head.


  “But I think you must have met him, in the old days. A tall, fair man—no? He talked a great deal about ideals, and meant to move the world. We lost sight of each other when I first left England, and only met again a day or two ago. He is married, and has three children, and looks fifty years old, though he can’t be much more than thirty. He took me to see his wife—they live at Forest Hill.”


  Rosamund was not listening, and the speaker became aware of it. Having a purpose in what he was about to say, he gently claimed her attention.


  “I think Mrs. Halliday is the kind of woman who would interest you. If ever any one had a purpose in life, she has.”


  “Indeed? And what?”


  “To keep house admirably, and bring up her children as well as possible, on an income which would hardly supply some women with shoe-leather.”


  “Oh, that’s very dreadful!”


  “Very fine, it seems to me. I never saw a woman for whom I could feel more respect. Halliday and she suit each other perfectly; they would be the happiest people in England if they had any money. As he walked back with me to the station he talked about their difficulties. They can’t afford to engage a good servant (if one exists nowadays), and cheap sluts have driven them frantic, so that Mrs. Halliday does everything with her own hands.”


  “It must be awful.”


  “Pretty hard, no doubt. She is an educated woman—otherwise, of course, she couldn’t, and wouldn’t, manage it. And, by-the-bye”23—he paused for quiet emphasis—“she has a sister, unmarried, who lives in the country and does nothing at all. It occurs to one—doesn’t it?—that the idle sister might pretty easily find scope for her energies.”


  Rosamund stared at the ground. She was not so dull as to lose the significance of this story, and she imagined that Geoffrey reflected upon herself in relation to her own sister. She broke the long silence by saying awkwardly:


  “I’m sure I would never allow a sister of mine to lead such a life.”


  “I don’t think you would,” replied the other. And, though he spoke genially, Rosamund felt it a very moderate declaration of his belief in her. Overcome by strong feeling, she exclaimed:


  “I would do anything to be of use in the world. You don’t think I mean it, but I do, Mr. Hunt. I——”


  Her voice faltered; the all-important word stuck in her throat. And at that moment Geoffrey rose.


  “Shall we walk about? Let me show you my mother’s fernery she is very proud of it.”


  That was the end of intimate dialogue. Rosamund felt aggrieved, and tried to shape sarcasms, but the man’s imperturbable good-humour soon made her forget everything save the pleasure of being in his company. It was a bitter-sweet evening, yet perhaps enjoyment predominated. Of course, Geoffrey would conduct her to the station; she never lost sight of this hope. There would be another opportunity for plain speech. But her desire was frustrated; at the time of departure, Caroline said that they might as well all go together. Rosamund could have wept for chagrin.


  She returned to the detested house, the hateful little bedroom, and there let her tears have way. In dread lest the hysterical sobs should be overheard, she all but stifled herself.


  24 Then, as if by blessed inspiration, a great thought took shape in her despairing mind. At the still hour of night she suddenly sat up in the darkness, which seemed illumined by a wondrous hope. A few minutes motionless; the mental light grew dazzling; she sprang out of bed, partly dressed herself, and by the rays of a candle sat down to write a letter:


  
    “Dear Mr. Hunt,


    “Yesterday I did not tell you the whole truth. I have nothing to live upon, and I must find employment or starve. My brother-in-law has been supporting me for a long time—I am ashamed to tell you, but I will, and he can do so no longer. I wanted to ask you for practical advice, but I did not make my meaning clear. For all that, you did advise me, and very well indeed. I wish to offer myself as domestic help to poor Mrs. Halliday. Do you think she would have me? I ask no wages—only food and lodging. I will work harder and better than any general servants—I will indeed. My health is not bad, and I am fairly strong. Don’t—don’t throw scorn on this! Will you recommend me to Mrs. Halliday—or ask Mrs. Hunt to do so? I beg that you will. Please write to me at once, and say yes. I shall be ever grateful to you.


    “Very sincerely yours,

    “Rosamund Jewell.”

  


  This she posted as early as possible. The agonies she endured in waiting for a reply served to make her heedless of boarding-house spite, and by the last post that same evening came Geoffrey’s letter. He wrote that her suggestion was startling. “Your motive seems to me very praiseworthy, but whether the thing would be possible is another question. I dare not take upon myself the responsibility of counselling you to such a step. Pray, take time, and think. I am most grieved to hear of your difficulties, but is there not some better way out of them?”


  25 Yes, there it was! Geoffrey Hunt could not believe in her power to do anything praiseworthy. So had it been six years ago, when she would have gone through flood and flame to win his admiration. But in those days she was a girlish simpleton; she had behaved idiotically. It should be different now; were it at the end of her life, she would prove to him that he had slighted her unjustly!


  Brave words, but Rosamund attached some meaning to them. The woman in her—the ever-prevailing woman—was wrought by fears and vanities, urgencies and desires, to a strange point of exaltation. Forthwith, she wrote again: “Send me, I entreat you, Mrs. Halliday’s address. I will go and see her. No, I can’t do anything but work with my hands. I am no good for anything else. If Mrs. Halliday refuses me, I shall go as a servant into some other house. Don’t mock at me; I don’t deserve it. Write at once.”


  Till midnight she wept and prayed.


  Geoffrey sent her the address, adding a few dry words: “If you are willing and able to carry out this project, your ambition ought to be satisfied. You will have done your part towards solving one of the gravest problems of the time.” Rosamund did not at once understand; when the writer’s meaning grew clear, she kept repeating the words, as though they were a new gospel. Yes! she would be working nobly, helping to show a way out of the great servant difficulty. It would be an example to poor ladies, like herself, who were ashamed of honest work. And Geoffrey Hunt was looking on. He must needs marvel; perhaps he would admire greatly; perhaps—oh, oh!


  Of course, she found a difficulty in wording her letter to the lady who had never heard of her, and of whom she knew practically nothing. But zeal surmounted obstacles. She began by saying 26 that she was in search of domestic employment, and that, through her friends at Teddington, she had heard of Mrs. Halliday as a lady who might perhaps consider her application. Then followed an account of herself, tolerably ingenuous, and an amplification of the phrases she had addressed to Geoffrey Hunt. On an afterthought, she enclosed a stamped envelope.


  Whilst the outcome remained dubious, Rosamund’s behaviour to her fellow-boarders was a pattern of offensiveness. She no longer shunned them—seemed, indeed, to challenge their observation for the sake of meeting it with arrogant defiance. She rudely interrupted conversations, met sneers with virulent retorts, made herself the common enemy. Mrs. Banting was appealed to; ladies declared that they could not live in a house where they were exposed to vulgar insult. When nearly a week had passed Mrs. Banting found it necessary to speak in private with Miss Jewell, and to make a plaintive remonstrance. Rosamund’s flashing eye and contemptuous smile foretold the upshot.


  “Spare yourself the trouble, Mrs. Banting. I leave the house to-morrow.”


  “Oh, but——”


  “There is no need for another word. Of course, I shall pay the week in lieu of notice. I am busy, and have no time to waste.”


  The day before, she had been to Forest Hill, had seen Mrs. Halliday, and entered into an engagement. At midday on the morrow she arrived at the house which was henceforth to be her home, the scene of her labours.


  Sheer stress of circumstance accounted for Mrs. Halliday’s decision. Geoffrey Hunt, a dispassionate observer, was not misled in forming so high an opinion of his friend’s wife. Only a year or two older than Rosamund, Mrs. Halliday had the mind and the 27 temper which enable woman to front life as a rational combatant, instead of vegetating as a more or less destructive parasite. Her voice declared her; it fell easily upon a soft, clear note; the kind of voice that expresses good-humour and reasonableness, and many other admirable qualities; womanly, but with no suggestion of the feminine gamut; a voice that was never likely to test its compass in extremes. She had enjoyed a country breeding; something of liberal education assisted her natural intelligence; thanks to a good mother, she discharged with ability and content the prime domestic duties. But physically she was not inexhaustible, and the laborious, anxious years had taxed her health. A woman of the ignorant class may keep house, and bring up a family, with her own hands; she has to deal only with the simplest demands of life; her home is a shelter, her food is primitive, her children live or die according to the law of natural selection. Infinitely more complex, more trying, is the task of the educated wife and mother; if to conscientiousness be added enduring poverty, it means not seldom an early death. Fatigue and self-denial had set upon Mrs. Halliday’s features a stamp which could never be obliterated. Her husband, her children, suffered illnesses; she, the indispensable, durst not confess even to a headache. Such servants as from time to time she had engaged merely increased her toil and anxieties; she demanded, to be sure, the diligence and efficiency which in this new day can scarce be found among the menial ranks; what she obtained was sluttish stupidity, grotesque presumption, and every form of female viciousness. Rosamund Jewell, honest in her extravagant fervour, seemed at first a mocking apparition; only after a long talk, when Rosamund’s ingenuousness had forcibly impressed her, would Mrs. Halliday agree to an experiment. Miss Jewell was to live as one of the family; she did not ask this, but consented to it. She was to 28 receive ten pounds a year, for Mrs. Halliday insisted that payment there must be.


  “I can’t cook,” Rosamund had avowed. “I never boiled a potato in my life. If you teach me, I shall be grateful to you.”


  “The cooking I can do myself, and you can learn if you like.”


  “I should think I might wash and scrub by the light of nature?”


  “Perhaps. Good will and ordinary muscles will go a long way.”


  “I can’t sew, but I will learn.”


  Mrs. Halliday reflected.


  “You know that you are exchanging freedom for a hard and a very dull life?”


  “My life has been hard and dull enough, if you only knew. The work will seem hard at first, no doubt. But I don’t think I shall be dull with you.”


  Mrs. Halliday held out her work-worn hand, and received a clasp of the fingers attenuated by idleness.


  It was a poor little house; built—of course—with sham display of spaciousness in front, and huddling discomfort at the rear. Mrs. Halliday’s servants never failed to urge the smallness of the rooms as an excuse for leaving them dirty; they had invariably been accustomed to lordly abodes, where their virtues could expand. The furniture was homely and no more than sufficient, but here and there on the walls shone a glimpse of summer landscape, done in better days by the master of the house, who knew something of various arts, but could not succeed in that of money-making. Rosamund bestowed her worldly goods in a tiny chamber which Mrs. Halliday did her best to make inviting and comfortable; she had less room here than at Mrs. Banting’s, but the cleanliness of surroundings would depend upon herself, and she was not likely 29 to spend much time by the bedside in weary discontent. Halliday, who came home each evening at half-past six, behaved to her on their first meeting with grave, even respectful, courtesy; his tone flattered Rosamund’s ear, and nothing could have been more seemly than the modest gentleness of her replies.


  At the close of the first day, she wrote to Geoffrey Hunt: “I do believe I have made a good beginning. Mrs. Halliday is perfect and I quite love her. Please do not answer this; I only write because I feel that I owe it to your kindness. I shall never be able to thank you enough.”


  When Geoffrey obeyed her and kept silence, she felt that he acted prudently; perhaps Mrs. Halliday might see the letter, and know his hand. But none the less she was disappointed.


  Rosamund soon learnt the measure of her ignorance in domestic affairs. Thoroughly practical and systematic, her friend (this was to be their relation) set down a scheme of the day’s and the week’s work; it made a clear apportionment between them, with no preponderance of unpleasant drudgery for the new-comer’s share. With astonishment, which she did not try to conceal, Rosamund awoke to the complexity and endlessness of home duties even in so small a house as this.


  “Then you have no leisure?” she exclaimed, in sympathy, not remonstrance.


  “I feel at leisure when I’m sewing—and when I take the children out. And there’s Sunday.”


  The eldest child was about five years old, the others three and a twelvemonth, respectively. Their ailments gave a good deal of trouble, and it often happened that Mrs. Halliday was awake with one of them the greater part of the night. For children Rosamund had no natural tenderness; to endure the constant sound of their voices proved, in the beginning, her hardest trial; but 30 the resolve to school herself in every particular soon enabled her to tend the little ones with much patience, and insensibly she grew fond of them. Until she had overcome her awkwardness in every task, it cost her no little effort to get through the day; at bedtime she ached in every joint, and morning oppressed her with a sick lassitude. Conscious however, of Mrs. Halliday’s forbearance, she would not spare herself, and it soon surprised her to discover that the rigid performance of what seemed an ignoble task brought its reward. Her first success in polishing a grate gave her more delight than she had known since childhood. She summoned her friend to look, to admire, to praise.


  “Haven’t I done it well? Could you do it better yourself?”


  “Admirable!”


  Rosamund waved her black-lead brush and tasted victory.


  The process of acclimatisation naturally affected her health. In a month’s time she began to fear that she must break down; she suffered painful disorders, crept out of sight to moan and shed a tear. Always faint, she had no appetite for wholesome food. Tossing on her bed at night she said to herself a thousand times: “I must go on even if I die!” Her religion took the form of asceticism and bade her rejoice in her miseries; she prayed constantly and at times knew the solace of an infinite self-glorification. In such a mood she once said to Mrs. Halliday:


  “Don’t you think I deserve some praise for the step I took?”


  “You certainly deserve both praise and thanks from me.”


  “But I mean—it isn’t every one who could have done it? I’ve a right to feel myself superior to the ordinary run of girls?”


  The other gave her an embarrassed look, and murmured a few satisfying words. Later in the same day she talked to Rosamund about her health and insisted on making certain changes which allowed her to take more open-air exercise. The result of this 31 was a marked improvement; at the end of the second month Rosamund began to feel and look better than she had done for several years. Work no longer exhausted her. And the labour in itself seemed to diminish, a natural consequence of perfect co-operation between the two women. Mrs. Halliday declared that life had never been so easy for her as now; she knew the delight of rest in which there was no self-reproach. But for sufficient reasons she did not venture to express to Rosamund all the gratitude that was due.


  About Christmas a letter from Forest Hill arrived at Teddington; this time it did not forbid a reply. It spoke of struggles sufferings, achievements. “Do I not deserve a word of praise? Have I not done something, as you said, towards solving the great question? Don’t you believe in me a little?” Four more weeks went by, and brought no answer. Then, one evening, in a mood of bitterness, Rosamund took a singular step; she wrote to Mr. Cheeseman. She had heard nothing of him, had utterly lost sight of the world in which they met; but his place of business was known to her, and thither she addressed the note. A few lines only: “You are a very strange person, and I really take no interest whatever in you. But I have sometimes thought you would like to ask my forgiveness. If so, write to the above address—my sister’s. I am living in London, and enjoying myself, but I don’t choose to let you know where.” Having an opportunity on the morrow, Sunday, she posted this in a remote district.


  The next day, a letter arrived for her from Canada. Here was the explanation of Geoffrey’s silence. His words could hardly have been more cordial, but there were so few of them. On nourishment such as this no illusion could support itself; for the moment Rosamund renounced every hope. Well, she was no 32 worse off than before the renewal of their friendship. But could it be called friendship? Geoffrey’s mother and sisters paid no heed to her; they doubtless considered that she had finally sunk below their horizon; and Geoffrey himself, for all his fine words, most likely thought the same at heart. Of course they would never meet again. And for the rest of her life she would be nothing more than a domestic servant in genteel disguise—happy were the disguise preserved.


  However, she had provided a distraction for her gloomy thoughts. With no more delay than was due to its transmission by way of Glasgow, there came a reply from Mr. Cheeseman: two sheets of notepaper. The writer prostrated himself; he had been guilty of shameful behaviour; even Miss Jewell, with all her sweet womanliness, must find it hard to think of him with charity. But let her remember what “the poets” had written about Remorse, and apply to him the most harrowing of their descriptions. He would be frank with her; he would “a plain, unvarnished tale unfold.” Whilst away for his holiday he by chance encountered one with whom, in days gone by, he had held tender relations. She was a young widow; his foolish heart was touched; he sacrificed honour to the passing emotion. Their marriage would be delayed, for his affairs were just now anything but flourishing. “Dear Miss Jewell, will you not be my friend, my sister? Alas, I am not a happy man; but it is too late to lament.” And so on to the squeezed signature at the bottom of the last page.


  Rosamund allowed a fortnight to pass—not before writing, but before her letter was posted. She used a tone of condescension, mingled with airy banter. “From my heart I feel for you, but, as you say, there is no help. I am afraid you are very impulsive—yet I thought that was a fault of youth. Do not give way to 33 despair. I really don’t know whether I shall feel it right to let you hear again, but if it soothes you I don’t think there would be any harm in your letting me know the cause of your troubles.”


  This odd correspondence, sometimes with intervals of three weeks, went on until late summer. Rosamund would soon have been a year with Mrs. Halliday. Her enthusiasm had long since burnt itself out; she was often a prey to vapours, to cheerless lassitude, even to the spirit of revolt against things in general, but on the whole she remained a thoroughly useful member of the household; the great experiment might fairly be called successful. At the end of August it was decided that the children must have sea air; their parents would take them away for a fortnight. When the project began to be talked of, Rosamund, perceiving a domestic difficulty, removed it by asking whether she would be at liberty to visit her sister in Scotland. Thus were things arranged.


  Some days before that appointed for the general departure, Halliday received a letter which supplied him with a subject of conversation at breakfast.


  “Hunt is going to be married,” he remarked to his wife, just as Rosamund was bringing in the children’s porridge.


  Mrs. Halliday looked at her helper—for no more special reason than the fact of Rosamund’s acquaintance with the Hunt family; she perceived a change of expression, an emotional play of feature, and at once averted her eyes.


  “Where? In Canada?” she asked, off-hand.


  “No, he’s in England. But the lady is a Canadian.—I wonder he troubles to tell me. Hunt’s a queer fellow. When we meet, once in two years, he treats me like a long-lost brother; but I don’t think he’d care a bit if he never saw me or heard of me again.”


  34 “It’s a family characteristic,” interposed Rosamund with a dry laugh.


  That day she moved about with the gait and the eyes of a somnambulist. She broke a piece of crockery, and became hysterical over it. Her afternoon leisure she spent in the bedroom, and at night she professed a headache which obliged her to retire early.


  A passion of wrath inflamed her; as vehement—though so utterly unreasonable—as in the moment when she learnt the perfidy of Mr. Cheeseman. She raged at her folly in having submitted to social degradation on the mere hint of a man who uttered it in a spirit purely contemptuous. The whole hateful world had conspired against her. She banned her kins-folk and all her acquaintances, especially the Hunts; she felt bitter even against the Hallidays—unsympathetic, selfish people, utterly indifferent to her private griefs, regarding her as a mere domestic machine. She would write to Geoffrey Hunt, and let him know very plainly what she thought of his behaviour in urging her to become a servant. Would such a thought have ever occurred to a gentleman! And her poor life was wasted, oh! oh! She would soon be thirty—thirty! The glass mocked her with savage truth. And she had not even a decent dress to put on. Self-neglect had made her appearance vulgar; her manners, her speech, doubtless, had lost their note of social superiority. Oh, it was hard! She wished for death, cried for divine justice in a better world.


  On the morning of release, she travelled to London Bridge, ostensibly en route for the north. But, on alighting, she had her luggage taken to the cloak-room, and herself went by omnibus to the West-end. By noon she had engaged a lodging, one room in a street where she had never yet lived. And hither before night was transferred her property.


  35 The next day she spent about half of her ready-money in the purchase of clothing—cheap, but such as the self-respect of a “lady” imperatively demands. She bought cosmetics; she set to work at removing from her hands the traces of ignoble occupation. On the day that followed—Sunday—early in the afternoon, she repaired to a certain corner of Kensington Gardens, where she came face to face with Mr. Cheeseman.


  “I have come,” said Rosamund, in a voice of nervous exhilaration which tried to subdue itself. “Please to consider that it is more than you could expect.”


  “It is! A thousand times more! You are goodness itself.”


  In Rosamund’s eyes the man had not improved since a year ago. The growth of a beard made him look older, and he seemed in indifferent health; but his tremulous delight, his excessive homage, atoned for the defect. She, on the other hand, was so greatly changed for the better that Cheeseman beheld her with no less wonder than admiration. Her brisk step, her upright bearing, her clear eye, and pure-toned skin contrasted remarkably with the lassitude and sallowness he remembered; at this moment, too, she had a pleasant rosiness of cheek which made her girlish, virginal. All was set off by the new drapery and millinery, which threw a shade upon Cheeseman’s very respectable but somewhat time-honoured, Sunday costume.


  They spent several hours together, Cheeseman talking of his faults, his virtues, his calamities, and his hopes, like the impulsive, well-meaning, but nerveless fellow that he was. Rosamund gathered from it all, as she had vaguely learnt from his recent correspondence, that the alluring widow no longer claimed him; but he did not enter into details on this delicate subject. They had tea at a restaurant by Notting Hill Gate; then, Miss Jewell appearing indefatigable, they again strolled in unfrequented ways.36 At length was uttered the question for which Rosamund had long ago prepared her reply.


  “You cannot expect me,” she said sweetly, “to answer at once.”


  “Of course not! I shouldn’t have dared to hope——”


  He choked and swallowed; a few beads of perspiration shining on his troubled face.


  “You have my address; most likely I shall spend a week or two there. Of course you may write. I shall probably go to my sister’s in Scotland, for the autumn——”


  “Oh! don’t say that—don’t. To lose you again—so soon——”


  “I only said, ‘probably’——”


  “Oh, thank you!—To go so far away—And the autumn; just when I have a little freedom; the very best time—if I dared to hope such a thing——”


  Rosamund graciously allowed him to bear her company as far as to the street in which she lived.


  A few days later she wrote to Mrs. Halliday, heading her letter with the Glasgow address. She lamented the sudden impossibility of returning to her domestic duties. Something had happened. “In short, dear Mrs. Halliday, I am going to be married. I could not give you warning of this, it has come so unexpectedly. Do forgive me! I so earnestly hope that you will find some one to take my place, some one better and more of a help to you. I know I haven’t been much use. Do write home at Glasgow and say I may still regard you as a dear friend.”


  This having been dispatched, she sat musing over her prospects. Mr. Cheeseman had honestly confessed the smallness of his income; he could barely count upon a hundred and fifty a year; but things might improve. She did not dislike him—no, she did not dislike him. He would be a very tractable husband. Compared, of course, with——


  37 A letter was brought up to her room. She knew the flowing commercial hand, and broke the envelope without emotion. Two sheets—three sheets—and a half. But what was all this? “Despair … thoughts of self-destruction … ignoble publicity … practical ruin … impossible … despise and forget … Dante’s hell … deeper than ever plummet sounded … forever! ….” So again he had deceived her! He must have known that the widow was dangerous; his reticence was mere shuffling. His behaviour to that other woman had perhaps exceeded in baseness his treatment of herself; else, how could he be so sure that a jury would give her “ruinous damages”? Or was it all a mere illustration of a man’s villainy? Why should not she also sue for damages? Why not? Why not?


  The three months that followed were a time of graver peril, of darker crisis, than Rosamund, with all her slip-slop experiences, had ever known. An observer adequately supplied with facts, psychological and material, would more than once have felt that it depended on the mere toss of a coin whether she kept or lost her social respectability. She sounded all the depths possible to such a mind and heart—save only that from which there could have been no redemption. A saving memory lived within her, and at length, in the yellow gloom of a November morning—her tarnished, draggle-tailed finery thrown aside for the garb she had worn in lowliness—Rosamund betook herself to Forest Hill. The house of the Hallidays looked just as usual. She slunk up to the door, rang the bell, and waited in fear of a strange face. There appeared Mrs. Halliday herself. The surprised but friendly smile at once proved her forgiveness of Rosamund’s desertion. She had written, indeed, with calm good sense, hoping only that all would be well.


  “Let me see you alone, Mrs. Halliday.—How glad I am to sit in this room again! Who is helping you now?”


  38 “No one. Help such as I want is not easy to find.”


  “Oh, let me come back!—I am not married.—No, no, there is nothing to be ashamed of. I am no worse than I ever was. I’ll tell you everything—the whole silly, wretched story.”


  She told it, blurring only her existence of the past three months.


  “I would have come before, but I was so bitterly ashamed. I ran away so disgracefully. Now I’m penniless—all but suffering hunger. Will you have me again, Mrs. Halliday? I’ve been a horrid fool, but—I do believe—for the last time in my life. Try me again, dear Mrs. Halliday!”


  There was no need of the miserable tears, the impassioned pleading. Her home received her as though she had been absent but for an hour. That night she knelt again by her bedside in the little room, and at seven o’clock next morning she was lighting fires, sweeping floors, mute in thankfulness.


  Halliday heard the story from his wife, and shook a dreamy, compassionate head.


  “For goodness’ sake,” urged the practical woman, “don’t let her think she’s a martyr.”


  “No, no; but the poor girl should have her taste of happiness.”


  “Of course I’m sorry for her, but there are plenty of people more to be pitied. Work she must, and there’s only one kind of work she’s fit for. It’s no small thing to find your vocation—is it? Thousands of such women—all meant by nature to scrub and cook—live and die miserably because they think themselves too good for it.”


  “The whole social structure is rotten!”


  “It’ll last our time,” rejoined Mrs. Halliday, as she gave a little laugh and stretched her weary arms.


  ·  ·


  39 A Southerly Air


  By A. Frew


  ·  ·
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  43 Rest


  By Arthur Christopher Benson


  
    To-day I’ll give to peace: I will not look


    Behind, before me; I will simply be;


    Hopes and regrets shall claim no share in me;


    Here will I lie, beside the leaping brook,


    And turn the pages of some aimless book,


    Sunk and submerged in vague felicity;


    Live, mute, and still, in what I hear and see,


    The dreaming guardian of the upland nook.

  


  
    Well, here’s my world to-day! cicalas spare


    Sawing harsh music; beetles big, that grope


    Among the grass-stems; merry flies astir;


    And goats with impudent face and silken hair,


    That poise and tinkle on the Western slope,


    Breast deep in Alpen-rose and juniper.

  


  ·  ·


  44 Study of a Calf


  By D. Gauld


  ·  ·
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  47 Two Stories


  By Frances E. Huntley


  I—Points of View


  Whenever she recalled that incredible moment, she was conscious of a strange emotional excitement, that thrilled her with an exquisite poignancy, that set blushes momentarily flaming, that darkened her eyes, and parted her quick-breathing lips. She felt a little ashamed of the sensation, so that she wanted to put into words, to get somebody else’s opinion on, what had occurred the evening before in the seductive corridor, where the lights were turned low nearly to extinction, and the scent of flowers penetrated and grew, till it took that keen metallic odour that seems almost tangible.


  The scene, familiar to weariness, had held for her always a repulsion no less than an attraction; it seemed such a bid for playing at passion, and yet—commonplaces were so invariable there! Talk of the decorations, the floor, the guests, perhaps, as a rarer topic, the more or less uninteresting personality of her partner, minutely investigated—these had been the associations of the corridor: not that she had wished it otherwise, far from that; but … well! the feeling had been inexplicable, a mixture of relief and disappointment, that still there was so much to learn, that still it remained unlearnt.


  48 And the teacher? For him, she had imagined herself fastidious, critical of shades of manner, almost impossible to please; and now, this morning! … It had been a man whom she hardly knew, but with whom she felt conicious of a strange intimacy. He, too, repulsed and attracted her at once; said things to her that in any one else she would have passionately resented, spoke to her with an almost obtrusive sans-gêne, did not even especially amuse her, and yet—his attraction was invincible. Directly she came into a ball-room where he was, she perceived him, freshly disapproved of him, smiled at him, disarranged her card to include his dances, and, the dance over, came to sit out, in a corridor such as that last night, all voluptuousness and allurement…. She raged at herself perpetually, and would talk, none the less, her wittiest and brightest, and glance gaily into the eyes that looked back at her with a somewhat posé cynicism.


  Last night! Over and over again the scene recalled itself, and thrilled her with that curious tremor…. She longed for a clearer view of it, a cool, unswayed opinion … yet to tell! It would be schoolgirlish, typical almost of silly loquacious womanhood; that was her first thought, then came another: the woman of the world—the half-cynical, half-tender type that attracted her so strongly, that she had met with in one woman, and loved so dearly. Would she have told? Yes, she could fancy her, in her bright allusive way, with her wide roguish gaze, and enchanting suggestion of a brogue…. So, she would tell, and then, she laughed to think how much she was making of it; it was such a little thing after all, wasn’t it? … But she wavered again. It would sound so crude, such a bald, almost vulgar, statement. For, when all was said and done, what had happened? … In the moment that she felt her cheek tinge itself again with that vivid pink, another memory came to her, 49 vaguely, as it seemed, unmeaningly—of a public ball she had once gone to (a rare thing with her, she didn’t care enough for dancing to pay for it, she always said), a ball at which were to be seen many people of whose manners and customs she was entirely ignorant. A scene she had witnessed there! … the remembrance possessed her, a kind of unconscious cerebration, for which she could not account.


  A corridor, once more almost deserted, save for herself and her partner, and, at the farther end, another couple, people she had never seen before; the girl, flaunting, ill-dressed, in a gown of insistently meagre insufficiency, her hair heaped into unmeaning shapelessness, nowhere an outline, a severity, a grave dainty coquetry; the effect was almost pathetic in its dull, bold cheapness. And the man!—hardly more, indeed, than a boy—he bore the huddled indistinctness, the look of imperfect detachment from the atmosphere, whose opposite we convey by the word “distinction.”


  So, in a glance, she had seen them; and, with a kind of absent curiosity, had watched them while she talked … Quite suddenly the man slipped to the ground beside his partner’s chair, and passed his arm familiarly, jocosely, round her unreluctant waist. A moment more and their faces touched, their lips met, in a kiss … one which, it was abundantly evident, was not of deep feeling, or even the expression of an instant’s real emotion; no, there was an ineffable commonness, a painful coarsening of the action, visible even to unaccustomed eyes … it was “sport.” The girl had probably invited it; the man, more than probably, was not the first who had been privileged….


  She had felt revolted.


  Her partner had made some contemptuous remark: “Can’t they do it in private! If she likes being hugged——” The 50 mere words had set her cheeks on fire, the careless, half-amused scorn of his tone, the matter-of-course for which he had taken it. She had rushed into one of her impetuous, heedless speeches:


  “I would rather have a girl who has the realness in her to do something honestly wrong! One can’t call that ‘wrong’—no, too good a word. It’s only futile, common. Oh, better the poor girls whose weakness has something real in it, some—courage, foolishness … But that sort!”


  The ring of her voice sounded in her ears when she recalled the scene. It had stamped itself oddly on her memory, was always coming back to her, haunting her….


  The clear, tender pink still lingered on her cheek; for, once more, the public ball forgotten, she had gone over that little episode in the corridor last night—in the deserted, solitary corridor. Why did it thrill her so? She did not love the man who had thus surprised her—love him! Why, her acquaintance with him was of the slightest; and his feeling for her? She could not conceivably delude herself about that; it was very much the same, she divined, as hers for him … Then why was it? He was the first who had ever kissed her—could that be it?


  At the time she had felt angry, but more hurt than angry; hurt at his audacity; it seemed as if he must have thought her a girl who very lightly “took a fancy” for a man, a girl who was easily attracted…. Some analogy was worrying her, something like it that had happened before, something she had read perhaps…. What could it be? Why could she not remember?


  Great heaven! the girl at the public ball, the girl who had let a man kiss her for sport! “That sort!” …


  Oh, no, no, there was no likeness, none, no analogy, no possible comparison. She, with her pride, and refinement, and high-flown 51 romantic idealism in her theory that anything real was better than that futile fingering of edged tools…. And that wild-haired, cheap tawdriness….


  She writhed in restless, rebellious shame, her hands covered her face, where the soft rosiness was turning to thick suffusing scarlet…. After all, if any one had seen, it must have looked quite the same, quite, quite the same.


  The thought was intolerable. What was she to do? How get some denial of this sickening suspicion. Tell her sister, ask her what she thought? Ah, no, no; now she could never tell … and, in the glass, it seemed to her that her eyes looked bold and glittering, and her hair, with its carefully followed outlines and burnished softly-curving richness, appeared shapeless, unkempt unconsidered … Her ball-gown! she tore it from the box where it lay in its fragrant mistiness … it was disgraceful, it was immodest almost, she would never wear it again, never dance again, never see that man again….


  And as she stood before the glass, with passionate quivering lips, and eyes burning with stinging unfallen tears, the strange delicious thrill stole through her once more, the roseate flickers glowed on her cheek, the kiss seemed to touch her once more with its lingering pressure…. Ah, surely there was a point of view, surely there was a difference?


  She tasted in that moment something of the weakness of womanhood—its pitiful groping artificiality, its keen passionate realness.


  52 II—Lucille


  Ican hardly expect you to understand me, I fear—for, if the truth be told, I understand myself not at all; and of Lucille, my comprehension is, at best, just not misapprehension: though of that, even, I feel at times uncertain enough.


  Well, after this morning, I suppose I need not think about it any more. Need not! must not would express it better: the last word, so far as I am concerned in it, has been said; the curtain has rung down upon the little comedy-tragedy that I had (I might say) written, or, at any rate, conceived, entirely by and for myself; and it has left me, the author, in a puzzlement that is, to treat it lightly, extremely disconcerting. I can’t help having the preposterous feeling that it is partly my fault that it has ended so, and of course, you know, it isn’t, couldn’t be!


  If we will take our drama in real life, we must not expect the unexpected, we must—strenuously—remember that we are author and audience both, that we see the thing from the inside, that we must be prepared for things actually happening, just as they seem to be going to happen.


  I suppose I thought I had thus reasoned it all out, but I see now that my vision was irrevocably warped, that I was looking out, with a playgoer’s certainty of anticipation, for the unprepared—for the unexpected…. But (I meant to have said sooner) it occurs to me that, if I put it into words for you, if I reduce it, so to speak, to black and white, we may contrive between us to come to some sort of an understanding about it, to unravel at least one or two of the threads, to get, in short, an approximate idea of that slender humorous enigma whom we used to call Lucille Silverdale.


  53 So now, if you are not alarmed at, repelled by, the prospect of a riddle, a puzzle—oh, but a very charming puzzle in brown hair and hazel eyes and sensitive contours …?


  Mrs. Silverdale, if she did not openly bemoan her fate, yet intimated tolerably plainly her resentment at the trick which nature had played upon her; and, far from in sympathy though I felt with her, I could not deny that, from her point of view, there might be an excuse for her attitude. Her attitude? But, in truth, that is hardly the word; it was more a resigned recognition that there was no possible attitude to be taken up, a kind of mental huddle, a backboneless disapproval, an appallingly silent silence.


  From the culprit herself, little aggression could be complained of; Lucille was, perhaps, as much ashamed of her inconvenience, her inconvenance, as were the most robust-minded of her family; but (it seemed to me) this very modesty, this very agreement with their envisagement of the situation, did but add an irritation the more to her personality.


  Strange enough it was, too; one is used to see it taken so differently, that perfunctory law whereby the ages free themselves from the muffling oblivion of mankind—that poking, freakish finger that heredity sticks in our eyes, as we peer anxiously to see if the veil be decorously thrown over all. The tears it brings—that mocking inexorable finger—are not always of those that purify our mental vision; and of the Silverdales’ sight, so far as that concerned itself with this slender, humorous maiden, it had made miniature havoc.


  That, after all these dear mediocre centuries, he should re-assert himself—that ancestor, who in the days of Herrick and Suckling had held his own wittily, gloriously, with the best of them! One might have hoped that decades upon decades of ignoring, 54 of snubbing, would have quelled his ghostly essence, would have taught his undying part that at any rate it was not wanted among the posterity of his race. But (and the situation really had its pathetic side) here it was, with the flair of these uncanny insubstantialities, finding a welcome at last (though not perhaps of the most rapturous) in the great—great—oh, je vous le donne en mille!—in the thousandth great-niece, Lucille Silverdale, daughter and sister of, in abstract phrase, the Healthy Commonplace of the British Nation. It was rare enough, as I said—that shrinking from, that deprecation of, their sole title to distinction; one longed to trace it back to its source, to discover from what veil that impish finger had darted, whether, to add a quaintness the more, he, the wit, the sweet singer of that honeyed age, had been as unwelcome to his family circle as she, the somewhat unwilling inheritress of his genius, was to hers. But of that bygone blazon upon the Silverdale ’scutcheon, it would have been ill-advised, perilous to speak; to Lucille even the subject was painful, and in the most impracticable sort of way.


  She did say to me once, in a moment of acute dejection, that in any other family she would probably have been the idol, insufferably thrust for worship upon every new-comer. “But as it is,” she finished sadly, though with her unquenchable twinkle, “I am a skeleton, rattling my impossible bones, not in a nice musty hiding-place of my own, but in the comfortable, general family-cupboard, which they can’t open without seeing me. And they have to open it every day—before visitors, too!”


  If I laughed somewhat oppressively at her analogy, I daresay she divined part of the reason, and didn’t wonder that her amazing comicality should have filled my eyes with tears….


  Well, skeleton or idol, she was sufficiently lonely. They were all so rudely healthy-minded, so full of the working-out of their 55 rosy-cheeked conception of the joie de vivre (if it set one wondering and shuddering, that was one’s own concern), so insistent in exuberance and jollity, that it was no marvel if they had little time, or inclination to make it, for a dreamer of dreams, a seer of visions, a hearer of the music of the spheres. Not that any of those would have been their definition of Lucille: to them, she was a sentimentalist, a “mooney.” Yet, apart from the unnaturalnesses into which she would pathetically force herself, she had her soft appealing wildnesses, her gay roguish outbreaks, her bright apologetic materialnesses….


  Seeing it written there—apologetic—it comes to me with a flash of annoyed divination that Lucille was an incarnate apology…. I knew we should arrive at something, you and I; and I am proved right before I have really posed you my enigma. We are coming to it now: Why could she not have had the courage of her genius? I’m sure we see it often enough, oftener than enough, perhaps—the cocksure type of young man or woman, who has the courage of his or her talent. The courage! The brazenness, more aptly; don’t we know them? and they are clever—oh, clever! Then why couldn’t she be something like them, instead of being one desperate, appealing clutch at the commonplace? She would do violence to her most delicate feelings, and look absolutely complacent over it. Sometimes it made me swear, sometimes—for it had its humorous side, of course—it wholly amused me.


  Haven’t I heard her twanging a banjo, and singing, in that ethereal voice of hers, the last banalities? Haven’t I seen her playing at hockey? Seen her! the smile she wore, the nervous conciliatory smile; the runs she took—of all futilities; the hits she made, or didn’t make! Lucille’s hockey was a triumph of failure. And she would say she liked it, afterwards: it was hard, 56 then, to repress one’s ironic impulse—one felt that she deserved something…. But it wasn’t at all that I found it a degradation, or even a derogation, for her to play hockey—that wasn’t in the least my feeling. It was more an irritated kind of pity for her fatuity, her lack of humour.


  Yet with humour she was otherwise fully equipped; her eyes caught your flying sparkle, and rayed it off into immensity of fun. Her lips—they almost sparkled, too, so mobile, scarlet. Her very hands dimpled sometimes with laughter of rosy finger-tips, and suggestion…. In a mad moment, you might have imagined that her feet twinkled, too, in their small jewelled slippers, enjoying the joke like the rest! …


  And, after a scintillation like that, the girl would do or say something so irritating, so painfully, insistently, commonplace… It was incomprehensible, that attitude of hers: she was, as I have told you, my Sphinx of every-day life.


  An instance? Oh, as to that, I could overwhelm you with instances…. Well, to take the first that occurs … and, indeed, it is typical enough, I suppose, for my purpose….


  I met them down the river one afternoon of last summer—all of them, Mrs. Silverdale, Mamie, Bella, Lucille, and, I think, one or two vague, familiar young men. Already I had divined that one of these last (I could barely distinguish one from the other) admired Lucille, and plumed himself hugely upon his good taste, which, to him, indeed, one could imagine, reflected itself almost as bad taste—the sort of bad taste that one implies in “caviare to the general”—with a perfect understanding of the difficulties of caviare.


  This mental attitude of Lucille’s admirer (I think his name was Willie Ruthven) produced in his demeanour a mingling of patronage, awe, and flippancy that formed an amazing whole. If 57 it sometimes made me long to kick him, that was perhaps an excess of my feeling of championship for the lovely duckling of this complacently plain family … or perhaps it was that her gentle graciousness towards him seemed to me part of that irritating apology of hers….


  To-day, for example, she was sitting apart from the rest, learning, with his assistance, a banjo-atrocity of the newest, and assuming for histrionic completeness a parody of the vilest parody on speech:


  
    “What I loiked about that party wos,


    They wos all of ’em so refoined.”

  


  She was chanting in that silvery thread of hers, while he held the music-sheet before her. And that was Lucille Silverdale! the “L. S.” of A Trial of Flight, that exquisite little sheaf of poems which, like fairy-arrows, had stirred the wings of many a shy emotion in our critical hearts—we of The Appreciator, most modern of modernities, most connaissant of connoisseurs! It was—well, it was ridiculous, of course, but wasn’t it painful, too, to see a genius so belittle the gift of the most high gods?—wasn’t it almost wicked, blasphemous?


  They were encamped in a mist of greenness, their boat fastened to the long bough of a willow that pushed into the water; it made an ideal nook for happy lovers, and I wondered hotly if it realised its present indignity, as, eagerly invited by the rest, I drew in my canoe to their hiding-place. I hardly looked at Lucille and her Companion of the Banjo, nor did she say anything by way of welcome; she was, I gathered, too deeply absorbed in her musical studies. I hardly looked at her—but I saw her, more clearly than I saw any of the others: a slender, hazel-eyed incarnation of fragrant coolness, lying there, in white and yellow, among her gleaming blue-green cushions, while the sunbeams glinted off 58 every part of the silver and polished wood of her banjo, and her pretty fingers, too, caught the rays on their rings and their rosy opalescent nail-tips. I could have shaken her where she lay: was she enjoying herself, did she like it …?


  “Now, Miss Silverdale, you forgot your accent there!” corrected Willie Ruthven, in tones that subdued themselves to a growling tenderness—more could not be demanded of his gruff organ—and even while I inwardly blustered, I felt the humour of the moment steal over me irresistibly. Modern love-making! Should I do it for The Appreciator? Love-making over that blatant ditty to the poetess of A Trial of Flight!


  But Mamie was claiming my attention.


  “Mr. Transfield, are you good at riddles? We have a book of them here—come and help us to guess them, they are such fun!”


  Riddles—and a book of them! … Well, I went and listened to these riddles; of my help in guessing them, one can say little, nor, indeed, was much opportunity for distinction afforded. Like most posers of enigmas, Mamie had but one ambition: to give you the answer….


  “And your sister, does she like riddles too?”


  I asked it almost involuntarily, annoyed at their persistent ignoring of her (I don’t know whether it was chivalry or—some other feeling, that incensed me so with her exclusion, her isolation …); and then, besides, a riddle—even of this kind—must remind me, must so inevitably suggest her to me…. I have not guessed that answer, either, and there was no Mamie to tell it me…. Perhaps there isn’t any? Dieu sait! …


  “Lucille—oh, Lucille! She never guesses anything, never even tries or listens; too much absorbed in intellectual pursuits!”


  “For instance?” I queried, eyebrows irresistibly elevated in 59 my glance at the couple in the bow … I caught her look for an instant … it seemed to say something, hope something … then her fingers swept over the strings, and once more she studied the Cockney dialect….


  “Anything is better than talking to the rest of us,” said Mrs. Silverdale, crossly; to such good purpose was the girl’s martyrdom! for martyrdom, I was sure of it, her eyes had but now implied. My heart swelled, my cheek burned, as usual….


  Of the rest of the day it needs not to tell you; an epitome of it is there, in the banjo, the cushions, Willie Ruthven, the riddles, and the increasing crossness of the others. For, to add a hopelessness the more, one could more than guess that Mamie desired Willie for herself…. Bella, more fortunate, chattered intermittently with the other familiar vagueness; and in our ears the strings incessantly tinkled, the Cockney dialect futilely twanged, Willie’s growling tendernesses reverberated….


  To Lucille I never once spoke.


  But alone, all the way home, through the dusky gleaming of the water, I seemed to catch again that shy elusive glance, that appealing proud humility … that half-divined, wholly-lost answer….


  Well, that is all! I wonder if I thought right? I wonder if, in these halting half-apprehensions of mine, these unilluminative side-lights, this one meaningless—or significant?—instance, I have succeeded in gaining, at least, your interest, your sympathy, for my Sphinx of South Kensington? I wonder if I have helped you to an idea of her, at all corresponding to what she is? And, more than all, I wonder can you divine (for I cannot) where it is that her weakness lies, what it is that makes her so spoil, so desecrate herself?


  60 To me she is the riddle—shall I say, of my life? I almost think that, without exaggeration, without affectation, I may call her so, for it is more than unlikely now that I shall ever know the answer. Oh, of course, you may say that she has answered it herself, and in the roughest black-and-white, the worst, the bluntest of type … for you saw, no doubt, as I did, that announcement in the morning’s paper, that hateful, incredible juxtaposition of names: “Ruthven—Silverdale.” …


  But, you see, I can’t get that look out of my thoughts, that flutter of the wings of her strange, sweet, mistaken soul … and I think, I can’t help thinking, that Lucille has written out her Apology to the last word….


  And, in the name of Reason, what was the meaning of it all? Oh, it sets my heart aching—but it makes me angry too … it seems as if—as if—it seems (confound it!) as if I had had something given to me to do—and hadn’t done it….


  What do you think? I hardly hoped you would understand, you know … but perhaps you do, and—do you think I could have done anything? do you feel as if it had been, in any way, my fault? It seems a preposterous, a presumptuous notion … but is there anything in it, do you think? … I suppose it is useless to expect you to answer.


  ·  ·


  61 A Pastoral


  By Whitelaw Hamilton


  ·  ·
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  65 P’tit Bleu


  By Henry Harland


  P’tit-Bleu, poor P’tit-Bleu! I can’t name her without a sigh; I can’t think of her without a kind of heart-ache. Yet, all things considered, I wonder whether hers was really a destiny to sorrow over. True, she has disappeared; and it is not pleasant to conjecture what she may have to come to, what may have befallen her, in the flesh, since her disappearance. But when I remember those beautiful preceding years of self-abnegation, of great love, and pain, and devotion, I find myself instinctively believing that something good she must have permanently gained; some treasure that nothing, not the worst imaginable subsequent disaster, can quite have taken from her. It is not pleasant to conjecture what she may have done or suffered in the flesh; but in the spirit, one may hope, she cannot have gone altogether to the bad, nor fared altogether ill.


  In the spirit! Dear me, there was a time when it would have seemed derisory to speak of the spirit in the same breath with P’tit-Bleu. In the early days of my acquaintance with her, for example, I should have stared if anybody had spoken of her spirit. If anybody had asked me to describe her, I should have said, “She is a captivating little animal, pretty and sprightly, but as soulless—as soulless as a squirrel.” Oh, a warm-blooded little animal, good-natured, quick-witted, 66 full of life and the joy of life; a delightful little animal to play with, to fondle; but just a little animal, none the less: a little mass of soft, rosy, jocund, sensual, soulless matter. And in her full red lips, her roguish black eyes, her plump little hands, her trim, tight little figure—in her smile, her laugh—in the toss of her head—in her saucy, slightly swaggering carriage—I fancy you would have read my appreciation justified. No doubt there must have been the spark of a soul smouldering somewhere in her (how, otherwise, account for what happened later on?), but it was far too tiny a spark to be perceptible to the casual observer. Soul, however, I need hardly add, was the last thing we of the University were accustomed to look for in our feminine companions; I must not for an instant seem to imply that the lack of a soul in P’tit-Bleu was a subject of mourning with any of us. That a Latin Quarter girl should be soulless was as much a part of the natural order of creation, as that she should be beardless. They were all of them little animals, and P’tit-Bleu diverged from the type principally in this, that where the others, in most instances, were stupid, objectionable little animals, she was a diverting one. She was made of sugar and spice and a hundred nice ingredients, whilst they were made of the dullest, vulgarest clay.


  In my own case, P’tit-Bleu was the object, not indeed of love, but of a violent infatuation, at first sight.


  At Bullier’s, one evening, a chain of students, some twenty linked hand in hand, were chasing her round and round the hall, shouting after her, in rough staccato, something that sounded like, “Ti-bah! Ti-bah! Ti-bah!”—while she, a sprite-like little form, in a black skirt and a scarlet bodice, fled before them with leaps and bounds, and laughed defiantly.


  67 I hadn’t the vaguest notion what “Ti-bah! Ti-bah! Ti-bah!” meant, but that laughing face, with the red lips and the roguish eyes, seemed to me immensely fascinating. Among the faces of the other young ladies present—faces of dough, faces of tallow, faces all weariness, staleness, and banality, common, coarse, pointless, insipid faces it shone like an epigram amongst platitudes, a thing of fire amongst things of dust. I turned to some one near me, and asked who she was.


  “It’s P’tit-Bleu, the dancing-girl. She’s going to do a quadrille.”


  P’tit-Bleu…. It’s the fashion, you know, in Paris, for the girls who “do quadrilles” to adopt unlikely nicknames: aren’t the reigning favourites at this moment Chapeau-Mou and Fifi-la-Galette? P’tit-Bleu had derived hers from that vehement little “wine of the barrier,” which, the song declares, “vous met la tête en feu.” It was the tune of the same song, that, in another minute, I heard the band strike up, in the balcony over our heads. P’tit-Bleu came to a standstill in the middle of the floor, where she was joined by three minor dancing-girls, to make two couples. The chain of students closed in a circle round her. And the rest of us thronged behind them, pressing forward, and craning our necks. Then, as the band played, everybody sang, in noisy chorus:


  
    “P’tit-Bleu, P’tit-Bleu, P’tit-Bleu-eu,


    Ça vous met la tête en feu!


    Ça vous ra-ra-ra-ra-ra,


    Ça vous ra-ra-ravigotte!”

  


  P’tit-Bleu stood with her hands on her hips, her arms a-kimbo, her head thrown impudently back, her eyes sparkling mischievously, her lips curling in a perpetual play of smiles, while her three subalterns accomplished their tame preliminary measures; and then 68 P’tit-Bleu pirouetted forward, and began her own indescribable pas-seul—oh, indescribable for a hundred reasons. She wore scarlet satin slippers, embroidered with black beads, and black silk stockings with scarlet clocks, and simply cataracts and cataracts of white diaphanous frills under her demure black skirt. And she danced with constantly increasing fervour, kicked higher and higher, ever more boldly and more bravely. Presently her hat fell off, and she tossed it from her, calling to the member of the crowd who had the luck to catch it, “Tiens mon chapeau!” And then her waving black hair flowed down her back, and flew loose about her face and shoulders. And the whole time, she laughed—laughed—laughed. With her swift whirlings, her astonishing undulations, and the flashing of the red and black and white, one’s eyes were dazzled. “Ça vous met la tête en feu!” My head burned and reeled, as I watched her, and I thought, “What a delicious, bewitching little creature! What wouldn’t I give to know her!” My head burned, and my heart yearned covetously; but I was a new-comer in the Quarter, and ignorant of its easy etiquette, and terribly young and timid, and I should never have dared to speak to her without a proper introduction. She danced with constantly increasing fervour, faster, faster, furiously fast: till, suddenly—zip!—down she slid upon the floor, in the grand écart, and sat there (if one may call that posture sitting), smiling calmly up at us, whilst everybody thundered, “Bravo! Bravo! Bravo!”


  In an instant, though, she was on her feet again, and had darted out of the circle to the side of the youth who had caught her hat. He offered it to her with a bow, but his pulses were thumping tempestuously, and no doubt she could read his envy in his eyes. Anyhow, all at once, she put her arm through his, and said—oh, thrills and wonders!—“Allons, mon petit, I authorise you to treat me to a bock.”


  69 It seemed as if impossible heavens had opened to me; yet there she was, clinging to my arm, and drawing me towards the platform under the musicians’ gallery, where there are tables for the thirsty. Her little plump white hand lay on my coat-sleeve; the air was heady with the perfume of her garments; her roguish black eyes were smiling encouragement into mine; and her red lips were so near, so near, I had to fight down a wild impulse to stoop and snatch a kiss. She drew me towards the tables, and, on the way, she stopped before a mirror fixed on the wall and rearranged her hair; while I stood close to her, still holding her hat, and waited, feeling the most exquisite proud swelling of the heart, as if I owned her. Her hair put right, she searched in her pocket and produced a small round ivory box, from which—having unscrewed its cover and handed it to me with a “Tiens ça”—she extracted a powder-puff; and therewith she proceeded gently, daintily, to dust her face and throat, examining the effect critically in the glass the while. In the end she said, “Voilà, that’s better,” and turned her face to me for corroboration. “That’s better, isn’t it?” “It’s perfect. But—but you were perfect before, too,” asseverated I. Oh, what a joy beyond measure thus to be singled out and made her confidant and adviser in these intimate affairs…. At our table, leaning back nonchalantly in her chair, as she quaffed her bock and puffed her cigarette, she looked like a bright-eyed, red-lipped bacchante.


  I gazed at her in a quite unutterable ecstasy of admiration. My conscience told me that I ought to pay her a compliment upon her dancing; but I couldn’t shape one: my wits were paralysed by my emotions. I could only gaze, and gaze, and revel in my unexpected fortune. At last, however, the truth burst from me in a sort of involuntary gasp.


  “But you are adorable—adorable.”


  70 She gave a quick smile of intelligence, of sympathy, and, with a knowing toss of the head and a provoking glance, suggested, “Je te mets la tête en feu, quoi!”


  She, you perceive, was entirely at her ease, mistress of the situation. It is conceivable that she had met neophytes before—that I was by no means to her the unprecedented experience she was to me. At any rate, she understood my agitation and sought to reassure me.


  “Don’t be afraid; I’ll not eat you,” she promised.


  I, in the depths of my mind, had been meditating what I could not but deem an excessively audacious proposal. Her last speech gave me my cue, and I risked it.


  “Perhaps you would like to eat something else? If—if we should go somewhere and sup?”


  “Monsieur thinks he will be safer to take precautions,” she laughed. “Well—I submit.”


  So we removed ourselves to the vestiaire, where she put on her cloak, and exchanged her slippers for a pair of boots (you can guess, perhaps, who enjoyed the beatific privilege of buttoning them for her); and then we left the Closerie des Lilas, falsely so called, with its flaring gas, its stifling atmosphere, its boisterous merrymakers, and walked arm in arm—only this time it was my arm that was within hers—down the Boul’ Miche, past the Luxembourg gardens, where sweet airs blew in our faces, to the Gambrinus restaurant, in the Rue de Médicis. And there you should have seen P’tit-Bleu devouring écrevisses. Whatsoever this young woman’s hand found to do, she did it with her might. She attacked her écrevisses with the same jubilant abandon with which she had executed her bewildering single-step. She devoured them with an energy, an enthusiasm, a thoroughness, that it was invigorating to witness; smacking her lips, and smiling, and, from time to time, 71 between the mouthfuls, breathing soft little interjections of content. When the last pink shell was emptied, she threw herself back, and sighed, and explained, with delectable unconsciousness, “I was hungry.” But at my venturing to protest, “Not really,” she broke into mirthful laughter, and added, “At least, I had the appearance.” Meanwhile, I must not fail to mention, she had done abundant honour to her share of a bottle of chablis. Don’t be horrified—haven’t the Germans, who ought to know, a proverb that recommends it? “Wein auf Bier, das rath’ ich Dir.”


  I have said that none of us mourned the absence of a soul in P’tit-Bleu. Nevertheless, as I looked at her to-night, and realised what a bright, joyous, good-humoured little thing she was, how healthy, and natural, and even, in a way, innocent she was, I suddenly felt a curious depression. She was all this, and yet … For just a moment, perhaps, I did vaguely mourn the lack of something. Oh, she was well enough for the present; she was joyous, and good-humoured, and innocent in a way; she was young and pretty, and the world smiled upon her. But—for the future? When it occurred to me to think of her future—of what it must almost certainly be like, of what she must almost inevitably become—I confess my jaw dropped and the salt of our banquet lost its savour.


  “What’s the matter? Why do you look at me like that?” P’tit-Bleu demanded.


  So I had to pull myself up and be jolly again. It was not altogether difficult. In the early twenties, troublesome reflections are easily banished, I believe; and I had a lively comrade.


  After her crayfish were disposed of, P’tit-Bleu called for coffee and lit a cigarette. And then, between whiffs and sips, she prattled gaily of the subject which, of all subjects, she was probably best qualified to treat, and which assuredly, for the time being, 72 possessed most interest for her listener—herself. She told me, as it were, the story of her birth, parentage, life, and exploits. It was the simplest story, the commonest story. Her mother (la recherche de la paternité est interdite), her mother had died when she was sixteen, and Jeanne (that was her baptismal name, Jeanne Mérois) had gone to work in the shop of a dressmaker, where, sewing hard from eight in the morning till seven at night, with an hour’s intermission at noon, she could earn, in good seasons, as much as two-francs-fifty a day. Two and a half francs a day—say twelve shillings a week—in good seasons; and one must eat, and lodge, and clothe one’s body, and pay one’s laundress, in good seasons and in bad. It scarcely satisfied her aspirations, and she took to dancing. Now she danced three nights a week at Bullier’s, and during the day gave lessons in her art to a score of pupils, by which means she contrived to keep the wolf at a respectful distance from her door. “Tiens, here’s my card,” she concluded, and handed me an oblong bit of pasteboard, on which was printed, “P’tit-Bleu, Professeur de Danse, 22, Rue Monsieur le Prince.”


  “Et tu n’as pas d’amoureux?” questioned I.


  She flashed a look upon me that was quite inexpressibly arch, and responded instantly, with the charmingest little pout, “But yes—since I’m supping with him.”


  During the winter that followed, P’tit-Bleu and I supped together rather frequently. She was a mere little animal, she had no soul; but she was the nicest little animal, and she had instincts. She was more than good-natured, she was kind-hearted; and, according to her unconventional standards, she was conscientious. It would have amused and touched you, for example, if you had been taking her about, to notice her intense solicitude lest you should conduct her entertainment upon a scale too lavish, her 73 deprecating frowns, her expostulations, her restraining hand laid on your arm. And the ordinary run of Latin Quarter girls derive an incommunicable rapture from seeing their cavaliers wantonly, purposelessly prodigal. With her own funds, on the contrary, P’tit-Bleu was free-handed to a fault: Mimi and Zizette knew whom to go to, when they were hard-up. Neither did she confine her benefactions to gifts of money, nor limit their operation to her particular sex. More than one impecunious student owed it to her skilful needle that his clothes were whole, and his linen maintained in a habitable state. “Fie, Chalks! Your coat is torn, there are three buttons off your waistcoat, and your cuffs are frayed to a point that is disgraceful. I’ll come round to-morrow afternoon, and mend them for you.” And when poor Berthe Dumours was turned out of the hospital, in the dead of winter, half-cured, and without a penny in her purse, who took her in, and nursed her, and provided for her during her convalescence?


  Oh, she was a good little thing. “P’tit-Bleu’s all right. There’s nothing the matter with P’tit-Bleu,” was Chalk’s method of phrasing it.


  At the same time, she could be trying, she could be exasperating. And she had a temper—a temper. What she made me suffer in the way of jealousy, during that winter, it would be gruesome to recount. She enjoyed an exceeding great popularity in the Quarter; she was much run after. It were futile to pretend that she hadn’t her caprices. And she held herself free as air. She would call no man master. You might take what she would give, and welcome; but you must claim nothing as your due. You mustn’t assume airs of proprietorship; you mustn’t presume upon the fact that she was supping with you to-night, to complain if she should sup to-morrow with another. Her concession of a privilege did not by any means imply that it was exclusive. She 74 would endure no exactions, no control or interference, no surveillance, above all, no reproaches. Mercy, how angry she would become if I ventured any, how hoighty-toighty and unapproachable.


  “You imagine that I am your property? Did you invent me? One would say you held a Government patent. All rights reserved! Thank you. You fancy perhaps that Paris is Constantinople? Ah, mais non!”


  She had a temper and a flow of language. There were points you couldn’t touch without precipitating hail and lightning.


  Thus my winter was far from a tranquil one, and before it was half over I had three grey hairs. Honey and wormwood, happiness and heartburn, reconciliations and frantic little tiffs, carried us blithely on to Mi-Carême, when things reached a crisis….


  Mi-Carême fell midway in March that year: a velvety, sweet, sunlit day, Spring stirring in her sleep. P’tit-Bleu and I had spent the day together, in the crowded, crowded streets. We had visited the Boulevards, of course, to watch the triumph of the Queen of Washerwomen; we had pelted everybody with confetti; and we had been pelted so profusely in return, that there were confetti in our boots, in our pockets, down our necks, and numberless confetti clung in the black meshes of P’tit-Bleu’s hair, like little pink, blue, and yellow stars. But all day long something in P’tit-Bleu’s manner, something in her voice, her smile, her carriage, had obscurely troubled me; something not easy to take hold of, something elusive, unformulable, but disquieting. A certain indefinite aloofness, perhaps; an accentuated independence; as if she were preoccupied with secret thoughts, with intentions, feelings, that she would not let me share.


  75 And then, at night, we went to the Opera Ball.


  P’tit-Bleu was dressed as an Odalisque: a tiny round Turkish cap, set jauntily sidewise on her head, a short Turkish jacket, both cap and jacket jingling and glittering with sequins; a long veil of gauze, wreathed like a scarf round her shoulders; then baggy Turkish trousers of blue silk, and scarlet Turkish slippers. Oh, she was worth seeing; I was proud to have her on my arm. Her black crinkling hair, her dancing eyes, her eager face and red smiling mouth—the Sultan himself might have envied me such a houri. And many, in effect, were the envious glances that we encountered, as we made our way into the great brilliantly lighted ball-room, and moved hither and thither amongst the Harlequins and Columbines, the Pierrots, the Toréadors, the Shepherdesses and Vivandières, the countless fantastic masks, by whom the place was peopled. P’tit-Bleu had a loup of black velvet, which sometimes she wore, and sometimes gave to me to carry for her. I don’t know when she looked the more dangerous, when she had it on, and her eyes glimmered mysteriously through its peep-holes, or when she had it off.


  Many were the envious glances that we encountered, and presently I became aware that one individual was following us about: a horrid, glossy creature, in a dress suit, with a top-hat that was much too shiny, and a huge waxed moustache that he kept twirling invidiously: an undersized, dark, Hebraic-featured man, screamingly “rasta’.” Whithersoever we turned, he hovered annoyingly near to us, and ogled P’tit-Bleu under my very beard. This was bad enough; but—do sorrows ever come as single spies?—conceive my emotions, if you please, when, by-and-by, suspicion hardened into certitude that P’tit-Bleu was not merely getting a vainglorious gratification from his attentions, but that she was positively playing up to them, encouraging him to persevere! 76 She chattered—to me, indeed, but at him—with a vivacity there was no misconstruing; laughed noisily, fluttered her fan, flirted her veil, donned and doffed her loup, and, I daresay, when my back was turned, exchanged actual eye-shots with the brute…. In due time quadrilles were organised, and P’tit-Bleu led a set. The glossy interloper was one of the admiring circle that surrounded her. Ugh! his complacent, insinuating smile, the conquering air with which he twirled his moustachios! And P’tit-Bleu…. When, at the finish, she sprang up, after her grand écart, what do you suppose she did? … The brazen little minx, instead of rejoining me, slipped her arm through his, and went tripping off with him to the supper-room.


  Oh, the night I passed, the night of anguish! The visions that tortured me, as I tramped my floor! The delirious revenges that I plotted, and gloated over in anticipation! She had left me—the mockery of it!—she had left me her loup, her little black velvet loup, with its empty eye-holes, and its horribly reminiscent smell. Everything P’tit-Bleu owned was scented with peau-d’Espagne. I wreaked my fury upon that loup, I promise you. I smote it with my palm, I ground it under my heel, I tore it limb from limb, I called it all manner of abusive names. Early in the morning I was at P’tit-Bleu’s house; but the concierge grunted, “Pas rentrée.” Oh, the coals thereof are coals of fire. I returned to her house a dozen times that day, and at length, towards nightfall, found her in. We had a stormy session, but of course, the last word of it was hers: still, for all slips, she was one of Eve’s family. Of course she justified herself, and put me in the wrong. I went away, vowing I would never, never, never see her again. “Va! Ça m’est bien égal,” she capped the climax by calling after me. Oh, youth! Oh, storm and stress! And to think that one lives to laugh at its memory.


  77 For the rest of that season, P’tit-Bleu and I remained at daggers drawn. In June I left town for the summer; and then one thing and another happened, and kept me away till after Christmas.


  When I got back, amongst the many pieces of news that I found waiting for me, there was one that affected P’tit-Bleu.


  “P’tit-Bleu,” I was told, “is ‘collée’ with an Englishman—but a grey-beard, mon cher—a gaga—an Englishman old enough to be her grandfather.”


  A stolid, implicit cynicism, I must warn you, was the mode of the Quarter. The student who did not wish to be contemned for a sentimentalist, dared never hesitate to believe an evil report, nor to put the worst possible construction upon all human actions. Therefore, when I was apprised by common rumour that during the dead season P’tit-Bleu (for considerations fiscal, bien entendu) had gone to live “collée” with an Englishman old enough to be her grandfather—though, as it turned out, the story was the sheerest fabrication—it never entered my head to doubt it.


  At the same time, I confess, I could not quite share the humour of my compeers, who regarded the circumstance as a stupendous joke. On the contrary, I was shocked and sickened. I shouldn’t have imagined her capable of that. She was a mere little animal; she had no soul; she was bound, in the nature of things, to go from bad to worse, as I had permitted myself, indeed, to admonish her, in the last conversation we had had. “Mark my words, you will go from bad to worse.” But I had thought her such a nice little animal; in my secret heart, I had hoped that her progress would be slow—even, faintly, that Providence might let something happen to arrest it, to divert it. And now….!


  As a matter of fact, Providence had let something happen to divert it; and that something was this very relation of hers with 78 an old Englishman, in which the scandal-lovers of the Latin Quarter were determined to see neither more nor less than a mercenary “collage.” The diversion in question, however, was an extremely gradual process. As yet, it is pretty certain, P’tit-Bleu herself had never so much as dreamed that any diversion was impending.


  But she knew that her relation with the Englishman was an innocent relation; and of its innocence, I am glad to be able to record, she succeeded in convincing one, at least, of her friends, tolerably early in the game. In the teeth of my opposition, and at the expense of her own pride, she forced an explanation, which, I am glad to say, convinced me.


  I had just passed her and her Englishman in the street. They were crossing the Boulevard St. Michel, and she was hanging on his arm, looking up into his face, and laughing. She wore a broad-brimmed black hat, with a red ribbon in it, and a knot of red ribbon at her throat; there was a lovely suggestion of the same colour in her cheeks; and never had her eyes gleamed with sincerer fun.


  I assure you, the sensation this spectacle afforded me amounted to a physical pain—the disgust, the anger. If she could laugh like that, how little could she feel her position! The hardened shamelessness of it!


  Turning from her to her companion, I own I was surprised and puzzled. He was a tall, spare old man, not a grey-beard, but a white-beard, and he had thin snow-white hair. He was dressed neatly indeed, but the very reverse of sumptuously. His black overcoat was threadbare, his carefully polished boots were patched. Yet, everybody averred, it was his affluence that had attracted her; she had taken up with him during the dead season, because she had been “à sec.” A detail that did nothing to relieve my 79 perplexity was the character of his face. Instead of the florid concupiscent face, with coarse lips and fiery eye-balls, I had instinctively expected, I saw a thin, pale face, with mild, melancholy eyes, a gentle face, a refined face, rather a weak face, certainly the very last face the situation called for. He was a beast of course, but he didn’t look like a beast. He looked like a gentleman, a broken-down, forlorn old gentleman, singularly astray from his proper orbit.


  They were crossing the Boulevard St. Michel as I was leaving the Café Vachette; and at the corner of the Rue des Ecoles we came front to front. P’tit-Bleu glanced up; her eyes brightened, she gave a little start, and was plainly for stopping to shake hands. I cut her dead….


  I cut her dead, and held my course serenely down the Boulevard—though I’m not sure my heart wasn’t pounding. But I could lay as unction to my soul the consciousness of having done the appropriate thing, of having marked my righteous indignation.


  In a minute, however, I heard the pat-pat of rapid footsteps on the pavement behind me, and my name being called. I hurried on, careful not to turn my head. But, at Cluny, P’tit-Bleu arrived abreast of me.


  “I want to speak to you,” she gasped, out of breath from running.


  I shrugged my shoulders.


  “Will you tell me why you cut me like that just now?”


  “If you don’t know, I doubt if I could make you understand,” I answered, with an air of imperial disdain.


  “You bear me a grudge, hein? For what I did last March? Well, then, you are right. There. I was abominable. But I have been sorry, and I ask your pardon. Now will you let bygones be bygones? Will you forgive me?”


  80 “Oh,” I said, “don’t try to play the simpleton with me. You are perfectly well aware that isn’t why I cut you.”


  “But why, then?” cried she, admirably counterfeiting (as I took for granted) a look and accent of bewilderment.


  I walked on without speaking. She kept beside me.


  “But why, then? If it isn’t that, what is it?”


  “Oh, bah!”


  “I insist upon your telling me. Tell me.”


  “Very good, then. I don’t care to know a girl who lives ‘collée’ with a gaga,” I said, brutally.


  P’tit-Bleu flushed suddenly, and faced me with blazing eyes.


  “Comment! You believe that?” she cried.


  “Pooh!” said I.


  “Oh, mais non, mais non, mais non, alors! You don’t believe that?”


  “You pay me a poor compliment. Why should you expect me to be ignorant of a thing the whole Quarter knows?”


  “Oh, the whole Quarter! What does that matter to me, your Quarter? Those nasty little students! C’est de la crasse, quoi! They may believe—they may say—what they like. Oh, ça m’est bien égal!” with a shake of the head and a skyward gesture. “But you—but my friends! Am I that sort of girl? Answer.”


  “There’s only one sort of girl in the precincts of this University,” declared her disenchanted interlocutor. “You’re all of one pattern. The man’s an ass who expects any good from any of you. Don’t pose as better than the others. You’re all a—un tas de saletés. I’m sick and tired of the whole sordid, squalid lot of you. I should be greatly obliged, now, if you would have the kindness to leave me. Go back to your gaga. He’ll be impatient waiting.”


  That speech, I fancied, would rid me of her. But no.


  81 “You are trying to make me angry, aren’t you? But I refuse to leave you till you have admitted that you are wrong,” she persisted. “It’s an outrageous slander. Monsieur Long (that is his name, Monsieur Long), he lives in the same house with me, on the same landing; et voilà tout. Dame! Can I prevent him? Am I the landlord? And, for that, they say I’m ‘collée’ with him. I don’t care what they say. But you! I swear to you it is an infamous lie. Will you come home with me now, and see?”


  “Oh, that’s mere quibbling. You go with him everywhere, you dine with him, you are never seen without him.”


  “Dieu de Dieu!” wailed P’tit-Bleu. “How shall I convince you? He is my neighbour. Is it forbidden to know one’s neighbours? I swear to you, I give you my word of honour, it is nothing else. How to make you believe me?”


  “Well, my dear,” said I, “if you wish me to believe you, break with him. Chuck him up. Drop his acquaintance. Nobody in his senses will believe you so long as you go trapesing about the Quarter with him.”


  “Oh, but no,” she cried, “I can’t drop his acquaintance.”


  “Ah, there it is,” cried I.


  “There are reasons. There are reasons why I can’t, why I mustn’t.”


  “I thought so.”


  “Ah, voyons!” she broke out, losing patience. “Will you not believe my word of honour? Will you force me to tell you things that don’t concern you—that I have no right to tell? Well, then, listen. I cannot drop his acquaintance, because—this is a secret—he would die of shame if he thought I had betrayed it—you will never breathe it to a soul—because I have discovered that he has a—a vice, a weakness. No—but listen. He is an 82 Englishman, a painter. Oh, a painter of great talent; a painter who has exposed at the Salon—quoi! A painter who is known in his country. On a même parlé de lui dans les journaux; voilà. But look. He has a vice. He has half ruined, half killed himself with a drug. Yes—opium. Oh, but wait, wait. I will tell you. He came to live in our house last July, in the room opposite mine. When we met, on the landing, in the staircase, he took off his hat, and we passed the bonjour. Oh, he is a gentleman; he has been well brought up. From that we arrived at speaking together a little, and then at visiting. It was the dead season, I had no affairs. I would sit in his room in the afternoon, and we would chat. Oh, he is a fine talker. But, though he had canvases, colours, all that is needed for painting, he never painted. He would only talk, talk. I said, ‘But you ought to paint.’ He said always, ‘Yes, I must begin something to-morrow.’ Always to-morrow. And then I discovered what it was. He took opium. He spent all his money for opium. And when he had taken his opium he would not work, he would only talk, talk, talk, and then sleep, sleep. You think that is well—hein? That a painter of talent should do no work, but spend all his money for a drug, for a poison, and then say ‘To-morrow’? You think I could sit still and see him commit these follies under my eyes and say nothing, do nothing? Ruin his brain, his health, his career, and waste all his money, for that drug? Oh, mais non. I made him the sermon. I said, ‘You know it is very bad, that which you are doing there.’ I scolded him. I said, ‘But I forbid you to do that—do you understand? I forbid it.’ I went with him everywhere, I gave him all my time; and when he would take his drug I would annoy him, I would make a scene, I would shame him. Well, in the end, I have acquired an influence over him. He has submitted 83 himself to me. He is really trying to break the habit. I keep all his money. I give him his doses. I regulate them, I diminish them. The consequence is, I make him work. I give him one very small dose in the morning to begin the day. Then I will give him no more till he has done so much work. You see? Tu te figures que je suis sa maîtresse? Je suis plutôt sa nounou—va! Je suis sa caissière. And he is painting a great picture—you will see. Eh bien, how can I give up his acquaintance? Can I let him relapse, as he would do to-morrow without me, into his bad habit?”


  I was walking with long strides, P’tit-Bleu tripping at my elbow; and before her story was finished we had left the Boulevard behind us, and reached the middle of the Pont St. Michel. There, I don’t know why, we halted, and stood looking off towards Notre-Dame. The grim grey front of the Cathedral glowed softly amethystine in the afternoon sun, and the sky was infinitely deep and blue above it. One could be intensely conscious of the splendid penetrating beauty of this picture, without, somehow, giving the less attention to what P’tit-Bleu was saying. She talked swiftly, eagerly, with constantly changing, persuasive intonations, with little brief pauses, hesitations, with many gestures, with much play of eyes and face. When she had done, I waited a moment. Then, grudgingly, “Well,” I began, “if what you tell me is true——”


  “If it is true!” P’tit-Bleu cried, with sudden fierceness. “Do you dare to say you doubt it?”


  And she gazed intently, fiercely, into my eyes, challenging me, as it were, to give her the lie.


  Before that gaze my eyes dropped, abashed.


  “No—I don’t doubt it,” I faltered, “I believe you. And—and allow me to say that you are a—a damned decent little girl.”


  84 Poor P’tit-Bleu! How shall I tell you the rest of her story—the story of those long years of love and sacrifice and devotion, and of continual discouragement, disappointment, with his death at the end of them, and her disappearance?


  In the beginning she herself was very far from realising what she had undertaken, what had befallen her. To exercise a little friendly supervision over her neighbour’s addiction to opium, to husband his money for him, and spur him on to work—it seemed a mere incident in her life, an affair by the way. But it became her exclusive occupation, her whole life’s chief concern. Little by little, one after the other, she put aside all her former interests, thoughts, associations, dropped all her former engagements, to give herself as completely to caring for, guarding, guiding poor old Edward Long, as if she had been a mother, and he her helpless child.


  Throughout that first winter, indeed, she continued to dance at Bullier’s, continued to instruct her corps of pupils, and continued even occasionally, though much less frequently than of old time, to be seen at the Vachette, or to sup with a friend at the Gambrinus. But from day to day Monsieur Edouard (he had soon ceased to be Monsieur Long, and become Monsieur Edouard) absorbed more and more of her time and attention; and when the spring came she suddenly burned her ships.


  You must understand that she had one pertinacious adversary in her efforts to wean him of his vice. Not an avowed adversary, for he professed the most earnest wish that she might be successful; but an adversary who was eternally putting spokes in her wheel, all the same. Yes, Monsieur Edouard himself. Never content with the short rations to which she had condemned him, he was perpetually on the watch for a chance to elude her vigilance; she was perpetually discovering that he had somehow contrived 85 to lay in secret supplies. And every now and again, openly defying her authority, he would go off for a grand debauch. Then her task of reducing his daily portion to a minimum must needs be begun anew. Well, when the spring came, and the Salon opened, where his picture (her picture?) had been received and very fairly hung, they went together to the Vernissage. And there he met a whole flock of English folk—artists and critics, who had “just run over for the show, you know”—with whom he was acquainted; and they insisted on carrying him away with them to lunch at the Ambassadeurs.


  I, too, had assisted at the Vernissage; and when I left it, I found P’tit-Bleu seated alone under the trees in the Champs-Elysées. She had on a brilliant spring toilette, with a hat and a sunshade…. Oh, my dear! It is not to be denied that P’tit-Bleu had the courage of her tastes. But her face was pale, and her lips were drawn down, and her eyes looked strained and anxious.


  “What’s the row?” I asked.


  And she told me how she had been abandoned—“plantée là” was her expression—and of course I invited her to lunch with me. But she scarce relished the repast. “Pourvu qu’il ne fasse pas de bêtises!” was her refrain.


  She returned rather early to the Rue Monsieur le Prince, to see if he had come home; but he hadn’t. Nor did he come home that night, nor the next day, nor the next. At the week’s end, though, he came: dirty, haggard, tremulous, with red eyes, and nude—yes, nude—of everything save his shirt and trousers! He had borrowed a sovereign from one of his London friends, and when that was gone, he had pledged or sold everything but his shirt and trousers—hat, boots, coat, everything. It was an equally haggard and red-eyed P’tit-Bleu who faced him on his reappearance. 86 And I’ve no doubt she gave him a specimen of her eloquence. “You figure to yourself that this sort of thing amuses me, hein? Here are six good days and nights that I haven’t been able to sleep or rest.”


  Explaining the case to me, she said, “Ah, what I suffered! I could never have believed that I cared so much for him. But—what would you?—one attaches oneself, you know. Ah, what I suffered! The anxiety, the terrors! I expected to hear of him run over in the streets. Well, now, I must make an end of this business. I’m going to take him away. So long as he remains in Paris, where there are chemists who will sell him that filthiness (cette crasse) it is hopeless. No sooner do I get my house of cards nicely built up, than—piff!—something happens to knock it over. I am going to take him down into the country, far from any town, far from the railway, where I can guard him better. I know a place, a farm-house, near Villiers-St.-Jacques, where we can get board. He has a little income, which reaches him every three months from England. Oh, very little, but if I am careful of it, it will pay our way. And then—I will make him work.”


  “Oh, no,” I protested. “You’re not going to leave the Quarter.” And I’m ashamed to acknowledge, I laboured hard to dissuade her. “Think of how we’ll miss you. Think of how you’ll bore yourself. And anyhow, he’s not worth it. And besides, you won’t succeed. A man who has an appetite for opium will get it, coûte que coûte. He’d walk twenty miles in bare feet to get it.” This was the argument that I repeated in a dozen different paraphrases. You see, I hadn’t realised yet that it didn’t matter an atom whether she succeeded, or whether he was worth it. He was a mere instrument in the hands of Providence. Let her succeed or let her fail in keeping him from opium: the 87 important thing … how shall I put it? This little Undine had risen out of the black waters of the Latin Quarter and attached herself to a mortal. What is it that love gains for Undines?


  “Que veux-tu?” cried P’tit-Bleu. “I am fond of him. I can’t bear to see him ruining himself. I must do what I can.”


  And the Quarter said, “Ho-ho! You chaps who didn’t believe it was a ‘collage’! He-he! What do you say now f She’s chucked up everything, to go and live in the country with him.”


  In August or September I ran down to the farm-house near Villiers-St.-Jacques, and passed a week with them. I found a mightily changed Monsieur Edouard, and a curiously changed P’tit-Bleu, as well. He was fat and rosy, he who had been so thin and white. And she—she was grave. Yes, P’tit-Bleu was grave: sober, staid, serious. And her impish, mocking black eyes shone with a strange, serious, calm light.


  Monsieur Edouard (with whom my relations had long before this become confidential) drew me apart, and told me he was having an exceedingly bad time of it.


  “She’s really too absurd, you know. She’s a martinet, a tyrant. Opium is to me what tobacco is to you, and does me no more harm. I need it for my work. Oh, in moderation; of course one can be excessive. Yet she refuses to let me have a tenth of my proper quantity. And besides, how utterly senseless it is, keeping me down here in the country. I’m dying of ennui. There’s not a person I can have any sort of intellectual sympathy with, for miles in every direction. An artist needs the stimulus of contact with his fellows. It’s indispensable. If she’d only let me run up 88 to Paris for a day or two at a time, once a month say. Couldn’t you persuade her to let me go back with you? She’s the most awful screw, you know. It’s the French lower middle class parsimony. I’m never allowed to have twopence in my pocket. Yet whose money is it? Where does it come from? I really can’t think why I submit, why I don’t break away from her, and follow my own wishes. But the poor little thing is fond of me; she’s attached herself to me. I don’t know what would become of her if I cast her off. Oh, don’t fancy that I don’t appreciate her. Her intentions are excellent. But she lacks wisdom, and she enjoys the exercise of power. I wish you’d speak with her.”


  P’tit-Bleu also drew me apart.


  “Please don’t call me P’tit-Bleu any more. Call me Jeanne. I have put all that behind me—all that P’tit-Bleu signifies. I hate to think of it, to be reminded of it. I should like to forget it.”


  When I had promised not to call her P’tit-Bleu any more, she went on, replying to my questions, to tell me of their life.


  “Of course, everybody thinks I am his mistress. You can’t convince them I’m not. But that’s got to be endured. For the rest, all is going well. You see how he is improved. I give him fifteen drops of laudanum, morning, noon, and night. Fifteen drops—it is nothing. I could take it myself, and never know it. And he used to drink off an ounce—an ounce, mon cher—at a time, and then want more at the end of an hour. Yes! Oh, he complains, he complains of everything, he frets, he is not contented. But he has not walked twenty miles in bare feet, as you said he would. And he is working. You will see his pictures.”


  “And you—how do you pass your time? What do you do?”


  89 “I pose for him a good deal. And then I have much sewing to do. I take in sewing for Madame Deschamps, the deputy’s wife, to help to make the ends meet. And then I read. Madame Deschamps lends me books.”


  “And I suppose you’re bored to death?”


  “Oh, no, I am not bored. I am happy. I never was really happy—dans le temps.”


  They were living in a very plain way indeed. You know what French farmhouses are apt to be. His whole income was under a hundred pounds a year; and out of that (and the trifle she earned by needlework) his canvases, colours, brushes, frames, had to be paid for, as well as his opium, and their food, clothing, everything. But P’tit-Bleu—Jeanne—with that “lower-middle-class parsimony” of hers, managed somehow. Jeanne! In putting off the name, she had put off also, in great measure, the attributes of P’tit-Bleu; she had become Jeanne in nature. She was grave, she was quiet. She wore the severest black frocks—she made them herself. And I never once noticed the odour of peau-d’Espagne, from the beginning to the end of my visit. But—shall I own it? Jeanne was certainly the more estimable of the two women, but shall I own that I found her far less exciting as a comrade than P’tit-Bleu had been? She was good, but she wasn’t very lively or very amusing.


  P’tit-Bleu, the heroine of Bullier’s, that lover of noisy pleasure, of daring toilettes, of risky perfumes, of écrevisses and chablis, of all the rush and dissipation of the Boul’ Miche and the Luxembourg, quietly settling down into Jeanne of the home-made frocks, in a rough French farmhouse, to a diet of veal and lentils, lentils and veal, seven times a week, and no other pastime in life than the devoted, untiring nursing of an ungrateful old English opium-eater here was variation under domestication with a vengeance.


  90 And on Sunday … P’tit-Bleu went twice to church!


  About ten days after my return to Paris, there came a rat-ta-ta-tat at my door, and P’tit-Bleu walked in—pale, with wide eyes. “I don’t know how he has contrived it, but he must have got some money somewhere, and walked to the railway, and come to town. Anyhow, here are three days that he has disappeared. What to do? What to do? >: She was in a deplorable state of mind, poor thing, and I scarcely knew how to help her. I proposed that we should take counsel with a Commissary of Police. But when that functionary discovered that she was neither the wife nor daughter of the missing man, he smiled, and remarked, “It is not our business to recover ladies’ protectors for them.” P’tit-Bleu walked the streets in quest of him, all day long and very nearly all night long too, for close upon a fortnight. In the end, she met him on the quays—dazed, half-imbecile, and again nude of everything save his shirt and trousers. So, again, having nicely built up her house of cards—piff!—something had happened to topple it over.


  “Let him go to the devil his own way,” said I. “Really, he’s unworthy of your pains.”


  “No, I can’t leave him. You see, I’m fond of him,” said she.


  He, however, positively refused to return to the country. “The fact is,” he explained, “I ought to go to London. Yes, it will be well for me to pass the winter in London. I should like to have a show there, a one-man show, you know. I dare say I could sell a good many pictures, and get orders for portraits.” So they went to London. In the spring I received a letter from P’tit-Bleu—a letter full of orthographic faults, if you like—but a letter that I treasure. Here’s a translation of it:


  
    91 “My dear Friend,


    “I have hesitated much before taking my pen in hand to write to you. But I have no one else to turn to. We have had a dreadful winter. Owing to my ignorance of the language one speaks in this dirty town, I have not been able to exercise over Monsieur Edouard that supervision of which he has need. In consequence, he has given himself up to the evil habit which you know, as never before. Every penny, every last sou, which he could command, has been spent for that detestable filth. Many times we have passed whole days without eating, no, not the end of a crust. He has no desire to eat when he has had his dose. We are living in a slum of the most disgusting, in the quarter of London they call Soho. Everything we have, save the bare necessary of covering, has been put with the lender-on-pledges. Yesterday I found a piece of one shilling in the street. That, however, I have been forced to dispense for opium, because, when he has had such large quantities, he would die or go mad if suddenly deprived.


    “I have addressed myself to his family, but without effect. They refuse to recognise me. Everybody here, of course, figures to himself that I am his mistress. He has two brothers, one of the army, one an advocate. I have besieged them in vain. They say, ‘We have done for him all that is possible. We can do no more. He has exhausted our patience. Now that he has gone a step farther, and, in his age, disgraced himself by living with a mistress, as well as besotting himself with opium, we wash our hands of him for good.’ And yet, I cannot leave him, because I know, without me, he would kill himself within the month, by his excesses. To his sisters, both of whom are married and ladies of the world, I have appealed with equal results. They refuse to regard me otherwise than as his mistress.


    “But I cannot bear to see that great man, with that mind, that talent, doing himself to death. And when he is not under the influence of his drug, who is so great? Who has the wit, the wisdom, the heart, the charm, of Monsieur Edouard? Who can paint like him?


    92 “My dear, as a last resource, I take up my pen to ask you for assistance. If you could see him your heart would be moved. He is so thin, so thin, and his face has become blue, yes, blue, like the face of a dead man. Help me to save him from himself. If you can send me a note of five hundred francs, I can pay off our indebtedness here, and bring him back to France, where, in a sane country, far from a town, again I can reduce him to a few drops of laudanum a day, and again see him in health and at work. That which it costs me to make this request of you, I have not the words to tell you. But, at the end of my forces, having no other means, no other support, I confide myself to your well-tried amity.


    “I give you a good kiss.


    “Jeanne.”

  


  If the reading of this letter brought a lump into my throat and something like tears into my eyes—if I hastened to a banker’s, and sent P’tit-Bleu the money she asked for, by telegraph—if I reproached her bitterly and sincerely for not having applied to me long before,—I hope you will believe that it wasn’t for the sake of Monsieur Edouard.


  They established themselves at St.-Etienne, a hamlet on the coast of Normandy, to be further from Paris. Dieppe was their nearest town. They lived at St.-Etienne for nearly three years. But, periodically, when she had got her house of cards nicely built up—piff!—he would walk into Dieppe.


  He walked into Dieppe one day in the autumn of 1885, and it took her a week to find him. He was always ill, after one of his grand debauches. This time he was worse than he had ever been before. I can imagine the care with which she nursed him, her anxious watching by his bedside, her prayers, her hope, the blankness when he died.


  She came back to Paris, and called three times at my lodgings. 93 But I was in England, and didn’t receive the notes she left till nearly six months afterwards. I have never seen her since, never heard from her.


  What has become of her? It is not pleasant to conjecture. Of course, after his death, she ought to have died too. But the Angel of this Life,


  
    “Whose care is lest men see too much at once,”

  


  couldn’t permit any such satisfying termination. So she has simply disappeared, and, in the flesh, may have come to … one would rather not conjecture. All the same, I can’t believe that in the spirit she will have made utter shipwreck. I can’t believe that nothing permanent was won by those long years of love and pain. Her house of cards was toppled over, as often as she built it up; but perhaps she was all the while building another house, a house not made with hands, a house, a temple, indestructible.


  Poor P’tit Bleu!


  ·  ·


  94 Stacking Hay


  By William Kennedy


  ·  ·
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  97 Aubade


  By Rosamund Marriott Watson


  
    So late last night I watched with you, and yet


    You come to wake me while the dews are grey,


    Before the sun is forth upon his way,


    Almost as though you feared I might forget.

  


  
    And still you count, unmoved, importunate,


    Each pitiful item in my sorrow’s freight—


    As lovers all their vows before they part


    Over and over recapitulate—


    Though well you know I have it all by heart.

  


  
    O Grief, this little while forbear, refrain


    Telling your beads so loud, so soon, again,


    Tuning your summons to the blackbird’s song.


    Here, where the dawn hangs dark in lawn and tree,


    Do but a little longer wait for me,


    I, who am mindful of you all day long.

  


  ·  ·


  98 A Girl’s Head


  By Harrington Mann


  ·  ·
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  101 Dies Iræ


  By Kenneth Grahame


  Those memorable days that move in procession, their heads just out of the mist of years long dead—the most of them are full-eyed as the dandelion that from dawn to shade has steeped itself in sunlight. Here and there in their ranks, however, moves a forlorn one who is blind—blind in the sense of the dulled window-pane on which the pelting raindrops have mingled and run down, obscuring sunshine and the circling birds, happy fields and storied garden; blind with the spatter of a misery uncomprehended, unanalysed, only felt as something corporeal in its buffeting effects.


  Martha began it; and yet Martha was not really to blame. Indeed, that was half the trouble of it—no solid person stood full in view, to be blamed and to make atonement. There was only a wretched, impalpable condition to deal with. Breakfast was just over; the sun was summoning us, imperious as a herald with clamour of trumpet; I ran upstairs to her with a broken bootlace in my hand, and there she was, crying in a corner, her head in her apron. Nothing could be got from her but the same dismal succession of sobs that would not have done, that struck and hurt like a physical beating; and meanwhile the sun was getting impatient, and I wanted my bootlace.


  102 Enquiry below stairs revealed the cause. Martha’s brother was dead, it seemed—her sailor brother Billy; drowned in one of those strange far-off seas it was our dream to navigate one day. We had known Billy well, and appreciated him. When an approaching visit of Billy to his sister had been announced, we had counted the days to it. When his cheery voice was at last heard in the kitchen and we had descended with shouts, first of all he had to exhibit his tattoed arms, always a subject for fresh delight and envy and awe; then he was called upon for tricks, jugglings, and strange, fearful gymnastics; and lastly came yarns, and more yarns, and yarns till bedtime. There had never been any one like Billy in his own particular sphere; and now he was drowned, they said, and Martha was miserable, and—and I couldn’t get a new bootlace. They told me that Billy would never come back any more, and I stared out of the window at the sun which came back, right enough, every day, and their news conveyed nothing whatever to me. Martha’s sorrow hit home a little, but only because the actual sight and sound of it gave me a dull, bad sort of pain low down inside—a pain not to be actually located. Moreover, I was still wanting my bootlace.


  This was a poor sort of a beginning to a day that, so far as outside conditions went, had promised so well. I rigged up a sort of jurymast of a bootlace with a bit of old string, and wandered off to look up the girls, conscious of a jar and a discordance in the scheme of things. The moment I entered the schoolroom something in the air seemed to tell me that here, too, matters were strained and awry. Selina was staring listlessly out of the window, one foot curled round her leg. When I spoke to her she jerked a shoulder testily, but did not condescend to the civility of a reply. Charlotte sprawled in a chair absolutely unoccupied, and there were signs of sniffles about her, even at that early hour. It was but a 103 trifling matter that had caused all this electricity in the atmosphere, and the girls’ manner of taking it seemed to me most unreasonable. Within the last few days the time had come round for the despatch of a hamper to Edward at school. Only one hamper a term was permitted him, so its preparation was a sort of blend of revelry and religious ceremony. After the main corpus of the thing had been carefully selected and safely bestowed—the pots of jam, the cake, the sausages, and the apples that filled up corners so nicely—after the last package had been wedged in, the girls had deposited their own private and personal offerings on the top. I forget their precise nature; anyhow, they were nothing of any particular practical use to a boy. But they had involved some contrivance and labour, some skimping of pocket money, and much delightful cloud-building as to the effect on their enraptured recipient. Well, yesterday there had come a terse acknowledgment from Edward heartily commending the cakes and the jam, stamping the sausages with the seal of Smith major’s approval, and finally hinting that, fortified as he now was, nothing more was necessary but a remittance of five shillings in postage stamps to enable him to face the world armed against every buffet of fate. That was all. Never a word or a hint of the personal tributes or of his appreciation of them. To us—to Harold and me, that is—the letter seemed natural and sensible enough. After all, provender was the main thing, and five shillings stood for a complete equipment against the most unexpected turns of luck. The presents were very well in their way—very nice, and so on—but life was a serious matter, and the contest called for cakes and half-crowns to carry it on, not gew-gaws and knitted mittens and the like. The girls, however, in their obstinate way, persisted in taking their own view of the slight. Hence it was that I received my second rebuff of the morning.


  104 Somewhat disheartened, I made my way downstairs and out into the sunlight, where I found Harold, playing Conspirators by himself on the gravel. He had dug a small hole in the walk and had laid an imaginary train of powder thereto; and, as he sought refuge in the laurels from the inevitable explosion, I heard him murmur: “My God! said the Czar, my plans are frustrated!” It seemed an excellent occasion for being a black puma. Harold liked black pumas, on the whole, as well as any animal we were familiar with. So I launched myself on him, with the appropriate howl, rolling him over on the gravel.


  Life may be said to be composed of things that come off and things that don’t come off. This thing, unfortunately, was one of the things that didn’t come off. From beneath me I heard a shrill cry of, “O, it’s my sore knee!” And Harold wriggled himself free from the puma’s clutches, bellowing dismally. Now, I honestly didn’t know he had a sore knee, and, what’s more, he knew I didn’t know he had a sore knee. According to boy-ethics, therefore, his attitude was wrong, sore knee or not, and no apology was due from me. I made half-way advances, however, suggesting we should lie in ambush by the edge of the pond and cut off the ducks as they waddled down in simple, unsuspecting single file; then hunt them as bisons, flying scattered over the vast prairie. A fascinating pursuit this, and strictly illicit. But Harold would none of my overtures, and retreated to the house wailing with full lungs.


  Things were getting simply infernal. I struck out blindly for the open country; and even as I made for the gate a shrill voice from a window bade we keep off the flower-beds. When the gate had swung to behind me with a vicious click I felt better, and after ten minutes along the road it began to grow on me that some radical change was needed, that I was in a blind alley, and 105 that this intolerable state of things must somehow cease. All that I could do I had already done. As well-meaning a fellow as ever stepped was pounding along the road that day, with an exceeding sore heart; one who only wished to live and let live, in touch with his fellows, and appreciating what joys life had to offer. What was wanted now was a complete change of environment. Somewhere in the world, I felt sure, justice and sympathy still resided. There were places called pampas, for instance, that sounded well. League upon league of grass, with just an occasional wild horse, and not a relation within the horizon! To a bruised spirit this seemed a sane and a healing sort of existence. There were other pleasant corners, again, where you dived for pearls and stabbed sharks in the stomach with your big knife. No relations would be likely to come interfering with you when thus blissfully occupied. And yet I did not wish—just yet—to have done with relations entirely. They should be made to feel their position first, to see themselves as they really were, and to wish—when it was too late—that they had behaved more properly.


  Of all professions, the army seemed to lend itself the most thoroughly to the scheme. You enlisted, you followed the drum, you marched, fought, and ported arms, under strange skies, through unrecorded years. At last, at long last, your opportunity would come, when the horrors of war were flickering through the quiet country-side where you were cradled and bred, but where the memory of you had long been dim. Folk would run together, clamorous, palsied with fear; and among the terror-stricken groups would figure certain aunts. “What hope is left us?” they would ask themselves, “save in the clemency of the General, the mysterious, invincible General, of whom men tell such romantic tales?” And the army would march in, and the guns would rattle and leap along the village street, and last of all you—you, 106 the General, the fabled hero—you would enter, on your coal-black charger, your pale set face seamed by an interesting sabre-cut And then—but every boy has rehearsed this familiar piece a score of times. You are magnanimous, in fine—that goes without saying; you have a coal-black horse, and a sabre-cut, and you can afford to be very magnanimous. But all the same you give them a good talking-to.


  This pleasant conceit simply ravished my soul for some twenty minutes, and then the old sense of injury began to well up afresh, and to call for new plasters and soothing syrups. This time I took refuge in happy thoughts of the sea. The sea was my real sphere, after all. On the sea, in especial, you could combine distinction with lawlessness, whereas the army seemed to be always weighted by a certain plodding submission to discipline. To be sure, by all accounts, the life was at first a rough one. But just then I wanted to suffer keenly; I wanted to be a poor devil of a cabin-boy, kicked, beaten, and sworn at—for a time. Perhaps some hint, some inkling of my sufferings might reach their ears. In due course the sloop or felucca would turn up—it always did—the rakish-looking craft, black of hull, low in the water, and bristling with guns; the jolly Roger flapping overhead, and myself for sole commander. By and bye, as usually happened, an East Indiaman would come sailing along full of relations—not a necessary relation would be missing. And the crew should walk the plank, and the captain should dance from his own yard-arm, and then I would take the passengers in hand—that miserable group of well-known figures cowering on the quarter-deck!—and then—and then the same old performance: the air thick with magnanimity. In all the repertory of heroes, none is more truly magnanimous than your pirate chief.


  When at last I brought myself back from the future to the 107 actual present, I found that these delectable visions had helped me over a longer stretch of road than I had imagined; and I looked around and took my bearings. To the right of me was a long low building of grey stone, new, and yet not smugly so; new, and yet possessing distinction, marked with a character that did not depend on lichen or on crumbling semi-effacement of moulding and mullion. Strangers might have been puzzled to classify it; to me, an explorer from earliest years, the place was familiar enough. Most folk called it “The Settlement,” others, with quite sufficient conciseness for our neighbourhood, spoke of “them there fellows up by Halliday’s”; others again, with a hint of derision, named them the “monks.” This last title I supposed to be intended for satire, and knew to be fatuously wrong. I was thoroughly acquainted with monks—in books—and well knew the cut of their long frocks, their shaven polls, and their fascinating big dogs, with brandy-bottles round their necks, incessantly hauling happy travellers out of the snow. The only dog at the settlement was an Irish terrier, and the good fellows who owned him, and were owned by him, in common, wore clothes of the most nondescript order, and mostly cultivated side-whiskers. I had wandered up there one day, searching (as usual) for something I never found, and had been taken in by them and treated as friend and comrade. They had made me free of their ideal little rooms, full of books and pictures, and clean of the antimacassar taint; they had shown me their chapel, high, hushed, and faintly scented, beautiful with a strange new beauty born both of what it had and what it had not—that too-familiar dowdiness of common places of worship. They had also fed me in their dining-hall, where a long table stood on trestles plain to view, and all the woodwork was natural, unpainted, healthily scrubbed, and redolent of the forest it came from. I brought away from that visit, and 108 kept by me for many days, a sense of cleanness, of the freshness that pricks the senses—the freshness of cool spring water; and the large swept spaces of the rooms, the red tiles, and the oaken settles, suggested a comfort that had no connexion with padded upholstery.


  On this particular morning I was in much too unsociable a mind for paying friendly calls. Still, something in the aspect of the place harmonised with my humour, and I worked my way round to the back, where the ground, after affording level enough for a kitchen-garden, broke steeply away. Both the word Gothic and the thing itself were still unknown to me; yet doubtless the architecture of the place, consistent throughout, accounted for its sense of comradeship in my hour of disheartenment. As I mused there, with the low, grey, purposeful-looking building before me, and thought of my pleasant friends within, and what good times they always seemed to be having, and how they larked with the Irish terrier, whose footing was one of a perfect equality, I thought of a certain look in their faces, as if they had a common purpose and a business, and were acting under orders thoroughly recognised and understood. I remembered, too, something that Martha had told me, about these same fellows doing “a power o’ good,” and other hints I had collected vaguely, of renouncements, rules, self-denials, and the like. Thereupon, out of the depths of my morbid soul swam up a new and fascinating idea; and at once the career of arms seemed over-acted and stale, and piracy, as a profession, flat and unprofitable. This, then, or something like it, should be my vocation and my revenge. A severer line of business, perhaps, such as I had read of; something that included black bread and a hair-shirt. There should be vows, too—irrevocable, blood-curdling vows; and an iron grating. This iron grating was the most necessary feature of all, for I intended 109 that on the other side of it my relations should range themselves—I mentally ran over the catalogue, and saw that the whole gang was present, all in their proper places—a sad-eyed row, combined in tristful appeal. “We see our error now,” they would say; “we were always dull dogs, slow to catch—especially in those akin to us—the finer qualities of soul! We misunderstood you, misappreciated you, and we own up to it. And now——” “Alas, my dear friends,” I would strike in here, waving towards them an ascetic hand—one of the emaciated sort, that lets the light shine through at the finger-tips—“Alas, you come too late! This conduct is fitting and meritorious on your part, and indeed I always expected it of you, sooner or later; but the die is cast, and you may go home again and bewail at your leisure this too tardy repentance of yours. For me, I am vowed and dedicated, and my relations henceforth are austerity and holy works. Once a month, should you wish it, it shall be your privilege to come and gaze at me through this very solid grating; but——” Whack!


  A well-aimed clod of garden soil, whizzing just past my ear, starred on a tree-trunk behind, spattering me with dirt. The present came back to me in a flash, and I nimbly took cover behind the tree, realising that the enemy was up and abroad, with ambuscades, alarms, and thrilling sallies. It was the gardener’s boy, I knew well enough; a red proletariat, who hated me just because I was a gentleman. Hastily picking up a nice sticky clod in one hand, with the other I delicately projected my hat beyond the shelter of the tree-trunk. I had not fought with Redskins all these years for nothing.


  As I had expected, another clod, of the first class for size and stickiness, took my poor hat full in the centre. Then, Ajax-like, shouting terribly, I issued from shelter and discharged my 110 ammunition. Woe then for the gardener’s boy, who, unprepared, skipping in premature triumph, took the clod full in his stomach! He, the foolish one, witless on whose side the gods were fighting that day, discharged yet other missiles, wavering and wide of the mark; for his wind had been taken with the first clod, and he shot wildly, as one already desperate and in flight. I got another clod in at short range; we clinched on the brow of the hill, and rolled down to the bottom together. When he had shaken himself free and regained his legs, he trotted smartly off in the direction of his mother’s cottage; but over his shoulder he discharged at me both imprecation and deprecation, menace mixed up with an under-current of tears.


  But as for me, I made off smartly for the road, my frame tingling, my head high, with never a backward look at the Settlement of suggestive aspect, or at my well-planned future which lay in fragments around it. Life had its jollities, then, life was action, contest, victory! The present was rosy once more, surprises lurked on every side, and I was beginning to feel villainously hungry.


  Just as I gained the road a cart came rattling by, and I rushed for it, caught the chain that hung below, and swung thrillingly between the dizzy wheels, choked and blinded with delicious-smelling dust, the world slipping by me like a streaky ribbon below, till the driver licked at me with his whip, and I had to descend to earth again. Abandoning the beaten track, I then struck homewards through the fields; not that the way was very much shorter, but rather because on that route one avoided the bridge, and had to splash through the stream and get refreshingly wet. Bridges were made for narrow folk, for people with aims and vocations which compelled abandonment of many of life’s highest pleasures. Truly wise men called on each element alike 111 to minister to their joy, and while the touch of sun-bathed air, the fragrance of garden soil, the ductible qualities of mud, and the spark-whirling rapture of playing with fire, had each their special charm, they did not overlook the bliss of getting their feet wet. As I came forth on the common Harold broke out of an adjoining copse and ran to meet me, the morning rain-clouds all blown away from his face. He had made a new squirrel-stick, it seemed. Made it all himself; melted the lead and everything! I examined the instrument critically, and pronounced it absolutely magnificent. As we passed in at our gate the girls were distantly visible, gardening with a zeal in cheerful contrast to their heartsick lassitude of the morning. “There’s bin another letter come to-day,” Harold explained, “and the hamper got joggled about on the journey, and the presents worked down into the straw and all over the place. One of ’em turned up inside the cold duck. And that’s why they weren’t found at first. And Edward said, Thanks awfully!”


  I did not see Martha again until we were all re-assembled at teatime, when she seemed red-eyed and strangely silent, neither scolding nor finding fault with anything. Instead, she was very kind and thoughtful with jams and things, feverishly pressing unwonted delicacies on us, who wanted little pressing enough. Then suddenly, when I was busiest, she disappeared; and Charlotte whispered me presently that she had heard her go to her room and lock herself in. This struck me as a funny sort of proceeding.


  ·  ·


  112 The Harbour Light


  By D. Martin


  ·  ·
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  115 The Enchanted Stone


  By Lewis Hind


  This is a true account of the Enchanted Stone, and of the strange circumstances by which it came into my possession.


  The paper had been running eighteen months, when one November morning, among the manuscripts that arrived by the early post, I found one, written in a queer, square handwriting, and redolent of a pungent Eastern perfume. It was unsigned, but at the foot of the last page stood a symbol of irregular outline, about the size of a two-shilling piece. The surface was wrinkled, like the face of an old woman by Rembrandt, and also bore three dark markings, in appearance somewhat akin to sun-spots, seen through a powerful telescope. This disc was pierced by an arrow an inch long, scrawled over by some mystic letters. The manuscript, which was written in flowery language, began with these words—“Om!! Salutation to the Revered and Sublime White Queen, whose arms encircle the globe,” and ended with this cryptic peroration—“I am not inconsiderate, like the grass-eating animals. I will repay. The earth and the mountains may be overthrown, but I, O Queen, will not rest till I regain the Enchanted Stone.”


  The body of the manuscript contained, so far as I gathered in a 116 hurried perusal, a pious request that a certain gem which was about to be presented to the Queen by the Raja of Pepperthala, should be restored to the writer, who proclaimed himself the lineal descendant of the rightful owner of the gem. The Raja of Pepperthala, I concluded, was the broken-down ruler of a bankrupt feudatory state in Northern India. Further the communication stated that the writer would call upon me that afternoon at four o’clock.


  I was puzzling over this odd manuscript when the tape machine that stands in the corner of my room began to tick. As it was unusual for news to be sent through at such an early hour, I threw down the anonymous effusion, and hastened toward the instrument. The tape coiled from the machine, and I spelled out the following:


  “10.30 a.m. Prince of Wales has just left Marlborough House to call upon the Raja of Pepperthala, who is staying at Buckingham Palace by Her Majesty’s invitation.”


  That was a remarkable item of news in itself, to say nothing of the coincidence. Our last Indian visitor, I knew, had lodged in the Gloucester Road. Why then should the Raja of Pepperthala, an insignificant chieftain, whose name was not even mentioned in Griffith’s Indian Princes, be staying at Buckingham Palace by Her Majesty’s invitation? It being Press day, I had not time to puzzle over the anomaly, so I sent the manuscript and the news item to Mayfair, my friend and sub-editor, who worked in a room at the end of the passage, asking him to investigate the affair and let me know the result before four o’clock. Although Mayfair was but twenty-one years of age, he was like certain of the children of Israel, one in whom there was no blemish, well-favoured, and skilful in all wisdom, cunning in knowledge, understanding many 117 things, who had easily brought himself into my favour and tender love.


  By this time it was eleven o’clock, the hour when the printer began to send down pages to be passed for press. The strain lasted well into the afternoon, and the mysterious manuscript had been quite driven from my mind, when a card was brought to me bearing nothing but a duplication of the symbol that sprawled at the foot of the perfumed article. I looked at the clock. The hands pointed to four.


  I told the messenger to show the stranger into the ante-room, and to ask Mr. Mayfair to come to me at once.


  “Hush,” I whispered when Mayfair appeared. “He’s in there,” indicating the adjoining chamber. “Will you sit at my desk? Pretend to be writing. Listen attentively, but do not speak unless I address you.”


  The clock struck four. I threw open the door of the ante-room.


  The man who came forward, lightly and noiselessly, with the grace of a free animal, was yellow like a Mongolian, but his features were finely chiselled, and in stature he was tall and slim. He wore a long, frayed frock-coat buttoned high up around his neck. The crown of his head resembled a yellow billiard ball. I have never seen a man with less hair. His eyes were deep-set and piercing, and, like the slight nostrils, and the thin quivering lips, alive with intelligence.


  “You have read my words?” he asked eagerly, and in excellent English.


  I nodded an affirmative.


  “And you will publish my words in your paper?”


  I shrugged my shoulders. “We are so crowded. Our space is limited. Besides——”


  118 He strode to my side. “I am some judge of character,” he remarked, in a tone quite innocent of egoism, speaking as if he were stating an incontrovertible fact. “You believe in the good and wise God?”


  “Really,” I began.


  “Yet,” he swept on, “you will hinder the revelation He has promised to mankind.”


  “Do you refer to me, or to the paper?” I asked gently. It was clear I had to deal with a religious fanatic.


  “Yours is a great journal,” he continued, ignoring my question. “You are the Editor! You wield power! You are not rich! Procure for me the Enchanted Stone, and I will give you two, three, five thousand pounds.”


  With that he drew from an outer pocket a bundle of bank notes, and flung them upon the table. They were for £1000 each, and undoubtedly genuine.


  “Replace those, please,” I said. “This is not a private enquiry office. Now let us understand one another. I gather that a poor old gentleman, the present Raja of Pepperthala, who is now lodging at Buckingham Palace, by Her Majesty’s invitation, has in his possession a valuable stone which you assert is your property, you being the lineal descendant of the rightful owners, who centuries past were Rajas of Pepperthala. You also state that this gem was stolen some hundreds of years ago by a Mohammedan chief at the time of the invasion of India; that the said stone has brought nothing but trouble and disaster to its various owners; that the present possessor has in a moment of generosity determined to present this ill-omened and unlucky gem to Her Majesty, and that he has travelled to England for that purpose. Further, you are so anxious to get possession of the gem as to offer me a bribe of £5000 if I succeed in restoring it to you. Now, before I move a 119 step in this matter, I must ask you first to produce documents satisfying me that the stone ever belonged to your ancestors, and, secondly, to show proofs of your own identity; in a word, make it clear to me that you are the lineal descendant of the former Rajas of Pepperthala. For all I know, the stone has been already handed over to Her Majesty, and is at this moment lodged in the Tower with the other Regalia. I’m afraid I could not consent to steal the Crown jewels even for a bribe of £5000.”


  “To restore, not to steal,” he interposed, quickly.


  I laughed a little contemptuously at the emendation. His demeanour changed. He drew himself up to his full height, the long lashes fell across his eyes, his head sunk upon his breast, and he cried in a broken voice and with hands upraised: “How long, O Lord, how long? I am as one standing upon the housetops, trying to grasp the stars of heaven.”


  His dejection was so poignant that my heart softened. “Procure me the proofs,” I said, “and I will see what can be done. In the meantime we will insert a paragraph, non-committal, but of a nature that may arouse public interest and, possibly, sympathy.”


  Having thus delivered myself I threw open the door of the ante-room, as a hint that the interview was ended.


  The chamber faced the west. The sky was clear, save for a bank of heavy clouds along the horizon. The fog which hung about the streets was of that wreathy, fantastic character that makes potential mysteries of chimneypots, wayfarers, and telegraph posts. As I threw open the door, a heavy cloud was just rolling away from the setting sun. I paused in admiration—I had almost written adoration—of the spectacle. For one moment the sun glowed like a great angry eye, with a little feathery wing dancing impishly over its surface; then another cloud-bank swept up, like 120 a puff of gun-fire from a distant coast. The good, round light went out, and in its place came gloom and the shadows of night. Then the cloud rolled away, and for a moment the sun shone forth upon the world again in a blaze of good-night splendour.


  What happened next was begun and ended in the space of three seconds. A trill of low laughter fell upon my ears; turning swiftly, I observed Mayfair trying, with poor success, to preserve his gravity. Seeking for the cause, I found it in the Yellow Man, who had fallen upon his knees, with long arms raised reverently towards the sun, that glowed full upon his ascetic face and head, which bobbed in unison to a torrent of words, in some unknown tongue, that broke from his lips. It was the back of the man’s nodding head that moved Mayfair to mirth. Had he seen his face as I saw it at that moment he would have felt no inclination to laugh—so sad, so profound, was the look of passionate entreaty that illumined his countenance. It moved me strangely, and then, in a flash, my wonder was changed into horror—and I was rushing across the room to where Mayfair sat still laughing, but now in a desperate kind of way.


  I caught the Yellow Man’s arm as the dagger gleamed downwards in a sharp, swift stroke, and so lessened the force of the blow, but I was not in time to save the boy. Then blood spurted from the wound, and Mayfair fell forward upon his face.


  “You devil,” I cried, seizing the creature’s hand that still gripped the dagger; but he slipped from my grasp like an eel and disappeared from the room, closing the door silently after him. I let him go, for Mayfair had fainted and needed me. His pretty white necktie—he always liked dainty clothing—was stained with blood. I staunched the flow, bound up the wound as well as I knew how, laid him down full length upon the floor, and then considered. At all costs the affair must be hushed up. I 121 wrote a note explaining the nature of the injury, then rang the bell, and met the messenger outside the room.


  “Take this letter to Doctor Eastern,” I said. “Bring him back with you.”


  Then I locked the door and waited. My fears, I confess, were selfish, but the dread of losing Mayfair was more than I dared contemplate. In a little he moved, raising himself upon one elbow.


  “What—where——?”


  “Be quiet, there’s a dear fellow,” I whispered.


  “Oh, I remember,” he said, trembling at the sight of the red bandages. “I’m peppered, zounds, a dog, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a braggart—how does it go? Oh—h!” He fainted again.


  By the time the doctor arrived I had decided upon my course of action. “You know my name,” I said. “Well, this gentleman has been stabbed. It was a stupid quarrel. I take all responsibility, you understand. It’s an unfortunate business, and I want it to be kept quiet.”


  The doctor was young and accommodating, and, after an examination of the injury, pronounced it to be nothing more than a flesh-wound.


  “Can he be moved?” I asked.


  “Oh, yes.”


  He dressed the wound and left, promising to call in the evening at the address I should send.


  In half an hour Mayfair was able to converse. I decided to remove him at once, and, without attracting any particular attention, succeeded in getting him downstairs, and into a cab. I gave the driver the address of my rooms.


  “No, no,” he whispered, “take me home.”


  122 “To your mother’s house?” I asked, in astonishment.


  “No, no; take me to my bride.”


  “Your bride?” I gasped.


  “Yes, my bride,” he repeated, petulantly, and called to the cabman to drive to the Albert Embankment, opposite Lambeth Palace.


  He was very much in earnest, so I let him have his way, and babbled of our next holiday, and green fields, of anything, in fact, that might distract his mind. Arrived at our destination he dismissed the cab, and, clinging to my arm, guided me towards Lambeth pier. Bearing to the right we descended the steps that lead down to the water’s edge. A boat was waiting. I pushed off, under his directions, and in another moment collided against a raft. We landed, and picked our steps over the old boats and the refuse of half a century scattered there. I heard the oily lap, lap, of the waves against the raft, but could see little for the fog that hung motionless in the still air—so wet and chill. With each step my companion leant heavier upon my arm. A horrible idea flashed into my mind. By his bride did he—could he mean this unseen river oozing past in the dark like some huge prehistoric reptile. I shuddered at the thought, and at that moment we confronted the outline of a low log-hut at the eastern end of the raft. Warm welcome light streamed from the little window. My companion knocked at the door, which was immediately thrown open by a young girl—pale, work-weary, and wistful, like a Fillipino Lippi Madonna.


  “I’m ill, Mary,” he said simply.


  She gave a little start, and cried, “Oh, my beloved.” The voice was not the voice of a gentlewoman.


  Then warm arms enfolded him, and he was carried within.


  The door closed, and friendship’s victim was left alone, with 123 the fog above and fog around, and below the greasy planks sighing and soughing as they collided in the movement of the water.


  In the hurried journey back to the office, the events of the day pattered through my brain, and the long fingers of Imagination stretched before me, pointing to strange and fantastic developments. I heard nothing, saw nothing as we raced through the lighted streets, except a nimble paper seller who flashed an eager hatchet face through the cab window. I bought one, a halfpenny sheet, I forget which—receiving a contemptuous comment because I demanded the change from my penny. My eye had caught the word Pepperthala on the front page.


  When I arrived at the office I chipped a dark stain from the woodwork of the chair in which Mayfair had been sitting, and then carefully studied the prospect from the window. The opposite houses were still wrapped in fog. Good! The blood-guiltiness of the Yellow Man remained our secret. No human eye could have penetrated that dense envelope, which had grown still more opaque since sunset; I could not even distinguish the outline of the stone parapet that ran in front of my window, practically making a promenade round the building.


  Turning away, the evening paper I had purchased caught my eye. The front page contained half a column about the visit of the Raja of Pepperthala. It was invertebrate stuff, all pure conjecture, with an imaginative account of the decay of the State of Pepperthala, and a disquisition on the present parlous condition of its Chief. As to the reason of the Raja’s visit to England the reporter was silent, but a paragraph and a portrait at the end of the article roused my interest to the meridian.


  It was to the effect that the Raja had been accompanied to England by Mr. Edward Kettle, “so well known a few years back 124 in connection with Colonial politics, who is now acting as cicerone and interpreter to the Raja of Pepperthala.”


  Now I knew something about Mr. Kettle—something not quite creditable to that gentleman—in connection with a certain transfer of Government land, which I had kept close in that sanctuary of the memory reserved for the bad deeds of others. My forbearance made me the victim of repeated offers of service from Kettle. The opportunity had now arrived. I determined to go down at once to Buckingham Palace, and claim from him a slight fulfilment of his many promises. I remembered Kettle as a particularly vulgar snob, unprincipled but clever, and always ready with word or blow.


  On presentation of my card with the name of the paper engraved upon it, I found no difficulty in obtaining admittance to the Palace. The porter was haughty at first, but I prevailed over him, and he disappeared with my communication up a wide staircase, leaving me to wait in a large room, where the furniture was all covered up in brown holland. In a few minutes he returned, even haughtier than before. Mr. Kettle was dressing for dinner and could not see me. I wrote three words on a card, slipped it into an envelope and induced the Royal emissary to repeat his journey…. This time I was more successful. Mr. Kettle would see me, and at once.


  The Raja of Pepperthala occupied a suite of rooms on the first floor. The night was too dark for me to locate the apartment into which I was shown, but I imagine it looked out upon the Palace gardens that stretch away to Grosvenor Place. Several minutes passed. I grew impatient. Somebody moved in the next room, then Kettle’s voice reached me giving instructions to a servant. “A plague on this man,” said I, and without more ado threw open the door that separated us. Mr. Kettle was standing 125 before the fire paring his nails. Oiled hair, curled moustache, liquid eyes, short putty figure, a velvet collar to his dinner coat; he was the same hopeless, middle-aged dandy—unchanged, unregenerate. I knew my man, and so came to the point at once. “Kettle,” I said, “I want to have some conversation with the Raja of Pepperthala, and I should also be much obliged if you would let me have a peep at a certain valuable known to fame as ‘the Enchanted Gem.’”


  He looked up quickly, smiled in an embarrassed kind of way, and flicked a crumb from his sleeve.


  “Such an interview, my dear fellow, is quite ultra vires. I have already refused some of the very smartest people in London. As to what you call the Enchanted Gem I don’t know what you mean. It’s caviare to me, quite caviare,” he repeated, fumbling nervously with a gold toothpick.


  I caught him by the arm (he reeked of patchouli) and whispered something in his ear. I was not in a mood to bandy words with the fellow, who rolled his foolish little foreign expressions round his tongue like a bear with a piece of honeycomb. He shrunk away from me, spreading his hands between us. “All right,” he stuttered, breaking back to the accent of other days. “Play fair!”


  Observing the amusement I made no effort to conceal, he quickly recovered himself.


  “What you require is difficile,” he said sententiously. “The old fellow is mad with rum and disease. Really I daren’t present him to a stranger. Stop! I have an idea bien trouvé! He is in the next room alone. I’ll turn down the gas. You sit here on a line with the door. I open it, inventing an excuse to speak to him. That is your opportunity, n’cest ce pas! But don’t utter a sound. And if he catches sight of you make yourself 126 scarce! Comprenez vous? He’s like a tiger with that confounded gem.”


  I promised to remain perfectly still. Then he lowered the gas, and cautiously opened the door.


  I saw a broadly-built man with dusky face, long matted hair, and a thick neck, upon which the skin folded itself in great ridges. Over his shoulders a blanket was thrown. He was fondling and patting a smooth, oval object, the size and shape of a cocoa-nut, but the colour was the colour of gold. When the door opened he grabbed the casket to his chest, and, by a rapid movement of his broad shoulders, concealed the shining object beneath the blanket. That was all I saw of the Raja of Pepperthala, but I never forgot the sight. His ancestors may, or may not have been, bullies and bastards, but this poor tamed creature had in his time been king of broad lands, with power to save or kill, and in his hands the keys of palaces, and temples, and vaults heaped high with treasure.


  Kettle closed the door. He was quite pale.


  “You have seen him,” he whispered, “and I’m sure you ought to be infernally obliged to me; and, my boy, you’ve also seen the case which contains the blessed stone. Oh, don’t ask me anything further! This Desire of the Nations, as they call it, is driving me mad, absit omen. I’ll just tell you one thing,” he said, mysteriously, “and you may repeat it to whoever gets hold of the blooming stone—caveat emptor. That’s what I say. Good night.”


  The adventures of the day had given me material for quite a pretty little article. I walked briskly up Constitution Hill, arranging the paragraphs in my mind, thence into Hyde Park, and by the time I had travelled as far as the Marble Arch, and back again to Hyde Park Corner, the article was clamouring to be 127 written. So I hastened down Grosvenor Place, purposing to take the train at Victoria.


  The fog had become so much denser during the last hour, that I was quite glad to have the friendly wall of Buckingham Palace Garden as a guide. With my left hand trailing against it, I slowly and cautiously groped my way, till I drew near the spot where Grosvenor Place turns sharply round to the left into Little Grosvenor Place. There an adventure befell me. At this point, where the pavement narrows, I was crouching under the lee of the wall, to remove myself as far as possible from a brilliantly lamped Parcels Post van that came rattling through the fog, when suddenly a man dropped upon me from the top of the wall. He doubled himself up as he fell, alighting gracefully upon my head, enveloping me as if he were an extinguisher, and I a candle. At the same time a metal vessel, escaping from his hands by the violence of the shock, clanged upon the pavement, while a smaller object struck sharply against my foot.


  I tumbled incontinently upon the pavement, while my visitor, recovering himself while I was still blinking, picked up the metal vessel, which I observed had burst open, and disappeared into the fog.


  For a moment I sat motionless, unhurt, but confused with amazement. The person who had dropped so indecorously over the garden wall was my yellow friend of the afternoon, and the metal object which had burst open as he fell was the case that the Raja of Pepperthala had concealed beneath the blanket a few hours before.


  As I was considering the bearings of this new development upon my article there fell upon the hushed air, from the direction of the Palace, a wail, repeated three times, so eerie, so pregnant with despair, that I felt almost as if something had cut into a 128 tissue of my sensibility. Then I heard shouts in the garden, a dog’s deep bay, and a voice crying: “Quick! Here’s the ladder.”


  That narrow slip of pavement, where I sat cross-legged like a Buddha, was clearly no place for me. Mechanically I picked up the object that had struck against my foot, slipped across the road, and was soon out of earshot of the voices.


  Upon examination, my find proved to be an oval case made of very hard wood, similar in shape to the Raja of Pepperthala’s stolen treasure, but smaller. On pressing a little deflection at the extreme end the case flew open. It contained nothing but an ordinary stone, in size and shape something like a hen’s egg. When I arrived home I examined the stone minutely, but although it was unlike other stones one might pick up in Grosvenor Place, I could discover nothing remarkable about its appearance. It bristled all over with little corrugations and spikes. A space of about an inch square had been polished, and on this shining surface I detected three vague nebulous markings; the colour was black, and the thing was moist to the touch.


  I wrote the article, and soon after midnight retired to bed, after emptying, according to habit, the contents of my pockets upon a table that stands in the centre of my room. When I awoke, considerably after my usual hour, the sun was shining through the window, and I observed, in the drowsy, semi-conscious way we note things in the first moment of waking, that soon the broad white beam of sunlight which streamed through the window would fall upon the heterogeneous collection of articles that I had thrown upon the table the night before. Then I fell asleep again. When I re-awoke the articles lay full in the glare of the sunshine—knife, keys, match-box, and, towering above them all, the big stone, flanked by its ragged-edged shadow. 129 I gazed sleepily at them, too lazy even to turn my head away, till gradually it dawned upon me that I had been mistaken in supposing that the stone was black. Its colour was red. I rubbed my eyes, and sat up in bed. Yes, the stone was certainly red—a heavy dark red. And yet as I looked it became clear to me that the stone was by no means a dark red. It was a living red, the colour of blood. I jumped from my bed, and touched the stone with my fore-finger. It burnt.


  I am not a nervous man, but I confess to feeling startled and troubled. Was I going blind? Was I in for a serious illness? I had been working and worrying overmuch of late, and Nature, I knew, sometimes sent her warnings through odd channels. But then why should the stone burn? I pulled myself together, bathed and dressed leisurely, concentrating my mind by a great effort on other subjects. Half an hour passed. I then looked again. The stone stood in the shade, and was quite black—as black as a mourning hat-band.


  Could …? Could …? I lifted the stone, it was now cold and moist to the touch, and again placed it in the centre of the beam of light, gazing intently with paper and pencil in my hand to note exactly what happened.


  The rays of the sun concentrated themselves upon its surface, and, as the thing warmed, the deep black of its normal condition gave place to a dull red. Presently the red grew into a glow like a November sunset, then it hissed to a white heat, the colour of a furnace fire, and there before me was the thing palpitating and panting as if it were alive. With the point of my penknife I pushed it still further into the light, and even as I looked—it moved.


  Methodically and carefully I cut two thin strips of paper, and placed them upon the table at either side of the stone. Then I 130 closed my eyes. When I opened them again one of the strips of paper was untouched. The other was gone—burnt. Its charred ends were curled up an inch behind the stone.


  What did it mean?—A stone that glowed, and pulsed, and moved when placed in a beam of light. A stone that the sun had power to vivify. What did it mean?


  The Sun!! The events of yesterday swept back to me—the Yellow Man—his mysterious words—his anxiety to procure the gem, his adoration of the setting sun. The sun again!!


  I pressed my hands to my head. The voice of a paper seller in the streets below struck into my thoughts—“Robbery at Buckingham Palace. Strange Rumours.”


  I ran to the window. A cab drew up at my door. In another moment, Mayfair, paler than pallor itself, burst, or rather staggered into the room.


  “Madman,” I cried, “to leave your bed.”


  With a ripple of laughter he placed his hand upon my shoulder, “I’m the madman am I?” he murmured, gazing at me, his blue eyes shining with merriment and admiration, “and you, what about you? Oh, my friend, my friend! Don’t speak. Let me laugh before you explain. You-you-you Napoleon! Oh! Oh! Oh! They’re after you,” he added. “You haven’t heard? The Raja and Kettle were found gagged and bound, and the gentle Kettle accuses you of the robbery—protests you were his only visitor during the evening. It was you, wasn’t it? Say it was you, do!”


  As the words fell from his lips he reeled against me, and would have fallen had I not caught him in my arms. He was so weak, he looked so fragile, the collapse after the excitement of the morning was so complete and so sudden that I determined to keep him under my roof, and after a deal of persuasion I induced him to 131 undress, and get into bed, where I left him in charge of my housekeeper, promising to telegraph immediately to his wife. I then dropped the stone, not without a shudder, into my pocket and started for the office. Before I had gone a hundred yards it became clear to me that I must be rid of the thing at any cost. The placard bills of the evening papers blazoned the words “Robbery—Buckingham Palace—Strange Rumours” from every street corner. There would be the very devil to pay if the stone were found in my possession. My head ached with attempts to devise schemes of getting rid of it. The obvious plan was to drop it down a sewer or over Westminster Bridge—back staircase schemes all of them, I decided, and outside consideration.


  Restore it to the Raja! I dare not. Who would believe my yarn that the thing had fallen at my feet from the clouds on a foggy night in Grosvenor Place? If only I could hand it to the Yellow Man, and earn the £5000! Impossible. Oh, quite impossible.


  As I drew near the office I found the lamps lighted, and the streets enveloped in a fog denser even than that of the previous day. A furtive look played over the hall porter’s face, and the messenger boys were beaming with suppressed excitement. When I reached my room I found that every drawer and cupboard had been ransacked. The hall porter, a faithful creature, entered the room without knocking, crept timorously towards me, and whispered in my ear: “’Scuse me, sir, but two men from Scotland Yard have been a searching here. Gone to your house now, sir, and one of them give me the tip, sir, that they would be back here soon.”


  I thanked him, locked the door, turned down the gas, and threw myself upon the sofa. What on earth was I to do with the stone? Some sort of decision must be arrived at immediately. The room 132 was in semi-darkness. Fog lurked in the corners. The leaping fire threw fantastic reflections upon the window pane. That was the sole illumination.


  As I lay there thinking, thinking, a sound came to me through the darkness like a cat scratching upon glass. Raising myself upon my elbow, I looked hard at the window whence the noise proceeded, and as I stared, a face, a thin, ascetic face, yellow, like a Mongolian’s, with deep, searching eyes, and a restless mouth, shaped itself out of the surrounding gloom.


  For a moment we stared at one another, and then an idea leapt into my mind. Slowly I arose from the sofa, lifted the stone from my coat pocket, and placed it upon the table within a foot from the window.


  The thin scratch, scratch of a diamond cutting through glass fell upon my ear, then a pane was softly withdrawn from its frame, and through the opening a long yellow hand extended itself towards the stone, seized it, and disappeared back into the fog. I waited breathlessly for the pane to be replaced, but instead five bank notes fluttered through the opening, and fell upon the table. Then the glass returned noislessly into position, and the face disappeared from behind the window.


  * * * * *


  The above is a true account of the strange chance that brought the Enchanted Stone into my possession, and of the expedient by which I got rid of it. What I did with the £5000, together with the wonderful and fruitful adventures that befell the Enchanted Stone, and all those who became associated with it, I may perhaps tell at some future time.


  ·  ·


  133 Evening By the River


  By T. C. Morton


  ·  ·
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  137 Two Songs


  By Nora Hopper


  I—Ma Creevin O!


  
    Ma Creevin O, with your breast of snow,


    Why would you go through the convent door?


    Why stand apart with a folded heart,


    Feeding the hungry poor?

  


  
    Let others kneel and give milk and meal,


    While the grey hours steal their youth away,


    What grief have you known that you leave us, lone,


    Gra, to a sunless day?

  


  
    Your hands like silk gave meal and milk


    To all the ilk of the wandering shee:


    Stay here and learn how your own fires burn


    And let the grey nuns be.

  


  
    Kind loves to your door we’ll bring galore,


    And the best love, asthore, that is not kind:


    No blast shall wither your quicken-tree


    So you leave cold saints for the kindly shee,


    And the nunnery door behind!

  


  138 II—Phyllis and Damon


  
    Phyllis and Damon met one day:


    (Heigho!)


    Phyllis was sad and Damon grey,


    Tired with treading a separate way.

  


  
    Damon sighed for his broken flute:


    (Heigho!)


    Phyllis went with a noiseless foot,


    Under the olives stripped of fruit.

  


  
    Met they, parted they, all unsaid?


    (Heigho!)


    Ah, but a ghost’s lips are not red:


    Damon was old, and Phyllis dead—


    (Heigho, heigho!)

  


  ·  ·


  139 Under the Moon


  By F. H. Newbury


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  143 A Captain of Salvation


  By John Buchan


  Nor is it any matter of sorrow to us that the gods of the Pagans are no more. For whatsoever virtue was theirs is embodied in our most blessed faith. For whereas Apollo was the most noble of men in appearance and seemed to his devotees the incarnation (if I may use so sacred a word in a profane sense) of the beauty of the male, we have learned to apprehend a higher beauty of the Spirit, as in our blessed Saints. And whereas Jupiter was the king of the world, we have another and more excellent King, even God the Father, the holy Trinity. And whereas Mars was the god of war, the strongest and most warlike of beings, we have the great soldier of our cause, even the Captain of our Salvation. And whereas the most lovely of women was Venus, she whom all men worshipped, to us there is one greater and better, beautiful alike in spirit and body, to wit our Blessed Lady. So it is seen that whatever delights are carnal and of the flesh, such are met by greater delights of Christ and His Church.”—An Extract from the writings of Donisarius, a Monk of Padua.


  The Salvation Captain sat in his room at the close of a windy March day. It had been a time of storm and sun, blustering showers and flying scuds of wind. The spring was at the threshold with its unrest and promise; it was the season of turmoil and 144 disquietude in Nature, and turmoil and disquietude in those whose ears are open to her piping. Even there, in a three-pair back, in the odoriferous lands of Limehouse, the spring penetrated with scarcely diminished vigour. Dust had been whistling in the narrow streets; the leaden sky, filled with vanishing spaces of blue, had made the dull brick seem doubly sordid; and the sudden fresh gusts had caused the heavy sickening smells of stale food and unwholesome lodging to seem by contrast more hateful than words.


  The Captain was a man of some forty years, tall, with a face deeply marked with weather and evil living. An air of super-induced gravity served only to accentuate the original. His countenance was a sort of epitome of life, full of traces of passion and nobler impulse, with now and then a shadow of refinement and a passing glimpse of breeding. His history had been of that kind which we would call striking, were it not so common. A gentleman born, a scholar after a fashion, with a full experience of the better side of civilisation, he had begun life as well as one can nowadays. For some time things had gone well; then came the utter and irretrievable ruin. A temptation which meets many men in their career met him, and he was overthrown. His name disappeared from the books of his clubs, people spoke of him in a whisper, his friends were crushed with shame. As for the man himself, he took it otherwise. He simply went under, disappeared from the ranks of life into the seething, struggling, disordered crowd below. He, if anything, rather enjoyed the change, for there was in him something of that brutality which is a necessary part of the natures of great leaders of men and great scoundrels. The accidents of his environment had made him the latter; he had almost the power of proving the former, for in his masterful brow and firm mouth there were hints of extraordinary strength. 145 His history after his downfall was as picturesque a record as needs be. Years of wandering and fighting, sin and cruelty, generosity and meanness followed. There were few trades and few parts of the earth in which he had not tried his luck. Then there had come a violent change. Somewhere on the face of the globe he had met a man and heard words; and the direction of his life veered round of a sudden to the opposite. Culture, family ties, social bonds had been of no avail to wean him from his headstrong impulses. An ignorant man, speaking plainly some strong sentences which are unintelligible to three-fourths of the world, had worked the change; and spring found him already two years a servant in that body of men and women who had first sought to teach him the way of life.


  These two years had been years of struggle, which only a man who has lived such a life can hope to enter upon. A nature which has run riot for two decades is not cabined and confined at a moment’s notice. He had been a wanderer like Cain, and the very dwelling in houses had its hardships for him. But in this matter even his former vice came to aid him. He had been proud and self-willed before in his conflict with virtue. He would be proud and self-willed now in his fight with evil. To his comrades and to himself he said that only the grace of God kept him from wrong; in his inmost heart he felt that the grace of God was only an elegant name for his own pride of will.


  As he sat now in that unlovely place, he felt sick of his surroundings and unnaturally restive. The day had been a trying one for him. In the morning he had gone West on some money-collecting errand, one which his soul loathed, performed only as an exercise in resignation. It was a bitter experience for him to pass along Piccadilly in his shabby uniform, the badge in the eyes of most people of half-crazy weakness. He had passed restaurants 146 and eating-houses, and his hunger had pained him, for at home he lived on the barest. He had seen crowds of well-dressed men and women, some of whom he dimly recognised, who had no time even to glance at the insignificant wayfarer. Old ungodly longings after luxury had come to disturb him. He had striven to banish them from his mind, and had muttered to himself many texts of Scripture and spoken many catchword prayers, for the fiend was hard to exorcise.


  The afternoon had been something worse, for he had been deputed to go to a little meeting in Poplar, a gathering of factory-girls and mechanics who met there to talk of the furtherance of Christ’s kingdom. On his way the spirit of spring had been at work in him. The whistling of the wind among the crazy chimneys, the occasional sharp gust from the river, the strong smell of a tanyard, even the rough working-dress of the men he passed, recalled to him the roughness and vigour of his old life. In the forenoon his memories had been of the fashion and luxury of his youth; in the afternoon they were of his world-wide wanderings, their hardships and delights. When he came to the stuffy upper-room where the meeting was held, his state of mind was far from the meek resignation which he sought to cultivate. A sort of angry unrest held him, which he struggled with till his whole nature was in a ferment. The meeting did not tend to soothe him. Brother followed sister in aimless remarks, seething with false sentiment and sickly enthusiasm, till the strong man was near to disgust. The things which he thought he loved most dearly, of a sudden became loathsome. The hysterical fervours of the girls, which only yesterday he would have been ready to call “love for the Lord,” seemed now perilously near absurdity. The loud “Amens” and “Hallelujahs” of the men jarred, not on his good taste (that had long gone under), but on his sense of the ludicrous. 147 He found himself more than once admitting the unregenerate thought, “What wretched nonsense is this? When men are living and dying, fighting and making love all around, when the glorious earth is calling with a hundred voices, what fools and children they are to babble in this way!” But this ordeal went by. He was able to make some conventional remarks at the end, which his hearers treasured as “precious and true,” and he left the place with the shamefaced feeling that for the first time in his new life he had acted a part.


  It was about five in the evening ere he reached his room and sat down to his meal. There was half a stale loaf, a pot of cheap tea, and some of that extraordinary compound which the humorous grocers of the East call butter. He was hungry and ate without difficulty, but such fragments of æsthetic liking as he still possessed rose against it. He looked around his room. The table was common deal, supported by three legs and a bit of an old clothes-prop. On the horsehair sofa among the dusty tidies was his Bible, one or two publications of the Army, two bundles of the War Cry, some hymn-books, and—strange relic of the past—a tattered Gaboriau. On the mantelpiece was a little Burmese idol, which acted as a watch-stand, some hideous photographs framed in black, and a china Duke of Wellington. Near it was his bed, ill-made and dingy, and at the bottom an old sea-trunk. On the top lay one relic of gentility, which had escaped the wreck of his fortunes, a silver-backed hair-brush.


  The place filled him with violent repugnance. A smell of rich, greasy fish came upstairs to his nostrils; outside a woman was crying; and two children sprawled and giggled beside his door. This certainly was a wretched hole, and his life was hard almost beyond words. He solemnly reviewed his recent existence. On the one side he set down the evils—bad pay, severe and painful 148 work, poor lodgings, poor food and dismal company. Something stopped him just as he was about to set down the other. “Oh,” he cried, “is the love of Jesus nothing that I think like that?” And he began to pray rapidly, “Lord, I believe, forgive my unbelief.”


  For a little he sat in his chair looking straight before him. It would be impossible to put down in words the peculiar hardness of his struggle. For he had to fight with his memory and his inclinations, both of which are to a certain extent independent of the will; and he did this not by sheer strength of resolution, but by fixing his thought upon an abstraction and attempting to clothe it in warm, lovable attributes. He thought upon the countless mercies of God towards him, as his creed showed them; and so strong was the man that in a little he had gotten the victory.


  By-and-by he got up and put on his overcoat, thin and patched, and called so only by courtesy. He suddenly remembered his work, how he was engaged that night to lead a crusade through some of the worst streets by the river. Such a crusade was the romantic description by certain imaginative Salvationists of a procession of some dozen men and women with tambourines and concertinas, singing hymns, and sowing the good seed broadcast in the shape of vociferous invitations to mercy and pardon. He hailed it as a sort of anodyne to his pain. There was small time for morbid recollection and introspection if one were engaged in leading a crew of excited followers in places where they were by no means sure of a favourable reception.


  There was a noise without on the stairs, then a rap at the door, and Brother Leather entered, whom Whitechapel and the Mile-End Road knew for the most vigilant of soldiers and violent of exhorters.


  “Are you strong in the Lord, Captain?” he asked. “For to-night 149 we’re goin’ to the stronghold of Satan. It haint no use a invitin’ and invitin’. It haint no good ’nless you compel them to come in. And by the ’elp of God we ’opes to do it. Sister Stokes, she has her tamb’rine, and there’s five concertinies from Gray Street, and Brother Clover’s been prayin’ all day for a great outpourin’ of blessin’. ‘The fields are wite unto th’ ’arvest,’” he quoted.


  The Captain rose hastily. “Then hadn’t we better be going?” he said. “We’re to start at seven, and it’s half-past six already.”


  “Let’s have a word of prayer fust,” said the other; and straightway, in defiance of all supposed rules of precedence, this strange private soldier flopped on his knees beside the sofa and poured forth entreaties to his Master. This done he arose, and along with the Captain went down the dingy stairway to the door, and out into the narrow darkening street. The newly-lit gas lamps sent a flicker on the men’s faces—the one flabby, soft and weak, but with eyes like coals of fire; the other as strong as steel, but listless and uneager. As they passed, a few ragged street-boys cried the old phrase of derision, “I love Jesus,” at the sight of the caps and the red-banded coats. Here again the one smiled as if he had heard the highest praise, while the other glanced angrily through the gloom as if he would fain rend the urchins, as the bears did the children who mocked Elisha.


  At last they turned down a stone-paved passage and came into a little room lined with texts which represented the headquarters of the Army in the district. Sitting on the benches or leaning against the wall were a dozen or so of men and women, all wearing the familiar badge, save one man who had come in his working corduroys, and one girl in a black waterproof. The faces of the men were thin and eager, telling of many sacrifices cheerfully made for their cause, of spare dinners, and nights spent out o’ bed, of heart-searchings and painful self-communings, of fervent praying 150 and violent speaking. Thin were the women too, thin and weary, with eyes in which utter lassitude strove against enthusiasm, and backs which ached as they rested. They had come from their labours, as seamstresses and milliners, as shop-girls and laundry-maids, and, instead of enjoying a well-won rest, were devoting their few hours of freedom to the furtherance of an ideal which many clever men have derided. Verily it is well for the world that abstract truth is not the measure of right and wrong, of joy and sorrow.


  The Captain gave a few directions to the band and then proceeded to business. They were silent men and women in private life. The world was far too grave a matter for them to talk idly. It was only in the streets that speech came thick and fast; here they were as silent as sphinxes—sphinxes a little tired, not with sitting but with going to and fro on the earth.


  “Where are we going?” asked one woman.


  The Captain considered for a minute ere he replied. “Down by the Modern Wharves,” he said, “then up Blind Street and Gray Alley to Juke’s Buildings, where we can stop and speak. You know the place, friend Leather?”


  “Do I know my own dwellin’?” asked the man thus addressed in a surprised tone. “Wy, I’ve lived there off an’ on for twenty year, and I could tell some tyles o’ the plyce as would make yer that keen you couldn’t wait a minute but must be off doin’ Christ’s work.”


  “We’ll be off now,” said the Captain, who had no desire for his assistant’s reminiscences. “I’ll go first with the flag and the rest of you can come in rank. See that you sing out well, for the Lord has much need of singing in these barren lands.” The desultory band clattered down the wooden stair into the street.


  Once here the Captain raised the hymn. It was “Oh, haven’t 151 I been happy since I met the Lord?” some rhapsodical words set to a popular music-hall air. To the chance hearer who hailed from more civilised places the thing must have seemed little better than a blasphemous parody. But all element of farce was absent from the hearts of the grim-faced men and women; and the scene as it lay, the squalid street with its filth stirred by the March wind, the high shifting sky overhead, the flicker and glare of the street lamps as each gust jostled them, the irregular singing, the marching amid the laughs or silent scorn of the bystanders—all this formed a picture which had in it more of the elements of the tragic or the noble than the ludicrous.


  And the heart of the man at the head of the little procession was the stage of a drama which had little of the comic about it. The street, the open air, had inflamed again the old longings. Something of the enthusiasm of his following had entered into his blood; but it was a perverted feeling, and instead of desiring earnestly the success of his mission, he longed madly, fiercely for forbidden things. In the short encounter in his room he had come off the victor; but it had only been a forced peace, and now the adversary was at him tooth and nail once more. The meeting with the others had roused in him a deep disgust. Heaven above, was it possible that he, the cock of his troop, the man whom all had respected after a fashion, as men will respect a strong man, should be a bear-leader to fools! The shame of it took him of a sudden, and as he shouted the more loudly he felt his heart growing hot within him at the thought. But, strangely enough, his very pride came once more to help him. At the thought, “Have I really come to care what men say and think about me?” the strong pride within him rose in revolt and restored him to himself.


  But the quiet was to be of short duration. A hateful, bitter 152 thought began to rise in him—“What am I in the world but a man of no importance? And I might have been—oh, I might have been anything I chose! I made a mess of it at the beginning, but is it not possible for a man to right himself again with the world? Have I ever tried it? Instead of setting manfully to the task, I let myself drift, and this is what I have become. And I might have been so different. I might have been back at my old clubs with my old friends, married, maybe, to a pretty wife, with a house near the Park, and a place in the country with shooting and riding to hounds, and a devilish fine time of it. And here I must go on slaving and gabbling, doing a fool’s work at a drainer’s pay.” Then came a burst of sharp mental anguish, remorse, hate, evil craving. But it passed, and a flood of counter-thoughts came to oppose it. The Captain was still unregenerate in nature, as the phrase goes, but the leaven was working in him. The thought of all that he had gained—God’s mercy, pardon for his sins, a sure hope of happiness hereafter, and a glorified ideal to live by—made him stop short in his regrets.


  The hymn had just dragged itself out to its quavering close. Wheeling round, he turned a burning eye on his followers. “Let us raise another, friends,” he cried; and began, “The Devil and me we can’t agree”—which the rest heartily joined in.


  And now the little procession reached a new stage in its journey. The narrow street had grown still more restricted. Gin palaces poured broad splashes of garish light across the pavement. Slatternly women and brutal men lined the footpath, and in the kennels filthy little urchins grinned and quarrelled. Every now and then some well-dressed, rakish artiste, or lady of the half-world, pushed her way through the crowds, or a policeman, tall and silent, stalked among the disorderly. Vanity Fair and its denizens were everywhere, from the chattering hucksters to the leering blackguards 153 and sleek traffickers in iniquity. If anything on earth can bring a ray of decency into such a place, then in God’s name let it come, whether it be called sense or rant by stay-at-home philosophers.


  The hymn-singing added one more element to the discordant noise. But there was in it a suggestion of better things, which was absent from the song of the streets. The obvious chords of the music in that place acquired an adventitious beauty, just as the song of a humble hedge-linnet is lovely amid the croaking of ravens and hooting of owls. The people on the pavement looked on with varying interest. To most it was an everyday exhibition of the unaccountable. Women laughed, and shrieked coarse railleries; some of the men threatened, others looked on in amused scorn; but there was no impulse to active violence. The thing was tolerated as yonder seller of cheap watchguards was borne; for it is an unwritten law in the slums, that folk may do their own pleasure, as long as they cease from interfering offensively with the enjoyment of others.


  “’Oo’s the cove wi’ the flag, Bill?” asked one woman. “’E haint so bad as the rest. Most loikely ’e’s taken up the job to dodge the nick.”


  “Dodge the nick yersel’, Lizer,” said the man addressed. “Wy, it’s the chap’s wye o’ making his livin’, a roarin’ and a preachin’ like that. S’help me, I’d rather cry ‘Welks’ any dye than go about wi’ sich a crew.”


  A woman, garishly adorned, with a handsome flushed face, looked up at the Captain.


  “Why, it’s Jack,” she cried. “Bless me if it ain’t Jack. Jack, Jack, what are you after now, not coming to speak to me. Don’t you mind Sal, your little Sal. I’m coming to yer, I ain’t forgotten yer.” And she began to push her way into mid-street.


  The Captain looked to the side, and his glance rested upon her 154 face. It was as if the Devil and all his angels were upon him that night. Evil memories of his past life thronged thick and fast upon him. He had already met and resisted the world, and now the flesh had come to torment him. But here his armour was true and fast. This was a temptation which he had choked at the very outset of his reformation. He looked for one moment at her, and in the utter loathing and repugnance of that look, she fell back; and the next instant was left behind.


  The little streets, which radiate from the wharf known as Mordon’s, are so interlaced and crooked that to find one’s way in them is more a matter of chance than good guiding even to the initiated. The houses are small and close, the residence of the very sweepings of the population; the shops are ship-chandlers and low eating-houses, pawnshops, emporia of cheap jewellery, and remnant drapers. At this hour of the night there is a blaze of dull gas-light on either side, and the proprietors of the places of custom stand at their doors inviting the bystanders to inspect their goods. This is the hotbed of legalised crime, the rendezvous of half the wickedness of the earth. Lascars, Spaniards, Frenchmen jostle Irishmen, and Scotsmen, and the true-born Englishmen in these narrow purlieus. If a man disappears utterly from view you may be sure to find him somewhere in that network of alleys, for there it would be hard for the law to penetrate incolis invitis. It is a sort of Cave of Adullam on the one hand, to which the morally halt and maimed of all nations resort; and, on the other, a nursery of young vice and unformed devilry. Sailors straddled about the pavement, or stood in knots telling their tales in loud voices and plentiful oaths; every beershop was continually discharging its stream of filthy occupants, filthy and prosperous. The element of squalor and misery was here far less in evidence. All the inhabitants seemed gorged and well clad, but their faces 155 were stained with vice so horrible that poverty and tatters would have been a welcome relief.


  The Salvation band penetrated into this Sodom with fear in the heart of each member. It was hard for the Gospel to strive with such seared and branded consciences. The repulsive, self-satisfied faces of the men, the smug countenances of the women, made that little band seem hopeless and Quixotic in the extreme. The Captain felt it, too; but in him there was mingled another feeling. He thought of himself as a combatant entering the arena. He felt dimly that some great struggle was impending, some monstrous temptation, some subtle wile of the Evil One. The thought made him the more earnest. “Sing up, men,” he cried, “the Devil is strong in this place.”


  It was the truth, and the proof awaited him. A man stepped out from among the bystanders and slapped his shoulder. The Captain started and looked. It was the Devil in person.


  “Hullo, Jack!” said the new-comer. “Good God, who’d have thought of seeing you here? Have you gone off your head now?”


  The Captain shivered. He knew the speaker for one of his comrades of the old days, the most daring and jovial of them all. The two had been hand and glove in all manner of evil. They had loved each other like brothers, till the great change came over the one, which fixed a gulf between them for ever.


  “You don’t mean to tell me you’ve taken up with this infernal nonsense, Jack? No, I won’t believe it. It’s just another of your larks. You were always the one for originality.”


  “Go away, Hilton,” said the Captain hoarsely, “go away. I’ve done with you. I can’t see you any more.”


  “What the deuce has come over you, Jack? Not speak to me any more! Why, what foolery is this? You’ve gone and 156 turned a regular old wife, bless me if you haven’t. Oh, man, give it up. It’s not worth it. Don’t you remember the fun we’ve had in our time? Gad, Jack, when you and I stood behind yon big tree in Kaffraria with twenty yelling devils wanting our blood; don’t you remember how I fell and you got over me, and, though you were bleeding like a pig, you kept them off till the Cape troopers came up? And when we were lost, doing picketing up in the Drakenberg, you mind how we chummed together for our last meal? And heavens! it was near our last. I feel that infernal giddiness still. And yet you tell me to go away.”


  “Oh, Hilton,” said the Captain, “come and be one of us. The Lord’s willing to receive you, if you’ll only come. I’ve got the blessing, and there’s one waiting for you if you’ll only take it.”


  “Blessing be damned!” said the other with a laugh. “What do I want with your blessing when there’s life and the world to see? What’s the good of poking round here, and crying about the love of Jesus and singing twaddle, and seeing nobody but old wives and white-faced shopmen, when you might be out on the open road, with the wind and the stars and the sun, and meet with men, and have your fling like a man. Don’t you remember the days at Port Said, when the old Frenchman twanged his banjo and the girls danced and—hang it, don’t you feel the smell of the sand and the heat in your nostrils, you old fool?”


  “Oh, my God!” said the Captain, “I do. Go away, Hilton. For God’s sake, go away and leave me!”


  “Can’t you think,” went on the other, “of the long nights when we dropped down the Irrawaddy, of the whistle of the wind in the white sails, and the singing of the boatmen, and the sick-suck of the alligators among the reeds; and how we went ashore at the little village and got arrack from the natives, and made a 157 holy sight of the place in the morning? It was worth it, though we got the sack for it, old man.”


  The Captain made no answer. He was muttering something to himself. It might have been a prayer.


  “And then there was that time when we were up country in Queensland, sugar farming in the bush, thinking a billy of tea the best thing on earth, and like to faint with the work and the heat. But, Jove, wasn’t it fine to head off the cattle when you knew you might have a big bull’s horn in your side every minute? And then at night to sit outside the huts and smoke pig-tail and tell stories that would make your hair rise! We were a queer lot, Jack, but we were men, men, do you hear?”


  A flood of recollection came over the Captain, vehement, all-powerful. He felt the magic of the East, the wonder of the South, the glory of the North burning in his heart. The old wild voices were calling him, voices of land and sea, the tongues of the moon and the stars and the beasts of the field, the halcyon voices of paganism and nature which are still strong in the earth. Behind him rose the irregular notes of the hymn; at his side was the tempter, and in his own heart was the prince of the world, the master of pleasure, the great juggler of pain. In that man there was being fought the old fight, which began in the Garden, and will never end, the struggle between the hateful right and the delicious wrong.


  “Oh man, come with me,” cried Hilton, “I’ve got a berth down there in a ship which sails to-morrow, and we’ll go out to our old place, where they’ll be glad to get us, and we’ll have a devilish good time. I can’t be staying here, with muggy stinks, and white-faced people, and preaching and praying, and sloppy weather. Come on, and in a month we’ll be seeing the old Coal-sack above us, and smelling the palms and the sea-water; and then, after that, 158 there’ll be the Bush, the pines and the gum-trees and the blue-sky, and the hot, clear air, and rough-riding and adventure; and by God we’ll live like gentlemen and fine fellows, and never come back to this cursed hole any more. Come on, and leave the psalm-singing.”


  A spasm of convulsive pain, of exquisite agony, of heart-breaking struggle came over the Captain’s face, stayed a moment, and passed. He turned round to his followers. “Sing louder, lads,” he cried, “we’re fighting a good fight.” And then his voice broke down, and he stumbled blindly on, still clutching the flag.


  ·  ·


  159 A Windmill


  By James Paterson


  ·  ·
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  163 Georg Brandes


  A Silhouette


  By Julie Norregard


  An old ballad sings of Denmark as a swan’s nest, thrown on the blue sea.


  Her sons are the swans.


  Of these many have kept close to the nest, patiently strengthening and guarding it, till they sank in death and their saga ended.


  But there were other swans with mightier wills and more arduous desires. These spread out their strong wings and flew over the world, bringing to foreign lands tidings of their humble homestead. Their names are shining in gold on the silver tablets of fame: Thorvaldsen, Orsted, Hans Christian Andersen, Gade, and there, forcibly writ—the youngest of them all—Georg Brandes.


  * * * * *


  The youngest, yes, but not the least illustrious. For, indeed, in every city throughout Europe where literature holds a place of honour, his name is known as that of the finest of living critics.


  He is a special favourite in Berlin and Vienna, and is treated as a prince in St. Petersburg. His very name is a banner of liberty 164 to the Polish student, and the Tzecs look up to him as one of the bravest fighters for freedom. In Paris he belongs to those artistic circles to which but few foreigners are welcomed. Amongst his best friends are Bourget and Daudet, as was the late M. Taine, who, Dr. Brandes says, was the man who, more than any other, has influenced his mind and opinions.


  The country that has honoured him least, and least understood the value of his genius, is the land to which he has given his youth, his work, and the very finest music of his soul—the land where he was born—Denmark.


  When, therefore, during his recent stay in London, the representative of the Daily Chronicle asked him “What is your position in Copenhagen?” it was the bitter truth Dr. Brandes spoke when he answered, “I have none.”


  Indeed, none of those honours governments are accustomed to bestow on the best men in the country have been bestowed on him. He was the only man for the chair of æsthetics at the University, but pedantic prejudice has denied it him for years. He has no title, no decoration, no subsidy. He is seldom a guest at Court, nor is he a lion in the salons of the aristocracy.


  From a social point of view he might even be called a nobody.


  Yet, for all that, there is no Danish citizen with a finer, more significant position. His influence, however unacknowledged, is far-reaching and of a curiously subtle power. It shows itself everywhere. Many are those whose whole lives have been changed by a word of his. His helping hand, stretched out in the last moment, has saved for the nation art and individualities, which otherwise might have vanished into Nirvana.


  There is not to-day in Denmark, Norway, or Sweden, an author, a thinker, a critic, from the greatest to the youngest aspirant, who 165 does not owe something to Georg Brandes. His honours lie in their gratitude, his kingdom in their hearts.


  * * * * *


  Having taken his degree as a doctor at the University of Copenhagen, he has a right to lecture in the buildings of the University, and he has largely exercised that right. It was the 3rd of November 1871, after his return from a journey to Italy, that Georg Brandes gave his first lecture. Timidly, he had chosen the smallest room. But on his arrival he found people standing all down the staircase, and already the first evening the largest room had to be used. It is this room, No. 7, which has ever since been the forum whence his inspired words have gone forth.


  It was here, through his lectures, even more than through his books, that he influenced the minds of young Danish men and women.


  How well I remember those evenings, twice a week, when we stood together waiting outside the big door. It was not opened till seven o’clock, but to secure a seat we had to be there long before. All young, all enthusiastic, all dreaming of the possibilities life had in store for us, we stood there, crowded together on the steps leading to the portal. Round us the quiet square, clad in its robe of snow; behind us the dome, silent and solemn. Over us the moon and a thousand stars glittering with that cold radiance only known in the winter nights of the north.


  Woe to the porter, if he did not open for us the minute the big clock sounded. How we used to hammer on the door, till it echoed through the old buildings. Then there was the run upstairs, the rush down the corridors, the crush and struggle, till at last one could breathe contentedly in one’s favourite corner.


  A few minutes after, a storm of clapping hands; then silence.


  166 On the cathedra stood Georg Brandes.


  A tall, lithe figure, dressed simply but with scrupulous care. And what a wonderful face is his! Irregular features, some might even be called ugly; it seems impossible to say exactly what they are like, captivated as one is by their ever-changing expression—quiet thoughtfulness flashing into humour, tired melancholy breaking into a sunlit smile.


  He speaks without pose and affectation, seems scarcely to raise his voice above the pitch of ordinary conversation, yet it carries each phrase to the furthest corner of the room. But behind the quietness is felt the quivering of a passionate nature, which now and then, when he is roused by some best loved or best hated theme, flashes on the audience with a suddenness that electrifies. Sometimes we would follow him with Goethe to the Court of Weimar, or another time he would reveal to us the gigantic fancy concealed behind the mountains of dull description in the works of Zola. With glowing words he would paint for us the poetry and romance of Polish literature, or illuminate for us the golden thoughts of Niezche, young Germany’s ill-fated philosopher.


  Winter after winter has passed, and youth has fled with the years. The sadness in his eyes has deepened, and his hair is touched with silver, but his vitality is still the same, his spiritual alertness as keen as ever. Still he gathers round him the young men and women of Copenhagen, and when he showers on them the sparks of his own rich personality, he sets aflame the smouldering fire of their natures, brings into bloom the flowers that lie sleeping in their souls.


  * * * * *


  A favourite saying of Dr. Brandes’ is “that men and women can be divided into three classes—those who command, those who obey, and those who can neither command nor obey and that they 167 ought to be killed,” and how savagely his voice rings out the last word—it sounds like the click of the guillotine.


  Many minutes are not needed to find out to what class he himself belongs. It is written on his brow that he was born to command, was intended by the Norns for a leader of men. Many are the incidents in his life which show how his strong will has carried everything before him.


  More characteristic than any seems this little story of how his first pamphlet was printed. He was a very young man at the time, known only in University circles as a promising student, and publicly his name meant nothing. He had written a paper upon some burning question of the day, and brought it to one of the big printers at Copenhagen. Calling shortly afterwards to fetch the proofs, he found that nothing had yet been done with the MS. The manager told him in rather an off-handed way that he must wait, they had other important work to do first. Georg Brandes looked at him hard, and told him that no work could be more important than his, and that his MS. must be set up at once—his MS. could never wait. “Let me tell the printers myself,” he said.


  Before the astonished manager could interfere he heard from the workroom a clear, strong voice commanding the men that whenever they got his writings they must put aside all other work and do his first. But such was the fire of his temperament, such the will-power in his face, that the men did not shrug their shoulders as at a madman, but instead they gave him an “Hurrah!” and followed out his orders. Shortly after he began writing his books, and every morning he brought to the printers some few sheets, of which the proofs were sent to him in the evening. The curious point in his method of working is that he gets his books printed page by page as he goes along. For as wine invigorates the blood, so does the printed word inspire his brain.


  168 Here, as in so many other ways, he shows himself an impatient man—a man who must not be kept waiting. His desires must be fulfilled at once. In this there would lie danger for his work were not his impatience balanced by great perseverance. His impatience does not make him hurry; his work is finished as that of few other writers, and no pains seem to him too great, no trouble too tedious, if thereby his book may be strengthened.


  Thus he gave twenty-three years of his life to his most important work, “Main Currents of European Literature in the Nineteenth Century.” To convey an idea of the varied knowledge he possesses, I give the sub-titles. They are: “The Literature of Emigrants,” “The Romantic School in Germany,” “The Reaction in France,” “Naturalism in England,” “The Romantic School in France,” and “Young Germany.”


  The last six years Dr. Brandes “has lived with Shakespeare,” to use his own phrase. The first two volumes of his study of him have appeared in Danish, the last and third he is now writing. Fortunately, this great work is being translated into English by Mr. William Archer, and when it appears will, without doubt, make a deep impression. Dr. Brandes hopes that he has been successful in his attempt to bring forth the great poet’s personality by a critical study of his work. “For,” as he says, “when a writer leaves thirty volumes behind him, it is the world’s fault if it knows nothing of his life.” Of the critical value of the book, others more competent must judge. I can only say that it reads like a fairy-tale.


  Though crammed with facts, it does not belong to the “dry goods” of literature. The historical events of that most picturesque period of English history are painted in colouring, the glow and richness of which remind one of some great master of the Renaissance, and the exposition of the dramas is so subtle, so 169 fantastically vivid, that it seems to add new treasures to the old.


  * * * * *


  Sparkling as is the writing of Dr. Brandes, his conversation is no less so. Indeed, a more entertaining companion can hardly be imagined. He seems to know everything, to have seen everything and in his travels all over Europe he has met most of the great ones of the earth. He talks freely about every subject, casts new light over the most trivial matter, and can, in a few words, give a sketch of this or that famous person.


  Stuart Mill, Renan, Ibsen, Max Klinger, Tolstoy, Bismarck; he will pass in review all such powerful influences of our century. The last name brings him to talk of his long stay in Berlin, and of the old Emperor and his Court, and suddenly he says:


  “I have never felt myself so completely left out in the cold as when at a great Court ball at Potsdam. I was the only one of eleven hundred guests who had no decoration.” With a twinkle in his eye he adds: “Unless it was when at a big dinner in Switzerland I found myself the only one who was not condemned to death—all the others being Russian and Polish exiles.”


  Being an excellent causeur it is no wonder that Dr. Brandes has always been a great favourite with women. His mind fascinates them, and they never feel overwhelmed with his knowledge, because he always cares most to try and make them talk about themselves, and he is certainly an artist at that.


  That dreadful female monster—if it is proper to call her female—who, two minutes after being introduced, tells one that she wears “divided skirts” and starts her day with a brandy-and-soda, has no interest for Dr. Brandes. He combines with his very advanced views in other directions the old-fashioned idea that womanhood still remains the greatest fascination of woman.


  170 I don’t mean by this that he opposes the liberty women nowadays have obtained. Nothing could be further from his mind. He means the two sexes to have equal rights and equal freedom. But he has no sympathy with the woman who, because she works and fights her own battles, must throw to the winds all grace and beauty. For there is nothing book-wormish about Georg Brandes. As a true pagan, he loves to be surrounded by youth and loveliness. There is an old-world tenderness and grace about his bearing towards women, and he belongs to that race of men who, like Bismarck, believe that a man never looks more charming than when reverently bending over a woman’s hand.


  It need scarcely be said that Dr. Brandes often finds the opportunity to look charming!


  * * * * *


  On the 26th of October 1891, it was twenty-five years since he had published his first book. The anniversary was a good opportunity for his friends and followers to honour him. A public dinner was arranged, and in the course of the evening the workmen, the artists, and the students greeted him with torches. The great preparations on the part of his friends, and the complete silence with which the Conservative papers treated the matter, aroused curiosity, and when the evening came all Copenhagen was in the streets to see the procession.


  The dinner was given at the Concert Palace, a beautiful rococo building in one of the main streets. On the balcony stood Georg Brandes, surrounded by his nearest friends, while every window in the great building was thronged with festive men and women. In front the big courtyard was filled with the young men carrying torches, and outside on the pavement and down the side streets were thousands of spectators.


  It was from this balcony that Dr. Brandes thanked all those 171 who paid him homage—thanked them in words which have never ceased to burn in the memories of those present. Though the wonderful fire of the speech must more or less be lost in translation, I think that even the poorest translation could not fail to convey some of its original poetry and power.


  “Thanks for those torches!


  “Thanks for lighting them. Thanks for carrying them. May they still blaze, still go on shining—fire in the minds, fire in the wills, blood-red fire burning through life.


  “Thanks for those torches! [torches!”]


  “Torches in the night mean hope in time of darkness. In the early Christian days they used to be carried on Easter Saturday as a symbol of the Resurrection. May the resurrection of our own time be not too far away.


  “I take this fire as an omen. It is good, it is splendid to see workmen, artists, students, all carrying torches together. Let us go on like this, and we will get light.


  “No element is so pure as fire. It cleanses the air. May it purify the foul air in this town.


  “No element is so gay as fire. It stirs the nerves like music and like wine. May it brighten the minds in this country.


  “The light of the torches is as the light of the mind. As rain cannot quench the one, mere words cannot kill the other; nay, not even a storm of words. The light of thought cannot be quenched, and liberty and justice are the two torches which set each other aflame.


  “Thanks for those torches!


  “May they shine and warm. May they burn up all lies and conventionalities. May they burn to ashes all the thought-corpses from times dead and gone.


  172 “Are you tired of carrying torches? Then hand them to the younger generation.


  “In Latin the morning star is called Lucifer, which means the light-bringer. Old fathers of the Church, misunderstanding a scriptural sentence, believed, and made others believe, that this spirit of the morning star, this Lucifer, was a demon


  “Never believe that! It is the most stupid, the most dangerous of all superstitions. The nation that believes that is lost. Lucifer, the father of fire, the torch-bearer, the flame-spirit, whose symbol is the torch he lifts high in his hand: he is that very spark of life which fires our blood; he is the star of intelligence that makes bright our heaven.


  “He is the true angel of light. Never believe that the angel of light has fallen or could fall. It is a lie!


  “Thanks for those torches!


  “See that they blaze! See that they shine!”


  * * * * *


  So did he speak; but what he asked of those young men who, in the dark October night, crowded around him, torches in hand, he himself has fulfilled. Never has his enemy had the strength to snatch the torch from his hand; never has he tired of carrying it high, that it might shed its radiant light over his country and his people.


  Thank you, torch-bearer, for the light you gave us!


  ·  ·


  173 Hen and Chickens


  By George Pirie


  ·  ·
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  177 Postscript


  By Ernest Wentworth


  
    This enviable paper! Oh, to think


    That it will go, will really, really go


    To her, my mistress. Had it soul to know,


    What enviable paper! Oh, to think——

  


  
    The sweet light of her eyes, her sweet clear eyes,


    Shall shine on it; her sweet cool hands caress it,


    And bear it to her sweet warm lips; and press it


    The sweet pale roses of her cheek. First, eyes,

  


  
    Hands, lips, and cheek, and then, at night, all night,


    In the sweet darkness of her room (ah, so!)


    In the sweet stillness of her room (speak low!)


    I guess where it will lie, at night, all night.

  


  ·  ·


  178 The Old Mill


  By R. M. Stevenson


  ·  ·
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  180 In Dull Brown†


  By Evelyn Sharp


  ·  ·


  201 The Forge


  By Grosvenor Thomas


  ·  ·
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  205 Three Prose Fancies


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  I—A Poet in the City


  
    “In the midway of this our mortal life,


    I found me in a gloomy wood, astray.”

  


  I(and when I say I, I must be understood to be speaking dramatically) I only venture into the City once a year, for the very pleasant purpose of drawing that twelve-pound-ten by which the English nation, ever so generously sensitive to the necessities, not to say luxuries, of the artist, endeavours to express its pride and delight in me. It would be a very graceful exercise of gratitude for me here to stop and parenthesise the reader on the subject of all that twelve-pound-ten has been to me, how it has quite changed the course of my life, given me that long-desired opportunity of doing my best work in peace, for which so often I vainly sighed in Fleet Street, and even allowed me an indulgence in minor luxuries which I could not have dreamed of enjoying before the days of that twelve-pound-ten. Now not only peace and plenty, but leisure and luxury are mine. There is nothing goes so far as—Government money.


  Usually on these literally State occasions, I drive up in state, that 206 is in a hansom. There is only one other day in the year in which I am so splendid, but that is another beautiful story. It, too, is a day and an hour too joyous to be approached otherwise than on winged wheels, too stately to be approached in merely pedestrian fashion. To go on foot to draw one’s pension seems a sort of slight on the great nation that does one honour, as though a Lord Mayor should make his appearance in the procession in his office coat.


  So I say it is my custom to go gaily, and withal stately, to meet my twelve-pound-ten in a hansom. For many reasons the occasion always seems something of an adventure, and I confess I always feel a little excited about it, indeed, to tell the truth, a little nervous [nervous.] As I glide along in my state barge (which seems a much more proper and impressive image for a hansom than “gondola,” with its reminiscences of Earl’s Court) I feel like some fragile country flower torn from its roots, and bewilderingly hurried along upon the turbid, swollen stream of London life.


  The stream glides sweetly with a pleasant trotting tinkle of bells by the green park-side of Piccadilly, and sweet is it to hear the sirens singing and to see them combing their gilded locks on the yellow sands of Piccadilly Circus—so called, no doubt, from the number of horses and the skill of their drivers. Here are the whirling pools of pleasure, merry wheels of laughing waters, where your hansom glides along with a golden ease—it is only when you enter the First Cataract of the Strand that you become aware of the far-distant terrible roar of the Falls! They are yet nearly two miles away, but already, like Niagara, thou hearest the sound thereof—the fateful sound of that human Niagara, where all the great rivers of London converge: the dark, strong floods surging out from the gloomy fastnesses of the East End, the quick-running streams from the palaces of the West, the East with its waggons, the West with its hansoms, the four winds with their omnibusses, 207 the horses and carriages under the earth jetting up their companies of grimy passengers, the very air busy with a million errands.


  You are in the rapids, metaphorically speaking, as you crawl down Cheapside, and there where the Bank of England and the Mansion House rise sheer and awful from, shall we say, this boiling cauldron, this “hell” of angry meeting waters—Threadneedle Street and Cornhill, Queen Victoria Street and Cheapside, each “running,” again metaphorically, “like a mill race”—here in this wild maelstrœm of human life and human conveyances, here is the true “Niagara in London,” here are the most wonderful falls in the world—the London Falls.


  “Yes!” I said softly to myself, and I could see the sly, sad smile on the face of the dead poet, at the thought of whose serene wisdom a silence like snow seemed momentarily to cover up the turmoil—“Yes!” I said softly, “there is still the same old crush at the corner of Fenchurch Street!”


  By this time I had disbursed one of my two annual cab fares, and was standing a little forlorn at that very corner. It was a March afternoon, bitter and gloomy; lamps were already popping alight in a desolate way, and the east wind whistled mournfully through the ribs of the passers-by. A very unflower-like man was dejectedly calling out “daffodowndillies” close by. The sound of the pretty old word thus quaintly spoken, brightened the air better than the electric lights which suddenly shot rows of wintry moonlight along the streets. I bought a bunch of the poor, pinched flowers, and asked the man how he came to call them “daffodown-dillies.”


  “D’vunshire,” he said, in anything but a Devonshire accent, and then the east wind took him and he was gone—doubtless to a neighbouring tavern; and no wonder, poor soul. Flowers certainly fall into strange hands here in London.


  208 Well, it was nearing four, and if I wanted a grateful country’s twelve-pound-ten, I must make haste—so presently I found myself in a great hall, of which I have no clearer impression than that there were soft little lights all about me, and a soft chime of falling gold, like the rippling of Pactolus. I have a sort of idea, too, of a great number of young men with most beautiful moustaches, playing with golden shovels—and as I thus stood among the soft lights and listened to the most beautiful sound in the world, I thought that thus must Danae have felt as she stood amid the falling shower. But I took care to see that my twelve sovereigns and a half were right number and weight for all that.


  Once more in the street, I lingered awhile to take a last look at the Falls. What a masterful, alien life it all seemed to me. No single personality could hope to stand alone amid all that stress of ponderous, bullying forces. Only public companies and such great impersonalities could hope to hold their own, to swim in such a whirlpool—and even they, I had heard whisper, far away in my quiet starlit garret, sometimes went down. “How,” I cried, “would—


  
    “… my tiny spark of being wholly vanish in your deeps and heights …


    Rush of suns, and roll of systems, and your fiery clash of meteorites,”

  


  again quoting poetry. I always quote poetry in the City, as a protest—moreover, it clears the air.


  The more people buffeted against me the more I felt this crushing sense of almost cosmic forces. Everybody was so plainly an atom in a public company, a drop of water in a tyrannous stream of human energy—companies that cared nothing for their individual atoms, streams that cared nothing for their component drops; such atoms and drops, for the most part to be had 209 for thirty shillings a week. These people about me seemed no more like individual men and women than individual puffs in a mighty rushing wind, or the notes in a great scheme of music, are men and women—to the banker so many pens with ears whereon to perch them, to the capitalist so many “hands,” and to the City man generally so many “helpless pieces of the game he plays” up there in spidery nooks and corners of the City.


  As I listened to the throbbing of the great human engines in the buildings about me, a rising and a falling there seemed as of those great steel-limbed monsters, weird contortionists of metal, that jet up and down, and writhe and wrestle this way and that behind the long glass windows of great water-towers, or toil like Vulcan in the bowels of mighty ships—an expression of frenzy seems to come up even from the dumb tossing steel, sometimes it seems to be shaking great knuckled fists at one and brandishing threatening arms, as it strains and sweats beneath the lash of the compulsive steam. As one watches it there seems something of human agony about its panic-stricken labours, and something like a sense of pity surprises one—a sense of pity that anything in the world should have to work like that, even steel, even, as we say, senseless steel. What, then, of these great human engine houses! Will the engines always consent to rise and fall, night and day, like that? or will there some day be a mighty convulsion, and this blind Samson of labour pull down the whole engine-house upon his oppressors? Who knows? These are questions for great politicians and thinkers to decide, not for a poet, who is too much terrified by these forces to be able calmly to estimate and prophesy concerning them.


  Yes! if you want to realise Tennyson’s picture of “one poor poet’s scroll” ruling the world, take your poet’s scroll down to Fenchurch Street and try it there. Ah, what a powerless little 210 “private interest” seems poetry there, poetry “whose action is no stronger than a flower.” In days of peace it ventures even into the morning papers, but let only a rumour of war be heard and it vanishes like a dream on doomsday morning. A County Council Election passeth over it and it is gone.


  Yet it was near this very spot that Keats dug up the buried beauty of Greece, lying hidden beneath Finsbury Pavement! and in the deserted City churches great dramatists lie about us. Maybe I have wronged the City—and at this thought I remembered a little bookshop but a few yards away, blossoming like a rose right in the heart of the wilderness.


  Here, after all, in spite of all my whirlpools and engine-houses, was for me the greatest danger in the City. Need I say, therefore, that I promptly sought it, hovered about it a moment—and entered. How much of that grateful governmental twelve-pound-ten came out alive, I dare not tell my dearest friend.


  At all events I came out somehow reassured, more rich in faith. There was a might of poesy after all. There were words in the little yellow-leaved garland, nestling like a bird in my hand, that would outlast the bank yonder, and outlive us all. I held it up. How tiny it seemed, how frail amid all this stone and iron. A mere flower—a flower from the seventeenth century—long-lived for a flower! Yes, an immortelle.


  II—Variations upon Whitebait


  Avery Pre-Raphaelite friend of mine came to me one day and said apropos of his having designed a very Early English chair: “After all, if one has anything to say one might as well put it into a chair!”


  211 I thought the remark rather delicious, as also his other remark when one day in a curiosity-shop we were looking at another chair, which the dealer declared to be Norman. My friend seated himself in it very gravely, and after softly moving about from side to side, testing it, it would appear, by the sensation it imparted to the sitting portion of his limbs, he solemnly decided “I don’t think the flavour of this chair is Norman!”


  I thought of this Pre-Raphaelite brother as the Sphinx and I were seated a few evenings ago at our usual little dinner, in our usual little sheltered corner, on the Lover’s Gallery of one of the great London restaurants. The Sphinx says that there is only one place in Europe where one can really dine, but as it is impossible to be always within reasonable train service of that Montsalvat of cookery, she consents to eat with me—she cannot call it dine—at the restaurant of which I speak. I being very simple-minded, untravelled, and unlanguaged, think it, in my Cockney heart, a very fine place indeed, with its white marble pillars surrounding the spacious peristyle, and flashing with a thousand brilliant lights and colours; with its stately cooks, clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, ranged behind a great altar loaded with big silver dishes, and the sacred musicians of the temple ranged behind them—while in and out go the waiters clothed in white and black, waiters so good and kind that I am compelled to think of Elijah being waited on by angels.


  They have such an eye for a romance, too, and really take it personally to heart if it should befall that our little table is usurped by others that know not love. I like them, too, because they really seem to have an eye for the strange beauty and charm of the Sphinx, quite an unexpected taste for Botticelli. They ill conceal their envy of my lot, and sometimes in the meditative pauses between the courses I see them romantically reckoning how it might be possible 212 by desperately saving up, by prodigious windfalls of tips, from unexampled despatch and sweetness in their ministrations, how it might be possible in ten years’ time, perhaps even in five—the lady would wait five years! and her present lover could be artistically poisoned meanwhile!—how it might be possible to come and sue for her beautiful hand. Then a harsh British cry for “waiter” comes like a rattle and scares away that beautiful dream-bird, though, as the poor dreamer speeds on the quest of roast beef for four, you can see it still circling with its wonderful blue feathers around his pomatumed head.


  Ah, yes, the waiters know that the Sphinx is no ordinary woman. She cannot conceal even from them the mystical star of her face; they too catch far echoes of the strange music of her brain; they too grow dreamy with dropped hints of fragrance from the rose of her wonderful heart.


  How reverently do they help her doff her little cloak of silk and lace; with what a worshipful inclination of the head, as in the presence of a deity, do they await her verdict of choice between rival soups—shall it be “clear or thick?” And when she decides on “thick” how relieved they seem to be, as if—well, some few matters remain undecided in the universe, but never mind, this is settled for ever, no more doubts possible on one portentous issue, at any rate—Madame will take her soup “thick.”


  “On such a night” our talk fell upon whitebait.


  As the Sphinx’s silver fork rustled among the withered silver upon her plate, she turned to me and said:


  “Have you ever thought what beautiful little things these whitebait are?”


  “Oh, yes,” I replied, “they are the daisies of the deep sea, the threepenny-pieces of the ocean.”


  “You dear!” said the Sphinx, who is alone in the world in 213 thinking me awfully clever. “Go on, say something else, something pretty about whitebait—there’s a subject for you!”


  Then it was that, fortunately, I remembered my Pre-Raphaelite friend, and I sententiously remarked: “Of course, if one has anything to say one cannot do better than say it about whitebait…. Well, whitebait….”


  But here, providentially, the band of the beef—that is, the band behind the beef; that is, the band that nightly hymns the beef (the phrase is to be had in three qualities)—struck up the overture from “Tannhäuser,” which is not the only music that makes the Sphinx forget my existence; and thus, forgetting me, she momentarily forgot the whitebait. But I remembered, remembered hard—worked at pretty things, as metal-workers punch out their flowers of brass and copper. The music swirled about us like golden waves, in which swam myriad whitebait, like showers of tiny stars, like falling snow. To me it was one grand processional of whitebait, silver ripples upon streams of gold.


  The music stopped. The Sphinx turned to me with the soul of Wagner in her eyes, and then she turned to the waiter: “Would it be possible,” she said, “to persuade the bandmaster to play that wonderful thing over again?”


  The waiter seemed a little doubtful, even for the Sphinx, but he went off to the bandmaster with the air of a man who has at last an opportunity to show that he can dare all for love. Personally, I have a suspicion that he poured his month’s savings at the bandmaster’s feet, and begged him to do this thing for the most wonderful lady in the world; or perhaps the bandmaster was really a musician, and his musician’s heart was touched—lonely there amid the beef—to think that there was really some one, invisible though she were to him, some shrouded silver presence, up there among the beefeaters, who really loved to hear great music. 214 Perhaps it was thus made a night he has never forgotten; perhaps it changed the whole course of his life—who knows? The sweet reassuring request may have come to him at a moment when, sick of heart, he was deciding to abandon real music for ever, and settle down amid the beef and the beef-music of Old England.


  Well, however, it was the waiter came back radiant with a “Yes” on every shining part of him, and if the “Tannhäuser” had been played well at first, certainly the orchestra surpassed themselves this second time.


  When the great jinnee of music had once more passed out of the hall, the Sphinx turned with shining eyes to the waiter:


  “Take,” she said, “take these tears to the bandmaster. He has indeed earned them.”


  “Tears, little one,” I said. “See how they swim like whitebait in the fishpools of your eyes!”


  “Oh, yes, the whitebait,” rejoined the Sphinx, glad of a subject to hide her emotion. “Now tell me something nice about them, though the poor little things have long since disappeared. Tell me, for instance, how they get their beautiful little silver water-proofs?”


  “Electric Light of the World,” I said, “it is like this. While they are still quite young and full of dreams, their mother takes them out in picnic parties of a billion or so at a time to where the spring moon is shining, scattering silver from its purse of pearl far over the wide waters, silver, silver, for every little whitebait that cares to swim and pick it up. The mother, who has a contract with some such big restaurateur as ours here, chooses a convenient area of moonlight, and then at a given sign they all turn over on their sides, and bask and bask in the rays, little fin pressed lovingly against little fin—for this is the happiest time in the young white-bait’s life: it is at these silvering parties that matches are made 215 and future consignments of whitebait arranged for. Well, night after night, they thus lie in the moonlight, first on one side then on the other, till by degrees, tiny scale by scale, they have become completely lunar-plated. Ah! how sad they are when the end of that happy time has come.”


  “And what happens to them after that?” asked the Sphinx.


  “One night when the moon is hidden their mother comes to them with treacherous wile, and suggests that they should go off on a holiday again to seek the moon—the moon that for a moment seems captured by the pearl-fishers of the sky. And so off they go merrily, but, alas, no moon appears, and presently they are aware of unwieldly bumping presences upon the surface of the sea, presences as of huge dolphins, and rough voices call across the water, till, scared, the little whitebaits turn home in flight—to find themselves somehow meshed in an invisible prison, a net as fine and strong as air, into which, O agony, they are presently hauled, lovely banks of silver, shining like opened coffers beneath the coarse and ragged flares of yellow torches. The rest is silence.”


  “What sad little lives! and what a cruel world it is!” said the Sphinx—as she crunched with her knife through the body of a lark, that but yesterday had been singing in the blue sky. Its spirit sang just above our heads as she ate, and the air was thick with the grey ghosts of all the whitebait she had eaten that night.


  But there were no longer any tears in her eyes.


  III—A Seaport in the Moon


  No one is so hopelessly wrong about the stars as the astronomer, and I trust that you never pay any attention to his remarks on the moon. He knows as much about the moon as a coiffeur knows 216 of the dreams of the fair lady whose beautiful neck he makes still more beautiful. There is but one opinion upon the moon—namely, our own. And if you think that science is thus wronged, reflect a moment upon what science makes of things near at hand. Love, it says, is merely a play of pistil and stamen, our most fascinating poetry and art is “degeneration,” and human life, generally speaking, is sufficiently explained by the “carbon compounds”—God-a-mercy! If science makes such grotesque blunders about radiant matters right under its nose, how can one think of taking its opinion upon matters so remote as the stars—or even the moon, which is comparatively near at hand?


  Science says that the moon is a dead world, a cosmic ship littered with the skeletons of its crew, and from which every rat of vitality has long since escaped. It is the ghost that rises from its tomb, every night to haunt its faithless lover, the world. It is a country of ancient silver mines, unworked for centuries. You may see the gaping mouths of the dark old shafts through your telescopes. You may even see the rusting pit tackle, the ruinous engine-houses, and the idle pick and shovel. Or you may say that it is counterfeit silver, coined to take in the young fools who love to gaze upon it. It is, so to speak, a bad half-a-crown.


  As you will! but I am of Endymion’s belief—and no one was ever more intimate with the moon. For me the moon is a country of great seaports, whither all the ships of our dreams come home. From all quarters of the world, every day of the week, there are ships sailing to the moon. They are the ships that sail just when and where you please. You take your passage on that condition. And it is ridiculous to think for what a trifle the captain will take you on so long a journey. If you want to come back, just to take an excursion and no more, just to take a lighted look at those coasts of rose and pearl, he will ask no more 217 than a glass or two of bright wine; indeed, when the captain is very kind, a flower will take you there and back in no time; if you want to stay whole days there, but still come back dreamy and strange, you may take a little dark root and smoke it in a silver pipe, or you may drink a little phial of poppy-juice, and thus you shall find the Land of Heart’s Desire; but if you are wise and would stay in that land forever, the terms are even easier: a little powder shaken into a phial of water, a little piece of lead no bigger than a pea and a farthing’s worth of explosive fire, and thus also you are in the Land of Heart’s Desire for ever.


  I dreamed last night that I stood on the blustering windy wharf, and the dark ship was there. It was impatient, like all of us, to leave the world. Its funnels belched black smoke, its engines throbbed against the quay like arms that were eager to strike and be done, and a bell was beating impatient summons to be gone. The dark captain stood ready on the bridge, and he looked into each of our faces as we passed on board. “Is it for the long voyage?” he said. “Yes! the long voyage,” I said—and his stern eyes seemed to soften as I answered.


  At last we were all aboard, and in the twinkling of an eye were out of sight of land. Yet, once afloat, it seemed as though we should never reach our port in the moon—so it seemed to me as I lay awake in my little cabin, listening to the patient thud and throb of the great screws, beating in the ship’s side like a human heart.


  Talking with my fellow-voyagers, I was surprised to find that we were not all volunteers. Some in fact complained pitifully. They had, they said, been going about their business a day or two before, and suddenly a mysterious captain had laid hold of them, and pressed them to sail this unknown sea. Thus, without a word of warning, they had been compelled to leave behind them all they held dear. This one felt was a little hard of the captain; 218 but those of us whose position was exactly the reverse, who had friends on the other side, all whose hopes indeed were invested there, were too selfishly expectant of port to be severe on the captain who was taking us thither.


  There were three friends I had especially set out to see: two young lovers who had emigrated to those colonies in the moon just after their marriage, and there was another. What a surprise it would be to all three, for I had written no letter to say I was coming. Indeed, it was just a sudden impulse, the pistol flash of a long desire.


  I tried to imagine what the town would be like in which they were now living. I asked the captain, and he answered with a sad smile, that it would be just exactly as I cared to dream it.


  “O, well then,” I thought, “I know what it will be like. There shall be a great restless, tossing estuary, with Atlantic winds for ever ruffling the sails of busy ships, ships coming home with laughter, ships leaving home with sad sea-gull cries of farewell. And the shaggy tossing water shall be bounded on either bank with high granite walls, and on one bank shall be a fretted spire soaring with a jangle of bells, from amid a tangle of masts, and underneath the bells and the masts shall go streets rising up from the strand, streets full of faces, and sweet with the smell of tar and the sea. O, captain, will it be morning or night when we come to my city? In the morning my city is like a sea-blown rose, in the night it is bright as a sailor’s star.


  “If it be early morning, what shall I do? I will run to the house in which my friends lie in happy sleep, never to be parted again, and kiss my hand to their shrouded window; and then I will run on and on till the city is behind and the sweetness of country lanes is about me, and I will gather flowers as I run, from sheer wantonness of joy, and then at last, flushed and breathless, I will 219 stand beneath her window. I shall stand and listen, and I shall hear her breathing right through the heavy curtains, and the hushed garden and the sleeping house will bid me keep silence, but I shall cry a great cry up to the morning star, and say, ‘No, I will not keep silence. Mine is the voice she listens for in her sleep. She will wake again for no voice but mine. Dear one, awake, the morning of all mornings has come!’”


  As I write, the moon looks down at me like a Madonna from the great canvas of the sky. She seems beautiful with the beauty of all the eyes that have looked up at her, sad with all the tears of all those eyes; like a silver bowl brimming with the tears of dead lovers she seems. Yes, there are seaports in the moon, there are ships to take us there.


  ·  ·


  220 Geisha


  By E. Hornel


  ·  ·
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  223 Rain


  From the French of Emile Verhaeren

  By Alma Strettell


  
    Long as unending threads, the long-drawn rain


    Interminably, with its nails of grey,


    Athwart the dull grey day,


    Rakes the green window-pane—


    So infinitely, endlessly, the rain,


    The long, long rain,


    The rain.

  


  
    Since yesternight it keeps unravelling


    Down from the frayed and flaccid rags that cling


    About the sullen sky,


    The low black sky;


    Since yesternight, so slowly, patiently,


    Unravelling its threads upon the roads,


    Upon the roads and lanes, with even fall


    Continual.

  


  
    Along the miles


    That ’twixt the meadows and the suburbs lie,


    By roads interminably bent, the files


    224 Of waggons, with their awnings arched and tall,


    Struggling in sweat and steam, toil slowly by


    With outline vague as of a funeral.


    Into the ruts, unbroken, regular,


    Stretching out parallel so far


    That when night comes they seem to join the sky,


    For hours the water drips;


    And every tree and every dwelling weeps,


    Drenched as they are with it,


    With the long rain, tenaciously, with rain


    Indefinite.

  


  
    The rivers, through each rotten dyke that yields,


    Discharge their swollen wave upon the fields,


    Where coils of drownèd hay


    Float far away;


    And the wild breeze


    Buffets the alders and the walnut trees;


    Knee-deep in water great black oxen stand,


    Lifting their bellowings sinister on high


    To the distorted sky;


    As now the night creeps onward, all the land,


    Thicket and plain,


    Grows cumbered with her clinging shades immense,


    And still there is the rain,


    The long, long rain,


    Like soot, so fine and dense.

  


  
    The long, long rain,


    Rain—and its threads identical


    And its nails systematical,


    225 Weaving the garment, mesh by mesh amain,


    Of destitution for each house and wall,


    And fences that enfold


    The villages, neglected, grey, and old:


    Chaplets of rags and linen shreds that fall


    In frayed-out wisps from upright poles and tall,


    Blue pigeon-houses glued against the thatch,


    And windows with a patch


    Of dingy paper on each lowering pane,


    Houses with straight-set gutters, side by side,


    Across the broad stone gambles crucified,


    Mills, uniform, forlorn,


    Each rising from its hillock like a horn,


    Steeples afar and chapels round about,


    The rain, the long, long rain,


    Through all the winter wears and wears them out.

  


  
    Rain, the long rain,


    With wrinkles, and grey nails, and watery strands


    Of hair that downward flow,


    The long rain of these old, old lands,


    Eternal, torpid, slow!

  


  ·  ·


  226 Portrait of a Lady


  By George Henry


  ·  ·
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  229 A Slip Under the Microscope


  By H. G. Wells


  Outside the laboratory windows was a watery-grey fog, and within a close warmth and the yellow light of the green-shaded gas lamps that stood two to each table down its narrow length. On each table stood a couple of glass jars containing the mangled vestiges of the crayfish, mussels, frogs, and guinea-pigs, upon which the students had been working, and down the side of the room, facing the windows, were shelves bearing bleached dissections in spirits, surmounted by a row of beautifully executed anatomical drawings in whitewood frames and overhanging a row of cubical lockers. All the doors of the laboratory were panelled with blackboard, and on these were the half-erased diagrams of the previous day’s work. The laboratory was empty, save for the demonstrator, who sat near the preparation-room door, and silent, save for a low, continuous murmur, and the clicking of the rocker microtome at which he was working. But scattered about the room were traces of numerous students: hand-bags, polished boxes of instruments, in one place a large drawing covered by a newspaper, and in another a prettily bound copy of News from Nowhere, a book oddly at variance with its surroundings. These things had been put down hastily as the students had arrived and hurried at once to secure their seats in the adjacent lecture theatre. 230 Deadened by the closed door, the measured accents of the professor sounded as a featureless muttering.


  Presently, faint through the closed windows came the sound of the Oratory clock striking the hour of eleven. The clicking of the microtome ceased, and the demonstrator looked at his watch, rose, thrust his hands into his pockets, and walked slowly down the laboratory towards the lecture theatre door. He stood listening for a moment, and then his eye fell on the little volume by William Morris. He picked it up, glanced at the title, smiled, opened it, looked at the name on the fly-leaf, ran the leaves through with his hand, and put it down. Almost immediately the even murmur of the lecturer ceased, there was a sudden burst of pencils rattling on the desks in the lecture theatre, a stirring, a scraping of feet, and a number of voices speaking together. Then a firm footfall approached the door, which began to open, and stood ajar, as some indistinctly heard question arrested the new comer.


  The demonstrator turned, walked slowly back past the micro-tome, and left the laboratory by the preparation-room door. As he did so, first one, and then several students carrying notebooks, entered the laboratory from the lecture theatre and distributed themselves among the little tables, or stood in a group about the doorway. They were an exceptionally heterogeneous assembly, for while Oxford and Cambridge still recoil from the blushing prospect of mixed classes, the College of Science anticipated America in the matter years ago—mixed socially, too, for the prestige of the College is high and its scholarships, free of any age limit, dredge deeper even than do those of the Scotch universities. The class numbered one-and-twenty, but some remained in the theatre questioning the professor, copying the blackboard diagrams before they were washed off, or examining the special specimens he had 231 produced to illustrate the day’s teaching. Of the nine who had come into the laboratory three were girls, one of whom, a little fair woman, wearing spectacles and dressed in greyish-green, was peering out of the window at the fog, while the other two, both wholesome-looking, plain-faced schoolgirls, unrolled and put on the brown holland aprons they wore while dissecting. Of the men, two went down the laboratory and sat down in their places, one, a pallid, dark-bearded man, who had once been a tailor; the other a pleasant-featured, ruddy young man of twenty, dressed in a well-fitting brown suit; young Wedderburn, the son of Wedderburn the eye specialist. The others formed a little knot near the theatre door. One of these, a dwarfed, spectacled figure, with a hunch back, sat on a bent wood stool; two others, one a short, dark youngster, and the other a flaxen-haired, reddish-complexioned young man, stood leaning side by side against the slate sink, while the fourth stood facing them, and maintained the larger share of the conversation.


  This last person was named Hill. He was a sturdily built young fellow, of the same age as Wedderburn; he had a white face, dark grey eyes, hair of an indeterminate colour, and prominent, irregular features. He talked rather louder than was needful, and thrust his hands deeply into his pockets. His collar was frayed and blue with the starch of a careless laundress, his clothes were evidently ready-made, and there was a patch on the side of his boot near the toe. And as he talked or listened to the others, he glanced now and again towards the lecture theatre door. They were discussing the depressing peroration of the lecture they had just heard, the last lecture it was in the introductory course in zoology. “From ovum to ovum is the goal of the higher vertebrata,” the lecturer had said in his melancholy tones, and so had neatly rounded off the sketch of comparative anatomy 232 he had been developing. The spectacled hunchback had repeated it, with noisy appreciation, had tossed it towards the fair-haired student with an evident provocation, and had started one of those vague, rambling discussions on generalities, so unaccountably dear to the student mind all the world over.


  “That is our goal, perhaps—I admit it—as far as science goes,” said the fair-haired student, rising to the challenge. “But there are things above science.”


  “Science,” said Hill, confidently, “is systematic knowledge. Ideas that don’t come into the system—must anyhow—be loose ideas.” He was not quite sure whether that was a clever saying or a fatuity until his hearers took it seriously.


  “The thing I cannot understand,” said the hunchback, at large, “is whether Hill is a materialist or not.”


  “There is one thing above matter,” said Hill, promptly, feeling he had a better thing this time, aware, too, of someone in the doorway behind him, and raising his voice a trifle for her benefit, “and that is, the delusion that there is something above matter.”


  “So we have your gospel at last,” said the fair student. “It’s all a delusion, is it? All our aspirations to lead something more than dogs’ lives, all our work for anything beyond ourselves. But see how inconsistent you are. Your socialism, for instance. Why do you trouble about the interests of the race? Why do you concern yourself about the beggar in the gutter? Why are you bothering yourself to lend that book”—he indicated William Morris by a movement of the head—“to everyone in the lab.?”


  “Girl,” said the hunchback, indistinctly, and glanced guiltily over his shoulder.


  The girl in brown, with the brown eyes, had come into the laboratory, and stood on the other side of the table behind him, with her rolled-up apron in one hand, looking over her shoulder, 233 listening to the discussion. She did not notice the hunchback, because she was glancing from Hill to his interlocutor. Hill’s consciousness of her presence betrayed itself to her only in his studious ignorance of the fact; but she understood that, and it pleased her. “I see no reason,” said he, “why a man should live like a brute because he knows of nothing beyond matter, and does not expect to exist a hundred years hence.”


  “Why shouldn’t he?” said the fair-haired student.


  “Why should he?” said Hill.


  “What inducement has he?”


  “That’s the way with all you religious people. It’s all a business of inducements. Cannot a man seek after righteousness for righteousness’ sake?”


  There was a pause. The fair man answered with a kind of vocal padding, “But—you see—inducement—when I said inducement,” to gain time. And then the hunchback came to his rescue and inserted a question. He was a terrible person in the debating society with his questions, and they invariably took one form—a demand for a definition. “What’s your definition of righteousness?” said the hunchback at this stage.


  Hill experienced a sudden loss of complacency at this question, but even as it was asked relief came in the person of Brooks, the laboratory attendant, who entered by the preparation-room door, carrying a number of freshly killed guinea-pigs by their hind legs, “This is the last batch of material this session,” said the youngster, who had not previously spoken. Brooks advanced up the laboratory, smacking down a couple of guinea-pigs at each table. The rest of the class, scenting the prey from afar, came crowding in by the lecture theatre door, and the discussion perished abruptly as the students who were not already in their places hurried to them to secure the choice of a specimen. There was a noise of keys rattling 234 on split rings as lockers were opened and dissecting instruments taken out. Hill was already standing by his table, and his box of scalpels was sticking out of his pocket. The girl in brown came a step towards him, and, leaning over his table, said softly: “Did you see that I returned your book, Mr. Hill?”


  During the whole scene she and the book had been vividly present in his consciousness; but he made a clumsy pretence of looking at the book and seeing it for the first time. “Oh, yes,” he said, taking it up. “I see. Did you like it?”


  “I want to ask you some questions about it—sometime.”


  “Certainly,” said Hill. “I shall be glad.” He stopped awkwardly. “You liked it?” he said.


  “It’s a wonderful book. Only some things I don’t understand.”


  Then suddenly the laboratory was hushed by a curious braying noise. It was the demonstrator. He was at the blackboard ready to begin the day’s instruction, and it was his custom to demand silence by a sound midway between the “Er” of common intercourse and the blast of a trumpet. The girl in brown slipped back to her place; it was immediately in front of Hill’s, and Hill, forgetting her forthwith, took a note-book out of the drawer of his table, turned over its leaves hastily, drew a stumpy pencil from his pocket, and prepared to make a copious note of the coming demonstration. For demonstrations and lectures are the sacred text of the college students. Books, saving only the Professor’s own, you may—it is even expedient to—ignore.


  Hill was the son of a Landport cobbler, and had been hooked by a chance blue paper the authorities had thrown out to the Landport Technical Colege. He kept himself in London on his allowance of a guinea a week, and found that, with proper care, 235 this also covered his clothing allowance, an occasional waterproof collar, that is; and ink and needles and cotton, and suchlike necessaries for a man about town. This was his first year and his first session, but the brown old man in Landport had already got himself detested in many public-houses by boasting of his son, “the professor.” Hill was a vigorous youngster, with a serene contempt for the clergy of all denominations, and a fine ambition to reconstruct the world. He regarded his scholarship as a brilliant opportunity. He had begun to read at seven, and had read steadily whatever came in his way, good or bad, since then. His worldly experience had been limited to the Island of Portsea, and acquired chiefly in the wholesale boot factory in which he had worked by day, after passing the seventh standard of the Board school. He had a considerable gift of speech, as the College Debating Society, which met amidst the crushing machines and mine models in the metallurgical theatre downstairs, already recognised, recognised by a violent battering of desks whenever he rose. And he was just at that fine emotional age when life opens at the end of a narrow pass like a broad valley at one’s feet, full of the promise of wonderful discoveries and tremendous achievements. And his own limitations, save that he knew that he knew neither Latin nor French, were all unknown to him.


  At first his interest had been divided pretty equally between his biological work at the College and social and theological theorising, an employment which he took in deadly earnest. Of a night, when the big museum library was not open, he would sit on the bed of his room in Chelsea with his coat and a muffler on, and write out the lecture notes and revise his dissection memoranda, until Thorpe called him out by a whistle—the landlady objected to open the door to attic visitors—and then the two would go 236 prowling about the shadowy, shiny, gas-lit streets, talking, very much in the fashion of the sample just given, of the God Idea, and Righteousness, and Carlyle, and the Reorganisation of Society. And, in the midst of it all, Hill, arguing not only for Thorpe, but for the casual passer-by, would lose the thread of his argument glancing at some pretty painted face that looked meaningly at him as he passed. Science and Righteousness! But once or twice lately there had been signs that a third interest was creeping into his life, and he had found his attention wandering from the fate of the mesoblastic somites or the probable meaning of the blastopore, to the thought of the girl with the brown eyes who sat at the table before him.


  She was a paying student; she descended inconceivable social altitudes to speak to him. At the thought of the education she must have had, and the accomplishments she must possess, the soul of Hill became abject within him. She had spoken to him first over a difficulty about the alisphenoid of a rabbit’s skull, and he had found that, in biology at least, he had no reason for self-abasement. And from that, after the manner of young people starting from any starting-point, they got to generalities, and while Hill attacked her upon the question of socialism—some instinct told him to spare her a direct assault upon her religion—she was gathering resolution to undertake what she told herself was his æsthetic education. She was a year or two older than he, though the thought never occurred to him. The loan of News from Nowhere was the beginning of a series of cross loans. Upon some absurd first principle of his, Hill had never “wasted time” upon poetry, and it seemed an appalling deficiency to her. One day in the lunch hour, when she chanced upon him alone in the little museum where the skeletons were arranged, shamefully eating the bun that constituted his midday meal, she retreated, and 237 returned to lend him, with a slightly furtive air, a volume of Browning. He stood sideways towards her and took the book rather clumsily, because he was holding the bun in the other hand. And in the retrospect his voice lacked the cheerful clearness he could have wished.


  That occurred after the examination in comparative anatomy, on the day before the College turned out its students, and was carefully locked up by the officials, for the Christmas holidays. The excitement of cramming for the first trial of strength had for a little while dominated Hill, to the exclusion of his other interests. In the forecasts of the result in which everyone indulged, he was surprised to find that no one regarded him as a possible competitor for the Harvey Commemoration Medal, of which this and the two subsequent examinations disposed. It was about this time that Wedderburn, who so far had lived inconspicuously on the uttermost margin of Hill’s perceptions, began to take on the appearance of an obstacle. By a mutual agreement, the nocturnal prowlings with Thorpe ceased for the three weeks before the examination, and his landlady pointed out that she really could not supply so much lamp oil at the price. He walked to and fro from the College with little slips of mnemonics in his hand, lists of crayfish appendages, rabbits’ skull-bones, and vertebrate nerves, for example, and became a positive nuisance to foot-passengers in the opposite direction.


  But, by a natural reaction, Poetry and the girl with the brown eyes ruled the Christmas holiday. The pending results of the examination became such a secondary consideration that Hill marvelled at his father’s excitement. Even had he wished it, there was no comparative anatomy to read in Landport, and he was too poor to buy books, but the stock of poets in the library was extensive, and Hill’s attack was magnificently sustained. He 238 saturated himself with the fluent numbers of Longfellow and Tennyson, and fortified himself with Shakespeare; found a kindred soul in Pope, and a master in Shelley, and heard and fled the siren voices of Eliza Cook and Mrs. Hemans. But he read no more Browning, because he hoped for the loan of other volumes from Miss Haysman when he returned to London.


  He walked from his lodgings to the College with that volume of Browning in his shiny black bag, and his mind teeming with the finest general propositions about poetry. Indeed, he framed first this little speech and then that with which to grace the return. The morning was an exceptionally pleasant one for London; there was a clear, hard frost and undeniable blue in the sky, a thin haze softened every outline, and warm shafts of sunlight struck between the house-blocks and turned the sunny side of the street to amber and gold. In the hall of the College he pulled off his glove and signed his name with fingers so stiff with cold that the characteristic dash under the signature he cultivated became a quivering line. He imagined Miss Haysman about him everywhere. He turned at the staircase, and there, below, he saw a crowd struggling at the foot of the notice-board. This, possibly, was the biology list. He forgot Browning and Miss Haysman for the moment, and joined the scrimmage. And at last, with his cheek flattened against the sleeve of the man on the step above him, he read the list.


  CLASS I


  H. J. Somers Wedderburn

  William Hill


  and thereafter followed a second class that is outside our present sympathies. It was characteristic that he did not trouble to look for Thorpe on the Physics list, but backed out of the struggle at 239 once, and in a curious emotional state between pride over common second-class humanity and acute disappointment at Wedderburn’s success, went on his way upstairs. At the top, as he was hanging up his coat in the passage, the zoological demonstrator, a young man from Oxford who secretly regarded him as a blatant “mugger” of the very worst type, offered his heartiest congratulations.


  At the laboratory door Hill stopped for a second to get his breath, and then entered. He looked straight up the laboratory and saw all five girl students grouped in their places, and Wedderburn, the once retiring Wedderburn, leaning rather gracefully against the window, playing with the blind tassel and talking, apparently to the five of them. Now Hill could talk bravely enough and even overbearingly to one girl, and he could have made a speech to a roomful of girls, but this business of standing at ease and appreciating, fencing, and returning quick remarks round a group was, he knew, altogether beyond him. Coming up the staircase his feelings for Wedderburn had been generous, a certain admiration perhaps, a willingness to shake his hand conspicuously and heartily as one who had fought but the first round. But before Christmas Wedderburn had never gone up to that end of the room to talk. In a flash Hill’s mist of vague excitement condensed abruptly to a vivid dislike of Wedderburn. Possibly his expression changed. As he came up to his place Wedderburn nodded carelessly to him, and the others glanced round. Miss Haysman looked at him and away again, the faintest touch of her eyes. “I can’t agree with you, Mr. Wedderburn,” she said.


  “I must congratulate you on your first class, Mr. Hill,” said the spectacled girl in green, turning round and beaming at him.


  “It’s nothing,” said Hill, staring at Wedderburn and Miss Haysman talking together, and eager to hear what they talked about.


  240 “We poor folks in the second class don’t think so,” said the girl in spectacles.


  What was it Wedderburn was saying? Something about William Morris! Hill did not answer the girl in spectacles, and the smile died out of his face. He could not hear and failed to see how he could “cut in.” Confound Wedderburn! He sat down, opened his bag, hesitated whether to return the volume of Browning forthwith, in the sight of all, and instead drew out his new notebooks for the short course in elementary botany that was now beginning, and which would terminate in February. As he did so a fat, heavy man, with a white face and pale grey eyes, Bindon, the professor of botany, who came up from Kew for January and February, came in by the lecture theatre door, and passed, rubbing his hands together and smiling, in silent affability down the laboratory.


  In the subsequent six weeks Hill experienced some very rapid and curiously complex emotional developments. For the most part he had Wedderburn in focus—a fact that Miss Haysman never suspected. She told Hill (for in the comparative privacy of the museum she talked a good deal to him of socialism and Browning and general propositions), that she had met Wedderburn at the house of some people she knew, and “he’s inherited his cleverness; for his father, you know, is the great eye specialist.” “My father is a cobbler,” said Hill, quite irrelevantly, and perceived the want of dignity even as he said it. But the gleam of jealousy did not offend her. She conceived herself the fundamental source of it. He suffered bitterly from a sense of Wedderburn’s unfairness, and a realisation of his own handicap. Here was this Wedderburn had picked up a prominent man for a father, and instead of his losing so many marks on the score of that 241 advantage, it was counted to him for righteousness! And while Hill had to introduce himself and talk to Miss Haysman clumsily over mangled guinea-pigs in the laboratory, this Wedderburn, in some backstairs way, had access to her social altitudes and could converse in a polished argot that Hill understood perhaps but felt incapable of speaking. Not of course that he wanted to. Then it seemed to Hill that for Wedderburn to come there day after day with cuffs unfrayed, neatly tailored, precisely barbered, quietly perfect, was in itself an ill-bred, sneering sort of proceeding. Moreover, it was a stealthy thing for Wedderburn to behave insignificantly for a space, to mock modesty, to lead Hill to fancy that he himself was beyond dispute the man of the year, and then suddenly to dart in front of him, and incontinently to swell up in this fashion. In addition to these things Wedderburn displayed an increasing disposition to join in any conversational grouping that included Miss Haysman, and would venture and indeed seek occasion to pass opinions derogatory to Socialism and Atheism. He goaded Hill to incivilities by neat, shallow, and exceedingly effective personalities about the socialist leaders, until Hill hated Bernard Shaw’s graceful egotisms, William Morris’s limited editions and luxurious wall-papers, and Walter Crane’s charmingly absurd ideal working men, about as much as he hated Wedderburn. The dissertations in the laboratory that had been his glory in the previous term, became a danger, degenerated into inglorious tussles with Wedderburn, and Hill kept to them only out of an obscure perception that his honour was involved. In the debating society Hill knew quite clearly that, to a thunderous accompaniment of banged desks, he could have pulverised Wedderburn. Only Wedderburn never attended the debating society to be pulverised, because—nauseous affectation! he “dined late.”


  You must not imagine that these things presented themselves in 242 quite such a crude form to Hill’s perception. Hill was a born generaliser. Wedderburn to him was not so much an individual obstacle as a type, the salient angle of a class. The economic theories that, after infinite ferment, had shaped themselves in Hill’s mind, became abruptly concrete at the contact. The world became full of easy-mannered, graceful, gracefully dressed, conversationally dexterous, finally shallow Wedderburns, Bishops Wedderburn, Wedderburn M.P.s, Professors Wedderburn, Wedderburn landlords, all with finger-bowl shibboleths and epigrammatic cities of refuge from a sturdy debater. And every one ill-clothed or ill-dressed, from the cobbler to the cab-runner, was a man and a brother, a fellow-sufferer, to Hill’s imagination. So that he became, as it were, a champion of the fallen and oppressed, albeit to outward seeming only a self-assertive, ill-mannered young man, and an unsuccessful champion at that. Again and again a skirmish over the afternoon tea that the girl students had inaugurated, left Hill with flushed cheeks and a tattered temper, and the debating society noticed a new quality of sarcastic bitterness in his speeches.


  You will understand now how it came about that, in the interests of humanity, Hill should demolish Wedderburn in the forthcoming examination and outshine him in the eyes of Miss Haysman, and you will perceive, too, how Miss Haysman fell into some common feminine misconceptions. The Hill-Wedderburn quarrel, for in his unostentatious way Wedderburn reciprocated Hill’s ill-veiled rivalry, became a tribute to her indefinable charm; she was the Queen of Beauty in a tournament of scalpels and stumpy pencils. To her confidential friend’s secret annoyance, it even troubled her conscience, for she was a good girl and painfully aware, from Ruskin and contemporary fiction, how entirely men’s activities are determined by women’s attitudes. And if Hill never 243 by any chance mentioned the topic of love to her, she only credited him with the finer modesty for that omission.


  So the time came on for the second examination, and Hill’s increasing pallor confirmed the general rumour that he was working hard. In the aërated bread shop near South Kensington Station you would see him, breaking his bun and sipping his milk, with his eyes intent upon a paper of closely written notes. In his bedroom there were propositions about buds and stems round his looking-glass, a diagram to catch his eye, if soap should chance to spare it, above his washing basin. He missed several meetings of the debating society, but he found the chance encounters with Miss Haysman in the spacious ways of the adjacent art museum, or in the little museum at the top of the College, or in the College corridors, more frequent and very restful. In particular, they used to meet in a little gallery full of wrought-iron chests and gates, near the art library, and there Hill used to talk under the gentle stimulus of her flattering attention, of Browning and his personal ambitions. A characteristic she found remarkable in him was his freedom from avarice. He contemplated quite calmly the prospect of living all his life on an income below a hundred pounds a year. But he was determined to be famous, to make, recognisably in his own proper person, the world a better place to live in. He took Bradlaugh and John Burns for his leaders and models, poor, even impecunious, great men. But Miss Haysman thought that such lives were deficient on the æsthetic side, by which, though she did not know it, she meant good wall paper and upholstery, pretty books, tasteful clothes, concerts, and meals nicely cooked and respectfully served.


  At last came the day of the second examination, and the professor of botany, a fussy, conscientious man, rearranged all the tables in a long narrow laboratory to prevent copying, and put his 244 demonstrator on a chair on a table (where he felt, he said, like a Hindoo god) to see all the cheating, and stuck a notice outside the door, “Door closed,” for no earthly reason that any human being could discover. And all the morning from ten till one the quill of Wedderburn shrieked defiance at Hill’s, and the quills of the others chased their leaders in a tireless pack, and so also it was in the afternoon. Wedderburn was a little quieter than usual, and Hill’s face was hot all day, and his overcoat bulged with text-books and note-books against the last moment’s revision. And the next day, in the morning and in the afternoon, was the practical examination when sections had to be cut and slides identified. In the morning Hill was depressed because he knew he had cut a thick section, and in the afternoon came the mysterious slip.


  It was just the kind of thing that the botanical professor was always doing. Like the income tax, it offered a premium to the cheat. It was a preparation under the microscope, a little glass slip, held in its place on the stage of the instrument by light steel clips, and the inscription set forth that the slip was not to be moved. Each student was to go in turn to it, sketch it, write in his book of answers what he considered it to be, and return to his place. Now, to move such a slip is a thing one can do by a chance movement of the finger, and in a fraction of a second. The professor’s reason for decreeing that the slip should not be moved depended on the fact that the object he wanted identified was characteristic of a certain tree stem. In the position in which it was placed it was a difficult thing to recognise, but once the slip was moved so as to bring other parts of the preparation into view, its nature was obvious enough.


  Hill came to this, flushed from a contest with staining re-agents, sat down on the little stool before the microscope, turned the mirror to get the best light, and then, out of sheer habit, shifted 245 the slip. At once he remembered the prohibition, and, with an almost continuous motion of his hands, moved it back, and sat paralysed with astonishment at his action.


  Then, slowly, he turned his head. The professor was out of the room; the demonstrator sat aloft on his impromptu rostrum, reading the Q. Jour. Mi. Sci., the rest of the examinees were busy, and with their backs to him. Should he own up to the accident now? He knew quite clearly what the thing was. It was a lenticel, a characteristic preparation from the elder-tree. His eyes roved over his intent fellow-students, and Wedderburn suddenly glanced over his shoulder at him with a queer expression in his eyes. The mental excitement that had kept Hill at an abnormal pitch of vigour these two days gave way to a curious nervous tension. His book of answers was beside him. He did not write down what the thing was, but with one eye at the microscope he began making a hasty sketch of it. His mind was full of this grotesque puzzle in ethics that had suddenly been sprung upon him. Should he identify it? or should he leave this question unanswered? In that case Wedderburn would probably come out first in the second result. How could he tell now whether he might not have identified the thing without shifting it? It was possible that Wedderburn had failed to recognise it, of course. Suppose Wedderburn, too, had shifted the slide? He looked up at the clock. There were fifteen minutes in which to make up his mind. He gathered up his book of answers, and the coloured pencils he used in illustrating his replies, and walked back to his seat.


  He read through his manuscript, and then sat thinking and gnawing his knuckle. It would look queer now if he owned up. He must beat Wedderburn. He forgot the examples of those starry gentlemen, John Burns and Bradlaugh. Besides, he reflected, 246 the glimpse of the rest of the slip he had had was, after all, quite accidental, forced upon him by chance, a kind of providential revelation rather than an unfair advantage. It was not nearly so dishonest to avail himself of that as it was of Broome, who believed in the efficacy of prayer, to pray daily for a first-class. “Five minutes more,” said the demonstrator, folding up his paper and becoming observant. Hill watched the clock hands until two minutes remained; then he opened the book of answers, and, with hot ears and an affectation of ease, gave his drawing of the lenticel its name.


  When the second pass list appeared, the previous positions of Wedderburn and Hill were reversed, and the spectacled girl in green, who knew the demonstrator in private life (where he was practically human), said that in the result of the two examinations taken together Hill had the advantage of a mark—167 to 166 out of a possible 200. Every one admired Hill in a way, though the suspicion of “mugging” clung to him. But Hill was to find congratulations and Miss Haysman’s enhanced opinion of him, and even the decided decline in the crest of Wedderburn tainted by an unhappy memory. He felt a remarkable access of energy at first, and the note of a democracy marching to triumph returned to his debating society speeches; he worked at his comparative anatomy with tremendous zeal and effect, and he went on with his æsthetic education. But through it all, a vivid little picture was continually coming before his mind’s eye—of a sneakish person manipulating a slide.


  No human being had witnessed the act, and he was cocksure that no higher power existed to see it; but for all that it worried him. Memories are not dead things, but alive; they dwindle in disuse, but they harden and develop in all sorts of queer ways if 247 they are being continually fretted. Curiously enough, though at the time he perceived clearly that the shifting was accidental, as the days wore on his memory became confused about it, until at last he was not sure—although he assured himself that he was sure—whether the movement had been absolutely involuntary. Then it is possible that Hill’s dietary was conducive to morbid conscientiousness; a breakfast frequently eaten in a hurry, a midday bun, and, at such hours after five as chanced to be convenient, such meat as his means determined, usually in a chop-house, in a back street off the Brompton Road. Occasionally he treated himself to threepenny or ninepenny classics, and they usually represented a suppression of potatoes or chops. It is indisputable that outbreaks of self-abasement and emotional revival have a distinct relation to periods of scarcity. But apart from this influence on the feelings, there was in Hill a distinct aversion to falsity that the blasphemous Landport cobbler had inculcated by strap and tongue from his earliest years. Of one fact about professed Atheists I am convinced; they may be—they usually are—fools, void of subtlety, revilers of holy institutions, brutal speakers, and mischievous knaves, but they lie with difficulty. If it were not so, if they had the faintest grasp of the idea of compromise, they would simply be liberal Churchmen. And, moreover, this memory poisoned his regard for Miss Haysman. For she now so evidently preferred him to Wedderburn that he felt sure he cared for her, and began reciprocating her attentions by timid marks of personal regard; at one time he even bought a bunch of violets, carried it about in his pocket, and produced it, with a stumbling explanation, withered and dead, in the gallery of old iron. It poisoned, too, the denunciation of capitalist dishonesty that had been one of his life’s pleasures. And lastly, it poisoned his triumph in Wedderburn. Previously he had been Wedderburn’s superior in his own eyes, 248 and had raged simply at a want of recognition. Now he began to fret at the darker suspicion of positive inferiority. He fancied he found justifications for his position in Browning, but they vanished on analysis. At last—moved, curiously enough, by exactly the same motive forces that had resulted in his dishonesty—he went to Professor Bindon, and made a clean breast of the whole affair. As Hill was a paid student Professor Bindon did not ask him to sit down, and he stood before the Professor’s desk as he made his confession.


  “It’s a curious story,” said Professor Bindon, slowly realising how the thing reflected on himself, and then letting his anger rise: “A most remarkable story. I can’t understand your doing it, and I can’t understand this avowal. You’re a type of student—Cambridge men would never dream—I suppose I ought to have thought—Why did you cheat?”


  “I didn’t—cheat,” said Hill.


  “But you have just been telling me you did.”


  “I thought I explained——”


  “Either you cheated or you did not cheat.”


  “I said my motion was involuntary.”


  “I am not a metaphysician, I am a servant of science—of fact. You were told not to move the slip. You did move the slip. If that is not cheating——”


  “If I was a cheat,” said Hill, with the note of hysterics in his voice, “should I come here and tell you?”


  “Your repentance of course does you credit,” said Professor Bindon, “but it does not alter the original facts.”


  “No, sir,” said Hill, giving in in utter self-abasement.


  “Even now you cause an enormous amount of trouble. The examination list will have to be revised.”


  “I suppose so, sir.”


  249 “Suppose so! Of course it must be revised. And I don’t see how I can conscientiously pass you.”


  “Not pass me!” said Hill. “Fail me!”


  “It’s the rule in all examinations. Or where should we be? What else did you expect? You don’t want to shirk the consequences of your own acts?”


  “I thought, perhaps,” said Hill. And then, “Fail me! I thought as I told you, you would simply deduct the marks given for that slip——”


  “Impossible!” said Bindon. “Besides, it would still leave you above Wedderburn. Deduct only the marks—Preposterous! The Departmental Regulations distinctly say——”


  “But it’s my own admission, sir.”


  “The Regulations say nothing whatever of the manner in which the matter comes to light. They simply provide——”


  “It will ruin me. If I fail this examination, they won’t renew my scholarship.”


  “You should have thought of that before.”


  “But, sir, consider all my circumstances——”


  “I cannot consider anything. Professors in this college are machines. The Regulations will not even let us recommend our students for appointments. I am a machine, and you have worked me. I have to do——”


  “It’s very hard, sir.”


  “Possibly it is.”


  “If I am to be failed this examination I might as well go home at once.”


  “That is as you think proper.” Bindon’s voice softened a little; he perceived he had been unjust, and, provided he did not contradict himself, he was disposed to amelioration. “As a private person,” he said, “I think this confession of yours goes far to 250 mitigate your offence. But you have set the machinery in motion and now it must take its course. I—I am really sorry you gave way.”


  A wave of emotion prevented Hill from answering. Suddenly very vividly he saw the heavily lined face of the old Landport cobbler, his father. “Good God! What a fool I have been!” he said hotly and abruptly.


  “I hope,” said Bindon, “that it will be a lesson to you.”


  But curiously enough they were not thinking of quite the same indiscretion.


  There was a pause.


  “I would like a day to think, sir, and then I will let you know—about going home, I mean,” said Hill, moving towards the door.


  The next day Hill’s place was vacant. The spectacled girl in green was, as usual, first with the news. Wedderburn and Miss Haysman were talking of a performance of the Meistersingers when she came up to them.


  “Have you heard?” she said.


  “Heard what?”


  “There was cheating in the examination.”


  “Cheating!” said Wedderburn, with his face suddenly hot. “How?”


  “That slide——”


  “Moved? Never!”


  “It was. That slide that we weren’t to move——”


  “Nonsense!” said Wedderburn. “Why! How could they find out? Who do they say——?”


  “It was Mr. Hill.”


  “Hill!”


  251 “Mr. Hill!”


  “Not—surely not the immaculate Hill?” said Wedderburn, recovering.”


  “I don’t believe it,” said Miss Haysman. “How do you know?”


  “I didn’t,” said the girl in spectacles. “But I know it now for a fact. Mr. Hill went and confessed to Professor Bindon himself.”


  “By Jove!” said Wedderburn. “Hill of all people. But I am always inclined to distrust these philanthropists-on-principle——”


  “Are you quite sure?” said Miss Haysman, with a catch in her breath.


  “Quite. It’s dreadful, isn’t it? But you know, what can you expect? His father is a cobbler.”


  Then Miss Haysman astonished the girl in spectacles.


  “I don’t care. I will not believe it,” she said, flushing darkly under her warm tinted skin. “I will not believe it until he has told me so himself—face to face. I would scarcely believe it then,” and abruptly she turned her back on the girl in spectacles, and walked to her own place.


  “It’s true, all the same,” said the girl in spectacles, peering and smiling at Wedderburn.


  But Wedderburn did not answer her. She was indeed one of those people who are destined to make unanswered remarks.


  ·  ·


  252 Horses


  By J. Crawhall


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  255 The Deacon


  By Mary Howarth


  Prologue


  
    “Can flowers that breathe one little day


    In odorous sweetness life away,


    And wavering to the earth decay,

  


  
    Have any claim to rank with her,


    Warmed in whose soul impulses stir,


    Then bloom to goodness; and aver

  


  
    Her worth through spheral joys shall move


    When suns and systems cease above,


    And nothing lives but perfect Love?”

  


  Best described in the words used by Thomas Woolner to express his Beautiful Lady, “A wild-rose blossom of the wood” is Johanna. For her loveliness was rarely simple; her mind was rarely pure. Happy the man—so one would think—who should snatch her from the bush, and in his bosom wear her.


  Nevertheless Johanna when she married him who to her had been her heart’s rest from the day on which she first of all saw him, married one in whose brightest moments but a faint conception of her wonderful beauties was apparent to himself. If 256 Johanna was satisfied however, shall it be for any one else to cavil? And she was. God in His heaven knows and gladdens over the rapture of Johanna. To few only is such power to love given; to those for whom the angels and the great God care most tenderly.


  There is on earth no joy to be compared with this of perfect love, save one. And that one, that joy transcending all others, is when such love is met with such love.


  Johanna knew not that joy. Hers was on her own side only. And therein is the essence of its wondrous pathos, which is indeed very, very great. But it may be hoped that her mind was blind to the lack. It may be hoped that she never recognised that her husband many and many a time bitterly resented his marriage, or that to it he traced the downfall of his early ambitions.


  She, at least, was absolutely and entirely satisfied.


  I


  The deacon sat in the schoolroom and looked over a sheet of paper he held in his hand. It was covered with notes, and was indeed a synopsis of what he meant to say in church that day, when upon the occasion of his last appearance at Helga, where he had taught the children for three years, the priest would address a public farewell to him and he would have to reply.


  “My friends,” he read in a low voice, “my brethren, I am sorry to leave you. But first let me thank you for your kind words and good wishes. I have tried here in Helga to be a faithful servant to my church and country; to teach the children as the State commands, to conduct such services as my priest dictated, and to make myself unto you what I could of comfort and solace. 257 Now I am going further into the world to teach others, to pray with strangers, to comfort and to solace those whom, so far, I have not seen and do not know.”


  “Hjorth, Hjorth, the breakfast is ready, and here have I invited Lauritz and Pauline to come in. They were so anxious to see the deacon eat! Little curiosities! have they never seen anyone eat before?”


  It was the cheery voice of Karen, the woman who came in in the morning to clean the schoolhouse and prepare the deacon’s meal.


  Hjorth folded up the sheet of paper over which he had hastily glanced to the end, and, crying out that he would be in the kitchen immediately, set about to clear away the writing materials he had been using.


  From the outer room came the chatter of young voices, and the deacon, glancing out of the high window in the schoolroom, saw that a number of his pupils were congregated about the door.


  “They have made you some fancy gardens,” called Karen, “the children, I mean. You must come and see them before they fade. What is in them, Pauline? Speak up; the deacon will not chide. Hjorth, do you hear?”


  “I hear,” said the deacon.


  “Well then, Pauline, what is in them?”


  “There is ling,” piped a small, timid voice.


  “And sweet gale,” shouted a bolder one.


  “I got the purple loose-strife down by the river and the grass of Parnassus came from the meadow,” cried a child outside the door.


  “And you remember the name, which is more,” shouted Karen, approvingly, and glancing at Hjorth, who at that moment appeared in the kitchen.


  258 The deacon smiled. His was a serious face, a good deal covered with black hair, which contrasted strongly with his white complexion and pale grey eyes. When he smiled his expression became kind and indulgent. He knew this, and sometimes smiled instead of speaking, a plan that saved him trouble and was effective.


  A small, fat, and solemn boy of seven, and a sprightly and coquettish damsel of four, advanced shyly to the breakfast table in response to his invitation. Usually quite a home with their teacher—a due allowance being made for the awe in which they held his office—they displayed a newly-acquired timidity upon this occasion. Not even encouraging remarks from Karen, and an unlimited supply of pancakes added to the usual Norwegian breakfast fare of smoked salmon, cheese, and flat-brod, sufficed to put them quite at their ease. They felt towards the deacon that odd degree of strangeness that forces itself upon one in one’s relations towards anybody who has been very familiar and is destined shortly to enter upon another sphere. Thus the sister who is going to be married, the brother who has accepted an appointment abroad, the friend who has won distinction from the outer world, become momentarily some one unknown. The difference disturbs the old sympathy, but, of course, only quite fleetingly, and is recognised merely by those whose temperaments cause them to be hyper-sensitive to such impressions, as children are.


  Lauritz and Pauline, moreover, were aware of their own importance upon the occasion, and were the observed of many observers, who clustered about the half-opened door and took turns to peep into the kitchen. This in itself was sufficient to make them self-conscious and shy. Every time the deacon looked in that direction there was a fresh little face, a little pale-haired crown, a couple of pink cheeks, a pair of blue eyes, and a moist open little mouth.


  259 How anxious and inquisitive their expression was at first! But they smiled when their master smiled on them, and withdrew their heads rapidly after the smile.


  When breakfast was over, and he had passed outside with Lauritz and Pauline to admire the mimic gardens the children had made for him in the sandy soil before the school, Hjorth dismissed them and bent his steps towards the sea-shore. He desired to be alone. He wanted to exult once more in the sensations of the occasion, and to picture again to himself the scene that was shortly to take place in the church, in which he would be the man of the hour. Accustomed as he was to live alone, this habit of introspective and anticipatory imagination had grown upon him. Whenever he was strongly moved he craved for solitude and an opportunity to think the whole situation through, just as urgently as other men crave for the companionship and sympathy of a dearly loved friend, into whose ears they can tell, perhaps in a fragmentary way, perhaps fully, as best suits their needs, all that is in their hearts.


  The young deacon would not have felt himself so satisfying if he had not been true to himself. Mistaken and foolish he was, perhaps, but at least in his way he was honest.


  He almost ran to the shore; he was so anxious to get to a certain place where he knew he should be absolutely alone. He found it. It was a high promontory jutting out into the open ocean, from which he could see, as he stood looking landwards upon his left, a wild shallow bay of sand, upon his right a jagged outline of sea-fringe, one mass of rocks, and then as far as the horizon pile after pile of strange boulder hills, like an exaggerated lava field, melting away above the sandy bay into a waving plain of wild moorland.


  He was absolutely alone; the one human thing in a great inanimate 260 world. He had purposely chosen for such moments this desolate spot, because from it not even a human habitation could be seen.


  Conqueror of the universe, full to overflowing of majesty and power, conscious even to sorrow of his own omnipotence, he stood there and gazed around him. The youth, the strength, the ambition, the perseverance, the dauntlessness within him joined with the beautiful exhilaration of the air to produce a feeling of majestic supremacy. There was the world before him; there was he, imperial.


  His mind went back a little. He had caught the day before, while he officiated at the funeral of an old man from the fjelds, a transitory impression that had pleased him. It was while he headed the procession and chanted the scriptural sentences that came at the beginning of the service. Between him and the coffin placed on its shabby bier, a farm trolly, and pulled by a mountain pony, had come on foot the old man’s near relations, and next after them all the crowd of followers that could be collected from the country-side. The dirge-like chant was familiar enough to him to permit his thoughts to wander while he sang, but because he had had to lead the procession over the pathless meads he had not been able to follow up his ideas so carefully and absorbingly as here on this rocky promontory. The particularly gratifying one that he had caught and stowed away for future enjoyment was a strange mixture of the sensations of the moment. He had left it for absorbing contemplation until a more convenient season. He had thought he was looking inside that rude coffin and gazing upon the seamed, grey face of the aged man, pathetic in its image of care, yet beautiful exceedingly in its meekness and patience. And without knowing at the moment why he thus spoke, he thought he had quoted these words: 261 “God, I thank Thee that I am not as other men are—or even as this.”


  He had been pleased. Yes; he had been pleased. Dwelling over it now it seemed to bear a fantastic, indeed a blasphemous significance. Why had he been pleased? He must know. Gazing around once more with arms stretched out in yearning love for the prospect and what it meant to him, he recognised that for the life within him, glorious, promising, full of possibilities of God only knew what greatness and joy, he had been rapturously happy that he was not as that corpse: a dead man after a life of much and grinding misery, such as the constant struggle for existence implies for the labourer in a sterile country.


  Heaven be praised, he was not as that cold clay, but young and strong and lusty, free as the ocean behind him, strong as the hills before him, and full, full, full to the lips, of vivid pulsing life.


  Sorry? Was he sorry to be leaving this place where there were less than a dozen houses, for the town where they reckoned them by hundreds? He knew he was not sorry.


  Was he sorry for one moment to leave anyone in it; any single person, beautiful Johanna for example, with her red rose mouth, her pink cheeks melting in a rich cream, her chestnut hair with the love locks curling tendril-wise upon her brow? Would there be one pang for her? He passed down from the promontory to the shore, and from the shore to the road, with his mind strangely fixed upon Johanna, meeting and greeting many families in carrioles and stolkjærres, and on horse-back, who were on their way to the church.


  Not that he had encouraged the thought of her habitually. Indeed it was she who had encouraged him. She had what he 262 called taken a fancy to him, and a very embarrassing fancy it had been, displayed in bunches of flowers and bowls of wild fruit which she had deposited upon his desk, when she brought her little cousins Pauline and Lauritz to school. He had been compelled to be almost rude when she ran after him across the mead one evening, to tell him that the fish were rising in a favourite pool, and to imply a lie when he remarked that that was no business of his. Also he had purposely neglected her flowers, and pushed the bowls of fruit aside.


  No; he should not regret Johanna for a moment. She was a forward child; just that.


  So during the service that came next he paid no more attention to Johanna Tubering than a deacon should to any member of the congregation. Neither did he think less of his own vastly important share in the ceremony. He was conscious all the while that he was the cynosure of every eye there, and when he stood up to answer the priest, who in a few fatherly words had bade him God-speed in his own name and that of the people, the very modesty and repression of his demeanour was the result of a carefully thought out and cultivated attitude of mind and manner.


  Johanna’s eyes, on the contrary, were frankly turned towards him throughout the ceremony. She sat with her aunt and the other women on the left side of the church; the men occupying the pews upon the right. She thought of nothing, this child Johanna, but that he was going, and would God bless him? “Oh, God, Father in Heaven, bless him, I pray Thee. Oh, my God, bless him. Oh, Saviour Christ, I beseech Thee to bless him, Dear God, bless him.” Such were her prayers, what time the old priest besought the Lord for all sorts and conditions of men.


  And below the oft-repeated supplication came the accompanying 263 added plea: “Oh, God, I do so love him. If it may be that Thou wilt bless him because I love him so dearly, do so I pray Thee. Amen.”


  She seemed to think that the God she loved would care more for him because she loved him. God was to her a personality; a kind, loving Father, indulgent to His daughters, because He loved them. Nine times out of ten she did not add the greatest importunement of all: for Christ’s sake.


  She had it in her mind that she herself went hand in hand with God.


  II


  It transpired that Hjorth did not immediately settle in the town whither he had been sent. Directly he got there he was despatched to a hamlet up country, where he was to combine the duties of schoolmaster and deacon during the absence of the priest. It happened that the praestegaard or parsonage was being thoroughly overhauled; something very wrong had been discovered respecting its drainage. The priest was therefore lodged in the inn, where the deacon joined him, for there were many matters upon which the elder man found it necessary to confer with the younger before his departure.


  The deacon now discovered what a strangely desolate life he had led in that little sea-coast Helga. He had not recognised while he was there in the middle of the children that he was so alone. He found himself among these people dizzy with their talk. Existence seemed to him a dream and not reality. It was the ending of the tourist season, and there were several English in the house. If it had been the height of the season the poor man would certainly have lost his head. As it was, he went a long way towards doing so.


  264 After his first shyness had worn off he began to take note of his companions, and immediately became interested in a certain young lady who was the governess of some children staying in the hotel. Had he been told that the cause of his interest in her was hers in him, he would not have believed it. Hjorth was a man who was thoroughly imbued with a sense of his own originality.


  It all came about after she had asked him to be so kind as to pass the sugar at “aftens,” the evening meal corresponding to English high tea. A little discussion ensued as to the Norwegian for sugar, in which the children, her charges, joined. Hjorth, who, of course, like every educated Norsemen, could speak English, instructed them in the word, and then they asked for bread, tea, coffee, and eggs, all of which he translated for them.


  The governess laughed merrily with the children. The languages were exactly alike, they declared.


  Afterwards he met her now and then, taking walks by herself or with the little girls. Amy Travis contrived that they should meet alone not seldom. She on her side was interested in him.


  She used to draw him out. She was a creature of impulses and fads, and her fad at the moment was Norway. During the season that she had just passed in London with the family with whom she lived, she had taken every opportunity that presented itself of going to the theatre to see the Ibsen plays. She had read what she had not seen acted, and was really grateful to the Norwegian writer, declaring that he had given her a taste for the reading of drama, and that since she had known Ibsen and not till then, she had been able to read and enjoy Shakespeare. The deacon was to her a very romantic object. Moreover he seemed to be much in the same position that she occupied—a subordinate one. She felt for him. The mind that is essentially mediocre kicks continually against the subordinate, though it never rises beyond it. Hjorth, 265 to do him justice, did not feel this. But he felt something else keenly. It was being borne in upon him that he ached for sympathy; that so far he had only been half a creature; that he must have the completion of himself. What has been already said about Miss Amy Travis ought to be sufficient to show that he was frightfully over-sanguine, indeed utterly mistaken, in imagining that in her he would find his other soul side. This girl would never in her then condition penetrate further than the eyes and the heart of a man. She was pretty and her manner was attractive. But good as these two attributes undoubtedly are, they go but a short way in the formation of that marriage of true minds that is of all unions the most perfect and enduring on God’s earth.


  He talked to her about Ibsen, rallying her gently upon her enthusiasm, for one whom he, in company with many of his countrymen, called brain-sick. Nevertheless he spent some hours of each night reading him up in Norsk, so that in the daytime he could compare vexed passages with Miss Amy and, if it might be, explain to her items that had puzzled her, or rather that had puzzled wiser heads in London, Miss Amy having read in the newspapers concerning these disputed lines and appropriated unto herself the bewilderments they expressed. It was significant of the girl’s mind that they never discussed Ibsen’s theories or ethics. Amy Travis deduced nothing from what she read, and had therefor [therefore] nothing to say upon such topics. But Hjorth did not detect this. Indeed, he would have been shocked had the girl started the subject of say heredity with him, or of the rights of men to suicide, or of other weighty matters shut out from the consideration of women. Had the girl overstepped by half an inch the limits his inherited convictions set for her, he, the deacon, who was to be a priest, would have been repulsed instantly. Yet he 266 craved the other soul side of him; fiercely, eagerly. It is impossible to laugh at Hjorth. One does not laugh at a baby who fondly imagines it has got the moon it cried for, when it is given an indiarubber ball.


  The people in the hotel began to take an interest in the pair. Trust Norwegians for curiosity. They are one of the most inquisitive people on the earth’s surface, as inquisitive as the Welsh. That is where the old romance of their forefathers comes in. It is what it has worked round to. Now that the ancient days of the Vikings are over, with all that they brought of glorious sensation-stirring deeds, the people have to amuse themselves. So they weave all sorts of romances about other people, feeding their ideas, or setting them in the right direction, by inquisitive questions. It is an innocent form of amusement. They are not spiteful. But not comprehending this national weakness, when to her ears the general gossip came, Amy Travis’s mistress—shall we call her?—spoke to the girl laughingly:


  “You are making him worship the very ground you tread on,” she said. And then she adjured her to remember Ernest.


  Whereupon the bright-faced girl also laughed and shook her head merrily. But at the same time she hated her employer a little more than she had done before, for her unwarrantable interference.


  When once Hjorth got an idea into his head, it consumed him. He was so passionately constituted, a man of such wildness of disposition, just the sort to rise to any height. Had he not felt unconquerable out there on the rocks at Helga? It is never given to any one to feel master of the world for nothing. It is a sign of the will that is indomitable, the best attribute, if all others are equal, a man or a woman can possess. Yes, a woman also. Hjorth waited long enough therefore to sound himself only; not to think 267 of her and whether she manifested any show of feeling that should lead him to suppose she really cared for him. And then he spoke.


  They were standing together beneath the flag-staff on a promontory outside the hotel overlooking the lake deep down below them, and on the other side of the valley the glacier mountain, part of the way up which they had all that day walked to see the reindeer cows with their young come down to feed. It was evening. Amy Travis, in her romantic, high-flown way, had been telling Hjorth that a party of republican Norsemen who had been at the inn that day, had said to the manageress that they hoped next time they came, a pure flag would be flying instead of the one there was then. What they meant by a pure flag was the Norwegian without the quarterings of Sweden in the corner.


  “And I hope so too,” the girl added, raising her face, so that the wind blew full upon it. “This land is too beautiful and too free to stand yoked. It should be alone; independent, sole.”


  Hjorth stood and admired her. What joy she had in Norway! How pleasant it was to be so appreciated!


  “Yes,” he said, meditatively yet modestly, “it is a beautiful land. I am glad you like it.”


  “And for why?”


  “Because I want you to stay in it,” he answered immediately. “Because I ask you to remain in it—to be my wife, Miss Travis. That is why.”


  It was an open place this, that had shaped itself into his arena for declaration, and, so far, the dusk of the evening was not sufficiently thick to veil their proceedings. Amy Travis took the situation in at a flash. Her presence of mind was wonderful. She laughed a low little laugh, half frightened, half encouraging, stepped 268 just the minutest way from him, turned half round on her heel and spoke:


  “What,” she said, “become a priest’s wife; out here in Norway—live in the praestegaard, or not that even; surely you are only a deacon so far?—in the little house behind the schoolroom? And in time—perhaps in time—to improve into someone like Frue Margetson, with her sad, wrinkled face and eager, anxious eyes, Do you ask me to do this, Herr Hjorth?”


  “I ask you to be my wife,” he repeated, ignoring the chance she gave him of tacking away from the serious side of the subject. He spoke sullenly. The prescience of disappointment was upon him. Amy Travis turned half towards him and then back before she spoke.


  “Surely you must have known; surely this must have told you that I am already engaged,” she asked, holding forth her left hand and touching a single ring that adorned the third finger of it.


  The deacon shuddered. Here indeed was a blow.


  “No, no, I did not,” he stammered, “the ring told me nothing. We wear it on the right hand here in Norway.”


  “I am sorry,” said the girl; and then she turned from him in real earnest and left him standing there beside the flag-staff, where he continued to stand until the inn-porter came and hauled the flag down, and the deacon strode off to the house.


  This episode annoyed him terribly. His pride was so abased that he assured himself he had been outrageously badly treated.


  It seemed to him so monstrous that a man who was going to be a priest should be made the subject of a frivolous girl’s flirtation. He was now as enraged with Amy Travis and her attentions as before he had been flattered by them. It was pretty generally the feeling in the hotel also that he had been badly treated. They 269 looked upon the deacon as a raw young schoolmaster set in a position above his rights. The mistress of Amy Travis was very justly vexed with the girl’s conduct, and threatened to tell Ernest the whole circumstances. But her husband, to whom she confided her anger, remembering the lad Ernest, and thinking of him with compassion, counselled her to let Amy bear her own burdens and Ernest his as he met them. This was after it had leaked out in the house that the deacon had proposed to Amy, which of course it did when it became known that that very evening Hjorth had removed all his belongings to a farm-house a mile away, and had apprised the priest of the fact that he could no longer stay at the inn.


  A general break-up of the party then occurred. Amy’s employers moved on upon their travels, taking her with them; the priest with his sad-eyed wife left for their holiday, and Hjorth was alone. But before he went, the priest, who on his part had thought the deacon extremely foolish, took upon himself the task of informing him as much. He had lived beyond his first feelings of sympathy for the lover and disgust for the girl, and blamed Hjorth pretty plainly for this presumptuous sin of youth, as he termed it. Hjorth was abandoned, sore and miserable. What wonder that his mind turned back to Johanna, the girl at Helga farm, whose deep devotion to himself had been unmistakable? He locked the thought of her and her adulation in his heart, however, struck body and soul into his work, and upon the return of the priest to his parish, departed to the town with praises ringing in his ears. The priest had had a holiday, one out of half a dozen in a lifetime, and Hjorth was flourishing as young men can on thoughts of love and what love means. Strangely enough, this rebuff had failed to teach him its most obvious lesson. And yet why write strangely? A wise Norwegian proverb has it that ’tis 270 the eyes that go blind first, and another in another land that a man is never a prophet in his own country. So the most open book is that least read, and the moral that is more plain than any, discovered last of all.


  III


  And now for Johanna.


  The Johanna whom Hjorth had left was not the Johanna of three weeks later. She had been only an imaginative child while the deacon was at Helga, a child whom nature was expanding from a lover of fairy stories and the wonderful supernatural, to a worshipper of the human living hero. When the object of her delightful day-dreams, of her very active and ever-present admiration was withdrawn, she comprehended reality. Reality became to her an unpleasant fact. She understood the meaning of life, and life was sad to the girl.


  It was sad to her so far as she could recognise a reason, because she could look no further forward than the dull, uninteresting present. Existence is very monotonous in farm life. Every day brought her the same duties to perform; the care of her small cousins and of the poultry yard, the laying of the table and the clearing up and washing of the things, needlework, more care of the children and of the poultry yard, more needlework, and then bed. To a nature in which environment was scarcely less actual than the spirit of past ages, this was weariness. Johanna came of a stock of adventurers. The blood of the Vikings coursed in her veins, and, strangely enough, though she was a gentle maiden, most delicately and tenderly formed, and though for generations past her forebears had been drifting slowly and very securely into 271 the haven of quiet uneventfulness in which the average modern Norwegian passes his life, Johanna’s circumstances and Johanna’s nature were at war with one another. Concentration was the crux of the girl’s being. Interests spread over the domesticity of farm life bred in her a state of hopeless ennui. She was unable to put her desires into words; and had any far-seeing creature, divining her mind, suggested that she ought to have been a boy so that she could go before the mast, or, like so many of her compatriots, to America, she would have denied the truth of the suggestion, even while an uneasy questioning of its sagacity troubled her.


  The departure of the deacon opened her eyes to her surroundings. Her daily duties had, while he was near, been gilded with the beatitude of worship. From a distance she had adored. He had mingled with her conception of God, and, unconsciously Pantheistic, she had instilled divinity into everything. God was in the atmosphere, so that whether there was sunshine or mist, rain or calm, Johanna was satisfied with His likeness; God was in the sea, so that the life of it or the death it dealt were to her alike acceptable; God was about her path and around her. She was seraphically content.


  But when Hjorth went, this gracious, goodly Pantheism went also. Atmosphere, sea, her daily tasks, all were sordid, uninteresting facts. She saw Helga and her existence there stretch out into the infinite. Though she was seventeen only a cruel comprehension of decay haunted her. She noticed for the first time in her life a darkening, weary look beneath her eyes. It seemed to her that she was growing old. Not all of a sudden old, be it understood, but more dismally than that, gradually old. Other signs she looked for. She could not find them. There were no hollows on her temples; no doubling of her chin; no stoop of her neck; no wrinkles anywhere. Nevertheless she realised that age was. She 272 would change from year to year though her life remained the same. Oh, the intense misery of an outlook so completely hopeless! Johanna hated her own indifference to life. Yet life under its new conditions seemed absorbed in indifference. She was a human being stranded; impotent to carve her own future; a vegetable just sentient enough to be conscious of vegetation.


  So the summer chilled into winter. Autumn is not accounted a season in Norway. As the days shortened and grew colder, the stove in the farm parlour was lighted, and customs assumed their character in keeping. Card games began in the evenings, and there were dances now and then. The first was in honour of the sheep-shearing. The sheep, which all through the warm weather had been fending for themselves up in the hills were brought down to the farm, clipped, and let loose within its boundary. Then the farm hands made merry, and with them their master and mistress and the friends of the family. Johanna the year before had been in her quiet way completely happy on this joyful occasion. It was true that the deacon was not present. His dignity he held in too lofty an estimation to permit him to mix thus freely with the people. But Johanna had had the impression of him about her. So she had danced and laughed—all quite quietly, as was her manner—and looked fresh and light-hearted, and had assured her aunt that she had thoroughly enjoyed herself. Perhaps most of that delicious content had been secured by her absence from Helga upon the business of gathering the flocks upon the mountains. It was so completely satisfying to return, knowing that he was there; knowing that, though upon that Saturday night in the barn he would not be present among the merrymakers, the next morning she would see him in church. How those Sundays were blessed! Only illness could deny her his presence thrice that 273 day, excepting during the three months when he took travelling school in the mountains. And Hjorth and Johanna were never ill.


  Her uncle invited her to go up with him to fetch the flocks home again this time. She consented. The affair took them three days. One whole day they drove up in the old family carriole into the hills, meeting on the way scores of others on the same errand as themselves. The next was occupied by a sorting of the sheep (which had been driven into pens in the valley by boys) and a village entertainment. The third saw the return journey. Johanna took the whole occasion with more than usual quietude. She had no disappointment to face. The blank lack of interest that life at Helga meant for her would not, she had felt, be dispelled by the three days’ jaunt to the hills. She had expected no change. She accepted the listless joylessness of existence, and did not even sigh for sorrow that such life was. But her uncle noticed her indifference, and determined to lose no time in settling the girl. He had already an eligible bridegroom for her in his eye. He reminded himself of Ole Ormond. Some sensible man like Ormond would, as the farmer put it mentally, make all the difference to Johanna. Herr Berg knew nothing of his niece’s passion for Hjorth. If he had, his honest heart would have beat heavily with emotion, for Johanna was strangely, pathetically wistful, and Berg was aware that, just as it ran in the family to be concentrative, so did it to be constant. Without any idea but that his niece was sad, and needed brightening, he thought often of her mother, his sister, who, after three months of wedded happiness had lost her husband, and had herself died a heart-broken woman directly after Johanna’s birth. Even, however, had Berg been conscious of the reason of his niece’s grief, he must have acted as he did. For he would have felt quite sure 274 that for the deacon to look at his niece was something as unlikely as that his own little Lauritz should some day aspire to a princess of the reigning house. It was not that the deacon was in reality far removed in the social scale from Johanna. It was that the deacon was Hjorth, a man of pronounced ambition, with an exaggerated estimate of his own peculiar importance.


  IV


  Never had the tragedy of being, as opposed to the comedy of doing, been so plainly focussed on the lens of Johanna’s vision as on the evening upon which she first made the acquaintance of Ole Ormond. She, who had always been open-eyed to the influences of nature, was now dominated by what was happening about her. All was so changed with the outgoing of the Godliness that had before been the essence of all she saw and was impressed by, that she existed in a maze of mysteries. Mysteries alarm. Johanna was intimidated. For the winter mists that constantly rolled down the valley now, that crept up suddenly and quietly from one point or from all, and sucked up to the very walls of the farmhouse, seemed to be enveloping her and her life into what she comprehended it was become. All was narrowing, encircling closer and more close, towards a prevention of any change or stir. The tragedy of being is bitter. Johanna’s realisation of it came early, and found her an easy victim. The girl had no wit for self-sacrifice. She was unaware that she might defy the desperation of her case by declaring that, though for her the actualities of existence were over, there should remain opportunities for benefiting others of which she would avail herself. Tragedy with her had the fullest chance. She was devoid of the 275 cunning to parry—an easy prey to the foil of cruel circumstance. Therefore she met Ole Ormond, aware that he was the husband intended for her, and terrified because Fate had gone against her and was so powerful. It was Fate now, not God, that held her life.


  She tightened her lips therefore, and hardened her heart in presence of the inevitable.


  As for Johanna’s uncle, when he of set purpose invited Ole Ormond to sup with him at the farm and spend the night, he acted, as he would have declared, entirely for his niece’s benefit. Ormond was a thriving man. He had been the only child of his parents, and they, too, were without relations. The farm he had inherited had become his, then, without encumbrances. To Johanna’s uncle—who had charged upon his estate the keeping of two aged aunts, three sisters, and a mother, all of whom participated according to Norwegian law, in its profits—this was a circumstance much in Ole’s favour and to his personal advantage.


  But Berg must have hesitated, for he was a humane and kindly creature, in bringing so inflammatory a nature, so yearning a nature, as Ormond’s, in contact with that of a girl so sweetly fascinating as Johanna, had he guessed what Ormond was and known Johanna’s feelings. A glance at the man would have told a thinker of such things that Ormond was no ordinary person. Johanna, to whom the aspect of anything was always arrestive, looked at him again and again, with the furtive, watching gaze of a perplexed but interested spectator, at supper upon the first night of their meeting. Ormond’s hair was absolutely white—thick, healthy, in generous waves, but white. His face, too, was white, his features clearly cut and strong, his eyes dark and flashing. The pathetic droop of his mouth betrayed him. He was a man of intense feeling. Even while he laughed and made merry with the house mistress, upon whom the fascination of his picturesque 276 presence was not lost, and flung answers to the observations of his host, the impression of pathos clung to him. Johanna decided that she liked him. He was not of a pattern with the rest of her uncle’s guests.


  He stayed a week at the farm, then went away for a few days, and then returned. Johanna treated him with absolute trust, the affectionate trust of a little child. Ormond, on his part, fell passionately in love with her. But this feeling he did not manifest. There was nothing vulgar, nothing positive about his wooing. He had been in the habit all through life of suppressing his emotions. His intensity had been unwelcome at home to the widowed, shrewish mother with whom he lived. So he had become used to reserve, and, as use is second nature, had grown to like it. Though there was about him, in his every look, his every word, his every action, something that Johanna would have expressed as kindness the most patent, there was nothing to tell the girl she was the personification of all he had in his solitary life dreamed of as heaven, the possible heaven of this earthly sphere.


  There are men whom women could swear loved them unselfishly. Their manner betokens the essence of highest, purest, least human love. Women have wept to see such love, have laughed aloud, with the teardrops still dewing their eyes, to find themselves mistaken. There came no opportunity to Johanna to change the impression she had received of Ole Ormond. She never knew that his way of loving her was selfish. Had she been told so she would have been unable to believe it. Had she at last been convinced, she would have been very grieved. Every action of her immediate after-life was founded on this belief, that Ole loved her with such completeness that he would forego all things for her sake, voluntarily arrange all things for her happiness. Love, so she thought, meant selflessness with Ole.


  277 Ormond carried his tale to his dearest’s uncle first, and the good farmer received with acclamation the protestations of his devotion and the recital of his means. “They are all right,” he declared; “take the rest to Johanna and see if she approves.” So Ormond took them.


  Johanna consented to become his wife.


  Fate was too strong to be defied.


  It was then arranged that Ole should go home upon some necessary business, that he should next proceed to the town, where he should buy the wedding-ring, which, during her betrothal, the Norwegian bride wears, a badge as sacred and binding as the matrimonial circlet itself, and that upon his reappearance at the farm the engagement should be made known and the wedding-day fixed. There was no need to postpone the event. Ole’s house was ready, and Johanna’s uncle was anxious to see the girl settled.


  To this point matters had come when Hjorth, in his lonely lodgings, determined to lose no more time in offering himself to Johanna. He was weary of a solitary life, and in Vik he felt miserably a unit.


  V


  Johanna’s uncle accompanied Ole when he left the farm; Johanna, therefore, and her aunt were alone with the children.


  It was three mornings after the men had gone that Johanna received a letter. There was nothing extraordinary in that, as a circumstance, for Johanna’s schoolfellows often wrote to her. But this letter she saw at a glance was from no schoolfellow. It was from Hjorth. She knew his handwriting. Among her treasures—it was her most precious—she kept a note he had sent to her aunt, a polite refusal to one of her parties, which the irate 278 lady had thrown away in disgust. What could this letter have to say? Johanna’s heart beat gladly. At least here was a letter from him. She covered the envelope with ardent kisses, but did not open it until her early morning work was finished, and she was free to rush away into a lonely place where no one would intrude between her and the supreme moment of her life. She had a letter from him. So off she ran, and to the sea of course. The sea called to her, as it had to Hjorth, to come and be solitary, one with the element whose voice is sympathy in sound, whose very impersonality is strangely human, something mightier than man, above the denizens of earth, and beneath the God of heaven. The meadows were hard and dry, though the damp mists of autumn still obscured the sky; the air was very still. Johanna’s skirts as she hurried only slightly rose with the movement of her feet; there was no wind to meddle with them. One hand she kept in her pocket holding her precious letter; with the other she pressed the middle wire of the two fences she had to get through, passing from the fields on to the broad sands. Her favourite rock she gained with more than usual celerity, though it was difficult of access. She was as nimble as a goat. Then her heart began to beat, as it had beat when she received the letter, at first slowly with dull thumps that she could feel, almost with pain, then more and more quickly. The letter must ease her she felt. She drew her hand out of her pocket with it in it, read it without ado, and instantly started back for the farm, at a wild run, the slim page clasped in her palm, her hand and it upon her lips.


  Her aunt was in the kitchen, but Johanna called to her from the house room and Frue Berg entered, her face reddened by the fire, her eyes sparkling with mingled impatience and wonder at being thus peremptorily summoned.


  “Will you take me?” asked Johanna in a small, half-gasping 279 voice, as she handed the letter to her. This is what the astonished farmer’s wife read:


  
    Dear Miss Tubering,


    I hope you will not be displeased when you read this. I write to ask you if you will be my wife. I am very lonely here, and when I was at Helga I used to think you cared for me. I am going to write to your uncle to ask him if he will allow your aunt to bring you here to Vik. I know he has relations in the town who would take you in, and what I desire is, if my proposition meets with your approval, that we should be married forthwith. Of course I should have liked to come to Helga and fetch you away myself. But this I cannot do. Pray, then, influence your uncle to waive all ceremony, and what you do must be done quickly. If I could be certain of seeing you this week I should feel happier than I do now. I never thought that in so large a town as this I could feel so much alone. Helga was different.


    Believe me

    Yours faithfully,

    Christian Hjorth.

  


  Johanna only gave her amazed relative time to read to the end of the letter, before she interrupted the exclamation she saw was coming by this question.


  “Will you take me this afternoon?” she pleaded. Her aunt flushed anew, but her eyes softened and grew kind as she walked over to the girl’s side, laid her hand on her shoulder, and looking into her face said, gently:


  “Then it was Hjorth you loved all the time. I knew it.”


  Johanna did not make any reply, but she too rose, and while her aunt went to the tall bureau in the corner of the room, pulled out a drawer and from it took her black silk dress, Johanna fetched a small desk, which she placed upon the table, and seated herself to 280 write a letter. It was to Ole, and in it the girl expressed quite simply her reasons for taking the step that was to change both their lives. She loved Hjorth, she said, and she knew that Ole loved her so dearly that he would want her to do what pleased her most. She added that she had known Hjorth one year for every week that Ole had known her. The meaning of this she was certain Ole would understand.


  “I am not sure whether I should,” demurred Frue Berg, as she eyed the white frilling in her grown, to see that it was clean. Johanna looked back at her. She was just leaving the room for her own.


  “The train leaves in half-an-hour,” she said, and went away. “If it’s to be done, it must be done quickly,” muttered the farmer’s wife to herself. “I never could think matters over. And it’s a match, quite a good and high match for Johanna. She loves the deacon. He’ll rise in the world for certain.”


  As the woman and the girl travelled to Vik, Johanna was speechless, but her aunt was extremely voluble.


  “I justify myself for what I am doing,” said she, “by recollecting the days of my own courtship. My position was exactly that of yours, Johanna, only that in England we do not think of betrothals so solemnly as you do here in Norway. What I said to your uncle was that though I had been engaged to Tom Wills for a month to please my mother, I should now consider myself. And it ended in our making a runaway match, very much as you are doing, my dear.”


  Johanna turned her head from the window, whence she had been gazing over the great expanse of moorland, which is a peculiarity of that corner of the southern seaboard, and her serene eyes met those of her aunt, who forthwith continued her rather nervous harangue.


  281 “What I shall tell your uncle will be just this,” said she; “Johanna cares for the deacon in the same way that I cared for you. That is why I took her off. He cannot blame me, for, if he should do so, it will show that his love for me is dead, and that,” she added, in lower tones, and with a gay toss of her head, “I am sure is not the case.”


  Still Johanna said nothing. She was never a girl of many words, and this affair had the astonishing strangeness of the unexpected about it; that is to say, it so convinced Johanna of its absolute positiveness that had she known for years past that Hjorth loved her, she could not have felt more at home with the knowledge than she did then.


  When they alighted at Vik station the farmer’s wife, whose nervousness was becoming more assertive, proposed that they should go straight away to Hjorth’s house.


  “Better see him and make all arrangements,” she remarked, “before going to your uncle’s sister’s. Then we shall know how to act. Let me see now. We have the address in the letter.” She felt in her pocket for the letter, pulled out her handkerchief, an extra pair of gloves and her keys, then turned the pocket inside out, but there was no letter. “That is annoying,” she said, “because I think I have left it on the table for everyone to look at. But we can’t help it, and I remember that he lives in the Valbjerg-Gade.”


  “The number is 52,” Johanna said quietly, drawing the letter from her own pocket.


  Their few belongings the women had packed in a couple of boxes used by Norwegians, oval wooden things, gaily painted, with tightly fitting tops and convenient handles. These they carried to Hjorth’s lodgings, where they arrived ten minutes after leaving the station. The trepidation, which Frue Berg was slow 282 to acknowledge, once more asserted itself as they climbed the stairs to Hjorth’s room; so, catching sight of an oil-stove through the half-opened door of the kitchen as they passed, she declared she must positively go in and see the “machine,” so that she might order one for herself like it.


  “You go on,” she said to Johanna, “and I will follow in a few moments.”


  So Johanna went on calmly enough, and, when she had knocked at the door of the deacon’s room and had got no reply she walked inside, to find Hjorth lying back in a chair asleep. As she stood looking at him his eyes opened, and seeing her, he sprang to his feet, took her hands in his and kissed them gently.


  “So you have come,” he said. “That is good.”


  Nevertheless, five minutes later Johanna walked downstairs again, and tapping her aunt on the shoulder, separated her from the woman of the house, with whom she was in lively conversation concerning the stove, with these words:


  “We are to go back by the first train to Helga. He says so. There are only a few minutes in which to catch it. Be quick.”


  Then Johanna’s aunt understood that she had made a great mistake. It did not need any explanation on Johanna’s part, though the girl gave it in calm, even tones, to assure her that Hjorth refused to marry one who was already promised to another.


  “Why did you tell him?” she asked, rather ruefully.


  “Of course I told him,” Johanna replied.


  “Then more silly you,” said her aunt. “That should have come later.”


  So they caught the train, and went journeying homewards. The afternoon was closing in, and the great Jaederen plain 283 stretched drearily, a great, sad, mysterious blank on either side of them, and when they reached Helga station it was quite dark, and they had been speechless for more than half an hour.


  Hjorth had sent her back; that was all Johanna’s numbed mind could comprehend.


  VI


  Johanna and her aunt separated at the station. Frue Berg set off at a great pace for the farm, but Johanna turned in just the opposite direction. Frue Berg was tired, anxious, and very cross. Foreshadowing, of distress and discomfort as a result of the afternoon’s escapade haunted her. She vaguely wondered in what form her niece’s and her own action would be punished, and settled in her mind that there should be good excuses coined for their visit to Vik, which Herr Berg would accept without any doubt. Johanna, she determined, should be made to understand that her foolishness in telling Hjorth she was betrothed must not be repeated by making a clean breast of matters to Ormond. “If I’d understood the girl,” grumbled the farmer’s wife to herself, “she should have gone down on her bended knees before I’d have taken her to Vik.”


  As she tramped sullenly along the sandy road leading from the station, head downwards, walking in growing wrath mingled largely with resentment, with a thought for the baking she had left behind, and the teasing side conviction that the fact that she had done so unhousewifely an action would materially interfere with the appearance of truth her tale would bear, Frue Berg heard a sudden chorus of shouts.


  “It’s something to do with Lauritz,” she cried out, quite loud; and with the mother-wit of a woman there flashed into her mind 284 a prescience of what was actually partly the case. “He’s at the eel-traps,” she said as she ran, “he’s drowning; my boy’s dead.”


  Glimpses of lights flashing here and there in the dimness down through the leafless trees in the meadows where the river ran, confirmed her suspicions. Unaccustomed though she was to running, she struggled on, thick, incessant utterances forcing themselves from her trembling lips. “To think I should have left them—wicked woman as I am. Won’t someone tell me whether my Lauritz is drowned? Is he dead—is he dead, I say?” There was not a creature at hand to reply. Frue Berg had never felt so much alone, nor so helpless, in all her life before.


  As she approached nearer her worst fears were confirmed. The lanterns were certainly being carried backwards and forwards, in an agitated medley, beside the river’s brink. But before she actually reached the crowd of men, women, and children, her ears were gladdened by tones she recognised, though they were shrill and terrified, as her boy’s.


  “It was here,” she heard Lauritz declare. “Just here.”


  Frue Berg stumbled forward, made a way for herself through the cluster of folk, and seized the child by the arm.


  He was dripping wet.


  “What is it all about?” she asked roughly, once more anger predominating now that fear was soothed.


  Then Lauritz and a woman servant separated themselves from the rest, and told their tale, but Lauritz broke away from the recital to cry, and as his mother’s grip became tighter his wailings grew more intense, for he feared the wrath to come. Frue Berg hurried him to the house, listening to the servant the while.


  It transpired that Lauritz, whose ambition it had long been to set some eel traps in a place upon which he had had his eye for 285 some time, had seized the very obvious opportunity of his mother’s absence to carry out the scheme. He had therefore stolen out of the farm very quietly, had got into the boat, and had pushed off into the river. His haste and fear that he should be found out had been his own undoing, for, leaning out of the boat at his work, he had fallen into the river and would have drowned only for Ole Ormond’s interference. Frue Berg gasped.


  “Ole Ormond,” she screamed, “how, when did he come? Where is he?”


  “He is there,” replied the servant, pointing out riverwards. “That is why——”


  Lauritz here raised redoubled cries. His mother, who was undressing him, slapped him and pushed him away. Then she rose and took the woman servant by the shoulders.


  “You shall tell me all,” she said sternly, “all from the very beginning. But first, is he dead—Ole Ormond—is he drowned?”


  “That is what they fear,” declared the woman. “They cannot find him. But he saved your son’s life, Frue Berg, that he did; it is certain.” The farmer’s wife could have shrieked. Here was life playing her a sorry trick, and all for one little false step. She controlled herself, however, to listen. It was important that every wit she possessed should be about her.


  The servant said that Ormond had arrived at the farm an hour after Frue Berg and her niece had left it. The blot on the Fröken’s letter to him was barely dry when she handed it to Herr Ormond she declared.


  “Then he got the letter,” groaned Frue Berg.


  “Certainly, yes, he got the letter,” the maid answered, with some resentment. “It was for him, and I saw that he had it.”


  “And afterwards?”


  286 “Afterwards he seemed angry.”


  “Did he say anything?”


  “Say, no, that is, I know nothing. I was at work in the kitchen,” the woman replied. “He went out into the garden and sat on the seat. He and Lauritz there were talking.”


  “Never a word,” whimpered Lauritz from his bed. He had got himself into that haven of repose and felt that he might speak at last with impunity.


  “What do you mean?” his mother asked sharply.


  “Just that and no more,” answered the boy. “What Anna heard was Ormond talking to himself. I went up to him and he was swearing—cursing aloud—bad, wicked oath words.”


  “Go to sleep,” said the farmer’s wife, and left the room with the maid.


  “You haven’t heard the rest,” Anna whispered, with her apron to her eyes. She proceeded to narrate that directly she had missed Lauritz, she had rushed out to the river, and, finding, the boat gone, had shouted across the water for him to come back. Almost at that moment there was a shriek from the lad. “He is drowning, he is drowning,” she had cried aloud, running towards Herr Ormond. Then Herr Ormond had strode past her with all his speed to the river, and had swam out to Lauritz.


  “He came back with him so quickly that I couldn’t have believed it possible,” concluded she.


  “And then?”


  “No one knows. He was missed. The farm men had hurried up. But not a creature could discover him. Nils says he must have slipped back into the stream with cramp on him, and been taken off by the current over the rocks. They are searching. God send they may find the good gentleman.”


  They were searching still when Frue Berg went out again; 287 dragging the river with huge salmon nets, the handiest means they could devise.


  “It’s for the body,” explained the maid, who kept close by the mistress’s side; “they’ll never find him alive.”


  Frue Berg groaned again. A great wish was upon her for her husband. She longed to tell him everything, to hold back nothing, to gloss nothing. She sent a man post-haste to Bruvand, where she believed that he would be, to fetch him.


  Four miles out of Helga the man, who was mounted on one of the creamy yellow farm ponies, met Berg in the stolkjærre coming homewards. With him was Johanna. The man shouted the dire news out to Berg, who whipped up the companion pony he was driving into a fierce gallop. It was dangerous to drive on so dark a night at speed so terrible, along a rough road, with loose stones everywhere, and deep pools at constant intervals unprotected from the causeway, but Berg was a man who got the utmost out of his cattle with safety. Before he started off, he gave the mounted man directions.


  “Go instantly to Ormond’s house,” he said, “and see if he is there. Say nothing of all this to Madam. Simply inquire of the servant and return with your information. Borrow a horse for the return.”


  There was a long shawl wrap across his shoulders and Johanna’s which he gathered tightly about her and himself, and gave into her hands.


  “What can it mean, child?” he whispered as he bent over her to adjust the wrap. His voice was very tender.


  “Lars will find him safe enough,” she declared calmly. “I passed him and had speech with him an hour since, on the road.”


  “As we go tell me again. The night is still. I shall hear.”


  So Johanna retold her tale, and the farmer, tormented as he was 288 with fear and sorrow, had the acumen to observe that in no way did it differ from her previous story. She was as clear, as self-possessed, as satisfied as she had been before. Her very utterance bore the sound of simplest truth.


  She declared that at the station her only wish was to find her uncle and Ormond, and tell them all she had done. Ten miles off was Ormond’s house. She had set out with the intention of getting there as fast as possible to ask him for his consent to her marriage with Hjorth. She was certain he would give it when he knew that Hjorth wanted her, and she him. Seven miles away, from Helga—three from Bruvand, where Ormond lived—Ormond had passed her. He was running along the road. She had not seen him; she had heard him. He was running towards her, at the back of her, and she knew that it was he from his step. She had turned and called Ormond aloud, and Ormond had answered, “Well.” She resumed that she and he had not come together, that the voice from the very first travelled across to her from a path or way beyond the road over water, a short cut probably to his home, upon which he must have struck directly she had recognised him by his footstep on the road. It was a grassy path, she was certain, for whereas his hurrying presence was manifested by the sound of his feet upon the highway, there was nothing to hear during their short conversation, although they both ran, and in the same direction, she on the road, he beyond the lake on the sward. She described how his voice had travelled, at first clear and loud, then more and more distantly, until at last it had altogether become inaudible. She had talked the most; she had told him everything. “He will be happy,” she ended with serenity. “He wished me well and blessed me. I always knew it. I could not be mistaken. He cared for me just as God cares.”


  Upon the arrival of the pair at the farm the same explanation 289 was given again, with the same conviction of its truth as far as Johanna was concerned, and the information added that she had tarried at the roadside after her interview, if such it could be called, was over, in order that she might consider whether to proceed to Bruvand to find her uncle, or whether to go home and await him there. While she was waiting she had heard the wheels of the stolkjærre and had run to meet it. Her uncle was in it, and she had repeated the history to him out there beneath the fjelds on the lonely road, telling him also of her so recent meeting with Ole. To her the idea that Ole was drowned was ridiculous. But to her aunt and to the farm folk it was like a conviction of the worst fears, this meeting with the unseen. His body, it was true, was not found, but neither was there to be discovered one single person who could say they had seen the man after he had handed Lauritz over to the maid. The farmer’s wife sobbed out that it was Ormond’s ghost that had held communion with Johanna. The farm folk shuddered, and believed their mistress. The girl’s uncle dragged the river the night through with proper appliances but no result, and in the morning the message that Lars brought back from Bruvand was that the master had not been seen there, and up to the time of Lars’ departure for the farm had not arrived. Then the whole country-side was roused, and search was made.


  But Ormond was not found.


  VII


  Hjorth in Vik town when the news reached him was absolutely furious. Fortune was never to favour him, it seemed, in love. He had persuaded himself that Johanna was really dear to him 290 after his disappointment over Amy Travis; now he knew that it was no more Johanna than it was the girl who waited on him in his rooms. He had been lonely and had wanted a companion. Johanna, the woman who had worshipped him, appealed to him as a desirable one; that was all. But here was a pother. Here was a matter that concerned him nearly; though it was in no way one of his making. He had proposed for the second time to a girl who was already engaged, and this one, foolish idiot, had compromised him, had involved him in a tragedy that had ended in the self-inflicted death of her lover.


  It was in the spirit of self-defence that Hjorth journeyed down to Helga, and made his way to the farm. Rumours in Vik so far had suggested no solution of the mystery of Ormond’s death (all were convinced that he was dead) that involved any idea of suicide. Hjorth had not the slightest doubt personally but that suicide had presented itself to the wretched man. He was persuaded that the reason of Johanna’s journey to Vik had become known to her lover, and that the fact of the boy’s accident had put into Ormond’s way his chance of release. To save his own name from the stigma of dishonour and treachery that must stick to it, he felt, without any just cause, should his part in the tragedy not be properly understood by all concerned, he hurried to his former home.


  Helga hailed him with welcome; hailed him with welcome and not a whisper of reproach. It was at first a relief, as intense as it was unexpected, to find that he was honoured just as he had always been in the little sea-board village, from which he had gone to the big world. Then he became suspicious, and probed the innermost of the people secretly but certainly. When he was convinced that Ormond’s death was taken to have occurred as a result of accident after saving the lad Lauritz’s life—men must die, said the people; it was sad, but it was that way exactly with 291 hosts of others; they drowned a good deal in Norway—he repented him of his haste, and almost deplored the sanctity in which he held his good name.


  It had never been in jeopardy. No one, it transpired, had had the smallest idea that Ormond was a suitor for Johanna’s hand. The three who had known it—Berg, his wife, and Johanna—had not breathed the news to any person. It was very clear to Hjorth, on the other hand, that he and Johanna were looked upon as a likely couple. People nodded, and smiled, and surmised with cunning meaning that he was ready for a bride. At the farm, where he was entertained with the utmost courtesy and respectful cordiality, he met with no hint of the kind, it is true, for all mention of what was past was withheld; but the very fact of this restraint proved to him clearly that he was looked upon as the man to save the situation, to remove the tense horror of what had happened, from the minds of Frue Berg and her husband.


  He proposed, therefore, for the third time, and was accepted with a delight that pleased his pride at last. There was no doubt about Johanna’s love; it was intense. From beginning to end she had cared for him with a passion that had never cooled, a love that burned unalterably bright.


  VIII


  Johanna had been a wife some time when her story of the meeting with Ole on the Bruvand road was confirmed by his re-appearance.


  She and the deacon were living many miles from Helga then. They heard the news from the good uncle who had so generously believed in Johanna at that dreadful time, and had, by his patient philosophy and calm common-sense, made the best of what seemed 292 to have been a fatally foolish step on his wife’s part. Ormond, he said, had come home from America (he wrote as if they had all been well aware that he had gone there), with a charming wife and a beautiful child. He did not mention that he looked quite an old man, and that the white moustache he wore completely changed the expression of his face. But so it was. Ormond had materialised in spite of the few seconds of his last meeting with Johanna, and the self-abnegation of his parting words; and the moustache, had it been removed, would have revealed a cynical curve of the lips that erstwhile had drooped, before the sorrow that was to come.


  Johanna read about the charming wife and beautiful little child with eyes that beamed with joy. The deacon, on the other hand, made no comment—verbal or expressive.


  ·  ·
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  293 The Ballad Monger


  By Kellock Brown
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  297 Two Sonnets


  By Maurice Baring


  I


  
    Because she listened to the quiring spheres


    We thought she did not hear our homely strings;


    Stars diademed her hair in misty rings,


    Too late we understood those stars were tears.

  


  
    Without she was a temple pure as snow,


    Within were piteous flames of sacrifice;


    And underneath the dazzling mask of ice


    A heart of swiftest fire was dying slow.

  


  
    She in herself, as lonely lilies fold


    Stiff silver petals over secret gold,


    Shielded her passion, and remained afar


    From pity:—Cast red roses on the pyre!


    She that was snow shall rise to Heaven as fire


    In the still glory of the morning star.

  


  298 II


  
    You were the Queen of evening, and the skies


    Were soft above you, knowing you were fair,


    With Sunset’s dewy gold about your hair,


    And Twilight in the stillness of your eyes.

  


  
    You did not know your dear divinity,


    And, childlike, all unconscious that you walked


    In a high, mystic space, you smiled and talked,


    And stooped to pluck a rose and give it me.

  


  
    As at the gate of Heaven an angel-child


    Might wonder at an outcast’s pleading gaze,


    An outcast kneeling at the golden bars,


    And say: “Come be my playmate, here the days


    Are longer and the ways outside are wild,


    And you shall play with suns and silver stars.”

  


  ·  ·


  299 The Pied Piper


  By J. E. Christie
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  303 A Resurrection


  By H. B. Marriott Watson


  I


  The book slid gently from Gregory’s fingers, and closed with a rustle upon the table. He was not conscious of the movement, for in a moment he was rapt among high and tender memories. The verses sang in the current of his blood, and pulsed to the beating of his arteries. They resounded from distant years with the full ryhthm [rhythm] of an immediate echo. These instant reverberations in a heart long silent startled him with their unexpectedness. It was so long since he had provoked that pale wraith and image of his old passion. And now of a sudden his fibres were quick with a soft and melancholy yearning. With that passage in the poem, long since forgotten, the resurrection of this untimely ghost was charged with delicate and private meaning. His eyes fell again upon the closed volume, and he repeated the verses in a soothing whisper to himself.


  He could see Dorothea’s lips move to the phrases, her hand flutter unawares about her heart, according to a habit which had always affected him. He saw her bend and lean to touch him with her pretty air of assurance; soft fingers rested upon his arm. He sighed, and dropping slowly in his chair smiled very quietly at his own fancies.


  304 He was conscious of a certain penitence for the long omission of this memorial respect. The appeal of those lines allured him; he smarted and stung to reflect upon that oblivion in which so long she had been buried. Dorothea’s eyes solicited him with their soft radiance; they seemed to intercede with him for an interval of silent communion. That ghostly visitant in his mind tremulously pleaded her cause. Was it so much, she seemed to urge, to snatch a little space, a fragmentary hour, from out a life dedicated to another, a meagre alms to that poor soul he once had loved? It seemed odd to him that the voice he once had heard ring so clearly in those rooms had been so persistently mute. The echoes of those familiar tones had died out with the years. What brought them sounding from the silent corners at so irretrievable a time as this evening? He had foregone his lealty. He sighed and directed his glance upon the wall of his study where hung a slight water-colour sketch. It formed but a dash of colour, with no discernible proportions of a woman, and still less the faithful lineaments of the model. Yet Dorothea had stood and posed for that dainty sketch, and she it was in a manner that still inhabited the coarse cloth and looked forth upon him from blurred eyes. Gregory slowly unlocked a drawer in his bureau, and withdrew a photograph carefully enwrapped between covers. He held it before him, scrutinising it with attention, and the light of the reading-lamp streamed thickly upon the face.


  There was just such a look in those poor eyes as had fulfilled them many a time in life. She watched him with that grave patience that had so sweetly mingled with her pretty playfulness. The head to Gregory wore an aureole, with its flow of bright hair. As he regarded the picture from under the arch of his hand, the facts and tenants of that room lost their importunate reality. At a stroke the winter was gone, and across the budding 305 English meadows he walked with Dorothea in the spring. It was not so very long ago, but the ten years had spanned a tragedy for him. Was it possible, he wondered, that love should pass quite away, should change and commute like the fashions of a generation? His eyes suffused. Ah no, he thought, not such a passionate whole love as theirs. He had not forgotten, only not remembered these six months. Somewhere under the sweet earth Dorothea’s gracious heart throbbed to his pulses, her pleading eyes were lit with thoughts of him. The photograph dropped from his fingers, as the book had done, and the curtains swung in a mist before him. His memories provoked a warm and happy past; a sense, as it were, of physical pleasure filled him in the recollection of those fine days, now gathered into forgotten Time. The sadness of his reveries filled him with a positive delight. He sighed again, and his glance fell newly upon the picture. Re-informed by his sensitive imagination the bright flesh sparkled with life, and reproached him with its immeasurable eyes. It seemed that those five years which had sounded in his ears so desolately long, which had worn so wearily, inadequately marked his supreme sorrow. The grass was ancient over Dorothea in those five miserable years. The world might well attribute to him a remarkable fidelity. At nights he had sat and thought upon her, those long and terrible nights when her departure was fresh among his griefs, those sad nights, too, upon which it became something of a solace to recall and remember and to weep. The devotion of his mourning spoke to his great love, and yet now that his old happiness and glory were vivid before him, he knew that not five years, not ten, that a lifetime should be the limit of his irreconciliation. The tears welled in his eyes; a short little sob shook him; his shaded eyes devoured the portrait; and then a knock fell on the door, and a light voice broke upon him.


  “May I come in, Frank? Are you busy?”


  306 The speaker awaited no invitation, as if sure of her answer, but came forward briskly to the table, and placed a hand affectionately upon Gregory’s shoulder. With a hasty motion he slipped the photograph between the covers of the blotting-sheet before him.


  “Marion!” he said softly, and touched her fingers gently, looking towards the fire in abstraction.


  The sudden contrast offered by this apparition took him aback, and for a full moment he was appalled at his own infidelity. Those ashes of the past burning brightly in his heart, he was newly affronted with the present. But the ache faded slowly, leaving in its place a sensation which he could not determine for pleasure or pain. His thoughts ranged vaguely over the enlarged area of the problem.


  “You are thinking, dear?” asked his wife, smoothing his hair with a gentle hand.


  There was something particularly caressing in her touch, which fitted with Gregory’s mood. He looked up at her and smiled.


  “Yes, child,” he assented with a sigh.


  “Aren’t they happy thoughts?” she asked, bending quickly to him with an imperious suggestion of affection.


  He indulged the sentiment in his blood. He was used to flow upon his emotions, and now the resumed loyalty to Dorothea in nowise jarred upon a present kindliness for the beautiful woman at his side. He patted her hand, and sought her face with a distant smile. As he did so the tenderness of her regard struck him. Her hair, the full form of her face, were as unlike Dorothea’s as they might well be, but there returned to him sharply the nameless and indefinite resemblances which had first attracted him to Marion. Was it merely that she inspected him with the same eyes of love, or was it some deeper community of spirit between the dead and the living that recalled this likeness? For the first time he realised 307 quite clearly why he had married her. Turning with an abrupt movement in his chair, he held her with his melancholy gaze. The sudden act ruffled the papers on the desk, and the blotting-pad slipped and fell to the floor. With her usual impulsiveness Marion stooped and gathered the scattered papers, still clinging to his hand. He had not understood the misadventure, and her next words startled him.


  “Who is this?” she asked.


  Gregory saw that she had the photograph in her hand. He thrust out his disengaged arm, and put his fingers on it.


  “It is a—a friend,” he murmured faintly. Her clutch resisted his; she surveyed the portrait slowly.


  “What friend?” she asked curiously, and glanced at him.


  Something she perceived in him made her drop his hand, and scrutinise the photograph again.


  “Who is it, Frank?” she said, with a show of agitation.


  He cleared his throat. Though to himself the situation presented no anomalies, he felt that this was no occasion for candour.


  “Oh, a very old friend, who is dead,” he said; and then, breaking the silence that followed, “let me have it, Marion, I’ll put it away.”


  “No,” she said, starting from him. “I know.”


  He seemed to catch something tragic in her tone, but he laughed a little, as though undisturbed. “I don’t think you do,” he said vaguely, “you never met her.”


  “So this is she,” said Marion in a low voice, heedless of his interruption. She contemplated the picture in silence, and then with a bitter cry threw it from her. “If I had known,” she moaned, “if I had only realised!”


  Gregory stirred uneasily. “Come, Marion,” he said soothingly.


  308 She shook off his hand, and lifted her face. “Did you love that woman?” she asked suddenly.


  Her manner hardened him; it was ungenerous that she should so reproach him.


  “You know I was married before,” he said coldly.


  “Did you love her?” she repeated.


  Her demeanour put him in the wrong; it was as if she was inviting him to plead guilty that she might pronounce his sentence. He rose impatiently.


  “I think we have discussed this enough,” he observed.


  “You will not answer me,” she broke forth passionately; and then “yes,” she assented, “quite enough;” and without a word further walked from the room, closing the door behind her softly.


  Gregory was vaguely troubled. A confluence of emotions mingled in his mind. He resented the interruption upon his thoughts. The opposition of the two women did not appear to him incongruous. He had been willing enough to entertain them in company, the one as that revisiting memory, the other as the near associate of his life. He had a sense of irritation with Marion’s jealousy which had thus disturbed the current of his great regret. He was not a man accustomed to confront vexatious problems, and wondered petulantly why he might not follow his own feelings without challenge. He walked to the fire and poked it in annoyance, and then, returning to his table, once more took up the photograph. The simplicity of that countenance was underanged; its regard dwelt upon him with changeless affection. He sighed. Dorothea, at least, kept her full heart, placid with the old accustomed passion. It pleased and soothed him to consider that here he might commune with her still, discharged from the gross accidents of life. His attachment to Marion did not conflict with his undying compassion for the forsaken companion of his youth. And now, again, his blood 309 was spinning with thoughts of that one who had been wrapt these five years in the shroud of death. The flow of the old mood resumed in him, and softly replacing the picture in his drawer, he opened the long windows of his room and walked forth silently upon the lawn.


  The wind was blowing through the garden, and the rain flew in gusts upon his face. He passed down the walks and entered the dark shrubbery. Here was an interval of silence in the savage night. The little arbour peered through the barren branches, seeming to beg his pity, thus abject to the desolation of the winds. He could see through the dull panes Dorothea’s face pass and repass. Her large eyes beckoned him. This spot was consecrated with recollections, and the horrid winter aspect made him shiver. It appeared to consist with the broken pieces of his life. He recognised now how tragic was the dissolution of the beautiful dream. Inside the house he had taken a warmer prospect; but here his heart turned cold insensibly. The shrieking in the branches and the driven rain, the rude turmoil of these barbarous elements, partook of a demonstration against him. Only here, and apart from the public spaces of the garden, lay a little private altar between him and the past. He wondered drearily how he could have married again, wondered with no judgment upon himself, but only with a caressing pity, with tears, with a pathetic sense of isolation.


  He had grown into a very tender mood, and once indoors again, went direct to his wife’s room. In the dim light he could discern her stretched in abandonment upon the bed, and putting out his hand he touched her.


  “Come, dear,” he said gently.


  He was very full of kindness, and had the desire to hold her to him, and to comfort her. The roaring rain and the wind accompanied 310 his feelings. Marion moved convulsively and gave no answer.


  “Come, dear,” he repeated affectionately.


  She broke out weeping, and he gathered her in his arms, hushing her as he would a child upon his knee. He was sure that his heart was buried with Dorothea, and it was duty to console and soothe this poor girl with fraternal solicitude. Suddenly she sprang from him.


  “No, no,” she cried between her sobs; “your arms have been about her; her head has rested on you. Oh, my God, Frank! Why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t I realise? You have given me nothing—I have only the remnants. You are divided between me and the dead.”


  “No, no, no,” he urged softly; “you are overwrought; you are foolish, Marion. This is being morbid.” He would not deny the re-arisen love. It had broken its grave, and come forth, and its arms were about him.


  She clung to him; she whispered passionately in his ear: she pleaded with him to dishonour and annul that old affection so associated with memories. And slowly in the accession of her neighbourhood, and under the warm spell of her arms, the forlorn images which he had entertained in his fancy retreated. Her clasp stirred him; the grace of her slender body, abandoned to this agony of weeping, shook him; her face, superfluous with its tears, invited his hesitant lips. He drew her closer, whispering to her questions.


  “Yes, yes, you know I love you, dear,” he murmured; “and you are first, darling, you are first.”


  Before this renunciation that freshly-awakened ghost withdrew reluctant. She was denied her dignity; her attendance was discharged. Beneath the earth, where Dorothea’s gracious heart 311 had so long beat to his, she must again seek the cold refuge of oblivion.


  Marion put her hands about his neck, and the eyes that looked upon her were alight and shining.


  II


  As the sun struck through his window Gregory set down his pen and looked forth. It was odd, he reflected, that these thoughts pursued him at this particular stage in his life. The remembrance of his first wife had not fallen upon him since his remarriage, until this trivial accident had provoked it. And now she returned persistently. He was quite aware that the verses upon which he was engaged were inspired with the sentiments of that revival. He felt in his secret thoughts that it was impossible to forget. He was still loyal to his dead wife, and it was only in the actual mellay of daily life that the living interfered with her sovereignty. He hung now between the past and the present, with no embarrassment and with no mental confusion, but merely with alternate and comfortable changes of sentiment. Though Marion’s nature was infinitely more emotional in reality, his own was wont to be more readily occluded by the drifts and shadows of spectral passions. She, upon her part, was for the time reconciled with her fears. He had confessed that she was first in his heart, and in the glory of that truth she was losing her pain at the knowledge that he had ever thought he cared for some one else.


  “It was before he met me,” she repeated to assure herself, “and he has never loved any one but me.” … “Men make mistakes,” she told herself, “and he took pity upon her…. With that 312 childish face, of course——;” and of a sudden the image of the woman that had forestalled her stabbed her like a knife. But in the glow of her returning confidence she put the temptation from her heart. And thus Gregory sat in his room composing his tender lyric to the dead, and his wife following her domestic charges about the house smiled at her foolish distrust.


  But in truth these various moods were too delicate to endure, and the passionate nature of the woman was as perilous as the sentimental weakness of the man.


  “Sing something, Marion,” said Gregory in the evening.


  She started, roused sharply from a temporary doubt that was darkening her thoughts.


  “What shall I sing?” she asked unemotionally.


  She wondered dismally if such a request had ever been presented before in that room, and the recurrence of that thought quickened her with sudden pain. She glanced at her husband, where he lay sunk within the comfortable arms of his chair, his own gaze vacant and wistful upon the fire.


  “What is it you want?” she demanded in a sharper note.


  He started. “Let us have—you play Chopin, don’t you, Marion? Play that waltz. You must know it. I think it’s 69.”


  Marion’s hands fell rudely upon the keyboard. Like himself she was designed by her own emotions, with little interference of her reason; but what in him proceeded in weak sentimentality issued of her in loud passion. Her blood was resolutely gathering heat, and she was slowly graduating into a frenzy of anger. But Gregory sat by unconscious, floating upon the music along past reaches of his life. He stirred upon the conclusion, and lifted his chin with a sigh. At that, the woman broke forth on him.


  “Why do you sigh?” she cried fiercely, turning swiftly upon her seat and confronting him. “What do you mean by treating 313 me like that? How dare you? You coward! You’re thinking—you’re thinking—I know what you’re thinking of. You cannot deny it. I defy you to deny it.”


  To his early start of surprise succeeded in Gregory’s face a cold disapproval.


  “I do not understand you,” he said in a chilling voice. “You are singularly hysterical. I cannot pretend to follow you.”


  She laughed harshly, and struck the notes in a discord.


  “Don’t you? I have less difficulty in following you,” she replied, with suppressed scorn. She played a bar or two. “I will not be used to recover your memories of the dead.”


  A flush sprang in Gregory’s cheeks. “What do you mean?” he asked angrily.


  “You understand quite well,” she replied with passionate deliberation, smoothing her cuffs with studied calm. “It was an excellent thought to make me fill the place of that—that woman. Men must condescend to makeshifts and stopgaps. But now that I know, it is another matter. I have no intention of supporting the memory, or of filling the post of—what was her name, by the way?” she inquired with some exultation.


  Gregory shuddered. He had been hurried into such rude and abrupt emotions. As he considered her, Marion appeared to him at this moment vulgar, clamant, almost as a shrieking shrew with hands to her hips. And he had been roused from a meditation of sorrowful sweetness to confront this. He had been moving freely among the tender memories of Dorothea, and the music had assisted his mood. This strident outbreak irritated him, and he frowned.


  “You—you drive me beyond endurance,” he cried, in a lower voice and with a gesture of despair.


  Marion laughed. “Oh, I daresay,” she said, being herself 314 indeed under the stress of feelings that could find no issue in language.


  He rose, and the sound distracted her. She clutched him fiercely by the arm.


  “It was true?” she asked, fixing him with her scornful eyes.


  “What was true?” he asked, shifting his glance uneasily.


  “You were thinking of—why, what was her name? I ought to have informed myself of that long ago.”


  She laughed hysterically. He shook off her hand; the woman was blatant, and deserved no consideration.


  “It was true that I was thinking of past episodes in my life which were more pleasant than the present,” he said slowly, and with the intention to hurt her.


  She rose with a cry from her stool, and, with blazing eyes, confronted him a moment. Then, with a swift change, the whole aspect of her face was struck to despair. She sprang to him.


  “Oh, my God! don’t say that, Frank, don’t say that. Oh, you will break my heart—you are killing me.”


  She broke into convulsive sobbing; a great, dull pain throbbed in her side. Mechanically he patted her.


  “There, there,” he said.


  “Don’t you see you are killing me?” she murmured. “Oh, you don’t know. You kill me. Oh, my God! I don’t want to hear her name. Say, you lied, you lied. You did not think of her, did you—did you, Frank?”


  The desolation of that clinging figure touched him.


  “No, no,” he said soothingly, “no, no, dear. You—you are mistaken. But you aggravated me. You——”


  “Yes, yes, forgive me,” she pleaded. “I know it was only the piece itself affected you. We have both been melancholy to-day. Oh, Frank, Frank!”


  315 Her arms encircled him; he was enclosed, as it were, within the greedy emotion of her love. Her face, moist with tears, entreated him with a quick access of affection. He bent and kissed her.


  “I think we must not misunderstand each other, Marion,” he said. She lifted her face against his with a little shudder.


  “O darling,” she sighed, “I am mad, I am mad. Of course I know. But you see, dear, it is this way. Now I know that you care for me, and never cared for her. It’s bad enough like that, isn’t it, dear Frank? But we won’t think of that. I am your only love. Men make mistakes; there are many fancies, but only one thing is real. Isn’t that it?”


  “Yes, dear, yes,” he murmured tenderly.


  He was engaged in the proximity of her beauty. He felt that he loved her. No shadow of the dead fell across that reconciliation.


  “We will never think of it again,” he whispered.


  “Never, never,” she murmured tenderly. “We will destroy all traces that might bring bitterness. Come,” she cried, starting from him impulsively, “let us do so now.”


  “What do you mean, dear?” he asked softly.


  “The—the photograph,” she answered. “Let us burn all our misunderstandings with it.”


  She caught his hand, and the warmth of her touch stirred him. He followed her from the room into his study.


  Marion opened the drawer and withdrew the picture. She held it averted from her.


  “Take it, dear, take it,” she cried tremulously. She thrust it into Gregory’s hand, and, still with his clasp in hers, he contemplated in silence the faded lineaments. A vague sense of pitifulness crept over him. The claims, embodied in that face, arose 316 resurgent in his heart. Dorothea looked forth on him with the familiar eyes; but this unnatural conflict were best determined, this memory were best re-laid in its habitual grave. He moved towards the grate.


  “Throw it in,” urged Marion. He stood hesitant, the prey of discordant motives. “Frank! Frank!” she called pitifully.


  With a sudden movement of his fingers the card was jerked into the fire, and lay for a second intact upon the bright coal. He drew a long breath of pain; a sigh came from Marion also.


  “Was she beautiful?” she asked, her hand covering her eyes.


  He paid no heed to her question. Marion lifted her hand and pushed the poker into the coals; the flames leaped and lapped about the discoloured pasteboard.


  “There, dear; see, we are burning our misunderstanding. You are mine; you have always been mine,” she cried.


  The stiff board slid forward and presented itself for a moment to Gregory’s gaze. A black streak lay like a cruel tongue across the face.


  “Poor girl! poor girl!” said Marion. She wrung her hands. “She was nobody—what has it to do with you or me? There burns a young friend of yours, Frank—a friend only.”


  Suddenly, and with an exclamation of horror, Gregory stooped low and snatched fiercely at the smouldering fragment.


  “What are you doing? Frank! Frank!” cried his wife in distress.


  “Leave me alone,” he said sharply, shaking off her hand.


  “Do not touch it! Dare to touch it!” cried Marion, gasping.


  He turned with the blackened paper in his hand, and his face was torn with emotion. She appeared to him like a brutal wanton, a devil that had tempted him to a cruel act. Ah, the pain of that sad, desolate heart beneath the grass!


  317 “I will never forgive you all my life,” he broke forth angrily. “You—you are a devil.”


  “Why—why——” she stammered, her mind tossing in the drift of her emotions.


  “I loved her,” he said furiously; “I loved her, do you hear? And you—you who attracted me by a chance resemblance, you——”


  His passionate utterance went no further. Her face had fallen ashen; she moistened her lips, and then with a little meaningless motion of her hand, she stroked her hair.


  “Let me go,” she murmured, and walked uncertainly to the door.


  The long windows of the dining-room stood open, and the moonlight was in flood upon the garden. Marion walked forth without intelligence of her action. Her dress trailed heavily upon the wet grass, and was snatched and plucked by the briars as she passed. Her brain was a heavy lump within her head; her heart, faint and tremulous, was shot at intervals with ominous pains. The calamity had fallen at the very moment of her triumph. She understood now that when she had merely dreaded she had not really suffered. Now that she realised, her frail world broke about her. His words had been a pitiless weapon against her, and she had fled as by instinct to hide the dishonour of her wounds in private, as some poor hunted creature steals away to die.


  Marion stood near the gateway and looked out across the meadow. It seemed to her now that she had come into this house upon a false pretence; she had no rights in it. She compared dully her joyous entrance barely six months before, in the full tide of summer, with this ruthless and ignoble expulsion. Circumferenced with her humiliation she contemplated the ruins of her life with staring, tearless eyes. The dark vault of the night, scattered with stars and 318 spread with moonlight, shone blue and clear above her. The earth under the white frost glittered and glowed with a cold radiance. The moon struck the face of the world to silver; the illumination of her sorrow lay around her. Marion’s eyes travelled over the great meadow to the verge of the uplands, and to them appeared in that far distance Gregory’s slight and elegant figure, with its quiet loitering gait; she saw him raise his head; the pale face with its odd fleck of colour in either cheek, smiled upon her. He opened his arms…. The meadow waved with wheat, but the same moonlight visited that opulent field of gold as shone upon this white and arid stretch before her. She could not discern between these rival pictures, the cold purview, this pitiless outcast, and the clanging gates that opened on her Paradise that warm summer evening. She clung to the palings of the fence, her body taut, her vision straining to resume that sweet inveterate fancy. A physical pain dwelt persistently in her side.


  The phantasmagoria dissolved into the inhospitable winds of night. She clapped her hands to her face and cried aloud. The agony of that irreclaimable remembrance mocked her. She left the gates and walked wearily through the copse. The bare, disparaged trees crowded upon her like curious, pitiful strangers, receiving her to a community of desolation.


  “But they will awake,” she cried. “The spring will bring them life.”


  She sank upon her knees in the vacant summer-house. She realised now that what she had intended was impossible. She could not leave him; she dared not forego the sight of that false face. Poor, passionate heart!


  “I am a coward,” she thought, weeping. His eyes had encountered other eyes in affection; other lips had touched his lips with thrills of happiness. And she inherited but the shadow 319 of a loyal love; it was with the rags of that strong passion that she was invested. It was hard that she should be the victim of that great fidelity…. Suddenly a great pain stung fiercely at her heart.


  His outbreak left Gregory with a slight feeling of remorse, instinctive with a gentle nature. That stricken face made him uneasy, and he turned at once to comfort himself for his cruelty.


  “It was diabolical to make me do that,” he argued, and in an instant the appeal of that burned and charred fragment diverted his pity to the dead. But most of all it was himself that he commiserated. He had compassion upon himself when he remembered how Dorothea would have winced under this shame. He had denied her, and must carry a heavy load of guilt upon his sacrilegious soul. He offered himself to the enjoyment of sorrow. The grave had not held its tenant; the disembodied ghost stole silently along the familiar corridors with a new face of reproach. Her features were marked with agony; he had invoked her from oblivion to discrown and disown her. The ruins of that picture made his heart ache. Her radiant flesh was scarred and whealed with his handiwork; it was as though he had struck her in her patience and her resignation. She had asked but a private corner of his heart, and he had refused her with contumely. He wept upon that dead despoiled face. The memories of that young love were bright and persistent. They dissuaded him from his constancy to the present. Now he thought upon it, every act and issue of his late life revolted him in his infidelity to Dorothea. Her voice sounded low and musical in the room; her hands turned the pages of her favourite volume. She sat against the fire and watched him with a sigh, unobtrusive, silent, a voiceless, motionless reproach. Gregory rose and thrust aside the curtains. Across 320 the lawn she seemed to move in her cerements, as she had moved five years ago, but now with a saddened step and downcast eyes. She paused by her rose-bush; she lingered in reluctance on her way. Opening the window he followed, in the conscious pursuit of his melancholy fancy.


  There, below the hollies, she might now be preceding him, as she had walked a thousand times in life. He entered the copse, and could imagine that she stopped and beckoned to him. His eyes fell upon the arbour. Surely it was thither that she would have him go, to commune there together as they had done so many summer evenings long ago. As he approached the summer-house a flash of wonder turned his heart to stone and then set it beating hard. From the high regions of his soaring fancy he fell suddenly to fact. He sprang forward with a cry of bewilderment; for Dorothea’s face, white and immobile, peered through the dim and grimy panes at him. He pushed aside the ivy, trembling, and stood staring through the entrance…. Was it Dorothea’s? …


  Upon that new grave he might now rear a second temple to the dead, and from her quiet place among the shadows she too might now steal forth to revisit his melancholy dreams.


  ·  ·


  321 Wild Roses


  By Stuart Park
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  325 The Quest of Sorrow


  By Mrs. Ernest Leverson


  I


  It is rather strange, in a man of my temperament, that I did not discover the void in my life until I was eighteen years old. And then I found out that I had missed a beautiful and wonderful experience.


  I had never known grief. Sadness had shunned me, pain had left me untouched; I could hardly imagine the sensation of being unhappy. And the desire arose in me to have this experience; without which, it seemed to me, that I was not complete. I wanted to be miserable, despairing: a Pessimist! I craved to feel that gnawing fox, Anxiety, at my heart; I wanted my friends (most of whom had been, at some time or other, more or less heartbroken) to press my hand with sympathetic looks, to avoid the subject of my trouble, from delicacy; or, better still, to have long, hopeless talks with me about it, at midnight. I thirsted for salt tears; I longed to clasp Sorrow in my arms and press her pale lips to mine.


  Now this wish was not so easily fulfilled as might be supposed, for I was born with those natural and accidental advantages that militate most against failure and depression. There was my 326 appearance. I have a face that rarely passes unnoticed (I suppose a man may admit, without conceit, that he is not repulsive), and the exclamation, “What a beautiful boy!” is one that I have been accustomed to hear from my earliest childhood to the present time.


  I might, indeed, have known the sordid and wearing cares connected with financial matters, for my father was morbidly economical with regard to me. But, when I was only seventeen, my uncle died, leaving me all his property, when I instantly left my father’s house (I am bound to say, in justice to him, that he made not the smallest objection) and took the rooms I now occupy, which I was able to arrange in harmony with my temperament. In their resolute effort to be neither uninterestingly commonplace nor conventionally bizarre (I detest—do not you?—the ready-made exotic) but at once simple and elaborate, severe and florid, they are an interesting result of my complex aspirations, and the astonishing patience of a bewildered decorator. (I think everything in a room should not be entirely correct; and I had some trouble to get a marble mantel-piece of a sufficiently debased design.) Here I was able to lead that life of leisure and contemplation for which I was formed and had those successes—social and artistic—that now began to pall upon me.


  The religious doubts, from which I am told the youth of the middle classes often suffers, were, again, denied me. I might have had some mental conflicts, have revelled in the sense of rebellion, have shed bitter tears when my faiths crumbled to ashes. But I can never be insensible to incense; and there must, I feel, be something organically wrong about the man who is not impressed by the organ. I love religious rites and ceremonies, and on the other hand, I was an agnostic at five years old. Also, I don’t think it matters. So here there is no chance for me.


  327 To be miserable one must desire the unattainable. And of the fair women who, from time to time, have appealed to my heart, my imagination, etc., every one, without a single exception, has been kindness itself to me. Many others, indeed, for whom I have no time, or perhaps no inclination, write me those letters which are so difficult to answer. How can one sit down and write, “My dear lady—I am so sorry, but I am really too busy?”


  And with, perhaps, two appointments in one day—a light comedy one, say, in the Park, and serious sentiment coming to see one at one’s rooms—to say nothing of the thread of a flirtation to be taken up at dinner and having perhaps to make a jealous scene of reproaches to some one of whom one has grown tired, in the evening—you must admit I had a sufficiently occupied life.


  I had heard much of the pangs of disappointed ambition, and I now turned my thoughts in that direction. A failure in literature would be excellent. I had no time to write a play bad enough to be refused by every manager in London, or to be hissed off the stage; but I sometimes wrote verses. If I arranged to have a poem rejected I might get a glimpse of the feelings of the unsuccessful. So I wrote a poem. It was beautiful, but that I couldn’t help, and I carefully refrained from sending it to any of the more literary reviews or magazines, for there it would have stood no chance of rejection. I therefore sent it to a commonplace, barbarous periodical, that appealed only to the masses; feeling sure it would not be understood, and that I should taste the bitterness of Philistine scorn.


  Here is the little poem—if you care to look at it. I called it


  328 Foam-Flowers


  
    Among the blue of Hyacinth’s golden bells


    (Sad is the Spring, more sad the new-mown hay),


    Thou art most surely less than least divine,


    Like a white Poppy, or a Sea-shell grey.


    I dream in joy that thou art nearly mine;


    Love’s gift and grace, pale as this golden day,


    Outlasting Hollyhocks, and Heliotrope


    (Sad is the Spring, bitter the new-mown hay).


    The wandering wild west wind, in salt-sweet hope,


    With glad red roses, gems the woodland way.

  


  Envoi


  
    A bird sings, twittering in the dim air’s shine,


    Amid the mad Mimosa’s scented spray,


    Among the Asphodel, and Eglantine,


    “Sad is the Spring, but sweet the new-mown hay.”

  


  I had not heard from the editor, and was anticipating the return of my poem, accompanied by some expressions of ignorant contempt that would harrow my feelings, when it happened that I took up the frivolous periodical. Fancy my surprise when there, on the front page, was my poem—signed, as my things are always signed, “Lys de la Vallée.” Of course I could not repress the immediate exhilaration produced by seeing oneself in print; and when I went home I found a letter, thanking me for the amusing parody on a certain modern school of verse—and enclosing ten-and-six!


  A parody! And I had written it in all seriousness!


  Evidently literary failure was not for me. After all, what I wanted most was an affair of the heart, a disappointment in love, 329 an unrequited affection. And these, for some reason or other, never seemed to come my way.


  One morning I was engaged with Collins, my servant, in putting some slight final touches to my toilette, when my two friends, Freddy Thompson and Claude de Verney, walked into my room.


  They were at school with me, and I am fond of them both, for different reasons. Freddy is in the Army; he is two-and-twenty, brusque, slangy, tender-hearted, and devoted to me. De Verney has nothing to do with this story at all, but I may mention that he was noted for his rosy cheeks, his collection of jewels, his reputation for having formerly taken morphia, his epicurism, his passion for private theatricals, and his extraordinary touchiness. One never knew what he would take offence at. He was always being hurt, and writing letters beginning: “Dear Mr. Carington” or “Dear Sir”—(he usually called me Cecil), “I believe it is customary when a gentleman dines at your table,” etc.


  I never took the slightest notice, and then he would apologise. He was always begging my pardon and always thanking me, though I never did anything at all to deserve either his anger or gratitude.


  “Hallo, old chap,” Freddy exclaimed, “you look rather down in the mouth. What’s the row?”


  “I am enamoured of Sorrow,” I said, with a sigh.


  “Got the hump—eh? Poor old boy. Well, I can’t help being cheery, all the same. I’ve got some ripping news to tell you.”


  “Collins,” I said, “take away this eau-de-cologne. It’s corked. Now, Freddy,” as the servant left the room, “your news.”


  330 “I’m engaged to Miss Sinclair. Her governor has given in at last. What price that? … I’m tremendously pleased, don’t you know, because it’s been going on for some time, and I’m awfully mashed, and all that.”


  Miss Sinclair! I remembered her—a romantic, fluffy blonde, improbably pretty, with dreamy eyes and golden hair, all poetry and idealism.


  Such a contrast to Freddy! One associated her with pink chiffon, Chopin’s nocturnes, and photographs by Mendelssohn.


  “I congratulate you, my dear child,” I was just saying, when an idea occurred to me. Why shouldn’t I fall in love with Miss Sinclair? What could be more tragic than a hopeless attachment to the woman who was engaged to my dearest friend? It seemed the very thing I had been waiting for.


  “I have met her. You must take me to see her, to offer my congratulations,” I said.


  Freddy accepted with enthusiasm.


  A day or two after, we called. Alice Sinclair was looking perfectly charming, and it seemed no difficult task that I had set myself. She was sweet to me as Freddy’s great friend—and we spoke of him while Freddy talked to her mother.


  “How fortunate some men are!” I said, with a deep sigh.


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Because you’re so beautiful,” I answered, in a low voice, and in my earlier manner—that is to say, as though the exclamation had broken from me involuntarily.


  She laughed, blushed, I think, and turned to Freddy. The rest of the visit I sat silent and as though abstracted, gazing at her. Her mother tried, with well-meaning platitudes, to rouse me from what she supposed to be my boyish shyness….


  331 II


  What happened in the next few weeks is rather difficult to describe. I saw Miss Sinclair again and again, and lost no opportunity of expressing my admiration; for I have a theory that if you make love to a woman long enough, and ardently enough, you are sure to get rather fond of her at last. I was progressing splendidly; I often felt almost sad, and very nearly succeeded at times in being a little jealous of Freddy.


  On one occasion—it was a warm day at the end of the season, I remember—we had gone to skate at that absurd modern place where the ice is as artificial as the people, and much more polished. Freddy, who was an excellent skater, had undertaken to teach Alice’s little sister, and I was guiding her own graceful movements. She had just remarked that I seemed very fond of skating, and I had answered that I was—on thin ice—when she stumbled and fell…. She hurt her ankle a little—a very little, she said.


  “Oh, Miss Sinclair—‘Alice’—I am sure you are hurt!” I cried, with tears of anxiety in my voice. “You ought to rest—I am sure you ought to go home and rest.”


  Freddy came up, there was some discussion, some demur, and finally it was decided that, as the injury was indeed very slight, Freddy should remain and finish his lesson. And I was allowed to take her home.


  We were in a little brougham; delightfully near together. She leaned her pretty head, I thought, a little on one side—my side. I was wearing violets in my button-hole. Perhaps she was tired, or faint.


  “How are you feeling now, dear Miss Sinclair?”


  “Much better—thanks!”


  332 “I am afraid you are suffering…. I shall never forgot what I felt when you fell!—My heart ceased beating!”


  “It’s very sweet of you. But, it’s really nothing.”


  “How precious these few moments with you are! I should like to drive with you for ever! Through life—to eternity!”


  “Really! What a funny boy you are!” she said softly.


  “Ah, if you only knew, Miss Sinclair, how—how I envy Freddy.”


  “Oh, Mr. Carington!”


  “Don’t call me Mr. Carington. It’s so cold—so ceremonious. Call me Cecil. Won’t you?”


  “Very well, Cecil.”


  “Do you think it treacherous to Freddy for me to envy him—to tell you so?”


  “Yes, I am afraid it is; a little.”


  “Oh no. I don’t think it is.—How are you feeling now, Alice?”


  “Much better, thanks very much.” …


  Suddenly, to my own surprise and entirely without pre-meditation, I kissed her—as it were, accidentally. It seemed so shocking, that we both pretended I hadn’t, and entirely ignored the fact: continuing to argue as to whether or not it was treacherous to say I envied Freddy…. I insisted on treating her as an invalid, and lifted her out of the carriage, while she laughed nervously. It struck me that I was not unhappy yet. But that would come.


  The next evening we met at a dance. She was wearing flowers that Freddy had sent her; but among them she had fastened one or two of the violets I had worn in my button-hole. I smiled, amused at the coquetry. No doubt she would laugh at me when she thought she had completely turned my head. She fancied me 333 a child! Perhaps, on her wedding-day, I should be miserable at last.


  … “How tragic, how terrible it is to long for the impossible!”


  We were sitting out, on the balcony. Freddy was in the ball-room, dancing. He was an excellent dancer.


  “Impossible!” she said; and I thought she looked at me rather strangely. “But you don’t really, really——”


  “Love you?” I exclaimed, lyrically. “But with all my soul! My life is blighted for ever, but don’t think of me. It doesn’t matter in the least. It may kill me, of course; but never mind. Sometimes, I believe, people do live on with a broken heart, and——”


  “My dance, I think,” and a tiresome partner claimed her.


  Even that night, I couldn’t believe, try as I would, that life held for me no further possibilities of joy….


  About half-past one the next day, just as I was getting up, I received a thunderbolt in the form of a letter from Alice.


  Would it be believed that this absurd, romantic, literal, beautiful person wrote to say she had actually broken off her engagement with Freddy? She could not bear to blight my young life; she returned my affection; she was waiting to hear from me.


  Much agitated, I hid my face in my hands. What! was I never to get away from success—never to know the luxury of an unrequited attachment? Of course, I realised, now, that I had been deceiving myself; that I had only liked her enough to wish to make her care for me; that I had striven, unconsciously, to that end. The instant I knew she loved me all my interest was gone. My passion had been entirely imaginary. I cared nothing, 334 absolutely nothing, for her. It was impossible to exceed my indifference. And Freddy! Because I yearned for sorrow, was that a reason that I should plunge others into it? Because I wished to weep, were my friends not to rejoice? How terrible to have wrecked Freddy’s life, by taking away from him something that I didn’t want myself!


  The only course was to tell her the whole truth, and implore her to make it up with poor Freddy. It was extremely complicated. How was I to make her see that I had been trying for a broken heart; that I wanted my life blighted?


  I wrote, endeavouring to explain, and be frank. It was a most touching letter, but the inevitable, uncontrollable desire for the beau rôle crept, I fear, into it and I fancy I represented myself, in my firm resolve not to marry her whatever happened—as rather generous and self-denying. It was a heart-breaking letter, and moved me to tears when I read it.


  This is how it ended:


  
    …. “You have my fervent prayers for your happiness, and it may be that some day you and Freddy, walking in the daisied fields together, under God’s beautiful sunlight, may speak not unkindly of the lonely exile.


    “Yes, exile. For to-morrow I leave England. To-morrow I go to bury myself in some remote spot—perhaps to Trouville—where I can hide my heart and pray unceasingly for your welfare and that of the dear, dear friend of my youth and manhood.


    “Yours and his, devotedly, till death and after,


    “Cecil Carington.”

  


  It was not a bit like my style. But how difficult it is not to 335 fall into the tone that accords best with the temperament of the person to whom one is writing!


  I was rather dreading an interview with poor Freddy. To be misunderstood by him would have been really rather tragic. But even here, good fortune pursued me. Alice’s letter breaking off the engagement had been written in such mysterious terms, that it was quite impossible for the simple Freddy to make head or tail of it. So that when he appeared, just after my letter (which had infuriated her)—Alice threw herself into his arms, begging him to forgive her; pretending—women have these subtleties—that it had been a boutade about some trifle.


  But I think Freddy had a suspicion that I had been “mashed,” as he would say, on his fiancée, and thought vaguely that I had done something rather splendid in going away.


  If he had only stopped to think, he would have realised that there was nothing very extraordinary in “leaving England” in the beginning of August; and he knew I had arranged to spend the summer holidays in France with De Verney. Still, he fancies I acted nobly. Alice doesn’t.


  And so I resigned myself, seeing, indeed, that Grief was the one thing life meant to deny me. And on the golden sands, with the gay striped bathers of Trouville, I was content to linger with laughter on my lips, seeking for Sorrow no more.


  ·  ·


  336 Two Portraits


  By E. A. Walton


  I. Kenneth Grahame


  II. A Child


  ·  ·
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  341 A Mood


  By Olive Custance


  
    The sun aslant the carpet, and the rain


    Blown sobbingly against the window glass,


    While I sit silent with a wordless pain,


    Pressing my heart between its iron hands.


    The slow hours pass….


    Between the dawn lands and the sunset lands


    My soul walks wearily with aching eyes,


    The whole world grey about her where she stands!


    Sorrow and she are tired of the long noon,


    The sullen skies….


    My friend at work hums softly an old tune,


    And in the grate, new lit, a fluctuant fire


    Puts forth pale pointed flame-flowers that full soon


    Fret all the rough black coals to fairy gold


    Of tower and spire!


    Sunlight and firelight, but the world feels cold—


    The wet trees toss their weight of tumbled green;


    And shreds of torn cloud banners manifold


    Drift up the dome of heaven, while slips the light,


    Pearl hued, between….

  


  
    342 … I wonder shall I meet you in the night,


    In that dear house of Dreams, Sleep’s dwelling-place?


    O Prince! O Lord of life! O heart’s delight!


    O Lover! never this side of the stars


    Seen face to face! …


    In vain my winged songs beat against the bars


    Of bitter life; then, falling mute and tired,


    Like leaves that the sharp hoar frost sheds and scars,


    Lie dead beneath the heaven they desired.

  


  ·  ·


  343 A Sketch


  By James Guthrie


  ·  ·
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  349 Poet and Historian


  A Dialogue


  By Walter Raleigh


  Scene—An Academic Grove


  Poet (who has been reading the “Midsummer Night’s Dream”). Ill met by moonlight, proud Historian!


  Historian. I admit that in venturing out in the moonshine I am poaching on your preserves—which you share, by the way, with the lover and the lunatic. But I am not of imagination all compact; I have lungs, and I came out to take the air. My History of Israel flags.


  Poet. No wonder; the history of Israel is thoroughly tired of being written. I believe the first man who learned to scratch on wax with a bamboo style began to write a history of Israel. Suppose you were to vary the monotony by writing a Psalm of David. I do not understand what you are driving at. Do you hope to supersede the Bible?


  Hist. Your ignorance appals me. As a collection of authorities and material the Bible cannot be superseded. As a connected and philosophical history its pretensions are slender indeed. The nature and meaning of events, the characters of men and women, are very imperfectly appreciated by contemporaries. I have 350 rehabilitated Esau, Jezebel, and Mephibosheth, among others, in the estimation of the world. If I had occasion to go further back, I could show that the first few chapters of Genesis are written in a party spirit very favourable to Abel.


  Poet. O Buckle, father of History, what a son hast thou! But I hope you will go further back. “Universal History,” to use the pretentious misnomer, is narrow enough at best, you are “confined and pestered in this pinfold” of some poor six thousand years, and nobody grudges you the exercise you take in it, for the most part upon crutches. The fact is that by the time a people begins to keep a diary, and to jot down its expenses and the events of the day, it has become respectable, the period of its experiments and escapades is over. It has lost its zest in life and in the gifts of life, and has sunk into office-work—a dull and formal precision.


  Hist. Were the Greeks dull and formal?


  Poet. They were amazingly like us. The chief difference, so far as I can make out, between them and us lies in this, that they did the same things better. I forgot—it is true that if you tickled them they did not laugh, or at any rate they were very difficult to tickle. But no nation, it seems, can have both pomp and humour highly developed. They had pomp. What have we? Still, if I had my choice at this moment, I would be allowed to look at yonder moon for five minutes through the eyes of a cave-man rather than through the eyes of a Socrates.


  Hist. And doubtless a monkey-house throws for you more light on society and institutions than, say, the Pan-Hellenic festivals?


  Poet. It does, and for a simple reason. I have been a Greek, have sulked with Achilles in the tents, and with Ajax have taken my last farewell of the sun. But I have never been a monkey.


  Hist. Courage, my friend! A man who despises human institutions 351 and scorns the history of their development surely need not despair.


  Poet. The greatest of human institutions is the human heart.


  
    “Humani generis mores tibi nosse volenti


    Sufficit una domus.”

  


  What if Juvenal be right? The heart remains triangular and the world spherical—to use the language of the older physiologists. If these two be constant in differing, what does your parade of development amount to? Human affairs run not, says Sir Thomas Browne, upon an helix that continually enlargeth, but upon an even circle. You spend you life in travelling laboriously over a small arc of the circumference; I strike for the centre, where Shakespeare and Æschylus sit throned and immovable. And that, I take it, is the difference between us.


  Hist. It is the difference between life and death. You remind me of the delusions of the early seekers for the North Pole. When you reach the centre you may learn too late that Shakespeare was an Elizabethan and that Æschylus fought at Marathon. There is neither vegetation nor life in the realm of frozen vapour that you seek. Long ago I noticed with regret that there are no facts in the books you write.


  Poet. Nor are there any fossil plants in my garden. When emotions, thoughts, desires, aspirations, regrets, reflections, lose their vitality and are petrified in the stream of History they become facts. I shall be a fact myself one day, and your grandsons, or, at the furthest, your great-grandsons, will have to learn me. They will get prizes for knowing all about me, including the date and place of my birth, which I do not myself remember. It is not live men you care for; your histories remind me of the Morgue, and all you supply is the squirt of cold water.


  352 Hist. You deceive yourself if you think that you deal only with live things. The very feelings that you pickle in your poems must die first. “Emotion recollected in tranquillity”—if that be poetry, history is action seen from a distance, in fair perspective, by a cool and unmoved observer. And I marvel how any one can hope to see the thing truly save at a distance. The sole use of newspapers, to my mind, is to store them in the British Museum, that they may be used hereafter by historians. The huddle and clash of near events bewilders. It is only by the wand of the historian that they are reduced to order, and so the procession of the ages, moving past in solemn review, becomes the most imposing of human spectacles.


  Poet. I agree with you in finding no present interest in newspapers—my feeling for “reviews,” by the way, is hardly warmer. But who will ever want them? The age that we inhabit and inform is erecting for itself a paper monument at the rate of a vanload per week of filed journals and newspapers, which are stored and arranged in the British Museum. It was once my fortune to meet one of these cars of Juggernaut, and I could barely resist the temptation to fling myself under the wheels, that so the triumph of History over Literature might be excellently typified. A library is now regarded, not as a treasury of wisdom and beauty, but as a “dumping-ground” for offal, a repository of human frivolity, inanity and folly. Newspapers, forsooth—why not collect and store the other things that wise men throw away, cigar-ends and orange-peelings? Some future historian of the gutter might like to see them. No, I would give to all these offscourings and clippings the same doom—“the unlamented burial of an ass.” History would profit, for she has gone after a crowd of strange gods and neglected her best friend.


  353 Hist. Do you know how History is written? For the process of discrimination to have value it is essential to let the tangle of wheat and tares grow up together. For the exhibition of the sequence of cause and effect it is essential to destroy no link in the chain which, however base its material, no doubt leads somewhither. Absolute stagnation of mind would reward your well-meant efforts; you would fain gaze at your own reflection in a duck-pond thick with borrowed fancies, because you cannot make a hand-glass of the sea. But Time unrolls itself, and some day we shall understand the script, if we are careful to save the disclosed part.


  Poet. Time will wear out and drop off in rags, or be blown away like a morning mist, and Space will be shrivelled up like burnt paper before you understand three words of the script· [script.] You try to read the world precisely as Mr. Ignatius Donnelly tries to read Shakespeare. There is the beauty and wonder of the thing plain before your eyes, and you insist on a hidden and portentously trivial meaning. I suppose it is “progress” you are looking for. Progress is economic, mechanical, a matter of bells and buttons and hooks, of methods of election and painless executions; it has nothing to do with the eternal subject-matter of the artist, and you, if you are not an artist, are nothing. I believe, nevertheless, that there are persons who can stand on a mountain-top and talk of progress. In fact, I have met them. They understood diet, which made me think that when a man says “progress,” it is the stomach speaks. Your case, of course, is different.


  Hist. Pray diagnose my case.


  Poet. You are tied to Time and you have to explain it. Time seems to me a kind of monstrous mastodon who ravages the jungle devouring all he sees. Now you have constituted yourself 354 his keeper—a thankless office! So when people get nervous at the appalling devastations the beast makes, they come to you for re-assurance. “Be easy, dear Sir and dear Madam,” say you, “he is rapidly being trained, and will soon be quite tame. His last meal was seventeen thousand men, twenty-three fewer, you will observe, than the day before. There is no doubt at all that we shall soon be able to get him into harness, and make him fetch and carry to market.” And what you say is grimly true: he took the Roman Empire to market, and it was cheapened and squabbled over by every brown-skinned huckster; he took the Greek mythology to market, and it was torn up and made into frills and cuffs for eighteenth-century poets; he took the Egyptian dynasties to market, and sold them for a little sand. He will take you and your History of Israel to market, I fear, and do you know what you will go for? Literally for an old song. As Gautier says:


  
    “The gods die in their fanes


    But shall Poetry pass?


    It remains,


    And outlives graven brass.”

  


  Now and again, I admit, the beast shows good taste. It was only the other day he took the book of Genesis to market. An enterprising man of Science offered him a rare monkey for it. He took the monkey, and kept the book—a far-seeing transaction. The monkey seems healthy at present, but no doubt it will die. Let us talk of real things—sun, moon, stars, or the plays of Shakespeare, according to the list of realities drawn up by Keats. I am cloyed with perishables.


  Hist. By all means. Perhaps you will allow me to say that first among realities I place History, sometimes it seems to me 355 the only reality. “True it is,” says my historian of the world, “that among many other benefits for which it hath been honoured, in this one it triumpheth over all human knowledge, that it hath given us life in our understanding, since the world itself had life and beginning even to this day; yea, it hath triumphed over time, which besides it nothing but eternity hath triumphed over.” You poets and philosophers are often like alchemists: you seek for the absolute, and believe that you can get a poem, or a philosophy, or some other chemic stuff, to hold the immortality about which you keep such a clutter. But in the end all goes into the crucible of History, and the residue, after refining, is pure historical value. A poet is popular to-day; the popularity is stripped off him to-morrow, and what is left? Nothing but his historical value. A religion perishes, or rather it does not perish, it sheds its followers, and leads a new and more assured existence in the pages of History. What a granite-like calm stability it has then compared with its fume and fret while it believed itself the absolute! Listen to the noisy declamations of a latter-day Protestant against the Romishness of Rome and the Papistry of the Pope, and then read the tremendous history of the Papacy. Which is the greater reality? Believe me, there is nothing but History in the world. A knowledge of History is the panacea for ignorance and prejudice; it checks the utterance of a thousand foolishnesses, and paralyses hundreds of idle tongues. Even our conversation, I venture to think, might have been some sentences shorter if you had studied History. But like it or not, to this favour you must come. It is the history of Poetry that will interest the men of the future. They will have tunes of their own to tinkle in their idle hours.


  Poet. See the avarice of knowledge. No single art ever says to another, “Stand aside, I can do your work.” I do not stop the brass-beater with an offer to describe the shield he is making. 356 But the men of learning are never satisfied till they annex the world. Still, if you are willing to extend yet further your conception of History, and to give up your besetting sin of politics for a time, I think we may come to terms, for I agree with something of what you say. If all other branches of knowledge, all the arts and all the sciences, all the religions and all the philosophies, are chiefly important as food for history, do not exclude your own pursuit. Write a History of History. Then we shall see how much of your vaunted stability you really can claim. We shall see whether Herodotus, Josephus, Matthew of Paris, and Gibbon were really employed at the same work, or whether it would not be better for History to drop the pretence of being a branch of exact learning, and to speak frankly of a Livy or a Michelet just as the picture dealer speaks of a Correggio or a Greuze. As for the philosophies, I make you a present of them; and the sciences, although no doubt they are useful, have not been long enough admitted within the circle of polite learning to have worn off their insolence and dulness—they are sadly underbred. I quite agree with you that books upon the origin of species ought to be included in a public library, chiefly that the curious of future generations may ascertain, if they are so minded, what the nineteenth century thought upon that question. But what do you say to my proposal? Will you write a History of History?


  Hist. I will do so on one condition only. Will you write a history of Metaphor?


  Poet. Certainly not. Why?


  Hist. The object of your proposal seems to be to compel me to take the sting out of my own pursuit, or, like the scorpion, to turn on myself with it and commit suicide. Am I right?


  Poet. More or less. But suicide is the wrong word. I should be sorry—no one sorrier—to be the death of a species of writing 357 that has given me so much pleasure. Every man must have relaxation; often when wearied by the austerities of my mistress Poetry I take refuge in the amiable and charming companionship of my gossip History. No, I would not kill her. What I want rather is to put an end to the courtship of History by the more boastful of the Sciences, the hectoring kill-cow Biology, for instance, or the talkative and muddle-headed pedagogue Sociology. Let her come back to her father Herodotus and dutifully accept the mate he gave her—Literature. Love and a palace; she will find nothing but bickerings and a hut with any of the Sciences. But why should I write a history of Metaphor?


  Hist. I will tell you in a minute. First, let me observe that no sane historian could accept your view. History is, no doubt, a composite of many things, but the views and renderings of individual writers are only superimposed on a basis of hard fact. Fate draws the outlines of the picture, the historian is left to do the colouring, no more.


  Poet. “Hard fact!” And how has fact been hardened since the days of Sir Philip Sidney? Will you allow him to introduce you to yourself? “The Historian … loden with mouse-eaten records, authorising himself for the most part upon other histories, whose greatest authorities are built upon the notable foundation of hearsay, having much ado to accord differing writers, and to pick truth out of partiality, better acquainted with a thousand years ago than with the present age, and yet better knowing how this world goeth than how his own wit runneth; curious for antiquities and inquisitive of novelties, a wonder to young folks, and a tyrant in table-talk, denieth in a great chafe that any man for teaching of vertuous actions is comparable to him.”


  Hist. We have long ago given up the pretension of teaching virtue; so that shaft misses its aim. And no doubt it is hard to 358 establish fact, and hard to preserve it. Nevertheless, the thing is done, and ’tis the dearest interest of knowledge.


  Poet. Nay, but examine the process. Take the city hard by. Yesterday there happened in it many millions of events, great and small. To-day there appears a sheet recording a few hundred of these. Who made the selection, and why? Are the most important events recorded? They are generally not even known. You have spoken of newspapers as “material,” but, long before you get a newspaper, Art and Selection have been at work. Plainly the events selected have not been chosen for their value to the historian, too often he may wander through wildernesses of newspapers in search of the particular facts that come to have a meaning for him. A certain rough principle of selection I suppose there must be, but it is hard to divine. A shop-window is broken, or a Mayor lunches, and straightway the world knows it. Could anything be more wantonly whimsical? So that my objection to your newspapers, after all, is not that they are history, but that they are art, and very bad art—the worst of things. But if selection and rendering count for so much in the history of a day and a single town, what must they not count for in the history of centuries and a whole people?


  Hist. The affair is not so hopeless as you make out. Thrones help, no doubt, and wars, and parliaments. Who is it that says, “Every beggarly corporation affords the State a mayor or two bailiffs yearly, a king or a poet is not born every year?” And I am willing to confess that great men often owe more than a little of their greatness to the laziness of historians, who are glad to simplify their task or recreate themselves with rhetoric. But the predilection for politics, which you deride, furnishes a guiding clue through the facts. Without some such clue history of course would be vain. That is why a 359 great many histories must be written—and among them your History of Metaphor.


  Poet. Why?


  Hist. As an antidote to the bad effects of poetry. You accuse me of pretending to feed people on solid fact, while in reality I give them husks and chaff. But your deceits are more dangerous. You pretend to pour out the sparkling water of truth while in reality you give them the intoxicating heady wine of metaphor. I have seen men on the streets drunk with a single metaphor.


  Poet. Then my history would be a dangerous thing, for plainly it would contain many metaphors.


  Hist. Yes, but deprived of their power to work evil. Nothing comes under the calm light of history without being purified. You would record the first known occurrence of a metaphor, do all needful honour to its inventor, criticise its later employments, and thus diminish the danger of its being taken by the ignorant for an argument, or, still worse, for a fact. As it is, intoxication abounds.


  Poet. That is the fault of the victims. Good wine is a good thing, though it be occasionally misused.


  Hist. But its misuse is not so disastrous as the misuse of metaphor. Take the metaphor of an army. How many miserable beings, suffocating in the atmosphere of party quarrels, derive a momentary elation from its misuse. “The Liberals have won the battle all along the line;” or, “The fighting has been severe, but the Conservatives have rallied round the ancient standard and carried the day nobly.” Here, it is plain, the essence of the comparison is lacking. If opposing armies had been wont to count heads and announce that the victory lay with the larger, no heroic associations would have gathered around war. More than that, you must suppose that the counting of heads is secret, that any 360 soldier may return himself as on either side, and that it is a crime for one of his fellows to reveal his decision. That is one way of settling a dispute, but where is the possibility of heroism? It is not heroic to try to make other men think as you do, every one does that as a measure of self-preservation and self-support. No, the ass is in the lion’s skin, the wire-puller has stolen the soldier’s coat, and conceals his theft in a metaphor. I do not know if you are acquainted with that other misappropriation of the same figure by a nomad sect of fanatics who make senseless catchwords of the boldest and most beautiful of New Testament metaphors?


  Poet. Do not nauseate me; I know.


  Hist. They are commonly said to rescue from drunkenness; the drunkenness they induce and encourage seems to me infinitely worse. But the English people have always thought highly of physical health, and are willing cynically to condone mental intoxication for the sake of bodily sobriety. That is what I cannot understand. Robert Burns, now, was not notoriously abstemious, and yet—but I am digressing, you must surely be convinced by this time that the world is waiting for your History of Metaphor.


  Poet. I am not at all sure that you would like it when it came. For although I agree with you that a metaphor is neither an argument nor a fact, I do not see how that diminishes its importance in thought. No doubt the mixing of metaphors, like the mixing of wines, is a bad thing; no doubt, when incarnate stupidity gets hold of the metaphors of incarnate genius it will put them to very odd uses. I knew a case myself of one who taught biology on week-days and Calvinism on Sundays. Whether the boastfulness of biology imposed on him, by impressing on him that it was the science of living things, and therefore of life, and therefore of thought, or whether he simply got muddled from inability to cope 361 with two subjects, I do not know. But he mixed his Calvinism and his biology, and began talking of shells and crystals and function and structure and protective mimicry on Sundays, to the equal horror of sound theologians and sound biologists. Yet, in spite of these admissions and experiences, you may be surprised when I tell you that I think metaphor, well and fitly employed, the nearest approach to absolute truth of which the human mind is capable. Now do you think I had better write your history?


  Hist. You certainly amaze me. I did not think that a poet or an artist could be so easily gulled by the mere tools of his craft. Of course I know that men of science who stray into the realm of poetic imagination are the dupes of many a fine figure and specious similitude. But for a poet, who works the marionettes, to believe that they are alive! It is incredible—much as if a painter should expect the fortune of Pygmalion.


  Poet. A man of science who wanders into poetry is usually looking for arguments or facts, and these, as I have admitted, he will not find. Sooner a leg of mutton in a gin-shop, as Shelley remarked. But for the poet himself poetry, and especially metaphor, is the nearest approach to truth. Have you never heard a painter maintain that a good portrait is better than the sitter?


  Hist. A passable after-dinner remark. Some one must start the hare; that hare would soon be run down. This much is clear to me, Poetry is truth clothed in the vesture of beauty. You must first find your truth, and then choose the best possible way of dressing it.


  Poet. That is the way in which Hume or Buckle would try to write poetry. In something the same way George Eliot actually did write verse. She was a clever woman, and the imitation deceived good judges. But poetry has never been written in that way, and it never will. For to a poet the thought and the figure 362 in which it is clad—nay, the very words in which it is conveyed—are really inseparable. Body and soul, form and substance, thought and expression, sacred and profane, fun and earnest—these and many others are familiar antitheses, indispensable in certain connections, but conventional and scholastic with no deep foundation in reality. Did a painter ever exalt the soul at the expense of the body, or a poet ever say that thought is everything and expression nothing, or a saint ever find the necessary business of life profane, or a great humourist ever assure you that he was only joking? A poet proceeds not by argument, but by vision. He does not clothe a soul with flesh, but informs a body with life. A body that has thus had a soul breathed into it is sometimes called a metaphor. Before that, it was probably a mere fact. Or it may have been a falsehood. It will live on if it find a soul. Witness our old friends the phoenix and upas-tree.


  Hist. If you prove anything, which I am far from asserting, you prove that History and Literature can never join hands.


  Poet. History can never be written in metaphor. It is so densely populated with facts, moreover, that it would be the height of unreason to suppose that they all have, or ever can have, souls. But whether they have souls or not, they can at least be attired in wedding garments. They are too often a ragged regiment, dissipated and lame, impressing only by their multitude and their idle clamour.


  Hist. Truly we are little likely to agree. The improvements I have made in the History of Israel are pointed in precisely the opposite direction. I have been anxious that the bare facts should not be falsified by the impress of style, and that no emotional excitement should blur the impartiality of my readers.


  Poet. A philosophical history, I suppose. But would you ever have set about it if there had been no Jewish religion? History 363 may discard figure, religion never can; if it does, it is rapidly becoming philosophy, it will no longer move men. And a very comic figure it cuts during the transition. One shoe off and one shoe on, like my son John of the legend. It is as great an offence in these cases to take off the second shoe as it is not to take off the first. But in the end you must go one way or the other, you must either think or see.


  Hist. I prefer to think. You will allow me, I hope, a certain low place in the rank of writers?


  Poet. Have you read the pseudo-Dionysius on the Celestial Hierarchy? There are nine orders of angels; with the highest, the Seraphim, knowledge springs from love; with the second order, the Cherubim, love springs from knowledge. If writers were arranged in like manner, I am afraid you would have to be content with being a cherub. But be easy, there are seven orders below you.


  Hist. And who is above me?


  Poet. Accept my apologies, I am.


  Hist. Because you do not speak without a parable?


  Poet. Because everything I say has a meaning; I do not catalogue the non-existent. Nothing in the world is of import save as it is interpreted and new-created by passion and thought, and lofty thought and intense feeling will see more in the facts than the facts themselves. So Plato saw in a shadow on the wall an explanation of the appearances of life. So Shakespeare saw in the spring and the autumn the symbols of the beauty and the bounty of his friend. Astrology, they tell me, is dead, but in the song of Deborah the stars in their courses still fight against Sisera. Wherever profound truth is to be expressed you must have recourse to figure. You men of fact assail the truth too bluntly, she is not to be won so; when you can say all that you mean directly, be assured it is perfectly trivial.


  364 Hist. You ought to have been a teacher of heraldry to decayed noblemen’s sons in a mediæval university. I do not want to startle you when I say that the Renaissance came four hundred years ago and brought in the reign of positive knowledge. Since that time the very artists have given up symbolism except as a game. Listen to a contemporary critic upon Michel Angelo: “Darkness and imperfection are infinite, indeterminate, confused, unknown, and can never be understood; light and perfection are finite, determinate, distinct, easily known and seized upon by the intelligence of man.” In your anxiety to avoid the clearness of the perfect you would plunge back into a morass of superstition and mysticism; you care for no picture but a hieroglyph, and value a bunch of spring flowers only as a lexicon whence you may compose your vague messages of sentimental inanity. Queen Anne, they say, is dead. Everything in due time, I have the happiness to inform you that she was born.


  Poet. Your choice of queens betrays you. The eighteenth century is gone, and has taken its historians and encyclopaedists along with it. It has left a few poets—William Blake for one, who questioned not his corporeal eye any more than he would have questioned a window concerning a sight. He looked through it and not with it. It is this looking through the eye that constitutes metaphor. But it does not draw vagueness in its train. The same Blake remarks that only an idiot has a general knowledge, the knowledge of wise men is of particulars—and so perfectly definite.


  Hist. It is late; and I must lose the ten tribes by next week. My publisher will not wait. The moonbeams are playing on your head—which statement I reach by inference, not by vision. Next time we meet let us talk about something we can agree upon.


  365 Poet. By all means. The uselessness of useful knowledge, say. Let there not be wrath between us, let us talk about technical education.


  Hist. And you will write your history? It is better than twisting the kaleidoscope of the vocabulary to get new patterns of verbiage. Moreover, you might disarm the hostility with which wise men have often regarded your calling. Plato, you know, would have hunted you out of his Republic.


  Poet. If Plato were alive, I would banish him out of this commonwealth of England, or rather it would have been done by the mob the day after he published his Republic. The crowd worships great poets (of whom Plato himself is one), not chiefly because they are poets but because they are dead. When there is no Byron-bait or Shelley-hunt on hand, they wile away the time by professing to admire Milton. He died a believer in polygamy, but at least he died. As for your History of Metaphor, you may write it yourself. But beware how you handle your dangerous material; I never knew any one who could not be trapped by the right metaphor. “The Stream of History,” or anything else equally cold and slow, will be quite enough to take you off your feet. But never mind, you will reach the sea. And there all of you that is susceptible of promotion will become vapour, and, who knows, you may drop upon Mount Helicon. I am going there on foot. So, for the present, good-bye.


  ·  ·


  366 Two Pictures


  By John Lavery


  I. A Barb


  II. Portrait of Miss Mary Burrell


  ·  ·
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  371 Wait!


  By Frances Nicholson


  
    Deep is the crimson in the west,


    And broader, deeper, fuller still


    The amber shafts and amethyst


    That fret the twilight of the hill.


    And wondrously in silver space


    The shadowy lake-world glimmers fair,


    A magic sunset and the grace


    Of fairy woodland, all are here.


    About my feet the blue-bells press,


    An azure sea of smiling bloom,


    And primroses’ pale loveliness


    Thick clustered in the mossy gloom.


    The placid ripples come and go,


    No murmur stirs the leaves on high,


    The bracken shakes, but who may know


    What trembling wild thing flashes by?


    Unsolaced in this green repose


    My labouring soul? and doubt-distressed?


    Oh! gates of the west roll back, disclose,


    Answer with splendour manifest.

  


  
    372 Answer, and end the long unrest,


    The strain to see, and touch, and know,


    The sad desire, the fevered quest,


    The hopes that die, the tears that flow.


    The green leaves listen and are dumb,


    The wild-fowl in the rushes sleeps,


    The placid ripples go and come,


    And the long shadow onward creeps.


    A silence, half mysterious,


    Half tender, wraps the dusk, and far


    In fading crimson, luminous,


    Shines cold and chaste the evening star.


    Nature is Heaven’s Prophet, vast


    Her wisdom and her strength, and great


    Her teaching could we learn at last,


    Obey in silence—work—hope—wait.

  


  ·  ·


  373 Two Pictures


  By Alexander Roche


  I. Idling


  II. The Window Seat


  ·  ·
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  379 An Engagement


  By Ella D’Arcy


  When Owen suddenly made up his mind again to tempt Fortune, and invest the remnants of his capital in the purchase of Carrel’s house and practice at Jacques-le-Port, he brought with him to the Island a letter of introduction to Mrs. Le Messurier, of Mon Désir.


  But with the business of settling down upon his hands—and another distraction also—nearly six weeks went by before he remembered to call. Then, having inquired his way, he walked up there one mild, blue afternoon.


  He found a spruce semi-detached villa, standing back from the road, with a finely sanded path running from the gate, right and left, up to the hall door. From the centre of the large oval flower-bed which the path thus enclosed, rose a tall and flourishing monkey-tree, with the comically ugly appearance to which Owen’s eyes had grown familiarised since his coming to the Island. In front of nearly every villa is planted an auraucania tree.


  The house was of two storeys, painted white, and had green wooden shutters turned back against the walls. Dazzingly clean and very stiff lace curtains hung before the windows. Owen was 380 favourably impressed, and, actuated by an unusual sentiment of diffidence, wondered who were the persons he should find within, and what sort of reception awaited him.


  The outer door of the house stood open, and the plate-glass panel of an inner door permitted him to see along a cool dark hall, tiled in black and white, into a sunny garden beyond, And while he waited there, looking into the garden, a girl and boy passed across his range of vision from one side to the other.


  The girl was tall and slight, swung a gardening basket in one hand, and had the other arm laid round the shoulders of the boy, who was a whole head shorter than she. Although dowdily dressed in a frock of some dark material, although wearing a hideous brown mushroom hat, although she and her companion had scarcely come into sight before they had passed out of it again, nevertheless, Owen received in that fleeting moment the impression that she was pretty. And it left him absolutely indifferent.


  Then a maid appeared from behind the staircase, received his card and letter, and showed him into a small sitting-room on the left of the hall, a room so full of furniture, and at the same time so dark, that for a moment or two he was unable to find a seat. The light was not only sufficiently obscured by the lace curtains he had noticed from the outside, but there were voluminous stuff curtains as well, and a green Venetian blind had been let more than half-way down. Probably, earlier in the day the February sunshine had fallen upon the window, and consideration for their best parlour furniture is almost a religious cult among certain classes in the Island; stray sunbeams are fought against with the same assiduity as stray moths. In all the neat villas which border the roads leading out from Jacques-le-Port, the best parlour is invariably a room of gloom, never used but on ceremonious 381 occasions, or for the incarceration of such chance and uninvited guests as was Owen to-day.


  As his eyes accustomed themselves to the darkness he began to distinguish a multiplicity of Berlin wool cushions, and bead-worked foot-stools, of rosewood étagères loaded with knick-knacks, of rosewood tables covered with photograph albums and gilt-bound books. He took up one or two of these and read the titles: “Law’s Serious Call,” “The Day and the Hour, or Notes on Prophecy,” “Lectures on the Doctrine of the Holy Spirit.” They said nothing to him, and he put them down again unopened. He began to study on the opposite wall a large coloured photograph of the Riviera; the improbably blue sea, the incurving coast-line, the verdure-clothed shore, dotted with innumerable white villas. But it interested him little more than the books had done, his acquaintance with foreign parts extending no farther than Paris.


  Then the door opened and two persons entered—a very old lady and the young girl he had caught a glimpse of in the garden. Seen now, without her hat, she was decidedly pretty, but Owen merely glanced past her to devote all his attention to Mrs. Le Messurier.


  Giving him her hand, she had said “How do you do?” waiting until he had satisfied her as to the state of his health. Then she invited him to be seated again, and introduced the young girl as “Agnes Allez, my granddaughter,” only she pronounced the name “Orlay,” which is the custom of the Island.


  Miss Allez had said “How do you do?” too, with a little air of prim gentility, which was the exact youthful counterpart of her grandmother’s. After which she sat silent, with her hands lightly folded in her lap, and listened to the conversation.


  The old lady began with a few inquiries after the mutual 382 acquaintance in England who had sent him to call upon her, and Owen replied suitably, while taking stock of her personality. She was dressed entirely in black, a black silk apron over a black stuff gown, a black knitted shawl, a monumental cap of black lace and flowers and trembling bugles. The dress was fastened at the throat by a large gold brooch, framing a medallion of hair ingeniously tormented into the representation of a tombstone and a weeping willow-tree. An old-fashioned watch-chain of pale gold hung in two long festoons below her waist, and on her poor hand—a hand with time-stained, corrugated nails, with swollen, purple veins, with enlarged finger joints—a worn wedding-ring turned loosely.


  Owen noted the signs of her age, of her infirmity, with half-conscious satisfaction; they promised him a patient before very long. And in the pleasant evidences of means all about him, he foresaw how satisfactorily he might adjust his sliding scale of charges.


  She was speaking to him of his prospects in the Island, saying, with a melancholy motion of the head: “Ah, there, but for sure, you will have some trouble to work up Carrel’s practice again. He have let it go all to pieces. An’ such a good practice as it was in old Doctor Bragé’s time. But you know the reason?”


  He knew the reason well. His predecessor had been steadily drinking himself to death for the last ten years, and his practice was as dilapidated as were his house, his dog-cart, his reputation. It was just on account of their dilapidations that Owen had bought the former articles cheap; and Carrel’s reputation was of as little account to him as it was to Carrel himself, though it seemed likely, in spite of everything, to last longer than its owner would have any use for it.


  “Well, I must try to work up Bragé’s business again,” said 383 Owen self-confidently. With nervous, tobacco-stained fingers he twisted and pointed one end of his black moustache, and became aware that the young girl was watching him covertly.


  “There don’t seem to be too many of us doctors here,” he went on, “and from all accounts Lelever is very much behind the times. There ought to be a good opening, I should think, for a little new life, eh? A little new blood?”


  His voice touched an anxious note. The necessity of beginning to earn something pressed upon him. But Mrs. Le Messurier’s reply was not reassuring.


  “Ah, my good! Doctor Lelever is, maybe, old-fashioned—I don’t know nothing about that—but he is very much thought of. He is very safe, and he has attended us all. My poor boy John, who died of the consumption in ’67; and my daughter Agnes’s mother, whom we lost when Freddy was born; and my dear husband”—her knotted fingers went up to fondle mechanically the glazed tomb and willow-tree—“and poor Thomas Allez, my son-in-law, who went in ’87.”


  Her dates came with all the readiness of constant reference. She entered into details of the various complaints, the various remedies, the reasons they had failed.


  Owen’s face wore that smooth mask of sympathetic attention with which the profession equips every medical man, but he was embittered by the praises of Le Lièvre, and drawing the two ends of his moustache into his mouth he chewed them vexedly.


  His discontented glance fell upon the young girl. A sudden pink overflowed her cheeks. He pointed his moustache again, smiled a little, and let his dark eyes fix hers with an amused complacency. He saw he had made an impression. She blushed a warmer rose, and looked away.


  He wondered whether she talked the same broken English her 384 grandmother did. He hoped not; but the four words she had as yet uttered left him in doubt.


  Mrs. Le Messurier could not pronounce the “th.” She had said just now, speaking of Le Lièvre, “I don’t know noddin’ ’bout dat, but he is very much tought of.” And she laid stress on the unimportant words; she accented the wrong syllables. Owen felt it would be a pity if so kissable a mouth as Agnes Allez’s were to maltreat the words it let slip in the same fashion.


  He undertook to make her speak. The old lady had reached the catalogue of “Freddy’s” infantile disorders, and as she coupled his name with no prefatory adjective of affection or commiseration Owen concluded that he, at least, was still among the living, was probably the boy he had seen.


  He turned to the young girl: “Then that was your brother you were with just now in the garden, I suppose?”


  She told him “Yes,” and in reply to a further question, “Yes, he is only fifteen, and I shall be eighteen in May.”


  She spoke always with that little primness he had noticed in her reception of him, but her pronunciation was correct, was charming.


  It occurred to him that the sunny February garden, and the companionship of the girl, would be an agreeable exchange for the starched and darkened atmosphere of the parlour and Mrs. Le Messurier’s lugubrious reminiscences. He drew the conversation once, and once again, gardenwards, but without success.


  To be guilty of anything so informal as to invite a stranger to step into the garden on his first visit was not to be thought of. The unconventional, the unexpected, are errors which the Islanders carefully eschew. Mrs. Le Messurier merely said: “Yes, you must come up and drink tea with us one day next week, will you 385 not? and the children will be very pleased to show you the garden then. What day shall it be?”


  The evening meal was at that moment ready laid out in the next room, and Owen, who had a long walk before him, would have been only too glad of an invitation to share it, but it is not customary in the Islands to ask even a friend to take a cup of tea, unless the day and the hour have been settled at least a week in advance.


  When Owen got back to his house in Contrée Mansel, he found Carrel sitting over the fire in the dining-room, in a more than usually shaky condition. He was always cold, and pleaded for the boon of a fire upon the warmest days. He paid Owen a pound a week for the privilege of boarding in the house where he had once been master, and spent the remainder of a small annuity on spirits. Owen made no effort to check him, not considering it worth his while. He foresaw that before long his room would be preferable to his company. However, for the present, he had his uses, he knew the Islands well, and when Owen chose to ask information from him, he could always give it.


  He mentioned therefore where he had been, and inquired carelessly whether the old woman was worth money. Carrel, though very fuddled, was still instructive. Oh yes, she had money sure enough; was a regular old Island woman, with her head screwed on the right way about. But Carrel doubted whether Owen would ever see the colour of it. “Lelever’s got the key of the situation there, my boy, and if he don’t go off the hooks before she does, he’ll hold it till her death. Unless, indeed, you can get round the soft side of the granddaughter, little Agnes, hey? Little Agnes Allez, Good Lord, what a smashing fine girl her mother was five-and-twenty years ago, before she married that fool Tom Allez. He was her cousin, too, and they 386 were both the children of first cousins. No wonder the boy’s a natural. Did ye see him, also?”


  Owen meditated; then, referring to the grandmother, asked what she was worth. Carrel thought she would cut up for ten thousand pounds.


  “Which, laid out in good sound rentes, would bring in £500 a year, and you would have the house, and a nice little wife into the bargain. And a family doctor is bound to marry, my boy, hey? Which reminds me to tell you,” concluded Carrel, with a spirituous laugh, “that your scarlet devil of a Margot was here while you were out, inquiring after you. I wonder what she’ll do when she hears you are making eyes at the little Allez girl, hey?”


  “She may do as she damn pleases,” said Owen, equably; “do you imagine I’m in any way bound to a trull like that?”


  But all the same he was sorry to hear that the red-haired witch had been round and he had missed her. He had not seen her now for over a week.


  An Island tea is a square, sit-down meal eaten in the living-room with much solemnity. It is taken at half-past five, and is the last meal of the day; you are offered nothing after it but a glass of home-made wine and a biscuit. It consists entirely of sweets; jams, cakes, and various gôches—gôches à pommes, gôches à groseilles, gôches à beurre. Sugar and milk are put liberally into every cup; and such hyper-inquisitiveness as a desire to know whether you take one or neither never occurs to the well-regulated Island mind. When you have eaten all you are able, you are urgently pressed to take a little more. It is considered good manners to do so.


  387 When on the appointed day Owen found himself again at Mon Désir, he looked at Agnes Allez for the first time with a genuine interest. The ten thousand pounds mentioned by Carrel had stuck fast in the younger man’s mind.


  The girl sat at the tea-tray, and her grandmother faced her. The guest was at one side of the table, and the boy Frederic Allez on the other. Owen observed in him the same soft eyes, the same regular, well-proportioned features as his sister’s. But his mouth would not stay shut, his fingers were never at rest, he laughed foolishly when he encountered Owen’s gaze.


  “I love dogs, they are so faithful,” he told the visitor suddenly, apropos of nothing.


  Owen assented.


  His grandmother and sister did not pay him much attention, but a maid waited on him as though he were a child of six, passed him his tea, and placed wedges of cake and gôche upon his plate.


  Mrs. Le Messurier ate little, folded her decrepit hand on the edge of the table, and looked on.


  “I sometimes can’t remember,” she said, “that a whole generation has been taken away from me. When I look at Agnes and Freddy I could think it was the other Agnes and my boy John, who used to sit just so with me forty years ago. But we lived down in town then. Ah, but it is a pitée, a pitée, that they should have been taken and a poor, useless, old woman like me left behind!”


  Owen was infinitely bored by her regrets. He had no natural sympathy or patience with the old. He gave an audible sigh of relief when, tea over, it was proposed that Agnes should show him the garden. Small and well-kept, its paths were soon explored; but at the end was a little observatory reached by a dozen wooden steps. A red-cushioned bench ran round the interior, and the 388 front of the construction, of glass and three-sided, gave an admirable view over immense skies and an island-strewn sea.


  “It’s beautiful, is it not?” said Agnes, with a gentle pride in its beauty. “To me it seems quite as beautiful as the Riviera. Not that I’ve ever been there, of course, but gran’ma took poor Uncle John there the last year of his life, and we have a picture of it hanging in the drawing-room.”


  She named to Owen the different islands. “That one there is St. Maclou, and further on is the Ile des Marchants. Over there to the left is the Petite Ste. Marguerite. We can’t often see the Grande Ste. Marguerite without the glasses, but Freddy will go and get them.”


  The boy who had given them his company the whole time, punctuating their phrases with his foolish laughs, blundered off on this errand with an expression of consequential glee. Owen and the girl were left alone.


  The vast expanse of sea below them still glittered in the light of the afterglow, but the cloud-curtain of evening was drawing over the eastern sky—a dreamy, delicious cloud-curtain of a soft lilac colour, opaque and yet transparent, permitting scintillating hints of the blue day behind to pierce through. And across its surface floated filmy wreathes of a fading rose-colour, while high above the observatory trembled the first faintly-shining star.


  But Owen looked only at the young girl, and she grew embarrassed beneath his gaze. He knew it was on his account that she wore that elaborate, but hopelessly provincial, Sunday frock; on his account, that before coming out she had gone upstairs to fetch her Sunday hat, instead of putting on the every-day one which hung in the hall. He knew it was on his account that she was blushing so warmly; that it was to give herself a countenance she fingered her sleeve so nervously, unhooking it at the wrist, 389 trying to hook it again, not succeeding and persisting in the attempt, while every instant tinged her cheeks with a livelier rose.


  Owen watched her in silence, smiling behind his moustache. Then he leaned over, took hold of her hand, and fastened it for her. He was pleasantly stimulated by the tremor he felt running through her when his fingers touched her skin.


  Then the boy burst open the door, handed his sister the glasses, and flung himself down with his wearying laugh, on the cushion beside her.


  “I love dogs,” he said to Owen, just as he had done before, “don’t you? They are so faithful.” It appeared to be a stock phrase of his, beyond which he could not get.


  During the next six weeks Owen was often at Mon Désir, and his visits to Agnes and his assignations with Margot afforded him agreeable alternative recreation from his work.


  He had known for long, however, that Agnes was in love with him—he had for long made up his mind that she and her ten thousand pounds were desirable possessions—before he said any word to the girl herself. And then, as generally happens, the crisis came fortuitously, unpremeditatedly. They were out on the cliffs together. She had been showing him Berceau Bay, which lies below Mon Désir. They had stepped from a door in the garden into a green lane, and followed it down, down through veils and mazes of April greenness, until it suddenly stopped with them on a grassy plateau overlooking the winged bay. At their feet the shadow of the hill behind them lay upon the water, but out farther it sparkled in the sunshine with jewel-like colour and brilliancy. When they had climbed the steep cliff path on the 390 other side, they had stopped a moment to notice the gulls and cormorants perched on the rock ledges beneath them, and all at once the decisive words had passed his lips, and the girl was looking up at him with soft brown eyes that overflowed with love, with tears, before he quite knew how it had come about. But after all he was glad to have it settled, and to have the engagement sealed and confirmed that same night by Mrs. Le Messurier’s tremulous, hesitating, not over-cordial sanction.


  No, she was not over-cordial, the old skin-flint, he told himself as he went away, not so grateful as she should have been, but all the same, this disconcerting element in her attitude did not prevent him from boasting complacently of his good fortune to Carrel.


  Carrel was comparatively sober, and his mood then was invariably a fleeting one. And his heart fed on a furious hatred and envy of Owen. He envied him his twenty-eight years, his sobriety, his strength of character. He hated his ill-breeding, his cock-sureness, his low ambitions. And though he had been glad enough when Owen had purchased the house and practice, he chose now to consider him an interloper who had ousted him from his proper place. He therefore at once planted a knife in Owen’s vanity, and gave him some information he had previously held back.


  “So you are going to marry little Agnes Allez? Well, you might do worse. The old lady is bound to leave her a nice little nest egg, but I expect she’ll tie it up pretty tightly too. She and the old man didn’t spend forty years of their lives in the drapery business, saving ha’pence, for the first vagrant Englishman who comes along to have the squandering of.”


  “What’s that?” said Owen sharply, unable to conceal his disgust.


  391 Carrel turned the knife round with dexterous fingers. “You didn’t suppose she was one of the Le Messuriers of Rozaine, did you? Pooh! She kept the shop in the High Street which Roget has now, and that’s where the money comes from.”


  Owen, the son of a third-rate London attorney, naturally recoiled from the prospect of an alliance with retail trade. But perhaps Allez, the father, had been a gentleman?


  Carrel quenched this hope at once.


  “Tom Allez was son of a man who kept a fruit-stall in the Arcade. He couldn’t afford to stock himself, but sold for the growers on commission. However, towards the end of his life, he began to grow tomatoes himself out Cottu way, and was doing very well when he died, and Tom, who was always an ass, brought everything to rack and ruin. But he was already married to Agnes Le Messurier, so the old people took the pair of ’em home to live with them. And Tom never did anything for the rest of his life but develop Bright’s disease, which carried him off when he was forty-one. The boy is an imbecile, as you see. And, by the bye, in counting your eggs, he must be reckoned with. Half the money will go to him, you may be sure. I doubt whether little Agnes will get more than two hundred a year after all.”


  For twenty-four hours Owen meditated on this news, weighing in the balance his social ambitions against a possible five thousand pounds.


  Then he came to Carrel again. “Look here,” he said, “you understand these damned little Islands better than I do. Would it really make any difference in my career to contract such a marriage?”


  “It would only keep you out of the society of the precious Sixties you are so anxious to cultivate, for the rest of your life,” chuckled Carrel; “it would only be remembered against you to 392 the sixth generation. At present, as an outsider, a stranger, you are in neither camp, but once you marry a Le Messurier with two s’s, you place yourself among the Forties for ever.”


  From this date onwards, Owen’s speculations were given to the problem of how he could easiest get loose from his engagement.


  II


  Agnes Allez stood in her bedroom, tortured by apprehension and suspense. She asked herself what could be going on in the best parlour below her, where Owen was closeted with her grandmother, and she forbidden to join them. Her grandmother had written to Owen, asking him to call upon her, and had said to the girl, before he came, “Now, perhaps I shall send for you, but until then remain in your room.”


  But already half an hour, three-quarters of an hour, had gone by, and the longed-for summons did not reach her; her keen ears still detected the murmurous rumble of voices coming up from below. Then, of a sudden, they ceased; she heard the glass-door of the hall shut to, and, from outside, firm steps grind down the gravel. She ran to the open window, and through the slots of the shutters saw her lover’s tall figure pass down the path and out of the gate. He never once turned his head, but taking the road to Jacques-le-Port, was lost to view behind its trees. Then came her grandmother calling to her from the hall, and she went down.


  Mrs. Le Messurier told her, with kindness indeed, but also with the melancholy satisfaction which the very old find in evil tidings, that her engagement with Dr. Owen must be considered at an end. She had never completely approved of him, but lately she had heard stories, which, if true, could only merit the severest 393 condemnation. She had given him the opportunity of demonstrating their falsehood. He had failed to do so to her satisfaction, and thereupon she had told him, as she now told Agnes, that the engagement between them was at an end.


  The girl’s first feeling was one of burning indignation against the persons who had dared to slander her lover. She knew little of what had been said, she understood less, but she was sure, she was convinced, before hearing anything, that it was all untrue.


  “Pedvinn talks of bringing an action against Thoumes and his wife,” Mrs. Le Messurier told her, “for misappropriating poor Louis Renouf’s property.”


  “But not against Jack, I suppose, because he could not keep the poor old man alive!” Agnes cried, with flaming cheeks. Renouf was a patient of Owen’s, who had died about three weeks before.


  “The girl Margot has been seen going in and out of the surgery ever since your engagement, child.”


  “And suppose she has,” cried Agnes, astonished, “what harm is there in that?”


  But when her first anger had cooled down she awoke to a sense of her own misery, the cruelty of her fate. She had not been engaged three months, and already the beautiful dream which had come into her life was shattered at a touch. Until the unforgettable moment when Owen had first called at Mon Désir, she had led such dull, such monotonous days; not unhappy ones, simply because she had known no happier ones to gauge them by. She had often smiled since to remember that she had been used to find excitement in a summer picnic with the De Souchy girls at Rocquaine, in a winter lecture with magic-lantern illustrations at the Town Library.


  In those days she had known of love in much the same vague 394 unrealising way that she had known of the Desert of Sahara; but she had touched the fringe of courtship when young Mallienne, the builder’s son, had offered her peppermints during evening chapel one Sunday last December. When she met him after that she used to smile and blush.


  She, of course, had always supposed that she should some day marry. Everybody did. Last summer her friend Caroline de Souchy had married Mr. Geraud, pharmacien at St. Héliers; but he was bald, forty years of age, and not at all handsome, and although Agnes had been one of the bridesmaids, the affair had left her cold and unmoved.


  But with Owen’s first visit she had suddenly awoke to the knowledge of love, and this wonderful fact, this stupendous miracle rather, had changed for her the whole world. It was as though she were endowed with a new sense; she saw meaning and beauty everywhere; her perceptions acquired clearness at the same time that her eyes grew clearer, more intense, that her cheek took on a lovelier colour, her mouth a sweeter, a more engaging smile.


  Every hour, every moment, that she had spent in Owen’s company was indelibly engraved on her memory. She could call up each particular occasion at will. She had learned his portrait off by heart at that first visit, she had done nothing but add graces to it ever since. She thought him the most handsome, the most distinguished-looking man she had ever seen. She admired his black hair, his dark eyes, his sallow skin. She admired the way he held himself, the way he dressed, although she had observed on that first visit that the stiff edges of his cuffs were frayed, although she had seen, as she watched him away from the door, that his boot-heels were trodden down on the outside. But in spite of his shabby clothes, he looked a thousand times the superior of young 395 Mallienne, of any of the young men she knew, in their best Sunday broadcloth.


  And this was before she had formulated, even to herself, her feelings for him; long before that ecstatic, that magical moment, when he had taken her into his arms, had kissed her, had kissed her mouth, had said, “Well, little one, do you know I am very fond of you, and I fancy you don’t altogether dislike me, eh?”


  That had happened on a Sunday afternoon, April 28th; a date she could never forget. They were out upon the côte; Freddy was nominally with them, but kept wandering away to gather the wild hyacinths which just then carpeted the ground with blue. He kept bringing her bunches of them to take care of; she could feel again the thick, pale-green, shiny stems grasped in her hand. And they were climbing the steep path which winds up from the bay to the brow of the cliff, and her dress brushed against the encroaching gorse and bracken, and her eyes followed a couple of white butterflies gyrating on ahead; or, looking down from the height on which she stood, she saw the smooth sea below her, paving, as with a green translucent marble, every inlet, every crevice of the bay.


  Then the path had bent outwards to skirt a great boulder of granite, and there, right under the shelter of the rock, was a circular clearing, a resting-place, spread with the sweet, short cliff-grass, where a broad ledge of the stone offered a natural seat.


  It was here that he had kissed her, and the flowers had fallen in a blue confusion at her feet, and, “Oh, I love you so,” she had whispered, and he had laughed, and said, “Yes, child, I could see that from the very first.”


  Then they had sat down, he with his arm round her waist. “Well, I must call you Agnes now, I suppose,” he had said; and 396 she had timidly asked him his name, and he had told her, John Ashford Owen, but that his friends commonly called him Jack. “Then I may call you Jack, too, because I am going to be your best friend of all,” she had answered, and then Freddy had come up and broken into loud lamentation over the scattered flowers. To appease him they had both knelt down in the grass and helped him gather them up.


  Jack had kissed her many times since, but never perhaps in quite the same way. At least, she had never experienced since quite the same sweet tremulous emotion. And yet she loved him more devotedly every day. Every day her affection sent out fresh delicate tendrils which rooted themselves inextricably in him.


  And now they were to be rudely torn up; at a word all her joy, all her heaven was to come to an end. It was too cruel. And for what reason? Because wicked, envious people invented calumnies concerning him. It was too monstrous.


  She passed a miserable night, but with the morning plucked up faint heart again. It was impossible her engagement should really for ever be at an end. With a little time, a little patience, things must come right. Her sufferings were now all for Jack. How wounded, how outraged he must have felt, never even to have looked back when on Saturday he had left the house.


  Oh, she must write to him, must tell him to have courage, not to give her up, and all would yet be well.


  In the warm, silent solitude of her shuttered bedroom she wrote her first love-letter, an adorable, naïve, rambling letter; and waited in fluttering expectation during three interminable days for his reply. When it came, she had to read it twice over before she understood it. Correctly expressed, formal, in his rather illegible hand sprawling over two sides of the paper, Owen wrote that he had too much self-respect to wish to force himself 397 on a family where he was not appreciated, and too high a sense of honour to accept her well-meant proposal for a clandestine engagement.


  When understanding came, she broke into floods of weeping; then dried her tears, and sought excuses for his seeming coldness. She found them in his pride; it was naturally up in arms, after the rebuff it had received. If he had addressed her merely as “My dear Agnes,” it was because he thought it probable Mrs. Le Messurier would see the letter; but he had signed himself “Yours, nevertheless.” This was intended to show her he loved her still. Before evening, the very cause of her morning’s anguish was converted into another proof of the nobility of her lover’s mind.


  By the end of twenty-four hours she had persuaded herself she ought to write to him again, to reproach him gently, tenderly for his attitude towards her, to assure him of her unalterable constancy, to implore him too, to be true. It was written on a Sunday, and she carried the letter to evening chapel with her, inside the bosom of her frock, both to sanctify it as it were, and to have the pleasure of feeling it against her heart as long as possible. Happy letter! by to-morrow morning it was to have the joy, the glory, of lying in his hand. Her grandmother never went to chapel a second time, and Freddy made no objection to passing round by the letter-box on the way home.


  There was a day of long suspense, but when Agnes came down to breakfast on Tuesday morning, purposely earlier than the others, she found his answer lying on her plate.


  With her heart beating violently, she took it up, studied every line, every dot of the superscription, noticed that the stamp had been put on crookedly, that the flap of the envelope went down into a long point. She turned it over and over in her hand, filled 398 with a sort of sweet terror as she speculated on its contents. But the fear that in a few moments she would no longer be alone came to determine her. She pulled it hastily open, tearing the envelope into great jags, and unfolded a sheet of note-paper which contained five lines. They began, “Dear Miss Allez,” expressed the polite regret that Mrs. Le Messurier’s decided action in the matter made it impossible the writer should permit himself any longer the pleasure of corresponding with her, and were signed “Very truly yours, J. Ashford Owen.”


  The girl turned red, then white. Her hands trembled, her blood ran cold. She heard her grandmother and Freddy in the hall. To hide her emotion, she got up and walked over to the window. The August flowers in the garden seemed to look at her with jeering, fleering eyes.


  Jack had written her a horrible letter; she repeated this to herself over and over again. He had no heart. She thought of all that had passed between them; she called up, line by line, every word of her letter to him. Her cheeks burned with shame. She hated him, hated him. She would renounce him entirely, never think of him again. And even as she said it, she burst into tears, flung herself upon her bed, and kissed and passionately kissed the letter which had pierced her heart.


  Therewith began again the eternal rehabilitative process, in which every woman shows herself such an adept in relation to the man she loves.


  Jack had not meant to be cruel, but he was quick-tempered; he resented the treatment he had received. Still smarting from a sense of injury, he would naturally be unjust towards every one, angry even with her. But, of course, he loved her all the same. He had loved her only a few weeks ago. One could not change so absolutely in so short a time. One could not love and not 399 love as one puts on and off a coat. It was she who was wicked to doubt him, who was unreasonable not to make allowances, who was stupid not to read his real feelings beneath the disguising words.


  But no sooner was her idol again set upon his altar, than doubt, suspicion, assailed her anew. And so the struggle continued between her longing to believe her lover perfect and the revolt of her reason, her dignity, against his conduct towards her. Yet with every victory love flowed stronger, resentment ebbed insensibly away.


  The last traces of resentment vanished when one Saturday in town she met him suddenly face to face. She was passing the Town Library, and exactly as she passed, Owen came out, standing still, as he saw her, on the step.


  Her pulses beat tumultuously, the colour ran to her cheeks.


  “Oh, Jack,” she cried, taking his hand, “how could you write to me so coldly, so cruelly? If you knew what I have suffered! And it was not my fault …”


  From the first moment of seeing her, Owen had stood transfixed, silent. Now he pushed back the swing door, and held it wide.


  “At least come in here,” he said slowly; “don’t let us have a scene in the street.”


  They stood together in a corner of the great, granite-flagged hall, in cool, quiet contrast with the sunshine and turmoil outside.


  “You don’t care for me any more?” she asked, keen for the denial, which came indeed, but which to her supersensitiveness seemed to lack emphasis.


  But his excuses were emphatic enough.


  “It’s no more my fault than it’s yours,” he told her; “it’s your 400 grandmother who won’t have anything to say to me, the Lord knows why?”


  He spoke interrogatively, and she flamed a deprecating crimson.


  “I can’t very well force my way into the house against her wishes, can I?” he went on.


  “No; but, dearest Jack, you needn’t be angry with me, and we can wait a little, and I know everything will come right. If only you will go on loving me? You do love me still?” she asked again. “I shall die if you don’t!”


  He smiled down upon her, twisting his moustache-end; a softer look came into his eyes.


  “So the poor little girlie can’t live without me?” he said, and gently squeezed her arm. Her heart welled up with adoration and gratitude.


  A stranger coming down the polished wooden staircase cast a sympathetic glance at this little Island love idyll.


  But Owen looked at his watch.


  “Oh, confound it! Half-past twelve, already, and I ought to be up at Rohais by now. I’ve an appointment there. I don’t like to leave you, but——”


  “Is it very important?” she asked wistfully.


  “It’s a new patient.”


  “Oh, then in that case, of course you must go,” she said, with ready abnegation of her pleasure where it clashed with his interests. “But when shall I see you again? Ah, do let me see you.”


  “Oh, … well, … all right! I’ll stroll up to-morrow in the course of the afternoon, to Berceau Bay, … but if I’m, prevented, you’ll be down again to market, next Saturday, I suppose, eh?”


  401 And he was gone.


  Agnes sat down for a few moments to recover her composure. Her eyes rested on the red goldfish swimming futilely round and round the glass bowl in the centre of the hall; but at her ear was the joy-killing whisper that the appointment had been a fictitious one.


  Nevertheless, she persuaded herself he would come next day. She spent three hours, hidden in the bracken, at a point whence she could overlook the whole bay. When he did not come, she deferred her hopes to the following Saturday, to be again disappointed. He was not to be seen. Neither in the Market Place, nor at the Library, nor yet in Contrée Mansel; for she could not refrain from the poor pleasure of passing along the street in which he lived, of glancing shamefacedly at his house, of envying wildly the servant she saw for an instant at an upper window. She would have thought it a privilege to be allowed to clean his boots.


  But when she found herself at home that evening she was seized by an excess of silent despair. There seemed nothing on earth to do: nothing to live for.


  Yet the buoyancy of youth is hard to suppress. It takes repeated blows to beat it down, just as the tears shed at eighteen may be bitter indeed, but do not furrow the cheeks.


  As the year brought round another spring, Agnes found that her spirits were growing brighter with the days. She loved Jack more than ever. It was impossible to be absolutely unhappy with such a love in her heart; with the knowledge that she lived in the same Island with him; that once a week at least she could walk through the streets he daily trod; that any day she ran the chance of meeting him again, of speaking at least with some one who had just spoken with him.


  402 Against dates on which she heard his name thus mentioned she put a cross of red ink in the little calendar she carried in her purse. When she was having her new summer frock fitted, the dressmaker’s three-year-old son ran into the room. Agnes, who was fond of children, spoke kindly to him; but the mother, kneeling on the floor with upstretched arms and a mouthful of pins, shook her head menacingly.


  “Ah, Johnnie’s a bad boy. He won’t take his medicine. I’ll have to tell Dr. Owen bout him.”


  “Does Dr. Owen attend him?” Agnes asked, flutteringly; and the woman explained he was doctor of the club to which her husband belonged.


  “He’s a very clever doctor,” ventured Agnes, all covered with blushes. “Don’t you think so?”


  “Ah, my good!” said the other, as who should say doctors are necessary evils, and there’s not much to choose between them. “But he give Johnnie a fine new double piece last time he come, didn’t he, Johnnie? ’Tisn’t the value I ever looks at,” she explained to Agnes, “but the kind thought.”


  Agnes felt a glow of pride at the generosity, the good-heartedness of her lover, and on going away pressed a whole British shilling into Johnnie’s treacly little paw. Against this day she placed two crosses in her calendar, and the episode filled her thoughts for a week, to be succeeded by a more precious one.


  The annual picnic came round, provided by the chapel for its Sunday-school. Agnes, as one of the teachers, went with the rest. They drove in waggonettes to Rocquaine, and the one point of the day to which she looked forward with excitement, with a thrill, was the passing Owen’s house on the way back late at night. They went by a longer way, but they always came down Contrée Mansel on the way home. She distinguished from 403 quite a distance his illuminated parlour window; but the white blind was drawn down; she was just going to be bitterly disappointed, when a shadow, his shadow, passed across it. She glowed with pleasure, with gratitude, for her great good luck, and answered young Mallienne, who sat beside her, with strange irrelevancy.


  For in spite of everything she could not realise to herself that Owen did not love her; her heart refused to envisage it. Although he made no effort to see her, although he gave no sign, she still believed that all would yet be well. She leaned on Fate; something would be sure to happen … some day, when she was her own mistress…. She thought of him constantly, loved him as tenderly as before.


  The summer was extraordinarily fine. The heat which had begun in March, lasted right through to September; in the middle of the day from July onwards, it was almost unbearable. One Saturday, when Agnes had been into town as usual, and the omnibus filling up almost the moment it reached the Market Place, had been obliged to walk back, she found, on her return, Frederic in one of those states of nervous excitement from which he periodically suffered. Mrs. Le Messurier had given him a soothing draught, the last in the house. It was essential to have more in case it were required in the night or the next day.


  Agnes, pleased at the chance of a second journey into town, since it gave her a second chance of meeting Owen, volunteered to go and get it. Mrs. Le Messurier told her she looked done up with the heat already, but that she might go when she had had her dinner, and must take the omnibus both ways.


  It was half-past two when she reached town, crossed over to Mauger’s, and waited while the prescription was made up, and 404 then had ten minutes on her hands before the three o’clock omnibus left for St. Gilles.


  Mr. de Souchy stood in his shirt-sleeves on the threshold of his shop. Agnes stopped to speak to him, and inquire after the girls. They were all away from home now, but doing well. Their mother received cheerful letters every week. Agnes charged the old man with kind messages for them, and turned to go. He shook her hand heartily. “Well, good-bye, my dear,” he said, in his comfortable, resonant voice, “my love to your grand’ma, and ask her when she’s going to spend another day with us, eh?”


  Coming down the street were a lady and two gentlemen. The men were in tennis flannels, carried rackets and balls. The girl wore a lilac and white frock, the chic of which spoke of St. Héliers at least, if not of Paris.


  Agnes recognised the youngest Miss d’Aldernois, her brother the Captain, just back from India, and between the two Jack Owen. He was looking straight towards her.


  The delighted blood sprang to her cheek, her eyes sparkled, her mouth smiled. She took a step forward, she half extended her hand … and he looked her full in the face without a sign of recognition, and passed on.


  Miss d’Aldernois’ silk-lined skirt brushed with a light frou-frou against hers, as, with her pretty head held high, she chattered volubly with her pretty lisp. The Captain walked in the roadway.


  Agnes stood and watched the three figures with their short, slanting shadows retire further and further down the sunny street.


  “Come in and take something,” she heard De Souchy saying at her elbow, “a little drop of raspberry vinegar now, it will do 405 you good. Or go up and have a chat with mother, eh? You will find her in the drawing-room. She would like to read you Lucy’s last letter, I know. It’s downright clever.”


  Agnes shook her head, stammered excuses in a voice that sounded strange in her own ears, and left him.


  He had cut her dead; Jack, the man she worshipped. The only man who had ever taken her in his arms and kissed her; the only man by whom she ever wished to be kissed and held. In broad daylight, openly, before witnesses, he had cut her.


  Mr. de Souchy had seen what had happened; he had understood; he had pitied her.


  An illumination came; Jack was ashamed of her. Because she had shaken hands with the old man, he was ashamed to recognise her before his new friends. She was connected with trade; a child of trade; and he was now received among the Sixties.


  A profound humiliation overpowered her, sapped the rest of her strength. The glare of the sun was so intolerable … how she longed to be at home, to be in darkness.


  She discovered that in her preoccupation she had taken the wrong turning. She hurried back, but the market clock showed seven minutes past three. The omnibus must be half-way up Constitution Hill by now.


  There was nothing to do but to walk, as she had walked in the morning. She set out with automatic endurance.


  When you get out of the last bit of shadow of the town, and, steeply climbing, reach the level top of the hill, you have before you a long unsheltered stretch of road before you come to the trees of St. Gilles. It is white and dusty underfoot; sun-parched fields lie on either hand; and in July there is a blazing sky above, to the left a blazing sea.


  It seemed to Agnes that the sun was darting his rays straight 406 into her brain, that the ground was scorching up the soles of her feet. But it did not occur to her to open her umbrella.


  The passing scarlet jacket of a soldier made her close her eyes with pain; the whistle of a boy behind her set all her nerves ajar.


  Should she ever get home? … She dragged on with leaden feet and prayed persistently for darkness.


  But when at last she lay upon her own bed in such darkness as closed shutters and drawn curtains can give, all she could say was, “Oh, the sun, the sun!” and lift her hand indeterminately towards her head. And when, a few hours before the end, she lost the power of speech, still her hand wandered up every now and again automatically towards her head.


  Mrs. Le Messurier sits alone with her grandson in the living-room of Mon Désir. He cuts out pictures from the illustrated papers, and she gazes tirelessly through dim and tearless eyes into the past. Bright crowds of long-dead men and women pass before her, and among them the two Agneses are never absent long. Then, all at once, as the boy looks up to claim her attention, with his mirthless laugh, the vision is scattered into thin wreaths of smoke.


  ·  ·
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  11 A Birthday Letter


  From “The Yellow Dwarf”


  Mr. Editor:


  I was vastly diverted (as no doubt were you) by the numerous and various results that followed the appearance of my letter about books and things in the October number of your Quarterly. May we not reckon amongst these, for instance, the departure of Mr. Frank Harris for South Africa, and the reorganisation by Mr. William W. Astor of the entire staff of the Pall Mall Gazette? And I love to think it was with a view to soothing the hurt I had inflicted upon a whole Tribe of Pressmen, that a compassionate Government nominated a representative Pressman to the post of Laureate.


  I was diverted, too, by the numerous and various guesses that were hazarded at my identity. Perhaps it will be kind if I “make a statement” upon this subject. Roundly, then, one and all the guessers were at fault. I am not Mr. Max Beerbohm, nor Professor Saintsbury, nor Mr. Rider Haggard; still less, if possible, am I Mrs. Humphry Ward; and least of all, sir, yourself. I’m reluctant to deprive you of the glory, but I mauna tell a lee. I can’t deny—I wish to gracious I could—that you tampered a little with my proofs, expunging choice passages, appending footnotes, and even here and there inserting a comma 12 or a parenthesis in the text; that, I suppose, is the Editor’s consolation. But beyond that, you had no more to do with the composition of my letter, than I myself had to do with the funny little explosive paragraph in the Saturday Review, which attributed it to you. It was sweet, by the bye, to hear the Saturday Review pathetically complaining of anonymity. Are the “slatings” in its own columns invariably signed? Do tell me, àpropos of this, and if the question be not indiscreet, what is the secret of the Saturday Review’s perennial state of peevish animosity towards yourself? Is it possible that in the course of your editorial duties you have ever had occasion to reject a manuscript offered by a member of its staff?


  If, as a matter of fact, the elevation of Mr. Alfred Austin to the Laureateship was determined by words of mine, I cannot but rejoice. All things considered, a more appropriate selection could scarcely have been made. Equally to “Press and Public,” in this age of the Pressman’s ascendency, a Pressman Laureate should be a gratifying spectacle. For me, the choice always lay between Mr. Alfred Austin and Sir Edwin Arnold—on the one hand the Bourgeois Gentilhomme, on the other hand the Tartufe, of the kind of scribbling that nowadays has come to take the place of Literature. Talk of Mr. Swinburne, of Mr. Morris, of Mr. Meredith, of Mr. Watson, always seemed to me beside the mark; these gentlemen are Poets; what have they in common with “Press and Public”? And how precipitantly and perfectly did Mr. Austin prove his mettle, vindicate his qualifications for “the job.” I allude, of course, to that singularly pure example of journalese, Jameson’s Ride. Most people, to be sure, write it (and some even pronounce it) Raid—Jameson’s Raid. But Mr. Austin 13 knows his readers (which is more than I do), and boldly and obligingly he spells it Ride; thus incidentally ranging himself with the advocates of Orthographical Reform. I was disappointed to observe that a subsequent performance of the Pressman Laureate’s was a celebration of the virtues of Alfred the Great. Why this backsliding? Why not Alfred the Grite?


  And now, sir, can you, can any sane Christian man, can Mr. George du Maurier himself, explain the success of Trilby? That the book should have had a certain measure of success, nay, a considerable measure of success, were, indeed, explicable enough. It is the production of a gentleman who for years and years has charmed and amused us by his drawings. Curiosity to see what he could turn out in the way of a novel illustrated by himself, might account for an edition or two. (Imagine a volume of black-and-white sketches published to-morrow from the pencil of Mr. Edmund Gosse, with legends in prose and verse by the artist. I, for one, should not sleep till I possessed it.) And then the book itself is an amiable, sugar-and-watery sort of book enough, and that ought to account for a few more editions. But the furious, but the uncontrollable, but the unprecedented success of Trilby—explain me that.


  One has always known that to command an immediate success in English-speaking lands (their inhabitants, as Mr. Carlyle vigorously put it, being mostly—what they are), a novel must either discuss a “problem,” or attain a certain standard of silliness, vulgarity, and slipshod writing, or haply do both: and if there are exceptions to this rule, they only prove it. Well, one can hardly accuse Trilby of discussing a “problem.” And as for silliness, vulgarity, and slipshod writing—honestly, does Trilby, in point of these qualities, surpass just the usual slipshod, vulgar, and silly 14 English novel, which perchance sells it five or ten thousand copies, and mercifully stops at that?


  Oh, Trilby is slipshod, vulgar, and silly enough, in all conscience. The question I propound is exclusively a question of excess. Trilby is slipshod, vulgar, and silly; and Trilby is exquisitely tiresome and irritating, into the bargain. I have read it. Yes, though loth to appear boastful, yet with a natural pride in my perseverance, I may pledge you my word that I have read it. Laboriously, patiently, doggedly, I have plodded through its four hundred and forty-seven mortal pages—four hundred and forty-seven! I have learned in suffering what I am fain to teach. It is true, from his title-page, the humane and complimentary author warned me of what I must expect:


  
    “Aux nouvelles que j’apporte


    Vos beaux yeux vont pleurer.”

  


  But I was foolhardy, and pressed on. My “beaux yeux” did indeed weep much and often, for sheer weariness, for sheer exasperation, for sheer disgust sometimes, before I had reached the last of his “nouvelles.” The very first of them was rather a staggerer. Fancy a fellow-man, at this hour of the afternoon, as the very first of his “nouvelles,” informing you that “goods trains in France are called la Petite Vitesse.” But if we once begin to cry “Fancy” over Trilby, we shall never have done. The book fairly bristles with solecisms and ineptitudes. Fancy any gent but a commercial gent blithely writing of “Botticelli, Mantegna, and Co.” Fancy any scholar but a board-school scholar writing, “Not but what little Billee had his faults.” Fancy any author but an author of the rank of Mr. Jerome Jerome writing, “It was the fashion to do so”—that is, to wear long side-whiskers—“it was the fashion to do so, then, for such of 15 our gilded youth as could afford the time (and the hair).” And fancy this—on page 13, ominous number—this dark, mysterious intimation that the exciting parts are coming: “He never forgot that Impromptu, which he was destined to hear again one day in strange circumstances.”


  Yes, Trilby is slipshod enough, vulgar enough, silly enough, in all conscience. But upon my soul, I cannot see that it is more slipshod, or vulgarer, or sillier, than the common run of contemporary English novels. Indeed, on the whole, I should say it was, if anything, a shade less silly, a shade less vulgar and slipshod, than the novels of Miss Marie Corelli, for example, or those of “Rita.” Why, then, should it excel them as it does in popularity?


  I think Trilby’s advantage is an advantage of kind, rather than of degree. I think the silliness of Trilby is a more insidious kind of silliness, its vulgarity a more insidious kind of vulgarity, its slipshod writing a more insidious kind of slipshod writing, than the feeble-minded multitude have been baited with before, in a novel. The writing, for instance, if you will study it, resembles no other form of human writing quite so much as that jauntily familiar, confidential, colloquial form of writing which all lovers of advertisements know and appreciate in the circulars of Mother Seigel’s Syrup. Nay, do you rub your eyes? Listen to this excerpt:


  
    “It is a wondrous thing, the human foot—like the human hand; even more so, perhaps; but, unlike the hand, with which we are so familiar, it is seldom a thing of beauty in civilised adults who go about in leather boots and shoes.


    “So that it is hidden away in disgrace, a thing to be thrust out of sight and forgotten. It can sometimes be very ugly indeed—the ugliest thing there is, even in the fairest and highest and most gifted 16 of her sex; and then it is of an ugliness to chill and kill romance, and scatter love’s young dream, and almost break the heart.


    “And all for the sake of a high heel and a ridiculously pointed toe—mean things, at the best!


    “Conversely, when Mother Seigel——”

  


  Ah, no—I beg your pardon—it is “Mother Nature.” But doesn’t one instinctively expect “Mother Seigel”? And wouldn’t the effect have been better if one had found “Mother Seigel”? And hadn’t the author of Trilby a sound commercial inspiration when he selected the style of Mother Seigel’s circulars as the model on which to form his own? No doubt the selection was unconscious; but there it stands; and I cannot but believe it has had much to do with the book’s success. When we remember that the overwhelming majority of people who read, in these degenerate days, belong to the class of society one doesn’t know, that they are destitute of literary traditions, that they have received what they fondly misname their “education” at the expense of the parish and that they come to Trilby hot from the works of Mr. All Kine, surely we need not marvel that the Mother Seigel style of writing is the style of writing that “mostly takes their hearts.”


  The peculiarly insidious kind of silliness which, hand in hand with its sister graces, a peculiarly insidious kind of vulgarity, and a peculiarly insidious kind of slipshod writing, is presumably a super-inducing cause of Trilby’s popularity, one would have difficulty in characterising by a single word. One feels it everywhere; everywhere, everywhere, from first line to last; but the appropriate epithet eludes one. Is it a sentimental silliness? A fatuously genial silliness? A priggish silliness? A pruriently prudish silliness? Yes, yes; it is all this; but it is something else. The essential flavour of it is in something else. If you will permit me to use the word, sir, I would suggest that the crowning 17 quality of the silliness of Trilby is Wegotism. I mean that the author’s constant attitude towards his reader is an attitude of Me-and-Youness. “Me and you—we see these things thus; we feel thus, think thus, speak thus; and thereby we approve ourselves a couple of devilish superior persons, don’t you know? Common, ordinary, unenlightened persons wouldn’t understand us. But we understand each other.” That is the tone of Trilby from first line to last. The author takes his reader by the arm, and flatters his self-conceit with a continuous flow of cheery, unctuous, cooing Wegotism. Conceive the joy of your average plebeian American or Briton, your photographer, your dentist, thus to be singled out and hob-a-nobbed with by a “real gentleman”; made a companion of—the recipient of his softly-murmured reminiscences and reflections, all of them trite and obvious, and couched in a language it is perfectly easy to understand. “Botticelli, Mantegna, and Co.”! Why, that phrase alone, occurring on page 2, would make your shop-walker’s lady feel at home from the commencement.


  I have mentioned the priggishness of Trilby. Were there ever three such insufferable prigs as Taffy, the Laird, and little Billee?—No, no; I don’t mean three; two, two; for Taffy and the Laird are one and indistinguishable.—Were there ever two such insufferable prigs as Taffy-the-Laird and Little Billee? And isn’t their priggishness all the more offensive because they are vainly posing the whole time for devil-may-care, rollicking good fellows? I personally know nothing about the Latin Quarter; but you, sir, are regarded as its exegetist. May I ask you for a little information? In your day, in the Latin Quarter, wouldn’t the students amongst whom they dwelled have risen in a mass and “done something” to Taffy-the-Laird and little Billee? I have heard grisly stories. I have heard that students in the 18 Latin Quarter, especially students of Art, are sometimes not without a certain strain of unrefinement in their natures. I have heard that they devoutly hate a prig. I have heard that, though you may be as virtuous and proper as ever you like in the Latin Quarter, you were exceedingly well-advised not to seem so; that if you would “do good,” you must indeed do it “by stealth,” and not blush merely, but suffer corporal penalties, if you “find it fame.” I have heard of prigs being seized at midnight by mobs armed with cudgels; of their clothing being torn from their backs, and their persons embellished with symbolic pictures and allusive texts, in paint judiciously mixed with siccatif, so that it dried in before soap and water were obtainable. Tell us, sir, why didn’t “something happen” to Taffy-the-Laird and little Billee?


  Though I may seem to address you in a gladsome spirit, believe me, it is with pain that I have brought myself to write unkind things of Trilby. Its author is a highly distinguished gentleman, whose work in his own department of art, everybody with an eye for good drawing, and a sense of humour, should be thankful for. But the fact of the matter is that the art of writing must be learned; must be as thoroughly and as industriously studied and practised and considered as any other art. They understand this in France; but in England people imagine that any fool can write a novel—“it’s as easy as lying.” That is why English novels, for downright absolute worthlessness, take the palm amongst the novels of the world. It is no shame to a highly distinguished draughtsman that, trying his hand in the art of fiction, he should have achieved a grotesque artistic failure. You or I would probably achieve a grotesque artistic failure, if we should try our hands at a cartoon for Punch. The shame is to the public, which has hailed an artistic failure as an artistic 19 triumph. Sometimes, for brief intervals, one forgets how elementally imbecile our Anglo-Saxon Public is; and then things like the success of Trilby come to make us remember it, and put on mourning.


  And now, hence loathed melancholy, and let me turn to the more inspiriting business of congratulating the Yellow Book upon the completion of the second year of its existence, and the beginning of the third. I have followed your adventurous career, sir, from the first, with sympathy, with curiosity, with amusement. You have made a sturdy fight against tremendous odds. From the appearance of your initial number until quite recently, you have had all the newspapers of England, with half-a-dozen whimsical exceptions, all the dear old fusty, musty newspapers of England arrayed against you, striving in their dear old wheezy, cumbrous way, to crush you, treating you indeed (please don’t run your pen through this) as the book-émissaire of modern publications. You have survived; and many of your erstwhile enemies have become your lukewarm friends. (I wish you joy of ’em; I’m not sure you weren’t better off without ’em.) That is surely a merry record.


  It was always droll, the hysterical anger the Yellow Book provoked in those village scolds, the newspapers. I remember reading with peculiar glee an article which used to be inserted periodically in the columns of the Pall Mall Gazette, before its reformation, in which you were compared at once to the Desert of Sahara and the Family Herald; my eye, what a combination! The real truth is that in spite of many faults (I’ll speak of them again in a minute), in spite of many faults, the Yellow Book has been from the commencement a very lively and entertaining sort of Yellow Book indeed; in literary and artistic interest, and in mechanical excellence, far and far and far-away superior to any 20 other serial in England—though that, to be sure, you may object, isn’t saying much. Consider, for an instant, your first number alone: the printing of it, the paper, the binding, the shape of its page, the proportion of text and margin; the absence of advertisements, so that we could approach its contents without being preoccupied by a consciousness of the merits of Eno’s Fruit Salt and Beecham’s Pills; and the pictures, and the care with which they were reproduced, and then—and then the Literature! There was Mr. Henry James, a great artist at his best, in The Death of the Lion; there was Mr. Max Beerbohm, with his delicious, his immortal Defence of Cosmetics, that unique masterpiece of affectation, preciosity, and subtle fooling; there were Mr. Hubert Crackanthorpe and Mr. Edmund Gosse, Professor Saintsbury and Mr. Richard Le Gallienne, Mr. William Watson and Dr. Garnett, Mr. George Moore and Mr. John Davidson; and there was Miss Ella D’Arcy, with her Irremediable, a short story which has since made a long reputation. Wasn’t it a jolly company? I shall be grateful if any one will tell me of a single number of any other periodical one quarter so fresh, so varied, so diverting. I protest it was a thing that England ought to have been proud of. And yet, what happened? Oh, nothing which, taking one consideration with another, you might not have expected. All the newspapers of England, with two or three cool-headed exceptions, went into paroxysms of frenetic rage. The foolish old things pulled horrid faces, called naughty names, hissed, spluttered, shook their fists, and in short, did all that could be done, by mere mouthings and gesticulations, to frighten the tender infant to death in its cradle. The noise was deafening, the spectacle far from pretty, but the infant seemed to like it. He smiled, and crowed, and flourished, and—may live to be hanged yet.


  Why were the newspapers so vexed, you wonder? Partly, I 21 surmise, because, like the wicked fairies in the fairy-tales, they hadn’t been invited to the christening; partly because you, sir, had perhaps declined offers of “copy” from some of their enterprising young men; but chiefly, chiefly, because the Yellow Book was new, and daring, and delightful, and seemed likely to please the intelligent remnant of the public, and to become a power in the land. The old story of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness. “For was there ever anything projected that savoured of newness or renewing, but the same endured many a storm of gainsaying or opposition.” Fortunately, however, there was neither murder nor sudden death. The Yellow Book smiled and flourished, and from season to season has continued to smile and flourish—till now, here am I, giving it a Reader’s benediction on its third birthday.


  At the same time, however, I must beg leave to accompany my benediction by a few words of wholesome counsel. Brilliant as your first number was, brilliant as on the whole all your numbers have been, each and every one of them, if the truth must be told, has contained more than a delicate modicum—yea, even an unconscionable deal—of rubbish. Why do you do it, sir? As a concession to the public taste? Bother the public taste! Because better stuff you can’t procure? You could hardly procure worse stuff than some of the stuff I have in mind. I won’t specify; ’twould be invidious to do so, and labour lost besides, for I know your habits of mangling people’s proofs. But examine your own conscience and your tables of contents—vous verrez! Against certain evil editorial courses, sir, do let me warn you. Don’t publish rubbish because it is signed by “a name;” and don’t do so, either, because it is written by a friend, or a friend’s friend, or a friend’s young lady, or a friend’s maiden aunt. Don’t in a word permit yourself to be “got at.” Cultivate your discoveries. Cultivate that admirable Baron Corvo, 22 whose contributions to your seventh volume no pressman noticed and no reader skipped; those exquisitely humorous renderings of an Italian peasant’s saint-lore, which read almost as if they had been taken down verbatim from an Italian peasant’s lips. Cultivate Mrs. (or Miss?) Mary Howarth, whose Norwegian story The Deacon many of us thought the most notable thing in your Volume VIII. Cultivate Mr. Stanley Makower; and the “C.S.” and the “O.” whom you have cultivated too little of late—cultivate them. Cultivate Mr. Marriott Watson (despite his tendency to stand on tip-toe and grope for rare words in the upper ether); cultivate Mr. Kenneth Grahame; and if I do not say cultivate Mr. Henry Harland, it’s because I rejoice to see that you’ve never shown the faintest disposition to neglect him. And drop, drop—ah, how I should like to tell you whom to drop; but you wouldn’t print it.


  One word more, and I’ll have done. Don’t make your volumes too thick. Your last ran to upwards of four hundred pages; it’s too much; it discourages people; stop at three hundred, or at two hundred and fifty. And, if you want to be really kind, reduce your price. Five shillings a quarter for mere Literature is more than flesh and blood can bear. Reduce your price to three-and sixpence or half-a-crown. Five shillings? Lord-a-mercy, sir, do you think we are made of money?


  Your obedient servant,

  The Yellow Dwarf.


  P. S.—And—abolish your “Art Department.” What on earth can any one want with pictures in a Literary Magazine? Believe me, they only interrupt. It ain’t the place for them. They don’t hang sonnets and stories between the paintings at the Royal Academy.


  ·  ·


  23 Two Pictures


  By E. H. New


  I. The Fishing House


  II. Stanstead Abbots


  ·  ·
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  29 Hand and Heart


  By Francis Prevost


  
    Clean heart—clean hands,” he said, and looked at mine,


    And caught them ’ere unclasped; for one was red


    That had besprinkled his white lips with wine:


    “Clean heart—clean hands,” he said.

  


  
    (What meant it? He had whispered, on my breast,


    Love’s converts should therewith be christened:


    And so my hand was soiled at his request.


    “Heart’s passover!” he’d said).

  


  
    And then he drew the fingers pale apart,


    And with a kiss the cold, stained palm outspread,


    And pressed it thus, down o’er his strenuous heart:


    “So hand and heart,” he said.

  


  
    When, through my thoughts, storm-fire in summer’s night,


    Flashed the dolt’s aimless face I had loathed and wed:


    He kissed my fingers still, wine-stained and white;


    “Sweet hands, sweetheart,” he said.

  


  
    30 “Sour both!” I gasped, and shook myself away;


    Required my mare: he fetched her, proudly staid;


    Tightened the girths, and closed the curb-chain’s play:


    “So hearts,” sadly he said,

  


  
    And, stooping, set me deftly in my seat,


    Pulled straight my skirt, and to the stirrup led


    My spurred foot, kissed it, ranged the reins, and, sweet,


    “Light hand—light heart,” he said.

  


  
    The soft, brown glove brushed o’er his sun-brown veins;


    He breathed as though it burnt him; there, instead


    Of its doe-skin, seemed still the wine’s wet stains:


    “Hands are but hands,” he said.

  


  
    I pricked her; felt the bridle draw my hand;


    Bent down an icy face and burning head,


    And passed. Yet so, his eyes pierced mine to brand


    The “Heart of hearts,” he said.

  


  * * * *


  
    The yellow, green-girt road rushed by and roared


    Beneath, beside us. Like a silver shred


    O’er briar and bank the thin moon swept and soared:


    “Hands have high ways,” he’d said.

  


  
    I leant back, straight and stiff, against the reins,


    Yet pressed her when she slackened; half afraid


    To hear my heart beat; till the grass-grooved lanes—


    (“Hearts have by-ways,” he’d said),

  


  
    31 Dulled the hoof-hammers: up the beech-bowered chase,


    My face against her glossy neck I laid,


    And, with the palm he had kissed, sped fast her pace:


    “Hands hold their fires,” he’d said.

  


  
    Her hot breath jetted through my ruffled hair,


    The loose mane on my cheek beat out her tread,


    And so we cleared the park ditch. (“Would I dare


    To risk my heart?” he’d said.)

  


  
    And, thence, walked slowly o’er the withered brake,


    While still his questioning face before me fled,


    And where he had leaned his head my arm would ache:


    “Hearts ache and break,” he had said.

  


  
    The Grange gleamed out; within its hall I found,


    Scattered and torn, my letters lying—read!


    My lord sat in the card-room, muffled round;


    “I’ve taken cold,” he said.

  


  ·  ·


  32 Study of Trees


  By Mary J. Newill


  ·  ·
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  35 Cousin Rosalys


  By Henry Harland


  Isn’t it a pretty name, Rosalys? But, for me, it is so much more; it is a sort of romantic symbol. I look at it written there on the page, and the sentiment of things changes; it is as if I were listening to distant music; it is as if the white paper turned softly pink, and breathed a perfume—never so faint a perfume of hyacinths. Rosalys, Cousin Rosalys….. London and this sad-coloured February morning become shadowy, remote. I think of another world, another era. Somebody has said that “old memories and fond regrets are the day-dreams of the disappointed, the illusions of the age of disillusion.” Well, if they are illusions, thank goodness they are where experience can’t touch them—on the safe side of time.


  *

  *  *


  Cousin Rosalys—I call her cousin. But, as we often used to remind ourselves, with a kind of esoteric satisfaction, we were not “real” cousins. She was the niece of my Aunt Elizabeth, and lived with her in Rome; but my Aunt Elizabeth was not my “real” aunt—only my great-aunt by marriage, the widow of my father’s uncle. It was Aunt Elizabeth herself, however, who dubbed us cousins, when she introduced us to each other; and at 36 that epoch, for both of us, Aunt Elizabeth’s lightest words were in the nature of decrees, she was such a terrible old lady.


  I’m sure I don’t know why she was terrible, I don’t know how she contrived it; she never said anything, never did anything, especially terrifying; she wasn’t especially wise or especially witty—intellectually, indeed, I suspect she might have passed for a paragon of respectable commonplaceness: but I do know that everybody stood in awe of her. I suppose it must simply have been her atmosphere, her odylic force; a sort of metaphysical chill that enveloped her, and was felt by all who approached her—“some people are like that.” Everybody stood in awe of her, everybody deferred to her: relations, friends, even her Director, and the cloud of priests that pervaded her establishment and gave it its character. For, like so many other old ladies who lived in Rome in those days, my Aunt Elizabeth was nothing if not Catholic, if not Ecclesiastical. You would have guessed as much, I think, from her exterior. She looked Catholic, she looked Ecclesiastical. There was something Gothic in her anatomy, in the architecture of her face: in her high-bridged nose, in the pointed arch her hair made as it parted above her forehead, in her prominent cheek-bones, her straight-lipped mouth and long attenuated chin, in the angularities of her figure. No doubt the simile must appear far-sought, but upon my word her face used to remind me of a chapel—a chapel built of marble, fallen somewhat into decay. I’m not sure whether she was a tall woman, or whether she only had a false air of tallness, being excessively thin and holding herself rigidly erect. She always dressed in black, in hard black silk cut to the severest patterns. Somehow, the very jewels she wore—not merely the cross on her bosom, but the rings on her fingers, the watch-chain round her neck, her watch itself, her old-fashioned, gold-faced watch—seemed of a mode canonical.


  37 She was nothing if not Catholic, if not Ecclesiastical; but I don’t in the least mean that she was particularly devout. She observed all requisite forms, of course: went, as occasion demanded, to mass, to vespers, to confession; but religious fervour was the last thing she suggested, the last thing she affected. I never heard her talk of Faith or Salvation, of Sin or Grace, nor indeed of any matters spiritual. She was quite frankly a woman of the world, and it was the Church as a worldly institution, the Church corporal, the Papacy, Papal politics, that absorbed her interests. The loss of the Temporal Power was the wrong that filled the universe for her, its restoration the cause for which she lived. That it was a forlorn cause she would never for an instant even hypothetically admit. “Remember Avignon, remember the Seventy Years,” she used to say, with a nod that seemed to attribute apodictic value to the injunction.


  “Mark my words, she’ll live to be Pope yet,” a ribald young man murmured behind her chair. “Oh, you tell me she is a woman. I’ll assume it for the sake of the argument—I’d do anything for the sake of an argument. But remember Joan, remember Pope Joan!” And he mimicked his Aunt Elizabeth’s inflection and her conclusive nod.


  *

  *  *


  I had not been in Rome since that universe-filling wrong was perpetrated—not since I was a child of six or seven—when, a youth approaching twenty, I went there in the autumn of 1879; and I recollected Aunt Elizabeth only vaguely, as a lady with a face like a chapel, in whose presence—I had almost written in whose precincts—it had required some courage to breathe. But my mother’s last words, when I left her in Paris, had been, “Now mind you call on your Aunt Elizabeth at once. You mustn’t 38 let a day pass. I am writing to her to tell her that you are coming. She will expect you to call at once.” So, on the morrow of my arrival, I made an exceedingly careful toilet (I remember to this day the pains I bestowed upon my tie, the revisions to which I submitted it!), and, with an anxious heart, presented myself at the huge brown Roman palace, a portion of which my formidable relative inhabited: a palace with grated windows, and a vaulted, crypt-like porte-cochère, and a tremendous Swiss concierge, in knee-breeches and a cocked hat: the Palazzo Zacchinelli.


  The Swiss, flourishing his staff of office, marshalled me (I can’t use a less imposing word for the ceremony) slowly, solemnly, across a courtyard, and up a great stone staircase, at the top of which he handed me on to a functionary in black—a functionary with an ominously austere countenance, like an usher to the Inquisition. Poor old Archimede! Later, when I had come to know him well and tip him, I found he was the mildest creature, the amiablest, the most obliging, and that tenebrious mien of his only a congenital accident, like a lisp or a club-foot. But for the present he dismayed me, and I surrendered myself with humility and meekness to his guardianship. He conducted me through a series of vast chambers—you know those enormous, ungenial Roman rooms, their sombre tapestried walls, their formal furniture, their cheerless, perpetual twilight—and out upon a terrace.


  The terrace lay in full sunshine. There was a garden below it, a garden with orange-trees, and rose-bushes, and camellias, with stretches of green sward, with shrubberies, with a great fountain plashing in the midst of it, and broken, moss-grown statues: a Roman garden, from which a hundred sweet airs came up, in the gentle Roman weather. The balustrade of the terrace was set at intervals with flowering plants, in big urn-shaped vases; I don’t 39 remember what the flowers were, but they were pink, and many of their petals had fallen, and lay scattered on the grey terrace pavement. At the far end, under an awning brave with red and yellow stripes, two ladies were seated—a lady in black, presumably the object of my pious pilgrimage; and a lady in white, whom, even from a distance, I discovered to be young and pretty. A little round table stood between them, with a carafe of water and some tumblers glistening crisply on it. The lady in black was fanning herself with a black lace fan. The lady in white held a book in her hand, from which I think she had been reading aloud. A tiny imp of a red Pomeranian dog had started forward, and was barking furiously.


  This scene must have made a deeper impression upon my perceptions than any that I was conscious of at the moment, because it has always remained as fresh in my memory as you see it now. It has always been a picture that I could turn to when I would, and find unfaded: the garden, the blue sky, the warm September sunshine, the long terrace, and the two ladies seated at the end of it, looking towards me, an elderly lady in black, and a young lady in white, with dark hair.


  My aunt quieted Sandro (that was the dog’s name), and giving me her hand, said “How do you do?” rather drily. And then, for what seemed a terribly long time, though no doubt it was only a few seconds, she kept me standing before her, while she scrutinised me through a double eye-glass, which she held by a mother-of-pearl handle; and I was acutely aware of the awkward figure I must be cutting to the vision of that strange young lady.


  At last, “I should never have recognised you. As a child you were the image of your father. Now you resemble your mother,” Aunt Elizabeth declared; and lowering her glass, she added, “this is your cousin Rosalys.”


  40 I wondered, as I made my bow, why I had never heard before that I had such a pretty cousin, with such a pretty name. She smiled on me very kindly, and I noticed how bright her eyes were, and how white and delicate her face. The little blue veins showed through the skin, and there was no more than just the palest, palest thought of colour in her cheeks. But her lips—exquisitely curved, sensitive lips—were warm red. She smiled on me very kindly, and I daresay my heart responded with an instant palpitation. She was a girl, and she was pretty; and her name was Rosalys; and we were cousins; and I was eighteen. And above us glowed the blue sky of Italy, and round us the golden sunshine; and there, beside the terrace, lay the beautiful old Roman garden, the fragrant, romantic garden….. If at eighteen one isn’t susceptible and sentimental and impetuous, and prepared to respond with an instant sweet commotion to the smiles of one’s pretty cousins (especially when they’re named Rosalys), I protest one is unworthy of one’s youth. One might as well be thirty-five, and a literary hack in London.


  After that introduction, however, my aunt immediately reclaimed my attention. She proceeded to ask me all sorts of questions, about myself, about my people, uninteresting questions, disconcerting questions, which she posed with the air of one who knew the answers beforehand, and was only asking as an examiner asks, to test you. And all the while, the expression of her face, of her deprecating, straight-lipped mouth, of her half-closed sceptical old eyes, seemed to imply that she already had her opinion of me, and that it wouldn’t in the least be affected by anything I could say for myself, and that it was distinctly not a flattering opinion.


  “Well, and what brings you to Rome?” That was one of her questions. I felt like a suspicious character haled before the 41 local magistrate to give an account of his presence in the parish; putting on the best face I could, I pleaded superior orders. I had taken my baccalauréat in the summer; and my father desired me to pass some months in Italy, for the purpose of “patching up my Italian, which had suffered from the ravages of time,” before I returned to Paris, and settled down to the study of a profession.


  “H’m,” said she, manifesting no emotion at what (in my simplicity) I deemed rather a felicitous metaphor; and then, as it were, she let me off with a warning. “Look out that you don’t fall into bad company. Rome is full of dangerous people—painters, Bohemians, republicans, atheists. You must be careful. I shall keep my eye upon you.”


  By-and-by, to my relief, my aunt’s director arrived, Monsignor Parlaghi, a tall, fat, cheerful, bustling man, who wore a silk cassock edged with purple, and a purple netted sash. When he sat down and crossed his legs, one saw a square-toed shoe with a silver buckle, and an inch or two of purple silk stocking. He began at once to talk with his penitent, about some matter to which I (happily) was a stranger; and that gave me my chance to break the ice with Rosalys.


  She had risen to greet the Monsignore, and now stood by the balustrade of the terrace, half turned towards the garden, a slender, fragile figure, all in white. Her dark hair swept away from her forehead in lovely, long undulations, and her white face, beneath it, seemed almost spirit-like in its delicacy, almost immaterial.


  “I am richer than I thought. I did not know I had a Cousin Rosalys,” said I.


  It looks like a sufficiently easy thing to say, doesn’t it? And besides, hadn’t I carefully composed and corrected and conned it 42 beforehand, in the silence of my mind? But I remember the mighty effort of will it cost me to get it said. I suppose it is in the design of nature that Eighteen should find it nervous work to break the ice with pretty girls. At any rate, I remember how my heart fluttered, and what a hollow, unfamiliar sound my voice had; I remember that in the very middle of the enterprise my pluck and my presence of mind suddenly deserted me, and everything became a blank, and for one horrible moment I thought I was going to break down utterly, and stand there staring, blushing, speechless. But then I made a further mighty effort of will, a desperate effort, and somehow, though they nearly choked me, the premeditated words came out.


  “Oh, we’re not real cousins,” said she, letting her eyes shine for a second on my face. And she explained to me just what the connection between us was. “But we will call ourselves cousins,” she concluded.


  The worst was over; the worst, though Eighteen was still, no doubt, conscious of perturbations. I don’t know how long we stood chatting together there by the balustrade, but presently I said something about the garden, and she proposed that we should go down into it. So she led me to the other end of the terrace, where there was a flight of steps, and we went down into the garden.


  The merest trifles, in such weather, with a pretty new-found Cousin Rosalys for a comrade, are delightful, when one is eighteen, aren’t they? It was delightful to feel the yielding turf under our feet, the cool grass curling round our ankles—for in Roman gardens, in those old days, it wasn’t the fashion to clip the grass close, as on an English lawn. It was delightful to walk in the shade of the orange-trees, and breathe the air sweetened by them. The stillness, the dreamy stillness of the soft, sunny afternoon was 43 delightful; the crumbling old statues were delightful, statues of fauns and dryads, of Pagan gods and goddesses, Pan and Bacchus and Diana, their noses broken for the most part, their bodies clothed in mosses and leafy vines. And the flowers were delightful; the cyclamens, with which—so abundant were they—the walls of the garden fairly dripped, as with a kind of pink foam; and the roses, and the waxen red and white camellias. It was delightful to stop before the great brown old fountain, and listen to its tinkle-tinkle of cold water, and peer into its basin, all green with weeds, and watch the antics of the gold-fishes, and the little rainbows the sun struck from the spray. And my Cousin Rosalys’s white frock was delightful, and her voice was delightful; and that perturbation in my heart was exquisitely delightful—something between a thrill and a tremor—a delicious mixture of fear and wonderment and beatitude. I had dragged myself hither to pay a duty-call upon my grim old dragon of a great-aunt Elizabeth; and here I was wandering amid the hundred delights of a romantic Italian garden, with a lovely, white-robed, bright-eyed sylph of a cousin Rosalys.


  Don’t ask me what we talked about. I have only the most fragmentary recollection. I remember she told me that her father and mother had died in India, when she was a child, and that her father (Aunt Elizabeth’s “ever so much younger brother”) had been in the army, and that she had lived with Aunt Elizabeth since she was twelve. And I remember she asked me to speak French with her, because in Rome she almost always spoke Italian or English, and she didn’t want to forget her French; and “You’re, of course, almost a Frenchman, living in Paris.” So we spoke French together, saying ma cousine and mon cousin, which was very intimate and pleasant; and she spoke it so well that I expressed some surprise. “If you don’t put on at 44 least a slight accent, I shall tell you you’re almost a Frenchman too,” I threatened. “Oh, I had French nurses when I was little,” she said, “and afterwards a French governess, till I was sixteen. I’m eighteen now. How old are you?” I had heard that girls always liked a man to be older than themselves, and I answered that I was nearly twenty. Well, and isn’t eighteen nearly twenty? …. Anyhow, as I walked back to my lodgings that afternoon, through the busy, twisted, sunlit Roman streets, Cousin Rosalys filled all my heart and all my thoughts with a white radiance.


  *

  *  *


  You will conceive whether or not, during the months that followed, I was an assiduous visitor at the Palazzo Zacchinelli. But I couldn’t spend all my time there, and in my enforced absences I needed consolation. I imagine I treated Aunt Elizabeth’s advice about avoiding bad company as youth is wont to treat the counsels of crabbed age. Doubtless my most frequent associates were those very painters and Bohemians against whom she had particularly cautioned me—whether they were also republicans and atheists, I don’t think I ever knew; I can’t remember that I inquired, and religion and politics were subjects they seldom touched upon spontaneously. I dare say I joined the artists’ club, in the Via Margutta, the Circolo Internazionale degl’ Artisti; I am afraid the Caffè Greco was my favourite café; I am afraid I even bought a wide-awake hat, and wore it on the back of my head, and tried to look as much like a painter and Bohemian myself as nature would permit.


  Bad company? I don’t know. It seemed to me very good company indeed. There was Jack Everett, tall and slim and athletic, with his eager aquiline face, his dark curling hair, the 45 most poetic-looking creature, humorous, whimsical, melancholy, imaginative, who used to quote Byron, and plan our best practical jokes, and do the loveliest little cupids and roses in water-colours. He has since married the girl he was even then in love with, and is still living in Rome, and painting cupids and roses. And there was d’Avignac, le vicomte, a young Frenchman, who had been in the Diplomatic Service, and—superlative distinction!—“ruined himself for a woman,” and now was striving to keep body and soul together by giving fencing lessons: witty, kindly, pathetic d’Avignac—we have vanished altogether from each other’s ken. There was Ulysse Tavoni, the musician, who, when somebody asked him what instrument he played, answered cheerily, “All instruments.” I can testify from personal observation that he played the piano and the flute, the guitar, mandoline, fiddle, and French horn, the ’cello and the zither. And there was König, the Austrian sculptor, a tiny man with a ferocious black moustache, whom my landlady (he having called upon me one day when I was out), unable to remember his transalpine name, described to perfection as “un Orlando Furioso—ma molto piccolo.” There was a dear, dreamy, languid, sentimental Pole, blue-eyed and yellow-haired, also a sculptor, whose name I have totally forgotten, though we were sworn to “hearts’ brotherhood.” He had the most astonishing talent for imitating the sounds of animals, the neighing of a horse, the crowing of a cock; and when he brayed like a donkey, all the donkeys within earshot were deceived, and answered him. And then there was Father Flynn, a jolly old bibulous priest from Cork. An uncle of his had fought at Waterloo; it was great to hear him tell of his uncle’s part in the fortunes of the day. It was great, too (for Father Flynn was a fervid Irish patriot) to hear him roar out the “Wearing of the Green.” Between the 46 stanzas he would brandish his blackthorn stick at Everett, and call him a “murthering English tyrant,” to our huge delectation.


  There were others and others and others; but these six are those who come back first to my memory. They seemed to me very good company indeed; very merry, and genial, and amusing; and the life we led together seemed a very pleasant life. Oh, our pleasures were of the simplest nature, the traditional pleasures of Bohemia; smoking and drinking and talking, rambling arm-in-arm through the streets, lounging in studios, going to the play or perhaps the circus, or making excursions into the country. Only, the capital of our Bohemia was Rome. The streets through which we rambled were Roman streets, with their inexhaustible picturesqueness, their unending vicissitudes: with their pink and yellow houses, their shrines, their fountains, their gardens, their motley wayfarers—monks and soldiers; shaggy pifferari, and contadine in their gaudy costumes, and models masquerading as contadine; penitents, beggars, water-carriers, hawkers; priests in their vestments, bearing the Host, attended by acolytes, with burning tapers, who rang little bells, whilst men uncovered and women crossed themselves; and everywhere, everywhere, English tourists, with their noses in Bædeker. It was Rome with its bright sun, and its deep shadows; with its Ghetto, its Tiber, its Castle Sant’ Angelo; with its churches, and palaces, and ruins; with its Villa Borghese and its Pincian Hill; with its waving green Campagna at its gates. We smoked and talked and drank—Chianti, of course, and sunny Orvieto, and fabled Est-Est-Est, all in those delightful pear-shaped, wicker-covered flasks, which of themselves, I fancy, would confer a flavour upon indifferent wine. We made excursions to Tivoli and Frascati, to Monte Cavo and Nemi, to Acqua Acetosa. We patronised Pulcinella, and the marionettes, and (better still) the 47 imitation marionettes. We blew horns on the night of Epiphany, we danced at masked balls, we put on dominoes and romped in the Corso during carnival, throwing flowers and confetti, and struggling to extinguish other people’s moccoli. And on rainy days (with an effort I can remember that there were some rainy days), Everett and I would sit with d’Avignac in his fencing gallery, and talk and smoke, and smoke and talk and talk. D’Avignac was six-and-twenty, Everett was twenty-two, and I was “nearly twenty.” D’Avignac would tell us of his past, of his adventures in Spain and Japan and South America, and of the lady for the love of whom he had come to grief. Everett and I would sigh profoundly, and shake our heads, and exchange sympathetic glances, and assure him that we knew what love was—we were victims of unfortunate attachments ourselves. To each other we had confided everything, Everett and I. He had told me all about his unrequited passion for Maud Eaton, and I had rhapsodised to him by the hour about Cousin Rosalys. “But you, old chap, you’re to be envied,” he would cry. “Here you are in the same town with her, by Jove! You can see her, you can plead your cause. Think of that. I wish I had half your luck. Maud is far away in England, buried in a country-house down in Lancashire. She might as well be on another planet, for all the good I get of her. But you—why, you can see your Cousin Rosalys this very hour if you like! Oh, heavens, what wouldn’t I give for half your luck!” The wheel of Time, the wheel of Time! Everett and Maud are married, but Cousin Rosalys and I…. Heigh-ho! I wonder whether, in our thoughts of ancient days, it is more what we remember or what we forget that makes them sweet? Anyhow, for the moment, we forget the dismal things that have happened since.


  *

  *  *


  48 Yes, I was in the same town with her, by Jove; I could see her. And indeed I did see her many times every week. Like the villain in a melodrama, I led a double life. When I was not disguised as a Bohemian, in a velvet jacket and a wide-awake, smoking and talking and holding wassail with my boon companions, you might have observed a young man attired in the height of the prevailing fashion (his top-hat and varnished boots flashing fire in the eyes of the Roman populace), going to call on his Aunt Elizabeth. And his Aunt Elizabeth, pleased by such dutiful attentions, rewarded him with frequent invitations to dinner. Her other guests would be old ladies like herself, and old gentlemen, and priests, priests, priests. So that Rosalys and I, the only young ones present, were naturally paired together. After dinner Rosalys would play and sing, while I hung over her piano. Oh, how beautifully she played Chopin! How ravishingly she sang! Schubert’s Wohin, and Röslein, Röslein, Röslein roth; and Gounod’s Sérénade and his Barcarolle:


  
    “Dites la jeune belle,


    Où voulez-vous aller?”

  


  And how angelically beautiful she looked! Her delicate, pale face, and her dark, undulating hair, and her soft red lips; and then her eyes—her luminous, mysterious dark eyes, in whose depths, far, far within, you could discern her spirit shining starlike. And her hands, white and slender and graceful, images in miniature of herself; with what incommunicable wonder and admiration I used to watch them as they moved above the keys. “A woman who plays Chopin ought to have three hands—two to play with, and one for the man who’s listening to hold.” That was a pleasantry which I meditated much in secret, and a thousand times aspired to murmur in the player’s ear, but invariably, when it came to the 49 point of doing so, my courage failed me. “You can see her, you can plead your cause.” Bless me, I never dared even vaguely to hint that I had any cause to plead. I imagine young love is always terribly afraid of revealing itself to its object, terribly afraid and terribly desirous. Whenever I was not in cousin Rosalys’s presence, my heart was consumed with longing to tell her that I loved her, to ask her whether perhaps she might be not wholly indifferent to me; I made the boldest resolutions, committed to memory the most persuasive declarations. But from the instant I was in her presence again—mercy, what panic seized me. I could have died sooner than speak the words that I was dying to speak, ask the question I was dying to ask.


  I called assiduously at the Palazzo Zacchinelli, and my aunt bade me to dinner a good deal, and then one afternoon every week she used to drive with Rosalys on the Pincian. There was one afternoon every week when all Rome drove on the Pincian; was it Saturday? At any rate, you may be very sure I did not let such opportunities escape me for getting a bow and a smile from my cousin. Sometimes she would leave the carriage and join me, while Aunt Elizabeth, with Sandro in her lap, drove on, round and round the consecrated circle; and we would stroll together in the winding alleys, or stand by the terrace and look off over the roofs of the city, and watch the sunset blaze and fade behind St. Peter’s. You know that unexampled view—the roofs of Rome spread out beneath you like the surface of a troubled sea, and the dome of St. Peter’s, an island rising in the distance, and the sunset sky behind it. We would stand there in silence perhaps, at most saying very little, while the sunset burned itself out; and for one of us, at least, it was a moment of ineffable, impossible enchantment. She was so near to me, so near, the slender figure in the pretty frock, with the dark hair, and the captivating hat, and the furs; 50 with her soft glowing eyes, with her exquisite fragrance of girlhood; she was so near to me, so alone with me, despite the crowd about us, and I loved her so! Oh, why couldn’t I tell her? Why couldn’t she divine it? People said that women always knew by intuition when men were in love with them. Why couldn’t Rosalys divine that I loved her, how I loved her, and make me a sign, and so enable me to speak?


  Presently—and all too soon—she would return to the carriage, and drive away with Aunt Elizabeth; and I, in the lugubrious twilight, would descend the great marble Spanish staircase (a perilous path, amongst models and beggars and other things) to the Piazza, and seek out Jack Everett at the Caffe Greco. Thence he and I would go off to dine together somewhere, condoling with each other upon our ill-starred passions. After dinner, pulling our hats over our eyes, two desperately tragic forms, we would set ourselves upon the traces of d’Avignac and König and Father Flynn, determined to forget our sorrows in an evening of dissipation, saying regretfully, “These are the evil courses to which the love of woman has reduced us—a couple of the best-meaning fellows in Christendom, and surely born for better ends.” When we were children (hasn’t Kenneth Grahame written it for us in a golden book?) we played at conspirators and pirates. When we were a little older, and Byron or Musset had superseded Fenimore Cooper, some of us found there was an unique excitement to be got from the game of Blighted Beings.


  Oh, why couldn’t I tell her? Why couldn’t she divine it, and make me an encouraging sign?


  *

  *  *


  But of course, in the end, I did tell her. It was on the night of my birthday. I had dined at the Palazzo Zacchinelli, and with 51 the dessert a great cake was brought in and set before me. A number of little red candles were burning round it, and embossed upon it in frosting was this device:


  
    A birthday-piece


    From Rosalys,


    Wishing birthdays more in plenty


    To her cousin “nearly twenty.”

  


  And counting the candles, I perceived they were nineteen.


  Probably my joy was somewhat tempered by confusion, to think that my little equivocation on the subject of my age had been discovered. As I looked up from the cake to its giver, I met a pair of eyes that were gleaming with mischievous raillery; and she shook her head at me, and murmured, “Oh, you fibber!”


  “How on earth did you find out?” I wondered.


  “Oh—a little bird,” laughed she.


  “I don’t think it’s at all respectful of you to call Aunt Elizabeth a little bird,” said I.


  After dinner we went out upon the terrace. It was a warm night, and there was a moon. A moonlit night in Italy—dark velvet shot with silver. And the air was intoxicant with the scent of hyacinths. We were in March; the garden had become a wilderness of spring flowers, narcissi and jonquils, crocusses, anemones, tulips, and hyacinths; hyacinths, everywhere hyacinths. Rosalys had thrown a bit of white lace over her hair. Oh, I assure you, in the moonlight, with the white lace over her hair, with her pale face, and her eyes, her shining, mysterious eyes—oh, I promise you, she was lovely.


  “How beautiful the garden is, in the moonlight, isn’t it?” she said. “The shadows, and the statues, and the fountains. And how sweet the air is. They’re the hyacinths that smell so sweet. 52 The hyacinth is your birthday flower, you know. Hyacinths bring happiness to people born in March.”


  I looked into her eyes, and my heart thrilled and thrilled. And then, somehow, somehow …. Oh, I don’t remember what I said; only, somehow, somehow …. Ah, but I do remember very clearly what she answered—so softly, so softly, while her hand lay in mine. I remember it very clearly, and at the memory, even now, years afterwards, I confess my heart thrills again.


  We were joined, in a minute or two, by Monsignor Parlaghi, and we tried to behave as if he were not unwelcome.


  *

  *  *


  Adam and Eve were driven from Eden for their guilt; but it was Innocence that lost our Eden for Rosalys and me. In our egregious innocence, we had determined that I should call upon Aunt Elizabeth in the morning, and formally demand her sanction to our engagement! Do I need to recount the history of that interview? Of my aunt’s incredulity, that gradually changed to scorn and anger? Of how I was fleered at and flouted, and taunted with my youth, and called a fool and a coxcomb, and sent about my business with the information that the portals of the Palazzo Zacchinelli would remain eternally closed against me for the future, and that my people “would be written to”? I was not even allowed to see my cousin to say good-bye. “And mind you, we’ll have no letter writing,” cried Aunt Elizabeth. “I shall forbid Rosalys to receive any letters from you.”


  Guilt (we are taught) can be annulled, and its punishment remitted, if we do heartily repent. But innocence? Goodness knows how heartily I repented; yet I never found that a pennyweight of the punishment was remitted. At the week’s end I got a letter from my people recalling me to Paris. And I never saw 53 Rosalys again. And some years afterwards she married an Italian, a nephew of Cardinal Badascalchi. And in 1887, at Viareggio, she died…..


  *

  *  *


  Eh bien, voilà! There is the little inachieved, the little unfulfilled romance, written for me in her name, Cousin Rosalys. What of it? Oh, nothing—except—except—Oh, nothing.


  “All good things come to him who waits.” Perhaps. But we know how apt they are to come too late; and—sometimes they come too early.


  ·  ·


  54 The Lady of Shalott


  By Florence M. Rutland


  ·  ·
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  57 Wolf-Edith


  By Nora Hopper


  
    Wolf-Edith dwells on the wild grey down


    Where the gorse burns gold and the bent grows brown.

  


  
    She goes as light as a withered leaf,


    She has not tasted of joy or grief.

  


  
    With wild things’ beauty her face is fair,


    A bramble-flower in a web of hair,

  


  
    Fine as thistle-down tossed abroad


    When the soul of the thistle goes home to God.

  


  
    Her lips know songs that will lure away


    A dull-eared clown from his buxom may.

  


  
    But never a man she hath hearkened sing


    And followed home from her wandering—

  


  
    And never a man the bents above


    Might call Wolf-Edith his mate and love.

  


  
    58 Oh fair are the women of stead and town,


    And winds are sharp on the barren down:

  


  
    Yet heather blooms in the wind’s despite,


    And wild-fire burns in the blackest night:

  


  
    And out on the moor and the mists thereof


    Wild Wolf-Edith has found her a love.

  


  
    She knows not his kindred’s place and name,


    But her sleeping soul he hath set aflame.

  


  
    He has kindled her soul with his first long kiss:


    How shall she quit such a grace as this?

  


  
    A barrow far on the windy heath,


    Her love is a handful of dust beneath.

  


  
    For here when Senlac was lost and won,


    Her lover perished for Godwin’s son:

  


  
    Died, and was laid here to sleep his fill


    While Saxons bent to a Norman’s will.

  


  
    Still Normans sit on the Saxon throne;


    A Saxon girl to the moor has gone,

  


  
    A Saxon’s ghost is her lover sworn


    And who shall sever them, night or morn?

  


  
    One in the barrow and one above;


    Wild Wolf-Edith has found her a love.

  


  
    59 And sweeter than ever her wild songs go


    Drifting down to the thorpes below.

  


  
    Wolf-Edith’s pale as a winter-rose


    When lonely over the bents she goes,

  


  
    Though sweet i’ the gorses the wild bees hum—


    But when the night and her lover come,

  


  
    He lifts her soul as a flickering fire


    Is lifted up, with the wind’s desire.

  


  
    His eyes drink light from Wolf-Edith’s face,


    ’Gainst the time he goes to his sleeping place:

  


  
    Dead and living the bents above


    Wild Wolf-Edith has found her a love.

  


  ·  ·


  60 On the Art of Yvette Guilbert


  By Stanley V. Makower


  In a few days Yvette Guilbert will be here once more, and all London will be flocking to Leicester Square to secure seats at the Empire Theatre. The chief cities of Europe and America through which the French singer has now passed in triumphal procession have subscribed to an almost unparalleled success with a truly rare enthusiasm. One obscure town in Europe[7] is said to have sprung into notoriety owing to an obstinate refusal to recognise a genius to which the whole civilised world has done honour. But this, the sole exhibition of hostility with which the great artist has met in her wide travels, has only served to enhance her reputation.


  The extraordinary wave of enthusiasm that greets Yvette Guilbert when she is here is only another proof that London is the most cosmopolitan city in the world. We are constantly having evidence of this, not the least striking being that last year a play by a German author[8] was being acted at three different London theatres at the same time in French, German, and Italian. Nevertheless it is singular that a genius essentially French, though 61 in no sense a type of France, exercised in a department of art peculiar to one side of Paris, should win unanimous applause from every class of London society.


  The crisis which the drama has reached in England and in France is in some respects the same, but there is a point at which the parallel ceases. In both countries the drama is corrupt, but France with characteristic precocity is the first to teach the lesson. It has said the last word about the drama of this generation in providing the glorious impossibility of a Sarah Bernhardt. It is on the great actress that has fallen the task of showing that drama written and conceived from outside has reached its culminating point in the latest manuscript plays from the pen of Victorien Sardou. No one with a personality less splendid could have proved that the history of the drama during this century has been almost exclusively the history of an art entirely alien to that which made Shakespeare a writer of plays. In England we have no personality great enough to sum up the whole situation, and the consequence is that we are still at the mercy of those who line the pavement of the Haymarket with gold to witness “Trilby,” or who pour with equal profusion to the doors of the St. James’ theatre to see Mr. Alexander in “The Prisoner of Zenda.” And all the conscientious endeavours of Mr. Pinero and Mr. H. A. Jones fail to stem the tide, for the very simple reason that they are neither of them great men.


  It is to Norway then that we have to look for the future welfare of the drama, and whilst Henrik Ibsen has given a fresh impulse to the literary minds of France and England, an impulse which has as yet had insufficient time to translate itself to any appreciable extent into the dramatic literature of these countries, there is a temporary transference of the popular interest in England from the Stage to the Music Hall, in France from the Stage to the 62 Cabaret or the Café Chantant. But there is a wide difference between the Music Hall and the Cabaret. The history of both is still to be written, but it will be found that the circumstances, the traditions or the art displayed in each are different, and, more important than all, the literary value and artistic significance of each are different. In England the text of the songs sung is written by illiterate people, the artistic part lies in the performer, and even then the performer is quite unconscious of his art. In France the songs written for the Cabaret are mostly written, as we shall see later on, by men of culture, of University education, and though there is perhaps on the whole less ability to be found in the ranks of the French than in those of the English performers, each performer in France knows that he is engaged in an artistic pursuit requiring talent of a special kind.


  Yvette Guilbert constitutes the one brilliant exception to the general statement, advanced with some hesitation through want of sufficient knowledge, that we have more individual ability on the Music Hall Stage than the French have in the Café Chantant. But the weight of Yvette Guilbert’s individuality goes far to counterbalance the deficiency if there is one. It is an individuality so marked, so rare, that it almost constitutes by its own force a development by itself, independent of a place in the history of its art, in the same way that the strength of Chopin’s individuality makes it almost impossible to put him into relation with other composers of music. Curiously enough we find that during the life-time of Chopin there was the same tendency to call him “modern,” “new-fangled” and so forth, that we observe in those critics who have used the word fin-de-siècle in connection with Yvette Guilbert. In both cases the epithets are idle. It is the misfortune which attends all histrionic art that it cannot be handed down to posterity, but if it were possible to preserve something of 63 the art of Yvette Guilbert, we should want to preserve the beauty which she conceives internally, the look of inward imagination that comes from her eyes, whilst the simplicity of her dress, the almost conventional quality of her gestures, and the long black gloves, which she adopted at the beginning of her career and has never abandoned, are at the most evidence of an unerring taste and of a distinguished simplicity.


  There is then nothing essentially contemporary in Yvette Guilbert, nor indeed is there anything contemporary in the form of the art, which her instinct has guided her to select for the display of her genius, for it is a compromise between the dramatic and lyrical form which has its parallel in early classical times. Nothing could equal the obtuseness of more than one English critic who has advised Yvette Guilbert to forsake this quasi-lyrical form for the drama—advice which goes conclusively to prove that such critics misunderstand the nature of her genius from beginning to end. Moreover, if we examine the qualities which constitute Sarah Bernhardt the greatest living actress, we find at once that they are of an entirely different order from those possessed by Yvette Guilbert. It is indeed by setting the two side by side that we are enabled to grasp more clearly the character of the genius which has secured for each a unique position in her art. Sarah Bernhardt has a personality—a personality so strong that she has succeeded in reducing the drama to a formula by which that personality can be expressed. It is the extraordinary power of that personality that makes her a great actress, and perhaps the predominant characteristics of it are pictorial and musical. She cannot avoid looking and sounding beautiful. Only once do I remember the reality of the situation to have asserted itself over a superb pose, and then the result was destructive. In the last act of “Fédora,” in which the heroine dies in her lover’s arms, there 64 is a moment when the magnificent harmony of her movements is merged in the realism of a dying woman’s agony. The tiny lace handkerchief (an exquisite symbol of her art), which has accompanied her through two and a half acts of frenzy, is flung to the ground, and with it she seems to abandon the last artifice of a great artist; but this death, unlike most of her deaths, is unlovely—it is as revolting as would be the actual death of a person on the stage; it is outside the domain of art. From this we see that, the moment Sarah Bernhardt forsakes her personality and falls into a realism, she ceases to be an artist. On the other hand, in Yvette Guilbert personality can never be detected, and her realism, as will be seen later on, is never naked or unlovely. You can have no idea of what she is like off the stage from seeing her on the stage. With unerring instinct she moves very little when she is singing, and with an unflinching courage which makes us marvel, she has never been tempted to employ the dress or “make-up” of any character from the beginning of her career until to-day. She pins herself to no personality, but stands completely unfettered, illustrating in the abstract, by a method of intense conception, a number of fundamental truths of humanity in a song which does not take her five minutes to sing. When she is singing Béranger’s “Ma Grand’mère,” she makes no attempt at looking and speaking like any individual old grandmother whom one can picture to oneself. It is true that she wears a white cap and sits in an arm-chair, but that is only for her own purposes, as, so far as the audience is concerned, the incongruousness of her youthful face and dress and the white cap only serves to dissociate the mind more than ever from any single character. She gives the impression of infirmity in her voice, and in the last verse you can almost see the mist of age creep over her eyes as she waves her hand feebly in front of her. No impersonation of an individual grandmother 65 could give us such an impression of all grandmotherhood as Yvette Guilbert manages to convey by the subtle variety of tone and manner in which she sings the refrain:


  
    Combien je regrette


    Mon bras si dodu


    Ma jambe bien faite


    Et le temps perdu.

  


  After this, to talk of the drama as an appropriate field for the display of her powers is surely irrelevant, for, in its present condition, it could do nothing but corrupt and reduce to a minimum those powers of lyrical intensity which are the keynote of her success. Luckily for us there is no chance of her forsaking her present form, for she well knows the nature of her talent. And it is sufficient answer to the ignorant, who look upon the drama as a higher form of art, that eminent teachers of Schumann’s songs take their pupils to hear Yvette Guilbert, in order that they may learn the value of words in singing.


  It is worth noticing here that Yvette Guilbert has to suffer largely from that class of people who admire and misunderstand. This is a penalty that all public people have to pay, and its effect is not really far-reaching; but the nature of the misunderstanding in the case of Yvette Guilbert is a singular one. It creates an impression in the mind of the uninitiate that the charm of Yvette Guilbert is that of a very pretty, very wicked, sparkling little soubrette. Such impression is conveyed by remarks which everybody has heard, such as, “She sings the most indecent songs with the most absurd innocence.” Young men tell it you with a perplexed look in their eyes which at once conveys the impression that the point of the songs is that they are all that Mrs. Grundy loathes. It is almost needless to say that it is usually people who 66 do not understand the French who speak like this. Moreover, it is little short of fatuous to suppose that a few indecent sentences delivered naïvely will account for the spell which Yvette Guilbert throws over her audience. Obviously such an effect is produced by something far more rare and fundamental—the possession of an individuality without parallel. Indeed, the obscene with her is clearly a mere accident in her art—a thing so entirely outside herself that she can treat it with the utmost indifference, with even a frank gaiety that is inborn, which no amount of study or pose could ever produce—an almost unique cleanness of soul, “under which vice itself loses half its evil by losing all its grossness.” The novelty of method, the total lack of sensuality were what took the French by storm; for, wearied by a host of singers whose individuality never raised them above the grossness and sordidness of the bête humaine, they had never yet dreamed of a treatment of another kind—a treatment that again seems to remind us of the classics more than of anything contemporary.


  Yvette Guilbert is lucky in having poets of no mean order to write for her. Prominent among these is Aristide Bruant, a well-known literary figure of Paris, who was presented to the “Société des Gens de Lettres” in 1892 by François Coppée as “the descendant in a direct line of our Villon,” in a speech full of genuine enthusiasm. An excellent review of his chief work, “Dans la Rue,” a collection of songs, many of which are interpreted by Yvette Guilbert (e. g., “A la Villette,” “A Menilmontant,” “A Saint Lazare,” &c.), was published in 1892, curiously enough in an English provincial newspaper, in which the writer points out very clearly the distinction between Bruant’s treatment and that of other literary men, who have dealt with the criminal classes. I cannot do better than quote an extract:


  67 “This book is about the life of the criminal classes in Paris. It is the first successful attempt that has been made to do them from inside, to make them talk in their own persons. The way in which they have been dealt with hitherto in literature is exemplified by “Les Misérables,” with its long digression on the troisième dessous. They have been described, criticised, explained; they have not expressed themselves. But here we have them discussing one another and giving utterance to their own feelings. The treatment of their language is similar to the treatment of their life. In other books it has been introduced as a curiosity patiently studied by the writer; Hugo and Balzac, for instance, discuss it at some length; they point out its picturesqueness; they call it expressive, terrible; and when their characters use it their speeches are printed in italics. In “Dans la Rue” it is employed quite naturally, as if it were the only language; there is no glossary, no foot-notes; and the result is that though half the words have to be guessed, the effect produced is far more real and definite.”[9]


  Here at once, then, we have the clue to the terrible nature of the songs in which Yvette Guilbert achieves her greatest triumphs. They are songs full of argot, which has a different significance to our slang, for it has traditions of a peculiar kind, and its history is unique in the history of languages. It takes us back to the fifteenth century, to the organisation of a licensed society of beggars—Truands et Gueux—a great national school of beggary, which became the nursery of all the vice and crime of Paris, which had its Cour des Miracles, and its own especial language in which the uninitiate were instructed on their admission to the fraternity. It was not until the middle of the seventeenth century that this great guild was dissolved, the reason for its lasting so long being that the clergy resorted freely to it, when they 68 wished to rehabilitate a failing credit by the performance of miracles. Members of the fraternity would simulate diseases for years, until they were well known as lepers, paralytics, or epileptics, and when a religious procession passed in the street they would, by previous arrangement with the clergy, stagger up to the shrine, and rise healed, to the delight of the populace.


  The argot of Bruant is not, of course, the pure argot of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. On the dissolution of the Guild of Beggars in 1656, the argot of the streets began to make its way into the older language, and the confusion was still further increased by the publication of songs and novels in which a mixed argot was freely introduced, so that the purity of the original language of the Gueux is gone. But the seeds of the old tongue are still to be found in many of the French songs of to-day, and it is to this we must look for an explanation of the hideous character of many of the songs which Yvette Guilbert sings. We must remember that she is singing a language, the traditions of which are associated with the criminal classes, a language of vice and blood, poor in relation to the number of objects denoted, but rising in vocabulary when we want words to express drunkenness, assault, profligacy. In a small dictionary of French argot we find in the introduction the following table of words:


  
    
      	To denote

      	“Eating”

      	10 words.
    


    
      	”

      	“Drinking”

      	20 ”
    


    
      	”

      	“Drunkenness”

      	40 ”
    


    
      	”

      	“Money”

      	60 ”
    


    
      	”

      	“Prostitute”

      	80 ”
    

  


  And the only word which is used to mean an honest man is the contemptuous simple, while the horror of the language is here and there redeemed by such touches of fancy as fée to mean a young girl.


  69 Enough has now been said to show conclusively that there is far deeper reason for the use of obscene words in these songs than the idle desire to raise a smile on the face of the young man who has an insatiable thirst for what is depraved, and who spends most of his time retailing dubious after-dinner stories to his friends.


  Beside Aristide Bruant stands Jules Jouy, whose work Yvette Guilbert interprets with perhaps even greater success, and examples of which we have heard in “La Soularde” and “Morphinée”—both very remarkable, but “La Soularde” the more successful of the two, owing to its far greater simplicity. Indeed, in this song, the art of Yvette Guilbert is exhibited in its perfection, and here the history of how it came to be written throws an interesting light on the success that it has achieved.


  It was Yvette Guilbert herself who suggested the idea of a woman half crazy with drink lurching along the street with madness and disease in her eyes. Jouy wrote the song and gave it to her, saying, “I have written a masterpiece, but I don’t know whether you will make anything of it.” Then Yvette Guilbert took it and studied it with all that power of intensification which is her peculiar gift. She decided the character of the melody that was to be used, by constant recourse to the piano to try different effects. Finally, when the song was sung Zola was wild with enthusiasm, and the whole of Paris rang with applause. Certainly the song is admirably written. There is a truth in its simplicity, a directness of purpose, a perfect knowledge of the requirements of the art, but no one from reading the poem could dream of the extraordinary thing which Yvette Guilbert would create from it. She threw into it all her imagination, and out of the bare words sprang a beauty which baffled every one. When it was sung in London the audience were taken by storm, and yet not one half of them could understand 70 the meaning of the words. At the end of the verse which describes the people throwing cabbages and rubbish at the drunken woman as she lurches along, Yvette Guilbert throws her head back and breaks the final syllable of the refrain “La Soularde” (the arde in Soularde) into a cry of two notes. It would scarcely be too much to call this the greatest moment that has ever been brought off in executory art. It takes your breath away. The whole scene rushes on the mind with a force that is overwhelming. You positively see the drunken woman with dishevelled hair and bloodshot eyes reeling down the street, pursued by a jeering crowd—but in the meanwhile Yvette Guilbert, in modern evening dress, is standing comparatively still on the stage with that background representing a Mauresque palace which has become a traditional drop-scene at the Empire Theatre. The reality of the picture that she creates then is not the lettered realism that is conveyed by any external method, like that for example of Mr. Tree, when he is made up to look exactly like a Russian spy, an Italian cut throat, or a Jewish pianist; nor is it the realism of Sarah Bernhardt when she dies in “Fédora;” but the spiritual realism of a thing deeply conceived, deeply felt, and translating itself to the audience without any delusion of accessories. It is conveyed in the quality of the voice, in the marvellous narrative of the eyes; and these are so inimitable that we are not surprised at the incapacity of a Cissy Loftus to give us a more fundamental notion of Yvette Guilbert than could be given by any one who would put on a pair of long black gloves. It is not possible that she should suggest her prototype any more than a stuffed animal suggests a living one. The best proof of this is, that if you hear the accomplished little mimic before you have heard Yvette Guilbert, you get an absolutely false and ineffectual impression of what the French singer is like; 71 if you hear her afterwards, the impression made on you by her prototype is so strong that you cannot stop yourself from filling up in your mind the big gaps in the imitation, and you come away thinking of Yvette Guilbert, and yet feeling perplexed, cheated, dissatisfied. You have wanted the suggestion of a mind—you have been given the suggestion of a body, and even that a very imperfect one, because of the distinction of physique in Yvette Guilbert. This is obvious enough when we look at a photograph of her, which all the cunning of M. Reutlinger is unable to conjure into anything approaching a likeness; and of the three hundred pictures which have been painted by different artists of the singer, no single one gives any complete idea of the original, though many have caught a trait here and there, and suggested it powerfully enough. In fact, there is nothing sufficiently photographic about Yvette Guilbert to lend itself to imitation of any sort; and when Miss Cissy Loftus tries to imitate Yvette Guilbert, she is like a child trying to make a drawing after Velasquez. The effect that Yvette Guilbert produces is far removed from that produced by any external realism. If we were to see a person imitate accurately a drunken woman—so accurately, in fact, that, were it not for the stage, we should be unable to guess that she was acting, we should feel much the same physical disgust that is aroused in us when we see a drunken woman reeling down a street. We should be no more edified than by the ingenuity of the man who exhibited a picture with a real face peering through the canvas. But when Yvette Guilbert is telling you about a drunken woman, though you shudder, it is not with disgust—for the thing is transfigured by her into something different. You see the scene, but you see it in a new light, with something of the light which goes to make the genius of the performer, and which she has such a rare power 72 of communicating. When she steps outside the characters of the scene, crying out against the profanity of ridicule and raising a plea for the woman to pass unmolested, she conveys by her voice a suggestion of that universal humanity which binds the world together. The subtlety of this is indescribable. It reaches its climax again in the refrain “La Soularde,” sung this time in a way which makes us feel at one moment both the infinite pity of the spectator and the crushing weariness of the woman. It is just this poetry of vision which robs these songs of all their horror, for it is in the beautifying of the terrible that lies the supremacy of her art.


  If we think over this song, it seems to provide us in its success with a complete logical understanding of the proportion which words, scenery, and music ought to bear to each other. However strange it may sound, it seems to teach us that the Elizabethans were right when they acted Shakespeare before a placard announcing the nature of the scenery, that Henrik Ibsen is the only man who has realised the conditions of the modern drama, and made a splendid endeavour to cut them from under him, that the foundations of the work of Richard Wagner are false. It is just possible that had the great musician heard Yvette Guilbert sing this song, he would never have said that music is a MEANS (in large capitals) and not an END (in large capitals), for he would have been bound to recognise the perfect unity of this song, and he would then have realised what a limitation he was setting by his assertion, on the art in which he excelled. He would not have been alone among the foremost musicians of the time in admiring Yvette Guilbert, and when he came to examine the notes in “La Soularde,” he would have seen that they are scarcely music at all, but a consumately skilful arrangement in the nature of a compromise between talking and singing. We can 73 trace the truth of this down to a single note, in which it is manifestly exemplified, and which is here quoted.


  [image: ]


  Here in this passage the final note is scarcely articulated at all; it is at all events a mere talking sound and expresses no musical value. Again in the following extract the musical accent should fall on the first note of the second bar but the necessity of the words throws it in recitation upon the second note to which the word “mort” is sung, and the departure from the regular movement of the rhythm produces its effect directly. The music and the words have come into conflict, and the words rise triumphant from the encounter.


  [image: ]


  And when this is sung the correctness and inevitability of the sacrifice of the music to the words is immediately felt. The secret of the perfectness of the relation between words and music has already been alluded to. It lies in the fact that Yvette Guilbert plays with the words at the piano until she finds a suitable medium for the expression and then the scheme is worked into an accompaniment. Thus by subordinating the material to the requirements of the executant a perfect unity is obtained. Wagner too imagined that he was subordinating his music to his words, but it is clear that where he achieves his greatest triumphs in music he is actually untramelled by his text, and it is fortunate for us that he was unconscious of the fact that he was constantly 74 sinning gloriously against his favourite theories or we should never have had “Tristan and Isolde” but should have been left to puzzle and lift our eyebrows over more enigmas as incomprehensible as the recitatifs in “Die Niebelungen.”


  Besides “La Soularde,” perhaps the most famous of M. Jouy’s songs is “La Pierreuse,” which is a great favourite with French audiences,[10] but which Yvette Guilbert does not sing in London as it would be almost impossible to sing it without the sympathy of an audience which understands and can appreciate what is at stake. In Paris there is a breathless silence while this song is being sung. The sublime horror of it takes hold of every one, and never has a deeper thrill been sent in so few words through a vast assembly of people. The stillness that it commands is magical, the applause at the close frantic. This is the story of a woman who makes her living by wandering about the fortifications of Paris in wait for men whom she entices up to one of the entrenchments. Then she softly calls for her lover who is posted at a short distance and he steals up and murders the victim—throwing his corpse into the entrenchment after he has robbed it of all the money and valuables he can find on it. The cry of the woman “pi-ouit” is the refrain of the song, followed by the sound of blows and the thud of the body as it falls. In the last verse the woman who is telling her own tale explains why she wears mourning. It is for the lover who was caught and guillotined. And then she describes his execution in the early morning. She sees him let out at the dawn. There is the faint cry of “pi-ouit” sent by a brother thief in the distance to cheer 75 him as he goes and then, before he has time to answer, he is cast upon the block. Deibler lets the knife drop—and the head and trunk fall into the box of bran.


  As Yvette Guilbert sings this song she transplants you to the scenes she is describing. And when she whispers the cry of the brother thief sounding faintly as it travels across the sleeping city of Paris in the early dawn “pi…i…i…oui…i…i…t” to the man who is just on the point of being guillotined, the effect is astounding. As in the refrain “La Soularde,” she contrives in this cry of “pi-ouit” to show you and make you feel through her poetry of vision the whole scene. She gathers up into one overwhelming moment the misery of the woman who is watching in the distance, the speechlessness of the figure that is conducted to execution, and the human compassion of the comrade who whistles the old refrain as he sees his friend borne out to die. You get in this cry the whole feeling of what a great brotherhood in crime means. There is in it a ring of reckless despair. “Your turn to-day, mine to-morrow: pi-ouit.” It seems a lot to get out of the two syllables, but hear Yvette Guilbert whisper them and she makes you feel all that and more. She manipulates the last stanza with consummate skill. How the voice sinks as she begins to think of the scene:


  
    Oui, c’est l’autre jour à l’aurore


    Qu’on m’a rogné mon gigolo.

  


  Then the choke of horror with which she says,


  
    C’te fois-ci, c’est pas rigolo.

  


  She watches the priest talking to him at the doorway. You see the terror in her eyes, and when she closes the song with the sound of the body falling into the box and the brutal comment


  
    76 Ç’a s’fait très-vit’!


    Pi…ouit.

  


  it is almost impossible to believe that the simple figure that retires from the stage has only told you about it and that it is a sham. A remarkable feature of this song is the extraordinarily vivid effect of physical violence which Yvette Guilbert conveys by the use of sounds—which cannot be spelt. She really manufactures a language of her own which no one could talk but which every one understands. The same gift enables her to extract an extraordinary value out of a cough or such ejaculations as la! la! ha! ha! (a fact which again points to the lyrical quality of her genius) which often sum up in a vein of gentle criticism what has gone before. The delicacy of the impression is indescribable. We get it in “Ça fait plaisir,” and “Les nouveaux mariés.” (Xanrof).


  In “La Pierreuse” more even than in “La Soularde” we see the power of Yvette Guilbert to make the terrible beautiful. Nothing could well be more horrible than the whole story, and yet even the shocking brutality of the thing is merged in the completeness of her vision. It leaves you aghast, bereft of all powers of moral criticism. You are taken so far down below the surface of the incidents recorded, so deeply into the roots of humanity that the sense of relation between the characters in the song and those of well behaved people is entirely lost, and you come away with an insight into the criminal classes which no amount of statistics and blue books could ever give you. As in “La Soularde” the music of “La Pierreuse” is entirely subordinated to the words, the intervals between the notes very often representing little more than the inflection of the voice in speaking.


  Enough has been said for it to be easily recognised that the men who write these songs are of no ordinary capacity, and their 77 position in the literary and artistic world of Paris is one of distinction. But Yvette Guilbert has popularised their work, she has made it intelligible to the mass of French people, and she has even carried it all over the world with phenomenal success, and the peculiar excellence of the workmanship is in many cases not obvious to the uninitiate until the song is actually sung. No one who was a stranger to the intricacies of the métier could possibly guess from the text of “La Soularde” what it really means when it is sung. It is so simple as you read it that you are apt to raise your eyebrows in inquiry and ask where the point of it all lies. The story of “La Pierreuse” makes its significance more apparent, and in M. Sémiane’s “Mon Gosse,” which requires especial attention, it would be difficult not to see that the writer is a poet apart from anything else.


  Perhaps the text of this song is finer than any which Yvette Guilbert has sung. A mother talks to the child in her womb, and bids it not hurry into the world where all is misery and crime. Rich people can have children but poor people have no right to bring them into the world. “The offspring of love,” she goes on, “have tender hearts. Some vile woman will tear yours to pieces. Then you will be food for the cannon and will putrefy on the field of battle.” She ends with a prayer for forgiveness and begs the child, if ever it raises its hand against society, to spare to curse the mother whose fault it all is. It is truly astonishing to see this set forth with almost Shakespearian simplicity in a language which English people are always accustomed to associate with something ornate. There is not a superfluous word and there is a noticeable appropriateness in the platitude:—


  
    Mais, là, vrai quand on manqu’ de pain


    On n’devrait pas s’créer d’famille.

  


  78 which we should hardly expect to see in a French poem. Few people would have had the courage, almost the audacity, to be so simple, but the effect of these words in the mouth of the unfortunate woman who speaks them is perfectly appropriate. And the refrain, “Pauv’ gosse,” (poor urchin—although it is impossible to get a word in English quite as soft as “gosse”) could not be surpassed. It brings you down with a blow at the end of each stanza. The last stanza should be quoted to be appreciated:


  
    Pardonne! …. lorsqu’il me poussa,


    Au villag’, sur un banc de pierre,


    J’aurais dû songer à tout çà;


    Mais j’savais pas c’que j’allais faire.


    Et si jamais tu montres l’poing


    A notre société féroce,


    Moi, ta mère, oh! ne m’maudis point


    Mon gosse!

  


  Here look again at the effect of


  
    J’aurais dû songer à tout çà.

  


  Who but a poet could have expressed a great thing in a line so commonplace, so simple? Obviously the poem makes a deep impression on us when we read it—but when Yvette Guilbert interprets it, it defies description. The note of weariness which she throws into it, the maddened hatred of life which pours forth as she says


  
    Mais, vois-tu, la vie est atroce

  


  the whole of maternity weeping in the two words “Pauv’ gosse,” these must be heard to be felt. It is almost impossible to talk about them without belittling them, and perhaps the best tribute to their greatness is to be silent.


  79 We cannot however dismiss the song without noticing the music which has been written with infinite skill by M. Paul Hucks, and the key to the success of which is to be found in the use of the following chord:


  [image: ]


  This is resolved into the major for the refrain “Pauv’ gosse,” but look how the important word of each verse falls on this chord. Thus in the first verse, “on lui (à la vie) rend tout.” Again “t’auras faim toi;” again “ton coeur pleurera;” and in the last verse “moi, ta mère oh! ne m’maudis point.” From this we see that the musician has realised the sentiment of the song admirably in throwing the weight of the balance into the minor key. The notes for the voice are as usual quite simple, and the substructure of the accompaniment is contained in a modulation in less than six chords, but the invention of the chord above quoted is the creation of a peculiar mind. We can single it out almost as we can single out certain notes in Chopin and say “That is Chopin—no one else could have done that.” And it is clear that no substitute could ever produce such a telling effect.


  The songs described above form but a very small portion of a very large repertoire which Yvette Guilbert is always extending by the study of new productions. Infinitely delightful are her renderings of the songs of Xanrof and others in which she displays the lighter side of her talent, a vein of broad and yet delicate humour and a taste that is unimpeachable. When you hear her 80 sing “Les demoiselles de pensionnat,” you realise how impossible it is for her to be vulgar. The treatment is so frank and direct that before you have time to collect your thoughts you are laughing with the performer at the demoiselles. She has the knack of getting her audience on her side before she has said two words. Who will forget the charming intimacy that she established between herself and the London public rather more than a year ago when she stood in front of the stage and announced “Linger Longer Loo” with a distinct emphasis on the last syllable of Longer? The audience of the Empire stroked itself all over, and took with the most friendly courtesy and enthusiasm the compliment which Yvette Guilbert elected to pay them by burlesquing the popular song of the hour. This excellent bit of foolery never failed to put the whole house in a boisterous good humour, and though her burlesques cannot be put on a level with her greatest achievements, yet they exhibit a humour and a delicate fancy that makes it difficult to forget them. They show again that she has an extraordinary feeling for the value of words. Her burlesques of the American songs are full of a fun that is robust, incisive, spontaneous, and her French version of the English “Di, Di,” illustrates the creative nature of her genius. Out of the rather colourless, commonplace English text she makes a thing that sparkles and dances with fun, with at least one masterly phrase in it:


  
    Ne fais pas ça:


    Ça m’fait du mal,


    Ca [Ça] froissera


    Mon idéal.

  


  But the numerous songs of which she has written both the text and the music afford abundant proof that she is never at a loss for an idea, and indeed in many of her great successes she has 81 suggested the idea of the songs herself, as in Jule Jouy’s “La Soularde,” which was discussed in detail in the early part of this study.


  To attempt to describe the appearance of Yvette Guilbert would be folly when even the art of M. Steinlen has failed to give us more than a very imperfect idea of what she is like. Indeed, as might be expected, her physique is as rare as her qualities as an artist. Her face bears in it the irregularities of genius, and moreover it never seems to look the same twice running. It has in it something insaisissable, something which evades the precision of mental as well as actual portraiture. Perhaps this is owing to the remarkable imagination in the eyes, which in Yvette Guilbert more than in anybody else give the key to the individuality. There is in those eyes a great melancholy; not the morbid melancholy of a creature unable to struggle with the world—but a look borrowed from the whole of nature, something of the look of infinite sadness which shines from the eyes of Botticelli’s Prima Vera: and in that look lies a wisdom which makes us wonder.


  Mr. Walter Pater in his study of Dionysus points out the tinge of melancholy in the god’s face in that point in his evolution when he passes from the joyous spirit of the country, with its rivers and rich imagery of grape and wine, to the town the abode of human misery and woe. He traces from this the growth of Greek tragedy.


  Such is the look that steals into the eyes of Yvette Guilbert when she leaves the rose gardens of her villa on the Seine, to come and sing in the heart of Paris of the joys and sorrows, the laughter and the tears that are born in the great French city.


  ·  ·


  82 “Come unto these Yellow Sands”


  By H. Isabel Adams.


  ·  ·
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  85 A Ballad of the Heart’s Bounty


  By Laurence Alma Tadema


  
    “What shines at my window out there in the night?”


    Said she then: “For you is the Lamp that I bear …”


    But his pillow was bright with the mist of gold hair,


    And he answered: “I have my light.”

  


  
    “Who stands at my door on the edge of the mere?”


    Said she then: “The Jewel I bring is for you …”


    But his cheek touched the lashes, the veiled eyes were blue,


    And he answered: “My gems are here.”

  


  
    “Who sings in the dark when the woods are mute?”


    Said she then: “This Music is yours to keep …”


    But sweet is the sound of low laughter in sleep,


    And he answered: “I need no lute.”

  


  
    At New Day he rose, for the bed’s warmth was gone,


    But Death had smiled first in the face that he sought …


    Her white fingers yielded the gifts she had brought,


    And he fled to the hills alone.

  


  ·  ·


  86 Stories Toto Told Me


  By Baron Corvo


  III—A Caprice of the Cherubim


  When you have the happiness, sir, to see the Padre Eterno sitting upon His throne, I can assure you that, at least, your eyes will be delighted with the sight of many splendid persons who are there also.


  These, you know, are called the angels, and they are in nine rows. All these rows are in the shape of an egg with pointed ends, just like that gold ring on your finger. Those in the first row are named serafini. Those in the second row are called cherubini, and you will find their appearance quite beautiful and curious to look at. They have neither arms, nor bodies, nor legs, like the other angels, but are simply heads like those of little boys. Their eyes are as brown as the shadows on the stream where you fished last Thursday, when the sun was shining through the trees. Their skin, if you will only believe me, has the colour and brightness of the blue jewels which la Signora Duchessa sometimes wears, and their hair waves like the sea at Ardea. They have no ears, but, in the place where the ears of a boy would be, they have wings shaped like those of a sand-piper, and blue as the sky at day-dawn. These flutter and shine for ever in regular watches in the 87 second ring of the Glory of the Highest, and cool the perfumed air with the gentle quivering of their feathers.


  Once upon a time some of the cherubini came to hear of the pastimes with which people in the world weary themselves, and they humbly asked permission of the Padre Eterno to make a little gità down to the earth, and to have a little devil to play with next time they were off duty. And the Padre Eterno, who always lets you have your own way when He knows it will teach you a lesson, making the sign of the cross, said, “It is allowed to you.”


  So the following day a very large number—I believe about ninety-five millions, but I should not like to be quite sure, because I do not exactly know—of these beautiful little blue birds of God were taken by San Michele Arcangiolo down into the world, and they perched on the trees in the gardens of the Palazzo Sforza Cesarini in that city over the lake.


  San Michele Arcangiolo left them there, and made the second of his journeys into the pit of hell. The first, you know, was after he had conquered the King of the devils in a dreadful duel and bound him in chains and flames for ever and the day after. As he passed along the pathway, down the red-hot rocks that line that dreadful road, the flames of the burning devils licked up till they met the cool air of Heaven which San Michele Arcangiolo breathed, and curved backward and still upward, forming a sort of triumphal arch of yellow flame above his head.


  When he arrived at the gate where hope must be laid down, he called aloud that the Father and King of gods and men had occasion for the services of a young imp named Aeschmai Davi. The arch-fiend shook in his chains with rage, because he was obliged to obey, and caused a horrible demon to flash into bodily shape from a puddle of molten brimstone.


  88 If you looked at his face or his body, you would have thought he was a boy about fourteen years old; but his eyeballs glittered with the red of a burning coal. If you looked at his arms, you would have thought he was a bat, for wings grew there of spikes and skin. Oh, and he had nasty little horns in his hair, but it was not hair but vipers; and from his waist to his feet he was a he-goat, and all over he was scarlet. It was a different scarlet to the scarlet coat of that English soldier whom I saw once near the Porta Pia of Rome. I can only make you understand what I mean by saying that it was the colour of the ashes of burning wood which are almost dead, but which you have blown up again into a fiery glow. He was of the most bad and hideous from his hoofs to his horns; and no one, whether he was a saint, or an angel, or a man like you, sir, as long as he had the protection of the Madonna, would need to be a bit afraid of him, because his nastiness was clear, and he could be seen through like a piece of glass, and in the middle of him there was his dirty dangling heart as black as ink.


  San Michele Arcangiolo, who knows exactly how to deal with everybody, and especially with a scimunito like this, stuck his spear into the middle of the little devil’s stomach, just as Gianetta would spit a woodcock for roasting, and holding it out before him, because it is always best to see mischief in front of you, carried the wriggling, writhing little devil up into the world. The flames, as before, licked upward and around the great archangel, but never a feather was singed nor a blister came upon his whitest skin, because they could not pierce the ice of his purity; but they made the little devil kick and struggle just as I should, sir, if you whipped me naked with a whip of red-hot wires, instead of with the lilac twig you do use when I am disobedient.


  So they came into the Prince’s garden, and having released 89 the little devil from his uncomfortable position, San Michele Arcangiolo—who, because he commands the armies in heaven, is very fond of soldiers—went down into the city to pass a half-hour inspecting the barracks.


  When the little devil found himself free, he could hardly believe his good luck, and sat for a few minutes rubbing the sparks out of his eyes, and wondering what his next torture would be. Meanwhile, the cherubini sat in the trees saying nothing, but watching with all their might, for they never had seen such a thing before.


  Presently, as nothing happened, the little devil plucked up what small courage he had and took a sly look round. The first thing he saw was the fountain near the magnolia tree; and as the devils know very well what water is, although a rare commodity in their country, where one drop is worth more than all the wealth the world has ever seen, he plunged head first into the basin to cool the burning pangs which always torment him. And still the cherubini said not a word, but watched with all their eyes.


  Now the basin, sir, is a deep one, as you know, because you have often dived in there yourself when the sun was in Leo. And the little devil disappeared under the water. But a moment after his head popped up, twitching with pain, amid clouds of steam and a frightful hissing, and he screamed very much and began to clamber over the edge as fast as possible.


  When he got on to the grass, he jumped and skipped all over the place, and shook his wings and squeezed his hairy legs, and stroked his naked breast, and rolled about on the ground, and leaped and howled, till the cherubini found him most diverting, and laughed so much that they tumbled out of the trees and came and fluttered round the little devil, for this was a far funnier entertainment even than that which they had promised themselves.


  And the reason of it all is very easy to understand, if you will 90 only think. You see, one of the torments that the devils and the damned have to bear is to be always disappointed; they never get their wishes fulfilled; all their plans, no matter how carefully they construct them, fall to the ground; all their arrangements are always upset at the very last moment, and everything goes by the rule of contrary. So when the wretched little creature plunged into the cold water, the heat of hell-flame boiled it, and the Breath of God made it hotter still; and, instead of being cooled at all, the little devil got handsomely scalded.


  Now, when the cherubini had had their fill of laughter, and could observe accurately this sight which was to them so strange, they saw great patches of scalded flesh hanging in shreds and strips from his neck and sides and back and belly, and the shining leather of his wings crinkled and warped, and the horn of his hoofs beginning to peel, and they would have felt sorry if to grieve over a little devil had not been wrong. So they said nothing, hovering in the air around him, and looking at him with their clear eyes all the time.


  The little devil looked at them too, and, being a cheeky little beast, he asked who, the hell, they were staring at.


  They said that they wanted to play with him, and they desired him to do some more tricks, and to tell them merry stories, and where he came from, and what he did there, and how he liked it, and why he had that nasty black heart-shaped blotch hanging in the middle of his inside, and many other things.


  And the little devil said that he had had a bad accident, and wasn’t going to hurt his throat by shouting to a lot of blue birds up there in the sky, and if they wanted him to answer their questions, they must come down lower, because he was in great pain.


  And the cherubini wondered very much where the pain was that the little devil said he was in, and what kind of thing this 91 pain could be: but, as they were curious and wanted to know, they descended a bit until they formed in a ring around the little devil’s head.


  And there they became aware of a horrible stench, and they said to one another: “He stinks—stinks of sin!” But, because they wished to be diverted, they resolved to put up with small inconveniences for a while.


  Still the little devil was not satisfied; and perceiving that these would be very agreeable playmates, he tried to make a good impression. So he flopped down upon his stomach and propped his chin up in his hands, and invited the cherubini to come and sit round him and listen to such tales as they had never heard before. And the cherubini came a little lower, but they did not sit down.


  And then other things happened.


  And suddenly the cherubini found that they did not desire to play with this little devil any longer; and with one swoop of their wings, sounding like the strong chord you strike, sir, when you begin to play on your citherna in the evening, they went back into Paradise; while the earth opened under the little devil, and a red flame, shaped like a hand with claws, came up and gripped and squeezed him so tightly round the waist, that his face bulged, and his eyes went out like crabs’, and his breast swelled like pumpkins, and his shoulders and arms like sausages, and his middle was like Donna Lina’s, and the skin of his hairy thighs became balloons and burst, and then he was tossed back into his puddle of molten brimstone.


  When the Ave rang, and this company of cherubini went on duty around God’s Throne, the Padre Eterno observed, from the expression of their faces, that they had been insulted and their feelings hurt. And when His Majesty deigned to inquire the reason, they replied that the little devil whom He had allowed them 92 to play with had been very rude, and they had no desire to see him any more; for they had asked him to show them funny tricks and to tell them merry stories, and where he came from, and what he did there, how he liked it, why he had a nasty black heart-shaped blotch dangling in the middle of his inside, and so forth, and that he had said he would be pleased to answer all this and to play with them if they would come and sit down on the grass round him, but they had to reply that they were not able to sit down, and the little devil had asked why not, and they had answered politely that they had not the wherewithal, and then the little devil jumped up from the ground where he was lying with his legs a-straddling and showed them that he could sit down, and had turned head over heels, and laughed and made a gibe and a jeer of them because he could do things they could not do, and had also done many other disgusting tricks before them, which had caused them much offence, and so they were bored and came back to Heaven.


  They added that they did not desire to mix up with that class of person again, and begged pardon if they had seemed to prefer their own will this time.


  And the Padre Eterno smiled, and at that Smile the light of Heaven glowed like a rainbow, and the music rose in a strain so beautiful that I believe I shall die when I hear it, and He made the sign of the cross and said: “It is well, my children, and God bless you. Benedicat vos omnipotens Deus, ✠ Pater et ✠ Filius et ✠ Spiritus Sanctus.”


  93 IV—About Beata Beatrice and the Mamma of San Pietro


  “Ah sir, don’t be angry with me, because I really do love her so! What else can I do when she is as pretty as that, and always good and cheerful and patient? And when I met her last evening by the boat-house I took her into my arms asking her to kiss me, and, sir, she did. And then I told her that I loved her dearly, and she said she loved me too. And I said that when I grew up I would marry her, and when I looked into her eyes they were full of tears so I know she loves me; but she is ashamed because she is so poor and her mamma such a hag. But do I mind her being poor—the little pigeon? Ma che! for when I feel her soft arms round me and her breath in my hair, then I kiss her on the lips and neck and bosom, and I know it is Beatrice, her body and her soul, that I want and that I care for, not her ragged clothes.”


  Toto jumped off the tree trunk and stood before me, with all his lithe young figure tense and strung up as he went on with his declamatory notices.


  “Has not your Excellency said that I am strong like an ox, and will it not be my joy to work hard to make my girl happy and rich and grand as the sun? Do you think that I spend what you give me at the wine-shop or the tombola? You know that I don’t. Yes, I have always saved, and now I shall save more, and in a year or two I shall ask your permission to marry her. No, I don’t want to go away, or to leave you. May the devil fly away with me to the pit of hell and burn me for ever with his hottest fire if I do! Nor will Beatrice make any difference to your Excellency; you need never see her, you need never even know 94 that there is such a flower of Paradise, such an angel, living near you if you don’t wish to know it. And I can assure you that Beatrice has the greatest respect for you, and if you will only be so good and so kind as to let us make each other happy she will be quite proud and glad to serve you as well as I do, and to help me to serve you too. And, sir, you know how fond you are of a fritto? Ah well, Beatrice can make a rigaglie so beautiful that you will say it must have come straight from Heaven; and this I know because I have tried it myself.”


  He flung himself down on the ground and kissed my hands, and kissed my feet, and wept, and made me an awful scene.


  I told him to get up and not be a young fool. I said that I didn’t care what he did, and asked if I had ever been a brute to him, or denied him anything that was reasonable.


  He swore that I was a saint, a saint from Heaven, that I always had been and always should be, because I could not help myself; and was going down on his knees again, when I stopped that, and said he had better bring me the girl and not make me hotter than I was with his noise.


  “To tell you the truth, sir,” he replied, “I was always quite sure that you would have pity upon us when you knew how very much we loved each other. And when you caught us last night I told Beatrice that now I must let you know everything, because I was certain that as long as I did not deceive you (and you know that I have never done so) there was nothing to be afraid of; and I told her you would without doubt like to see her to give her good counsel, because she was my friend; and she said she would call that too much honour. Then I felt her trembling against my heart, so I kissed her for a long time and said she must be brave like I am; and, sir, as you are so gracious as to want to see her, I have taken the liberty of bringing her and she is here.”


  95 I had always admired the cleverness of this lad, and was not much surprised at his last announcement.


  “Where?” I said.


  “I put her behind that tree, sir,” and he pointed to a big oak about twenty yards away. I could not help laughing at his deepness; and he took courage, I suppose, from my auspicious aspect. All sorts of clouds of hesitation, uncertainty and doubt moved out of his clear brown eyes, while his face set in a smile absurd and complacently expectant. “Shall I fetch her, sir?”


  I nodded. I had had some experience of his amours before; but this was a new phase, and I thought I might as well be prepared for anything. He went a few paces away, and disappeared behind the oak tree. There was a little rustle of the underwood, and some kissing for a minute or two. Then he came out again, leading his companion by the hand. I said I was prepared for anything, but I confess to a little gasp at what I saw. It was not a boy and girl who approached me, but a couple of boys—apparently, at least. They came and stood beside the hammock in which I was lying. Toto, you know, was sixteen years old, a splendid, wild (discolo) creature, from the Abruzzi, a figure like Cellini’s Perseus; skin brown, with real red blood under it; smooth as a peach, and noble as a god. He had a weakness for sticking a dead-white rose in the black waves of hair over his left ear, and the colour of that rose against his cheeks, flushed as they were now, was something to be truly thankful for. I used to make him wear white clothes on these hot summer days down by the lake—a silk shirt with all the buttons undone and the sleeves rolled up, showing his broad brown chest and supple arms, and short breeches of the same, convenient for rowing. (He had half-a-dozen creatures like himself under his command, and their business was to carry my photographic and insect-hunting 96 apparatus, and to wait upon me while I loafed the summers away in the Alban hills or along the eastern coast.) The seeming boy, whom he had called Beatrice, looked about fourteen years old, and far more delicately dainty even than he was. The bold magnificent independence of his carriage was replaced in her by one of tenderness and softness, quite as striking in its way as the other. She wore her hair in a short silky mop like Toto, and her shirt was buttoned up to the spring of her pretty throat. She was about as high as her boy’s shoulder, and stood waiting before me with her poor little knees trembling, and a rosy blush coming and going over her face. They were so exquisitely lovely, in that sun-flecked shade with the blue lake for a background, that I could not help keeping them waiting a few minutes. Such pictures as this are not to be seen every day. Presently he put his arm round her neck, and she put hers round his waist, and leaned against him a little. But he never took his eyes off mine.


  “Go on, Toto,” I said, “what were you going to say?”


  “Ah, well, sir, you see I thought if Beatrice came to live with us—with me, I mean—it would be more convenient for you if she looked like the rest of us, because then she would be able to do things for you as well as we can, and people will not talk.”


  It struck me immediately that Toto was right again as usual; for, upon my word, this girl of his would pass anywhere for a very pretty boy, with just the plump roundness of the Florentine Apollino, and no more.


  “So I got some clean clothes of Guido’s, and brought them here early this morning, and then I fetched Beatrice and put them on her, and hid her behind the tree, because I knew you would scold me about her when you came down to read your newspapers; 97 and I determined to tell you everything, and to let you know that the happiness of both of us was in your hands. And I only wanted you to see her like this, in order that you might know that you will not be put to any discomfort or inconvenience if you are so kind as to allow us to love each other.”


  This looked right enough; but, whether or not, there was no good in being nasty-tempered just then, so I told them to be as happy as they liked, and that I would not interfere with them as long as they did not interfere with me. They both kissed my hands, and I kissed Beatrice on the forehead, and cheeks and lips, Toto looking on as proud as a peacock. And then I told him to take her away and send her home properly dressed, and return to me in half an hour.


  I could see very well that all these happenings were natural enough, and that it was not a part I cared to play to be harsh or ridiculous, or to spoil an idyll so full of charm and newness. Besides, I have reason to know jolly well the futility of interfering between the male animal and his mate.


  So when Toto came back I said nothing discouraging or ennuyant beyond reminding him that he ought to make quite sure of possessing an enduring love for this girl, a love which would make him proud to spend his life with and for her, and her only. I told him he was very young, which was no fault of his, and that if he would take my advice he would not be in a hurry about anything. He said that my words were the words of wisdom, and that he would obey me just as he would the Madonna del Portone in her crown of glory if she came down and told him things then and there; that he had known Beatrice since they had been babies together, and had always loved her far better than his sisters, and in a different way too, if I could only understand. Last night when he had held her in his arms he told her that he knew she wished 98 him well, and felt himself so strong and she so weak, looking so tender and so tempting, that all of a minute he desired her for his own, and to give somebody a bastonata of the finest for her, and to take her out of the clutches of that dirty mean old witch-cat of a mamma of hers who never gave her any pleasure, kept her shut up whenever there was a festa, and, Saints of Heaven! sometimes beat her simply because she envied her for being beautiful and delicate, and bright as a young primrose. “What a hag of a mamma it was to be cursed with, and what could the Madonna be thinking about to give such a donnicciuola of a mamma to his own bellacuccia! Not but what the Madonnina was sometimes inattentive, but then, of course, she had so many people to look after or she could not have given such a mamma to San Pietro as she did.”


  Here I saw a chance of changing the subject, and remarked that it would be nice to know what sort of a mamma the Madonna had given to San Pietro.


  “Ah, well, sir, you must know that the mamma of San Pietro was the meanest woman that ever lived—scraping and saving all the days of her life, and keeping San Pietro and his two sisters (the nun and the other one, of whom I will tell you another time) for days together with nothing to eat except perhaps a few potato peelings and a cheese rind. As for acts of kindness and charity to her neighbours, I don’t believe she knew what they were, though of course I am not certain; and whatever good San Pietro had in him he must have picked up somewhere else. As soon as he was old enough to work he became a fisherman, as you know, because when the Santissimo Salvatore wanted a Pope to govern the Church, He went down to the seaside and chose San Pietro, because He knew that as San Pietro was a fisherman he would be just the man to bear all kinds of hardships, and to catch 99 people’s souls and take them to Paradise, just as he had been used to catch fish and take them to the market. And so San Pietro went to Rome, and reigned there for many years. And at last the Pagans settled that all the Catholics had to be killed. And the Catholics thought that though they had no objection to being killed themselves it would be a pity to waste a good Pope like San Pietro, who had been chosen and given to them by the Lord God Himself. Therefore they persuaded San Pietro to run away on a night of the darkest, and to hide himself for a time in a lonely place outside the gates of the city. After he had gone a little way along the Via Appia—and the night was very dark—he saw a grey light on the road in front of him, and in the light there was the Santissimo Himself; and San Pietro was astonished, for His Majesty was walking towards Rome. And San Pietro said: ‘O Master, where do you go?’ And the Face of the Santissimo became very sad, and He said: ‘I am going to Rome to be crucified again.’ And then San Pietro knew it was not a noble thing that he was doing to run away on the sly like this, because a shepherd doesn’t leave his sheep when wolves come—at least, no shepherd worth a baiocco.


  “Then San Pietro turned round and went back himself to Rome, and was crucified with much joy between two posts in the Circus of Nero; but he would not be crucified like the Santissimo, because he wished to make amends for his weakness in trying to run away, and he begged and prayed to be crucified with his head where his feet ought to be. The Pagans said most certainly if he liked it that way, it was all the same to them. And so San Pietro made no more ado but simply went straight to Heaven. And, of course, when he got there his angel gave him a new cope and a tiara and his keys, and the Padre Eterno put him to look after the gate, which is a very great honour, but only his 100 due, because he had been of such high rank when he lived in the world. Now after he had been there a little while his mamma also left the world, and was not allowed to come into Paradise, but because of her meanness she was sent to hell. San Pietro did not like this at all, and when some of the other saints chaffed him about it he used to grow angry. At last he went to the Padre Eterno, saying that it was by no means suitable that a man of his quality should be disgraced in this way; and the Padre Eterno, Who is so good, so full of pity, and of mercy that He would do anything to oblige you if it is for the health of your soul, said He was sorry for San Pietro and He quite understood his position. He suggested that perhaps the case of San Pietro’s mamma had been decided hurriedly, and He ordered her Angel Guardian to bring the book in which had been written down all the deeds of her life, good or bad.


  “‘Now,’ said the Padre Eterno, ‘We will go carefully through this book and if We can find only one good deed that she has done We will add to that the merits of Our Son and of hers so that she may be delivered from eternal torments.’


  “Then the Angel read out of the book, and it was found that in the whole of her life she had only done one good deed; for a poor starving beggar-woman had once asked her, for the love of God, to give her some food, and she had thrown her the top of an onion which she was peeling for her own supper.


  “And the Padre Eterno instructed the Angel Guardian of San Pietro’s mamma to take that onion-top and to go and hold it over the pit of hell, so that if by chance she should boil up with the other damned souls to the top of that stew, she might grasp the onion-top and by it be dragged up to Heaven.


  “The Angel did as he was commanded and hovered in the air over the pit of hell holding out the onion-top in his hand, and the 101 furnace flamed, and the burning souls boiled and writhed like pasta in a copper pot, and presently San Pietro’s mamma came up thrusting out her hands in anguish, and when she saw the onion-top she gripped it, for she was a very covetous woman, and the Angel began to rise into the air carrying her up towards Heaven.


  “Now when the other damned souls saw that San Pietro’s mamma was leaving them, they also desired to escape and they hung on to the skirts of her gown hoping to be delivered from their pain, and still the Angel rose, and San Pietro’s mamma held the onion-top, and many tortured souls hung on to her skirts, and others to the feet of those, and again others on to them, and you would surely have thought that hell was going to be emptied straight away. And still the Angel rose higher and the long stream of people all hanging to the onion-top rose too, nor was the onion-top too weak to bear the strain. But when San Pietro’s mamma became aware of what was going on and of the numbers who were escaping from hell along with her, she didn’t like it: and, because she was a nasty selfish and cantankerous woman, she kicked and struggled, and took the onion-top in her teeth so that she might use her hands to beat off those who were hanging to her skirts. And she fought so violently that she bit through the onion-top, and tumbled back for always into hell flame.


  “So you see, sir, that it is sure to be to your own advantage if you are kind to other people and let them have their own way so long as they don’t interfere with you.”


  I chuckled at Toto’s moral reflections.


  ·  ·


  102 A Reading from Herrick


  By Celia A. Levetus


  ·  ·
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  105 Mary Astell


  By Mrs. J. E. H. Gordon


  Shelley’s mother-in-law, the famous Mary Wollstonecraft, vindicated the rights of women in a powerful and somewhat disagreeable book, which was published in 1792. For many years she has been believed to be the first pioneer of the higher education of women, and the first wailer over their wrongs, of any power and distinction; but Mary Wollstonecraft, though she possessed many merits as a writer, was herself too much absorbed by her own private matrimonial troubles to make her a competent judge of the wrongs of other women.


  A century before Mary Wollstonecraft there lived another Mary whose surname was Astell, who never married, and who, as far as we can gather from her writings, had no private grievances of her own to ventilate in print, and therefore her arguments have a special value. Two centuries ago this remarkable woman strove to rouse the consciences of her sister women, and tried lustily to make them take up a healthier attitude of mind towards the opposite sex.


  Mary Astell was born at Newcastle, and the appreciative Ballard in his memoir records of her,[11] “that she had a piercing wit, a solid 106 judgment, and a tenacious memory, so that she could make herself complete mistress of anything she attempted to learn with the greatest ease imaginable.”


  An uncle undertook her education, and she appears to have studied philosophy, mathematics, logic, and French. She was not a Latin or a Greek scholar, nevertheless she states in one of her publications that her “favourite heathen authors were Xenophon, Plato, Tully, Seneca, Epictetus, Heraclitus, and Marcus Antoninus.” So, taking into consideration the times in which she lived, she must have been a learned lady, even though she was only able to study the classics in translations.


  When she was twenty years old she came to live in Chelsea, and supported herself by writing theological tracts of an exceedingly orthodox character, which are all of them very dejecting reading, though occasionally a vigorous phrase or an apt adjective brightens their dreary controversial pages. But in 1694 Dame Astell published anonymously a queer little brown volume of quite another order of merit. This little seventeenth century bomb-shell was entitled “A Serious Proposal to the Ladies for the Advancement of their True and Greatest Interest. By A Lover of Her Sex.”


  This volume deserves to be rescued from oblivion, not only for its own intrinsic merit, but because there is little doubt that Daniel Defoe (the first male advocate for the better education of women) derived many of his ideas upon the training of girls from its authoress, and though he differed from her conclusions on some few material points, yet he cannot be credited with originating all the reformatory schemes set forth in his “Essay on Projects.” I think it is not too much to say that “The Serious Proposal to the Ladies” contains the embryo of the ideas which were developed and expanded by a later generation into Newnham, Girton, and all the other ladies’ colleges. A considerable portion 107 of the book is taken up with long religious dissertations, such as were appreciated by the women of the times in which, and for which, they were written; but shorn of the conventional sententiousness suitable for that period, Mary Astell’s ideas will be found to be so much in advance of her age, that it is not difficult to understand why her drastic wit and uncompromising candour scandalised the bishops and clergy of her day, and made for her many enemies among her own sex, whose foibles and frivolities she so sarcastically derided. This stringent dame was of opinion that “Women value men too much and themselves too little—and that they should be capable of nobler things than the pitiful conquest of some worthless heart.” She thinks that, “Were men as much neglected, and as little care taken to cultivate and improve them as is spent upon women, they would sink into the greatest stupidity and brutality,” and that ladies “who have comely bodies should not tarnish their glory with deformed souls.” She pleads eloquently for a better education for their minds, and implores them not to be content “to be in the world like tulips in a garden, to make a fine show and be good for nothing.”


  The pages of this quaint little book abound in sprightly sayings, but the pith of her “Serious Proposal” was, that a Monastery (sic) should be erected, and so organised that it should fit women, by education and discipline, to do the greatest good in the world that their natures and characters were capable of. The establishment was to be conducted upon the principles of the Church of England, but the religious education was to be supplemented by sound mental instruction. One can imagine what a startling proposition this must have been to the gay ladies of the seventeenth century, and one smiles to think how they must have cackled and argued over this audacious proposal.


  Dr. Karl Bulbring in an article contributed to the Journal 108 of Education upon Mary Astell and her influence over Defoe,[12] points out that Defoe writes of this book by the title of “Advice to the Ladies,” and that he asserts in the Preface to his “Essay on Projects” that he was not influenced in any way by Mary Astell’s ideas upon education. I have carefully read over Defoe’s essays and compared them with the “Serious Proposal,” and I feel sure that any fair-minded person who has examined these two books (as well as Defoe’s and Mary Astell’s respective writings upon the lives and characters of the country gentleman of those times) must acknowledge the remarkable resemblance of their ideas, and methods of expressing them. But Mary Astell’s “Serious Proposal” was published three years before the famous “Essays on Projects,” and therefore it is difficult to give whole-hearted credence to Defoe’s assertion, that his ideas were formed long before Mary Astell’s were made public. But whatever controversy the curious may like to engage in as to the priority of these ideas, it is at any rate a remarkable fact that a woman writer in those days should have attracted the notice of a man like Defoe, and that he should have condescended to review her schemes in his book. Though the accordance of many of his ideas with those of Mary Astell is so apparent and so remarkable, there was yet one prominent point in the ladies’ “Proposal” of which the gentleman could not, and did not approve, for with regard to the monastery for “Religious Retirement and Mental instruction,” Defoe observes:


  “Saving my respect to the sex, the levity which perhaps is a little peculiar to them (at least in their youth) will not bear the restraint; and I am satisfied nothing but the height of bigotry can keep up a nunnery. Women are extravagantly desirous of going to heaven, and 109 will punish their pretty bodies to get thither; but nothing else will do it, and even in that case sometimes it falls out that nature will prevail. When I talk therefore of an Academy for Women, I mean both the model, the teaching, and the government different from that which is proposed by that ingenious lady, for whose proposal I have a very great esteem, and also a great opinion of her wit; different too from all sorts of religious confinement, and above all from vows of celebacy.”


  Ballard in his Memoirs relates that Mary Astell’s scheme for an educational monastery for ladies, although it was first received with approval by some influential persons, was yet ultimately frustrated through the influence of Bishop Burnet. “A certain great lady” promised the sum of £10,000 towards carrying out this proposal, but was dissuaded from her intentions by the aforesaid bishop.


  Poor Dame Astell seems to have excited the enmity of all the clergy of those times, for it is recorded that she was preached against from many pulpits; and Dr. Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester, wrote in a letter to Dr. Smallridge concerning her:


  “had she as much good breeding as good sense she would be perfect, but she has not the most decent manner of insinuating what she means, but is now and then a little offensive and shocking in her expressions, which I wonder at, because a civil turn of words is what her sex it always mistress of. She is, I think, wanting in it.”


  In 1697 Mary Astell published the second part of the “Serious Proposal to the Ladies, wherein a Method is offered for the Improvements of their Minds.” This book, in spite of a few stalwart paragraphs, is not so engaging as its predecessor. The second appeal met with no more response than the first had done.


  It is difficult to discover any materials for writing a biography of Mary Astell, for with the exception of a few allusions to her 110 schemes in contemporary writings and the “Memoirs of Ballard,” from which I have already quoted, nothing more is known of her except what we can deduce ourselves from her vigorous little books.


  The “Dictionary of National Biography” gives only a short summary of Mary Astell and her writings. The article in the second volume was, I believe, contributed by Canon Overton, who does not even mention another very remarkable book published by her in 1697, which appeared anonymously under the title “An Essay in Defence of the Female Sex,” in which Mary Astell discusses the position and education of women, and protests against their subjection to men. Dr. Karl Bulbring, in the article from which I have already quoted, records that two editions of this book were issued in the first year, and the third in 1697. The title-page states that the book is dedicated to Princess Anne of Denmark, who, according to the remarks at the end of the volume, caused her to write the Essay. The astute Dr. Bulbring (to whom, I believe, must be accorded the credit for practically re-discovering Mary Astell) points out that this volume, as well as the more famous “Proposal,” appeared before the publication of Defoe’s essays, and before the publication of his “Compleat English Gentleman.”


  Being much interested in Mary Astell and her influence over the author of “Robinson Crusoe,” I have not only read all her works and compared them with Defoe’s in the British Museum, but I have (by patient advertising and searching of booksellers’ catalogues) acquired possession of all her books myself. They are delectable reading, and have acquired a place of honour in my cherished library as much for their own value as for their historical interest.


  “The Defence of the Female Sex” is even more entertaining reading than her former volume. In it she naively enquires,


  111 “Whether the time an Ingenious Gentleman spends in the Company of Women may justly be said to be misemployed or not?”


  She then proceeds to point out most insinuatingly the great advantages that the ingenious gentleman would secure by providing himself with a better educated helpmate, and the profit that would be derived by the nation at large by teaching women arithmetic and other arts which require not much bodily strength, so that lusty men could be sent whither hands and strength are more required.


  She remarks on page 19 of this same book:


  “I know our Oposers usually miscall our quickness of Thought, Fancy, and Flash, and christen their own heaviness by the specious Names of Judgement and Solidity; but is easie to retort upon ’em the reproachful Ones of Dullness and Stupidity with more Justice.”


  Mary Astell was not only very advanced in her views about women’s education, but I think she must also have been an advocate, more or less, of the now called “modern side” education of boys, for she says on page 27 of this same book that:


  “Scholars, though by their acquaintance with Books and Conversing much with Old Authors …. yet lose their way at home in their own parish. They are mighty admirers of the Wit and Eloquence of the Ancients; yet, had they lived in the time of Cicero and Cæsar, would have treated them with as much supercilious Pride and disrespect as they do now with reverence. They are great hunters of ancient Manuscripts, and have in great Veneration anything that has scap’d the Teeth of Time and Rats, and if Age have obliterated the Characters, ’tis the more valuable for not being legible. But if by chance they can pick out one Word, they rate it higher than the whole Author in Print, and wou’d give more for one Proverb of Solomon’s, under his own hand, then for all his Wisdom. These 112 superstitious, bigotted Idolaters of time past, are Children in their understanding all their lives; for they hang so incessantly upon the leading Strings of Authority, that their Judgements like the Limbs of some Indian Penitents, become altogether crampt and motionless for want of use.”


  On page 37 of these same Essays, the discriminating lady remarks that for conversational purposes it is


  “not requisite we should be Philologers, Rhetoricians, Philosophers, Historians or Poets; but only that we should think pertinently, and express our thoughts properly on such matters as are the proper subjects for a mixed conversation.”


  She considers that pleasant conversation between the sexes should turn upon lively topics—love, honour, gallantry, morality, news, raillery, and a numberless train of other things, copious and diverting. Religion, she argues, is too tender a subject; business too dry and barren; points of learning too profound; and abstruse speculations and nice politics too argumentative to awaken the good humour or raise the mirth of the company.


  After summing up the many interesting subjects there are that women can study, she remarks that:


  “nothing but discouragement or an Idle Uncurious Humour can hinder us from Rivalling most Men in the Knowledge of great Variety of Things without the help of more Tongues than our Own; which the Men so often reproachfully tell us is enough.”


  Mary Astell must have been somewhat of a Socialist as well as an advocate for the better education of her own sex, for she devotes several scathing pages to describing the country gentry of her times, who


  “for eight or nine years are whipt up and down through two or three counties, from School to School, when, being arriv’d at sixteen 113 or seventeen years of age, and having made the usual Tour of Latin and Greek Authors, they are call’d home to be made Gentlemen.”


  Her description of the after careers of these so-called gentlemen is withering, and must have been rather unpleasant reading for her male acquaintances.


  Mary Astell has been somewhat fortunate in finding an illustrator with some sense of humour, who has contributed a frontispiece to her book, depicting “The Compleat Beau” admiring himself in his looking-glass, and dextrously applying a patch to his chin, while an anxious-faced barber powders his wig at the back. Below the engraving these lines are printed:


  
    “This vain gay thing sets up for man,


    But see wt fate attends him


    The powdering Barber first began,


    The Barber Surgeon ends him.”

  


  It was hardly to be expected that a pioneer lady (of even the seventeenth century) should be content to leave the marriage problem alone, and therefore it is not surprising to find that Mary Astell, like many women of the present day, rushed into print to give the world as forcibly as she dared her ideas upon this subject. In 1700 she published a fiery little volume entitled, “Some Reflections upon Marriage,” which was republished in 1705 and 1706, and as it attained three editions it must have attracted considerable attention. Therein, she endeavours to point out that one of the principal reasons of unhappiness in married life is the want of solid education upon the part of the wife, and also that a woman is forced to marry from the custom of the world, and to be preserver of the family. “A woman,” she remarks, “can’t properly be said to choose; all that is allowed her is to refuse or accept what is offered.”


  114 With regard to the choice of the man, the acid-minded lady remarks:


  “there is no great odds between Marrying for Love of Money, or for the Love of Beauty; a man does not act according to reason in either case, but is govern’d by Irregular Appetites. But he loves her Wit perhaps, and this you will say is more spiritual, more refin’d; not at all, if you examine it to the Bottom for what is that which now a days passes under the name of Wit? A bitter and illnatured Raillery, a pert Repartée, or a confident talking at all. It is not improbable that such a Husband may in a little time by ill usage provoke such a wife to exercise her Wit, that is her Spleen, upon him, and then it is not hard to guess how very agreeable it will be for him.”


  Mary Astell devotes several pages to pointing out how many unhappy matings arise by reason of the false notions in which women are educated, and most of her able arguments would apply equally forcibly to the average pre-matrimonial education of the present day.


  The little old copy of “Some Reflections upon Marriage,” which is in my possession, has evidently been read with much dissent by one Mr. Robert Grace, upon whom the book had been bestowed by a lady friend of the name of Mrs. Eversfeild. He records his robust male objections in various marginal notes, question, and exclamation marks, and on one page (where the authoress insists very strongly upon the necessity of women rousing their understanding and opening their eyes, that they may distinguish between truth and appearances), the indignant Mr. Robert Grace breaks into verse, and pens along the margin the following lines:


  
    Give me a wife with countenance full smiling,


    With gentle courtesy and temper willing,


    Whose speech unmix’t with gall shews her whole heart.


    Then will I say “My Wife my Love thou art!”

  


  115 Mr. Robert Grace, it is to be hoped, was better qualified to be a husband than he was to be a poet!


  Later on in the same volume Mary Astell evidently becomes frightened of her own dawning opinions, her relations had perhaps been worrying her about them, and many candid friends had been telling her, how pernicious and foolish her schemes were, for on page 58 she draws in her argumentative horns, and says:


  “How can a woman scruple intire subjection, how can she forbear to admire the worth and excellence of the Superior Sex, if she at all considers it? Have not all the great Actions that have been perform’d in the World been done by Men? Have they not founded Empires and overturn’d them? Do not they make Laws, and continually repeal and amend them? Their vast minds lay kingdoms waste, no bounds or measures can be prescrib’d to their desires….. What is it that they cannot do? They make Worlds and ruine them. Form systems of universal Nature, and dispute eternally about them….. She then who Marries ought to lay it down for an indisputable Maxim that her husband must govern absolutely and intirely, and that she has nothing else to do, but to Please and Obey. She must not attempt to divide his Authority, or so much as dispute it to struggle with her yoke will only make it gall the more, but must believe him Wise and Good, and in all respects the Best, at least he must be so to her. She who can’t do this is in no way fit to be a wife.”


  She continues this kind of dissertation for several pages more, but the discriminating reader will not fail to notice that in this honeyed sop thrown to the male Cerebus, there is a good deal of hidden satire, and the culmination of all her argument is:—Pray educate us women a little better that we may be the more capable of adequately admiring you men, which argument shows that there was a good deal of Mother Eve in this ancestor of ours. But in spite of the clerical and feminine influence brought to bear on her, 116 Mary Astell’s robustness of character occasionally breaks free of their shackles, and towards the end of the volume she exclaims:


  “A Woman should always remember that she has no mighty obligation to the man who makes love to her; she has no reason to be fond of being a wife, or to reckon it a piece of preferment when she is taken to be a man’s upper servant…. If a woman were duly taught to know the world, especially the true sentiments that men have of her, and the Traps they lay for her under so many gilded compliments—women would marry more discreetly and demean themselves better in a married state than some people say they do. A woman would then duly examine and weigh all the circumstances, the good and evil of the marriage state, and not be surprised with unforseen inconveniences, and either never consent to be a wife, or make a good one when she does it.”


  In a preface to the third edition she becomes even more courageous, and bravely asks:


  “To whom do we poor Fatherless Maids and Widows who have lost their Masters owe subjection? It can’t be to all Men in general, unless all Men are agreed to give the same commands; do we then fall as Strays to the first who finds us? from the Maxims of some Men, and the Conduct of some Women, one wou’d think so.”


  I have now given extracts from Mary Astell’s three most remarkable volumes, to wit, “A Serious Proposal to the Ladies,” “An Essay in Defence of her Sex,” and “Some Reflections upon Marriage;” and only wish that I had space wherein to quote more of her wise, witty, and sarcastic sayings. Tenderness was a quality that Mary Astell evidently did not possess.


  Ballard tells us in his Memoirs that she had a very sincere friendship with Lady Elizabeth Hastings, who he relates gave her as much as four score guineas at one time. During the time she 117 lived in Chelsea she much resented her studies being interrupted by gossiping visitors, and when she accidentally saw needless callers coming, who she knew to be incapable of discoursing on any useful subject, but come for the sake of chat and tattle, she would look out of the window and jestingly tell them, “Mrs. Astell is not at home.”


  The end of her life was a very sad one, and she proved that her physical must have been as great as her moral bravery. For many months she concealed a terrible cancer in the breast. In the hopes that an operation might be successful, she went privately to a physician, and (remembering that chloroform was not known in those days) we cannot but admire her fortitude when we read that she “refused to have her hands held, and did not discover the least timidity or impatience, but went through the operation without the least struggling or resistance, or even so much as giving a groan or a sigh.” But in spite of her stoical courage, she subsequently endured some years of suffering which she bore with the greatest fortitude, and died in 1731 at the age of sixty-three.


  ·  ·


  118 Rideo


  By R. V. Risley


  On the slope of a little hill, overlooking a quaint old town in Provence, there is an ancient cloistered monastery, surrounded by gardens. The buildings, soft-coloured in their red tiles and creamy stucco, have lain for centuries asleep upon the vineyarded hillside; they are ancient and cracked with the sun, and their gardens are as old as they. In these gardens, which are enclosed by a high white wall, from the gate of which one can look down over the roofs of the village, and see the tower of the little church, calm-faced priests pace in reverie through the long summer afternoons, while the rose leaves fall silently, and the ancient poplars turn up their silvery leaves.


  The whole place seems asleep. There is a feeling of being haunted, in the old gardens; and sitting on the smooth stone benches one drowses back into memories. Through the long day the silence is broken only by the faint sound of the bell of the little church, or by the occasional bleating of sheep in the distance.


  Some of the priests are young, some are very old. And among these latter is one who sits apart on a great stone seat, under a huge knarled rose tree; sometimes he is found making rude toys for children, with his delicate white hands; sometimes he sits idly, raising his head once or twice during the afternoon, and 119 gazing out through the gateway over the roofs of the village; he never has gone outside since he first came to the monastery, and the others touch their foreheads when they speak of him, and say, “We do not understand.”


  This is the tale of his coming. Why he told it to me I do not know; I have thought sometimes it was because he felt the dim need of one outside the monastery, some one who came from the world.


  “What man is I do not know; I think nobody knows. We have no standard, no comparison; we are too near to ourselves, I think that we are nearer to nature than most of us believe, though why that should make us further from God, as many say, I do not see. We can only wonder how these things are; how can we expect to do otherwise?


  “I was born in the village here. My father was the owner of many vineyards, and had been a student in his youth. I was brought up for the priesthood. I studied at Avignon with an old curé. I entered the Church, and was sent to be priest here.


  “I lived in a little house with a garden, at the edge of the village; you cannot see it, it is under the hill. In the early morning I would go to the church, then afterwards I would come home to my coffee. Till noon I would sit in my garden and read. In the afternoon I would read, or go to the church, or visit the townsfolk. In the evening, when there was no service, I would sit in my study and pass the hours until bed-time in work, or in conversation with whoever came to see me. It is about myself, pardon then, that I mention it so often. A quiet life, with little of amusement or excitement in it; yet a peaceful one, with few cares, and much time for study. So the years went on, until I was forty years old.


  120 “Perhaps you from the world will understand these things, my friends who have passed their lives in the monastery do not.”


  The old man waved a rose-leaf from the back of his hand, where it had fallen, and glanced kindly at two young brothers of the order who were pacing slowly, with bowed heads and thoughtful faces, down one of the side paths.


  “An old man,” he continued, turning again to me, “has but one tale worth telling. Hates and successes, failures or honours come to seem small as the shadow of his end grows larger; only kindness stays. I hope,” and his voice grew reverent, “that you, from the places that are so far away, will find my meaning. I say this because the story seems angry.”


  Then raising his head, he told me in a low voice, most straightforwardly, this that follows. Occasionally a priest would pass by and glance at us where we sat, under the shade of the old rose-tree, or sometimes a bird would twitter in the branches somewhere near us. Otherwise there was silence.


  “It was when I was forty years old, one morning as I passed down the high street. It was sunny, and the freshness of the open air seemed strange to me, for I had been up all night at my studies. A face looked out at me from the open window of one of the houses, as I passed. Along the window ledge stood a row of little rose-trees in full blossom, and the face that smiled at me from over their branches was half-shadowed by a wide-brimmed hat. Now this was a pretty picture, that I had seen before—Pierre the farmer’s daughter watering her roses of a morning. Yet when I had bowed and smiled, and was walking on down the street, the face, and especially the laughter of the eyes, stayed with me. For three days I did not see the face again.


  “Then, walking in the afternoon to see some of the townsfolk, I met the daughter of Pierre the farmer again. She had a large 121 basket of green things; with other people I would have stopped and spoken, and if I had walked with them, carried their basket. I bowed, smiled as one whose thoughts are far away, and passed on.


  “That night I quarrelled with Aquinus, drank three cups of coffee, which kept me awake, and was cross all the next day—till evening; then as I came down the steps of the church, she and her father passed by. That evening after I had reached my garden gate, I turned, and instead of going to my books, went down the street again to a neighbour’s, where I stayed till late and talked much. The next morning I took a walk in the fields; when it came to an hour before noon, at which time I knew she would be in the market, I went across to where I saw some mowers in the distance, and sat with them till the market was over. Then I went back to the town; and met her by accident, just in front of my own door; I bowed crossly and went in.


  “That night after my dinner, I sat down to my books in my study, with my cup of black coffee by my side on the desk. I opened a book of philosophy, then going to the shelves, I took down some rolls of manuscript, on which I was working, and spread them out by the side of the books and the coffee. Then I settled myself down to work. I had a splendid evening; my brain was firm and clear; my thoughts came rapidly, and a fluency of expression followed them that surprised myself. I worked till eleven o’clock, then I laid aside my books; I sat awhile in my chair. After a short time I dreamily gathered up my manuscripts and carried them towards the shelf. As I lifted them to their place, my eyes fell upon the black sleeve of my cassock. I turned uncertainly, and walked towards the open fire; hesitating, I slowly threw them into the flames one by one. I watched them burn. Then I went back to my chair and sat down; my housekeeper found me there when she came to dust my books in the morning.


  122 “For two weeks I saw her face in church; at the end of that time I went to her father, and offered to teach her Latin. The next morning she came to my house, and took possession of a great arm-chair in my study, and our lessons began. Yes, it was weak. But we have more possibilities in our natures than we think for; I do not know.


  “Sometimes I would sit after she was gone, with my head in my hands, dejectedly, and my very spirit would seem broken within me. I, the priest! At other times I would pace my study, my hands clenched behind my back, my head sunk on my chest.


  “Can I ever forget the morning when I tried to go away! It was after our lesson was over, I was bundling my papers on my desk. I said suddenly, ‘I am going away!’ Her eyes grew serious in a moment, and her mouth drooped a little.


  “I turned my head. ‘I am going away,’ I said again, not looking at her. I heard her feet slip to the floor as she got down from the great chair, on the arm of which she had been sitting. Coming behind me, she put her hand timidly on my shoulder, and said, sadly, ‘I’m so sorry, I was enjoying the lessons so much!’


  “That night I lay awake, tormenting myself with doubts, and striving for courage to overcome the excuses that thronged to my bidding, why I should not go on the morrow. All night I lay and struggled with it, and when the night was over at last, I was still uncertain.


  “But when in the fresh morning, I, sitting pale at my books, heard her light feet come dancing up the gravelled walk, and when her laughing voice, breathless for haste, greeted me with its happy good-morning, followed on the instant by the anxious question, ‘If I were going to-day, and for how long?’—well, I turned to 123 her with a smile. ‘Going to-day? No. It was only a notion; I will tell you before I go.’


  “I think it was three days after this that I first noticed Jean. It was in the afternoon, and I was sitting alone in my garden with the gate open, a thing I often did now, for sometimes she would pass by, and seeing me sitting there, come in for a moment. Sitting that afternoon, suddenly I saw her on the other side of the shady road, walking past with a young farmer; he was the son of a neighbour, and an honest straightforward fellow.


  “‘She would not have passed by with him if she cared for him!’ I argued to myself, wiping the sweat from my forehead. Then a little demon would whisper, ‘Why?’ and then I would wipe the sweat from my forehead again. The next day I did not speak to her about it, nor the next; and after a few weeks the pain grew more distant, and things went on as before.


  “At the end of that time she told me in the middle of the lesson, that she and Jean would marry when autumn came—then she laughed shyly.


  “I gave her some good advice, and after a few minutes made her return to the lesson. It was a verb we were learning, ‘rideo.’


  “That night when all were asleep, I walked in my study. Around me rose the faces of my old books that had become stranger-like. On the desk lay scattered the sheets of paper of our work that morning; in the corner her big chair. All this by the light of the great brass lamp hung overhead.


  “‘Good God,’ I said aloud, ‘is a priest not still a man? Do not the ties of human kind apply to him? If Thou art love, or kindness, or anything of good, why is it that the service of Thee should make me desolate of all the best of humanity? I am a priest—a priest—yet more than a priest, a man! Is there anything but man in the world? Is not man sufficient unto 124 himself? The universe is but the reflection of what is behind his eyes. If this thing is the work of Thy hands, oh, God, how can it be evil? And if Thou doest unkindness, or evil, knowing all things, then our worship of Thee is devil-worship, not the worship of God!’


  “Thus I stood in my agony and argued with God.


  “‘But,’ said I again, my hands thrust in my robe, ‘if I were a man and not priest, what have I to do with her? What do I know of laughter—I the studious priest! I am a bowed old, book-killed man, twice her age. I have nothing to do with laughter! Circumstance, digger of graves to humanity.’


  “I fell on my knees, and lifted my hands in the glare of the lamp-light, I spoke to God.


  “‘I am a priest, Thy priest. I am a man, Thy man. Yes, I am an old man. Take me away. What have I left in life? Why should I remain? What is Thy will?’


  “My arms sank to my sides; I waited. Then as I waited my eyes rested on the paper-strewn table, and out of the disorder a word in her hand-writing took shape, the word ‘rideo,’ written on an old exercise sheet. I got up from my knees, and leaving the lamp burning went out of the room, shutting the door behind me.


  “The next morning when I came down, a little late, to the lesson, for I had over-slept, Jean was sitting on a small stool, where his big bulk looked extremely ridiculous, gazing devotedly at his sweet-heart in her usual place, knitting her brows over a difficult piece of Latin.


  “‘Good-morning,’ I said grimly, ‘has he also come to study Latin?’


  “She jumped out of her chair. ‘No, of course not! I brought him here to receive your blessing, father. And then afterwards I 125 thought, if he might stay—I promise he won’t be a bit of trouble—and hear me recite.’


  “The great bulk precipitated itself on to its knees, at this point, and she taking it for granted that I consented, arranged herself beside it. So I raised my hands and extended them over them, and said, sanctimoniously, ‘Bless you—bless you, my children!’


  “Then she rose and the bulk erected itself, establishing itself in a comfortable chair, at my invitation, and we began the lesson. That is, we began after she had whispered to him. ‘The father is so funny this morning!’


  “After this I used to have this pleasant surprise often. Jean would appear to hear her recite—his supervision of her studies was really quite husbandly.


  “One morning I was the appreciative listener to a long account of a certain wedding-dress. That night I had a hard struggle to keep to my new lesson of the word. But I conquered at last, and was able to smile as grimly as ever in the morning.


  “I think my sermons at this time must have contained some curious theology. I seemed to be possessed by a devil of satire, that never rested from thrusting shafts of the finest ridicule at all religious things. I found matter of ridicule in every sentence of the church-service, and used sometimes to laugh when I was alone at some sacrilegious thought that would come to me. And this tinged my conversation, I know; people who had stopped to speak with me in the street, would turn and look after me when I had gone on. Sometimes I would burst out laughing at the most unlikely moments; at dinner when somebody was telling a serious story, or when alone, walking in my garden.


  “I had not prayed, or had recourse to God in any way, since the night when I read the word. In this state I was pacing 126 one afternoon, up and down a path in my garden, chuckling to myself over some irreverent thought, when I saw my old housekeeper pass by, evidently in search of me. A whim brought it into my head to hide myself in the bushes, where I stood laughing, and in a moment here came by Jean—with her. They passed in front of the place where I was hidden, and my insane fit of laughter redoubled as I saw them go. Then having reached the end of the path, they turned back and came past again; this time I heard their words. Jean was speaking, and he was telling her how much he loved her; his quantities were rather vague, in the usual peasantlike style. And she would laugh—I remember—she would laugh and answer him softly. Then my laughter grew even more in its exquisite amusement, as they passed out of sight, and out of hearing. Again they returned, passing by me. They were still talking; this time about their house and how they would live, and again she answered him softly, seeming to take a pride in his very ignorance! This time my laughter was almost audible. Again they passed, talking of themselves, of their love, of their life. Again the inclination to laughter came, but the laughter died away in my throat; the cold sweat was running down my forehead, and I shook as I stood in the bushes.


  “Again they passed. I could hear their words; I had never heard them speak so before. I held on to the bushes and groaned with merriment. Again I saw them coming; I could not stand it. I broke through the undergrowth, and, running between the trees, gained the house. I ran up the stairs, avoiding the study, and, rushing into my own room, threw myself on to the bed, and, like a child, stuffing the pillow into my mouth, burst into tears, through which would break spasmodic laughter, occasionally—I, a grown man and a priest!


  “Well, the next day, coming down to the lesson, I was just as 127 usual. Now, Jean seemed to have found a particular liking for me, or rather a particular interest in me—probably because of my having told him, one day, some stories of the torments of hell, which impressed him greatly.


  “So he would come frequently to ask me questions about the growing of flowers, in which I had taken an interest.


  “I never wrote now. My books on the shelves remained where they were. I took one of them down one day aimlessly; but it was my Aquinus—the one I used on that evening long ago, when I had burned my manuscript; looking at it, I grew so sad that I put it back on the shelf without reading it.


  “I spent my days either sitting in my garden, or walking in the streets of the town or through the fields.


  “The months slipped by, and it came time to give up the Latin lessons; she was busy at home. But Jean came frequently, to console me for her absence, I believe, and, probably with the same intention, told me, in his drawling voice, the details of the preparations and the plans for the ceremony.


  “So the time went on, till it was the day before the wedding.


  “I was down in the church, superintending its decorations of roses, when one of the farmers came to me, as I stood high upon a ladder, with a request that I would come to bless his fields on the morrow.


  “‘But,’ I said, ‘there is this wedding; I cannot do both; could I not come the next day?’ But the farmer excused himself. He was going away on a journey the next day; I could do it late in the afternoon, after the wedding was over; it was such a magnificent crop, and would the good father be so kind? I consented. Yes, I would come to bless his fields—after the wedding was over. I do not understand how it was—I felt dull and incapable of sensation.


  128 “It was so the next day. I dimly remember having my coffee in the morning, and some time after my housekeeper bringing me my vestments nicely brushed. Then I remember going to the church, I remember putting on my robes in the little room behind the altar. Of the ceremony itself I can recollect little. There was a great cruel wall of faces between me and the far-away light of the open door. There was a figure in white, in which for some reason or other I felt an interest; and, also, there was a large figure, towards whom I felt dimly friendly. The organ sounded far away; the choir of children’s voices joined in. Then I remember some words, and a short time afterwards the welcome sunlight of the open door, as I passed down the aisle of the deserted church. I went home and drank a cup of coffee, and sat pleasantly by the great front window, drumming on the table where my empty coffee-cup stood. After a while, the people for whom I was waiting appeared—the farmers to conduct me to the fields I was to bless. I got up, and, with one of them before me carrying the bag of my holy robes, I walked forth to bless the fields.


  “As we went, I listened to their conversation—of horses, or dogs, and crops: then they began to talk of the wedding; they talked of how pretty she looked, and of Jean, and of how much land and stock his father owned. They all agreed that the marriage was most suitable.


  “It was one of those still afternoons in the autumn, when the rife world seemed luxuriant, full of joy and growth. The faint blue sky was cloudless, and the fields of rippling corn shone in the afternoon sunlight.


  “A great joyous stillness hung over the maternal earth; as we passed by, gaudy flowers of crimson or yellow nodded to us over the old fences, and by the sides of the winding road trivial weeds flaunted their many colours. The farmers, proud of the honour 129 of escorting their priest, trod along a little in front, their heavy boots crushing the soft clods of earth in the road. Sometimes the shrill voice of a cricket would come from the field we were passing.


  “After a time the journey ended; by the edge of the rise of a little hill stood the cottage of the farmer who led us. I was shown into the sitting-room and, with many bows of hospitality, left to put on my robes, while the farmers gathered, waiting about the door outside. On the chimney-piece were arranged flowers in vases and pots, the thought of the daughter of the house, whom I had confirmed. The attention touched me, and I went up and smelled of them. Then, taking the priest’s robes out of the bag, I put them on, and, going to the doorway, called to the farmers that I was ready.


  “Outside the door we formed in procession, the farmer whose fields I was to bless leading with a scythe, to cut away possible brambles. We passed through a place in the fence, and entered on the long swath that had been mown through the fields, to a slight elevation in their centre.


  “Now, for the first time that day, I wakened. The scent of the newly cut corn seemed to get in my head, and the wide horizon-line of waving yellow made me angry. All the unreality of the day broke up and disappeared. The pain, the despair, the torture came back again, rushing. For a moment I thought the feeling would smother me; but its first intensity grew less after a little while, and I found myself walking mechanically through the lane of yellow, with the bare-headed farmers behind me. I looked abroad over the far-stretching fields, and the sight of their still joy tormented me. I shut my eyes and strove against the agony. Something repeating in my head, ‘She is sitting at her marriage feast!—She is sitting at her marriage feast!’


  “I opened my eyes and looked forth over the fields. Their 130 happiness seemed so to torment me. We were pacing stolidly on, and far in front went the figure of the farmer, bending sometimes to brush a thistle or tassel of corn out of the path.


  “‘Why,’ I said to myself, ‘should I be so sad, while this torturing corn is so joyous?’ On either side rose the solid wall of straight stalks, surmounted by their full heads, that rustled and bent to our passage. Far away on the horizon the golden fields bent in platoons and squadrons as the breeze touched them. The whole weight of the misery of the past long months broke on me suddenly.


  “I tried to laugh, I repeated to myself over and over again, the word ‘rideo,’ but the incessant voice in my head kept repeating, ‘She is sitting at her marriage feast—she is sitting at her marriage feast!’


  “‘Why,’ I said again to myself, in a whisper, ‘should these fields be so joyous and I so sad?’


  “The farmers thought I was murmuring prayers, and I heard their muttered ‘Amens’ behind me. I pressed my hands hard to my sides. We walked on, the sun was growing low in the West. Soon we had come to the edge of the little rise in the middle of the fields.


  “As we mounted towards the cleared circle that had been mown on the summit for my reception, the agony at my heart died down, and a feeling of almost indifference came to me. But in a moment we stood looking out upon the wide-spread corn. The red sun was sinking, by its light the yellow was touched into the colour of flame on the horizon. I stood silent, while the farmers arranged themselves, kneeling behind me. Then slowly I advanced to the centre of the circle.


  “The glory of the setting sun was reflected on my embroidered robes, and the fields shimmered below me in a great ocean of 131 crimson and gold. It was perfectly still. I raised my hands and looked into the fading glory in the West. And somehow the pain came back again, the longing and the agony, the sickness and the despair of soul. Raising my hands high in the air, with the kneeling peasants behind me, and the light of the dying sun reflected on my holy robes, I stood aloft, and I cursed the happy fields! I cursed their light and their planting, I cursed their content and their joy, I cursed the seed from which they had sprung, and I cursed their glory and their fruition. I cursed the light of the sun when it rose upon them in the morning, and I cursed the light of the sun when it shone upon them, when the dusk came. I cursed their sowing and their harvest, I cursed their stalks and their bearded heads. I cursed their growing and their increase, I cursed them through the dark hours of the night. I stood there tall in my holy robes, and I cursed the corn ear by ear!


  “The sunset glowed and gathered in the West, and faded away, and I stood there tall in the twilight, cursing.


  “Well, the farmers pulled me down at last, and carried me away through the fields. I do not remember how I came here. Only something of a rumbling waggon, and a wild creature who lay still on the straw in the bottom.


  “That is all.”


  The old man ceased speaking, and his head sunk on his breast; then with a slight sigh he took up the child’s toy he was making, and worked on it with his white old hands, looking ever out through the gate-way over the village.


  “What do you see?” I asked.


  “Her children,” he answered. Then holding up the small wooden cart, nearly finished, “I am afraid they do not like them much, they are badly finished,” he said smiling, “I never see them play with them before the other children.”


  ·  ·


  132 Night


  By J. E. Southall


  ·  ·
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  135 The Fishermen


  From the French of Emile Verhaeren


  By Alma Strettell


  
    The spot is flaked with mist, that fills,


    Thickening into rolls more dank,


    The thresholds and the window-sills,


    And smokes on every bank.

  


  
    The river stagnates, pestilent


    With carrion by the current sent


    This way and that—and yonder lies


    The moon, just like a woman dead,


    That they have smothered overhead,


    Deep in the skies.

  


  
    In a few boats alone there gleam


    Lamps that light up and magnify


    The backs, bent over stubbornly,


    Of the old fishers of the stream,


    Who since last evening, steadily,


    —For God knows what night-fishery—


    136 Have let their black nets downward slow


    Into the silent water go,


    The noisome water there below.

  


  
    Down in the river’s deeps, ill-fate


    And black mischances breed and hatch,


    Unseen of them, and lie in wait


    As for their prey. And these they catch


    With weary toil—believing still


    That simple, honest work is best—


    At night, beneath the shifting mist


    Unkind and chill.

  


  
    So hard and harsh, yon clock-towers tell,


    With muffled hammers, like a knell,


    The midnight hour.


    From tower to tower


    So hard and harsh the midnights chime,


    The midnights harsh of autumn time,


    The weary midnights bell.

  


  
    The crew


    Of fishers black have on their back


    Nought save a nameless rag or two;


    And their old hats distil withal,


    And drop by drop let crumbling fall


    Into their necks, the mist-flakes all.

  


  
    The hamlets and their wretched huts


    Are numb and drowsy, and all round


    The willows too, and walnut trees,


    ’Gainst which the Easterly fierce breeze


    Has waged its feud.


    137 No bayings from the forest sound,


    No cry the empty midnight cuts—


    The midnight space that grows imbrued


    With damp breaths from the ashy ground.

  


  
    The fishers hail each other not—


    Nor help—in their fraternal lot;


    Doing but that which must be done,


    Each fishes for himself alone.


    And this one gathers in his net,


    Drawing it tighter yet,


    His freight of petty misery;


    And that one drags up recklessly

  


  
    Diseases from their slimy bed;


    While others still their meshes spread


    Out to the sorrows that drift by


    Threateningly nigh;


    And the last hauls aboard with force


    The wreckage dark of his remorse.

  


  
    The river, round its corners bending,


    And with the dyke-heads intertwined,


    Goes hence—since what times out of mind?


    Toward the far horizon wending


    Of weariness unending.


    Upon the banks, the skins of wet


    Black ooze-heaps nightly poison sweat,


    And the mists are their fleeces light


    That curl up to the houses’ height.

  


  
    138 In their dark boats, where nothing stirs,


    Not even the red-flamed torch that blurs


    With halos huge, as if of blood,


    The thick felt of the mist’s white hood,


    Death with his silence seals the sere


    Old fishermen of madness here.

  


  
    The isolated, they abide


    Deep in the mist—still side by side,


    But seeing one another never;


    Weary are both their arms—and yet


    Their work their ruin doth beget.

  


  
    Each for himself works desperately,


    Knowing not what, without a thought,


    Nor dreams nor schemes has he;


    Long have they worked, for long, long years,


    While every instant brings its fears;


    Nor have they ever


    Quitted the borders of their river,


    Where ’mid the moonlit mists, they strain


    To fish misfortune up amain.

  


  
    If but in this their night they hailed each other,


    And brothers’ voices might console a brother!

  


  
    But numb and sullen, on they go,


    With heavy brows and backs bent low,


    While their small lights beside them gleam,


    Flickering feebly on the stream.


    139 Like blocks of shadow they are there,


    Nor ever do their eyes divine


    That far away beyond the mists


    Acrid and spongy—there exists


    A firmament where ’mid the night,


    Attractive as a loadstone, bright


    Prodigious planets shine.

  


  
    The fishers black of that black plague


    Are the immensely lost, among


    The knells, the far-off distance vague,


    The great beyond stretched out so long,


    Further than any eye can see;


    And the damp autumn midnight rains


    Into their souls’ monotony.

  


  ·  ·


  140 Two Pictures


  By C. M. Gere


  I. Hermia and Helena†


  II. Port Eynon, Gower†


  ·  ·
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  145 Death’s Devotion


  By Frank Athelstane Swettenham


  
    “How, Death’s devotion?


    “’Twas he who drank the potion—”

  


  “J’ai cinq cartes à carreaux.”


  “Combien?”


  “Quarante-neuf.”


  “C’est bon.”


  “Quinte au roi?”


  “Bon.”


  “Ça fait vingt. I have also quatorze de rois, which makes ninety-four, et trois as, ninety-seven—je joue carreaux, ninety-eight. That is yours and the rest are mine, making me one hundred and nineteen. You are Rubiconed, but, fortunately for you, for the smallest possible number—two hundred and twenty and three twenty-five, I win—five hundred and forty-five in the evening; the luck has been all on my side to-night. Shall we play again?”


  “Well, I think as it is past two a.m., it is hardly worth while to begin another game. We will smoke one more cigarette, and you shall tell me of your interview with Death.”


  “Willingly, but another small brandy and soda will help the tale along.”


  146 The man who had so evilly entreated his friend over that last game of piquet was Raoul de Marenil, soldier, scientist, courtier and wanderer over the face of the earth, seeking fortune and adventure, and finding with them (for he had brains enough to be successful at almost any game) a great many friends of all nationalities. It was natural that he should have much in common with Englishmen, for his mother was an Englishwoman, and he spoke English and French equally well, and with his intimates mixed up the two languages with a charming but bewildering fluency, though it was evident to those who had more than a casual acquaintance with him that he was at heart a true Frenchman.


  After wandering in many lands his business or his inclination had taken him to the furthest East, where for some time he had been the guest of a friend of no importance, named Michael Hardy. It was their nightly practice, when left alone for the evening, to play piquet till one or two in the morning, and then, before turning in, to smoke that “last cigarette,” which usually meant at least an hour’s talk on diverse subjects of mutual interest. This was one of many such evenings, and no circumstances could have been conceived better calculated to frame a tale of love, adventure, or weird experience. A waning Eastern moon, brilliant beyond description, and shining with that blue tinge which is its special peculiarity in the small hours of the morning when the light is most intense, shone over a wide valley, enclosed towards the East by lofty but distant mountains, while Westward the view was limited by the close approach of a broken chain of low hills with spurs projecting out into the valley.


  On the summit of the highest of these spurs stood the house where the two men were sitting. Round the foot of the hill wound a river, and this was joined at a point rather to the right 147 front of the house by another stream of equal size. On the banks of these streams clustered the thickly built houses of a picturesque Eastern town, the red roofs striking a note of warm colour in that silvery sheen. On the outskirts of the town, scattered buildings served to relieve the green monotony of luxuriant foliage, while the eye caught here and there glints of water from river-reach or artificial lakelet. In the middle distance stood bold hills, covered with virgin forest and rocky limestone cliffs with vari-coloured sides, so sheer that no foliage would cling to them. Beyond these, haze—miles and miles of hazy distance, through which great mountains seemed to loom, grey and indistinct, and over all the blue heavens; that extraordinary Eastern night-sky, so wondrously blue, that when you see but a patch of it above the fountained courtyard of an Eastern dwelling, you cannot at first feel certain whether it is painted ceiling or the blue empyrean. Unlike those Northern latitudes, where the clearness of the atmosphere seems to invite the gazer to reach down the great stars from heaven, here, in this haze-charged night, they twinkle and glimmer from zenith to horizon, through many a veil of mist; and Venus, alone of all the constellations, dares to dispute the supremacy of the Queen of Night.


  The subdued light within the room, the white walls, the lofty ceiling supported by heavy wooden beams resting on fluted, white pillars, the dark polished floor with its thick Persian rugs and skins of tiger and black leopard, the soft colours of the graceful Oriental hangings, the rare prints on the walls, the few but admirably chosen pieces of furniture, the beautiful carvings and embroideries, the best and newest books, all combined to make a singularly attractive interior, full of harmoniously blended colours in striking contrast to the all-pervading radiance of the silver night.


  148 Across the verandah with its tiers of lovely ferns and foliage plants, through the hanging baskets of many coloured orchids was wafted, on the scarce perceptible breeze, the intoxicating scent of jasmine and chempâka, while the only sound to break the silence was the occasional cry of the night-jar, that curious note which resembles nothing so much as the hollow rattle of a stone thrown across ice on a clear frosty night.


  The friends pulled two comfortable chairs to one of the many wide doors that opened on to the marble-paved verandah, and with their backs to the attractions of the immediate surroundings and their faces to the moon-bathed valley beneath, Marenil told his tale.


  “I was in Africa,” he said, “and had spent months exploring a buried city, where besides meeting with several strange adventures I contracted a horrible fever that completely prostrated me, and made it necessary to abandon my researches and seek the nearest hospital. Unfortunately for me my buried city was far beyond the confines of even comparative civilisation, and by the time my people had carried me to a Government Hospital, where I could get the help of a French surgeon and the nursing of a Sister of Mercy, I was very bad indeed.


  “I was too ill to take much notice of the hospital, but you know what the place is like. A long, narrow, white-walled building of one storey with a row of windows on either side, a door at each end, and trestle beds at regular intervals down the sides, the patients’ heads next the white-washed walls, their feet towards the vacant space which serves as passage between the beds. By each bed there was a small table and chair, and on the wall, in a tin frame, hung the bed ticket which told the name and date of arrival of the patient, the nature of his ailment and other particulars and possibly the treatment prescribed. I cannot say I 149 noticed these particulars when I was carried into the ward; I was too sick of the deadly journey in the hammock through the scorching heat, too feverish and throat-parched, too weary and pain-wracked, perhaps too light-headed to care about anything. I realised that at last the journey was over, that at last that maddening sway of the hammock was exchanged for blessed stillness and cessation from movement, that I seemed to have gone out of burning sunlight into cool shade, and that the tall figures, the dark complexions of my white-robed Arab bearers were exchanged for the sympathetic faces and deft fingers of the hospital surgeon and his devoted attendants.


  “I do not know how time went, how long I had lain there, nor how things had fared with me. I think I must have been unconscious for days, but one evening, about 7 p.m., I was vaguely sensible that the Doctor and a Sister were standing by my bed and in hushed voices discussing the probability of my being able to live much beyond the morning. I know that it was borne in on me that their fears were stronger than their hopes, and I was too weak and exhausted to take much interest in my own chances.


  “I must have slept shortly after this, for it seemed to me that a long time had elapsed, that midnight had come and passed, and I awoke to see the door towards which I was looking, open slowly and quietly to admit a strange figure. A tall, gaunt skeleton, with unusually large bones, and some kind of weird light in his eye-sockets that made me feel he could see, entered without noise, gently closed the door, and walked rather slowly towards my bed. I realised instantly that he was coming to me, and I noticed that he carried under his left arm a large, leather-bound book which seemed of great age and was closed by two old-fashioned, heavy silver clasps. Over his right shoulder the 150 skeleton carried a heavy scythe which showed signs, both as to blade and handle, of much hard usage. Walking round the foot of my bed and stopping behind my little table, the skeleton fixed his curious eye-light on my face and said slowly and rather sadly: ‘Je suis la Mort.’


  “I was not surprised to hear that Death was my visitor, and I said: ‘Bon soir, la Mort, asseyez-vous, s’il vous plait.’


  “He thanked me and sat down; then taking the book on his thigh-bone and placing it in a comfortable position by crossing his legs, he unclasped it and looked over the pages till he came to one where he stopped and opening the book wide he turned to me and said: ‘This is your page, and herein is inscribed the record of your good and evil deeds since ever you were born. The good are on this side’ (pointing to the left page, where I could see there were only two or three short lines of writing), ‘the evil are here,’ said he, as he laid his hand on the right page of the book. ‘I will read the record to you,’ he said, as he turned the front of his skull towards me, and I felt those two luminous eye-sockets transfix me. ‘First,’ said Death, ‘I will read your good deeds.’


  “The tale of my virtues was soon ended, and did not seem to me to possess any particular value. ‘Now,’ and again those lambent orbs were turned on me, ‘I will read your evil deeds.’


  “The catalogue was a long one and it struck me that many of the statements were not worth recording, but truth to tell I was paying little heed, for I was absorbed in watching Death, and wondering how all his bones hung together without any sinews or integuments or even so much as a strand or two of wire.


  “You know how you feel when you are so ill that nothing surprises and nothing greatly affects you? That was how I felt, and, while I regarded Death with a mitigated interest and some faint curiosity, while I speculated whether, when he got up, the 151 scythe, which was now leaning against the back of the chair, would knock it down and make a clatter that would wake every one in the Ward, I turned a practically deaf ear to the long list of my crimes, from concealing the truth and stealing sugar, to the robust misdemeanours of later years. There was a sort of rattle, as Death unwound his leg bones and closed the book, which he carefully fastened, saying as he did so, ‘To-night your record is closed and you will be required to give an account of it. Now,’ he continued, ‘my mission is ended, my time is up, and I must leave you.’


  “He said this in a tone of dispassionate weariness, but rather as though he regretted having to deliver such an unpleasant message. He stood up and placing the book under his left arm and the scythe over his right shoulder he prepared to go.


  “Then, however, the feelings of a host asserted themselves and I said, ‘I trust you will not leave without taking something, and I am sorry that there is nothing better to offer you, but pray drink my tisane which is on the table by you.’ Death gravely thanked me and turning to the table he took the bottle of tisane and poured some into the graduated glass measure that stood at his hand. He looked at me for the last time with those curiously lighted eye-sockets and realising, I suppose, the over-grim humour of drinking to my health, he said nothing, but slowly poured the tisane through the cavity made by opening his jaws. I watched the liquid with great interest as it trickled down his ribs and back bone, crept along his leg bones and finally reaching the floor made a little pool by the side of the chair. As Death replaced the glass on the table and moved away I felt that his politeness in accepting my tisane must have made his bones very uncomfortable, but I hardly liked to suggest that he should dry himself.


  “Whilst I still had this in my mind, I saw him reach the door, 152 open it and go out. It could scarce have closed ere I fell asleep.


  “In that vague returning consciousness which comes with awakening, that dawn of mental and physical sensation which we can, at will, slightly prolong, but in cases of severe illness is always longer than in health, I heard the Doctor and the Sister talking by my bed, and speaking in eager tones of surprise and delight. I opened my eyes and I saw my friends with faces freed from anxiety smiling into mine.


  “‘You are safe,’ the Doctor said, ‘it is only a question of time now, the fever has left you. The change came about 3 a.m., you had been restless till then and we feared the worst, but suddenly you grew quiet and fell into a deep sleep from which we are not sorry to see you awake, for you ought to be fed, though the sleep has saved your life. Your temperature has gone down to almost normal and your pulse is stronger—all you want now is nourishment. You have had a very narrow escape and when you are strong enough you should leave the country for a change to a more temperate climate. You seem to have spilt your tisane some time during the night, but we don’t know how you did it, for the potion has fallen out of your reach and yet neither bottle nor glass is upset and no one saw you do it.’


  “I looked from the Doctor to the floor and there, close by the chair, exactly in the spot where Death had stood, was the still wet stain of the potion which had been so strangely diverted from its legitimate use.”


  ·  ·


  153 “Three Blind Mice”


  By E. G. Treglown


  ·  ·
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  157 Song of Sorrow


  By Charles Catty


  
    Ican sing not of youth or of morning;


    I have ears for no music of bird;


    I have eyes for no beauty adorning


    The lives of young lovers. One warning


    I bring you—one bitter cold word:


    Sorrow, sorrow, I sing,


    Sorrow, sorrow:


    The woods echo—Sorrow, and echoing, say—


    If it come not to-day,


    Then—to-morrow.

  


  
    I can sing not of love or of laughter;


    These fail and are ended and die;


    As an echo beneath the wood’s rafter


    Swoons off, and is heard never after,


    So love and so laughter wing by.


    Sorrow, sorrow, I sing,


    Sorrow, sorrow:


    The years answer—Sorrow, and answering, say—


    Ye who weep not to-day


    Will to-morrow.

  


  ·  ·


  158 The Sweet o’ the Year


  By Ella Hepworth Dixon


  Indoors, in the austere northern light of the studio, one hardly realised that the trees on the boulevard were all a-flutter in their pale green garments, that outside, all over Paris, the fairy-tale of spring was being told. The only vernal sound which the painter could hear as he worked, was the monotonous cooing of a pair of ring-doves, whose cage hung at the end of the passage, at an open door which gave on a strip of sun-flooded court. Intermittently, he could hear, too, the shuffling of a pair of feet—feet which pottered about in the aimless way of the old and tired. The familiar sound brought up a vision of Virginie, the woman who swept out the studio, kept the models from the door, and made him an excellent tisane when he was out of sorts. Yes, Virginie certainly had her uses, although she was old, and shrivelled and unsightly. The young man hummed a love-song of Chaminade’s as he stepped away from his picture, screwing up his eyes the better to judge of the values. Poor, bent old Virginie, with the failing memory, the parchment skin, and the formless lips! He was sorry for women—even for old women. Being a Frenchman, he had an innately tender regard for the sex.


  “The world is made for men,” he said to himself, “tiens, I am glad I was born a man.”


  159 And all the while Virginie, busy among her pots and pans at the end of the passage, was thinking about her master. She was proud of his talent, of his success, above all, of his youth and good looks. She rejoiced that, although M. Georges was barely thirty, he was already hors concours at the Salon, that he could afford so big a studio. The young men made more money nowadays…. Why, it was a finer atelier than he used to have—the greatest painter of his day in France, the famous Jean Vaillant.


  The stove had not yet been lighted, and, in spite of the sunshine outside, it was chilly in the kitchen, where Virginie was scouring the pans. At seventy, after a lifetime of anxiety and of toil; of rising at the dawn, of scrubbing, cleaning, cooking, washing: at seventy, one has no longer much warmth in one’s veins. And then the blond, spring sunshine only made her feel dizzy; she had a cough which troubled her, and queer pains in her bones…. “Maybe,” she nodded to herself, “that it is not for long that I am here. Poor M. Georges.”


  An imperious ring at the outer bell made her hurry to the door. Her face fell as she encountered a fantastic hat loaded with lilac, a fresh spring toilet, a pair of handsome eyes, and a triumphant smile. She began to grumble.


  “M. Georges was at home, yes. But he was busy. He was hard at work on a picture. The back-ground of a portrait which must be finished this week. Could not Mademoiselle call again?”


  “Ah, but he will see me,” declared the Lilac Hat, pushing by, and leaving a pungent odour of chypre behind her as she passed, with her rustling silk linings and her overpowering air of femininity. Virginie shuffled after her to the studio door.


  “Mlle. Rose,” she announced.


  The young man threw down his palette and brushes, and turned, his face alight.


  160 As Virginie went back alone down the narrow passage, there was a curious silence in the atelier, broken, at last, by the murmur of soft, happy voices.


  “Tas de saletés,” grumbled Virginie, “she’ll not let him do any more work to-day.” A strange spasm of jealousy seized her. The little incident—though she had often witnessed it before—seemed somehow to accentuate to-day her own senility, her failing powers, her rapid detachment from life. It reminded her, too, of things that had occurred half a century ago….. Well, she would like to show M. Georges that she, too …. At any rate, she had the letters still; she would give them to him this afternoon—when Mlle. Rose had gone, before he went out. After all, who should have them except M. Georges? He, at least, would keep them if anything happened to her….. Suddenly the old woman felt a lump at her throat, a curious, choking sensation. She stepped to the window, and pushed it open.


  Outside, a light easterly wind was shaking an almond-tree in full blossom, making a fluttering pink cloud against the clear April sky. The ring-doves in their wicker cage were cooing in an amorous ecstasy….


  Presently, with her heavy step, she turned into the cupboard which served her for a bed-room. In one corner stood a locked box, dusty with disuse, at which she fumbled nervously with a rusty key. Then, with palsied, trembling fingers, she drew out an ancient packet of letters, tied with a ribbon which had perhaps once been rose-coloured.


  By and bye, when the light had lessened, Virginie knocked timidly at the studio-door. Mile. Rose had been gone some time now, yet there still hung about the room a faint odour of chypre.


  “Mais entrez donc, ma vieille!” called out the young painter, 161 kindly, glancing over his shoulder as he stood at his easel. “What is it that you want?”


  “Nothing, M. Georges. It is something that I thought you might like to have. You collect such things—letters, autographs. And you, too, are an artist. One day—who knows—you may be as great as him?”


  He came forward, surprised, and took the bundle of letters from her shaking fingers—dingy, folded sheets of paper, which had once been fastened by wafers, and which bore the dates of April and May, 1846. Running his eye across some of the yellow pages, covered with faded ink, he glanced at the signatures. “Why, they are priceless!” he cried. “Love-letters from Jean Vaillant? Where, in Heaven’s name, did you get them, Virginie?”


  “But they are mine! Yes, yes, M. Jean wrote them to me. Ah, but I did not always sweep studios and open doors….. I was pretty once, M. Georges. I was a model. He chose me for his Baigneuse. It is in the Luxembourg now; they say it will be in the Louvre….. M. Jean was very fond of me….. Dame! that is all nearly fifty years ago, now,” she muttered, stooping, with the patient humility of the poor, to pick up some of the yellow sheets which had fallen to the ground.


  He knelt down, too, and helped to collect the letters.


  “But read them, M. Georges!” A rosy flush of belated feminine pride had crept over her shrunken cheeks. He began to read aloud the letter he held in his hand. It was an intimate revelation of the heart of him whom the younger generation spoke of always as the Master.


  “I want to tell you again how your eyes haunt me, and how I delight in your beauty….”


  She stood there timidly, as he read aloud, with her seamed face, and her little, faded eyes fixed on her master. A white cap was 162 tied beneath her shrivelled chin; a loose camisole covered her shrunken chest, a meagre petticoat revealed her bony ankles.


  “Your beauty, which is so strangely complex, for it has not only a child’s sweetness, but a woman’s seduction. Ah, you are indeed an exquisite creature….”


  He raised his eyes and looked at the familiar figure of Virginie….. All at once the bent, unsightly form seemed invested with the sweetness, the purity, the dignity of the young girl; round her head, with its sparse white hair, there rested, for an instant, the aureole of the woman who is beloved.


  “Whether you wish it or no, you will be for ever my inspiration, my dream, my reward. I was like a man asleep, and you, Virginie, have awoken me.”


  A feeble smile of satisfied vanity flickered over the old woman’s face. She nodded her head as he went on reading, her knotted hands twisted nervously together. Time, with his corroding finger, had seared and branded her out of all semblance of a woman. She represented nothing but the long, the inexorable degradation of life.


  “Nothing will ever make me forget the unearthly beauty of your face, nor the hours we have passed together….”


  Gently the young man laid the letter down. His eyes had filled with tears; he could no longer see the words. And then, reverently, he folded it with the rest, and, opening the drawer of an antique cabinet, he locked his new-found treasures up.


  “Sapristi! Mais ce n’est pas amusant—la vie,” he muttered, watching the bent figure of the old woman as she passed, presently, mumbling and nodding, out of the studio, to be swallowed up in the vague shadows of the passage. Suddenly it felt cold and dismal in the great room.


  “Non, ce n’est pas gaie, la vie,” he repeated; “at least, not 163 when we live too long. Well, let us make haste to amuse ourselves while we are young.”


  Rapidly he cleaned up his palette, and put on another coat. Rose had promised to wait for him for dinner, he remembered, and there had even been talk of a ball in the Quartier.


  Virginie was patching an old skirt as he passed out by the little kitchen. It had turned much colder, and she had drawn up a chair near the stove.


  Gently, deferentially, he took her withered hand and kissed it.


  “Hommage à la maîtresse de Jean Vaillant,” he murmured gaily. “Has she any commission for her humble servant?”


  The old woman’s eyes lit up. Outside, there was already something of the cold serenity of evening in the still, primrose-coloured sky. The ring-doves were silent now, huddled together in their wicker cage, their beaks tucked beneath their wings.


  “If monsieur,” she said humbly, “would give himself the trouble to bring me a small bottle of some cordial? Dame! In the spring one feels chilly, M. Georges….. Yes, the old feel chilly in the spring.”


  ·  ·


  164 “Binnorie, O Binnorie”†


  By Evelyn Holden


  ·  ·
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  167 Two Sonnets from Petrarch


  By Richard Garnett, LL.D., C.B.


  I—Laura Weeping


  
    Where’er I shift my weary eyes, to know


    If ancient charm by new may be dispelled,


    They see but her whom whilom they beheld,


    And urge rekindling fires to deeper glow.


    Conjunction of sweet ruth and lovely woe


    Enthrals the gentle heart; nor thus compelled


    The eye alone, but ear is captive held,


    Haunted by thrilling speech and sighings low.


    And Love and Truth affirm with me that sight


    So exquisite as mine was seen of none


    By splendour of the day or starry light;


    Nor plaint so musical e’er broke upon


    The ear of man; or shower of drops so bright


    From eyes so fair e’er sparkled to the sun.

  


  168 II—She should have Died Hereafter!


  
    Love had at length a tranquil port displayed


    To travailed soul, long vexed by toil and teen,


    In calm maturity, where naked seen


    Is Vice, and Virtue in fair garb arrayed.


    Bare to her eyes my heart should now be laid,


    Disquieted no more their peace serene—


    O Death, what harvest of long years hath been


    Ruin by thee in one brief moment made!


    The hour when unreproved I might invoke


    Her chaste ear’s favour, and disburden there


    My breast of fond and ancient thought, drew nigh


    And she, perchance, considering as I spoke,


    Each bloomless face and either’s silvered hair,


    Some blessed word had uttered with a sigh.

  


  ·  ·


  169 Poor Romeo!†


  By Max Beerbohm


  ·  ·


  182 Two Drawings


  By A. T. [J.] Gaskin


  I. The Artist’s Mother


  II. A Book Plate for Georgie Evelyn Cave Gaskin


  ·  ·
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  187 Sunshine


  By Olive Custance


  
    Oh, Sunshine Spirit, I have seen


    Your gold wings spread aslant the green;


    Have watched their splendours trail along


    The woodland ways where wild flowers throng,


    And seen your slim feet slip between;

  


  
    Looked on your limbs so shimmerous white,


    Flushed in a lucent mist of light;


    Seen your child face peer wildly fair


    Through parted strands of shining hair,


    And wist not if I saw aright!

  


  
    In gardens where tired feet can wade


    Through flowers set thick in slumbrous shade—


    Across wide languorous lawns sun-swept,


    Your fleeting fairy form has crept


    Between the shadows unafraid….

  


  
    188 Because your subtle smile had caught


    My soul in tangled trance of thought—


    Your sweet hushed speech I strove to hear,


    You seemed to sway so strangely near …


    Sun-Vision, was it I you sought?

  


  
    A mortal maid, whose heart is yet


    Too full of all the world’s vain fret—


    The mournful music of this Star—


    That you who have been born afar


    Hear only faintly—and forget….

  


  
    Stay, Spirit ’neath these sighing trees,


    Whose lace-like shadow broideries


    Dapple your dainty loveliness….


    Are you a dream? I cannot guess …


    God’s earth is full of mysteries….

  


  ·  ·


  189 A Journey of Little Profit


  By John Buchan


  
    “The Devil he sang, the Devil he played


    High and fast and free.


    And this was ever the song he made,


    As it was told to me.


    ‘Oh, I am the king of the air and the ground,


    And lord of the seasons’ roll,


    And I will give you a hundred pound,


    If you will give me your soul.’”


    The Ballad of Grey Weather.

  


  The cattle market of Inverforth is, as all men know north of the Tweed, the greatest market of the kind in the land. For days in the late Autumn there is the lowing of oxen and the bleating of sheep among its high wooden pens, and in the rickety sale-rings the loud clamour of auctioneers and the talk of farmers. In the open yard where are the drovers and the butchers, a race always ungodly and law-despising, there is such a Babel of cries and curses as might wake the Seven Sleepers. From twenty different adjacent eating-houses comes the clatter of knives, where the country folk eat their dinner of beef and potatoes, with beer for sauce, and the collies grovel on the ground for stray morsels. Hither come a hundred types of men from the Highland cateran 190 with scarce a word of English, and the shentleman-farmer of Inverness and Ross, to lowland graziers and city tradesmen, not to speak of blackguards of many nationalities and more professions.


  It was there I first met Duncan Stewart of Clachamharstan, in the Moor of Rannoch, and there I heard this story. He was an old man when I knew him, grizzled and wind-beaten; a prosperous man, too, with many herds like Jacob and much pasture. He had come down from the North with kyloes, and as he waited on the Englishmen with whom he had trysted, he sat with me through the long day and beguiled the time with many stories. He had been a drover in his youth, and had travelled on foot the length and breadth of Scotland; and his memory went back hale and vigorous to times which are now all but historical. This tale I heard among many others as we sat on a pen amid the smell of beasts and the jabber of Gaelic:


  “When I was just turned of twenty-five I was a wild young lad as ever was heard of. I had taken to the droving for the love of a wild life, and a wild life I led. My father’s heart would be broken long syne with my doings, and well for my mother that she was in her grave since I was six years old. I paid no heed to the ministrations of godly Mr. Macdougall of the Isles, who bade me turn from the error of my ways, but went on my own evil course, making siller, for I was a braw lad at the work and a trusted, and knowing the inside of every public from the pier of Cromarty to the streets of York. I was a wild drinker, caring in my cups for neither God nor man, a great hand with the cards, and fond of the lasses past all telling. It makes me shameful to this day to think on my evil life when I was twenty-five.


  “Well, it chanced that in the back of the month of September I found myself in the city of Edinburgh with a flock of fifty sheep 191 which I had bought as a venture from a drunken bonnet-laird and was thinking of selling somewhere wast the country. They were braw beasts, Leicester every one of them, well-fed and dirt-cheap at the price I gave. So it was with a light heart that I drove them out of the town by the Merchiston Road along by the face of the Pentlands. Two or three friends came with me, all like myself for folly, but maybe a little bit poorer. Indeed, I cared little for them, and they valued me only for the whisky which I gave them to drink my health in at the parting. They left me on the near side of Colinton, and I went on my way alone.


  “Now, if you’ll be remembering the road, you will mind that at the place called Kirk Newton, just afore the road begins to twine over the Big Muir and almost at the head of the Water o’ Leith, there is a verra fine public. Indeed, it would be no lee to call it the best public between Embro’ and Glesca. The good wife, Lucky Craik by name, was an old friend of mine, for many a good gill of her prandy have I bought; so what would I be doing but just turning aside for refreshment? She met me at the door, verra pleased-like to see me, and soon I had my legs aneath her table and a basin of toddy on the board before me. And whom did I find in the same place but my old comrade Toshie Maclean from the backside of Glen-Lyon. Toshie and I were acquaintances so old that it did not behoove us to be parting quick. Forbye the day was chill without; and within the fire was grand and the crack of the best.


  “Then Toshie and I got on quarrelling about the price of Lachlan Farawa’s beasts that he sold at Falkirk; and, the drink having aye a bad effect on my temper, I was for giving him the lie and coming off in a great rage. It was about six o’clock in the evening and an hour to nightfall, so Mistress Craik comes in to try and keep me. ‘Losh, Duncan,’ says she, ‘ye’ll never try 192 and win ower the muir the nicht. It’s mae than ten mile to Carnwath, and there’s nocht atween it and this but whaups and heathery braes.’ But when I am roused I will be more obstinate than ten mules, so I would be going, though I knew not under Heaven where I was going till. I was too full of good liquor and good meat to be much worth at thinking, so I got my sheep on the road an a big bottle in my pouch and set off into the heather. I knew not what my purpose was, whether I thought to reach the shieling of Carnwath, or whether I expected some house of entertainment to spring up by the wayside. But my fool’s mind was set on my purpose of getting some miles further in my journey ere the coming of darkness.


  “For some time I jogged happily on, with my sheep running well before me and my dogs trotting at my heels. We left the trees behind and struck out on the proad grassy path which bands the moor like the waist-strap of a sword. It was most dreary and lonesome with never a house in view, only bogs and grey hillsides and ill-looking waters. It was stony, too, and this more than aught else caused my Dutch courage to fail me, for I soon fell wearied, since much whisky is bad travelling fare, and began to curse my folly. Had my pride no kept me back, I would have returned to Lucky Craik’s; but I was like the devil for stiff-neckedness and thought of nothing but to push on.


  “I own that I was verra well tired and quite spiritless when I first saw the House. I had scarce been an hour on the way, and the light was not quite gone; but still it was geyan dark, and the place sprang somewhat suddenly on my sight. For, looking a little to the left, I saw over a little strip of grass a big square dwelling with many outhouses, half farm and half pleasure-house. This, I thought, is the verra place I have been seeking and made sure of finding; so whistling a gay tune, I drove my flock toward it.


  193 “When I came to the gate of the court, I saw better of what sort was the building I had arrived at. There was a square yard with monstrous high walls, at the left of which was the main block of the house, and on the right what I took to be the byres and stables. The place looked ancient, and the stone in many places was crumbling away; but the style was of yesterday and in no way differing from that of a hundred steadings in the land. There were some kind of arms above the gateway, and a bit of an iron stanchion; and when I had my sheep inside of it, I saw that the court was all grown up with green grass. And what seemed queer in that dusky half-light was the want of sound. There was no neichering of horses, nor routing of kye, nor clack of hens, but all as still as the top of Ben Cruachan. It was warm and pleasant, too, though the night was chill without.


  “I had no sooner entered the place than a row of sheep-pens caught my eye, fixed against the wall in front. This I thought mighty convenient, so I made all haste to put my beasts into them; and finding that there was a good supply of hay within, I leff them easy in my mind, and turned about to look for the door of the house.


  “To my wonder, when I found it, it was open wide to the wall; so, being confident with much whisky, I never took thought to knock, but walked boldly in. There’s some careless folk here, thinks I to myself, and I much misdoubt if the man knows aught about farming. He’ll maybe just be a town’s body taking the air on the muirs.


  “The place I entered upon was a hall, not like a muirland farm-house, but more fine than I had ever seen. It was laid with a verra fine carpet, all red and blue and gay colours, and in the corner in a fireplace a great fire crackled. There were chairs, too, and a walth of old rusty arms on the walls, and all manner of 194 whigmaleeries that folk think ornamental. But nobody was there, so I made for the staircase which was at the further side, and went up it stoutly. I made scarce any noise so thickly was it carpeted, and I will own it kind of terrified me to be walking in such a place. But when a man has drunk well he is troubled not overmuckle with modesty or fear, so I e’en stepped out and soon came to a landing where was a door.


  “Now, thinks I, at last I have won to the habitable parts of the house; so laying my finger on the sneck I lifted it and entered. And there before me was the finest room in all the world; indeed I abate not a jot of the phrase, for I cannot think of anything finer. It was hung with braw pictures and lined with big bookcases of oak well-filled with books in fine bindings. The furnishing seemed carved by a skilled hand, and the cushions and curtains were soft velvet. But the best thing was the table, which was covered with a clean white cloth and set with all kind of good meat and drink. The dishes were of silver and as bright as Loch Awe water in an April sun. Eh, but it was a braw braw sight for a drover! And there at the far end, with a great pottle of wine before him, sat the master.


  “He rose as I entered, and I saw him to be dressed in the pink of town fashion, a man of maybe fifty years, but hale and well-looking, with a peaked beard and trimmed moustache and thick eyebrows. His eyes were slanted a thought, which is a thing I hate in any man, but his whole appearance was pleasing.


  “‘Mr. Stewart?’ says he courteously, looking at me. ‘Is it Mr. Duncan Stewart that I will be indebted to for the honour of this visit?’


  “I stared at him blankly, for how did he ken my name?


  “‘That is my name,’ I said, ‘but who the tevil tell’t you about it?’


  195 “‘Oh, my name is Stewart myself,’ says he, ‘and all Stewarts should be well acquaint.’


  “‘True,’ said I, ‘though I don’t mind your face before. But now I am here, I think you have a most gallant place, Mr. Stewart.’


  “‘Well enough. But how have you come to’t? We’ve few visitors.’


  “So I told him where I had come from, and where I was going, and why I was forwandered at this time of night among the muirs. He listened keenly, and when I had finished, he says verra friendly-like, ‘Then you’ll bide all night and take supper with me. It would never be doing to let one of the clan go away without breaking bread. Sit ye down, Mr. Duncan.’


  “I sat down gladly enough, though I own that at first I did not half-like the whole business. There was something unchristian about the place, and for certain it was not seemly that the man’s name should be the same as my own, and that he should be so well posted in my doings. But he seemed so well-disposed that my misgivings soon vanished.


  “So I seated myself at the table opposite my entertainer. There was a place laid ready for me, and beside the knife and fork a long horn-handled spoon. I had never seen a spoon so long and queer, and I asked the man what it meant. ‘Oh,’ says he, ‘the broth in this house is very often hot, so we need a long spoon to sup it. It is a common enough thing, is it not?’


  “I could answer nothing to this, though it did not seem to me sense, and I had an inkling of something I had heard about long spoons which I thought was not good; but my wits were not clear, as I have told you already. A serving man brought me a great bowl of soup and set it before me. I had hardly plunged spoon intil it, when Mr. Stewart cries out from the other end: 196 ‘Now, Mr. Duncan, I call you to witness that you sit down to supper of your own accord. I’ve an ill name in these parts for compelling folk to take meat with me when they dinna want it. But you’ll bear me witness that you’re willing.’


  “‘Yes, by God, I am that,’ I said, for the savoury smell of the broth was rising to my nostrils. The other smiled at this as if well-pleased.


  “I have tasted many soups, but I swear there never was one like that. It was as if all the good things in the world were mixed thegether—whisky and kale and shortbread and cocky-leeky and honey and salmon. The taste of it was enough to make a body’s heart loup with fair gratitude. The smell of it was like the spicy winds of Arabia, that you read about in the Bible, and when you had taken a spoonful you felt as happy as if you had sellt a hundred yowes at twice their reasonable worth. Oh, it was grand soup!


  “‘What Stewarts did you say you corned from,’ I asked my entertainer.


  “‘Oh,’ he says, ‘I’m connected with them all, Athole Stewarts, Appin Stewarts, Rannoch Stewarts; and a’ I’ve a heap o’ land thereaways.’


  “‘Whereabouts?’ says I, wondering. ‘Is’t at the Blair o’ Athole, or along by Tummel side, or wast the Loch o’ Rannoch, or on the Muir, or in Mamore?’


  “‘In all the places you name,’ says he.


  “‘Got damn,’ says I, ‘then what for do you not bide there instead of in these stinking lawlands?’


  “At this he laughed softly to himself. ‘Why, for maybe the same reason as yoursel, Mr. Duncan. You know the proverb, “A’ Stewarts are sib to the Deil.”’


  “I laughed loudly; ‘Oh, you’ve been a wild one, too, have you? Then you’re not worse than mysel. I ken the inside of every 197 public in the Cowgate and Cannongate, and there’s no another drover on the road my match at fechting and drinking and dicing.’ And I started on a long shameless catalogue of my misdeeds. Mr. Stewart meantime listened with a satisfied smirk on his face.


  “‘Yes, I’ve heard tell of you, Mr. Duncan,’ he says. ‘But here’s something more, and you’ll doubtless be hungry.’


  “And now there was set on the table a round of beef garnished with pot-herbs, all most delicately fine to the taste. From a great cupboard were brought many bottles of wine, and in a massive silver bowl at the table’s head were put whisky and lemons and sugar. I do not know well what I drank, but whatever it might be it was the best ever brewed. It made you scarce feel the earth round about you, and you were so happy you could scarce keep from singing. I wad give much siller to this day for the receipt.


  “Now, the wine made me talk, and I began to boast of my own great qualities, the things I had done and the things I was going to do. I was a drover just now, but it was not long that I would be being a drover. I had bought a flock of my own, and would sell it for a hundred pounds, no less; with that I would buy a bigger one till I had made money enough to stock a farm; and then I would leave the road and spend my days in peace, seeing to my land and living in good company. Was not my father, I cried, own cousin, thrice removed, to the Macleans o’ Duart, and my mother’s uncle’s wife a Rory of Balnacrory? And I am a scholar too, said I, for I was a matter of two years at Embro’ College, and might have been roaring in the pulpit, if I hadna liked the drink and the lassies too well.


  “‘See,’ said I, ‘I will prove it to you;’ and I rose from the table and went to one of the bookcases. There were all manner of books, Latin and Greek, poets and philosophers, but in the main, 198 divinity. For there I saw Richard Baxter’s ‘Call to the Unconverted,’ and Thomas Boston of Ettrick’s ‘Fourfold State,’ not to speak of the Sermons of half a hundred auld ministers, and the ‘Hind let Loose,’ and many books of the covenanting folk.


  “‘Faith,’ I says, ‘you’ve a fine collection, Mr. What’s-your-name,’ for the wine had made me free in my talk. ‘There is many a minister and professor in the Kirk, I’ll warrant, who has a less godly library. I begin to suspect you of piety, sir.’


  “‘Does it not behoove us,’ he answered in an unctuous voice, ‘to mind the words of Holy Writ that evil communications corrupt good manners, and have an eye to our company? These are all the company I have, except when some stranger such as you honours me with a visit.’


  “I had meantime been opening a book of plays, I think by the famous William Shakespeare, and I here proke into a loud laugh. ‘Ha, ha, Mr. Stewart,’ I says, ‘here’s a sentence I’ve lighted on which is hard on you. Listen! ‘The Devil can quote Scripture to advantage.’


  “The other laughed long. ‘He who wrote that was a shrewd man,’ he said, ‘but I’ll warrant if you’ll open another volume, you’ll find some quip on yourself.’


  “I did as I was bidden, and picked up a white-backed book, and opening it at random, read: ‘There be many who spend their days in evil and wine-bibbing, in lusting and cheating, who think to mend while yet there is time; but the opportunity is to them for ever awanting, and they go down open-mouthed to the great fire.’


  “‘Psa,’ I cried, ‘some wretched preaching book, I will have none of them. Good wine will be better than bad theology.’ So I sat down once more at the table.


  “‘You’re a clever man, Mr. Duncan,’ he says, ‘and a well-read 199 one. I commend your spirit in breaking away from the bands of the kirk and the college, though your father was so thrawn against you.’


  “‘Enough of that,’ I said, ‘though I don’t know who telled you;’ I was angry to hear my father spoken of, as though the grieving him was a thing to be proud of.


  “‘Oh, as you please,’ he says; ‘I was just going to say that I commended your spirit in sticking the knife into the man in the Pleasaunce, the time you had to hide for a month about the backs o’ Leith.’


  “‘How do you ken that,’ I asked hotly, ‘you’ve heard more about me than ought to be repeated, let me tell you.’


  “‘Don’t be angry,’ he said sweetly; ‘I like you well for these things, and you mind the lassie in Athole that was so fond of you. You treated her well, did you not?’


  “I made no answer, being too much surprised at his knowledge of things which I thought none knew but myself.


  “Oh yes, Mr. Duncan. I could tell you what you were doing to-day, how you cheated Jock Gallowa out of six pounds, and sold a horse to the farmer of Haypath that was scarce fit to carry him home. And I know what you are meaning to do the morn at Glesca, and I wish you well of it.’


  “‘I think you must be the Devil,’ I said blankly.


  “‘The same, at your service,’ said he, still smiling.


  “I looked at him in terror, and even as I looked I kenned by something in his eyes and the twitch of his lips that he was speaking the truth.


  “‘And what place is this, you ….’ I stammered.


  “‘Call me Mr. S.,’ he says gently, ‘and enjoy your stay while you are here and don’t concern yourself about the lawing.’


  200 “‘The lawing!’ I cried in astonishment, ‘and is this a house of public entertainment?’


  “‘To be sure, else how is a poor man to live?’


  “‘Name it,’ said I, ‘and I will pay and be gone.’


  “‘Well,’ said he, ‘I make it a habit to give a man his choice. In your case it will be your wealth or your chances hereafter, in plain English your flock or your——’


  “‘My immortal soul,’ I gasped.


  “‘Your soul,’ said Mr. S., bowing, ‘though I think you call it by too flattering an adjective.’


  “‘You damned thief,’ I roared, ‘you would entice a man into your accursed house and then strip him bare.’


  “‘Hold hard,’ said he, ‘don’t let us spoil our good fellowship by incivilities. And, mind you, I took you to witness to begin with that you sat down of your own accord.’


  “‘So you did,’ said I, and could say no more.


  “‘Come, come,’ he says, ‘don’t take it so bad. You may keep all your gear and yet part from here in safety. You’ve but to sign your name, which is no hard task to a college-bred man, and go on living as you live just now to the end. And let me tell you, Mr. Duncan Stewart, that you should take it as a great obligement that I am willing to take your bit soul instead of fifty sheep. There’s no many would value it so high.’


  “‘Maybe no, maybe no,’ I said sadly, ‘but it’s all I have. D’ye no see that if I gave it up, there would be no chance left of mending? And I’m sure I do not want your company to all eternity.’


  “‘Faith, that’s uncivil,’ he says; ‘I was just about to say that we had had a very pleasant evening.’


  “I sat back in my chair very down-hearted. I must leave this place as poor as a kirk-mouse, and begin again with little but the 201 clothes on my back. I was strongly tempted to sign the bit paper thing and have done with it all, but somehow I could not bring myself to do it. So at last I says to him: ‘Well, I’ve made up my mind. I’ll give you my sheep, sorry though I be to lose them, and I hope I may never come near this place again as long as I live.’


  “‘On the contrary,’ he said, ‘I hope often to have the pleasure of your company. And seeing that you’ve paid well for your lodging, I hope you’ll make the best of it. Don’t be sparing on the drink.’


  “‘I looked hard at him for a second. ‘You’ve an ill name, and an ill trade, but you’re no a bad sort yoursel, and, do you ken, I like you.’


  “‘I’m much obliged to you for the character,’ says he, ‘and I’ll take your hand on’t.’


  “So I filled up my glass and we set to, and such an evening I never mind of. We never got fou, but just in a fine good temper and very entertaining. The stories we telled and the jokes we cracked are still a kind of memory with me, though I could not come over one of them. And then, when I got sleepy, I was shown to the brawest bedroom, all hung with pictures and looking-glasses, and with bed-clothes of the finest linen and a coverlet of silk. I bade Mr. S. good-night, and my head was scarce on the pillow ere I was sound asleep.


  * * * * *


  “When I awoke the sun was just newly risen, and the frost of a September morning was on my clothes. I was lying among green braes with nothing near me but crying whaups and heathery hills, and my two dogs running round about and howling as they were mad.”


  ·  ·


  202 Tristram and Iseult


  By Bernard Sleigh


  ·  ·
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  205 A Guardian of the Poor


  By T. Baron Russell


  I


  Borlase and Company did not aspire, like certain other drapers in the Southern Suburbs, to be universal providers. Neither did they seek, otherwise than passively, to rival these powerful neighbours in the esteem of villadom and the superior order of suburban society. The wares that changed hands across Borlase’s many counters were modestly content to assimilate, at a respectful interval, those examples of last year’s mode which found their way to the more ambitious emporia, where they were exhibited to the wives and daughters of retired tradesmen and head-clerks, as Parisian innovations, almost sinfully novel. The raw material of feminine adornment was what Borlase and Company dealt in, uncostly chiffons and faced ribbons, which with the Penny Dressmaker and the Amateur Bonnet Journal to aid, produced under deft hands a sort of jerry-built finery, whose characteristic a sensitive instinct might divine, in a sympathetic glance, from the “groves” of dingy two-storeyed houses, which sent forth their hundreds a-Saturday’s to Borlase’s shop. The possibilities latent in shoddy (or débris of old cloth) and of cotton warps in a fabric guaranteed “all wool,” and so demonstrated to unconfiding 206 customers, on a triumphant withdrawal of weft by Mr. Borlase, had been deeply explored by the mercers who supplied him; for the acts of Parliament which forbid adulteration do not apply to wares otherwise than edible, and the later statute against fraudulent misdescription is beneficently evasible, as having no particular officer to set it in motion. Thus, “full-fashioned” stockings, owing their form to judicious blocking after manufacture, and double-width calicoes at four pence three farthings, which yield on agitation a rich dressing of clay-like powder, are quite securely vendible, without danger to the repute of the retailer as a pillar of society and a local vestryman.


  Since you cannot be a vestryman and a guardian of the poor, even in the suburbs, for nothing, it is to be gathered that Mr. Borlase—the sole constituent of Borlase and Company—went not unrewarded, even in this world’s corruptible profit, for the benefits which he bestowed on society. It was his pride to be referred to as the cheapest draper in the neighbourhood. You could purchase at his shop, on astonishingly economical terms, goods which only a very acute and highly trained perception could distinguish at sight from others, which, in less favoured markets, were priced at twice those rates, an advantage secured by the frequent conferences of Borlase and Company with hungry looking German wholesalers in Jewin Street and other recondite thoroughfares of the E.C. district.


  The purchasing capacity in the individual, among Mr. Borlase’s clientage, being small, it follows that the number of his transactions, to be lucrative, must be also large. Hence the sixty-odd “young people” (“who,” as a local paper worded it “constituted the personnel of Messrs. Borlase and Co’s staff”) had all their work cut out for them on a Saturday night. But practice, and the consciousness that lapse or error entailed fines not conveniently 207 spared from scanty wages, soon taught new-comers the art of managing two customers at a time, and four on Saturday. Thus the crowded shop full of buyers was kept pretty constantly on the move, even at the busiest of times. Lest any should go empty away, Borlase and Company in person—pompous, full-fed, and evaporating venality at every pore—mingled with his patrons near the exit; and woe to the shop girl who had failed to cajole her customer! This duty of shop-walking Mr. Borlase divided at busy times with a lean man, grey-headed and stooping at the shoulders, who rubbed lank hands together when addressed by a customer (he never ventured to accost one, in the Borlasian manner) and was summoned quickly from counter to counter to “sign.” From Monday to Friday he docketed invoices, checked sales-books, and drudged through the other routine of account-keeping, day by day; on Saturday, from two o’clock onward, he relieved his proprietor of the duty of initialling bills, so that the latter might stand guard at the door. He picked up the arrears of his afternoon work after the shop closed at eleven-thirty.


  Alone, of all Borlase and Company’s people, he slept at home, living at a house in Denmark Street, near the back of the shop. He had grown to the lean, grey pantaloon he was, in Borlase and Company’s service, and rising to a proud stipend of two pounds a week, had taken to his arms the faded little wife who had waited for him. His position was deemed one of the plums of the establishment.


  On an afternoon, early in January, the eyes of this John Hunt strayed often to the clock. Not that he longed for tea-time: had it not been Saturday he might have wished for five o’clock to come round, but on Saturdays he was not allowed to go home, but shared the bounty of Borlase and Company with the twenty-four young men and twenty-nine “young persons” of the counters. He 208 knew very well that to-day there could be no hurried home-going; and however he might weary to assure himself that all was well in the shabby little six-roomed house, where the shabby little wife was moving about her work, not quite so actively as usual, he must await, with what patience he might, the end of the day’s work. And having an occasion for anxiety, he found the hours, busy as they were, long in passing. There was a little more work during the half hour which the assistants divided among them, in thirds, for tea. Customers were many, and with the best will in the world to keep them in hand, the men and girls had to bear frequent complaints from impatient buyers, and Hunt, hurrying at the call of “sign”—he had no other name in the shop—was summoned hither and thither to stay the departure of patrons who “really couldn’t wait about any longer.” To suffer a customer to go away unsupplied was the cardinal sin at Borlase’s: “getting the swop” the young people called it. The rule of the place required that, on this emergency threatening, Mr. Borlase, or the temporary shop walker, must be called in. Three “swops” involved “the sack”; every one knew that: and it is wonderful what patience that knowledge imparted to the assistants at the various counters.


  The grand rush of the week, however, came after tea on Saturday evening, when the shop grew hot and gassy even in January, and a vague odour of damp umbrellas pervaded everything. Customers waited, row upon row. It was not easy to move among them: and to keep them good humoured required endless resource and tact. The day’s meridian was at nine o’clock. After that, the tide of purchasers would slacken, by degrees, until closing time. The night was inclement, but as the critical opportunity of Sunday morning chapel would soon be at hand, the rain could not keep folk at home. On one side of the door, the 209 shop-window was dull with drops. By some oversight, the grating overhead had not been opened on this side to let the steam out. Every one in the shop was damp, cross, and sticky at the fingers.


  A stout inhabitant entered at ten, and spent a happy hour inspecting the entire stock of bonnet ribbons. She decided a dozen times on this or that: a dozen times she altered her mind, at the reflection that each colour of the solar spectrum failed to suit “her style.” No, nothing would do. She must go somewhere else, that was all; if the young lady hadn’t got what she wanted, it was no use of the young lady for to try for to put her off with something else. It was all very well, she added, to say they had shown her everything. If it was too much trouble to get it down (here the rotund lady raised her voice), why, better say so at once.


  “Sign!” said the shop girl, wearily.


  “What is it, Miss?”


  “Lady wishes for a dark ’eliotrope ribbon, shot with cerise.” (Such atrocities were common at Borlase’s.)


  “Well, haven’t you shown the lady——?”


  “We haven’t the width.” Hunt vainly endeavoured to still the rising storm: the customer was inexorable. No, she would go; it was quite plain they didn’t mean to serve her; she had been kept waiting——”


  “Very sorry we cannot suit you, Madam, now; but we shall be having some new ribbons in on Monday.” The outraged dame departed.


  At the door she encountered the swift eye of Borlase and Company, which at once detected something wrong. No, she was not suited. Mr. Borlase was quite sure if—— No, they had admitted they hadn’t got it; it was no good wasting any more of her time. She would just be off.


  210 “May I ask who said that we were out of stock?” Mr. Borlase asked. The tone was suave, but the look dangerous.


  “The young person at the counter said so; so did that shabby-looking man that signs the bills,” he was answered. Mr. Borlase looked more dangerous still.


  By this time the shutters were being put up by the junior assistants, the collars of their black coats turned up to keep off a little of the fine rain. Only the side door remained open, and a man stood by it to let the customers out, one by one. Hunt had slipped off to his desk and was already rapidly adding up counter-foils, before the lights were put out in the shop. Mr. Borlase rolled pompously into the little office about this time, and began to pay the staff, who were waiting, in a long queue, to file past him. He recited in the tone of a patron the pay of each assistant, as he shoved it through the little cash window, distracting Hunt’s calculations horribly.


  The latter was working rapidly. It was not easy to keep his mind on the figures. He was tired and anxious; as the time for going home came nearer, he grew even excited. Finally, the last book was made up, and the grand total, verified by comparison with the till, happily “came out” right. Mr. Borlase, who had lit a cigar, laid it cautiously down, and checked the money. Then he gave Hunt his forty shillings, and the drudge, buttoning up his shabby frockcoat, prepared to go. This operation attracting Mr. Borlase’s attention, recalled the words of the angry customer. He called Hunt back and surveyed him coldly. The coat was faded and shiny. It dragged in creases at the buttonholes, and the buttons showed an edge of metal, where the cloth covering had worn out. The braid down the front was threadbare, and showed grey in places. Certainly his shop-walker was inexcusably shabby.


  “How is it that your coat is so unsightly, Hunt?” Mr. Borlase 211 at length demanded, querulously. “It’s a disgrace to my establishment, and customers remark upon it. Just look to it that you make yourself presentable. I can’t have a scarecrow walking my shop; it reflects upon me—upon me, mind you!”


  Hunt murmured something to the effect that the coat certainly was rather old; but his master interrupted him impatiently. “Old,” he said; “of course it’s old—much too old. If you can’t dress yourself properly, I shall find some one who can. And, Hunt,” he added, reminiscently, “another thing. I’ve once or twice noticed on week-days that you smell of tobacco—shag tobacco. That’s another thing I must have mended. I can’t have my customers disgusted by your filthy habits. Look to that also;” and he turned away, leaving Hunt to shuffle off homeward under an inefficient umbrella.


  II


  Hunt paused on the doorstep of the little house in Denmark Street, and looked up, anxiously, at the first-floor window. All dark—and, so far, so good. He opened the door noiselessly with a latch-key and listened. Everything was quiet. The little wife had gone to bed then, and he made his way on tiptoe to the kitchen, lit a paraffin lamp, spread the discreditable coat wide open on two nails, that it might dry, and put on his slippers. A scratching at the back door, mingled with faint whines, made him step quickly across the kitchen, to admit a mongrel fox-terrier. “What, Joey!” he cried, in the high-pitched voice which some men use to dogs and children—“What, Joey! What the little bow-wow—didn’t they let you in?” He sat down as the animal frisked around him, jumping at last into his lap, to lick his face, 212 and nuzzle its cold nose against his neck, while he pulled its ears caressingly and tried to look into the eager, welcoming eyes. To a man humbled, lonely, and as yet childless, the demonstrative admiration of the dog was precious: this one living thing, and the tired woman upstairs, looked up to him, and he could not spare even the dog’s homage.


  Presently he turned to the deal table—spotless, and scrubbed until the harder fibres of the wood stood out in ridges where the softer parts had worn away. On one corner a piece of coarse tablecloth, oft darned, had been spread and turned over, to cover something that lay under it. He turned it back and began to eat his supper of bread and cheese, cutting off snips of rind to throw to the dog, sitting alert on its haunches with anticipatory wags. Supper finished, Hunt took his money, in a dirty canvas bag, from his pocket, and laid it out on the table. Seven shillings for the rent, three shillings to complete the guinea that was hoarding for a certain other purpose; that left thirty shillings. Two shillings for his own pocket; eighteen shillings, Mary’s housekeeping money; two shillings for the old mother who lived down in Camberwell, to be near the workhouse, whence came a small weekly relief that helped to keep her. Eight shillings over: John thought he knew of a shop where a second-hand frockcoat (his strict official costume as shop-walker) was offered for ten shillings, but might be compassed, with discretion, for eight. He gathered up the money, and looked wistfully at the tin tobacco-box on the dresser shelf.


  No; it was empty, he remembered. He had not been able to save the threepence halfpenny this week. Still—there might be a few grains of dust in it. He took down a blackened clay pipe, ran his little finger round the bowl, and shook the box tentatively. Something rustled within; he put his thumb nail to the lid. Half 213 an ounce of shag screwed up in paper! So the little wife had thought of him, and prepared this surprise. Dear girl. The old man’s eyes moistened—he was an old man, though only forty by the calendar—as he unwrapped the tobacco, carefully shaking particles of the dust from folds in the paper, and filled himself half a pipe. Then he smoked, fingering the dog’s ears reflectively and mentally adding up afresh his scanty moneys. Certainly it was good that he should be able to put by the three shillings this Saturday: that guinea might be wanted, any day; and after that there would be at least half-a-crown a week, and beer-money, needed for the charwoman who was to “do for” the missus and give an eye to the house, presently.


  III


  When he blew out the lamp, and crept, slippers in hand, upstairs, he was shivering a little. He stood a moment outside the bedroom door and lit a match for the candle, to avoid disturbing the sleeping wife. He undressed very quietly; but the woman moved at some slight sound, and sat up at once on seeing him, smiling, and holding out her arms. He put them down very gently.


  “Careful, dearie,” he said; “careful, you know,” and took her head in his arm. “How have you been?”


  “Oh, very bobbish. So you found the bit o’ smoke?”—his breath being her informant.


  “Yes, dear. But you oughtn’t to scrape——”


  She put her hand over his mouth. “Hush,” she said, “you old stupid. I couldn’t let you go without the only little bit of comfort. But look here,” she added gravely; “look what’s come.” 214 She drew a folded buff paper from under the pillow. She had brought it upstairs in her hand, that the sight of it might not vex him before supper. It was a printed circular from the local police station, remarking that Mr. Hunt had taken out a license to keep one dog the year before, but had not renewed it this year at its expiration. If Mr. Hunt had now ceased to keep one dog, the circular politely concluded, this notice might be disregarded.


  He looked blank. Seven-and-sixpence for Joey. The little doggy never appeared in the light of an extravagance except at license-time; he was an economical quadruped, subsisting on the scraps, and such treasure-trove as he could pick up in the gutter. But the notice meant good-bye to the frock-coat, for the present week at least; and Hunt knew that it might be long enough before he had eight shillings in his pocket again.


  He brightened up, however, before the little woman had time to remark his depression.


  “All right,” he said, cheerfully, “I’ve got seven-and-six over, old girl. I’ll go round to the post office and get the license, first thing on Monday morning.”


  “You’d better let me get it; you’ll be late if you go yourself. I can just as well pop round, in the morning.”


  “Oh, I don’t like you to go out any more than you’re obliged to. I’ll start a little earlier. I dare say Miss King ’ll be in the shop.”


  The idea of discarding the dog never for an instant occurred to either.


  In the morning—Sunday—John slipped early out of bed, lit the fire below stairs, and was at his wife’s beside with a cup of tea when she awoke. In the meantime, he had been to a near chemist’s, where a painted tin plate proclaimed that medicines could be obtained on the Sabbath by ringing the bell, and procured 215 a pennyworth of ammonia—he called it “ahmonia”—from the grumbling apprentice. Then, laying the despised coat on the kitchen table, he had carefully brushed it, rubbed the pungent fluid into the cloth with a rag, and brushed yet again. Afterwards, using the handle of a pen, he inked the thread-bare places and the frayed buttonholes, spread the condemned garment on a clothes-line that the smell of the ammonia might evaporate, and stretched the sleeves and pulled the lappels, as well as he could, into better shape. This had been, in its time, a Sunday coat, purchased not secondhand but new, in some moment of temporary prosperity, though he had been obliged to depose it to every day wear long since, and had never replaced it. This half hour’s work would give it a fresh lease of life, he reflected, as he stepped back to contemplate the effect—if only the buttons didn’t happen to catch Borlase and Company’s eye. And later on, he would manage to get another.


  IV


  Monday morning was a slack time at Borlase’s—a time devoted to putting in order stock which had been disturbed on Saturday night, and which was allowed, perforce, to be put away hurriedly in the hey-day of harvest. Ribbons had to be re-rolled in their paper interlining, and neatly secured with tiny pins. Calicoes had to be refolded in tighter bales: hat trimmings and artificial flowers to be dusted with a sort of overgrown paint-brush, and laid carefully in their shiny black boxes. A general overhauling of wares, in short, had to be done, in the intervals of serving a few early callers, until, after dinner, the ladies of the suburb began to arrive, and the shop to assume its afternoon bustle. John checked invoices, entered up the bought ledger, and verified the charges of 216 city warehousemen for goods newly delivered, crossing the narrow deep shop to reach the warehouse behind in search of various consignments, which needed to be “passed” as correct and entered in the stock book, before being placed on the shelves for sale. Mr. Borlase was “signing” in the shop, as usual: this duty only devolved upon Hunt on the busy night of the seventh day.


  Presently he detected an error in a piece of dress stuff, and drew his principal, by the eye, into the corner where it lay.


  “Schweitzer and Brunn invoice this as three dozen and five,” he said, “It’s marked five dozen and three on the cover.”


  “Well, which is it?”


  “Five three, I should think, sir. The mistake’s more likely to be in the bill than in the goods.”


  “Well, take it out and measure it, can’t you.”


  “Very good, sir,” Hunt replied. As he shuffled off, Mr. Borlase eyed his round shoulders and shining elbows with disapprobation. In the afternoon light, Hunt looked shabbier than ever. Customers would get the idea that he was underpaid. This must be looked to.


  In a little while Hunt sought the master’s eye again. “It’s five dozen and three, right enough,” he said: “five three, good measure. Will you have it cut, or send for a corrected invoice?”


  Mr. Borlase glared. “You’ve nothing to do with the measure,” he said, sharply: “what’s it to do with you? All you’ve got to do is to see that it holds three dozen and five: stop there. I can’t keep my books and Schweitzer’s too. Mark it ‘query over’ in the Stock Book. Haven’t you got enough to fill your time without wasting it on other people’s blunders as well as your own?”


  “And, Hunt,” he added, sternly, “what about that coat of 217 yours? I told you on Saturday it wouldn’t do. Why haven’t you come in a better one?”


  “I haven’t got a better one, sir,” Hunt faltered.


  “You—haven’t—got—a better one, sir,” Borlase replied mocking him. “Then why the devil haven’t you bought yourself a better one, sir?”


  Hunt answered that there hadn’t been time: and besides, he had not the money.


  “You haven’t the money? What do you mean by ‘you haven’t the money?’ Weren’t you paid on Saturday? ‘Yes you know’—but yes, you don’t know”—the temper of Borlase and Company rose, or was affected to rise, higher: “But yes, you don’t know,” said the outraged draper, “that you disgrace my shop.”


  “I’m very sorry, sir: I shall try what I can do next Saturday: but I have a good many expenses just now; and I’ve had the dog license to pay this morning, and my wife——”


  “Dog license? What do you want with dog licenses? What do you want with dogs? Put the brute in a bucket of water—that’s the way to pay dog licenses! Why—the coat’s absolutely falling to pieces: look at the braid, look at the elbows.” Mr. Borlase in his wrath, seized one of the lappels in his finger, and gave it a pull. The worn braid, accustomed to more tender usage, yielded and ripped a foot or more down the front, showing the frayed edges beneath.


  The situation was plainly impossible. On the one hand, Hunt could not be made to buy himself new clothes if he had no money. On the other, he was as plainly an eyesore in the present coat—and Mr. Borlase had by his own act destroyed it. He was a man of quick decisions. “Come with me,” he said. “Mr. Peters! Take the floor please,” and he pushed Hunt by the elbow to the staircase which led to the upper storeys.


  218 The first floor was occupied by Mr. Borlase and his family. At the end of a corridor was a wide hanging-cupboard, with sliding doors. Searching in this, Mr. Borlase found a long-discarded frock-coat of his own. “Put that on,” he said sternly. “And don’t let me see you disgracing my shop any more. How many men do you think would take the coat off their own backs to clothe you?”


  Hunt broke into thanks: it is likely that this simple fellow was actually grateful for the thing thus flung to him. He walked homeward buoyantly at tea time, full of excitement and eager to show this great acquisition to Mary.


  But something chilled him as he opened the door. Mary would have been in the passage at the first sound of his latch-key, ordinarily. The place was empty, now, and a strange hat hung on a walking-stick leaning against the casing of the parlour door.


  So the hour had come, and the guinea was wanted already! He ran hurriedly upstairs to the bedroom. The doctor pushed him from the door, and came out on the landing with him. “You can’t come in, just yet,” he said.


  “When was she ‘taken’?” John asked.


  “About two o’clock, I understand. The woman happened to be with her, and has just fetched me.”


  “How long——”


  “Oh, an hour more yet I expect. All very nicely: no cause for alarm. Just keep quiet, and don’t disturb her, there’s a good fellow: it’s all you can do.”


  He pushed the reluctant John to the stair-head and re-entered the bedroom with a quick movement. Hunt crept downstairs, and choked over his tea: then rushed back to the shop. He had brought the old coat on his arm, and laid it carefully over the stair-railing. It could still be mended, and would do for house wear.


  219 He made several mistakes that night: but as this concerned only himself (who had to ferret out and rectify them) it had no other effect than to keep him a little later than nine o’clock before he could leave. He ran home, and arrived panting. The frowsy charwoman met him in the passage.


  “There, it’s a good job you’ve come,” she said. “She’s been a-askin’ for you. It’s a boy. You can come up and speak to her, a minute, but you mustn’t stop long. She’s got to have her sleep. Then you can go and get me my beer. There isn’t a drop in the ’ouse.”


  Mary only lifted her eyes when he pressed his lips to her damp brow. She did not speak.


  “Let me see him,” he whispered.


  She turned back a corner of the quilt, where a shapeless face, inconceivably small, inconceivably red, lay on her arms. John stooped and kissed the scant, silky, black hair. The child threw up a tiny open hand, seizing the finger with which he touched it. A great emotion mastered and silenced him, and he stooped to kiss the baby finger-nails. Mary smiled again and closed her eyes.


  V


  Hunt fared irregularly during the next few days. His work, as it happened, was rather heavy—heavier than usual—and the accident saved him some anxious thoughts, for full hours are short hours. Every now and then, though, as he moved on some errand of his labour, came a new experience—the joy of sudden recollection. There was a baby! The remembrance gave him a fresh thrill of happiness each time that it recurred. An hour, each night, he sat alone with his wife in the bed-room, gazing silently 220 at the little head, just hidden by the flannel it was wrapped in. They dared not speak, lest the child should rouse—and indeed, Mary was hardly strong enough to talk yet, though she described herself, in a whisper, as “getting on famous.”


  The charwoman departed early in each evening, now, and John slept, secretly, on the landing, that he might hear his wife’s call, if she should need him in the night. He was supposed to lie on a couch in that mathematical-looking parlour, the use of which was so rigidly confined to Sunday afternoons: but this was a myth, loyally concealed by the charwoman, who was spared the trouble of a bed-making by the inscrutable whim of her patient’s husband. He caught a severe cold in the process, which was not surprising.


  Mary’s progress did not satisfy the doctor. Ten days showed little or no recovery of strength. He ordered beef tea, and John provided it. But no success attended this time-honoured prescription. Possibly it was not skillfully prepared: anyway the patient grew worse. On Wednesday at dinner time, John found the doctor waiting for him. “I don’t like the looks of your wife, Mr. Hunt,” he said, bluntly. “She isn’t picking up as fast as we should wish. I should like her to have some beef essence—a small quantity, every two hours.”


  “What, Liebig?” asked John.


  “No, no, not Liebig: essence, not extract. It is a kind of jelly. You get it at the chemists: lot of nourishment in a small space—very easily assimilated, you know.”


  John didn’t know, but he neglected his dinner and hurried to the drug stores. “Fifteen pence,” said the man at the counter; and John’s heart sank at the smallness of the tin that was handed him. On his return he met the landlord, demanding the rent. Three more visits to the chemists, at one and threepence, left him, by Thursday night, with an empty pocket; and there was only 221 enough food in the house for the charwoman’s meals next day. At noon on Friday he found the doctor in the house again.


  “She has had no beef to-day I find,” said the man of science in reply to John’s interrogative look. “And she is sinking, besides. She must have a teaspoonful of brandy every two hours, as well as the essence: if you can, give her a few grapes.” He hurried off before John could recover his self-possession: for many shilling visits must be comprised in a day, by the small general practitioner who would make a living in Camberwell.


  John sat down on the stairs in blank misery. He had not a farthing; and Mary was upstairs—perhaps—perhaps dying! He leaned on the wall for support—being weak with hunger himself—and his hat fell off. This reminded him that he was sitting on his coat tails, which would be creased, and he rose, unsteadily. The coat! It was his only removable asset; and Mary was dying. They had never used the pawnshop; but the coat had been a good one, and would certainly fetch a loan—half a sovereign, perhaps, thought the inexperienced John. He went into the kitchen, took down his old coat from its nail, and with needle and cotton hastily repaired the torn binding. Then he ran to the pawnbrokers, whence he emerged, after an interval rich in contumely, with three shillings (less a penny for the ticket) extracted with difficulty from the scornful Hebrew in the little box. But two and elevenpence produced two tins of beef, half a quartern of brandy, and a half-penny roll; the situation, for the moment, was saved.


  He was late at the shop and was rebuked for it. Mr. Borlase had been awaiting him, having an official appointment to keep. He had to meet his fellow Guardians and the Watch Committee.


  222 VI


  Mrs. Hunt had rallied a little by night fall, and was reported “decidedly better” by the doctor next morning. John began to be more hopeful; and he had breakfasted, also, the charwoman having brought in a loaf.


  After dinner-time John took up his duties (this being Saturday) as shop walker, privately resolving to make the most of tea at Borlase’s. Presently the customary rush of business set in, absorbing all his attention. He did not see that Mr. Borlasewas eyeing him with a puzzled air, as if he missed something. He did not see either that the fat woman who had gone empty away a fortnight since, entered the shop, and that the sight of her woke up a sudden recollection in his proprietor, who looked over her substantial shoulders at John with a highly unfriendly eye.


  VII


  A few hours later, he was at home, in the bare kitchen—his chin resting on one hand and his vacant glance fixed on the window opposite.


  He had sat there an hour—his mind blank, save for the one dull impression of misery. The detail of his trouble was absent from his thoughts: only the dull, aching consequence of it remained.


  Mr. Borlase has paid the assistants as usual, checked the cash and received the accounts in silence. But when the shop was empty and dark he had turned upon Hunt in fury.


  “What the devil do you mean, by turning up on a Saturday again, in those scarecrow clothes?” he had asked. “Eh? What 223 the hell do you mean by it? Didn’t I take my coat off my own back to give you, eh? And you, you ungrateful hound, you come to me that figure, to disgrace me! What do you mean by it? Where’s my coat?”


  “I’m very sorry, sir, I shall have it——”


  “Where’s my coat, I ask you?”


  “If you’ll let me explain, sir, I——you see my wife——”


  “Where’s my coat?”


  “I was about to explain, sir. I——”


  “Where’s my coat?”


  “I—I’ve put it away sir: I have pledged it.”


  Mr. Borlase staggered.


  “You pledged it! You pledged my coat! You——”


  “My wife was dying, sir: and I had to get——”


  “You pledged my coat! The coat I gave you! … Not a word! Not a word! You have stolen my coat. That is what it amounts to. I’ve a great mind to give you into custody. It’s a gross breach of confidence. A great many men would have given you into custody before this. Well, well! So it has come to this! Very well, Mr. Blasted Hunt. You have pawned my property; well, this is the end. You can take a week’s notice, and go: go, you THIEF!” It was with difficulty that the angry Borlase abstained from physical assault.


  Hunt had slunk away, the disgraceful epithet burning in his ears. But the scene, that he had lived over again and again in the interval, was almost forgotten now. In a week he would be out of work. In a week, Mary must starve; this was the one dull agony that obscured all other consciousness. A leaking gutter-spout outside dripped—dop—dop—dop—on the stones; the recurrent sound impressed itself dully on his brain. Even the questions: “How can I tell her? How long can I keep it from 224 her?” had passed away. His mind was empty of thought—it could only ache.


  The dog crept up to him and licked his hand. He started up. Yes! In two weeks’ time they would be parted; they would have to go into the workhouse.


  And Mr. Borlase was a Guardian of the Poor.


  ·  ·


  225 Cupid


  By Sydney Meteyard


  ·  ·
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  229 A Ballad of Victory


  By Dollie Radford


  
    With quiet step and gentle face,


    With tattered cloak, and empty hands,


    She came into the market place,


    A traveller from many lands.

  


  
    And by the costly merchandise,


    Where people thronged in eager quest,


    She paused awhile, with patient eyes,


    And begged a little space for rest.

  


  
    And where the fairest blossoms lay,


    And where the rarest fruits were sent


    From earth’s abundant store, that day,


    She turned and smiled in her content.

  


  
    And where the meagre stall was bare,


    Where no exultant voice was heard,


    Beside the barren basket, there


    She stayed to say her sweetest word.

  


  
    230 Around her all the people came,


    Drawn by the magic of her speech,


    To learn the music of her name,


    And whose the country she would reach.

  


  
    She looked upon them, as she stood,


    Until her eyes were full of tears,


    She said “My way is fair and good,


    And good my service to the years.”

  


  
    When for her beauty men besought


    To ease the sadness at her heart,


    She murmured “You can give me nought


    But space to rest, ere I depart.”

  


  
    When for her tender healing ways,


    The women begged her love again,


    She answered “In these bounteous days


    I may not let my love remain.”

  


  
    And when the children touched her hair,


    And put their hands about her face,


    She sighed “There is so much to share,


    I well might bide a little space.”

  


  
    But ere the shadows longer grew,


    Or up the sky the evening stole,


    She took the lonely way she knew,


    And journeyed onward to her goal.

  


  
    231 She turned away with steadfast air,


    From all their choice of fair and sweet,


    And as she turned they saw how bare


    And bruisèd were her pilgrim feet.

  


  
    Through many a rent and tattered fold,


    As she went forward on her quest,


    They saw the big wounds, deep and old,


    The cruel scars upon her breast.

  


  
    They called to her to wait, to learn


    How they would cure her pain, to dwell


    With them awhile; she did but turn


    And wave her smiling last farewell.

  


  
    And in their midst a woman rose,


    And said “I do not know her name,


    Nor whose the land to which she goes,


    But well the roads by which she came.

  


  
    “Among the lonely hills they lie,


    Beyond the town’s protecting wall,


    Where travellers may faint and die,


    And no one hearken when they call.

  


  
    “Far up the barren heights they go,


    Worn ever deeper night and day,


    By toiling feet, and tears that flow


    For some sweet flower to mark the way.

  


  
    232 “And down the stony slopes they lead,


    Through many a deep and dark ravine,


    Where long ago it was decreed


    Nor sun nor moonlight should be seen.

  


  
    “Across the waste where no help is,


    And through the winds and blinding showers,


    Among the mist-bound silences,


    And through the cold despairing hours.

  


  
    “Among the lonely, lonely hills,


    Ah me, I do not know her name,


    Nor whose the bidding she fulfils,


    But well the roads by which she came.”

  


  
    Then spoke a youth, who long, apart,


    Had watched the people come and go,


    With clearer eyes and wiser heart,


    And cried, “Her face and name I know.

  


  
    “And well the passage of her flight,


    The starless plains she must ascend,


    And well the darkness of the night,


    In which her pilgrimage shall end.

  


  
    “But stronger than the years that roll,


    Than travail past, or yet to be,


    She presses to her hidden goal,


    A crownless, unknown Victory.”

  


  ·  ·
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  237 Four Prose Fancies


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  I—The Answer of the Rose


  The Sphinx and I sat in our little box at Romeo and Juliet. It was the first time she had seen that fairy-tale of passion upon the stage. I had seen it played once before—in Paradise. Therefore, I rather trembled to see it again in an earthly play-house, and as much as possible kept my eyes from the stage. All I knew of the performance—but how much was that!—was two lovely voices making love like angels; and when there were no words, the music told me what was going on. Love speaks so many languages.


  One might as well look. It was as clear as moonlight to the tragic eye within the heart. The Sphinx was gazing on it all with those eyes that will never grow old, neither for years nor tears; but though I seemed to be seeing nothing but an advertisement of Paderewski pianos on the programme, I saw it—O didn’t I see it?—all. The house had grown dark, and the music low and passionate, and for a moment no one was speaking. Only, deep in the thickets of my heart, there sang a tragic nightingale that, happily, only I could hear; and I said to myself, “Now the young fool is climbing the orchard wall! Yes, there 238 go Benvolio and Mercutio calling him; and now—‘he jests at scars who never felt a wound’—the other young fool is coming out on the balcony. God help them both! They have no eyes—no eyes—or surely they would see the shadow that sings ‘Love! Love! Love!’ like a fountain in the moonlight, and then shrinks away to chuckle ‘Death! Death! Death!’ in the darkness!”


  But, soft, what light from yonder window breaks!


  The Sphinx turned to me for sympathy—this time it was the soul of Shakespeare in her eyes.


  “Yes!” I whispered; “it is the Opening of the Eternal Rose, sung by the Eternal Nightingale!”


  She pressed my hand approvingly; and while the lovely voices made their heavenly love, I slipped out my silver-bound pocket-book of ivory, and pressed within it the rose which had just fallen from my lips.


  The worst of a great play is that one is so dull between the acts. Wit is sacrilege, and sentiment is bathos. Not another rose fell from my lips during the performance, though that I minded little, as I was the more able to count the pearls that fell from the Sphinx’s eyes.


  It took quite half a bottle of champagne to pull us up to our usual spirits, as we sat at supper at a window where we could see London spread out beneath us like a huge black velvet flower, dotted with fiery embroideries, sudden flaring stamens, and rows of ant-like fireflies moving in slow zig-zag processions along and across its petals.


  “How strange it seems,” said the Sphinx, “to think that for every two of those moving double-lights, which we know to be the eyes of hansoms, but which seem up here nothing but gold dots in a very barbaric pattern of black and gold, there are two human beings, no doubt at this time of night two lovers, throbbing 239 with the joy of life, and dreaming, heaven knows, what dreams!”


  “Yes,” I rejoined; “and to them I’m afraid we are even more impersonal. From their little Piccadilly coracles our watch-tower in the skies is merely a radiant façade of glowing windows, and no one of all who glide by realises that the spirited illumination is every bit due to your eyes. You have but to close them, and every one will be asking what has gone wrong with the electric light.”


  A little nonsense is a great healer of the heart, and by means of such nonsense as this we grew merry again. And anon we grew sentimental and poetic, but—thank heaven! we were no longer tragic.


  Presently I had news for the Sphinx. “The rose-tree that grows in the garden of my mind,” I said, “desires to blossom.”


  “May it blossom indeed,” she replied; “for it has been flower-less all this long evening; and bring me a rose fresh with all the dews of inspiration—no florist’s flower, wired and artificially scented, no bloom of yesterday’s hard-driven brains.”


  “I was only thinking,” I said, “à propos of nightingales and roses, that though all the world has heard the song of the nightingale to the rose, only the nightingale has heard the answer of the rose. You know what I mean?”


  “Know what you mean? Of course that’s always easy enough,” retorted the Sphinx, who knows well how to be hard on me.


  “I’m so glad,” I ventured to thrust back; “for lucidity is the first success of expression: to make others see clearly what we ourselves are struggling to see, believe with all their hearts what we are just daring to hope, is—well, the religion of a literary man?”


  240 “Yes! it’s a pretty idea,” said the Sphinx, once more pressing the rose of my thought to her brain; “and indeed it’s more than pretty …”


  “Thank you!” I said humbly.


  “Yes, it’s true—and many a humble little rose will thank you for it. For, your nightingale is a self-advertising bird. He never sings a song without an eye on the critics, sitting up there in their stalls among the stars. He never, or seldom, sings a song for pure love, just because he must sing it or die. Indeed, he has a great fear of death, unless—you will guarantee him immortality. But the rose, the trusting little earth-born rose, that must stay all her life rooted in one spot till some nightingale comes to choose her—some nightingale whose song maybe has been inspired and perfected by a hundred other roses, which are at the moment pot-pourri—ah, the shy bosom-song of the rose …”


  Here the Sphinx paused, and added abruptly:


  “Well—there is no nightingale worthy to hear it!”


  “It is true,” I agreed, “O trusting, little earth-born rose!”


  “Do you know why the rose has thorns?” suddenly asked the Sphinx. Of course I knew; but I always respect a joke, particularly when it is but half-born—humourists always prefer to deliver themselves—so I shook my head.


  “To keep off the nightingales, of course,” said the Sphinx, the tone of her voice holding in mocking solution the words “Donkey” and “Stupid,”—which I recognised and meekly bore.


  “What an excellent idea!” I said. “I never thought of it before. But don’t you think it’s a little unkind? For, after all, if there were no nightingales, one shouldn’t hear so much about the rose; and there is always the danger that if the rose continues too painfully thorny, the nightingale may go off and seek, say, a more accommodating lily.”


  241 “I have no opinion of lilies,” said the Sphinx.


  “Nor have I,” I answered soothingly, “I much prefer roses—but … but …”


  “But what?”


  “But—well, I much prefer roses. Indeed I do.”


  “Rose of the World,” I continued with sentiment, “draw in your thorns. I cannot bear them.”


  “Ah!” she answered eagerly, “that is just it. The nightingale that is worthy of the rose will not only bear, but positively love, her thorns. It is for that reason she wears them. The thorns of the rose properly understood are but the tests of the nightingale. The nightingale that is frightened of the thorns is not worthy of the rose—of that you may be sure….”


  “I am not frightened of the thorns,” I managed to interject.


  “Sing then once more,” she cried, “the Song of the Nightingale.”


  And it was thus I sang:


  
    “O Rose of the World, a nightingale,


    A Bird of the World am I,


    I have loved all the world and sung all the world,


    But I come to your side to die.

  


  
    “Tired of the world, as the world of me,


    I plead for your quiet breast,


    I have loved all the world and sung all the world—


    But—where is the nightingale’s nest?

  


  
    “In a hundred gardens I sung the rose,


    Rose of the World, I confess—


    But for every rose I have sung before


    I love you the more, not less.

  


  
    242“Perfect it grew by each rose that died,


    Each rose that has died for you,


    The song that I sing—yea, ’tis no new song,


    It is tried—and so it is true.

  


  
    “Petal or thorn, yea! I have no care,


    So that I here abide,


    Pierce me, my love, or kiss me, my love,


    But keep me close to your side.

  


  
    “I know not your kiss from your scorn, my love,


    Your breast from your thorn, my rose,


    And if you must kill me, well, kill me, my love,


    But—say ’twas the death I chose.”

  


  “Is it true?” asked the Rose.


  “As I am a nightingale,” I replied; and as we bade each other good-night, I whispered:


  “When may I expect the Answer of the Rose?”


  II—Spring by Parcel Post


  
    “They’ve taken all the Spring from the country to the town—


    Like the butter and the eggs and the milk from the cow …”

  


  So began to jig and jingle my thoughts as in my letters and newspapers this morning I read, buried alive among the solitary fastnesses of the Surrey hills, the last news from town. The news I envied most was that spring had already reached London. “Now,” ran a pretty article on spring fashions, “the sunshine makes bright the streets, and the flower-baskets, like huge bouquets, announce the gay arrival of spring.” I looked up and 243 out through my hillside window. The black ridge on the other side of the valley stood a grim wall of burnt heather against the sky—which sky, like the bullets in the nursery rhyme, was made unmistakably of lead; a close rain was falling methodically, and, generally speaking, the world looked like a soaked mackintosh. It wasn’t much like the gay arrival of spring, and grimly I mused on the advantages of life in town.


  Certainly, it did seem hard, I reflected, that town should be ahead of us even in such a country matter as spring. Flower-baskets indeed! Why, we haven’t as much as a daisy for miles around. It is true that on the terrace there the crocuses blaze like a street on fire, that the primroses thicken into clumps, lying among their green leaves like pounds of country butter; it is true that the blue cones of the little grape hyacinth are there, quaintly formal as a child’s toy-flowers; yes! and the big Dutch hyacinths are already shamelessly enceinte with their buxom waxen blooms, so fat and fragrant—(One is already delivered of a fine blossom. Well, that is a fine baby, to be sure! say the other hyacinths, with babes no less bonny under their own green aprons—all waiting for the doctor sun). Then among the blue-green blades of the narcissus, here and there you see a stem topped with a creamish chrysalis-like envelope, from which will soon emerge a beautiful eye, rayed round with white wings, looking as though it were meant to fly, but remaining rooted—a butterfly on a stalk; while all the beds are crowded with indeterminate beak and blade, pushing and elbowing each other for a look at the sun, which, however, sulkily declines to look at them. It is true there is spring on the terrace, but even so it is spring imported from the town—spring bought in Holborn, spring delivered free by parcel post; for where would the terrace have been but for the city seedsman—that magician who sends you strangely spotted beans 244 and mysterious bulbs in shrivelled cerements, weird little flower-mummies that suggest centuries of forgotten silence in painted Egyptian tombs. This strange and shrivelled thing can surely never live again, we say, as we hold it in our hands, seeing not the glowing circles of colour, tiny rings of Saturn, packed so carefully inside this flower-egg, the folds of green and silver silk wound round and round the precious life within.


  But, of course, this is all the seedsman’s cunning, and no credit to Nature; and I repeat that were it not for railways and the parcel post—goodness knows whether we should ever get any spring at all in the country! Think of the days when it had to travel down by stage-coach. For, left to herself, what is the best Nature can do for you with March well on the way? Personally, I find the face of the country practically unchanged. It is, to all intents and purposes, the same as it has been for the last three or four months—as grim, as unadorned, as bleak, as draughty, and generally as comfortless as ever. There isn’t a flower to be seen, hardly a bird worth listening to, not a tree that is not winter-naked, and not a chair to sit down upon. If you want flowers on your walks you must bring them with you; songs, you must take a poet under your arm; and if you want to rest, lean laboriously on your stick—or take your chance of rheumatism.


  Of course your specialists, your botanists, your nature detectives, will tell you otherwise. They have surprised a violet in the act of blossoming; after long and excited chase have discovered a clump of primroses in their wild state; seen one butterfly, heard one cuckoo. But as one swallow does not make a summer, it takes more than one cuckoo to make a spring. I confess that only yesterday I saw three sulphur butterflies, with my own eyes; I admit the catkins, and the silver-notched palm; and I am told on good colour-authority that there is a lovely purplish bloom, almost 245 like plum-bloom, over certain copses in the valley; by taking thought, I have observed the long horizontal arms of the beech growing spurred with little forked branches of spear-shaped buds, and I see little green nipples pushing out through the wolf-coloured rind of the dwarf fir-trees. Spring is arming in secret to attack the winter—that is sure enough, but spring in secret is no spring for me. I want to see her marching gaily with green pennons, and flashing sun-blades, and a good band.


  I want butterflies as they have them at the Lyceum—“butterflies all white,” “butterflies all blue,” “butterflies of gold,” and I should particularly fancy “butterflies all black.” But there, again, you see,—you must go to town, within hearing of Mrs. Patrick Campbell’s voix d’or. I want the meadows thickly inlaid with buttercups and daisies; I want the trees thick with green leaves, the sky all larks and sunshine; I want hawthorn and wild roses—both at once; I want some go, some colour, some warmth in the world. O where are the pipes of Pan?


  The pipes of Pan are in town, playing at street corners and in the centres of crowded circuses, piled high with flower-baskets blazing with refulgent flowery masses of white and gold. Here are the flowers you can only buy in town; simple flowers enough, but only to be had in town. Here are fragrant banks of violets every few yards, conflagrations of daffodils at every crossing, and narcissus in scented starry garlands for your hair.


  You wander through the Strand, or along Regent Street, as through the meadows of Enna—sweet scents, sweet sounds, sweet shapes, are all about you; the town-butterflies, white, blue, and gold, “wheel and shine” and flutter from shop to shop, suddenly resurgent from their winter wardrobes as from a chrysalis; bright eyes flash and flirt along the merry, jostling street, while the sun pours out his golden wine overhead, splashing it about from gilded 246 domes and bright-faced windows—and ever are the voices at the corners and the crossings calling out the sweet flower-names of the spring!


  But here in the country it is still all rain and iron. I am tired of waiting for this slow-moving provincial spring. Let us to the town to meet the spring—for:


  
    “They’ve taken all the spring from the country to the town—


    Like the butter and the eggs and the milk from the cow;


    And if you want a primrose, you write to London now,


    And if you need a nightingale, well—Whiteley sends it down.”

  


  III—About the Securities


  When I say that my friend Matthew lay dying, I want you so far as possible to dissociate the statement from any conventional, and certainly from any pictorial, conceptions of death which you may have acquired. Death sometimes shows himself one of those impersonal artists who conceal their art, and, unless you had been told, you could hardly have guessed that Matthew was dying, dying indeed sixty miles an hour, dying of consumption, dying because some one else had died four years before, dying too of debt.


  Connoisseurs, of course, would have understood; at a glance, would have named the sculptor who was silently chiselling those noble hollows in the finely modelled face,—that Pygmalion who turns all flesh to stone,—at a glance would have named the painter who was cunningly weighting the brows with darkness that the eyes might shine the more with an unaccustomed light. Matthew and I had long been students of the strange wandering artist, had 247 begun by hating his art (it is ever so with an art unfamiliar to us!) and had ended by loving it.


  “Let us see what the artist has added to the picture since yesterday,” said Matthew, signing to me to hand him the mirror.


  “H’m,” he murmured, “he’s had one of his lazy days, I’m afraid. He’s hardly added a touch—just a little heightened the chiaroscuro, sharpened the nose a trifle, deepened some little the shadows round the eyes ….”


  “O why,” he presently sighed, “does he not work a little overtime and get it done? He’s been paid handsomely enough ….”


  “Paid,” he continued, “by a life that is so much undeveloped gold-mine, paid by all my uncashed hopes and dreams ….”


  “He works fast enough for me, old fellow,” I interrupted, “there was a time, was there not, when he worked too fast for you and me?”


  There are moments, for certain people, when such fantastic unreality as this is the truest realism. Matthew and I talked like this with our brains, because we hadn’t the courage to allow our hearts to break in upon the conversation. Had I dared to say some real emotional thing, what effect would it have had but to set poor tired Matthew a-coughing? and it was our aim that he should die with as little to-do as practicable. The emotional in such situations is merely the obvious. There was no need for either of us to state the elementary feelings of our love. I knew that Matthew was going to die, and he knew that—I was going to live; and we pitied each other accordingly, though I confess my feeling for him was rather one of envy,—when it was not congratulation.


  Thus, to tell the truth, we never mentioned “the hereafter.” I don’t believe it even occurred to us. Indeed, we spent the few hours that remained of our friendship in retailing the latest gathered 248 of those good stories with which we had been accustomed to salt our intercourse.


  One of Matthew’s anecdotes was, no doubt, somewhat suggested by the occasion, and I should add that he had always somewhat of an ecclesiastical bias, would, I believe, have ended some day as a Monsignor, a notable “Bishop Blougram.”


  His story was of an evangelistic preacher who desired to impress his congregation with the unmistakable reality of hell-fire. “You know the Black Country, my friends,” he had declaimed, “you have seen it, at night, flaring with a thousand furnaces, in the lurid incandescence of which, myriads of unhappy beings, our fellow-creatures (God forbid!) snatch a precarious existence, you have seen them silhouetted against the yellow glare, running hither and thither as it seemed from afar, in the very jaws of the awful fire. Have you realised that the burdens with which they thus run hither and thither are molten iron, iron to which such a stupendous heat has been applied that it has melted, melted as though it had been sugar in the sun—well! returning to hell-fire, let me tell you this, that in hell they eat this fiery molten metal for ice-cream, yes! and are glad to get anything so cool.”


  It was thus we talked while Matthew lay dying, for why should we not talk as we had lived? We both laughed long and heartily over this story, perhaps it would have amused us less had Matthew not been dying; and then his kind old nurse brought in our lunch. We had both excellent appetites, and were far from indifferent to the dainty little meal which was to be our last but one together. I brought my table as close to Matthew’s pillow as was possible, and he stroked my hand with tenderness in which there was a touch of gratitude.


  “You are not frightened of the bacteria!” he laughed sadly, and then he told me, with huge amusement, how a friend (and a 249 true dear friend for all that) had come to see him a day or two before, and had hung over the end of the bed to say farewell, daring to approach no nearer, mopping his fear-perspiring brows with a handkerchief soaked in “Eucalyptus”!


  “He had brought an anticipatory elegy too,” said my friend, “written against my burial. I wish you’d read it for me” and he fidgetted for it in the nervous manner of the dying, and, finding it among his pillows, handed it to me saying, “you needn’t be frightened of it. It is well dosed with Eucalyptus.”


  We laughed even more over this poem than over our stories, and then we discussed the terms of three cremation societies to which, at the express request of my friend, I had written a day or two before.


  Then having smoked a cigar and drunk a glass of port together (for the assured dying are allowed to “live well”), Matthew grew sleepy, and tucking him beneath the counterpane, I left him, for after all, he was not to die that day.


  Circumstances prevented my seeing him again for a week. When I did so, entering the room poignantly redolent of the strange sweet odour of antiseptics, I saw that the great artist had been busy in my absence. Indeed, his work was nearly at end. Yet to one unfamiliar with his methods, there was still little to alarm in Matthew’s face. In fact, with the exception of his brain, and his ice-cold feet, he was alive as ever. And even to his brain had come a certain unnatural activity, a life as of the grave, a sort of vampire vitality, which would assuredly have deceived any one who had not known him. He still told his stories, laughed and talked with the same unconquerable humour, was in every way alert and practical, with this difference that he had forgotten he was going to die, and that the world in which he exercised his various faculties was another world to that in which, in spite of his 250 delirium, we ate our last boiled fowl, drank our last wine, smoked our last cigar together. His talk was so convincingly rational, dealt with such unreal matters in so every day a fashion that you were ready to think that surely it was you and not he whose mind was wandering.


  “You might reach that pocket-book, and ring for Mrs. Davies,” he would say in so casual a way that of course you would ring. On Mrs. Davies’s appearance he would be fumbling about among the papers in his pocket-book, and presently he would say, with a look of frustration that went to one’s heart—“I’ve got a ten pound note somewhere here for you, Mrs. Davies, to pay you up till Saturday, but somehow I seem to have lost it. Yet it must be somewhere about. Perhaps you’ll find it as you make the bed in the morning. I’m so sorry to have troubled you….”


  And then he would grow tired and doze a little on his pillow.


  Suddenly he would be alert again and with a startling vividness tell me strange stories from the dreamland into which he was now passing.


  I had promised to see him on the Monday, but had been prevented, and had wired to him accordingly. This was Tuesday.


  “You needn’t have troubled to wire,” he said. “Didn’t you know I was in London from Saturday to Monday?”


  “The doctor and Mrs. Davies didn’t know,” he continued with the creepy cunning of the dying, “I managed to slip away to look at a house I think of taking—in fact I’ve taken it. It’s in—in—now, where is it? Now isn’t that silly? I can see it as plain as anything—yet I cannot, for the life of me, remember where it is, or the number…. It was somewhere St. John’s Wood way … never mind, you must come and see me there, when we get in….”


  I said that he was dying in debt, and thus the heaven that lay 251 about his deathbed was one of fantastic Eldorados, sudden colossal legacies, and miraculous windfalls.


  “I haven’t told you,” he said presently, “of the piece of good luck that has befallen me. You are not the only person in luck. I can hardly expect you to believe me, it sounds so like the Arabian nights. However, it’s true for all that. Well, one of the little sisters was playing in the garden a few afternoons ago, making mud-pies or something of that sort, and she suddenly scraped up a sovereign. Presently she found two or three more, and our curiosity becoming aroused, a turn or two with the spade revealed quite a bed of gold, and the end of it was that on further excavating, the whole garden proved to be one mass of sovereigns. Sixty thousand pounds we counted …. and then what do you think—it suddenly melted away ….”


  He paused for a moment, and continued more in amusement than regret:


  “Yes—the government got wind of it, and claimed the whole lot as treasure-trove!”


  “But not,” he added slyly, “before I’d paid off two or three of my biggest bills. Yes—and—you’ll keep it quiet, of course, there’s another lot been discovered in the garden, but we shall take good care the government doesn’t get hold of it this time, you may bet.”


  He told this wild story with such an air of simple conviction that, odd as it may seem, one believed every word of it. But the tale of his sudden good fortune was not ended.


  “You’ve heard of old Lord Osterley,” he presently began again. “Well, congratulate me, old man, he has just died and left everything to me. You know what a splendid library he had—to think that that will all be mine—and that grand old park through which we’ve so often wandered, you and I. Well, we shall need fear no 252 gamekeeper now, and of course, dear old fellow, you’ll come and live with me—like a prince—and just write your own books and say farewell to journalism for ever. Of course I can hardly believe it’s true yet. It seems too much of a dream, and yet there’s no doubt about it. I had a letter from my solicitors this morning, saying that they were engaged in going through the securities and—and—but the letter’s somewhere over there, you might read it. No? can’t you find it? It’s there somewhere about I know. Never mind, you can see it again ….” he finished wearily.


  “Yes!” he presently said, half to himself, “it will be a wonderful change! a wonderful change!”


  At length the time came to say good-bye, a good-bye I knew must be the last, for my affairs were taking me so far away from him that I could not hope to see him for some days.


  “I’m afraid, old man,” I said, “that I mayn’t be able to see you for another week.”


  “O never mind, old fellow, don’t worry about me. I’m much better now—and by the time you come again we shall know all about the securities.”


  The securities! My heart had seemed like a stone, incapable of feeling, all those last unreal hours together, but the pathos of that sad phrase, so curiously symbolic, suddenly smote it with overwhelming pity, and the tears sprang to my eyes for the first time.


  As I bent over him to kiss his poor damp forehead, and press his hand for the last farewell, I murmured:


  “Yes—dear, dear old friend. We shall know all about the securities ….”


  253 IV—The Donkey that Loved a Star


  “That is how the donkey tells his love!” I said one day, with intent to be funny, as the prolonged love-whoop of a distant donkey was heard in the land.


  “Don’t be too ready to laugh at donkeys,” said my friend. “For,” he continued, “even donkeys have their dreams. Perhaps, indeed, the most beautiful dreams are dreamed by donkeys.”


  “Indeed,” I said, “and now that I think of it, I remember to have said that most dreamers are donkeys, though I never expected so scientific a corroboration of a fleeting jest.”


  Now my friend is an eminent scientist and poet in one, a serious combination, and he took my remarks with seriousness at once scientific and poetic.


  “Yes,” he went on, “that is where you clever people make a mistake. You think that because a donkey has only two vowel-sounds wherewith to express his emotions, he has no emotions to express. But let me tell you, sir ….”


  But here we both burst out laughing.


  “You Golden Ass!” I said, “take a munch of these roses, perhaps they will restore you.”


  “No,” he resumed, “I am quite serious. I have for many years past made a study of donkeys—high-stepping critics call it the study of Human Nature—however, it’s the same thing—and I must say that the more I study them the more I love them. There is nothing so well worth studying as the misunderstood, for the very reason that everybody thinks he understands it. Now, to take another instance, most people think they have said the last word on a goose when they have called it ‘a goose!’—but let me tell you, sir ….”


  254 But here again we burst out laughing.


  “Dear goose of the golden eggs,” I said, “pray leave to discourse on geese to-night—though lovely and pleasant would the discourse be—to-night I am all agog for donkeys.”


  “So be it,” said my friend, “and if that be so, I cannot do better than tell you the story of the donkey that loved a star—keeping for another day the no less fascinating story of the goose that loved an angel.”


  By this time I was, appropriately, all ears.


  “Well,” he once more began, “there was once a donkey, quite an intimate friend of mine, and I have no friend of whom I am prouder, who was unpractically fond of looking up at the stars. He could go a whole day without thistles, if night would only bring him stars. Of course he suffered no little from his fellow-donkeys for this curious passion of his. They said well that it did not become him, for indeed it was no little laughable to see him gazing so sentimentally at the remote and pitiless heavens. Donkeys who belonged to Shakespeare Societies recalled the fate of Bottom, the donkey who had loved a fairy, but our donkey paid little heed. There is perhaps only one advantage in being a donkey—namely, a hide impervious to criticism. In our donkey’s case it was rather a dream that made him forget his hide—a dream that drew up all the sensitiveness from every part, from hoof, and hide, and ears, so that all the feeling in his whole body was centred in his eyes and brain, and those, as we have said, were centred on a star. He took it for granted that his fellows should sneer and kick-out at him, it was ever so with genius among the donkeys, and he had very soon grown used to these attentions of his brethren, which were powerless to withdraw his gaze from the star he loved. For though he loved all the stars, as every individual man loves all women, there was one star he loved more than 255 any other; and standing one midnight among his thistles, he prayed a prayer, a prayer that some day it might be granted him to carry that star upon his back—which, he recalled, had been sanctified by the holy sign—were it but for ever so short a journey. Just to carry it a little way, and then to die. This to him was a dream beyond the dreams of donkeys.


  “Now, one night,” continued my friend, taking breath for himself and me, “our poor donkey looked up to the sky, and lo! the star was nowhere to be seen. He had heard it said that stars sometimes fall. Evidently his star had fallen. Fallen! but what if it had fallen upon the earth? Being a donkey, the wildest dreams seemed possible to him. And, strange as it may seem, there came a day when a poet came to his master and bought our donkey to carry his little child. Now, the very first day he had her upon his back, the donkey knew that his prayer had been answered, and that the little swaddled babe he carried was the star he had prayed for. And, indeed, so it was, for so long as donkeys ask no more than to fetch and carry for their beloved, they may be sure of beauty upon their backs. Now, so long as this little girl that was a star remained a little girl, our donkey was happy. For many pretty years she would kiss his ugly muzzle and feed his mouth with sugar—and thus our donkey’s thoughts sweetened day by day, till from a natural pessimist he blossomed into a perfectly absurd optimist, and dreamed the donkiest of dreams. But one day, as he carried the girl who was really a star through the spring lanes, a young man walked beside her, and though our donkey thought very little of his talk—in fact, felt his plain ‘hee-haw’ to be worth all its smart chirping and twittering—yet it evidently pleased the maiden. It included quite a number of vowel-sounds, though if the maiden had only known, it didn’t mean half so much as the donkey’s plain monotonous declaration.


  256 “Well, our donkey soon began to realise that his dream was nearing its end; and, indeed, one day his little mistress came bringing him the sweetest of kisses, the very best sugar in the very best shops, but for all that our donkey knew that it meant good-bye. It is the charming manner of English girls to be at their sweetest when they say good-bye.


  “Our dreamer-donkey went into exile as servant to a wood-cutter, and his life was lenient if dull, for the woodcutter had no sticks to waste upon his back; and next day his young mistress who was once a star took a pony for her love, whom some time after she discarded for a talented hunter, and, one fine day, like many of her sex, she pitched her affections upon a man—he too being a talented hunter. To their wedding came all the country-side. And with the countryside came a donkey. He carried a great bundle of firewood for the servants’ hall, and as he waited outside, gazing up at his old loves the stars, while his master drank deeper and deeper within, he revolved many thoughts. But he is only known to have made one remark—in the nature, one may think, or a grim jest.


  “‘After all!’ he was heard to say, ‘she has married a donkey, after all.’


  “No doubt it was feeble; but then our donkey was growing old and bitter, and hope deferred had made him a cynic.”


  ·  ·
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  11 Dogs, Cats, Books, and The Average Man


  A Letter to the Editor


  From “The Yellow Dwarf”


  Sir:


  I hope you will not suspect me of making a bid for his affection, when I remark that the Average Man loves the Obvious. By consequence (for, like all unthinking creatures, the duffer’s logical), by consequence, his attitude towards the Subtle, the Elusive, when not an attitude of mere torpid indifference, is an attitude of positive distrust and dislike.


  Of this ignoble fact, pretty nearly everything—from the popularity of beer and skittles, to the popularity of Mr. Hall Caine’s novels; from the general’s distaste for caviare, to the general’s neglect of Mr. Henry James’s tales—pretty nearly everything is a reminder. But, to go no further afield, for the moment, than his own hearthrug, may I ask you to consider a little the relative positions occupied in the Average Man’s regard by the Dog and the Cat?


  The Average Man ostentatiously loves the Dog.


  The Average Man, when he is not torpidly indifferent to that princely animal, positively distrusts and dislikes the Cat.


  I have used the epithet “princely” with intention, in speaking 12 of the near relative of the King of Beasts. The Cat is a Princess of the Blood. Yes, my dear, always a Princess, though the Average Man, with his unerring instinct for the malappropriate word, sometimes names her Thomas. The Cat is always a Princess, because everything nice in this world, everything fine, sensitive, distinguished, everything beautiful, everything worth while, is of essence Feminine, though it may be male by the accident of sex;—and that’s as true as gospel, let Mr. W. E. Henley’s lusty young disciples shout their loudest in celebration of the Virile.—The Cat is a Princess.


  The Dog, on the contrary, is not even a gentleman. Far otherwise. His admirers may do what they will to forget it, the circumstance remains, writ large in every Natural History, that the Dog is sprung from quite the meanest family of the Quadrupeds. That coward thief the wolf is his bastard brother; the carrion hyena is his cousin-german. And in his person, as in his character, bears he not an hundred marks of his base descent? In his rough coat (contrast it with the silken mantle of the Cat); in his harsh, monotonous voice (contrast it with the flexible organ of the Cat, her versatile mewings, chirrupings, and purrings, and their innumerable shades and modulations); in the stiff-jointed clumsiness of his movements (compare them to the inexpressible grace and suppleness of the Cat’s); briefly, in the all-pervading plebeian commonness that hangs about him like an atmosphere (compare it to the high-bred reserve and dignity that invest the Cat). The wolf’s brother, is the Dog not himself a coward? Watch him when, emulating the ruffian who insults an unprotected lady, he puts a Cat to flight in the streets: watch him when the lady halts and turns. Faugh, the craven! with his wild show of savagery so long as there is not the slightest danger—and his sudden chopfallen drawing back when the lady halts and 13 turns! The hyena’s cousin, is he not himself of carrion an impassioned amateur? At Constantinople he serves (’tis a labour of love; he receives no stipend) he serves as Public Scavenger, swallowing with greed the ordures cast by the Turk. Scripture tells us to what he returneth: who has failed to observe that he returneth not to his own alone? And the other day, strolling upon the sands by the illimitable sea, I came upon a friend and her pet terrier. She was holding the little beggar by the scruff of his neck, and giving him repeated sousings in a pool. I stood a pleased spectator of this exercise, for the terrier kicked and spluttered and appeared to be unhappy. “He found a decaying jelly-fish below there, and rolled in it,” my friend pathetically explained. I should like to see the Cat who could be induced to roll in a decaying jelly-fish. The Cat’s fastidiousness, her meticulous cleanliness, the time and the pains she bestows upon her toilet, and her almost morbid delicacy about certain more private errands, are among the material indications of her patrician nature. It were needless to allude to the vile habits and impudicity of the Dog.


  Have you ever met a Dog who wasn’t a bounder? Have you ever met a Dog who wasn’t a bully, a sycophant, and a snob? Have you ever met a Cat who was? Have you ever met a Cat who would half frighten a timid little girl to death, by rushing at her and barking? Have you ever met a Cat who, left alone with a visitor in your drawing-room, would truculently growl and show her teeth, as often as that visitor ventured to stir in his chair? Have you ever met a Cat who would snarl and snap at the servants, Mawster’s back being turned? Have you ever met a Cat who would cringe to you and fawn to you, and kiss the hand that smote her?


  Conscious of her high lineage, the Cat understands and accepts 14 the responsibilities that attach to it. She knows what she owes to herself, to her rank, to the Royal Idea. Therefore, it is you who must be the courtier. The Dog, poor-spirited toady, will study your eye to divine your mood, and slavishly adapt his own mood and his behaviour to it. Not so the Cat. As between you and her, it is you who must do the toadying. A guest in the house, never a dependent, she remembers always the courtesy and the consideration that are her due. You must respect her pleasure. Is it her pleasure to slumber, and do you disturb her: note the disdainful melancholy with which she silently comments your rudeness. Is it her pleasure to be grave: tempt her to frolic, you will tempt in vain. Is it her pleasure to be cold: nothing in human possibility can win a caress from her. Is it her pleasure to be rid of your presence: only the physical influence of a closed door will persuade her to remain in the room with you. It is you who must be the courtier, and wait upon her desire.


  But then!


  When, in her own good time, she chooses to unbend, how graciously, how entrancingly, she does it! Oh, the thousand wonderful lovelinesses and surprises of her play! The wit, the humour, the imagination, that inform it! Her ruses, her false leads, her sudden triumphs, her feigned despairs! And the topazes and emeralds that sparkle in her eyes; the satiny lustre of her apparel; the delicious sinuosities of her body! And her parenthetic interruptions of the game: to stride in regal progress round the apartment, flourishing her tail like a banner: or coquettishly to throw herself in some enravishing posture at length upon the carpet at your feet: or (if she loves you) to leap upon your shoulder, and press her cheek to yours, and murmur rapturous assurances of her passion! To be loved by a Princess! Whosoever, from the Marquis de Carabas down, has been loved 15 by a Cat, has savoured that felicity. My own particular treasure of a Cat, at this particular moment is lying wreathed about my neck, watching my pen as it moves along the paper, and purring approbation of my views. But when, from time to time, I chance to use a word that doesn’t strike her altogether as the fittest, she reaches down her little velvet paw, and dabs it out. I should like to see the Dog who could do that.


  But—the Cat is subtle, the Cat is elusive, the Cat is not to be read at a glance, the Cat is not a simple equation. And so the Average Man, gross mutton-devouring, money-grubbing mechanism that he is, when he doesn’t just torpidly tolerate her, distrusts her and dislikes her. A great soul, misappreciated, misunderstood, she sits neglected in his chimney-corner; and the fatuous idgit never guesses how she scorns him.


  But—the Dog is obvious. Any fool can grasp the meaning of the Dog. And the Average Man, accordingly, recreant for once to the snobbism which is his religion, hugs the hyena’s cousin to his bosom.


  What of it?


  Only this: that in the Average Man’s sentimental attitude towards the Dog and the Cat, we have a formula, a symbol, for his sentimental attitude towards many things, especially for his sentimental attitude towards Books.


  Some books, in their uncouthness, their awkwardness, their boisterousness, in their violation of the decencies of art, in their low truckling to the tastes of the purchaser, in their commonness, their vulgarity, in their total lack of suppleness and distinction, are the very Dogs of Bookland. The Average Man loves ’em. Such as they are, they’re obvious.


  And other books, by reason of their beauties and their virtues, 16 their graces and refinements; because they are considered finished; because they are delicate, distinguished, aristocratic; because their touch is light, their movement deft and fleet; because they proceed by omission, by implication and suggestion; because they employ the demi-mot and the nuance; because, in fine, they are Subtle—other books are the Cats of Bookland. And the Average Man hates them or ignores them.


  Yes. Literature broadly divides itself into Cat-Literature, despised and rejected of the Average Man, and Dog-Literature, adopted and petted by him. What is more like the ponderous, slow-strutting, dull-witted Mastiff, than the writing of our tedious friend Mr. Caine? What more like a formless, unclipped white Poodle, with pink eyes, than the gushing of Miss Corelli? In the lucubrations of Mr. J. K. Jerome and his School, do we not recognise the Dog of the Public House, grinning and wagging his tail and performing his round of inexpensive tricks for whoso will chuck him a biscuit? And in the long-drawn bellowings of Dr. Nordau, hear we not the distempered Hound complaining to the moon? The books of Mr. Conan Doyle are as a litter of assorted Mongrels, going cheap—regardez moi leurs pattes! Mr. Anthony Hope produces the smart Fox Terrier; Mr. George Moore, the laborious Dachshund; whilst Messrs. Crockett and MacLaren breed you the sanctimonious Collie. To cross the Channel, for an instant, we find the works of Mons. Crapule Mendès, poking their noses into whatever nastiness is going, and doing the other usual canine thing. And then, to come back to England, and to turn our attention upon Journalism, we mustn’t forget Mr. Punch’s collaborator Toby; nor Lo-Ben, the former ruling spirit of the Pall Mall Gazette; nor the Jackals and Pariahs of Lower Grubb Street; nor the Butcher’s Dog, whose carnivorous yawling is the predominant 17 note of a certain sixpenny weekly, which I will not advertise by naming.


  Cat-Literature, in the nature of things, it is less easy to put one’s finger on. Good books have such an unpleasant way of being rare. Still, in Paris, there are MM. France, Bourget, and Pierre Loti (oh, that sweet Pierre Loti, with his Moumoutte Blanche and his Moumoutte Chinoise!); and, in England, at least two or three Literary Cats are born every year. There are many sorts of Cats, to be sure; and some Cats are not so nice as other Cats; but even the shabbiest, drabbiest Cat, lurking in the area, is interesting to those who have learned the Cat language, and so can commune with her. That is one of the prettiest differences between the Dog and the Cat:—the Dog will learn your language, but you must learn the Cat’s. Dog-Literature is written in the language of the Average Man, a crude, unlovely language, necessarily. Cat-Literature is written in a complex shaded language all its own, which the Average Man is too stupid or too indolent to learn.


  Yes, even in poor old England, we may be thankful, a Literary Cat is born two or three times a year. Miss Dowie and Miss D’Arcy, Mr. Grahame, Mrs. Meynell, Mr. Crackanthorpe—they are among the most careful and successful of our native breeders. Mr. Harland has given us some very pretty Grey Kittens; and for the artificially educated Cat, in green apron and periwig, we naturally turn to Mr. Beerbohm—whose collected works, by the bye, I am glad to see have at last been published, accompanied by a charming Cat-like bibliography and preface from the hand of Mr. Lane. But of course, in any proper Cat Show, the Cats of Mr. Henry James would carry off the special grand prix d’honneur.


  And now, Mr. Editor, these philosophical reflections may be not inappositely punctuated by a piece of news.


  18 I beg to announce to you the recent appearance in Cat-Literature of a highly curious and diverting sport or variation. Perhaps your attention has already been directed to it? Have you seen March Hares?


  March Hares, by George Forth, is a most spirited, lithe-limbed, and surprising Cat. It will mystify and irritate the Average Man, as much as it will rejoice his betters. He will discover that he has been made a fool of, at the end of every bout; for it is Cat’s play perpetually—a malicious sequence of ruses and false leads. He will declare that it is madder even than its name, for the method that governs its capricious pirouettings is a method much too subtle for his coarse senses to apprehend. Indeed, I can almost hope that March Hares was conceived and brought to parturition, for the deliberate purpose of giving the Average Man a headache. If it were frank Opéra-bouffe, he wouldn’t mind; but it is Opéra-bouffe masquerading as legitimate drama. The Average Man will take it seriously—and presently begin to stare and swear. He will feel as if Harlequin were circling round him, jeering at him and flouting him, making disrespectful gestures in his face, whacking his skull with wooden sword, and throwing his sluggish intellects promiscuously into a whirl of bewilderment and anger.


  Mr. David Mosscrop, self-defined as an habitual criminal, is a dissipated young Scottish Professor of Culdees, who draws a salary of four-hundred odd pounds per annum, and, for forty-nine weeks out of the fifty-two, renders no equivalent of service. Accordingly, he lives in chambers, at Dunstan’s Inn, and lounges at seven o’clock in the morning of his thirtieth birthday, against the low stone parapet of Westminster Bridge, nursing a bad attack of vapours, and wondering vaguely whether a chap “who does not know enough to keep sober over-night, should not be thrown like garbage into the river.”


  19 What more natural than that he should here encounter a young lady “almost tall,” with “butter-coloured hair,” and treat her to an outfit of silk stockings and a pair of patent-leather boots “of the best Parisian make”? Inevitably, after that, he invites her to breakfast at an Italian ordinary, where she drinks freely of Chianti and Maraschino, and lies to him like fun about her identity and her extraction. “My name is Vestalia Peaussier. My father was a French gentleman—an officer, and a man of position. He died—killed in a duel—when I was very young….. My mother was the daughter of a very old Scottish house.” And Vestalia has just been turned out of her lodgings for non-payment of rent, and insinuates that she is looking to the streets for a career.


  Mosscrop, properly enough shocked at this, hurries her away upon his arm to the British Museum, where he entertains her with his ideas about Nero, Richard Cœur de Lion, King John, the Monkish Chroniclers, and the lions of Assur-Banipal. She listens, with her shoulder against his—“but now he has other auditors as well.”


  “Excuse me, sir,” the urgent and anxious voice of a stranger says close behind him, “but you seem to be extraordinarily well posted indeed on these sculptures here. I hope you will not object to my daughter and me standing where we can hear your remarks.”


  The stranger is Mr. Skinner, from Paris, Kentucky, U.S.A. His daughter, Adele, is a handsome girl with “coal-black tresses,” who looks askance at the “butter-coloured” locks of Vestalia Peaussier.


  Skinner persists in his advances. “I should delight, sir, to have my daughter be privileged to profit by your remarks.” David speaks somewhat abruptly: “You are certainly welcome, but it 20 happens that I have finished my remarks, as you call them.” Skinner observes, and the reader will agree with him, that “that’s too bad;” for David’s remarks were lively and instructive. And Skinner, with a view to mutual intellectual improvement, asks David to call upon him at the Savoy Hotel.


  Then David and Vestalia lunch together at the Café Royal, drinking a bottle of 34A, cooled to 48. And then they go to Greenwich and eat fish. And at last David conducts her to his chambers, and sends her to bed in the room of his absent neighbour Linkhaw, supposed to be seeking recreation in Uganda, or “maybe in the Hudson Bay Territory.” And Linkhaw, inopportune villain, chooses, of course, this night of all nights for playing the god from the machine. Footsteps come echoing up the staircase. A key rattles in Linkhaw’s lock. “Stop that, you idiot!” David commands fiercely. “Ah, Davie, Davie, still at the bottle,” replies a well known voice from out of the obscurity; and Linkhaw is dragged by Davie into Davie’s den.


  From the advent of Linkhaw the plot thickens terribly, the Cat’s play becomes fast and furious. First of all, Linkhaw isn’t Linkhaw, but the Earl of Drumpipes, in the Peerage of Scotland. And secondly, Vestalia isn’t Vestalia, but Linkhaw’s thoroughly bad lot of a wife, whom he imagines “dead as a mackerel, thank God.” And thirdly, she isn’t either, but the entirely virtuous niece of Mr. Skinner, who turns out to be a renegade Englishman himself. And Peaussier was only Skinner Gallicised! Then the question rises, Is Mosscrop a gentleman? Drumpipes, with northern caution, admits that he is “a professional man, a person of education.” It is certain, anyhow, that Drumpipes would be blithe to make a Countess of Miss Skinner: she is rich, and she is pleasing. Her Popper is in Standard oil. But there are democratic prejudices against his title, though David reminds him 21 that it is “nothing better than a Scottish title,” and Drumpipes retorts that the Pilliewillies were great lords in Slug-Angus “before the Campbells were ever heard of, or the Gordons had learned not to eat their cattle raw.” Whereupon they almost come to blows about the compensation to be paid for a ruined “moosie.” After some persuasion, however, Mosscrop good-naturedly consents to assume his friend’s embarrassment, and while Drumpipes, as Linkhaw, makes love to the dark Adele, Mosscrop, as Drumpipes, arranges a coaching-party, a luncheon, and a tableau—whereof he and Vestalia are the central figures. Then the waiter comes in with the tureen; and the Cat’s play is ended. Voilà, as the French say, tout.


  March Hares, by George Forth. Who is George Forth? I’ll bet half-a-sovereign that “George Forth” is a pseudonym, and that it covers at least two personalities, perhaps three or four. If March Hares is not the child of a collaboration, then my eyesight is beginning to fail. Who are the collaborators? Oddly enough, they are quite manifestly members of a group I have never professed to love—they are manifestly pupils of Mr. W. E. Henley. I can only gratefully suppose either that the Master’s influence is waning, or that the Publisher’s Adviser pruned their manuscript, and the Printer’s Reader put the finishing touches to their proofs; for Brutality is absent. I saw it stated in a daily paper, a week or so ago, that George Forth was Mr. Harold Frederic; but that’s a rank impossibility. Mr. Harold Frederic has proved that he can cross Bulldogs with Newfoundlands, that he can write able, unreadable Illuminations in choice Americanese. He could no more flitter and flutter and coruscate, and turn somersaults in mid-air, and fall lightly on his feet, in the Cat-fashion of George Forth, than he could dance a hornpipe on the point of a needle. It is barely conceivable that Mr. Harold 22 Frederic may have been one of the collaborators, but, in that case, I’ll eat my wig if the others didn’t mightily revise his “copy.” Nenni-da! George Forth were far more likely to be, in some degree, Mr. George Steevens—late of the P.M.G., much chastened and improved. Perhaps he is also, in some degree, Mr. Marriott Watson? And (cherchez la femme) who knows that a lady may not supply an element of his composition? But these are mere conjectures. The long of it is and the short of it is that I’m devoured by curiosity; and I’ll offer a bottle of his favourite wine to any fellow who’ll provide me with an authenic version of George Forth’s “real names.”


  You will remember, Mr. Editor, the magnificent retort of the French King to the malapert counsellor who ventured to remind him of that silly old Latin saw about vox populi and vox Dei. With the same splendid and conclusive scorn might you and I dismiss the opinions of the Average Man—especially his opinions about Dogs, Cats, and Books. So long as they remain his own, and are not shared by his superiors, they import as little as the opinions of the Average Dugong. But the tiresome thing is, they are infectious; and his superiors are constantly exposed to the danger of catching them. When he speaks as an individual, the Average Man only bores without convincing you. But when he speaks by the thousand, somehow or other, he is as like as not to set a fashion, or even to establish a tradition. He has already established a tradition about Dogs and Cats; and nowadays he is beginning to set the fashion about Books. Nice people are beginning to accept his opinions upon this, the one subject above all subjects which he is least qualified to touch. I actually know nice people who have read Mr. Conan Doyle! And I have actually met nice people who do not read Mr. Henry James! 23 And that is all the fault of the Average Man. Why can’t the dunce be gagged? Mr. James, for instance, has just published a new volume of his incomparable tales. Embarrassments ’tis called. Of course, it must be as a volume composed in Coptic for the Average Man; but nice people would find it a casket of inexpressible delights, if only the Average Man could be silenced long enough to let them hear of it. For my part, I do what I can. I remember the example of Martin Luther, and I hurl my ink-pot. But the Devil is still abroad in the world, seeking whom he may devour; and the Average Man will no doubt go on gabbling—the Devil take him!


  I have the honour, dear Mr. Editor, to subscribe myself, as ever,


  Your obedient Servant,

  The Yellow Dwarf.


  ·  ·


  24 An Idyll in Millinery


  By Ménie Muriel Dowie


  I


  The actual reason why Liphook was there does not matter: he was there, and he was there for the second time within a fortnight, and on each occasion, as it happened, he was the only man in the place—the only man-customer in the place. A pale, shaven young Jew passed sometimes about the rooms, in the background.


  Liphook could not stand still; the earliest sign of mental excitement, this; if he paused for a moment in front of one of the two console tables and glanced into the big mirror, it was only to turn the next second and make a step or two this way or that upon the spacious-sized, vicious-patterned Axminster carpet. His eye wandered, but not without a mark of resolution in its wandering—resolution not to wander persistently in one direction. First the partings in the curtains which ran before the windows seemed to attract him, and he glanced into the gay grove of millinery that blossomed before the hungry eyes of female passers-by in the street. Sometimes he looked through the archways that led upon each hand to further salons in which little groups of women, customers and saleswomen, were collected. 25 Sometimes his eye rested upon the seven or eight unemployed shop-ladies who stood behind the curtains, like spiders, and looked with an almost malevolent contemptuousness upon the street starers who came not in to buy, but lingered long, and seemed to con the details of attractive models. More than once, a group in either of the rooms fascinated him for full a minute. One particularly, because its component parts declared themselves so quickly to his apprehension.


  A young woman, with fringe carefully ordered to complete formlessness and fuzz, who now sat upon a chair and now rose to regard herself in a glass as she poised a confection of the toque breed upon her head. With her, a friend, older, of identical type, but less serious mien, whose face pringled into vivacious comment upon each venture; comment which of course Liphook could not overhear. With them both, an elder lady, to whom the shopwoman, a person of clever dégagé manner and primrose hair, principally addressed herself; appealingly, confirmatively, rapturously, critically—according to her ideas upon the hat in question. In and out of their neighbourhood moved a middle-aged woman of French appearance, short-necked, square-shouldered, high-busted, with a keen face of chamois leather colour and a head to which the black hair seemed to have been permanently glued—Madame Félise herself. When she threw a word into the momentous discussion the eyes of the party turned respectfully upon her; each woman hearkened. Even Liphook divined that the girl was buying her trousseau millinery; the older sister, or married friend, advising in crisp, humorous fashion, the elder lady controlling, deciding, voicing the great essential laws of order, obligation and convention; the shop-woman playing the pipes, the dulcimer, the sackbut, the tabor or the viol—Madame Félise the while commanding with invisible 26 bâton her intangible orchestra; directing distantly, but with ineludable authority, the very players upon the stage. At this moment She turned to him and his attention necessarily left the group. How did he find this? Did he care for the immense breadth in front? Every one in Paris was doing it. Wasn’t he on the whole a little bit sick of hydrangeas—every one, positively every one, had hydrangeas just now, and hydrangeas the size of cauliflowers. He made replies; he assumed a quiet interest, not too strong to be in character; he steered her away from the Parisian breadth in front, away from the hydrangeas, into a consideration of something that rose very originally at the back and had a ruche of watercresses to lie upon the hair, and three dahlias, and four distinct colours of tulle in aniline shades, one over the other, and an osprey, and a bird of Paradise, and a few paste ornaments; and a convincing degree of chic in its abandoned hideousness. Then he took a turn down the room towards the group aforesaid.


  “It looks so fearfully married to have that tinsel crown, don’t you know!” the elder sister or youthful matron was saying. “I mean, it suggests dull calls, doesn’t it? Dull people always have tinsel crowns, haven’t you noticed? I don’t want to influence you, but as I said before, I liked you in the Paris model.”


  Every hat over which you conspicuously hover at Félise’s, becomes, on the instant, a Paris model.


  “So smart, Madam,” cut in the shop-lady. “And you can’t have anything newer than that rustic brim in shot straw with just the little knot of gardenias at the side. Oh I do think it suits you!”


  Liphook turned away. After all, he didn’t want to hear what these poor, silly, feeble people were saying; he wanted to look….


  27 “But Jim always likes me so much in pale blue, that I think——” began the girl.


  “Why not have just a little tiny knot of forget-me nots with the gardenia. Oh, I’m shaw you’d like it.”


  Thus flowed the oily current of the shop-lady, reaching his ear as Liphook returned down the room. He could look again in the only direction that won his eyes and his thoughts; five minutes had been killed; there was time left him yet, for She had just been seized with the idea that something with a little more brim was really her style. After all, She craved no more than to be loose at Félise’s, amid the Spring models lit by a palely ardent town sun, and Harold’s cheque-book looming in the comfortable shadow of his pocket.


  At the back of each gilt and mirrored saloon was placed a work-table—in the manner of all hat-shops—surrounded by chairs in which, mostly with their backs to the shops sat the girls who were making up millinery; their ages anywhere from sixteen to twenty-one. Seldom did the construction of a masterpiece appear to concern them; but they were spangling things; deftly turning loops into bows, curling feathers, binding ospreys into close sheaves; their heads all bent over their work, their neat aprons tied with tape bows at the back, their dull hair half flowing and half coiled—the inimitable manner of the London work girl—their pale faces dimly perceived as they turned and whispered not too noisily: the whole thing recalling the soft, quietly murmurous groups of pigeons in the streets gathered about the scatterings of a cab-horse’s nose-bag. Sometimes shop-girls with elaborately distorted hair came up and gave them disdainful-seeming orders; but the flock of sober little pigeons murmured and pecked at its work and ruffled no plumage of tan-colour or slate. And one of them, different from the others—how Liphook’s eyes, in the brief looks 28 he allowed himself, ate up the details of her guise. Dressed in something—dark-blue, it might have been—that fitted with a difference over her plump little figure; a fine and wide lawn collar spread over breast and shoulders; a smooth head, with no tags and ends upon the pale, yellow-tinted brow; a head as sleek and as sweetly-coloured as the coat of the cupboard-mouse; a face so softly indented by its features, so fleckless, so mat in its flat tones, so mignon in its delicate lack of prettiness as to be irresistible. Lips, a dull greyish-pink, but tenderly curved at the pouting bow and faithfully compressed at the dusk-downy corners—terribly conscientious little lips that seemed as if never could they be kissed to lighter humour. Eyes, with pale ash-coloured fringes, neither long nor greatly curved, but so shy-shaped as ever eyes were; eyes that could only be imagined by Liphook, and he was sometimes of mind that they were that vaporous Autumn blue; and at other times that they were liquid, brook-coloured hazel.


  But this was the maddest obsession that was riding him! A London workgirl in a West-end hat shop, a girl whose voice he had never heard, near whom he had never, could never, come. And Heaven forbid he should come near her; what did he want with her? Before Heaven, and all these hats and mirrors, Viscount Liphook could have sworn he wanted nothing of her. Yet he loved her completely, desperately, exclusively. What name was there for this feeling other than the name of love? Soiled with all ignoble use, this name of love; though to do him justice, Liphook was not greatly to blame in that matter. He was but little acquainted with the word; he left it out of his affaires de cœur, and very properly, for it did not enter into them. Still, his feeling for this girl, his craving for the sound of her voice, his eye fascinated by her smallest movement, his yearning for the sense of her nearer presence—novel, inexplicable as this all was, might it not be love? 29 He stood there; quiet, inexpressive of face, in jealous hope of—what next? And then She claimed his attention—in a whisper which brought her head with its mahogany hair, and her face with its ground-rice surface, close to his ear. She said:


  “You don’t mind five, eh? It’s a model—and—don’t you think it becomes me? I do think this mushroom-coloured velvet and just the three green orchids divine—and it’s really very quiet!”


  He assented, careful to look critically at the hat—a clever mass of evilly-imagined, ill-assorted absurdities. He had looked too long at that work-table, at that figure, at that face—he dropped into a chair—let his stick fall between his knees and cast his eyes to the mirror-empanelled ceiling; there the heads, and feet of the passers-by were seething grotesquely in a fashion that recalled the Inferno of an old engraving.


  Well, it would be time to look again soon—ah! she had risen; thank goodness, not a tall woman—(She was five foot nine)—small, and indolent of outline.


  “I’ll take it to the French milliner now, Madam, and she’ll pin a pink rose in for you to see!”


  It was a shop-woman speaking to some customer, who with a hat in her hand, approached the work-table.


  “If you please, Mam’zelle Mélanie,” she began, in a voice meant to impress the customer, “would you pin in a rose for Madam to try? Madam thinks the pansy rather old-looking—” &c., &c., &c.”


  The French milliner; French, then! And what a dear innocent, young, crusty little face! what delicious surliness: the little brown bear that she was, growling and grumbling to do a favour. Well, bless that woman—and the pansy that looked old—he knew her name; enough to recognise her by, enough to address 30 a note to her—and it should be a note! A note that would bring out a star in each grey eye—they were grey—after all. (The grey of a lingering, promising, but unbestowing twilight.) Reflecting, but unobservant, his glance left her face and focussed the pale, fair, young Jew, who was seated, in frock coat and hat, gloating over a pocket-book that had scraps of coloured silk and velvet pinned in it. He recalled his wandering senses.


  “How much? Eight ten?”


  “Well, I’ve taken a little black thing as well; it happens to be very reasonable. There, you don’t mind?” Mrs. Percival always went upon the principle of appearing to be careful of other people’s money; she found she got more of it that way.


  “My dear!—as long as you are pleased!” It was weeks since this tone had been possible to him. He scribbled a cheque and they got away.


  “I know I’ve been an awful time, old boy,” said the mahogany-haired one, with rough good humour—the good humour of a vain woman whose vanity has been fed. “Are you coming?”


  “Er—no; in fact, I’m going out of town, I shan’t see you for a bit—Oh, I wasn’t very badly bored, thanks.”


  She made no comment on his reply to her question; her coarsely pretty face hardly showed lines of relief, for it was not a mobile face; but she was pleased.


  “Glad you didn’t fret. I’d never dreamt you’d be so good about shopping. Yes, I’ll take a cab. There is a call for 12.30, and I see it is nearly one now.”


  He put her into a nice-looking hansom, lifted his hat and watched her drive away. Then he turned and looked into the gaudy windows. His feelings were his own somehow, now that She had left him. He smiled; love warmed in him. Was the old pansy gone and the pink rose in its place? Had she pricked 31 those creamy yellow fingers in the doing of it? No, she was too deft. Tired, flaccid little fingers! Was he never to think of anything or anyone again, except Mam’zelle Mélanie?


  II


  Now the mahogany-haired lady was not an actress: she was nothing so common as an actress; she belonged to a mysterious class, but little understood, even if clearly realised, by the public. It was not because she could not that she did not act; she had never tried to, there had been no question of capability—but she consented to appear at a famous West-end burlesque theatre, to oblige the manager who was a personal friend of long-standing. She “went on” in the ball-room scene of a hoary but ever-popular “musical comedy,” because there was—not a part—but a pretty gown to be filled, and because she was surprisingly handsome, and of very fine figure, and filled that gown amazingly well. The two guineas a week that came her way at “Treasury” went a certain distance in gloves and cab-fares, and the necessaries of life she had a different means of supplying. Let her position be understood: she was a very respectable person: there are degrees in respectability as in other things; there was no fear of vulgar unpleasantnesses with her and her admirers—if she had them. Mr. John Holditch, the popular manager of several theatres had a real regard for her; in private she called him “Jock, old boy,” and he called her “Mill”—because he recollected her début; but the public knew her as Miss Mildred Metcalf, and her lady comrades in the dressing-room as Mrs. Percival, and it was generally admitted by all concerned that she was equally satisfactory under any of these styles. Oh, it will have been 32 noticed and need not be insisted on, that Liphook called her “my dear,” and if it be not pushing the thing too far, I may add that her mother spoke of her as “our Florrie.”


  Liphook was a rich man whose occupation, when he was in town, was the dividing of days between the club, his rooms in Half Moon Street, his mother’s house in Belgrave Square, and Mrs. Percival’s abode in Manfield Gardens, Kensington. The only respect in which he differed from a thousand men of his class was, that he had visited the hat shop of Madame Félise, in the company of Mrs. Percival, and had conceived a genuine passion for a little French milliner who sewed spangles on to snippets of nothingness at a table in the back of the shop.


  The note had been written, had been answered. This answer, in fine, sloping, uneducated French handwriting, upon thin, lined, pink paper of the foreign character, had given Liphook a ridiculous amount of pleasure. The club waiters, his mother’s butler, his man in Half Moon Street, these unimportant people chiefly noted the uncontrollable bubbles of happiness that floated to the surface of his impassive English face during the days that followed the arrival of that answer. He didn’t think anything in particular about it; few men so open to the attractions of women as this incident proves him, think anything in particular at all, least of all, at so early a stage. He was not—for the sake of his judges it must be urged—meaning badly any more than he was definitely meaning well. He wasn’t meaning at all. He cannot be blamed, either. The world is responsible for this sense of irresponsibility in men of the world—who are the world’s sole making. Herein he was true to type; in so far as he did not think what the girl meant by her answer, type was supported by individual character. Liphook was not clever, and did not think much or with any success, on any subject. And if he had he 33 wouldn’t have hit the real reason; only experience would have told him that a French workgirl, from a love of pleasure and the national measure of shrewd practicality combined, never refuses the chance of a nice outing. She does not, like her English sister, drag her virtue into the question at all.


  Never in his life, so it chanced, had Liphook gone forth to an interview in such a frame of mind as on the day he was to meet Mélanie outside the Argyll Baths in Great Marlboro’ Street at ten minutes past seven. Apart from the intoxicating perfume that London seemed to breathe for him, and the gold motes that danced in the dull air, there was the unmistakable resistant pressure of the pavement against his feet (thus it seemed) which is seldom experienced twice in a lifetime; in the lifetime of such a man as Liphook, usually never. The Argyll Baths, Great Marlboro’ Street: what a curious place for the child to have chosen, and she would be standing there, pretending to look into a shop window. Oh, of course, there were no shop windows to speak of in Great Marlboro’ Street. (He had paced its whole length several times since the arrival of the pink glazed note). What would she say? What would she look like? Her eyes, drooped or raised frankly to his, for instance? That she would not greet him with bold, meaning smile and common phrase he knew—he felt. Dreaming and speculating, but wearing the calm leisured air of a gentleman walking from one point to another, he approached and—yes! there she was! A scoop-shaped hat rose above the cream-yellow brow; a big dotted veil was loosely—was wonderfully—bound about it; a little black cape covered the demure lawn collar; quite French bottines peeped below the dark-blue skirt. But—she was not alone, a man was with her. A man whom, even at some distance, he could discern to be unwelcome and unexpected, the pale fair young Jew 34 in dapper frock-coat and extravagantly curved over-shiny hat. Loathsome-looking reptile he was, too, so thought Liphook as he turned abruptly with savage scrape of his veering foot upon the pavement, up Argyll Street. Perhaps she was getting rid of him; it was only nine minutes past seven, anyhow; perhaps he would be gone in a moment. Odious beast! In love with her, no doubt; how came it he had the wit to recognise her indescribable charm? (Liphook never paused to wonder how himself had recognised it, though this was, in the circumstances, even more remarkable). Anyway, judging by that look he remembered, she would not be unequal to rebuffing unwelcome attention.


  Liphook walked as far as Hengler’s Circus and read the bills; the place was in occupation, it being early in March. He studied the bill from top to bottom, then he turned slowly and retraced his steps to the corner. Joy! she was there and alone. His pace quickened, his heart rose; his face, a handsome face, was strung to lines of pride, of passionate anticipation.


  He had greeted her; he had heard her voice; so soft—dear Heaven! so soft—in reply; they had turned and were walking towards Soho, and he knew no word of what had passed.


  “We will have a cab; you will give me the pleasure of dining with me. I have arranged it. Allow me.” Perhaps these were the first coherent words that he said. Then they drove along and he said inevitable, valueless things in quick order, conscious of the lovely interludes when her smooth tones, now wood-sweet, now with a harp-like thrilling timbre in them, again with the viol—or was it the lute-note?—a sharp dulcidity that made answer in him as certainly as the tuning-fork compels its octave from the rosewood board. The folds of the blue gown fell beside him; the French pointed feet, miraculously short-toed, rested on the atrocious straw mat of the wretched hansom his blindness had brought him; the 35 scoop-hat knocked the wicked reeking lamp in the centre of the cab; the dotted veil, tied as only a French hand can tie a veil, made more delectable the creams and twine-shades of the monotonous-coloured kitten face. They drove, they arrived somewhere, they dined, and then of all things, they went into a church, which being open and permitting organ music to exude from its smut-blackened walls, seemed less like London than any place they might have sought.


  And it happened to be a Catholic Church, and he—yes, he actually followed the pretty ways of her, near the grease-smeared pecten shell with its holy water, that stuck from a pillar: some Church oyster not uprooted from its ancient bed. And they sat on prie-dieus, in the dim incense-savoured gloom; little unaspiring lights seemed to be burning in dim places beyond; and sometimes there were voices, and sometimes these ceased again and music filled the dream-swept world in which Liphook was wrapped and veiled away. And they talked—at least she talked, low murmurous recital about herself and her life, and every detail sunk and expanded wondrously in the hot-bed of Liphook’s abnormally affected mind. The evening passed to night, and people stepped about, and doors closed with a hollow warning sound that hinted at the end of lovely things, and they went out and he left her at a door which was the back entrance to Madame Félise’s establishment; but he had rolled back a grey lisle-thread glove, and gathered an inexpressibly precious memory from the touch of that small hand that posed roses instead of pansies all the day.


  And of course he was to see her again. He had heard all about her. How a year since she had been fetched from Paris at the instance of Goldenmuth. Goldenmuth was the fair young Jewish man in the frock-coat and supremely curved hat. He was 36 a “relative” of Madame Félise, and travelled for her, in a certain sense, in Paris. He had seen Mélanie in an obscure corner of the Petit St. Thomas when paying an airy visit to a lady in charge of some department there. An idea had occurred to him; in three days he arrived and made a proposition. He had conceived the plan of transplanting this ideally French work-flower to the London shop, and his plan had been a success. Her simple, shrewd, much-defined little character clung to Mélanie in London, as in Paris; she had clever fingers, but beyond all, her appearance which Goldenmuth had the art to appreciate, soft but marked and unassailable by influence, told infinitely at that unobtrusive but conspicuous work-table.


  Half mouse, half dove; never to be vulgarised, never to be destroyed.


  Mélanie had a family, worthy épicier of Nantes, her father; her mother, his invaluable book-keeper. Her sister Hortense, cashier at the Restaurant des Trois Epées; her sister Albertine, in the millinery like herself. Every detail delighted Liphook, every word of her rapid incorrect London English sank into his mind; in the extraordinarily narrow circumscribed life that Liphook had lived—that all the Liphooks of the world usually do live—a little, naïvely-simple description of some quite different life is apt to sound surprisingly interesting, and if it comes from the lips of your Mélanie, why …..


  But previous to the glazed pink note, if Liphook had crystallised any floating ideas he might have had as to the nature of the intimacy he expected, they would have tallied in no particular with the reality. In his first letter had been certain warmly-worded sentences; at their first interview when he had interred two kisses below the lisle-thread glove, he had incoherently murmured something lover-like. It had been too dark to 37 see Mélanie’s face at the moment; but when since, more than once, he had attempted similar avowals she had put her head on one side, raised her face, crinkled up the corners of the grey eyes, and twisted quite alarmingly the lilac-pink lips. So there wasn’t much said about love or any such thing. After all, he could see her three or four times a week; on Sunday they often spent the whole day together; he could listen to her prattle; he was a silent fellow himself, having never learnt to talk and having nothing to talk about; he could, in hansoms and quiet places, tuck her hand within his arm and beam affectionately into her face, and they grew always closer and closer to each other; as camarades, still only as camarades. She never spoke of Goldenmuth except incidentally, and then very briefly; and Liphook, who had since seen the man with her in the street on two occasions, felt very unanxious to introduce the subject; after all he knew more than he wanted to about it, he said to himself. It was obvious enough. He had bought her two hats at Félise’s; he had begged to do as much, and she had advised him which he should purchase, and on evenings together she had looked ravishing beneath them. He knew many secrets of the hat trade; he knew and delightedly laughed over half a hundred fictions Mélanie exploded; he was in a fair way to become a man-milliner; even Goldenmuth could not have talked more trippingly of the concomitants of capotes.


  One Sunday, when the sunniest of days had tempted them down the river, he came suddenly into the private room where they were to lunch and found her coquetting with her veil in front of a big ugly mirror; a mad sort of impulse took him, he gripped her arms to her side, nipped her easily off the floor, bent his head round the prickly fence of hat-brim and kissed her several times; she laughed with the low, fluent gurgle of water pushing through a narrow passage. She said nothing, she only laughed.


  38 Somehow, it disorganised Liphook.


  “Do you love me? Do you love me?” he asked rapidly, even roughly, in the only voice he could command, and he shook her a little.


  She put her head on one side and made that same sweet crinkled-up kind of moue moquante, then she spread her palms out and shook them and laughed and ran away round the table. “Est-ce que je sais, moi?” she cried in French. Liphook didn’t speak. Oh, he understood her all right, but he was getting himself a little in hand first. A man like Liphook has none of the art of life; he can’t do figure-skating among his emotions like your nervous, artistic-minded, intellectually trained man. After that one outburst and the puzzlement that succeeded it, he was silent, until he remarked upon the waiter’s slowness in bringing up luncheon. But he had one thing quite clear in his thick English head, through which the blood was still whizzing and singing. He wanted to kiss her again badly; he was going to kiss her again at the first opportunity.


  But, of course, when he wasn’t with her his mind varied in its reflections. For instance, he had come home one night from dining at Aldershot—a farewell dinner to his Colonel it was—and he had actually caught himself saying: “I must get out of it,” meaning his affair with Mélanie. That was pretty early on, when it had still seemed, particularly after being in the society of worldly-wise friends who rarely, if ever, did anything foolish, much less emotional, that he was making an ass of himself, or was likely to if he didn’t “get out of it.” Now the thing had assumed a different aspect. He could not give her up; under no circumstances could he contemplate giving her up; well then, why give her up? She was only a little thing in a hat shop, she would do very much better—yes, but, somehow he had a certain 39 feeling about her, he couldn’t—well, in point of fact, he loved her; hang it, he respected her; he’d sooner be kicked out of his Club than say one word to her that he’d mind a fellow saying to his sister.


  Thus the Liphook of March, ’95, argued with the Liphook of the past two and thirty years!


  III


  Liphook’s position was awkward—all the other Liphooks in the world have said it was beastly awkward, supposing they could have been made to understand it. To many another kind of man this little love story might not have been inappropriate; occurring in the case of Liphook it was nothing less than melancholy. Not that he felt melancholy about it, no indeed; just sometimes, when he happened to think how it was all going to end, he had rather a bad moment, but thanks to his nature and training he did not think often.


  Meantime, he had sent a diamond heart to Mrs. Percival; there was more sentiment about a heart than a horse-shoe; women looked at that kind of thing, and she would feel that he wasn’t cooling off; so it had been a heart. That secured him several more weeks of freedom at any rate, and he wouldn’t have the trouble of putting notes in the fire. For on receiving the diamond heart Mrs. Percival behaved like a python after swallowing an antelope; she was torpid in satiety, and no sign came from her.


  But one morning Liphook got home to Half Moon Street after his Turkish bath, and heard that a gentleman was waiting to see him.


  “At least, hardly a gentleman, my lord; I didn’t put him in the library,” explained the intuitive Sims.


  40 Some one from his tailor’s with so-called “new” patterns, no doubt; well——


  He walked straight into the room, never thinking, and he saw Goldenmuth. The man had an offensive orchid in his buttonhole. To say that Liphook was surprised is nothing; he was astounded, and too angry to call up any expression whatever to his face; he was rigid with rage. What in hell had Sims let the fellow in for? However, this was the last of Sims; Sims would go.


  The oily little brute, with his odious hat in his hand, was speaking; was saying something about being fortunate in finding his lordship, &c.


  “Be good enough to tell me your business with me,” said Liphook, with undisguised savagery. Though he had asked him to speak, he thought that when her name was mentioned he would have to choke him. His rival—by gad, this little Jew beggar was Liphook’s rival. Goldenmuth hitched his sallow neck, as leathery as a turtle’s, in his high, burnished collar, and took his pocket-book from his breast pocket—which meant that he was nervous, and forgot that he was not calling upon a “wholesale buyer,” to whom he would presently show a pattern. He pressed the book in both hands, and swayed forward on his toes—swayed into hurried speech.


  “Being interested in a young lady whom your lordship has honoured with your attentions lately, I called to ’ave a little talk.” The man had an indescribable accent, a detestable fluency, a smile which nearly warranted you in poisoning him, a manner——! There was silence. Liphook waited; the snap with which he bit off four tough orange-coloured hairs from his moustache, sounded to him like the stroke of a hammer in the street. Then an idea struck him. He put a question:


  “What has it got to do with you?”


  41 “I am interested——”


  “So am I. But I fail to see why you should mix yourself up with my affairs.”


  “Madame Félise feels——”


  “What’s she got to do with it?” Liphook tossed out his remarks with the nakedest brutality.


  “The lady is in her employment and——”


  “Look here; say what you’ve got to say, or go,” burst from Liphook, with the rough bark of passion. He had his hands behind his back; he was holding one with the other in the fear that they might get away from him, as it were. His face was still immobile, but the crooks of two veins between the temples and the eye corners stood up upon the skin; his impassive blue eyes harboured sullen hatred. He saw the whole thing. That old woman had sent her dirty messenger to corner him, to “ask his intentions,” to get him to give himself away, to make some promise. It was a kind of blackmail they had in view. The very idea of such creatures about Mélanie would have made him sick at another time; now he felt only disgust, and the rising obstinacy about committing himself at the unsavory instance of Goldenmuth. After all, they couldn’t take Mélanie from him; she was free, she could go into another shop; he could marry …. Stop—madness!


  “Mademoiselle Mélanie is admitted to be most attractive—others have observed it——”


  “You mean you have,” sneered Liphook; in the most ungentlemanly manner, it must be allowed.


  “I must bring to the notice of your lordship,” said the Jew, with the deference of a man who knows he is getting his point, “that so young as Mademoiselle is, and so innocent, she is not fitted to understand business questions; and her parents being at 42 a distance it falls to Madame Félise and myself to see that—excuse me, my lord, but we know what London is!—that her youth is not misled.”


  “Who’s misleading her youth?” Liphook burst out; and his schoolboy language detracted nothing from the energy with which he spoke. “You can take my word here and now that she is in every respect as innocent as I found her. And now,” with a sudden reining in of his voice, “we have had enough of this talk. If you are the lady’s guardians you may reassure yourselves: I am no more to her than a friend: I have not sought to be any more.” Liphook moved in conclusion of the interview.


  “Your lordship is very obliging; but I must point out that a young and ardent girl is likely, in the warmth of her affection, to be precipitate—that we would protect her from herself.”


  “About this I have nothing to say, and will hear nothing,” exclaimed Liphook, hurriedly.


  Goldenmuth used the national gesture; he bent his right elbow, turned his right hand palm upwards and shook it softly to and fro.


  “Perhaps even I have noticed it. I am not insensible!”


  Liphook had never heard a famous passage—he neither read nor looked at Shakespeare, so this remark merely incensed him. “But,” went on the Jew, “since she came to England—for I brought her—I have made myself her protector——”


  “You’re a liar!” said Liphook, who was a very literal person.


  “Oh, my lord!—I mean in the sense of being kind to her and looking after her, with Madame Félise’s entire approval; so when I noticed the marked attentions of a gentleman like your lordship——”


  “You’re jealous,” put in Liphook, again quite inexcusably. But it would be impossible to over-estimate his contempt for this 43 man. Belonging to the uneducated section of the upper class he was a man of the toughest prejudices on some points. One of these was that all Jews were mean, scurvy devils at bottom and that no kind of consideration need be shown them. Avoid them as you would a serpent; when you meet them, crush them as you would a serpent. He’d never put it into words; but that is actually what poor Liphook thought, or at any rate it was the dim idea on which he acted.


  “Your lordship is making a mistake,” said Goldenmuth with a flush. “I am not here in my own interest; I am here to act on behalf of the young lady.” Had the heavens fallen? In her interest? Then Mélanie? Never! As if a Thing like this could speak the truth!


  “Who sent you?” Liphook always went to the point.


  “Madame Félise and I talked it over and agreed that I should make it convenient to call. We have both a great regard for Mademoiselle; we feel a responsibility—a responsibility to her parents.”


  What was all this about? Liphook was too bewildered to interrupt even.


  “Naturally, we should like to see Mademoiselle in a position, an assured position for which she is every way suited.”


  So it was as he thought. They wanted to rush a proposal. Must he chaffer with them at all?


  “I can tell you that if I had anything to propose I should write it to the lady herself,” he said.


  “We are not anxious to come between you. I may say I have enquired—my interest in Mademoiselle has led me to enquire—and Madame Félise and I think it would be in every way a suitable connection for her. Your lordship must feel that we regard her as no common girl; she deserves to be lancée in the 44 right manner; a settlement—an establishment—some indication that the connection will be fairly permanent, or if not, that suitable——”


  “Is that what you are driving at, you dog, you?” cried Liphook, illuminated at length and boiling with passion. “So you want to sell her to me and take your blasted commission? Get out of my house!” He grew suddenly quiet; it was an ominous change. “Get out, this instant, before——”


  Goldenmuth was gone, the street door banged.


  “God! God!” breathed Liphook with his hand to his wet brow, “what a hellish business!”


  * * * * *


  It was nine o’clock when Liphook came in that night. He did not know where he had been, he believed he had had something in the nature of dinner, but he could not have said exactly where he had had it.


  Sims handed him a note.


  He recognised a friend’s hand and read the four lines it contained.


  “When did Captain Throgmorton come, then?”


  “Came in about three to ’alf past, my lord; he asked me if your lordship had any engagement to-night, and said he would wait at the Club till quarter past eight and that he should dine at the Blue Posts after that.”


  “I see; well,” he reflected a moment, “Sims, pack my hunting things, have everything at St. Pancras in time for the ten o’clock express, and,” he reflected again, “Sims, I want you to take a note—no, never mind. That’ll do.”


  “V’ry good, my lord.”


  Yes, he’d go. Jack Throgmorton was the most companionable man in the world—he was so silent. Liphook and he had been 45 at Sandhurst together, they had joined the same regiment. Liphook had sent in his papers rather than stand the fag of India; Throgmorton had “taken his twelve hundred” rather than stand the fag of anywhere. He was a big heavy fellow with a marked difficulty in breathing, also there was fifteen stone of him. His round eyes, like “bulls’-eyes,” the village children’s best-loved goodies, stuck out of a face rased to an even red resentment. He had the hounds somewhere in Bedfordshire. His friends liked him enormously, so did his enemies. To say that he was stupid does not touch the fringe of a description of him. He had never had a thought of his own, nor an idea; all the same, in any Club quarrel, or in regard to a point of procedure, his was an opinion other men would willingly stand by. At this moment in his life, a blind instinct taught Liphook to seek such society; no one could be said to sum up more completely—perhaps because so unconsciously—the outlook of Liphook’s world, which of late he had positively begun to forget. The thing was bred into Throgmorton by sheer, persistent sticking to the strain, and it came out of him again mechanically, automatically, distilled through his dim brain a triple essence. The kind of man clever people have found it quite useless to run down, for it has been proved again and again that if he can only be propped up in the right place at the right moment, you’ll never find his equal in that place. Altogether, a handsome share in “the secret of England’s greatness” belongs to him. The two men met on the platform beside a pile of kit-bags and suit cases, all with Viscount Liphook’s name upon them in careful uniformity. Sims might have had the administration of an empire’s affairs upon his mind, whereas he was merely chaperoning more boots and shirts than any one man has a right to possess.


  “You didn’t come last night,” said Captain Throgmorton, as 46 though he had only just realised the fact. He prefaced the remark by his favourite ejaculation which was “Harr-rr”—he prefaced every remark with “Harr-rr”—on a cold day it was not uninspiriting if accompanied by a sharp stroke of the palms; in April it was felt to be somewhat out of season. But Captain Throgmorton merely used it as a means of getting his breath and his voice under way. “Pity,” he went on, without noticing Liphook’s silence; “good bone.” This summed up the dinner with its famous marrow-bones, at the Blue Posts.


  They got in. Each opened a Morning Post. Over the top of this fascinating sheet they flung friendly brevities from time to time.


  “Shan’t have more than a couple more days to rattle ’em about,” Captain Throgmorton remarked, after half an hour’s silence, and a glance at the flying hedges.


  Liphook began to come back into his world. After all it was a comfortable world. Yet had an angel for a time transfigured it, ah dear! how soft that angel’s wings, if he might be folded within them …. old world, dear, bad old world, you might roll by.


  They were coming home from hunting next day. Each man bent ungainly in his saddle; their cords were splashed; the going had been heavy, and once it had been hot as well, but only for a while. Then they had hung about a lot, and though they found three times, they hadn’t killed. Liphook was weary. When Throgmorton stuck his crop under his thigh, hung his reins on it, and lit a cigar, Liphook was looking up at the sky, where dolorous clouds of solid purple splotched a background of orange, flame-colour and rose. Throgmorton’s peppermint eye rolled slowly round when it left his cigar-tip; he knew that when a man—that is, a man of Liphook’s sort—is found staring at a thing like the sunset there is a screw loose somewhere.


  47 “Wha’ is it, Harold?” he said, on one side of his cigar.


  Liphook made frank answer.


  “What’s she done then?”


  “Oh, Lord, it isn’t her.”


  “’Nother?” said Jack, without any show of surprise, and got his answer again.


  “What sort?” This was very difficult, but Liphook shut his eyes and flew it.


  “How old?”


  “Twenty,” said Liphook, and felt a rapture rising.


  “Jack, man,” he exclaimed, under the influence of the flame and rose, no doubt, “what if I were to marry?”


  Throgmorton was not, as has been indicated, a person of fine fibre. “Do, and be done with ’em,” said he. And after all, as far as it went, it was sound enough advice.


  “I mean marry her,” Liphook explained, and the explanation cost him a considerable expenditure of pluck.


  An emotional man would have fallen off his horse—if the horse would have let him. Jack’s horse never would have let him. Jack said nothing for a moment; his eye merely seemed to swell; then he put another question:


  “Earl know about it?”


  “By George, I should say not!”


  “Harr-rr.”


  That meant that the point would be resolved in the curiously composed brain of Captain Throgmorton, and by common consent not another word was said on the matter.


  48 IV


  Two days had gone by. Liphook’s comfortable sense of having acted wisely in coming out of town to think the thing over still supported him, ridiculous though it seems. For of course he was no more able to think anything over than a Hottentot. Thinking is not a natural process at all; savage men never knew of it, and many people think it quite as dangerous as it is unnatural. It has become fashionable to learn thinking, and some forms of education undertake to teach it; but Liphook had never gone through those forms of education. After all, to understand Liphook, one must admit that he approximated quite as nearly to the savage as to the civilised and thinking man, if not more nearly. His appetites and his habits were mainly savage, and had he lived in savage times he would not have been touched by a kind of love for which he was never intended, and his trouble would not have existed. However, he was as he was, and he was thinking things over; that is, he was waiting and listening for the most forceful of his instincts to make itself heard, and he had crept like a dumb unreasoning animal into the burrow of his kind, making one last effort to be of them. At the end of the week his loudest instinct was setting up a roar; there could be no mistaking it. He loved her. He could not part from her; he must get back to her; he must make her his and carry her off.


  “Sorry to be leaving you, Jack,” he said one morning at the end of the week. They were standing looking out of the hall door together and it was raining. “But I find I must go up this morning.”


  Throgmorton rolled a glance at him, then armed him into the library and shut the door.


  49 “What are you going to do?”


  “Marry her.”


  There was a silence. They stood there, the closest feeling of friendship between them, not saying a word.


  “My dear Harold,” said Throgmorton at length, with much visible and more invisible effort; he put a hand heavily on Liphook’s shoulder and blew hard in his mute emotion. Then he put his other hand on Liphook’s other shoulder. Liphook kept his eyes down; he was richly conscious of all Jack was mutely saying; he felt the weight of every unspoken argument; the moment was a long one, but for both these slow-moving minds a very crowded moment.


  “Come to the Big Horn Mountains with me,” Throgmorton remarked suddenly, “——and——har-rr write to her from there.”


  He was proud of this suggestion; he knew the value of a really remote point to write from. It was always one of the first things to give your mind to, the choice of a geographically well-nigh inaccessible point to write from. First you found it, then you went to it, and when you got there, by Jove, you didn’t need to write at all. Liphook smiled in impartial recognition of his friend’s wisdom, but shook his head.


  “Thanks,” he said. “I’ve thought it all over”—he genuinely believed he had—“and I’m going to marry her. Jack, old man, I love her like the very devil!”


  In spite of the grotesqueness of the phrase, the spirit in it was worth having.


  Throgmorton’s hands came slowly off his friend’s shoulders. He walked to the window, took out a very big handkerchief and dried his head. He seemed to look out at the dull rain battering on the gravel and digging yellow holes.


  50 “I’ll drive you to meet the 11.15,” he said at last and went out of the room.


  Liphook put up his arms and drew a deep breath; it had been a stiff engagement. He felt tired. But no, not tired. Roll by, O bad old world—he has chosen the angel’s wing!


  Not one word had passed about Goldenmuth, Madame Félise, or the astounding interview; a man like Liphook can always hold his tongue; one of his greatest virtues. Besides, why should he ever think or breathe the names of those wretches again? Jack Throgmorton, in his splendid ignorance, would have been unable to throw light upon the real motive of these simple, practical French people. Liphook to his dying day would believe they had given proof of hideous iniquity, while in reality they were actuated by a very general belief of the bourgeoise, that to be “established,” with settlements, as the mistress of a viscount, is quite as good as becoming the wife of a grocer. They had been, perhaps, wicked, but innocently wicked; for they acted according to their belief, in the girl’s best interest. Unfortunately they had had an impracticable Anglais to deal with and had had to submit to insult; in their first encounter, they had been worsted by British brute stupidity.


  With a constant dull seething of impulses that quite possessed him, he got through the time that had to elapse before he could hear from her in reply to his short letter. He had done with thinking. A chance meeting with his father on the sunny side of Pall Mall one morning did not even disquiet him. His every faculty, every fibre was in thrall to his great passion. The rest of life seemed minute, unimportant, fatuous, a mass of trivial futilities.


  There were two things in the world, and two only. There was Mélanie, and there was love. Ah, yes, and there was time!


  51 Why did she not answer?


  A note from the bonnet-shop, re-enclosing his own, offered an explanation that entered like a frozen knife-blade into Liphook’s heart. She had left. She was gone. Gone altogether, for good.


  Absurd! Did they suppose they could—oh, a higher price was what they wanted. He’d go; by God he’d give it. Was he not going to marry her? He hurried to the hat-shop; he dropped into the chair he had occupied when last in the shop, let his stick fall between his knees and stared before him into the mirrored walls. All the same tangled scene of passing people, customers, shop-women and brilliant millinery was reflected in them; only the bright hats islanded and steady among this ugly fluctuation. Pools of fretful life, these circular mirrors; garish, discomfiting to gaze at; stirred surely by no angel unless the reflection of the mouse-maiden should ever cross their surfaces.


  Fifteen minutes later he was standing gazing at the horrid clock and ornaments in ormolu that stood on the mantel-piece of the red velvet salon where he waited for Madame Félise.


  She came. Her bow was admirable.


  “I wrote to Mademoiselle, and my letter has been returned. The note says she has gone.” Liphook’s schoolboy bluntness came out most when he was angry. “Where has she gone? And why?”


  “Aha! Little Mademoiselle! Yes, indeed, she has left us and how sorry we are! Chère petite! But what could we do? We would have kept her, but her parents——” A shrug and a smile punctuated the sentence.


  “What about her parents?”


  “They had arranged for her an alliance—what would you have?—we had to let her go. And the rezponsibility—after all——”


  52 “What sort of an alliance?” The dog-like note was in his voice again.


  “But—an alliance! I believe very good; a charpentier—a charcutier, I forget—but bien solide!”


  “Do you mean you have sold her to some French——”


  “Ah, my lord! how can you speak such things? Her parents are most rezpectable, she has always been most rezpectable—naturally we had more than once felt anxious here in London——”


  “I wish to marry her,” said Liphook curtly, and he said it still, though he believed her to have been thrust upon a less reputable road. It was his last, his greatest triumph over his world. It fitted him nobly for the shelter of the angel’s wing. He had learned the worst—and——


  “I wish to marry her,” said Liphook.


  “Hélas!—but she is married!” shrieked Madame Félise in a mock agony of regret, but with surprise twinkling in her little black eyes.


  “Married!” shouted Liphook. “Impossible!”


  “Ask Mr. Goldenmuth, he was at the wedding.” Madame laughed; the true explanation of my lord’s remarkable statement had just struck her. It was a ruse; an English ruse. She laughed very much, and it sounded and looked most unpleasant.


  “His lordship was—a little unfriendly—a little too—too reserved—not to tell us, not even to tell Mademoiselle herself that he desired to marry her,” she said with villainous archness.


  Liphook strode to the door. Yes, why, why had he not?


  “I will find her; I know where her relatives live. “If it is a lie—I’ll make you sorry——”


  “Fi donc, what a word! The ceremony at the Mairiewas on Thursday last.”


  53 They were going downstairs and had to pass through the showrooms—quite near—ah, quite near—the table where the little grey and brown pigeons sat clustered, where the one ring-dove had sat too.


  “It is sometimes the fate of a lover who thinks too long,” Madame was saying, with an air of much philosophy. “But see now, if my lord would care to send a little souvenir”—Madame reached hastily to a model on a stand—“comme cadeau de noce here is something quite exquis!” She kissed the tips of her brown fingers—inimitably, it must be allowed. “So simple, so young, so innocent—I could pose a little nœud of myosotis. Coming from my lord, it would be so delicate!”


  Liphook was in a shop. There were people about. He was a lover, he was a fool, he was a gentleman.


  “Er—thank you—not to-day,” he said; the air of the world he had repudiated came back to him. And a man like Liphook doesn’t let you see when he is hit. That is the beauty of him. He knew it was true, but he would go to Paris; yes, though he knew it was true. He would not, could not see her. But he would go.


  He stood a moment in the sun outside the shop, its windows like gardens behind him; its shop-ladies like evil-eyed reptiles in these gardens. The carpets, the mirrors on the wall, the tables at the back—and it was here he had first seen the tip and heard the flutter of an angel’s wing!


  “Lord Liphook,” said a voice, “what an age ….”


  He turned and lifted his hat.


  His world had claimed him.


  ·  ·


  54 D’Outre tombe


  By Rosamund Marriott-Watson


  
    Beside my grave, if chance should ever bring you,


    You, peradventure, on some dim Spring day,


    What song of welcome could my blackbird sing you,


    As once in May?

  


  
    As once in May, when all the birds were calling,


    Calling and crying through the soft Spring rain,


    As once in Autumn with the dead leaves falling


    In wood and lane.

  


  
    I, in my grave, and you, above, remember—


    And yet between us what is there to say?—


    In Death’s disseverance, wider than December


    Disparts from May.

  


  
    I with the dead, and you among the living,


    In separate camps we sojourn, unallied;


    Life is unkind and Death is unforgiving,


    And both divide.

  


  ·  ·


  55 Babies and Brambles†


  By Katharine Cameron


  ·  ·
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  59 The Invisible Prince


  By Henry Harland


  At a masked ball given by the Countess Wohenhoffen, in Vienna, during carnival week, a year ago, a man draped in the embroidered silks of a Chinese mandarin, his features entirely concealed by an enormous Chinese head in cardboard, was standing in the Wintergarten, the big, dimly lighted conservatory, near the door of one of the gilt-and-white reception rooms, rather a stolid-seeming witness of the multi-coloured romp within, when a voice behind him said, “How do you do, Mr. Field?”—a woman’s voice, an English voice.


  The mandarin turned round.


  From a black mask, a pair of blue-grey eyes looked into his broad, bland Chinese visage; and a black domino dropped him an extravagant little courtesy.


  “How do you do?” he responded. “I’m afraid I’m not Mr. Field; but I’ll gladly pretend I am, if you’ll stop and talk with me. I was dying for a little human conversation.”


  “Oh, you’re afraid you’re not Mr. Field, are you?” the mask replied derisively. “Then why did you turn when I called his name?”


  “You mustn’t hope to disconcert me with questions like that,” said he. “I turned because I liked your voice.”


  60 He might quite reasonably have liked her voice, a delicate, clear, soft voice, somewhat high in register, with an accent, crisp, chiselled, concise, that suggested wit as well as distinction. She was rather tall, for a woman; one could divine her slender and graceful, under the voluminous folds of her domino.


  She moved a little away from the door, deeper into the conservatory. The mandarin kept beside her. There, amongst the palms, a fontaine lumineuse was playing, rhythmically changing colour. Now it was a shower of rubies; now of emeralds or amethysts, of sapphires, topazes, or opals.


  “How pretty,” she said, “and how frightfully ingenious. I am wondering whether this wouldn’t be a good place to sit down. What do you think?” And she pointed with her fan to a rustic bench.


  “I think it would be no more than fair to give it a trial,” he assented.


  So they sat down on the rustic bench, by the fontaine lumineuse.


  “In view of your fear that you’re not Mr. Field, it’s rather a coincidence that at a masked ball in Vienna you should just happen to be English, isn’t it?” she asked.


  “Oh, everybody’s more or less English, in these days, you know,” said he.


  “There’s some truth in that,” she admitted, with a laugh. “What a diverting piece of artifice this Wintergarten is, to be sure. Fancy arranging the electric lights to shine through a dome of purple glass, and look like stars. They do look like stars, don’t they? Slightly over-dressed, showy stars, indeed; stars in the German taste; but stars, all the same. Then, by day, you know, the purple glass is removed, and you get the sun—the real sun. Do you notice the delicious fragrance of lilac? If one 61 hadn’t too exacting an imagination, one might almost persuade oneself that one was in a proper open-air garden, on a night in May…. Yes, everybody is more or less English, in these days. That’s precisely the sort of thing I should have expected Victor Field to say.”


  “By-the-bye,” questioned the mandarin, “if you don’t mind increasing my stores of knowledge, who is this fellow Field?”


  “This fellow Field? Ah, who indeed?” said she. “That’s just what I wish you’d tell me.”


  “I’ll tell you with pleasure, after you’ve supplied me with the necessary data.”


  “Well, by some accounts, he’s a little literary man in London.”


  “Oh, come! You never imagined that I was a little literary man in London.”


  “You might be worse. However, if the phrase offends you, I’ll say a rising young literary man, instead. He writes things, you know.”


  “Poor chap, does he? But then, that’s a way they have, rising young literary persons?”


  “Doubtless. Poems and stories and things. And book reviews, I suspect. And even, perhaps, leading articles in the newspapers.”


  “Toute la lyre enfin? What they call a penny-a-liner?”


  “I’m sure I don’t know what he’s paid. I should think he’d get rather more than a penny. He’s fairly successful. The things he does aren’t bad.”


  “I must look ’em up. But meantime, will you tell me how you came to mistake me for him? Has he the Chinese type? Besides, what on earth should a little London literary man be doing at the Countess Wohenhoffen’s?”


  “He was standing near the door, over there, dying for a little 62 human conversation, till I took pity on him. No, he hasn’t exactly the Chinese type, but he’s wearing a Chinese costume, and I should suppose he’d feel uncommonly hot in that exasperatingly placid Chinese head. I’m nearly suffocated, and I’m only wearing a loup. For the rest, why shouldn’t he be here?”


  “If your loup bothers you, pray take it off. Don’t mind me.”


  “You’re extremely good. But if I should take off my loup, you’d be sorry. Of course, manlike, you’re hoping that I’m young and pretty.”


  “Well, and aren’t you?”


  “I’m a perfect fright. I’m an old maid.”


  “Thank you. Manlike, I confess, I was hoping you’d be young and pretty. Now my hope has received the strongest confirmation. I’m sure you are.”


  “Your argument, with a meretricious air of subtlety, is facile and superficial. Don’t pin your faith to it. Why shouldn’t Victor Field be here?”


  “The Countess only receives tremendous swells. It’s the most exclusive house in Europe.”


  “Are you a tremendous swell?”


  “Rather! Aren’t you?”


  She laughed a little, and stroked her fan, a big fan of fluffy black feathers.


  “That’s very jolly,” said he.


  “What?” said she.


  “That thing in your lap.”


  “My fan?”


  “I expect you’d call it a fan.”


  “For goodness’ sake, what would you call it?”


  “I should call it a fan.”


  63 She gave another little laugh. “You have a nice instinct for the mot juste,” she informed him.


  “Oh, no,” he disclaimed, modestly. “But I can call a fan a fan, when I think it won’t shock the sensibilities of my hearer.”


  “If the Countess only receives tremendous swells,” said she, “you must remember that Victor Field belongs to the Aristocracy of Talent.”


  “Oh, quant à ça, so, from the Wohenhoffens’ point of view, do the barber and the horse-leech. In this house, the Aristocracy of Talent dines with the butler.”


  “Is the Countess such a snob?”


  “No; she’s an Austrian. They draw the line so absurdly tight in Austria.”


  “Well, then, you leave me no alternative but to conclude that Victor Field is a tremendous swell. Didn’t you notice, I bobbed him a courtesy?”


  “I took the courtesy as a tribute to my Oriental magnificence. Field doesn’t sound like an especially patrician name. I’d give anything to discover who you are. Can’t you be induced to tell me? I’ll bribe, entreat, threaten—I’ll do anything you think might persuade you.”


  “I’ll tell you at once, if you’ll own up that you’re Victor Field.”


  “Oh, I’ll own up that I’m Queen Elizabeth if you’ll tell me who you are. The end justifies the means.”


  “Then you are Victor Field?”


  “If you don’t mind suborning perjury, why should I mind committing it? Yes. And now, who are you?”


  “No; I must have an unequivocal avowal. Are you or are you not Victor Field?”


  64 “Let us put it at this, that I’m a good serviceable imitation; an excellent substitute when the genuine article is not procurable.”


  “Of course, your real name isn’t anything like Victor Field,” she declared pensively.


  “I never said it was. But I admire the way in which you give with one hand and take back with the other.”


  “Your real name is …. Wait a moment …. Yes, now I have it. Your real name …. It’s rather long. You don’t think it will bore you?”


  “Oh, if it’s really my real name, I daresay I’m hardened to it.”


  “Your real name is Louis Charles Ferdinand Stanislas John Joseph Emmanuel Maria Anna.”


  “Mercy upon me,” he cried, “what a name! You ought to have broken it to me in instalments. And it’s all Christian name at that. Can’t you spare me just a little rag of a surname, for decency’s sake?”


  “The surnames of royalties don’t matter, Monseigneur.”


  “Royalties? What? Dear me, here’s rapid promotion! I am royal now? And a moment ago I was a little penny-a-liner in London.”


  “L’un n’empêche pas l’autre. Have you never heard the story of the Invisible Prince?”


  “I adore irrelevancy. I seem to have read something about an invisible prince when I was young. A fairy tale, wasn’t it?”


  “The irrelevancy is only apparent. The story I mean is a story of real life. Have you ever heard of the Duke of Zeln?”


  “Zeln? Zeln?” he repeated, reflectively. “No, I don’t think so.”


  She clapped her hands. “Really, you do it admirably. If I weren’t perfectly sure of my facts, I believe I should be taken in. 65 Zeln, as any history would tell you, as any old atlas would show you, was a little independent duchy in the centre of Germany.”


  “Poor, dear thing! Like Jonah in the centre of the whale,” he murmured, sympathetically.


  “Hush. Don’t interrupt. Zeln was a little independent German duchy, and the Duke of Zeln was its sovereign. After the war with France it was absorbed by Prussia. But the ducal family still rank as royal highnesses. Of course, you’ve heard of the Leczinskis?”


  “Lecz—— what?”


  “Leczinski.”


  “How do you spell it?”


  “L—e—c—z—i—n—s—k—i.”


  “Good. Capital. You have a real gift for spelling.”


  “Will you be quiet,” she said, severely, “and answer my question? Are you familiar with the name?”


  “I should never venture to be familiar with a name I didn’t know.”


  “Ah, you don’t know it? You have never heard of Stanislas Leczinski, who was king of Poland? Of Marie Leczinska, who married Louis XV.?”


  “Oh, to be sure. I remember. The lady whose portrait one sees at Versailles.”


  “Quite so. Very well; the last representative of the Leczinskis, in the elder line, was the Princess Anna Leczinska, who, in 1858, married the Duke of Zeln. She was the daughter of John Leczinski, Duke of Grodnia, and governor of Galicia, and of the Archduchess Henrietta d’Este, a cousin of the Emperor of Austria. She was also a great heiress, and an extremely handsome woman. But the Duke of Zeln was a bad lot, a viveur, a gambler, a spendthrift. His wife, like a fool, made her entire 66 fortune over to him, and he proceeded to play ducks and drakes with it. By the time their son was born he’d got rid of the last farthing. Their son wasn’t born till ’63, five years after their marriage. Well, and then, what do you suppose the duke did?”


  “Reformed, of course. The wicked husband always reforms when a child is born—and there’s no more money.”


  “You know perfectly well what he did. He petitioned the German Diet to annul the marriage. You see, having exhausted the dowry of the Princess Anna, it occurred to him that if she could only be got out of the way, he might marry another heiress, and have the spending of another fortune.”


  “Clever dodge. Did it come off?”


  “It came off, all too well. He based his petition on the ground that the marriage had never been—I forget what the technical term is. Anyhow, he pretended that the princess had never been his wife except in name, and that the child couldn’t possibly be his. The Emperor of Austria stood by his connection, like the loyal gentleman he is; used every scrap of influence he possessed to help her. But the duke, who was a Protestant (the princess was of course a Catholic), persuaded all the Protestant States in the Diet to vote in his favour. The Emperor of Austria was powerless, the Pope was powerless. And the Diet annulled the marriage.”


  “Ah,” said the mandarin.


  “Yes. The marriage was annulled, and the child declared illegitimate. Ernest Augustus, as the duke was somewhat inconsequently named, married again, and had other children, the eldest of whom is the present bearer of the title—the same Duke of Zeln one hears of, quarrelling with the croupiers at Monte Carlo. The Princess Anna, with her baby, came to Austria. The Emperor gave her a pension, and lent her one of his country 67 houses to live in—Schloss Sanct Andreas. Our hostess, by-the-bye, the Countess Wohenhoffen, was her intimate friend and her première dame d’honneur.”


  “Ah,” said the mandarin.


  “But the poor princess had suffered more than she could bear. She died when her child was four years old. The Countess Wohenhoffen took the infant, by the Emperor’s desire, and brought him up with her own son Peter. He was called Prince Louis Leczinski. Of course, in all moral right, he was the Hereditary Prince of Zeln. His legitimacy, for the rest, and his mother’s innocence, are perfectly well established, in every sense but a legal sense, by the fact that he has all the physical characteristics of the Zeln stock. He has the Zeln nose and the Zeln chin, which are as distinctive as the Hapsburg lip.”


  “I hope, for the poor young man’s sake, though, that they’re not so unbecoming?”


  “They’re not exactly pretty. The nose is a thought too long, the chin is a trifle short. However, I daresay the poor young man is satisfied. As I was about to tell you, the Countess Wohenhoffen brought him up, and the Emperor destined him for the Church. He even went to Rome and entered the Austrian College. He’d have been on the high road to a cardinalate by this time, if he’d stuck to the priesthood, for he had strong interest. But, lo and behold, when he was about twenty, he chucked the whole thing up.”


  “Ah? Histoire de femme?”


  “Very likely, though I’ve never heard any one say so. At all events, he left Rome, and started upon his travels. He had no money of his own, but the Emperor made him an allowance. He started upon his travels, and he went to India, and he went to America, and he went to South Africa, and then, finally, in ’87 68 or ’88, he went—no one knows where. He totally disappeared, vanished into space. He’s not been heard of since. Some people think he’s dead. But the greater number suppose that he tired of his false position in the world, and one fine day determined to escape from it, by sinking his identity, changing his name, and going in for a new life under new conditions. They call him the Invisible Prince. His position was rather an ambiguous one, wasn’t it? You see, he was neither one thing nor the other. He had no état-civil. In the eyes of the law he was a bastard, yet he knew himself to be the legitimate son of the Duke of Zeln. He was a citizen of no country, yet he was the rightful heir to a throne. He was the last descendant of Stanislas Leczinski, yet it was without authority that he bore his name. And then, of course, the rights and wrongs of the matter were only known to a few. The majority of people simply remembered that there had been a scandal. And (as a wag once said of him) wherever he went, he left his mother’s reputation behind him. No wonder he found the situation irksome. Well, there is the story of the Invisible Prince.”


  “And a very exciting, melodramatic little story, too. For my part, I suspect your Prince met a boojum. I love to listen to stories. Won’t you tell me another? Do, please.”


  “No, he didn’t meet a boojum. He went to England, and set up for an author. The Invisible Prince and Victor Field are one and the same person.”


  “Oh, I say! Not really?”


  “Yes, really.”


  “What makes you think so?”


  “I’m sure of it. To begin with, I must confide to you that Victor Field is a man I’ve never met.”


  “Never met ….? But, by the blithe way in which you 69 were laying his sins at my door, a little while ago, I supposed you were sworn confederates.”


  “What’s the good of masked balls, if you can’t talk to people you’ve never met? I’ve never met him, but I’m one of his admirers. I like his little poems. And I’m the happy possessor of a portrait of him. It’s a print after a photograph. I cut it from an illustrated paper.”


  “I really almost wish I was Victor Field. I should feel such a glow of gratified vanity.”


  “And the Countess Wohenhoffen has at least twenty portraits of the Invisible Prince—photographs, miniatures, life-size paintings, taken from the time he was born, almost, to the time of his disappearance. Victor Field and Louis Leczinski have countenances as like each other as two halfpence.”


  “An accidental resemblance, doubtless.”


  “No, it isn’t an accidental resemblance.”


  “Oh, then you think it’s intentional?”


  “Don’t be absurd. I might have thought it accidental, except for one or two odd little circumstances. Primo, Victor Field is a guest at the Wohenhoffens’ ball.”


  “Oh, he is a guest here?”


  “Yes, he is. You are wondering how I know. Nothing simpler. The same costumier who made my domino, supplied his Chinese dress. I noticed it at his shop. It struck me as rather nice, and I asked whom it was for. The costumier said, for an Englishman at the Hôtel de Bade. Then he looked in his book, and told me the Englishman’s name. It was Victor Field. So, when I saw the same Chinese dress here to-night, I knew it covered the person of one of my favourite authors. But I own, like you, I was a good deal surprised. What on earth should a little London literary man be doing at the Countess Wohenhoffen’s? 70 And then I remembered the astonishing resemblance between Victor Field and Louis Leczinski; and I remembered that to Louis Leczinski the Countess Wohenhoffen had been a second mother; and I reflected that though he chose to be as one dead and buried for the rest of the world, Louis Leczinski might very probably keep up private relations with the Countess. He might very probably come to her ball, incognito, and safely masked. I observed also that the Countess’s rooms were decorated throughout with white lilac. But the white lilac is the emblematic flower of the Leczinskis; green and white are their family colours. Wasn’t the choice of white lilac on this occasion perhaps designed as a secret compliment to the Prince? I was taught in the schoolroom that two and two make four.”


  “Oh, one can see that you’ve enjoyed a liberal education. But where were you taught to jump to conclusions? You do it with a grace, an assurance. I too have heard that two and two make four; but first you must catch your two and two. Really, as if there couldn’t be more than one Chinese costume knocking about Vienna, during carnival week! Dear, good, sweet lady, it’s of all disguises the disguise they’re driving hardest, this particular season. And then to build up an elaborate theory of identities upon the mere chance resemblance of a pair of photographs! Photographs indeed! Photographs don’t give the complexion. Say that your Invisible Prince is dark, what’s to prevent your literary man from being fair or sandy? Or vice versâ? And then, how is a little German Polish princeling to write poems and things in English? No, no, no; your reasoning hasn’t a leg to stand on.”


  “Oh, I don’t mind its not having legs, so long as it convinces me. As for writing poems and things in English, you yourself said that everybody is more or less English, in these days. 71 German princes are especially so. They all learn English, as a second mother-tongue. You see, like Circassian beauties, they are mostly bred up for the marriage market; and nothing is a greater help towards a good sound remunerative English marriage, than a knowledge of the language. However, don’t be frightened. I must take it for granted that Victor Field would prefer not to let the world know who he is. I happen to have discovered his secret. He may trust to my discretion.”


  “You still persist in imagining that I’m Victor Field?”


  “I should have to be extremely simple-minded to imagine anything else. You wouldn’t be a male human being if you had sat here for half an hour patiently talking about another man.”


  “Your argument, with a meretricious air of subtlety, is facile and superficial. I thank you for teaching me that word. I’d sit here till doomsday talking about my worst enemy, for the pleasure of talking with you.”


  “Perhaps we have been talking of your worst enemy. Whom do the moralists pretend a man’s worst enemy is wont to be?”


  “I wish you would tell me the name of the person the moralists would consider your worst enemy.”


  “I’ll tell you directly, as I said before, if you’ll own up.”


  “Your price is prohibitive. I’ve nothing to own up to.”


  “Well then—good night.”


  Lightly, swiftly, she fled from the conservatory, and was soon irrecoverable in the crowd.


  *

  *  *


  The next morning Victor Field left Vienna for London; but before he left he wrote a letter to Peter Wohenhoffen. In the course of it he said: “There was an Englishwoman at your ball last night with the reasoning powers of a detective in a novel. 72 By divers processes of elimination and induction, she had formed all sorts of theories about no end of things. Among others, for instance, she was willing to bet her halidome that a certain Prince Louis Leczinski, who seems to have gone on the spree some years ago, and never to have come home again—she was willing to bet anything you like that Leczinski and I—moi qui vous parle—were to all intents and purposes the same. Who was she, please? Rather a tall woman, in a black domino, with grey eyes, or greyish blue, and a nice voice.”


  In the answer which he received from Peter Wohenhoffen towards the end of the week, Peter said: “There were nineteen Englishwomen at my mother’s party, all of them rather tall, with nice voices, and grey or blue-grey eyes. I don’t know what colours their dominoes were. Here is a list of them.”


  The names that followed were names of people whom Victor Field almost certainly would never meet. The people Victor knew in London were the sort of people a little literary man might be expected to know. Most of them were respectable; some of them even deemed themselves rather smart—and patronised him right Britishly. But the nineteen names in Peter Wohenhoffen’s list (“Oh, me! Oh, my!” cried Victor) were names to make you gasp.


  All the same, he went a good deal to Hyde Park during the season, and watched the driving.


  “Which of all those haughty high-born beauties is she?” he wondered futilely.


  And then the season passed, and then the year; and little by little, of course, he ceased to think about her.


  *

  *  *


  One afternoon last May, a man habited in accordance with 73 the fashion of the period, stopped before a hairdresser’s shop in Knightsbridge somewhere, and, raising his hat, bowed to the three waxen ladies who simpered from the window.


  “Oh! It’s Mr. Field!” a voice behind him cried. “What are these cryptic rites that you’re performing? What on earth are you bowing into a hairdresser’s window for?”—a smooth, melodious voice, tinged by an inflection that was half ironical, half bewildered.


  “I was saluting the type of English beauty,” he answered, turning. “Fortunately, there are divergencies from it,” he added, as he met the puzzled smile of his interlocutrice; a puzzled smile indeed, but, like the voice, by no means without its touch of irony.


  She gave a little laugh; and then, examining the models critically, “Oh?” she questioned. “Would you call that the type? You place the type high. Their features are quite faultless, and who ever saw such complexions?”


  “It’s the type, all the same,” said he. “Just as the imitation marionette is the type of English breeding.”


  “The imitation marionette? I’m afraid I don’t follow,” she confessed.


  “The imitation marionettes. You’ve seen them at little theatres in Italy. They’re actors who imitate puppets. Men and women who try to behave as if they weren’t human, as if they were made of starch and whalebone instead of flesh and blood.”


  “Ah, yes,” she assented, with another little laugh. “That would be rather typical of our insular methods. But do you know what an engaging, what a reviving spectacle you presented, as you stood there flourishing your hat? What do you imagine people thought? And what would have happened to you if I had just chanced to be a policeman, instead of a friend?”


  74 “Would you have clapped your handcuffs on me? I suppose my conduct did seem rather suspicious. I was in the deepest depths of dejection. One must give some expression to one’s sorrow.”


  “Are you going towards Kensington?” she asked, preparing to move on.


  “Before I commit myself, I should like to be sure whether you are,” he replied.


  “You can easily discover with a little perseverance.”


  He placed himself beside her, and together they walked towards Kensington.


  She was rather taller than the usual woman, and slender. She was exceedingly well-dressed; smartly, becomingly: a jaunty little hat of strangely twisted straw, with an aigrette springing defiantly from it; a jacket covered with mazes and labyrinths of embroidery; at her throat a big knot of white lace, the ends of which fell winding in a creamy cascade to her waist (do they call the thing a jabot?); and then….. But what can a man trust himself to write of these esoteric matters? She carried herself extremely well, too: with grace, with distinction, her head held high, even thrown back a little, superciliously. She had an immense quantity of very lovely hair. Red hair? Yellow hair? Red hair with yellow lights burning in it? Yellow hair with red fires shimmering through it? In a single loose, full billow it swept away from her forehead, and then flowed into half-a-thousand rippling, crinkling, capricious undulations. And her skin had the sensitive colouring, the fineness of texture, that are apt to accompany red hair when it’s yellow, yellow hair when it’s red. Her face, with its pensive, quizzical eyes, its tip-tilted nose, its rather large mouth, and the little mocking quirks and curves the lips took, was an alert, arch, witty face, a delicate 75 high-bred face, and withal a somewhat sensuous, emotional face; the face of a woman with a vast deal of humour in her soul, a vast deal of mischief, of a woman who would love to tease you and mystify you, and lead you on, and put you off, and yet who, in her own way, at her own time, would know supremely well how to be kind.


  But it was mischief rather than kindness that glimmered in her eyes at present, as she asked, “You were in the deepest depths of dejection? Poor man! Why?”


  “I can’t precisely determine,” said he, “whether the sympathy that seems to vibrate in your voice is genuine or counterfeit.”


  “Perhaps it’s half and half. But my curiosity is unmixed. Tell me your troubles.”


  “The catalogue is long. I’ve sixteen hundred million. The weather, for example. The shameless beauty of this radiant spring day. It’s enough to stir all manner of wild pangs and longings in the heart of an octogenarian. But, anyhow, when one’s life is passed in a dungeon, one can’t perpetually be singing and dancing from mere exuberance of joy, can one?”


  “Is your life passed in a dungeon?”


  “Indeed, indeed, it is. Isn’t yours?”


  “It had never occurred to me that it was.”


  “You’re lucky. Mine is passed in the dungeons of Castle Ennui.”


  “Oh, Castle Ennui. Ah, yes. You mean you’re bored?”


  “At this particular moment I’m savouring the most exquisite excitement. But in general, when I am not working or sleeping, I’m bored to extermination—incomparably bored. If only one could work and sleep alternately, twenty-four hours a day, the year round! There’s no use trying to play in London. It’s so 76 hard to find a playmate. The English people take their pleasures without salt.”


  “The dungeons of Castle Ennui,” she repeated meditatively. “Yes, we are fellow-prisoners. I’m bored to extermination too. Still,” she added, “one is allowed out on parole, now and again. And sometimes one has really quite delightful little experiences.”


  “It would ill become me, in the present circumstances, to dispute that.”


  “But the Castle waits to reclaim us afterwards, doesn’t it? That’s rather a happy image, Castle Ennui.”


  “I’m extremely glad you approve of it; Castle Ennui is the Bastille of modern life. It is built of prunes and prisms; it has its outer court of Convention, and its inner court of Propriety; it is moated round by Respectability; and the shackles its inmates wear are forged of dull little duties and arbitrary little rules. You can only escape from it at the risk of breaking your social neck, or remaining a fugitive from social justice to the end of your days. Yes, it is a fairly decent little image.”


  “A bit out of something you’re preparing for the press?” she suggested.


  “Oh, how unkind of you!” he cried. “It was absolutely extemporaneous.”


  “One can never tell, with vous autres gens-de-lettres.”


  “It would be friendlier to say nous autres gens d’esprit”


  “Aren’t we proving to what degree nous autres gens d’esprit sont bêtes,” she remarked, “by continuing to walk along this narrow pavement, when we can get into Kensington Gardens by merely crossing the street? Would it take you out of your way?”


  “I have no way. I was sauntering for pleasure, if you can believe me. I wish I could hope that you have no way either. 77 Then we could stop here, and crack little jokes together the livelong afternoon,” he said, as they entered the Gardens.


  “Alas, my way leads straight back to the Castle. I’ve promised to call on an old woman in Campden Hill.”


  “Disappoint her. It’s good for old women to be disappointed. It whips up their circulation.”


  “I shouldn’t much regret disappointing the old woman, and I should rather like an hour or two of stolen freedom. I don’t mind owning that I’ve generally found you, as men go, a moderately interesting man to talk with. But the deuce of it is….. You permit the expression?”


  “I’m devoted to the expression.”


  “The deuce of it is, I’m supposed to be driving.”


  “Oh, that doesn’t matter. So many suppositions in this world are baseless.”


  “But there’s the prison-van. It’s one of the tiresome rules in the female wing of Castle Ennui that you’re always supposed, more or less, to be driving. And though you may cheat the authorities by slipping out of the prison-van directly it’s turned the corner, and sending it on ahead, there it remains, a factor that can’t be eliminated. The prison-van will relentlessly await my arrival in the old woman’s street.”


  “That only adds to the sport. Let it wait. When a factor can’t be eliminated, it should be haughtily ignored. Besides, there are higher considerations. If you leave me, what shall I do with the rest of this weary day?”


  “You can go to your club.”


  “Merciful lady! What sin have I committed? I never go to my club, except when I’ve been wicked, as a penance. If you will permit me to employ a metaphor—oh, but a tried and trusty metaphor—when one ship on the sea meets another in distress, it 78 stops and comforts it, and forgets all about its previous engagements and the prison-van and everything. Shall we cross to the north, and see whether the Serpentine is in its place? Or would you prefer to inspect the eastern front of the Palace? Or may I offer you a penny chair?”


  “I think a penny chair would be the maddest of the three dissipations.”


  And they sat down in penny chairs.


  “It’s rather jolly here, isn’t it?” said he. “The trees, with their black trunks, and their leaves, and things. Have you ever seen such sumptuous foliage? And the greensward, and the shadows, and the sunlight, and the atmosphere, and the mistiness—isn’t it like pearl-dust and gold-dust floating in the air? It’s all got up to imitate the background of a Watteau. We must do our best to be frivolous and ribald, and supply a proper foreground. How big and fleecy and white the clouds are. Do you think they’re made of cotton-wool? And what do you suppose they paint the sky with? There never was such a brilliant, breath-taking blue. It’s much too nice to be natural. And they’ve sprinkled the whole place with scent, haven’t they? You notice how fresh and sweet it smells. If only one could get rid of the sparrows—the cynical little beasts! hear how they’re chortling—and the people, and the nursemaids and children. I have never been able to understand why they admit the public to the parks.”


  “Go on,” she encouraged him. “You’re succeeding admirably in your effort to be ribald.”


  “But that last remark wasn’t ribald in the least—it was desperately sincere. I do think it’s inconsiderate of them to admit the public to the parks. They ought to exclude all the lower classes, the People, at one fell swoop, and then to discriminate tremendously amongst the others.”


  79 “Mercy, what undemocratic sentiments! The People, the poor dear People—what have they done?”


  “Everything. What haven’t they done? One could forgive their being dirty and stupid and noisy and rude; one could forgive their ugliness, the ineffable banality of their faces, their goggle-eyes, their protruding teeth, their ungainly motions; but the trait one can’t forgive is their venality. They’re so mercenary. They’re always thinking how much they can get out of you—everlastingly touching their hats and expecting you to put your hand in your pocket. Oh, no, believe me, there’s no health in the People. Ground down under the iron heel of despotism, reduced to a condition of hopeless serfdom, I don’t say that they might not develop redeeming virtues. But free, but sovereign, as they are in these days, they’re everything that is squalid and sordid and offensive. Besides, they read such abominably bad literature.”


  “In that particular they’re curiously like the aristocracy, aren’t they?” said she. “By-the-bye, when are you going to publish another book of poems?”


  “Apropos of bad literature?”


  “Not altogether bad. I rather like your poems.”


  “So do I,” said he. “It’s useless to pretend that we haven’t tastes in common.”


  They were both silent for a bit. She looked at him oddly, an inscrutable little light flickering in her eyes. All at once she broke out with a merry trill of laughter.


  “What are you laughing at?” he demanded.


  “I’m hugely amused,” she answered.


  “I wasn’t aware that I’d said anything especially good.”


  “You’re building better than you know. But if I am amused, you look ripe for tears. What is the matter?”


  “Every heart knows its own bitterness. Don’t pay the least 80 attention to me. You mustn’t let moodiness of mine cast a blight upon your high spirits.”


  “No fear. There are pleasures that nothing can rob of their sweetness. Life is not all dust and ashes. There are bright spots.”


  “Yes, I’ve no doubt there are.”


  “And thrilling little adventures—no?”


  “For the bold, I dare say.”


  “None but the bold deserve them. Sometimes it’s one thing, and sometimes it’s another.”


  “That’s very certain.”


  “Sometimes, for instance, one meets a man one knows, and speaks to him. And he answers with a glibness! And then, almost directly, what do you suppose one discovers?”


  “What?”


  “One discovers that the wretch hasn’t the ghost of a notion who one is—that he’s totally and absolutely forgotten one!”


  “Oh, I say! Really?”


  “Yes, really. You can’t deny that that’s an exhilarating little adventure.”


  “I should think it might be. One could enjoy the man’s embarrassment.”


  “Or his lack of embarrassment. Some men are of an assurance, of a sang froid! They’ll place themselves beside you, and walk with you, and talk with you, and even propose that you should pass the livelong afternoon cracking jokes with them in a garden, and never breathe a hint of their perplexity. They’ll brazen it out.”


  “That’s distinctly heroic, Spartan, of them, don’t you think? Internally, poor dears, they’re very likely suffering agonies of discomfiture.”


  81 “We’ll hope they are. Could they decently do less?”


  “And fancy the mental struggles that must be going on in their brains. If I were a man in such a situation I’d throw myself upon the woman’s mercy. I’d say, ‘Beautiful, sweet lady, I know I know you. Your name, your entirely charming and appropriate name, is trembling on the tip of my tongue. But, for some unaccountable reason, my brute of a memory chooses to play the fool. If you’ve a spark of Christian kindness in your soul, you’ll come to my rescue with a little clue.’”


  “If the woman had a Christian sense of the ridiculous in her soul, I fear you’d throw yourself on her mercy in vain.”


  “What is the good of tantalising people?”


  “Besides, the woman might reasonably feel slightly humiliated to find herself forgotten in that bare-faced manner.”


  “The humiliation surely would be all the man’s. Have you heard from the Wohenhoffens lately?”


  “The—what? The—who?”


  “The Wohenhoffens.”


  “What are the Wohenhoffens? Are they persons? Are they things?”


  “Oh, nothing. My enquiry was merely dictated by a thirst for knowledge. It occurred to me vaguely that you might have worn a black domino at a masked ball they gave, the Wohenhoffens. Are you sure you didn’t.”


  “I’ve a great mind to punish your forgetfulness by pretending that I did.”


  “She was rather tall, like you, and she had grey eyes, and a nice voice, and a laugh that was sweeter than the singing of nightingales. She was monstrously clever, too, with a flow of language that would have made her a leader in any sphere. She was also a perfect fiend. I have always been anxious to meet her 82 again, in order that I might ask her to marry me. I’m strongly disposed to believe that she was you. Was she?”


  “If I say yes, will you at once proceed to ask me to marry you?”


  “Try it and see.”


  “Ce n’est pas la peine. It occasionally happens that a woman’s already got a husband.”


  “She said she was an old maid.”


  “Do you dare to insinuate that I look like an old maid?”


  “Yes.”


  “Upon my word!”


  “Would you wish me to insinuate that you look like anything so insipid as a young girl? Were you the woman of the black domino?”


  “I should need further information, before being able to make up my mind. Are the—what’s their name?—Wohenheimer?—are the Wohenheimers people one can safely confess to knowing? Oh, you’re a man, and don’t count. But a woman? It sounds a trifle Jewish, Wohenheimer. But of course there are Jews and Jews.”


  “You’re playing with me like the cat in the adage. It’s too cruel. No one is responsible for his memory.”


  “And to think that this man took me down to dinner not two months ago!” she murmured in her veil.


  “You’re as hard as nails. In whose house? Or—stay. Prompt me a little. Tell me the first syllable of your name. Then the rest will come with a rush.”


  “My name is Matilda Muggins.”


  “I’ve a great mind to punish your untruthfulness by pretending to believe you,” said he. “Have you really got a husband?”


  “Why do you doubt it?”


  83 “I don’t doubt it. Have you?”


  “I don’t know what to answer.”


  “Don’t you know whether you’ve got a husband?”


  “I don’t know what I’d better let you believe. Yes, on the whole, I think you may as well assume that I’ve got a husband.”


  “And a lover, too?”


  “Really! I like your impertinence!”


  “I only asked to show a polite interest. I knew the answer would be an indignant negative. You’re an Englishwoman, and you’re nice. Oh, one can see with half an eye that you’re nice. But that a nice Englishwoman should have a lover is as inconceivable as that she should smoke a pipe. It’s only the reg’lar bad-uns in England who have lovers. There’s nothing between the family pew and the divorce court. One nice Englishwoman is a match for the whole Eleven Thousand Virgins of Cologne.”


  “To hear you talk, one might fancy you were not English yourself. For a man of the name of Field, you’re uncommonly foreign. You look rather foreign too, you know, by-the-bye. You haven’t at all an English cast of countenance.”


  “I’ve enjoyed the advantages of a foreign education. I was brought up abroad.”


  “Where your features unconsciously assimilated themselves to a foreign type? Where you learned a hundred thousand strange little foreign things, no doubt? And imbibed a hundred thousand unprincipled little foreign notions? And all the ingenuous little foreign prejudices and misconceptions concerning England?”


  “Most of them.”


  “Perfide Albion? English hypocrisy?”


  “Oh, yes, the English are consummate hypocrites. But there’s 84 only one objection to their hypocrisy—it so rarely covers any wickedness. It’s such a disappointment to see a creature stalking towards you, laboriously draped in sheep’s clothing, and then to discover that it’s only a sheep. You, for instance, as I took the liberty of intimating a moment ago, in spite of your perfectly respectable appearance, are a perfectly respectable woman. If you weren’t, wouldn’t I be making furious love to you, though!


  “As I am, I can see no reason why you shouldn’t make furious love to me, if it would amuse you. There’s no harm in firing your pistol at a person who’s bullet-proof.”


  “No; it’s merely a wanton waste of powder and shot. However, I shouldn’t stick at that. The deuce of it is…. You permit the expression?”


  “I’m devoted to the expression.”


  “The deuce of it is, you profess to be married.”


  “Do you mean to say that you, with your unprincipled foreign notions, would be restrained by any such consideration as that?”


  “I shouldn’t be for an instant—if I weren’t in love with you.”


  “Comment donc? Déjà?” she cried with a laugh.


  “Oh, déjà! Why not? Consider the weather—consider the scene. Is the air soft, is it fragrant? Look at the sky—good heavens!—and the clouds, and the shadows on the grass, and the sunshine between the trees. The world is made of light to-day, of light and colour, and perfume and music. Tutt’ intorno canta amor, amor, amore! What would you have? One recognises one’s affinity. One doesn’t need a lifetime. You began the business at the Wohenhoffens’ ball. To-day you’ve merely put on the finishing touches.”


  “Oh, then I am the woman you met at the masked ball?”


  “Look me in the eye, and tell me you’re not.”


  85 “I haven’t the faintest interest in telling you I’m not. On the contrary, it rather pleases me to let you imagine that I am.”


  “She owed me a grudge, you know. I hoodwinked her like everything.”


  “Oh, did you? Then, as a sister woman, I should be glad to serve as her instrument of vengeance. Do you happen to have such a thing as a watch about you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Will you be good enough to tell me what o’clock it is?”


  “What are your motives for asking?”


  “I’m expected at home at five.”


  “Where do you live?”


  “What are your motives for asking?”


  “I want to call upon you.”


  “You might wait till you’re invited.”


  “Well, invite me—quick!”


  “Never.”


  “Never?”


  “Never, never, never. A man who’s forgotten me as you have!”


  “But if I’ve only met you once at a masked ball…..”


  “Can’t you be brought to realise that every time you mistake me for that woman of the masked ball you turn the dagger in the wound?”


  “But if you won’t invite me to call upon you, how and when am I to see you again?”


  “I haven’t an idea,” she answered, cheerfully. “I must go now. Good bye.” She rose.


  “One moment. Before you go will you allow me to look at the palm of your left hand?”


  “What for?”


  86 “I can tell fortunes. I’m extremely good at it. I’ll tell you yours.”


  “Oh, very well,” she assented, sitting down again: and guilelessly she pulled off her glove.


  He took her hand, a beautifully slender, nervous hand, warm and soft, with rosy, tapering fingers.


  “Oho! you are an old maid after all,” he cried. “There’s no wedding ring.”


  “You villain!” she gasped, snatching the hand away.


  “I promised to tell your fortune. Haven’t I told it correctly?”


  “You needn’t rub it in, though. Eccentric old maids don’t like to be reminded of their condition.”


  “Will you marry me?”


  “Why do you ask?”


  “Partly from curiosity. Partly because it’s the only way I can think of, to make sure of seeing you again. And then, I like your hair. Will you?”


  “I can’t.”


  “Why not?”


  “The stars forbid. And I’m ambitious. In my horoscope it is written that I shall either never marry at all, or—marry royalty.”


  “Oh, bother ambition! Cheat your horoscope. Marry me. Will you?”


  “If you care to follow me,” she said, rising again, “you can come and help me to commit a little theft.”


  He followed her to an obscure and sheltered corner of a flowery path, where she stopped before a bush of white lilac.


  “There are no keepers in sight, are there?” she questioned.


  “I don’t see any,” said he.


  “Then allow me to make you a receiver of stolen goods,” said she, breaking off a spray, and handing it to him.


  87 “Thank you. But I’d rather have an answer to my question.”


  “Isn’t that an answer?”


  “Is it?”


  “White lilac—to the Invisible Prince?”


  “The Invisible Prince …. Then you are the black domino!”


  “Oh, I suppose so.”


  “And you will marry me?”


  “I’ll tell the aunt I live with to ask you to dinner.”


  “But will you marry me?”


  “I thought you wished me to cheat my horoscope?”


  “How could you find a better means of doing so?”


  “What! if I should marry Louis Leczinski ….?”


  “Oh, to be sure. You would have it that I was Louis Leczinski. But, on that subject, I must warn you seriously——”


  “One instant,” she interrupted. “People must look other people straight in the face when they’re giving serious warnings. Look straight into my eyes, and continue your serious warning.”


  “I must really warn you seriously,” said he, biting his lip, “that if you persist in that preposterous delusion about my being Louis Leczinski, you’ll be most awfully sold. I have nothing on earth to do with Louis Leczinski. Your ingenious little theories, as I tried to convince you at the time, were absolute romance.”


  Her eyebrows raised a little, she kept her eyes fixed steadily on his—oh, in the drollest fashion, with a gaze that seemed to say “How admirably you do it! I wonder whether you imagine I believe you. Oh, you fibber! Aren’t you ashamed to tell me such abominable fibs?” ….


  They stood still, eyeing each other thus, for something like twenty seconds, and then they both laughed and walked on.


  ·  ·


  88 An Emblem of Translation


  By Richard Garnett, C.B., LL.D.


  
    Not of one growth the solemn forests are;


    Not solely is the stately alley made


    Of towers of foliage and tents of shade,


    Sturdy, deep-rooted, massy, secular:

  


  
    But briar astray, and bines that ramble far,


    And cup and crown of Bacchus blend and braid


    With all that creeps disabled and afraid


    To mount by its own might toward sun and star.

  


  
    A lowly birth! yet lovely even so,


    Through bush and brake it serpenting doth wend,


    Vagrant with baffled rovings to and fro,


    Till soaring stem or stooping bough befriend:


    Then high the vine shall as the cedar grow,


    And from his summit shall her fruit depend.

  


  ·  ·


  89 Two Pictures


  By J. Herbert McNair


  I. The Dew†


  II. Ysighlu†


  “The very shadows in the cave worshipped her. The little waves threw themselves at her feet, and kissed them.”


  ·  ·
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  95 La Goya


  A Passion of the Peruvian Desert


  By Samuel Mathewson Scott


  October.


  Yes, you are right. It is a queer existence for a civilised man to lead; but habit subdues us to all things. Here I have lived for two years on this barren rock, overlooking the little bay where the desert meets the sea. A lonely life, too, for there are only three of us, myself and the two young Peruvians, Manuel and Francisco, who share the duties of the hacienda with me. The estate is so vast, and needs so much attention, that there are rarely more than two of us together at a time. They were educated in England in the days before the Chilian War, when all Peru was rich, and they are the best of companions for a moody man. Like all their race, they know none of our gloomy introspection. Life for them is pleasure and laughter: and if they indulge more effusively in affection and more emphatically in hatred than we do, one soon grows accustomed to demonstrations. Had you told me, once upon a time, that I could have endured such a life, I should have laughed at you; now it is a delight to me. It is free as no other life could be. We are lords of all about us; we make our own laws, set our own fashions, determine 96 our own conventions; we have no one to envy, no one to imitate.


  The whole of this northern coast of Peru, from Ecuador for many a weary league south to beyond Sechura, and back to the sun-baked outposts of the Andes, is a waste of desert broken only here and there by fertile valleys and quebradas where the scanty waters of the western slopes of the mountains find outlets to the sea. It is the ideal land of eternal sunshine. Rain falls but once in seven years. It is the wild torrential rain of the tropics, and after it is over the desert becomes a garden of green grass and flowers. The sun soon turns this verdure to natural hay, which endures through the long years of drought, and with the bean-like fruit of the algarroba trees in the quebradas, affords pasturage for great herds of goats and horses and cattle. The year is one long summer. It is October already, but who would dream it? Here in this realm of wind and sand and sunlight and sea, it might be June or January or any other month. There is a fascination in this monotony of climate. It provokes us to laziness, inertness, insouciance. It makes us dread the land where seasons change, where rains and snows and storms challenge resistance, and where no to-morrow is like to-day. Here there is Lotus in the air, even though the dreams that come are but stupid lapses of common sense. Why should we struggle when life can be so easy?


  Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay? You may think so, but I doubt it. There is a beauty in the ceaseless roaring of the wind and the beating of the surf. Habit, habit, what slaves it makes of us! Treeless deserts and shifting sands, blistering suns and icy midnights, even the low-browed Indians become a part of ourselves, and change would seem like exile. Where days glide on to days, and cares are as flies that we can 97 brush away, it’s hard to muster courage for seriousness. Even the basis of those cares is simple enough—our cotton, our cattle, and the charcoal, nothing more.


  I said there were only three of us, but I must not forget the fourth, old Juan, our major-domo, the intermediary between ourselves and the peons, or Indian labourers. Unfortunately, fate has made him a friend rather than a servant. He is a full-blooded Indian, and he cannot be less than sixty. He was born on this hacienda, and was a factor in it long before we ever came here. His whole experience of life is limited by its boundaries. Yet he is a born ruler of men; with iron will, fluent tongue, and a physical energy that is marvellous, he wields an unquestioned authority over the people. In spite of his years he never knows fatigue. He has a grand body and Herculean shoulders, but life on horseback has stunted and bowed his legs. The head is massive and powerful, with a face as wrinkled, brown, and grotesque as a Japanese mask. His anger would make even a Salvini envious. The clenched fists, the blazing eyes, the trembling body towering to its height, and the rolling voice full of a thousand terrible modulations, make up a picture that recalls our dreams of patriarchal grandeur. The peons cower like curs before it. Then he has a slave-like, inborn submission and devotion to his masters, coupled with the more modern, but still instinctive, sense that those who would rule must first learn to obey. With it all, he is a cynic of the first water. He knows no illusions, his laugh is a masterpiece of amused contempt. In the old days of his youth he took all that his narrow life offered. Now the oracle of the country side, he can rival La Rochefoucald in his sneers at women, and he could have enjoyed Voltaire. His one occasional weakness is drink, the native weakness; and sometimes, in a maudlin mood, after listening humbly to my reproaches, he will tell me of the 98 gay days that are gone, and of the joys life has for him even now, and finish with a sigh—“O Patroncito, what a pity it is that I must die!”


  I don’t suppose the world contains a happier race than the Cholos—the Indians who form the great bulk of the coast population of Peru. They gather in little communities or villages, cultivate small chacras or farms along the rivers, and work as labourers on the haciendas during the cotton season; or else they become the half-serflike tenantry of the large estates, live among the quebradas of the desert, wherever water is found, breed herds of goats, and do such work for their patron, or master, as the needs of the hacienda require. They are a kindly, listless, gentle people; not exactly lazy, but slow, and without much energy. They have no ambitions or torturing aspirations. Their wants are easily met, the chacras and the herds supply most of them; the proceeds of their labour are sufficient for the purchase of the little fineries with which they deck themselves for a fiesta. And is life anything more than food and satisfied vanity?


  But don’t from this conclude that they are dull and besotted; far from it. Win their confidence and you will find them full of gay chatter, light jests and pretty sentiments, and their hospitality is spontaneous and boundless to those whom they like and who treat them with kindness. Naturally those who dwell together in villages are cleverer and more civilised than those who are isolated in the desert; almost all of them can read and write.


  The morals of the community are a study; they are singularly like no morals at all. Such a conclusion, however, would be superficial. They are very punctilious in the observance of the conventions sanctioned by their point of view. I suppose that not five per cent, of the Cholo population are legally 99 married; yet prostitution, in our sense, is unknown. Their union is a mutual agreement, without many conditions. A woman reaches maturity when she is between fourteen and fifteen. During all her girlhood she has lived in a house where privacy, as we know it, is unthought of. She has heard every part of the human body spoken of, as the most natural thing in the world. She cannot imagine why a moral or formal distinction should be drawn between them. For all that she is as innocent as a baby. It is only the awakening of her passions through the development of her physical nature that gives her an instinctive knowledge of the relation of the sexes. At one of the everlasting fandangoes, she meets some man who shows a preference for her; later on he proves his love by making her small presents and paying her small attentions. Wooings are brief in this land of the sun. If her parents agree, she is his; if they oppose, he settles the difficulty with a coup and runs away with her to his home. Thus she becomes his wife, and his dominion over her is supreme. He may ill treat her and neglect her, he may have four or five other women scattered about the country, either at their homes or with some of his relatives, it makes no difference; so long as she is with him and he supports her, she will be faithful. This is an almost invariable rule, and it is the basis of her respectability. He may grow tired of her before a year is over and send her back to her people perhaps with a very lively reminder of her hard luck to keep her company; her father’s house will be freely open to her and no shame of any sort will attach to her. As the months go by another lover may appear who cares little about the past. They know nothing of our sentimental yesterdays. As a rule though, the men are kind and good to their compromisas and remain with them all their lives.


  100 When young, the women are very attractive, with gorgeous eyes and perfect teeth, glossy raven hair and graceful voluptuous figures. They soon grow stout and fade, however, but the beauty of the eyes always remains.


  Religion is only a name among the natives. True they call their children after all the saints in the calendar—and they duly celebrate all the feasts of the church, but there is more of form than of faith in their devotion. It is fear not love that moves them. Wherever a village is able to maintain a cura, a church adorns one side of the principal plaza. From the belfry, bells jangle discordantly all day long, and black robed women flock to masses and prayers; but superstition has more place than piety in their hearts. The priests are ignorant and corrupt, debauched and licentious. They think little of the value of example as a teacher. With them, religion is a business that has its set hours; those over, playtime comes. So religion rests with equal lightness on the people. Children must be baptized, confession must be made now and then, an Ave Maria and the sign of the cross are a sure protection in danger, a candle burned before a saint brings the fulfilment of wishes, scapulas ward off the devil, the good see heaven, the bad are burned; but Mary and the church are indulgent with human frailty; all this they know and believe, and feel secure. I must confess that there are occasions when they show a marked aptitude for mendacity, and they do not always respect the laws of property; yet their kindly hearts keep them out of any serious mischief. Docile and obedient, they respect authority and endure even oppression without complaint. Were it not for the taxes and the excisemen they would never know a trouble.


  Such are my people, such is the halcyon placidity of their lives—as level as the desert but as full of sunshine. Do you wonder 101 that the spirit is contagious and that I say I am content? It is a purely physical existence, always on horseback and out of doors, but health such as ours amply repays all the sacrifices that seem to bewilder you. Ennui comes of excess, not of simplicity.


  Well, the night is running away. Over the reef, at the mouth of the harbour, the waves are howling like drunken men in a quarrel. The wind is full of ghostly suggestions. The halyards of the flag-poles on the verandah are tapping like woodpeckers against a tree. In the great reaches of the rushing tide the balsa at the buoy tugs on its chain like an impatient captive. Across the bay, the lights of the native villages twinkle like fallen stars. A hazy moonlight makes the world mysterious. The rhythm of the sea is quick, like the heart-beats of desire. While the world sleeps, Nature is astir. Good-night.


  November.


  I did not think when I last wrote you that my next letter would be a confession, but it seems that it must be.


  Forty miles to the south of us, across the desert, lies the valley of the Chira, the principal river of this northern region, crowded with little villages and towns, to one of which I had despatched old Juan on a commission. The other morning, while I was sitting at my lonely breakfast, I heard the jingle of the unmistakable silver spurs on the verandah, and the old man entered, still wrapped in his poncho after his long night ride—for here most journeys are made at night with a brief bivouac for rest, to escape the merciless sun.


  He made his report and paused.


  “Well, what’s the news on the river, Juan?” I asked him.


  “Patron,” he said, tentatively; “next week there is to be a great fandango at Amotape. Wouldn’t you like to go?”


  102 “O pshaw! what’s the use, Juan? It’s always the same old story: nothing but a long ride, no sleep, and less fun.”


  My indifference to such pleasures, which, to his mind, are all the reward life gives us for the trouble of living, is Juan’s greatest trial.


  “But, señor, the prettiest Cholitas from all along the river are to be there; you can’t fail to enjoy it.”


  I laughed.


  “O well, Juan, mi amigo, we’ll see when the time comes.”


  The poor old fellow sighed, for the answer, which he had heard so often before, seemed hopeless; and so the matter dropped.


  When, however, a few days later, Manuel came in from the cotton-fields in one of our valleys, where he had been slaving for a week, and heard of the approaching fiesta, he would listen to none of my objections; go we must. So one afternoon we set out; he, Juan and I, and our boys, for the river.


  The desert is truly trackless; there is not a road across it, only narrow trails, which the shifting sands are for ever obliterating; but the boys are unerring guides. Even on the darkest night, some instinct keeps them to the faint silver line that to our eyes is imperceptible. We sped along over sandy tracts and rocky stretches, dotted with withered thorn bushes. Touches of green relieved the glaring expanse as we crossed the little quebradas, where the algarroba trees send down their long tap roots, sometimes fifty feet, to the retentive sub-soil, where the water still lingers. The sun blazed fiercely, but the air was dry and elastic. The wind blows always from the southward; from the sea by day, from the shore by night, heaping the sand into great crescent-shaped, moving hills or medenas, that creep stealthily over the level waste, growing hour by hour, and burying all things that lie in their path. It was night when we descended the steep cliffs into the 103 valley, and rode along the silent chacras into the town—scattered suburbs of cane huts, a few rows of more pretentious mud-covered houses, then the white plastered dwellings of the plaza.


  The narrow, dusty streets were alight with lamps and thronged with merrymakers wending their way to the picantes and dances. Some of the men awkwardly sported the cheap ready-made raiment that is beginning to invade even this country, but most of them adhered to the more graceful old costume of stiffly starched shirts, white trousers, and coloured sashes. The women wore gay prints of every hue, ribbons and flowers, and trinkets; while over the head and shoulders was wrapped the soft black manta, or the more festive pale blue and white scarf of Guadalupe with its deep fringes of native lace.


  Juan, who is nothing if not an epicure, readily discovered the best picante, and soon we were at supper. A picante might be called in English the native gala day restaurant. Throughout the fiesta food may be had day and night; all the world dines there, for the women are too busy holidaying to waste the time in household duties. Seco, or dry stew of goat’s meat with rice and sweet potatoes, slightly flavoured; churasco, fried steak with onions and an egg; Chicharones, or the small pieces of pork that separate from the fat in rendering lard—a popular delicacy with the Indians; salchichones, or sausages; and last, and best of all, the tamales—a highly-seasoned stew of pork and chicken, steamed in an outer paste of ground maize, wrapped in thick pudding-cloths of maize leaves. The dust of the road that filled our throats and the aji, or the hot red pepper, with which the dishes were plentifully sprinkled, made very welcome the great gourdfuls of chicha with which they served us. Chicha was the royal beverage of the Inca long before the conquest; the native beer, brewed from maize. It is the favourite still, in spite of all modern 104 innovations. Gourds serve for everything, plates and cups, and bowls and platters, work-baskets, water-bottles, and even bathtubs, and the service is apt to be a wooden spoon, although crockery and pewter are now common enough.


  While we were feasting, Juan had been scouting for the most promising fandango. Half an hour later I found myself comfortably stretched on a bench in a large bare room, puffing at my pipe, and yielding to the pleasant languor that follows a long ride and a hearty supper. The bancos, or seats, built around the lime-whitened walls, were crowded with guests. Juan’s promise had been fulfilled, for certainly the prettiest girls of the river were around us; a fact which had instantly impressed Manuel, for he was passing from group to group, scattering gay nothings and laughter everywhere. Fortunately we were too well known for our presence to be an embarrassment to our simpler friends. The natural abandon of such a gathering is its only charm to a civilized man—yet, had we been the greatest strangers, old Juan’s diplomacy would soon have set every one at ease. He has a marvellous mastery over awkward situations.


  The mirth was a little subdued, although bottles and glasses were circulating and healths were being drunk. It is a gross breach of etiquette to toast back to the person who has toasted you; that each may have his share you must pay your salutations to another. Every one, men and women alike, were smoking the little yellow papered cigarettes, in unconscious emulation of the open petroleum lamps that lighted up the scene and made swaying shadows of the corners. The dancing was only beginning, in spite of the fact that at one side of the room the orchestra was bravely striving to stir up some excitement. In unison with a rather metallic guitar, a blind harpist tugged at the strings of a strangely shaped instrument with an enormous sounding board. 105 On either side of him sat two men, who emphasised the broken time of the dance by pounding on the sounding board with their hands, while the harpist sang the familiar words of the song, or improvised with considerable cleverness new verses for the occasion. The whole orchestra joined in the chorus in a high nasal key. Noise was more important than melody.


  The dance is always the same, and is performed by couples as many as the floor will accommodate; all present mark time by the clapping of hands. In these diversions old and young participate; they have known the dance from childhood. The women far surpass the men in grace, they show less self-consciousness and effort. With the most expert, the movement is from the hips entirely, and a woman has reached perfection when she can go through the measures with a bottle balanced on her head. I have never seen a man who was able to perform this feat. There are three figures; in the first, the pair advance and retire and turn, waving their handkerchiefs while their feet move to the rhythm of the music. During a pause the man approaches a large table covered with bottles, where the hostess is dispensing Anizado, a fiery liquor distilled from aniseed and alcohol, and purchases a large tumbler-full, which he and his companion sip alternately. The second figure runs more quickly. The song and the music are louder. With knees bent in an attitude of supplication, the man hovers about the woman who spins coquettishly before him. There is much of liberty but little of license, still the suggestion remains. Again a pause. Amidst bravos and handclapping, the third figure begins. Feet speed in and out, the bodies whirl and sway to the flash of the handkerchiefs. The song and the music wax louder and faster in half barbaric excitement. Shouts and cries encourage and applaud the dancers. The tumult is deafening, the dance delirious. Squibs 106 sputter beneath the flying feet. As if possessed they advance and turn and retreat, until, through sheer exhaustion, they are forced to stop.


  Perhaps you think it a vulgar scene—yet I enjoyed it. After all, physical pleasure is our real joy. To lie there indolently and watch the lamplight gleam on dusky bosoms; to see the dark eyes flash in the excitement of noise and movement; to forget to-morrow, and to recall half forgotten yesterdays; to think of whiter breasts and nimbler tongues; of the life that is over and gone, all in a sensuous thoughtless way, is a pleasant enough sensation. For what is the use of pondering over life and of trying to find something in it that is really worth the trouble? We know it is only the drift of years, the desire of youth, the regret of age and then the eternal silence. It is better to let our pulses throb while they can; to give over the wondering and the idealising, and to take such joy of life as our senses give us. There may be a morning of sermons and soda water somewhere, but who cares? So I lay there and smoked.


  The crowd gathered about the door jostled and swayed, and as it finally parted, an old woman and a young girl entered and took seats across the room directly opposite me. The girl threw back her scarf and revealed a face that at once brought me back to realities. As usual, philosophy surrendered to life, and I watched her intently. Her beauty was thrilling. She was about sixteen, just in the prime of her womanhood, for after that age these women grow stout. Her face was perfect in type. A flush of rose gave life to the faint duskiness of her cheeks where two dimples played at hide and seek with their twin brothers lurking at the corners of her full mouth. From some forgotten strain, she had inherited the Inca nose with its broad base, its exquisite aquiline curve, and its fine nostrils; to my mind, in its purity, 107 the most perfect of human features. Like all her race, she had teeth of ivory. Don’t think I am raving when I tell you that I have never seen eyes in which so many emotions seemed to lurk. They were dark, of course, in a setting of high arched brows and long sweeping lashes, otherwise they defy description. Her forehead was low, but broader than is usual, though the waves of her black glossy hair sent out a faint ripple or two of down upon her temples.


  There was an unmistakable superiority about her which her companions seemed to recognise, for they approached her with deference. Even her dress displayed more taste than that of the women about her, yet she was arrayed according to the same simple rules.


  There was no use trying to be indifferent before such a picture. I crossed over to where she was sitting and bowed elaborately.


  “Good evening, Señorita,” and in the Spanish fashion, I told her my name and assured her I was at her orders.


  “Your servant, Gregoria Paz,” she replied with perfect composure.


  “Señorita Goya,” I said, using the pretty diminutive of her name, “I am sorry to confess that I do not dance, but will you not permit me to sit here and talk to you?”


  Most of the women would have been shy and awkward at first, but she made way for me most courteously. A natural coquetry gave grace to every movement she made; yet she tempered it with an air of dignity and reserve that put even me upon my best behaviour. The sensation was certainly amusing. My attentions pleased her, that was evident; but whenever I ventured upon even conversational liberties she had a way of tossing back her head and looking at me out of the corners of her great flashing 108 eyes, as she blew the smoke of her cigarette ceilingward, that was inscrutable. Where had she learned it all? That was the question. I wondered if one of Pizarro’s haughty dons had wooed and won some great-great-grandmother of hers in the long ago.


  Nobody dared to disturb us, and time flew along as we laughed and chatted. She lived in the village across the river, where her father owned some small gardens, she said. Would she let me come to see her? Their house was too humble for such a guest as I, but it was always at my disposal.


  The dance was growing uproarious. I had noticed that Manuel, in the midst of his own flirtations, had been keeping an amused eye upon my occupation. I saw him walk over to the old harpist, and soon after I became conscious that we were the centre of observation, for the old man was improvising verses in praise of myself and complimenting the Goya on her good fortune. This naturally prompted a response from me, in the shape of refreshments for the devoted and perspiring orchestra.


  A little later, Manuel and I withdrew to snatch what sleep we could before setting out on our ride under the morning stars. Even old Juan discreetly joined in the chaff with which Manuel pelted me as we galloped home.


  And—would you believe it?—yesterday I sent the good old fellow off to the Goya with a little trinket and a letter that would, in its fervent flourishes, remind you most ludicrously of the valentines of your youth; and I am awaiting her reply as impatiently as the most orthodox of lovers.


  December.


  To-day is like anything but your idea of the last one of December; warm and bright, with a bustling, noisy, dusty wind from the desert to make a field of daisies out of the deep green 109 stretches of the ocean; and the way in which I spent Christmas was quite as wide a departure from your conventions.


  For a week before the festival I had been busy with my men at the far end of the hacienda. I won’t tell you about the blazing heat of the summer desert, our little bivouacs behind the sandhills, our haphazard meals, and all the other commonplaces of this life of ours. Although I was anxious to conclude the work, I couldn’t deny my good fellows their holiday; but we laboured on until the last light had faded out of the west. A hasty dinner in a little hut, a few stern injunctions to the peons as to prompt return, and I found myself confronted with Christmas Eve. However, I was not without resources. Amotape was only six miles away, and the festivities promised there were attracting the whole country-side. For two or three days previous, little donkey-borne parties of holiday-makers had passed us on the trails bound for that centre of delight. Then I felt sure the Goya would be there. I had not been able to see her since our first meeting, but I had given old Juan and my messengers many a long ride through the night to carry her my hyperbolical letters, laden with sighs, reproaches, and protestations. Juan assured me that her parents gladly favoured my suit, while her little answers, that needed many a re-reading before I could fathom their scrawled, mis-spelt lines, had not left me hopeless. At first they had been stiff and formal, condescending thanks, and nothing more; but latterly they had taken on a more sympathetic tone. So I turned my horse toward Amotape.


  The stars twinkled here and there; far in the east a line of clouds over the hills still hid the rising moon. Every now and then a rocket burst and added to the splendour of the heavens. The town was en fête when I arrived; every house was lighted up; from every corner came the clatter and the song of a fandango. 110 Through wide open doorways I caught sight of gaily illuminated nacimientos, altar-like structures, adorned with the most fantastic and incongruous assortment of trifles, which in a measure take the place of our Christmas-trees. The plaza was thronged. Happy groups squatted on the ground or sauntered about, watching the fireworks that were being discharged from a temporary stand. The exhibition was really very creditable. Even the blasé I found a pleasure in the flaming wheels and constellated bombs. Would you believe it, the poor creatures, who have little more than baked camotes to live on, spent over a thousand soles on that display?


  Acquaintances greeted me everywhere, and I speedily learned that the Goya was present. Soon I came across them all, a family party, seated in a circle, gazing with the silence of a year’s accumulated wonder at the blaze of sparks and fire. Yes, she was there. The moon showed me a pretty picture, truly. Round her shoulders was drawn a light scarf; flowers intensified the blackness of her heavy hair. Her face seemed very fair; her eyes were as deep as the night.


  After the usual round of salutations I sat down beside her.


  “How finely we are dressed to-night, Goyita.”


  “Una pobre, como yo?” she replied disparagingly.


  “A poor girl like you, Goyita? That’s more your fault than mine. What a fool you are not to care for me.”


  “Fool, indeed!” she replied with a toss of her head, “You’d never have let me come to see these fireworks.”


  “And since when have I had the reputation of a tyrant, querida? Pshaw, you might have fireworks every day if you wished. Why do you treat me so cruelly? You know that I adore you. Is it the custom of your countrywomen to reward devotion with disdain?”


  And so we set to whispering. She was anxious to know if we 111 observed Christmas in my country. She readily understood when I told her of Santa Claus and the Christmas trees and even the mistletoe, but the story of the snow puzzled her. I could only describe it to her as a feathery rain that fell and lingered, and when it was over, left the world silent and white like the desert under the moonlight.


  But I knew that the wonderland of conversation would hardly take the place of the tangible delights about us, in the Goya’s mind. So, accompanied by the whole family, we made the round of the dances and nacimientos. I fancy the youngster was not at all displeased at the sensation created by her appearance under the escort of the big Gringo, as they call us foreigners.


  The nacimiento is a common form of Christmas celebration in all Spanish American countries. Along the side of a room, a stage is erected and covered with fancy cloth. The centre of this is so arranged as to represent the Manger with the Babe. Round about, on a setting of artificial rockwork interspersed with lakes of looking-glass and waterfalls of threads, are placed groups of plaster puppets depicting the principal Biblical scenes from the Creation to the birth of Christ. Candles light up every point. Among the poor, to whom puppets and rockwork are impossible, the ornaments are a most inappropriate assortment of dolls, toys, coloured pictures, and even playing cards.


  The great street door is wide open. All are welcome to the Christmas cheer. Music and dancing are continuous, and servants move among the guests with trays laden with copitas of pisco, anizado and coñac. Whatever their faults, these people are never lacking in the virtue of hospitality.


  At about half past eleven, the Goya and many of the other women departed to change their gay attire for more devotional garments in order that they might attend the midnight mass. I 112 had promised to meet her after the mass was over, but a sense of curiosity tempted me to join the crowds that hurried churchward at the insistent clanging of the bells in the tower.


  The bare body of the building was in darkness. Huddled on the floor were all the women of the pueblo, hooded in their black mantas; men filled the side aisles and the spaces around the door. There was scarcely a point of colour. The altar blazed with hundreds of candles. The priest was an imposing personage in spite of his coarse sensual face. The service was a string of unintelligible mummeries, yet it was not without dignity although the rustic trousers of the assistants that dangled beneath their laced vestments, and the nasal nondescript responses of the choir threatened momentary disillusion. There was, in a gallery, something that pretended to be an orchestra, very reedy, very noisy and very energetic. Near where I stood, an old man from time to time beat drowsy and irrelevant rattles on a small drum. Stray candles in front of special altars made heavy shadows of the pillars. Now and then a dog wandered in, searching for a lost master. The cloud of incense intensified the heat, without perceptibly diminishing the pungent human odours. Yet there was something religious in it all, if it were only the heavy drag of time. I couldn’t distinguish the Goya among the kneeling figures, and the novelty of the spectacle soon wore off; I don’t know how often I adjourned to the square for a cigarette.


  It must have been half past one before the mass was over. Then began a quaint ceremony, the Pastoras. A canopy was brought out and held above the priest who advanced towards the body of the church. Six little girls, dressed in white, and two boys, attired and disguised as old men, appeared before him. The piccolo of the orchestra began to shriek a ballad-tune. The little 113 voices tried to follow while the little feet performed an awkward dance. I could catch only a few of the words:


  
    Hermanas pastoras,


    Vamos á adorar


    Al recien nacido—

  


  Shepherd sisters, let us go to worship the new born child.


  Then a procession was formed which marched slowly round the church between two lines of worshippers. The singing children walked in front. The priest carried in his arms a figure of the infant Christ. When the altar was regained, he again seated himself beneath the canopy and each of the little girls repeated the song in turn, followed by a chorus of all. The scene was ended by the two boys, who during the whole ceremony had performed pantomimic buffooneries while the orchestra piped, and the little girls circled in the dance. Then the procession reformed and left the church to repeat the performance at each house in which was a nacimiento. The congregation dispersed.


  I hurried to the plaza and waited. Soon the Goya came out and we all sat down on the stone benches, there in the moonlit square with its soft white walls of houses. They all clamoured for “Pascuas,” Christmas presents. I sent for a bottle of anizado. I don’t know why, but it was pleasant to sit there at her feet and pay her compliments which her lips pretended to misunderstand, although her eyes responded: the stilted extravagant Spanish compliments which lay tribute on all the stars and flowers in the universe, and which sound so absurd in our reserved English. Indian, savage, what you will, she was still a pretty woman, and I—I asked no more.


  The bottle finished they went to bed, while I roved about 114 among the fandangos, drinking everything from beer to bitters with the same Christian goodwill. The moon was paling when I took a cup of coffee at a little Chinese stall; in the East were the streaks of white that betokened day; and so in the balmy morn of the equator, under much the same sky as that which shone upon its first birth, dawned Christmas; that Christmas which, no doubt, you at the same moment were saluting with all the accessories of civilisation in an atmosphere of ennui, away in the land of snows.


  I awoke about ten. The heat was numbing. It seemed as if there were nothing in life that could justify exertion. Still I remembered that her mother had asked me to breakfast, or more truthfully, I had invited myself, and I knew they would be making great preparations for me. So, followed by my boy, I crossed the river.


  I found that she lives in a little addition of two rooms that adjoins her father’s house; a rambling structure of cane and mud, with a low, heavily thatched-roof, bare walls, and the naked earth for a floor. In front, faced with a half wall, which contains the door or gate, is a large covered space, surrounded by wide benches of board, which serve as beds for as many weary travellers as care to ask the hospitality of the house. Next, behind, is the living-room of the family, hung with hammocks. Upon the walls are saddles, bridles, lassos, coils of rope and raw-hide, long sword-like machetas for cutting cane, alforjas, or saddle bags woven of cotton, and all the paraphernalia of the road. In the corners stood shovels and other implements, rude tables, benches, and chairs of home manufacture; boxes for clothing and stores filled up the intervening spaces. To the rear of the apartment opened bedrooms and passages that led to kitchens and enclosures. To the left of the main building, with a door of its own in front, was the sanctuary of the Goya.


  115 I was received with great cordiality, a spontaneous kindness mingled with respect, such as you would never find among a similar class in Europe. Her father is a Serrano, an Indian of the mountains. Like many of those people, he wears his hair closely cropped, with the exception of a wide shock in front that hangs like a thick fringe over his forehead. Besides cultivating his gardens, he carries on a trade with the interior, whence he brings back dulces and chancaca—a paste of raw sugar. The dulces are conserves of fruits and sugar similar to Guava jelly, and almost sickeningly sweet. The people are very fond of them.


  If the Goya’s mother ever possessed any of her daughter’s beauty she must have lost it long ago, for no trace of it remains. But what she lacks in grace she makes up in virtue, for she is the jolliest, happiest, most gossipy old dame I have met for many a day. She has several children, all of whom, with the exception of a young sister, are older than the Goya.


  They gave me a great feast at which I sat alone, while all the rest waited upon me. The Goya was very quiet; she seemed to be watching me intently, as if she were trying to penetrate the screen of manners and compliments to discover the real effect of their efforts to please me. All through the afternoon, even until I left, she kept up her pondering. I wish I knew what her final impression was. It would be interesting to know just what was going on in that little brain, which is separated from mine by all the forces of the universe save that of human sympathy. And, after all, what is it that we are always seeking up and down the world but that one quality that knows no law of intellect, race, or station?


  Well, such was my Christmas. It might fairly be called a merry one. I trust yours was no worse.


  116 January.


  My Christmas visit was not thrown away, for the Goya is mine! Taking advantage of the festival of Los Reyes, or Twelfth Night, which is observed here as in all Catholic countries, I sent the Goya a present and a letter, of which the ardour was not all insincere. She returned a quaint answer to my prayers: “Perhaps what I asked might happen, perhaps it might never be.” But this was foundation enough for my old oracle Juan to declare the omens favourable. So, having despatched a messenger ahead to announce our coming, he and I set out with our saddle bags stuffed with the elements of a grand supper. It was dark when we reached the house. The Goya came to meet us as we dismounted and, for the first time, she shyly, but unresistingly, allowed me to kiss her. A table was prepared for me in one corner, where I supped, attended by my lady love. Juan, in his element, presided at the spread which loaded the great table. Amid the general mirth we two were forgotten.


  It was a gorgeous scene that met my eyes next morning, dreamy as my own lazy mood, as I lay smoking in the hammock of her sitting-room, looking out through the open door. The house has a beautiful situation on a high, sandy eminence, overlooking the spreading, winding valley of the river, which is shut in by steep water-scored cliffs that mark the limits of the desert. Below, quivering in the glaring light, a thousand shades of green, dimmed by the hazy smoke of charcoal fires, mingled with the golden flashes of the river. Waving clumps of palm hedged in the darker stretches of cotton plantations. Feathery algarroba woods held in their clearings the brighter greens of gardens and banana groves. Far away inland rose the first hills of the Andes, 117 so faintly seen they seemed a part of the cloudless sky itself. At the foot of the slope the sun shone on little patches of colour, where women were washing clothes in the water. Near by, making its pendulum-like voyages from shore to shore, was the long dug-out canoe of the ferry by which I had crossed the night before. There is no ford, and horses and mules have to be towed, swimming behind the little craft to the accompaniment of ceaseless shouts and splashing. At the landing-places bustling groups were busy unsaddling and resaddling. The bright dresses of the women beneath their black mantas, the ponchos and white hats of the men, the gay saddle cloths spread on the sand, and the many coloured alforjas thrown together in heaps, looked in the distance like an old-fashioned nosegay. With a chorus of laughter, some boys were swimming; as they rested for a moment in the shallows, the sun lit up their dark wet bodies with a glitter of bronze. Over all the landscape hung the gauzy curtains of the heat-waves—just like the dissolving tableaux in a pantomime.


  The light grew blinding, and with a wide swing of the hammock, I kicked the door half shut. She had left me after serving my coffee, turning her head as she passed the threshold to whisper the assurance that she would come back soon again. Certainly she is different from the rest of them. I looked round the room. She has managed to give an individuality even to it. The dull walls were not to her fancy, it seemed, for she had endeavoured to hide them under strips of coloured paper and pictures of every sort, from the roughest woodcuts of a newspaper, to the gaudy circulars of patent medicines. She had even secured a yard or two of real wall-paper somewhere, and had spent much pains in distributing it to advantage. On the floor she had spread here and there an empty sack in the manner of a rug. Under a tiny but most unflattering mirror at one end of the chamber, stood her 118 table with her sewing machine and work, an earthen water cooler, a little clock that seemed to have forgotten that its principal purpose in life was to note the flight of time; a box and a trinket or two, all in the daintiest order; while in the centre rose the greatest of all her treasures, a huge glass lamp, which she had lighted with great ceremony on my arrival the previous evening.


  Ere long she returned, radiant from her bath, and took a seat on a small stool near me. She wore a simple gown, open at the throat; around the polished ebony of her hair she had tied a bright red ribbon, which secured a single flower. In her eyes still lingered the languor of passion. I had never before realised how beautiful she was. She held up her seductive mouth provokingly, but as I rose to kiss her she drew back quickly, and placing her little tapered hand upon her lips, laughed at me roguishly with her dark eyes. The Goyita needs no flatterer to tell her of her charms; she knows them only too well.


  The day flew by as if the hours were minutes. I soon found out her weakness, and I told her stories of my own country; of balls, and jewels, and flowers; of pretty women and gay dresses, and of all the pageants I could remember; she listened as a child to a fairy tale. At the noontide breakfast she had still another fascination in store for me. From the depths of her clothes-chest she brought out her four silver spoons, and from a cupboard on the wall, her plates with the flowered border. She waited upon me with thoughtful attentions, that might have flattered a prince. The instinct of service resisted all my coaxings, however; she did not know me well enough yet to sit at the table beside me.


  In the evening, hand in hand, we wandered through the chacras by the river, past hedges of tangled vines and flowers, and under the rustling fronds of the banana trees. I told her I wanted to build her a house near that of old Juan, in a quebrada 119 some miles from my own habitation. She slowly shook her head.


  “You will not come? What nonsense; you don’t know how happy you will be; I will give you everything you can think of.”


  “Oh, no, no, no; not that!”


  “Why not?”


  “Oh, I know what it means. After I have given you all the love of my heart and soul, you will go away to your own country, and I shall never be able to love again.”


  “And do you want to love again?” I asked, coldly.


  She paused, and looked at me for a moment, then threw her arms about my neck, and kissed me in savage abandonment.


  Still, I could not shake her resolution.


  “Here, yes, for ever and for ever, if you will; this has always been my home, and if you leave me I shall still have known no other. But there, no. If, after I had become accustomed to a life with you, you should deceive me, how could I come back, and ever be happy here again?”


  “But, Goyita mia,” I declared, “I have no intention of returning to my home.”


  “Would you think of me when the occasion came?” she replied, as sadly as if she had already fathomed woman’s fate.


  But I must stop writing. I am sick for sleep. It was two this morning when I started back. The long ride through the desert, under the voluptuous moon that drew across it the light bars of cloud, as a woman in the shame of her passion throws her white arm over her eyes; the long, long ride, in which my thoughts flew back, false to my latest love, to the old, old life, and the days that are no more. To you, the whole adventure may appear a disgrace to my intelligence; yet it was not all debased; it had much of beauty. A hundred miles for a woman! and 120 that a woman three hundred years behind the world I once knew—yet I mention it. Well, it was worth the telling, if you are not so bound up in your century that you can see nothing human outside of it.


  March.


  Again and again I visited the Goya; she never wearied me. She had learned the secret many a more brilliant woman has failed to discover, she never let me feel sure. I could not induce her to consent to leave her father’s house—she seemed to have a vague fear of such a change. I was beginning to despair, so I consulted old Juan.


  “Patron,” said this authority, “order the house to be built at once; send me the men, and I will attend to it for you. Don’t fear, she will come as soon as it is finished. I know these women; their no always means yes. But I am afraid you are spoiling her. When you are wooing a woman, it is all very well to promise her everything; that is part of the game. But once she has yielded she is yours and she has to obey you—if she doesn’t, beat her. Never beg a woman to do anything, just tell her she must do it. Let her always see that you are in authority; that is the only attitude she will understand. Patron mio, you know perfectly well that you cannot ride a mule without your spurs, and there isn’t much difference between women and mules.”


  If I did not quite share Juan’s philosophy, I nevertheless accepted his advice—I ordered the house to be built and said nothing to the Goya about it.


  Meanwhile the carnival arrived, and Manuel, Francisco and I went to Amotape to celebrate it. I think that of all their festivals, the natives enjoy this one most. Indeed the enthusiasm 121 pervades every class, even to the aristocratic Spaniards of the large cities. All formality is set aside and good-natured licence reigns. The Indians inaugurate the sports several days before the carnival really begins. With their pockets full of red, green and blue powders, egg shells filled with coloured water, and chisguetes or squirts charged with eau-de-cologne, the men go from house to house and attack all the women of the family with this holiday ammunition. With screams and laughter, the fire is vigorously returned; pretty faces are streaked with powder, and clothes are drenched with the coloured waters until both sides are tired out.


  We arrived on Shrove Tuesday, the last day of the feast when the fun is at its height. I found the Goya sadly disarrayed but glowing with enjoyment. She was so disappointed when I declined to join in the sport that to appease her I had to submit to having my face daintily smeared with a powder puff. I was then permitted to become a spectator, while she and my two companions gave themselves up to the spirit of the day. The Goya was the leader of the girls against Manuel and Francisco. These two enthusiasts fully armed for the fray sped down the village street in pursuit of the first maiden who showed herself—perhaps to be met at the next corner or doorway by an ambushed volley that brought them to a standstill or forced them into ignominious retreat. Showers of water were poured from balconies and windows. The wetter and dirtier they became, the happier they seemed to be. The Goya was breathless with laughter. Her stratagems were masterly, and during the entire afternoon she outwitted the enemy at every point.


  At nightfall, I was host at a grand dinner at the Chinese Fonda, to which I invited all her friends. Here new pranks suggested themselves, and the scene became so hilarious that even I had to yield, much to the detriment of my raiment if not of my 122 dignity. One cannot be Anglo-Saxon in such surroundings. Finally, having exhausted our powders and ourselves as well, we gave up the sport.


  Some weeks later I had occasion to go to Payta, the principal seaport of this region, a wretched dirty little town that clusters along the base of the wrinkled cliffs like an eruption of toadstools under an ant hill, and quite as brown and ugly. My road led past the Goya’s house. She was seated on the floor, cutting out a dress, but on seeing me she bundled the work into a heap and jumped up clapping her hands.


  “I am so glad you have come,” she cried, “I was just going to send you a message to tell you of the grand fiesta that will take place at La Huaca on Saturday, and to beg you to take me. You will, won’t you?”


  “I am very sorry, my Goya, but it is impossible. I am going to Payta, and I cannot return before Sunday morning.”


  Her face fell, for to her gay little soul a fiesta was the breath of life. She was silent for a moment, then she looked at me beseechingly.


  “But everybody is going, Señor; may not my mother take me?”


  The Goya knew as well as I did that it was impossible to concede such a request. For my young bride to appear at a fandango under any other escort than that of her lord and master would have elevated the eyebrows of the world to an alarming height. Her spirits rose again, however, when I spoke of presents from Payta.


  I returned on the promised morning, but much to my amazement I found the house locked up. Where could the family be? My boy descried some people down in the chacras. I told him to go and see who they were and ask them where the Goya was.


  123 The boy returned. “It is her mother, Señor.”


  “What does she say?”


  “She says the Doña Goya went to La Huaca yesterday with some friends and will not return till to-morrow. The mother is coming up to speak to you.”


  I could hardly believe my ears.


  “What nonsense you are talking,” I said indignantly; “such a thing is impossible.”


  “Yes, Señor,” he answered, “it is strange, but a Señora in the house behind there told me to ask you to wait for a moment; she has a letter for you from the Doña Goya.”


  “The devil! Why didn’t she say so before?”


  “Who knows, Señor?”


  So I waited, but no Señora with a letter appeared.


  At length the Goya’s mother came, and as she unlocked the door, greeted me with the customary salutations that must precede all conversation however important. I returned them impatiently.


  “Where is the Goya?” I demanded.


  “In La Huaca, Señor.”


  “What on earth possessed you to allow her to go?”


  “Who knows, Señor?” she replied with exasperating meekness.


  “Where is the letter she left for me?”


  “She left no letter, Señor.”


  “What’s the use of telling me that? Boy, go and call that woman who spoke to you.”


  “Señor,” answered the youth, “she is in this very house.”


  “Where?” I shouted, growing more angry as I grew more perplexed at every reply.


  “In that room behind, Señor. She spoke to me through the cane wall.”


  124 I turned to the mother. “What trick is this?” I cried, and brushing past her, I rushed through the passages to the rooms beyond. In one of these I discovered the Goya sitting serenely.


  “What do you mean by this, Goya?” I said sternly.


  “Oh, I knew you were there all the time.”


  “Why didn’t you let me in, then?”


  “I wanted to see what you would say.”


  “When did you return from La Huaca?”


  “Of course I never went,” and she mockingly held up her lips.


  She had planned the whole performance just to tease me. The part played by her mother was no doubt one that pleased her. These Indians can lie to your face with more innocent composure and ingenuity than any race I ever met.


  I thought, with a view to my own future comfort, that I might as well draw the Goya’s attention to what might have been the consequences of her joke.


  “Supposing I had grown angry and had gone away?” I asked her.


  “Do you think I should have let you go far? I should have called you.”


  “Yes; but I might have been so angry that I would have refused to listen,” I suggested as haughtily as I could.


  “I wasn’t afraid of that,” she returned archly, and I had to give up, although I still pretended to feel hurt.


  The room in which I had found her faced upon the open patio. She made me sit down beside her in the shadow of the wall. Opposite to us, on a high perch out of the reach of scratching fowls, in a composite jardinière of old boxes and broken water-jars, grew the flowers with which she was accustomed to deck her hair. A light roof of thatch over one corner of the enclosure formed the kitchen, where, squatted upon the ground before a fireplace of 125 four stones, her mother was preparing my breakfast with an unpretentious equipment of earthern pots, wooden spoons, and her own dexterous fingers. A fastidious man might have found the sight of such preparations trying to his appetite; but I had proved the pudding too often by the eating to quarrel with the making of it. Hot tamales, rice stained red with powdered achote, and beef stewed in a salsa picante with aji, made a breakfast which I was far from despising, especially as the Goya, perhaps to atone for her cruelty, was more graceful than ever in her attentions.


  After breakfast was over, I resolved to put to the proof a portion at least of old Juan’s philosophy of femininity. During the weeks that had passed, we had completed and furnished the house. So in a matter-of-course way I announced to the Goya that it was finished, and that I intended to send for her shortly. She looked at me in amazement, seemingly more astounded by the way in which I spoke than by the news I related. Hitherto my manner towards her had always been beseeching. The expression of her face amused me quite as much as the altered tone I had just assumed had surprised her. I nearly spoiled everything by laughing and catching her in my arms to assure her that I had not meant the dictatorial part of it at all. Fortunately I resisted the temptation.


  She ventured to demur.


  “No, no; I cannot, I cannot. Who knows how soon you will go back to your own land? You must go some day. Do you think it makes it easier to tell me it will not be for years and years? The time will come, and how could I bear it?”


  “Now, Goya,” I said, as severely as I was able, “it is both useless and silly to talk to me in that way. I have made up my mind, and there’s an end of the matter. You seem to have a very strange notion of a woman’s duty.”


  126 She sat for some time toying nervously with her dress. Suddenly she looked up eagerly.


  “Then tell me about the house.”


  I didn’t hesitate to describe it. As much for my own comfort as for hers, I had sent to Lima for the furniture, and I knew that to her the place would seem palatial.


  I told her that it was in the quebrada, close to Juan’s house, that she might have his daughters for companions, in addition to the old woman who was to cook for her and wait upon her. There were three rooms and a kitchen; a bedroom, a dining-room, and a little sitting-room for herself. There was a real bed, with a mosquito-net instead of the print curtains to which she was accustomed; moreover, there were rugs on the floors. The dining-room had everything imaginable. But her own little room was the gem of all. There were pictures on the walls, there was a stand for her sewing-machine, and I had ordered a box full of materials for dresses that it would take her for ever to make up. Then, on one side, there was a little dressing-table, with brushes and combs and everything she could wish, and over it hung a great, big mirror, in which she could see not merely her pretty face, but the whole of herself at once.


  Her eyes were sparkling.


  “When will you send for me?”


  “As soon as I go back.”


  She threw her arms around me and nestled her head on my shoulder.


  “But it will be soon, soon, soon, won’t it?” she implored.


  I had succeeded beyond my hopes. Yet, somewhat at the expense of my vanity, for it was clearly the house, and not I, that had overcome her reluctance.


  A few days ago, a small caravan of peons, marshalled by Juan, 127 escorted her to her new abode. Although he had ridden all night, the devoted fellow came over early in the morning to tell me of her safe arrival, and as soon as I could I galloped away to welcome her.


  I found her alone, seated at the table in her sitting-room, amusing herself by feeding a clamorous young blackbird, which one of Juan’s daughters had just given her. Owing to the heat she had thrown off her bodice, and her breast was but lightly covered by the snowy white sleeveless chemise of her people. In her hair-ribbon she had tucked the familiar red flower, while around her neck she wore a little chain with a golden medallion of her patron saint which I had given her. I shall never forget the picture she made, as in a half-embarrassed way she turned her head over her shoulder to look at me, as I paused for a moment on the threshold to watch her.


  She did not say very much about the house. She was quiet, perhaps a little tired; but I could see she was content. And so my new domestic life has begun.


  April.


  Perhaps it is the strangeness and half romance of this new life that most delight me. There is the gallop across the desert in the splendour of the sunset or in the moonlight to the little suppers at which she has learned to preside with so much dignity, while she tells me, with the greatest seriousness, all the trifles of the day—so diffidently, so appealingly. Then the early ride, brightened by the nameless colours of morning, while the magic kiss of the princely sun is warming and waking the sleeping beauty of the night; the still valley with its little river; the stunted feathery trees where the white herons perch as in the pictures on a fan; the blue hills, the desert, and at last the 128 flashing sea. It’s all well worth the trouble—will it soon begin to pall, I wonder? But why let the demon of doubt and distrust come to rob our sunshine of its sparkle?


  Since she became established as sole mistress of the mansion, the Goya’s whole manner has changed. A new feeling of responsibility seems to have taken hold of her, and she has abandoned her old waywardness for a quaintly subdued and matronly air. When from my silence she probably fancies my thoughts are far away, I often lie in the hammock and watch her flutter through the tiny apartments busy with endless arranging and rearranging. Nothing pleases her so much as when I praise her housekeeping. Even her utter ignorance is a pleasure; it is part of her nature. It is only the vast contrast between us that makes the illusion possible.


  Sometimes on Sunday Manuel and Francisco come over as our guests. In the quebrada, near the water, the algarroba trees grow into heavy woods, with clear shaded aisles among the gnarled trunks. There we all go, accompanied by Juan’s daughters—two jolly little companions who chatter incessantly, sometimes with an unconscious latitude that might startle a French novelist. All things are natural to them; they are like the birds that chirp above us, to which love has but one meaning.


  In a quaint, high-pitched key the three girls sing us the love songs of their race: of hard hearts and broken vows, disdainful ladies and neglectful swains, and of kisses and longings and tears. Then they teach me the names of the animals and flowers, or, tired of lessons, try to guess the words that fit into the notes of the birds.


  They tell us in awed voices of the animas or ghosts that make the strange noises of the night—a class of spirit that seems to be 129 more sprite than spectre. They have many stories also of the witches who have power to trace thieves and reveal the hiding-place of things that have been stolen.


  At noon our boys arrive with alforjas and hampers, and we breakfast together in a circle on the ground. It is amusing to see the deferential way in which the Goya is treated by the two girls and the boys. Although she is of their people and kin, her relations with me seem to have exalted her in their eyes. This voluntary recognition of the superiority of the white race is one of the most marked characteristics of these Indians.


  The algarroba woods are full of wild pigeons. Toward evening, as they fly to the river for water, my two friends and I take our guns, and skirting along the bank enjoy an hour or two of sport.


  We made a gala day of Easter. On the southern side of Cape Blanco, which is one of the most westerly points of the Continent, the sea in some past age burrowed great caves and arches in the cliff. One of these caverns, into the mouth of which the surf still dashes when the tide is high, winds in a labyrinth for many hundred feet to the very heart of the rock. The other cave, now remote from the waves, is a great circular dome almost two hundred feet in diameter. These imposing dimensions are magnified by the insignificant passage that forms the entrance. Many mysterious stories of buried treasure are told about it. Some say that after the murder of their Emperor Atahualpa by the Spaniards, the Inca priests used this huge natural vault as a secret depository for the rich and sacred ornaments of their temples. Others relate how the English pirates found it a safe place of concealment for the superabundant wealth gained from the Panama galleys; and in confirmation of this story there is a legend that on every Easter morning a great white brig sails 130 bravely away from the cave’s mouth, and no one ever sees her return. It was to verify, if possible, this wild tale of the phantom brig that we planned an expedition for Easter. It was arranged that Juan should take the Goya and his daughters to the Cape at daybreak, when we would ride over to meet them. Unfortunately we were not so prompt in starting, and day had well begun before we set out, so we missed the sailing of the pirate, much to our disappointment. But such a morning was a charm against all regrets. The cliffs were in heavy shadow as we rode along the sand. Although the breeze was cool, the sun kept us warm. The sky and its light clouds were of faintest tints, and the sea had that intense blue which sets off to such advantage the dazzling white of the breakers. As the tide was ebbing thousands of red crabs skirmished like cavalry troops along the beach. Solitary frigate birds hovered aloft, manœuvring lines of pelicans skimmed the surf, and dusky groups of vultures squabbled over derelict scraps. The sails of three or four little fishing-boats sparkled in the still slanting light. The very soul of freedom enfolded this sun-loved land of brown and azure.


  We found them all awaiting us in their usual resigned and uncomplaining way. It is instinctive in these people to regard our pleasure as theirs. Old Juan’s pride would have received a severe shock had one of his daughters, or even the Goya, ventured to reproach us for being two hours behind our tryst. Their chief wonder, which Juan more than half shared, was that they who had arrived in time had failed to see the phantom. I have some doubts myself whether the old fellow really reached the place before the sun had come to remove all uncanny suggestions.


  While the old man and our boys were looking after the animals and preparing our breakfast, we lighted our candles and took the girls off to explore the twisting galleries of the seaward cave. 131 They followed us in awed silence as we went deeper and deeper into the darkness. Something besides the damp chill air made them shiver and clutch our hands convulsively. The noise of the surf came faintly to us, although we could feel the great walls pulse to its beating. More than shadows seemed to lurk in the roof and crannies. I think we all felt a sudden shudder as Manuel playfully uttered a scream that was answered to us again and again as if the old pirates were rallying to the alarm. The sand of the floor was heavy with dampness. The walls and the roof crowded closer and closer upon us; we went on crouching almost to the ground. Finally only a low black tunnel confronted us—there our courage gave out, and we hurried back to the daylight, hearing in our own footfalls the sounds of ghostly pursuit. As we stood under the great arch of the entrance watching the surf about the rocks, the girls grew very brave again.


  Old Juan laughed contemptuously when they told him of their terrors, but he didn’t attempt any explorations on his own account. As it was too early for breakfast, we three men decided to take a bath in the sea. I was well in the lead, just as we were making for the third line of breakers, when a frantic shout from the shore reached me. Turning my head I saw old Juan and the rest running up and down the beach screaming and gesticulating. Some were beckoning us to return; others were pointing seaward in evident alarm. I looked ahead, and there just beyond the great white line that was subsiding before me moved the slowly swaying fin of a monster shark. I confess that for a moment my heart stood still. We must all have caught sight of the danger at the same moment, for without a word we turned: there certainly was excitement in the breathless scurry for the shore, where the Goya quite forgot to be dignified in her joy at our safe return.


  132 After breakfast we entered the cave of the great dome. Ages must have elapsed since the sea seethed round its walls, for the floor was dry and thickly covered with powdered saltpetre that had crystallised on the roof above, and fallen flake by flake. In the centre rose a great pile of rock which the waves had once tumbled together. Signs of hurried excavation in the sand at one side of the vault showed that the tradition of the treasure had gained one believer at least. On examining the hole I was surprised to find portions of human bones rapidly crumbling to dust. This reminded Juan that many years before, some men had come in search of the buried wealth, but they had only unearthed a few old skeletons and a little golden ornament in the shape of a fish. Perhaps the bones had frightened the diggers away. The cavern must have been an ancient burial place; the twilight and the silence and the far off murmur of the sea were a fitting atmosphere for a tomb.


  Then the Goya remembered that all along the foot of the cliffs in the valley of her old home, many graves of the antiguos had been found filled with strangely formed pieces of pottery called huacos. To these places the natives were accustomed to repair on Good Friday to dig. From the way she spoke it was evident that these huacoings or grave opening parties were a popular form of amusement on the holiday in question.


  “But why do they dig only on Good Friday, Goya?” I asked her.


  “Señor, do you not know that the pottery is enchanted? During all the rest of the year it sinks deep down into the ground, and it is impossible to find it, but on Good Friday it comes near to the surface again. Besides the pottery, there are sometimes little things of gold and silver, and sometimes coral beads. A man once gave my sister a necklace of these which she wears as a charm against chill.”


  133 This account of the old graves excited my curiosity, and rather than wait a year till the lucky day comes again, I have resolved to risk the spells and do some unorthodox excavating. Often in riding to Amotape I have noticed along the road on the desert a long double row of mounds covered with white shells, and regularly placed as if to line a royal avenue. This avenue which has an artificial appearance is wide and straight for several miles, and may have formed a portion of the lost Inca highway along the coast. About Amotape also, the Goya says, there are many adobe ruins of aboriginal temples or forts. At the first opportunity I have, I shall visit these places, and unless the enchantments prevail against me I may soon be able to tell you of something more novel than love making.


  We were all so absorbed in our antiquarian discussions that we would have forgotten the present entirely had not Juan brought us back to realities by telling us that the tide was rising fast, and we would not have time to pass the rocks of one of the cliffs unless we set off at once. As their road lay inland while ours was along the beach, we hurriedly bade our little friends good-bye, and so the holiday ended.


  May.


  The Goya has suddenly conceived a great fondness for all her relatives, in the hacienda and beyond it, and she is constantly begging to be allowed to make them brief visits under the guardianship of her old Dueña. I very much fear, however, that her vanity is deeper than her affection in most cases, for she dearly loves the wonder and envy that her little fineries evoke. Dressed in the riding habit she has so quickly learned to wear, she is becoming a very superior young person with her guide and her attendant. Her joy is complete whenever I find time to ride out to accompany her home.


  134 These relationships of hers extend far beyond the common confines of blood. She has sisters and cousins and aunts in abundance, but in addition to these, almost every tenant on the estate is in some way or other related to her spiritually. This is the result of the ceremonies with which her religion has surrounded her life. She has of course a godfather and a godmother. On two occasions she herself has stood sponsor and thereby gained a pair of comadres and compadres with whom she is spiritually co-parent of the children. Among the Indians this relationship is in many cases accounted superior to the ties of kindred; moreover there are her compañeros, the men who were godfathers when she was godmother, and so on through infinite shadings. Occasionally my journeys in search of her ladyship bring me into strange adventures. The dark lonely night rides! What glories are in the depths of that star-sown sky, what sounds rush on the breeze! What heart-spurring shadows lurk among the sand heaps as I gallop along the treacherous line of the trail. Even I whose brain has little room for spectral fears can recognise the fatherland of ghosts and goblins. Darkness, solitude, and silence, the playground of fancies; it was amid such scenes that man first learned to shudder. Even in the moonlight when drowsiness comes on, a weirdness fills the world. I’ve sat up in the saddle with a start to see a herd of cattle rushing before me as noiselessly as shadows—only some desert shrubs. Then a great fantastic mottled monster has writhed across the path in desperate fashion—a patch of sand tufted with waving grass. The night birds sing a fiendish song that rattles down the wind like spirit laughter. Often and often I’ve put my hand on my revolver to find that I had jumped at a thorn bush.


  Not long since, the Goya’s whims took her to a remote part of the estate. I had promised to bring her back. As I had never 135 been to the place where she was visiting I asked old Juan to go with me. Poor fellow, he isn’t much of a guide on unfamiliar roads at night as his eyesight is failing. In the quebrada where the trail we should have taken separates from the main road, we missed the way and were obliged to ride up the ravine to the house of a tenant in search of a guide. While the man was getting ready I chatted with his wife.


  “Where are you going?” she asked me. In this country no honest traveller should resent such a question. I felt in a mood for romancing.


  “We are going to a witch’s dance at the salt marshes.”


  “What!” she exclaimed.


  “Yes. One night Juan and I were returning from Amotape; suddenly near the marshes we heard strange music; in the distance were fantastic lights; on reaching the place what did we find? a fandango of the Brujas.”


  “Ave Maria!” I could almost see the woman’s flesh creep.


  “Yes, the Brujas. We joined them. They gave us strange liquors. At dawn they all vanished, but before they left they told us that on every dark Saturday night they held a rout. So now we are going again. The women were very beautiful.”


  Luckily the guide appeared at this moment, or the poor woman would have fainted. She must have said many a prayer that night to save her husband from the witches’ spell. I suppose the joke was heartless, but then most jokes are.


  Rocky stretches and sandy hollows, gallop, gallop, gallop. We arrived about ten o’clock.


  There was a long building with a great veranda that opened upon a corral. The veranda was lighted up, and as we approached I heard those sounds of revelry by night that betoken a fandango. A large crowd filled the benches and listened to a wheezy strident 136 concertina. The Goya ran out to meet us, as I got off my horse and looked about. Something unusual was going on certainly. Upon a table draped with cloth at the far end of the veranda, a small open coffin with the body of a baby stood set on end, against a background of flaring red and white calico; the lid painted black with a double white cross rested at one side. In front flickered two candles stuck in old beer bottles. The Goya told me that I was at the funeral of her hostess’s child. As we entered, the bereaved mother came forward and greeted me with a smile. She received my expressions of sympathy as if they were something foreign to the occasion. Some of the women, led by the Dueña, gathered round the Goya and whispered to her, giggling; but they hastened away as soon as the music called for a dance. I sat apart with the Goya to watch.


  And what a scene! There amid its gaudy trappings, glancing back the flame of the sputtering candles, stood an enshrouded mystery. In a little box of blackened wood was all life knows of life; a ghastly nothingness; a thing of terror yet of fascination, a question and an answer both in one! And around it, shouting in a drunken dance, with laughter and ribald song, moved creatures whom it was almost flattery to call savages. The living seemed to be carousing over the dead like cannibals about a boiling cauldron. The Goya’s chatter was unheeded as I sat there looking on, indifferent. Did not disgust sicken me, horror choke me, loathing overpower me? No; just one feeling stirred me, the feeblest our soul can know, the indolent supercilious curiosity of a woman’s uplifted lorgnettes. I seemed dead to every civilised prejudice I had ever possessed.


  But when the dance ended a vague sense of annoyance took possession of me. Hurriedly telling the Goya to prepare at once for her return, I ordered Juan to get the animals ready. While I 137 waited by the gate on horseback some women and men passed in. Suddenly the music grew weird and mournful. I heard the sound of lamentation, and looked toward the veranda. In front of the little coffin were collected all the women who had just arrived, and all those who had been present before. They were rocking their bodies to and fro, and wailing and mourning, while the men sat calmly talking and drinking on the benches.


  “What are they doing, Juan?” I asked.


  “Weeping for the dead, Señor.”


  “Is it the custom of your people?”


  The old man seemed to feel, from something in my manner, that I was not entirely in sympathy with the scene.


  “Only among the people of the Campo, patron, when their children die,” he answered.


  “And the dancing and the drinking?”


  “Yes, that too; they weep a while, then dance and drink again.”


  “All night?”


  “Oh, yes; sometimes for two or three days.”


  I laughed. The girl returned. What was this thing called death? Bah! Who cared? And under its very eyes I carried her away. It was life that I had come for.


  Without a word we hurried through the night.


  June.


  I have been riding all the afternoon along the edge of the Tablaza, where a maze of fantastic quebradas runs riot to the shore. A desert of greys and browns and dying greens below, a silvery film over a golden bowl above. Sometimes, on crossing a ridge, we caught sight of the busy sea, where the waves rushed along like a hunting pack; on its far horizon low clouds lay in 138 shadowless mountain ranges—the unreachable land of our dreams, the dwelling-place of happiness, the vague valleys where grows that sweetest of flowers, content. A typical Peruvian day framed in a sky of golden blue, whose threads of cloud are like the wires in a cloisonné vase.


  But in Peru we never think of talking about the weather, for it is always the same.


  You may remember that, during our Easter picnic to the caves, the Goya’s story of the ancient graves near her old home made me anxious to explore in that neighbourhood. Recently I made a little expedition which yielded me rare booty.


  There are vast aboriginal burial grounds all along the coast, but of course I can speak only of the small tract on the north bank of the Chira River, between Amotape and the sea. Here great walls of cliff, wrinkled deep by centuries of rain, ward off the desert from the valley’s fertility. Every slope along the base of these cliffs is the grave of thousands, perhaps millions, of a race whose very name is forgotten. I say of a race, but there are many indications that not one, but many races are buried there. Almost all these slopes are artificially sprinkled with small white shells; shreds of pottery litter the ground, ruins of old adobe temples and pyramids rise from the plain; remains of ancient walls and buildings crown every elevation. Was ever the home of the dead more fitly placed? In front, the rich rank greens of the river, like the teeming years of life; behind, the trackless waste like the meaningless stretch of eternity. They rest where they fell, those nameless dead, on the dividing line of that grim antithesis. Or, in a simpler human sense, what pathos there is in the solicitude that laid them, composed for their long sleep, in those little silent valleys, which the bend of a quebrada has encircled with guardian hills, and where loneliness and desolation and immutability warn 139 off the noisy restless world. There is a tragedy in a faith like theirs that checks a cynic’s sneers. But our love of novelty, our cruel curiosity, knows no reverence. Let’s go a-huacoing.


  Though all the slopes undoubtedly contain graves, all are not equally rich. In many places the rains have soaked the soil, consumed the bones, and packed the earth until it has crushed and broken the pottery. But suppose we have lighted upon a favourable site. On top, the sand is mingled with little white shells. About two feet from the surface we are sure to come upon a child’s grave. If the drainage of the slope kept out the water, we will find the little skeleton complete, wrapped in clothes as good as if they had been made yesterday. Seemingly the children counted for little in that old time: a sleeveless shirt, a string of coral beads, and a coarse shroud, were enough to fit the poor wee body for its cradle in the sands. It needed no pottery, but sometimes a small stick was placed beside it, perhaps as a charm, perhaps as a plaything. So unimportant was its burial, that its grave was always made in some part of the field already used for its elders; for if we dig several feet below these small bundles of bones—we meet with the carefully built tombs of adults. These are cavities hollowed in the tough sand or clay, and topped with great flat stones and adobes to support the earth above. Within these holes the body, swathed in many shrouds, was placed upon its back, instead of being trussed up in sitting posture, as is usual in other parts of Peru. Arranged about the feet of the mummy are several coarse cooking pots, still full of the provisions of corn and beans and meat that were to nourish the departed on his long, mysterious journey. Near the hands, in the case of men, lie bundles of copper and stone tools, wooden weapons, shovels and walking staves—with handles skilfully carved into human or animal shapes. Beside the women, are all their weaving and 140 spinning utensils and gourd work-boxes filled with shuttles, spindles, and balls of thread. Sometimes there are also water-bottles, with graceful curves, and netted travelling bags containing extra clothing. It is always at the head of the body that we find the fanciful pieces of pottery known as huacos. They are of infinite variety: I have never seen two exactly alike. Some are round, long-necked vases, surmounted by very natural figures of birds and animals. Every vegetable is imitated; there are gourds, melons, bananas, and other fruits; there are clusters of eggs; there are jars shaped like fish and alligators, and there are conventional forms, with double handles and double spouts, all of the finest burnt clay, some black, some red. The old potters evidently believed that shrill noises were efficacious in warning off evil spirits, for they often made these huacos with two bodies connected by a tube; one body held the spout while an opening in the other, concealed by a grotesque monkey or bird, was so contrived as to emit a sharp whistle when the jar was being filled.


  As the mummy within the shroud is usually well preserved, except that the eyes and nose are sunken, it is clear that some process of embalming was employed. Unfortunately the preparations used for this purpose have destroyed the fabrics that came in contact with them; still enough of the inner wrappings and of the clothing remains to enable us to form some idea of the general attire. Evidently great pains were taken in arraying the dead one in the richest garments possible. A turban of finely-woven cotton or gaily-coloured tapestry was wound around the head. The men wore white tunics embroidered with flowers and figures; the women had a more ample flowing dress of brown or blue or white, usually without ornamentation of needle work, and bound at the waist with a long fine scarf or sash. The quality of the 141 garments varies greatly, probably with the wealth and station of the deceased. Men and women alike were adorned with necklaces and bracelets of coral beads and rings of gold—sometimes the women have wooden earrings inlaid with coral and mother-of-pearl; often the arms have traces of tattooing.


  I can’t tell you how many of these graves I opened; we dug for several days from the first light until sunset. It was hard work for the men in the hot, dusty sand under the fierce sun.


  The Goya had begged hard to be allowed to join the expedition and, as she had relatives in the village where I made my headquarters, I had taken her with me. Every day about noon she and some of the women came to seek us with alforjas full of provisions for our lunch. They took a great interest in the antique wonders I was unearthing.


  Most of the women know how to weave and spin, but their skill is inferior to that of the ancients; for to-day they cannot produce anything equal in fineness and beauty to the fabrics and tapestries I found in the graves. The bundles of weaving tools, therefore, which are identical in form with those used to-day, though far superior in finish, aroused their envy, and I had to resist many a prayer for presents. They clamoured especially for the orquetas, used to hold the “copo,” or roll of carded cotton, while spinning. The orqueta is a long crotched stick, sharpened at one end that it may be stuck into the ground. To-day a natural fork is taken from a tree for this purpose, but the orquetas of the graves were cut out of solid wood, and beautifully carved and polished.


  All the Indian women are in the habit of plaiting thick skeins of brown spun cotton into the braids of their hair to prevent the ends from splitting, and it astonished the Goya and her friends greatly to learn from the skeins we found packed in little gourd 142 toilet boxes, that the custom had come down to them from so remote a time.


  There is a certain vein of sentiment in these women that is entirely human, and once they burst into a chorus of sympathetic ejaculations, when, on opening a mummy, I picked from among the wrappings a tress of hair carefully tied with a coloured string. Some lover, they were sure, had placed it there as a pledge of undying remembrance. For half an hour they discussed the incident pityingly, and during the whole evening I heard them relate it to each acquaintance who came. Trifles make up their lives.


  One custom which the graves revealed, however, puzzled them as much as it did me. Protruding through the lower lip of almost every one of the female mummies we discovered a conical cylinder of silver about an inch long. As a rule, these were badly corroded, but by good fortune we found a perfect one stowed away in one of the little boxes with the skeins of cotton. It is in the shape of a thimble, though slightly larger in size, and closed at both ends. In the crown is set a blood-stone, surrounded by small balls of red coral. It is an excellent piece of work, and would do credit to a modern jeweller. It may be that these ornaments were used as a badge of marriage.


  I had naturally supposed that there was but one series of graves; one day, however, one of my men noticed that the soil that formed the floor of a tomb we had just opened was softer than usual; so he continued to dig, and a few feet below his shovel struck the stone capping of another sepulchre. This led us to continue work in some of the holes we had abandoned, and we soon discovered that there were in some instances three or four layers of graves. While the arrangement of these graves is similar to that of the upper ones, the pottery is of inferior artistic quality and appears to be of much greater antiquity. It may even be that of 143 a different race; for ages may have elapsed before the sands could cover the graves so deeply that they were forgotten and new ones made above them.


  You can have no idea how absorbedly interested I became in my excavations among these poor old bones; only it saddened me to find in their trinket-filled graves another confirmation of that awful truth—futility! If their cast into the darkness flew so wide the mark, what hope have we? Their faith was as strong as ours. Was its betrayal any greater than ours will be? And even to a sceptic there is something crushing in being brought face to face with the ghastly inevitability of the future. No matter how hateful life may be, it is beautiful compared with the crumbling darkness of that chill, lonely cell, where even the sunlight is dead. The thought came to me like an agony once, as I rested on a mound, watching my men dig: “Some day I must lie thus for ever. No more of love and life and longing! Only that!” and I kicked aside a skull and nearly drained my whisky-flask. But in that moment I almost felt the worms crawl through my brain! And the sunlight—how I loved it! If we could ever for a second realise the truth, we would never know another hour of sanity.


  July.


  Not long ago, I passed through a terrible illness, which, but for the luck that has always smiled from my natal star, might easily have ended fatally. Fortunately, I was not informed of the deadly nature of the attack until the danger was over, or I might pardonably have died of fright.


  I had been riding all day in the hot sun, and was both heated and tired when I reached the Goya. I found her as usual playing with the little blackbird, which has been her dearest friend ever since the day she came to her new home. I carelessly threw off 144 my coat, and must have put myself in a draught, for I was suddenly seized with a violent cramp—the common result of a chill under such circumstances. I took a few drops of chlorodyne, and lay down on the bed until relief should come.


  The matter seemed simple enough to me, but the Goya was panic-stricken. She clasped her hands together and looked at me in an agony of fear.


  “Oh, Señor, Señor, it may be chucaque, it may be chucaque. What shall I do? What shall I do? Where can I find a curadora? Oh you will die; you will die! What shall I do; what shall I do?”


  She was nearly hysterical; then an idea came to her.


  “Perhaps the peddlers will know,” she cried, and she flew out of the house.


  Soon she returned with a wizened old woman who carried several small gourds in her arms. The Goya ran to a cupboard and brought out a large cloth and a bowl, which she filled with water. In spite of the pain, I was curious to see what would happen. The old woman hurriedly threw into the bowl a portion of the contents of each of the gourds. Among these I recognised powdered mustard and tobacco flakes. When the mixture was ready, she spread it upon the cloth; and unceremoniously tearing open my clothing she placed the plaster across my stomach. Upon this, starting from the centre she began to inscribe a widening spiral with her forefinger; all the while muttering a sort of incantation of which I could distinguish only the words “Ave Maria” reiterated from time to time. The Goya stood anxiously near me with her hands raised as if in prayer. After making the sign of the cross over my body, the woman again traced the spiral and repeated the mystic formula. Gradually the pain subsided and before long I was able to say 145 truthfully that I was better; after a final sign of the cross, the plaster was removed and I was allowed to stand up.


  Naturally I was eager to know what had happened to me. Then I learned of a disease that would sadly puzzle a Jenner. If any one, even in jest, causes you to feel shame or humiliation or as we would say “to feel cheap,” you are at once exposed to the most insidious of maladies—chucaque; you will be seized with a severe internal cramp, and unless you take the proper precautions you will forthwith die. And these precautions, what are they? You must find a curadora, an old woman who understands the secret of the cure, and she must treat you at once just as I had been treated. The worst of it is, you need not be present while your neighbour is holding you up to ridicule in order to experience this dire complaint. It will attack you unawares if some ungentlemanly friend is taking advantage of your absence. Think of the awful suspicions a plain old touch of colic may arouse in the Indian mind. Of course, in my case, the chlorodyne was science thrown away.


  I offered the woman some money for her professional services, but she seemed hurt to think that I suspected her of mercenary motives, and she declined to accept it. I learned that she was one of a party of peddlers who had arrived at Juan’s house most opportunely that very afternoon. As I saw a means of rewarding the old woman’s kindness without offence I took the Goya over to inspect her wares. These peddlers are an interesting feature of the native life. In companies of twos and threes and fours, with donkeys laden with stores, they penetrate to all parts of the wilderness in search of trade. They have a marvellous assortment of things for sale from pins and needles and cheap jewellery to the finest cashmere mantas and the richest Guadalupe scarfs—which are often very costly. Their patience is inexhaustible. 146 They will sit down in the most unpromising abode and unpack every bag and basket in their equipment, display to the longing eyes of the women the ribbons and laces and stuffs and fineries one after another, and be content if they succeed in selling even ten centavos’ worth. If money is lacking they resort to barter and wheedle away goat skins and other products in exchange for the much coveted finery. Time has no place in their calculations. They will sit all day chatting if they think there is a chance of a bargain in the end. They are learned in all the gossip of the region and their advent is a delight to the lonely country people. They might be called the newspapers of the desert, for it is through them that the dwellers in the waste keep in touch with the outside world.


  While the Goya tossed and tumbled everything about, sneering at this necessity, going into raptures over that luxury, and threatening me with financial ruin, I engaged my preserver in conversation. Her mother and her grandmother had been curadoras before her. Where they had learned the art she could not say. Did she know any other cures, I asked.


  “O yes, Señor, I can cure ojo.”


  “And what is ojo, Señora?” I inquired; my ignorance would not have surprised her more, had I asked her what the sun was.


  “Ojo” means the “eye” and from the rambling account she gave me, I gathered that the superstition is analogous to the evil eye of southern Europe. You are the happy father of a new born heir or the equally elated owner of a superior horse. A friend comes along and begins to praise either one or other of your valued possessions, your treasure is at once “ojeado” and unless you seek a curadora skilled in the lore of crosses and Ave Marias to avert the spell, your child, or horse, or whatever it may be, 147 must die. What was the formula before they ever heard of Mary and the cross, I wonder?


  On the day following a fandango, when the fumes of the anizado are filling their brains with torments, it is common to see half the village wandering dully about, with a circular disc or paper stuck on each temple. This they regard as a sure remedy or cure for headache, but why it should be so nobody can tell.


  A lingering belief in witchcraft still flavours many of their ideas. One day a woman amazed me by asking for one of my mummy skulls. As the people usually look upon these ghastly tokens with awe, I was curious to know why she wanted it.


  “I want to put it in my clothes-box, Señor,” she said.


  “In your clothes-box? What good will it do there?” I asked her.


  “Señor, I will place it on the top of my clothes, and if thieves break open the box, the sight of the skull will enchant them, and they will not be able to move until I come and catch them.”


  Such superstition is part of the people’s life and blood, and must have existed since the race began.


  Why, just this evening I was reading Garselasso de la Vega. I know he is rather sneered at as an authority, but I can say with confidence that, so far as my observation goes, his accounts of the manners and customs of the Indians are singularly appreciative and unexaggerated. I myself have seen not only one but many of the ceremonies and observances he describes. In the chapter I was reading he was speaking of the balsas, or great sea-going sailing rafts of the old Peruvians, which you must have seen mentioned in Prescott. I suppose it must have occurred to de la Vega that his European readers would be apt to conclude that the Conquest had wrought great changes in these nautical contrivances and that 148 there was therefore an element of ancient history in his narrative, for at the end of the chapter he adds:


  “These things were in use when I left, and are no doubt in use to-day; for the common people, as they are a poor, miserable lot, do not aspire to things higher than those to which they have been accustomed.”


  He wrote about fifty years after the Spanish occupation. To-day three centuries have elapsed, and although the world has grown to battle-ships, the Cholo is still content with his balsa.


  In de la Vega I have also found the explanation of an extraordinary custom which the people observe. When a child is about two years of age its hair is cut for the first time. A fandango is held at the house of the parents, and during the dancing the child is passed about among the guests, each one of whom pays ten or twenty centavos, according to his means, for the privilege of nipping off a small lock of the hair, which is preserved for luck. This ceremony has come to the modern Indians directly from the Incas. According to the account in de la Vega, the Inca children were not weaned until they had attained the age of two years; then, with feasting and rejoicing, the hair was cut for the first time. He gives no reason for the custom, and to-day it seems to be followed without reference to the time of weaning. So you see these people are essentially the same as when the Spaniards found them. Under the gloss of Christianity and Manchester prints they are as barbaric as the oldest of my mummies.


  August.


  Not long ago I witnessed a ceremony in the little village of Vichayal which proved that among these Indians the outward form long survives the inward spirit. Ever since I undertook my excavations, which were carried on near this spot, the people have 149 sent me notice of all their fiestas. The place is a scattering of cane huts, on the edge of an algarroba wood; the most beautiful scene the moonlight ever shone upon. A tangle of feathered leaves overhead make lace-like shadows on a silver floor of sand; while the night birds fill the air with a cry that is like the wail of one who seeks eternally and vainly. It is a virgin picture no pencil has ever violated. Those piles of darkness are the desert cliffs; those firefly flashes are the lights of homes. There is no order of streets and squares; a clearing serves for a plaza. That break among the trees is avenue enough for a simple world like this. The tinkling notes of a guitar mean human happiness, content with what the moment brings. I have delved in the philosophies of three thousand years of thought, and they have brought me no deeper wisdom.


  There cannot be more than fifty huts in the village. As the people are too poor to maintain a chapel, they decided to erect a great cross in the centre of an open space, magnificently denominated the plaza. It was to the consecration, which gave these poor creatures an excuse for a two days’ fiesta, that the Goya and I had been invited. I sent her on ahead one afternoon with Juan, the Dueña, and the blackbird. I followed early the next morning.


  A heavy, thatched roof and three sides of a square of cane had been built like a niche about the cross, which was made of plastered adobes. At one end of the plaza stood a triumphal arch, constructed of three poles, covered and tricked out with puffed white paper and flowers. A grand avenue of approach, improvised of tree branches set in the ground, reached from the arch to the cross; while several temporary booths, called altars, lent their colours to adorn the sides and corners of the square.


  On Saturday night the plaza was a veritable blaze of glory. All 150 the ingenuity of the people had been expended in decorating the tabernacle; bed-quilts of gaudy hues formed tapestries for the interior; from the cross itself depended hundreds of coloured pictures of the most heterogeneous subjects, tiny mirrors, toys, dolls, and flowers. Above the open side or entrance of the shelter hung festoons of fruit and branches, pictures, mirrors, dolls, and lanterns, and most marvellous of all, a series of ginger-bread men, an offering from the children to the village schoolmaster. Everywhere candles fluttered in bright profusion, while the scented clouds of incense blended the whole picture into a unity. At each of the little altars, as if they formed a necklace for the glorious jewel in the centre—in truth, they were only drinking-stalls in disguise—the image of some saint was illuminated with equal splendour. A perpetual fusilade of squibs gave an accent to the pious and pervading joy.


  Amid all this spiritual enthusiasm, however, the fleshly man was not forgotten. Summoned by an impatient bell, excited groups were clustered about a gambling game, in which miniature horses, set in motion by a spring, ran races around a circular board. Just behind the shrine of the cross, an enterprising catch-penny had spread his wares, and was driving a great trade in little nothings. Small peddlers, and coffee and cake vendors, strove emulously, but with the best good humour, for what spoil there was to gain. In half-a-dozen houses there were dances, picantes and chicharias—the shops for the native beer.


  The moon was full and glaringly, electrically bright. It tempted one into the mood of the hour. With the Goya and a troop of her little, laughing friends, I visited all the sights, and stood treats to everything. My luck at a wheel of fortune filled their pockets with ribbons and necklaces, earrings and bottles of scent. We really enjoyed ourselves, although they did seem to 151 feel uneasy now and then, when I passed the cross and neglected to bow.


  These wheels of fortune are their delight. A peseta a chance, and an arrow is spun upon a numbered dial. There are about a hundred numbers, each one of which, according as the arrow stops, calls for some article, usually a worthless trifle. Four or five of the numbers, however, had prizes that seemed most valuable in the girls’ eyes; and it was most of these I succeeded in winning after a breath-taking outlay. Whether this excitement wore me out, or I wore out the excitement, I cannot say; perhaps the fifty-mile ride and the two hours’ sleep of the night before, had something to do with it; at any rate, by ten o’clock I was longing for bed. Juan had considerately borrowed a house, and prepared me a couch as remote as possible from the noise; and I withdrew; but don’t for a moment fancy that any of my neighbours followed my example. Whenever I woke during the night, the harp, and the song, and the hand-clapping were as blithe and vigorous as ever, and when I jumped up at the first peep of the sun, there they were at it still, though certain prostrate forms under the trees showed that the pace was beginning to tell.


  There had been a hope that the cura of the next town would come on Sunday morning to bless the cross. Word arrived early, however, that he could not make the journey. This chance had been foreseen, and a small cross arranged on a stand, in such a way that it could be carried with poles, had been provided to act as proxy for the permanent structure. Under the hottest of noons, about a dozen men mounted this emblem upon their shoulders and cheerfully started on their six miles walk through the scorching sand to receive the benediction.


  During the morning the anditas began to circulate. In English 152 they might be called reliquaries. They are boxes, or cases of wood, about twenty inches long, a little less in width, and a few inches deep, with a glass front. They are variously ornamented, often with incrustations of heavy, but crude, silver work. Under the glass is the picture or image of a saint, belaced and bespangled; below the image is a small drawer. These anditas are received from the churches (in reality they are probably hired as a speculation), and carried all over the country in pursuit of alms. On this occasion they served also as images for the altars in the square. Of course they have been duly blessed and endowed with powers of absolution and indulgence. Wherever one of them goes it is received with great perfunctory veneration. Everybody bends the knee, with head uncovered, and kisses a spot on the glass. To gain the full benefit, however, it is necessary to give largess to the person who carries it. These offerings are not fixed in amount, but vary, I presume, with the eagerness of the giver to secure a favourable answer to his prayer. Still, as a tangible return for his charity, he receives from the little drawer a scapulary—a tiny ball of raw cotton on a bit of coloured string. All Cholodom wears one of these charms about its neck. This itinerant box of benisons takes one back to some of the scenes old Chaucer laughed at, doesn’t it?


  I began to find the day a little hard to kill. A languor seemed to have fallen over the place, as if the gaieties of the night before had left a headache or two behind. I sought a quiet shady corner, and stretched myself to read. The afternoon was very warm and the world was very still. I fear I fell a-nodding.


  The sun was not far from the tree tops when a great commotion roused me. All the village was hastening toward the plaza, whence the sound of a drum and fife told that the cross-bearers were returning. They were just nearing the arch when I arrived. 153 A concourse of women lined the avenue of boughs; behind the bearers came a crowd of cheering, chattering men; leading the procession was the most fantastic group I ever beheld. Five men, dressed in tight-fitting clothes of flaming red, with little aprons hanging in front, and wearing grotesque masks that entirely covered their heads, were dancing madly before the advancing symbol of their faith, to the barbaric and tuneless music of a small drum and pipe, both played by one man, who walked beside the cross. Round and round they whirled and leaped and pranced; the dance evidently had a meaning. The mask of one of the men was in the shape of a bull’s head. He was the principal person in the figure; the rest jumped about and teased him by waving little flags in his face, or by trying to lasso him with a small rope. From time to time he lowered his head and rushed at them wildly, while they scattered or fell down before him in sembled fright; but through it all they never ceased to move to the cadence of the music. Of course it is easy to see that in its present form the dance aims at representing a bull fight; it is even called el toro, or the bull, but I am convinced that it had a very different purpose in the forgotten period from which it is unquestionably derived.


  The now sanctified cross was safely deposited in the tabernacle beside the one for which it had laboured thus vicariously; so, after a few hurried adorations, the crowds scurried off to the ring that had been erected for the cock-fighting. With patron and peon alike this is the favourite sport of Peru. Here pandemonium reigned until dusk, while the publicans (and presumably sinners) reaped a harvest. The mains over, all turned homeward.


  An hour or so later, with the Goya, I was sitting smoking in the corner of a picante, watching the hubbub around us, and struggling in vain to throw off the after-dinner laziness that prevented 154 me from calling for my horse to take me over the miles that lay between me and my morning duties, when I again heard the summons of the drum and beheld a general exodus for the plaza.


  “What on earth is up now, Goya?” I enquired.


  “The procession, Señor, the procession.”


  The excitement was catching, and we followed the throng.


  The moon was just clearing the desert hills; not a breath stirred. In two long lines, on either side of the avenue of branches, stood the bare-headed villagers, each carrying a lighted candle. Borne on men’s shoulders, as before, in a blazing haze of incense, the cross was very slowly passing between these lines, while near the tabernacle heavy rocket bombs were exploding, and squibs snapped everywhere. Away in advance walked the major-domos, or marshals of the procession, with bags full of candles, which they distributed to all comers. Immediately in front, with their faces to the cross, two of the men in red now unmasked, danced reverentially to and fro. The musician with his drum and pipe, puffing and pounding, strode patiently beside them. Lines and all moved forward at a snail’s pace. At the arch the lines bent toward one of the altars. This reached, a halt was made, and the cross set down. Many, undoubtedly, feeling that they had fulfilled their devotional obligations, returned their candles to the major-domos and sought refreshment at the booth. Still the lines were well maintained, for others came to join them. When the march was resumed, a dozen or more women and girls, dressed in white and decked with flowers, took the places of the men as carriers. The two tireless dancers continued their solemn antics: they were like the women of Israel dancing before the ark. At the next altar the two lines knelt down in silence for a long time; the drum and fife, and the squibs and bombs, never ceased. 155 When I left about eleven, after consigning the Goya to old Juan, they had not made half the circuit of the square. Heaven knows how it ended.


  This is certain, eliminating the element of the cross from these scenes, I was, during those two days, looking on at customs and ceremonies as truly relics of the Prehistoric Peruvians as the pottery I dig out of their graves. If I could only fathom the meaning it all had for them! It is useless to seek explanations from the living; they do not understand half of it themselves. They can only shrug their shoulders, and assure you, “It is the custom, Señor.” Yes, but how much is custom and how much is modern interpolation?


  I rode home in six hours that night; not bad time when you remember the sand. I was up again before eight. One thing you will be able to appreciate, whatever injury my life in Peru may have done me, it has not been in the direction of my constitution.


  October.


  I hardly know how to tell you what must be told; it sounds so sudden, so coarse, so abrupt, but life from beginning to end is brutality. The Goya is dead. It seems a confirmation of our sneers to say so. Why should we worry through the years; why should we dally with love or struggle with ambition—when the end of all is a hideous silence? Beauty and youth with their irresponsibility—fortune and fame with their envied power, have but one conclusion. Is it fear that makes us continue the folly?


  After the fiesta of the cross, she and I were very happy—she had forgotten her old restlessness, even her old vanity. She wanted to be with me always. We lived an ideal month. With 156 her I had always to be the lover; she never allowed life to become a reality. Yet it was instinct not calculation that guided her; she was one of those women who appeal to our strength; who must always be protected and caressed; whom we love for their weakness and their womanhood. One day she told me she would like to go home for a few days, she had not been feeling well, and I concluded that the request came from nervousness; still as months had passed since she had seen her parents I had to yield. She set out in the old way, with her guide and her Dueña. I remember how I lifted her into the saddle and how she leaned down to kiss me before they started off in the cool soft air of the morning.


  I missed her greatly during the week that followed. With old Juan I rode away to see her. She met me with a loving gentleness, that now in the after-light, must have been significant. She begged me to let her remain at home a week or two more. How could I refuse?


  Then a messenger came to tell me she was very ill. I laughed at the serious note, it could only be a woman’s whim; still, as I was busy, I sent old Juan to her with orders to engage all the doctors he could secure if he considered the case urgent. One morning he came back and told me she was dead. Somehow I didn’t care. I felt annoyance, not sorrow. Yes, she was very ill when he arrived, but the curadoras were treating her and he had had no fear. I upbraided him as I might have done had he neglected to do a piece of work I had set for him among the cotton fields. He understood me better than I understood myself and was silent. All I could learn was that she had been very weak, when a hæmorrhage of some sort seized her. They had given her the usual remedios without result; she never recovered.


  I knew she must be buried, but I could not face the duty. I 157 hate death almost as much as I hate life. What a ghastly thing is that final resolution into our natal clay. I could not see them put her into the merciless grave. The thought of my mummies came to me; would it ever happen that she would make a vandal’s holiday? After the long years would someone touch her hair in idle curiosity? I could not endure the suggestion. It was better to remember her as a dream that had vanished with the dawn. I sent old Juan to do what I should have done myself perhaps.


  They buried her in the village pantheon on the hill that overlooks the valley. I ordered them to set a cross to mark the spot, a cross that was inscribed with her name and nothing more. What did the years matter? She had lived and she had died as the world had done and must do for ever. The episode had ended for her and for me.


  Some days later her father and her little sister came to see me. They brought me a huaco tied with a blue ribbon, and in a gourd cage the little blackbird which, they said, she asked them, just before she died, to take to me. In the doleful tones of ostentatious grief, the old man told me of her illness. After several days of great weakness a hæmorrhage came—it was from the throat or lungs, he did not know exactly which. It is this feature of her illness that puzzles me. I know she was more delicately fashioned than these women usually are, still she seemed quite as robust and as full of health. I remember now that there was a little cough occasionally, but who could have dreamed that it was serious.


  Then he spoke about the funeral, of the crowds, and of the Mass. He thanked me effusively for my generosity in the matter of the candles. The people had been greatly impressed; I had the sympathy of all who had attended. He dwelt especially upon the magnificence of the coffin; nothing so fine had ever been 158 seen in the village before. It was a great pity that I myself had not been able to go.


  I tried to be patient, but his voice irritated me. One grows so tired of seeing these people fingering their hats and patroning and señoring every three words. As kindly, but as hurriedly, as I could I sent them away.


  And now the huaco, with its incongruous blue ribbon, adorns my desk, while outside in its cage the blackbird is singing the folly of regret.


  December.


  More than a year has passed since she died. Sometimes I have to cross the river; there are the same little scenes at the ferry, the same early clouds hang over the valley, and there is the little house half way up the hill towards which I used to look so anxiously to see the light in her room. Why do such visits make me feel sad and restless, I wonder? Did I really love her, or did she only stir my imagination? Who can say?


  On my desk is the huaco with its wilted ribbon still untouched. Now and then, as I rummage among drawers and pigeon-holes, I find one of her old letters. Always, even in the days of our deepest intimacy, they began with the same stiff, copy-book formula: “Esteemed Señor,—I take my pen in my hand to write you these four words,” although there were sure to be as many pages. Some of them coax me to come and bring her back from one of her innumerable visits; some of them tell me of approaching fandangos in such terms that I might almost fancy that my happiness alone was being considered; some of them beg irresistibly for something without which existence might become impossible; others thank me rapturously for a present that has made her joy complete. Poor little Goya, how she gloried in the externals! 159 A new dress, a pair of earrings, a glittering ring, and she couldn’t have loved me more.


  I don’t know why the world changed after she had gone. Manuel and Francisco dragged me into all the festivities. There were baptisms and haircuttings and carnivals to divert me; but they all palled. It seemed as if it had been the Goya who gave the enthusiasm and the happiness to those old scenes of revelry. I dropped back into my former indifference, yet it was not the same, for resentment lay behind it, a resentment that never found expression; perhaps it never knew its own meaning.


  As the months vanished old Juan spoke enticingly of new beauties that were worth a Gringo’s wooing, but they never roused a moment’s interest. The Goya’s eyes laughed mockingly behind the fairest face. How awkward the women seemed when I remembered her coquetries. Juan could not understand; women were women—what made me so capricious? All the beauty in the world had not vanished with the Goya. It was madness to allow the past to shadow the present. Why, many a woman had died when he was young. He had been sorry—yes, but it was better to forget. When feasts were approaching which we had celebrated together, he has come to remind me of the pleasures of the year before.


  “Come, Patron, do you not remember how much you enjoyed it? Let us go again. Who knows who will be there—you will find another much better than the Goya, never fear. Had we not urged you, you would never have gone to the fandango at which you met her. If she were chance, may not chance bring something more delightful still? She was only a Cholita, Patron; there are many more.”


  But if I went or if I stayed, it made no difference. There 160 was no excitement in the noise, no spontaneity in the gladness. I could see only creatures unworthy—uninteresting.


  I grew very restless. I devoted myself to antiquities. I worked among the ruins and the graves. I read the old authorities. I even travelled all over Peru to visit the relics of the ancient time; but contentment has never come to me.


  I listen while my two companions tell me how light loves make light hearts. Often in the early dawn, they awaken me with their jingling spurs and sit on the edge of my bed to recount the delights of the fiesta from which they have just returned. It all seems gay enough, but somehow it never arouses me. Better indifference than disappointment. Those long rides had a meaning once, but now they only bring fatigue and discontent. The desert is not so beautiful as I once imagined.


  Even the physical world seems to be betraying me. I thought that at least I was secure of the sunlight, but it too is dimmed. It has glittered through the seven years allotted to it, and now the time of the great torrents is approaching. We rarely see the sun until ten o’clock; a chilling hurricane blows all day long. At evening great misty hosts come out of the sea, storm the headlands, and swarm over the plains like an invasion; the night shuts black and cold, often with a drizzling cheerless rain. The brightness has gone out of the air just as comfort and peace of mind seem to have gone out of my life.


  Do you remember the little blackbird? It became a great pet. It woke us in the morning with its melody, came to the table with us, ate from our plates, sat on our shoulders and sang in our ears. It was happy and busy always. It seemed to have lost all sense of the need of any companionship save ours. A few weeks ago, Francisco, who had taken a great fancy to the little fellow, bought a pair of the same breed to send to some woman in 161 Lima. We had them here in a cage for a week. One of them was very young and chirped all day for food. Ours, which proved to be a female, spent hours in feeding it. She seemed beside herself with pleasure in the new labour. One night a boat came and the new birds were sent away. Next day our pet was disconsolate. She sought high and low for her nursling, and came to us as if asking help. The morning after, she was missing, and she has never come back again. The instinct of home had been awakened, and she had started off across the desert to rejoin her long forgotten kin. Somehow her departure seemed to me to be an omen. My homing instincts, too, have begun to stir, and I am going back to you across the desert of the sea.


  ·  ·


  162 Two Pictures


  By Margaret Macdonald


  I. A Dream


  II. Mother and Child


  ·  ·
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  167 A Lady Loved a Rose


  By Renée de Coutans


  
    Her heart o’erbrimming with much love unsought,


    A lady loved a rose.


    . . . . . . . . . .


    Through sun-flecked paths she wandered dreamily,


    By greeny lawns, and trees, and singing birds


    (Her heart o’erbrimming with much love unsought).

  


  
    And passed she by a rose-bush, bearing graciously


    A flowered burden, lovely, sweet


    (Her own heart burdened with its love unsought).

  


  
    She plucked an offering, fair bud,


    And pressed it fondly to her lips


    (Her heart distraught),


    When lo! the tender penetrating scent


    Deep nestled to her heart


    (Unsought).

  


  
    168 And stirred that Love a longing there,


    Which leapt to the soft purple leaves,


    And fainted in a kiss,


    A kiss of joy full satisfied at last


    (Her heart was brimming with such love unsought).

  


  ·  ·


  169 Our River


  By Mrs. Hurray Hickson


  In these wonderful days of late September—hot as August, yet filled with the finality and sadness of Autumn—there come to me, beside the river, many imaginings, quaint, grotesque, and pathetic. Here, where the sunshine falls in quivering patches between closely-growing leaves, where the water rests, without stir or ripple, under the shadows; here, where the current is so slow that my boat, tied bow and stern to hazel boughs, moves not, neither swings one inch from her moorings—here I lie and, as befits the height of such an Indian summer, dream the hours away, in company with my own thoughts and the soft stir and rustle of insect life around me. Beneath the spell of this golden weather one learns the great lesson of tranquillity. Now, if never before, do I realise that the best thing in life (and beyond it for aught we know) is peace—peace profound, warm and unruffled—peace so touched with knowledge and accustomed sadness that sorrow has no power to disturb it—peace such as one finds any afternoon during the last few weeks, upon the banks, or on the bosom of this deep-set stream of ours. For nothing disturbs its still flow; not even the floods which, at times, sweep down its course from the higher lands above. It swells, and rises—true. But the current runs only more full, not less quietly; the movement 170 towards the sea is just as smooth and imperceptible; the surface remains impenetrable and dark as ever.


  Lately, day after day, under hot sunshine, the river has lain placid as a lake. Slowly past my boat, leaves and twigs drift downward with the stream; so slowly that they seem to move of their own accord, unpropelled by any force greater than a fragile volition. Now and again a daddy-longlegs, caught in the miniature débris of twigs and grasses, struggles vainly for liberty—a discordant note in the universal acquiescence. One sees nothing, one feels nothing, save rest; rest absolute and unconditional; rest accentuated by the lazy hum of gnats, undisturbed by the occasional soft plop and gurgle of a fish as he rises to the glassy surface. As yet the trees have hardly begun to turn, but, here and there, a mass of yellow outlines itself against the dusky green of deeper woods beyond. The leaves which strew the river, a gently moving carpet, are unfaded, though now and again one notices two or three more shrivelled than the rest—Autumn is upon us but Summer lingers still. I wonder could any young man or woman appreciate such a place in such weather? Surely one needs the experience of middle age to understand and value the tranquillity of these loitering hours.


  Up and down the banks at far distances are stationed fishermen, dozing through long days from early morning till the sun sets and mists begin to gather. No one of them is near enough to be disturbed by his neighbour; each stands alone, isolated and apart, content with his own company and the occasional capture of an unwary pike or roach. The struggles and death of the victim are blots upon Nature’s tranquillity; yet they pass swiftly and leave behind them a calm deepened by contrast with the momentary turmoil. Rings in the water; splashes; a plunging fish—then gasping silence, and hot sunshine on silver scales, half 171 hidden in lush-growing grass. After that, once again spells of dreaming, and the lazy waiting for a bite, longed for, yet partly to be deprecated. No one under these cloudless skies of Autumn wishes to bestir himself and, for my part, fishing appears to me a sheer barbarity, for which I am at once too indolent and too humane.


  Yet, without marring her quietude, our river also gathers in her toll. Only last week a boat was found floating, bottom upwards, near the place where we are wont to bathe. The water just there is deep; one cannot see the bottom. Close beside the difficult banks is standing-place indeed; but a standing-place of mud so soft that the straining feet are drawn into its slimy depths. This upturned boat puzzled us, but, on such a day, danger seemed infinitely distant, and I, for one, gave the derelict craft no second thought until, as we sculled homewards through gathering twilight, we came upon men dragging the quiet river for drowned bodies. Even so the thing appeared monstrous, impossible; and we drifted onwards, deeming it an ugly, baseless scare.


  Do you remember the lines which preface one of Rudyard Kipling’s tales?


  
    Tweed said tae Till,


    “What gaes ye rin sae still?”


    Till said tae Tweed,


    “Though ye rin wi’ speed,


    And I rin slaw,


    For each man ye droon,


    I droon twa.”

  


  Well, our river is like that; just so gentle and remorseless. They found the poor bodies next day—quiet enough now, and still for evermore; unable to tell us one word of that fight for life which had taken place under the hot, bright sunshine; unable to say 172 whether—at the last—the river gave to them its own unfathomable calm.


  I have felt, since this episode, a certain awe mingled with my love for the restful river; that awe with which any force, at once placid and resistless, must always inspire us. A few days ago I saw two girls out alone, high up the stream, just where thick woodlands slope to the water’s edge. Here, in a narrow cliff, nestled amidst close-growing trees, the sand-martins build; and here long tangled trails of blackberry dangle and dip beneath the current. Here too it is exceedingly difficult to effect a landing and, if one be not a strong swimmer, the task is well nigh hopeless.


  I looked at the girls, and I looked at the boat. It was the very boat out of which those two poor lads last week had lost their lives. The girls were laughing and light-hearted; the busy birds flew hither and thither: above our heads a golden sun blazed in a sapphire sky, and sky and birds and girls were all mirrored, clear as life, in the still waters on which we rested. At that moment the river seemed to me like Death—resistless, cruel, inevitable, yet with a beauty which I could neither gainsay nor comprehend. I wonder, when we really know, whether Death too may prove a Great Tranquillity.


  ·  ·


  173 Two Pictures


  By Frances Macdonald


  I. Ill Omen


  II. The Sleeping Princess


  ·  ·
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  179 Kathy


  By Oswald Sickert


  At a little after nine o’clock one evening towards the end of August, Mrs. Lee-Martin, her daughters Eva and Clara, her niece, Katharine Shinner, and a kind of cousin, Huddleston, were all sitting in the vestibule attached to the ball-room of the Dieppe Casino. A waltz had just been played, and the next dance was the “Berline,” an invention of the dancing master’s which the Lee-Martins did not know, so they had an interval for watching and discussing the people.


  They had been in Dieppe a week, and the chief object of their discussions was a young man of twenty, a Mr. Reynolds, whom they all disliked. He was not tall, he had dark brown curly hair which parted well in the middle, a taking face with clear complexion and clean features; he dived and danced admirably; he was always exquisitely dressed, his manners were easy, and he was a great favourite with his partners. Eva and Clara had quarrelled with everything about him, including his long brown overcoat with a waist, which was so effeminate. Huddleston, who dressed very quietly, generously defended him. Mrs. Lee-Martin did not fancy the style of some of the girls with whom Reynolds danced, and she was just as well pleased her girls did not like him.


  Kathy exceeded the rest of the party in her objection to 180 Reynolds; indeed she felt so strongly on the subject that she could not bring herself to join in the perpetual discussions of his faults, vexed that her two grown-up cousins should talk so much of him—he was so very far removed from her ideal of what a man should be. And now she talked to her aunt rather than watch him dancing the “Berline.” She was an orphan and just sixteen, very sensitive, sometimes a little oppressed by her position as guest of the Lee-Martins, a poor relation with no particular prospects; though she was wise enough to see that they gave her no reason for this feeling, probably never thought about her position except with the wish to help freely and gaily. But she was altogether sensitive and troubled by a pride which had come upon her early.


  Meanwhile Reynolds was saying to himself every five minutes: “I really must dance with the younger Miss Lee-Martin to-night.”


  He had been settled in Dieppe a good fortnight when the Lee-Martins arrived, and so he had not thought it his duty to dance with the girls after his first introduction at the tennis-club. They were to his mind unnecessarily English: they walked about all day in men’s straw hats, the eternal shirt or blouse and serge skirt. However, he had played in a set with Clara that afternoon, so he really would have to dance with her.


  He was thoroughly enjoying his stay in Dieppe; it was his first independent outing, and everything, including his overcoat, had been successful. The first time he went out in it he had felt shy: it was just the latest thing, and he hardly knew yet whether he was the kind of person who could afford to dress fashionably. However, it had turned out all right. He especially liked the way in which the brown sleeve sat over the white shirt cuff, and contrasted with the dress gloves when he wore the coat in the evening. He had been in Dieppe many times before; but he 181 had not done the whole business properly, and he was delighted to find that he had fallen on his feet, that he could do all that was wanted as well as or better than any one else, and that therefore he was in request everywhere. He had never been so unreservedly light-hearted, so filled with the joy of existence.


  He had danced the first dances with his usual partners, for he always put off a change; but at last he came round to the Lee-Martins’ corner, and asked Clara for a dance. Kathy was sitting behind her, intensely interested; Clara had a good chance now of being distant to him.


  “I’m sorry I’m engaged for the next, and after that comes the entr’acte, and we don’t stay for the second part.”


  Kathy was filled with glee at the answer; but she did not think Clara looked very happy as Reynolds walked away and her partner came to fetch her, and she was decidedly silent walking back to the hotel.


  At the next ball, Clara bowed and smiled so charmingly to Reynolds right at the beginning of the evening that he immediately asked her for a dance, and Kathy was shocked to see her start off with him in evident delight. She watched them dancing. Reynolds had conquered.


  When the waltz was over and Reynolds brought Clara to her seat again, he was begging her to stay after the entr’acte—then was the best time. Towards the end of the evening the room became empty, and only the superior people stayed. Clara turned round and looked at her mother while Reynolds stood in front of her.


  “I don’t know whether mother would care to stay.”


  “Oh, I think we had better go back, dear; we shall be so late.”


  But Kathy knew the opposition would not last for ever, and at 182 the next ball the party stayed on till the end. Kathy, thinking she might be an obstacle—her aunt would certainly wish her to go to bed before eleven—suggested of her own accord that Huddleston should see her back to the hotel after the first part. She felt as if Huddleston were being wronged by Clara’s sudden conversion to Reynolds. Till now he had been the mainstay of the three girls at the balls, dancing regularly with them all; he had not even troubled to be introduced to any other partners, although there were plenty to be had. It was true he did not dance well, but he was such a good honest fellow, unselfish and simple. He had always been about with them, and they were grateful, for it is agreeable to have a cavalier. He was well-intentioned and equally polite to all four ladies; but Clara was the more charming of the two sisters, and it was evidently she who made their company pleasant to him. Now Kathy saw that he would continue to do everything he could for them; but that Reynolds might step in at any moment and perform the pleasanter duties. So she talked cheerfully to Huddleston during their walk back to the hotel, making him tell her about his plans and the kind of work he would like to do when he was ordained.


  Reynolds had been surprised to find that Clara Lee-Martin danced well, better than any of his former partners; and instead of being bored with his duty, he danced with her more and more, found that she was pretty, and that she liked his company. So he saw a great deal of her, bathed with her, and made her come to the end of the wooden pier and dive off instead of going into the water from the beach, sat near the Lee-Martins at concerts, and went with them to eat cakes at all the confectioners down the Grande Rue. They still talked of Reynolds a good deal, but no longer with disapproval. Clara would repeat his good stories, and they would wonder what his people were like: his father 183 and mother were at Carlsbad, two elder brothers fishing in Norway, and they were all to meet in Paris towards the end of September.


  On the Sunday, ten days after their first dance, Reynolds was wondering at lunch-time whether he should be able to find Clara Lee-Martin anywhere in the afternoon. She would probably be going out for a walk, and he might join her. Sunday managed to be rather a blank day, even in Dieppe, chiefly because most of the English colony would not dance in the evening, and as Reynolds did not go to either of the churches, he never knew where the people had got to. He felt shy of walking into the hotel to ask for her; but she was often on the balcony outside her window, and anyhow, if she were going out, he could watch for her. After waiting about near the hotel for a quarter of an hour, thinking what a fool he was to cling to so small a chance, she appeared at her window. He walked back quickly towards the hotel and saluted her, and then came up close under the balcony.


  “Are you going for a walk this afternoon?”


  “Yes, we’re going to Pourville.”


  “Might I come with you?”


  She nodded her head, smiling, and went in. Reynolds moved away and looked at a bicycle shop further on. That was a piece of good luck! He imagined how empty he would have felt all the afternoon if chance had not turned so well and given him the occupation he wished for. After a few minutes Huddleston appeared from the hotel and sat down at one of the little iron tables. Reynolds was doubtful what to do; he thought Huddleston probably did not approve of him, and probably too he would not be over pleased to know that he was going to join them; but it seemed too silly to roam about close to him and say nothing, and he was in good spirits and well-intentioned towards everyone, 184 so he went up to him and began talking pleasantly. Soon he saw Clara coming downstairs, she was turning her head back, calling out something to her sister. She smiled when she saw Reynolds, went to the edge of the pavement to look at the sky, and asked Huddleston his opinion on the weather, which he gave as an authority. Her mother was going to call on the English curate’s wife. Eva and Kathy came out together. Kathy was disgusted to see that Reynolds had calmly made himself one of the party.


  Through the town and up the Faubourg they walked all pretty evenly together; but when they reached the division in the road, where the houses stop, and the short cut goes straight up, narrow and overhung with trees, the party divided naturally; Huddleston walked in front with Eva and Kathy, and Reynolds a few feet behind with Clara. Kathy was angrier than ever; poor, manly, honest Huddleston had only two more days in Dieppe and this fop had appropriated Clara. Reynolds was chattering and Clara laughing incessantly. He talked of parents and their ways till Clara had to stand still for laughing; then of schoolmasters, and Kathy would have laughed herself as she overheard him, if she had not been so angry and so sorry for Huddleston—he was talking with Eva about the train service between London and Haslemere. Reynolds evidently overhead them, for he began an absurd description of Waterloo station and its difficulties; there seemed no end to his drivel—indeed Reynolds was in very good spirits.


  They reached the top of the hill and walked on the high road a few hundred yards till Reynolds said from behind that they must go by the cliff, so they turned off the road to the right. Reynolds declared that it was one of the most exhilarating and inspiring spots in the world, and made Clara stand still and look about her. Of course every one knew that the cliff path to Pourville was 185 lovely, and it was just like Reynolds’ impertinence to pose before Clara as a discoverer. Kathy wondered how Clara could be so easily satisfied with this man’s conversation and dictatorial ways of amusing her.


  Huddleston stopped to show Eva a pretty and rare kind of butterfly on their path—he was learned in science, and the butterfly was one of his strong points. Before, Clara had always shown interest in Huddleston’s explanations; but now she passed by talking to Reynolds.


  Kathy now had Reynolds in front of her as they began to go down hill into the valley, and she was acutely sensible of the differences between Reynolds’ and Huddleston’s appearance. She noticed how Reynolds’ coat sat well round the collar, Huddleston’s came up too far behind in a point so as almost to hide it; Reynolds’ black straw hat made a successful angle on his head, Huddleston was wearing an old yellow straw trimmed with the colours of some out-of-the-way school; the crisp curls of Reynolds’ dark hair left off clean at the neck, Huddleston’s short fair hair had no definite ending; Huddleston’s nose reached some way beyond the shade of his hat, hence it was scarlet with the sun; Reynolds’ complexion was deliciously clean and pale—in fact he was a dark man, and she came to the conclusion that a fair man, however good looking, could never look smart. The comparison made her angrier still.


  Reynolds and Clara raced laughing down the last few yards, which ran very steep: Huddleston began trotting in a feeble way, and Eva followed. Kathy would not run, make a fool of herself just because Reynolds had chosen to set the example.


  When they reached the road again which crossed the valley parallel to the beach, Kathy was some way behind the two couples. She saw Reynolds and Clara stand on the little iron 186 bridge and watch the stream, and then turn to the right and clamber over the high shelf of shingle which hid the sea from view. Eva and Huddleston stood for a moment uncertain whether to follow them; finally they did. Kathy came up to the bridge and leant over, fascinated by the rush of the stream into the tunnel under the shingle; she would wait till the others came back. However they were longer than she had expected, and as they were hidden by the shingle bank, she thought they might be walking along the beach, so she scrambled up the shifting mountain of pebbles and found them all four standing on the end of a long wooden box which enclosed the stream for some way after its reappearance. She walked along the slippery uneven planks; it certainly was a fascinating place, with the water rushing below her feet. They were discussing tea.


  “Of course there’s only one possible place,” Reynolds was saying. “You can’t go anywhere else but the Casino—surely you’ve been there? Oh, but it’s immense, you must see it! The proprietor is a famous cook, and has a telephone to Dieppe, so that people may order dinner and lunch and then come out to eat it. And the big room is a sort of picture gallery; there are two magnificent Monets there, portraits of the proprietor and his wife. You must come; it’s one of the sights of Normandy.”


  They walked on to the Casino. Kathy admitted to herself that it was strange, but very ugly and stupidly arranged. You could not see the sea at all; the Casino, which was really a restaurant, faced another building which evidently contained the kitchen; a few carriages stood in the yard at the end of the space between the two buildings, and people were sitting about at tables. The famous picture-gallery was a ridiculously ugly room with dreadful pictures on the walls, little tables all the way up on each side, an old and dusty petits-chevaux machine at the top; and the two 187 magnificent portraits were absurd. As they turned to walk out again, Reynolds pointed to a group of people playing cards in a little side room; the old man sitting with his wife at the head of the green baize table, he said, was the proprietor, and Kathy had to own to herself that the portraits were wonderfully like. They took a table outside and ordered tea, Reynolds insisting on having a galette—you couldn’t come to Pourville and not have a galette, it was the proper thing to do—and he explained that it was no question of whether you liked galette or not, you had to have it.


  “My dear, you’ll have to do many things in life which you don’t like.”


  During tea, Kathy noticed more than ever on what easy terms Reynolds and Clara stood after so short an acquaintance. He had taken to calling her “Miss Claire,” in imitation of a Frenchman whom he had overheard asking her for a dance; and the name suited so well, besides overcoming the confusion between the sisters, that all her partners, even Huddleston, had caught up the habit. But Kathy was most shocked at this sign of familiarity.


  Miss Claire had a way of yawning, when she was bored, in a subdued fashion, without opening her mouth. Reynolds had noticed this at once at a concert, and had caught her eye and made her smile, and this had grown to be a joke between them. Reynolds was always catching her eye during a yawn, and made her smile every time. He was certainly very quick, and was so gay and polite that he did not appear exactly impertinent. But Kathy did not like this secret understanding between them, and wished he had come across a girl who would have made things a little more difficult for him.


  After tea they started back again, walking abreast along 188 the road. Huddleston gave them mathematical puzzles, guessing numbers:


  “Odd or even? How many sevens in it?”


  Or else:


  “Reverse the order of the pounds shillings and pence, subtract, add ….”


  Climbing the cliff, the party divided as before. When the three reached the top, Huddleston stopped and said he would try the height of the cliff. He took out his watch and let a stone drop upon the beach below. He had done it before. Clara and Reynolds came up and stood by, Reynolds pretending interest in the operation, though Kathy felt that he thought it stupid. Huddleston, as usual, found some difficulty in his trick, because he could not tell when the stone reached the bottom, so he made Eva watch for it and call out “Now.” After he had worked out the sum, and Reynolds had said it was very clever, they walked on again all together. Clara and Reynolds had evidently been discussing pictures on their way up. Clara had no particular opinions of her own in this matter; but Reynolds’ admiration for the ugly old lady’s portrait at Pourville had led her to the usual statement about ugly subjects. Reynolds, of course, had begun by arguing that because a face was, humanly speaking, ugly, that did not prevent its being a beautiful subject for a picture; and he went on to the more general statement that the painter was not in the least concerned with the ordinary human meaning of his subject.


  “A painter I know was making a sketch in the Brompton Road; a man watched him for a moment, and then said: ‘Why, you’re drawing Tattersall’s!’ Without stopping work the painter answered in a vague, innocent voice: ‘Oh, am I?’ The man almost shrieked with amazement and indignation: ‘What! You don’t even know what you’re drawing?’”


  189 Clara laughed, Kathy laughed too; she saw it was a good illustration; she looked at Huddleston’s face—perhaps he had not quite followed.


  “And if you enlarge upon the story, it comes out very well. The old critics are standing in front of a picture; ‘How disgusting! The man’s painted a dung-heap!’ One of them adds: ‘Ah, but there’s a flower on it; that redeems the picture.’ People think that’s good. The young critics come up and say: ‘Of course a dung-heap, why not? A dung-heap is delightful, just as good as a bed of roses.’ Everybody cheers and repeats the discovery. At last the painter comes and looks at it, and says to himself, ‘Yes, I suppose it is a dung-heap; I never thought of that before. How clever people are!’”


  But Kathy found a way out of the difficulty. What Reynolds had said was clever, of course. It would do well in an article. But it wasn’t original; he had picked it up somewhere. That settled it. Huddleston was not amusing; but at any rate he was manly and not a humbug, pretending to know about all sorts of things of which he was ignorant. But was Huddleston’s trick with the stone and the cliff original, she suddenly thought. He hadn’t discovered that; some one must have taught him. Was the only difference then really that he was dull and Reynolds was amusing? She gave up the argument; but only felt the more indignant with Reynolds.


  The morning after Huddleston had left, Mrs. Lee-Martin, Clara and Kathy were sitting on the terrace. Eva had stayed at home to write letters. Reynolds had a cold and was not going to bathe; he was standing between Clara and her mother talking. After some discussion Clara decided to bathe, and she walked off to get her ticket; she turned back and said to her cousin:


  190 “Perhaps I’d better leave you my watch and things. Do you mind taking them?”


  Kathy laid her book on the parapet, and Clara pulled out her watch and gave it into her hands and then threw two gold bracelets and a ring into her lap and went off. Kathy laid the watch on her lap, took up the ring and slowly put it on her finger. Reynolds was looking at her. How was it he’d never noticed before that she was very pretty? He watched her face as she pushed the first bangle over her hand; her colour had risen, her eyes were sparkling with delight and her lips were parted in a smile. She did look lovely. Just because she had her hair down and wore a simple black dress, he had taken no notice of her, and how handsome her yellow hair looked all about her shoulders with one curl coming across her flushed cheek. It was pretty to see the girl’s delight, and Reynolds was smiling too out of pure pleasure. When Kathy was just slipping the second bracelet over the knuckles of her left hand, she became aware that Reynolds had been watching her; she stopped and looked up at him quickly and found sure enough that he was watching and smiling. She twisted the bracelet for a second upon her hand as if she were in no hurry, and then drew it off and then the other and the ring. She was furious, she could have thrown the things over the parapet; but she let them lie on her lap and took up her book. Reynolds, of all people in the world, that detestable fop, was smiling at the childishness of the poor girl who had no trinkets.


  Reynolds saw her blush; she was shy, perhaps he had been rude to stare so. He spoke a few words to Mrs. Lee-Martin and went down to the beach, thinking how pretty the niece was—prettier than anyone there. It showed how boyishly stupid he was; because she wasn’t grown up and still had her hair down, he’d never looked at her attentively. And now there was so little time left—191they were going on the morrow. The days had passed so easily, spent in pleasant intercourse with pleasant people; and now just at the end was he going to be tormented by the regret that he had neglected this beautiful girl, and by the sudden desire to talk to her, when he had had the opportunity a dozen times a day for the last weeks? That evening there was a ball; it was his only chance, for he was engaged for a tennis-party all the available part of the afternoon. Instead of being light-hearted he would leave Dieppe with a sting in his mind.


  Kathy had felt the necessity of taking up arms against Reynolds and vindicating her sex. A fop vain of his fashionable clothes, contented with his looks, always dangling about with ladies, evidently thinking of nothing else, he was all a man should not be. It was a duty to crush this odious type of man, and as others did not do it, the duty fell upon her. Sometimes she was oppressed because an opportunity did not come; surely it would be her own fault if she did not find one. It was a duty; but it would be sweet too, sweet and exciting to rise to the height of her scorn for him and show him that though she was only a girl of sixteen, and he had never asked her for a dance, had hardly even spoken to her, she was the one with a clear idea of what a man should be. This would pay for the eternal conversation her party had carried on about Reynolds. The consideration of possible occasions when she might crush him weighed on her mind; she was always either making herself indignant against him or acting her part at some splendid opportunity. But that morning’s incident had given her an acute personal feeling against Reynolds.


  In the evening Reynolds got out of an engagement to dinner, and came early to the Casino. He knew the ball would not begin for half an hour, and that it was no use being there, and yet he could not have kept away any longer. He was troubled by the 192 peculiar restlessness attaching to the hope of meeting and talking to one particular person in an assembly. He had wandered in and out of the rooms and corridors, and he finally sat down on one of the leather sofas in the petits-chevaux room, whence he could see into the vestibule of the ball-room every time a person passed through the swing-doors. He had determined not to look again until twenty people had passed through. The twenty-first showed him the Lee-Martins walking into the ball-room. They evidently were not going to occupy their usual row of chairs in the vestibule; it was no longer very hot and the dances were not crowded, so they were going inside. But he had not seen Kathy. He jumped up and pushed open the doors, and found her in the corner on his left hand talking across the counter of the cloak-room. She was explaining in charming French about an umbrella she had lost. She did not turn round, and Reynolds waited till the woman left the counter and dived into a remote corner of her little place. He had thought over his sudden liking for Kathy, the obvious question which would arise in her mind was, “Why didn’t he ask me before?” and she might well be offended. He had tried to defend his neglect of her; but it was plain that if he had wanted, he would have asked her long ago. He said humbly:


  “Miss Shinner, could you give me a dance this evening?”


  Kathy had glanced to the side when the door swung open, and had seen Reynolds. She took no notice of him and went on explaining her business, pleased that her French was so superior. She was surprised when she felt that he stopped beside her; she thought of course he would go on into the ball room. When she heard her name she felt a great leap in her throat, she turned to him——


  “Thanks, no——” and looked him down, from top to bottom. He was wearing his fine long coat and white evening gloves, his 193 right hand rested on a silver-headed stick and held his soft black hat. The poor boy bowed his head, murmured “Thank you” and went back through the swing doors into the petits-chevaux room. When Kathy was sitting in her seat next to her aunt she recognised how excited she had been; her hands were trembling and her knees felt weak; the excitement continued for a long time. The music began and she wondered how Reynolds would look when he came in—he always danced the first dance with Miss Claire. He had told her that he liked to begin the evening well, for then he came on to the less satisfactory partners in good spirits, and ever since that compliment Clara had never been late. Kathy became uneasy as the waltz drew to a close and Reynolds did not appear. They were all talking as if nothing were the matter; but Kathy knew how disappointed Clara must be at the unexpected breach of one of those little arrangements which are so precious and give such an intimate excitement to life. Two more dances passed and still Reynolds was not there. Eva said:


  “Mr. Reynolds’ cold must be worse.”


  “He was playing tennis with the Sandeman party this afternoon,” Clara added; “perhaps that made it worse.”


  Kathy was relieved; she had not known whether the Lee-Martins had seen Reynolds with her or not.


  “It isn’t like Mr. Reynolds to stay away from a dance for a cold,” Clara went on, “and I know he specially wanted to come to-night. He said yesterday evening that the last ball wasn’t such a melancholy occasion when all the party were leaving on the same day; and he’s going to Paris to-morrow.”


  Kathy’s astonishment had changed to an uncomfortable guilty feeling, and finally to indignation. The fop was offended because she would not dance with him, and so his lordship in a huff would 194 not dance with her sweet cousin, though he must know that she depended on him for the enjoyment of her last evening. He simply had no right to behave so; it was scandalous. No doubt he did it on purpose, knowing that she would be vexed and feel guilty if he did not come and dance with Clara. That would be like Reynolds—always catching on to girls’ weaknesses, no doubt flattering himself upon his insight.


  The Lee-Martins left at the entr’acte. Only two of their partners were still dancing, and they were chiefly engaged with another party; besides, they were of no account in Clara’s eyes. Kathy felt deeply for Clara’s disappointment as the little party walked silently back to the hotel; she knew better than any one how much such a thing as a last ball meant to her.


  When he left Kathy, Reynolds had dropped into his sofa again, with a pain across his chest. He did not remember ever to have been so hurt as he was by her refusal; he had asked so humbly. She had a perfect right to be offended with him for having put off asking her until the very last day. What could he do to make amends? How pretty she had looked. The music began, but he could not make up his mind to go into the ball-room. It was Miss Claire’s dance; she would be disappointed. It was shameful not to go in and dance with her; and yet, if he could bring himself to do so, Kathy would think he was callous and did not mind. He was tormented with doubt. He went outside and looked through a window into the ball-room and saw the girls sitting. He wondered whether they had seen him talking to Kathy; at any rate, Kathy would probably say that she had spoken to him. What right had he to disappoint Miss Claire because he was sulky? He would go and dance the second dance. He went and looked round the door and came back. It was not sulkiness; he was so hurt at Kathy’s refusal. The second dance finished. 195 Now it would really be awkward for him to go in, and yet he knew he ought. The third dance passed. How dreary it was wandering about! Each time a dance began he made up his mind to get the better of his mood; but they all passed, and he was too weak to overcome his discomfiture. And it was the last day.


  He saw them leave after the first part, and he knew he had behaved abominably to his gracious companion of the last weeks. He wandered about inconsolably until the end of the ball, and then went miserably to bed.


  The next morning he hardly knew how he could face the Lee-Martins; yet he must go to the Casino and see them. They were leaving at one o’clock, and he at four.


  It was a wonderfully still day, sunny and misty. The lazy flag near the bathing-place drooped motionless at the masthead. That flag, the first point to which his eye was always directed on entering the Casino, was the symbol of numberless happy mornings; but never had he enjoyed Dieppe so much as this year. The morning air was sweet with the scent from the thickly packed flower-beds. He leant in at one of the open windows of the hall, and listened to M. Anschütz playing. The piano rang out with bell tones in the empty room. The music and the sight of the artist wrapped up in his work, playing alone in the cool, dimly lighted hall (for the blinds were drawn all along the sunny side), brought tears to his eyes; and he wished his stay in Dieppe could have ended well, and sighed as he took his arms off the window-sill. He walked round the building, and stood for some time looking at the terrace. Only a thin line of people were sitting in the shade of the long awning. Everything was still. A little fleet of fishing-boats lay motionless outside the harbour; they might have been floating in the sky, for there was no horizon. He 196 had never seen the sea so calm. It was early yet, and the Lee-Martins would be still packing. He hoped they would come; and yet why should he be tormented in his mind, prevented from enjoying the melancholy sweetness of his last morning?


  It was a quarter to twelve before they appeared, and Reynolds had been growing anxious. The three girls were alone; Mrs. Lee-Martin had evidently not thought it worth while to come down for a quarter of an hour.


  “How are you this morning, Mr. Reynolds?” Clara asked as he came towards them, “I was so sorry you didn’t come to the dance last night.”


  “Oh thanks, I think I’m all right again. I didn’t feel at all fit for dancing yesterday evening.”


  Then they stood against the parapet looking at the sea. Reynolds felt very humble and penitent and so kindly disposed towards the three girls, he would have liked to do something to show them his warm feelings; but they talked of the calm passage to Newhaven, and when he would come back from Paris, and of such matters. Eva and Clara had to fetch their things from the bathing-woman, so Reynolds followed the two girls down the steps, and stood about at some distance from the woman’s cabin. Then he wondered whether he could go up again and just have a word with Kathy; he was longing to speak to her. He moved back slowly, then ran up the steps and came towards her. She stood still, taking no notice of his approach; she simply detested him, and his behaviour the night before had completed her scorn for him. He said very humbly:


  “Miss Shinner, I’m so sorry if I’ve offended you. I wish you’d tell me what I’ve done.”


  “You owe me no apologies. You weren’t in a position to offend me,” she began hotly; then she stopped, she was trembling 197 so violently with excitement and her head began to whirl; but she distinctly felt vexed that her cousins came up just at that moment and put an end to the scene. The boy felt a great lump in his throat; he couldn’t think of anything to say in the short time left for him, only in a thick voice—“You judge very hardly; I suppose you have the right to…”


  He turned to Clara and Eva and told them he was waiting to see some one, so he would say good-bye there. Kathy had hardly noticed his answer, she was so indignant and excited; but she could scarcely believe her senses when she saw that his eyes looked dim.


  * * * * *


  A week afterwards, on the morning of September 22nd, Kathy was standing in the dormitory near the chest of drawers at her bed-side. She had never been away to a boarding-school before. She had arrived the previous afternoon, leaving the Lee-Martins happily settled in their home in London, engrossed in shopping and other interesting occupations, and she did envy them their happiness. Every one else had such exciting lives. Here she was, at school in Eastbourne, among all these strange girls who knew the place so well and had laughed and chatted contentedly. And her coming to this school forced her to look forward—to no comforting prospect; she would have to work very hard and fit herself for earning her livelihood. What a drop from the free careless life she had led with her cousins! And all the regret for the exciting holiday with its golden glamour centred in Reynolds. A week ago she had been in a position to crush a universal favourite; now she was one of forty school girls with nothing but dreariness before her. It had seemed quite natural then to be on such a pinnacle; now she was here and of no account in any one’s eyes. How was that possible? The more she thought over her 198 behaviour the more incredible it seemed. How could she have dared to sit in judgment and feel fully entitled to tell him she disapproved of him? “You judge very hardly. I suppose you have the right to.” She had not noticed his answer at the time; but since that day it had always been in her mind.


  And in her present lowliness she felt ashamed of her impertinent righteousness—yes, and pride and excitement at feeling herself at last in power. Her cheeks burned to think of it. But happily he had not seen it so. She really had possessed the power and had humbled him and made his voice come thick and brought the tears to his eyes, and he had thought she had a right to do so. And she pictured Reynolds in Paris, in brilliant society, enjoying himself, driving in carriages, going to balls and the opera and she leant over the open drawer, and a sudden great fit of crying seized her, just as the desolate sound of the unhomely bell came to her ears, ringing the girls to breakfast.


  ·  ·


  199 “Sub Tegmine Fagi”


  By Marie Clothilde Balfour


  The sun strikes full upon a hillside sloping to the east, and backed by long, swelling moorlands; there are firs on the western edge of the path, that guard a fragrant silence in their brown, cool shadow; but here one can catch the rustle of their quivering needles aloft, where the breeze from the sea whispers to them and brings gossip from their cousins in far countries. And below there is grass, stretching widely, and falling to a little wood of oaks and beeches, and an up-thrust cliff, along whose face young foxes gambol and scamper; and again an undulation of young grass, and a swaying corner of green corn, and woods, and further cliffs, till the land ends abruptly in a line of amethyst sea that itself fades into the pearl and primrose of the far horizon, and there is not a house to break the beauty of it—not a house, though out of those further trees there is a faint line of smoke rising, that is dimly white against the green; and round the corner, behind the edge of the hill, there is a little sleepy town huddled in the hollow; but here there is not a house anywhere set as a pock-mark upon the summer face of nature. There are birds, busy below us; amid the trees and round the tufts of gorse, plovers are calling to each other; and behind, on the moor, one hears sometimes the shrill, sad cry of the curlew; and from the 200 sky, like falling drops of water, comes the song of a lark. Now it is loud, and if one has good eyes, one may see the small black thing poised not far above us; and then it rises suddenly, and the sound fades suddenly into the thin, blue distance, like an echo far amid the mountains.


  Everywhere the bees are loud; amid the gorse bloom, and occasional clover heads, and the small, exquisite flowers that hide in the short grass, the pimpernel, and the tiniest vetches, the bird’s-eye, and a microscopic forget-me-not, mauve, and blue, and yellow, white and scarlet—a world of bloom and colour blent into the green, and trampled, unseen, under foot. And a thousand winged things poise, and hover, and dart in the indolent air; the sheep come near us, so that we hear them nibbling, and look at us out of wisely foolish eyes.


  It is morning and it is June; and one of those few days when it is well to be alive, when the feeling of one’s flesh is a complicated delight, and the wholesomeness of the world is pre-eminent. One wonders when that approaching century arrives, when our passions will be regulated, like our possession, to an equal smoothness, and all of us will be mild anarchical dynamiters; one wonders whether the grey days of winter and the golden mornings of summer will be mingled also into a dull, drab sameness. And whether those who are young then will ever say, when they look out upon the wide loveliness of land and water: “To-day it is good to be alive”? Perhaps, after all, they will be too wise and have too much work to do.


  Down in the hollow, in the little town, people do not look out of window and greet the day with acclamation. The time is gone by when Strephon sat below the beeches and piped his pretty loves to Lesbia and Chloe; and when Dresden china shepherdesses in high-heeled shoes herded sugar-candy sheep on green and lovely 201 uplands. Strephon now wears moleskins, odorous and uncleanly, and a sleeveless waistcoat, of a forgotten colour, hanging open over a dirty shirt; and instead of piping his love upon a flute, he tickles Lesbia, invitingly, and spits out a jest or two, mixed with tobacco juice, and she does not blush; while Chloe, in a mushroom hat and kerchief about her throat and head, and a tight apron outlining every protuberance of her figure, is weeding in the next field, and cursing the sun and the sea air for burning the white anæmic skin of her, and wondering whether Strephon will meet her behind the hedge to-night, and whether he is just now “making up” to Lesbia—which he is. That is the pastoral life of to-day. It is pretty no longer; but it is human. There are no piping shepherds to set the pink and white maids a-dancing, or to sing when love goes awry with them: “Oh, blow the winds, heigho!” as in the old Northumbrian ballad. It is only the green trees and the grass, and the waters, and the eternal hills, and the song of birds, and the nibbling sheep, that are the same; and surely, even the sheep are blacker than they used to be. The dainty china figures have become men and women—not too clean, perhaps, of life or lip; not lovely in their habits or in their passions; taking their pleasures rudely, and their sorrows with reviling; and loose-minded from the promiscuity of existence. Their joys are as those of the beasts that couple in the fields, and their leisure is replete with an unvirtuous indolence.


  Yet they are men and women—flesh and blood; cursed with the passions and the pains of humanity, and tasting thereof but the cheaper pleasures. And humanity is something greater, if less lovely, than a puppet-play: and in the blackest of truth there is always the white line of eternity. Strephon and Chloe, the pretty piping lovers, have fled the stage; and their place is taken by Bill and Mary Ann; who are clad in the warm encumbrance 202 of living flesh, and play the old drama—“the tragedy, Man”—wearing their sex with a difference; for “male and female created He them.”


  No, Strephon no longer sits and pipes beneath the beeches; nor does Tityrus lie dreaming of the joys of a pastoral life. Strephon is washing sheep, yonder in the foul smelling pond by the stunted hawthorn-trees; and Tityrus is cursing the weather and the irreconcilable desires of his crops, or trotting home titubant from market.


  Along the white road that crosses the plantation grounds like an uncoiled ribbon, a lumbering cart proceeds, and a dim echo reaches us of the thud of the horse’s slow feet, and the rumble of the heavy wheels; probably the driver is dozing on the shaft, where by long habit, he can perch even when asleep. Old John the carter travelled thus, trusting to his meditative mare, who reflected over every step she took with her ponderous feet: and thus they found him that drenching wet day, when they brought him home in his own cart stiffened into a horribly undignified bent thing beneath a wet cover that clung unkindly to his outlines …


  It was a hopelessly wet day. In North Street—which is the road leading to the northern moors from the small grey town in the hollow—everyone was within doors; not even the children put out their noses into the grim unceasing downpour. The road was spread with a continuous surface of water, which leapt in a million tiny fountains to meet the lashing of the descending rain, and gathering streams clashed and gurgled about the gutters, and swirled round the overflowing drains. Down the open chimneys and spluttering into the fires beneath; battering upon the roofs and against the small windows, and creeping in at every hole and cranny; entering in an insolent pool beneath the doors; 203 the rain was everywhere, and the low sky frowned in a black promise of continuance.


  But at the cottage of John the carter the door stood wide, and the water took its way in without hindrance and lay comfortably upon the floor, reflecting the red glow of the spluttering fire, with the kettle singing cheerfully on the hob, and the tea-things set out upon the little table at the side where the armchair stood. It stole into the very flounce of the bed that hid itself modestly behind curtains and woodwork, and only opened a wide black mouth behind a hanging full of gaudy cotton. Hannah stood outside—out in the rain—and stared up the road in a blasphemous silence. John was out yonder—in the wettest of the wet weather—he who was so old and so frail and newly from a sick bed; John who had married her—sometimes she wondered why—only a few months ago; that he might have some one to nurse him and cook his dinner, the neighbours said—but Hannah thought differently. There were others who could have done that for him; but she, Hannah, who had trailed herself through the mire of the town and had spent her youth in the bearing of chance-got children and the bestiality of drunkenness; she at whom the not overnice neighbours had looked askance, and whose grey hairs had not brought her dignity, why had John, the carter, who was sober and well to do, ever looked at her? Hannah did not know, but she thought dimly that God had been sorry for her, and she remembered the wild unspoken rage of gratitude and devotion that had filled her, when John asked her to come to his fireside, and to come there by way of the Church door. She would have gone without that; but her simple undeveloped mind had its yearnings for paradise—a paradise where she would know what it was to be “an honest woman” before she died; where she could be as others were, who had once nevertheless 204 been—not quite what she was, but still mothers of nameless children also in forgotten years. And she left behind her, for ever she hoped, the life that had been hers, and the misery and the want, and the shame of it; and like a little child that turns smiling from its tears, she smoothed the wisps of grey hairs upon her brow, and followed John the carter to his home, silent, obedient, and consumed with an exceeding devotion. And John, rough John, who had taken her none knew why, had done well for himself, and was aware of it, too; though he swore at her and grumbled after the manner of man, and his hand was heavy. But Hannah had known worse than that … and now John was out in the rain—out yonder; and she stood in the street, her dress clinging to her gaunt haunches and shrunken breast, and the water streaming from her scant grey hairs, to see “how wet he would get”; and to recall the hideous words of the doctor when he bade her “keep your man warm and out of the cold—if you want him to live.” If she wanted him to live! God! And Hannah looked at the black sky and blasphemed and shivered, as she felt the rain beating—beating down upon him. And presently the familiar cart turned into the street from the market-place and came slowly towards her. But there were strange men leading the old white mare, and women that gathered upon the doorsteps as they passed. And Hannah looked, and the world stood still and waited and waited with her, as the thud of the mare’s hoofs and the rumble of the wheels and the splash of men’s feet through the water, came up the street … it had never—never sounded like that before. Then they reached the door, which was standing open, and they went in carrying the bent distorted thing under the clinging cover, and laid it in the black gulf of the bed; and the water on the floor reflected the red glow of the fire, where the kettle still sang, and touched the legs of the table which was set 205 out for tea for John the carter. But he did not want it now. And that night Hannah, who had not looked at whisky since she had known what it was to be an “honest woman,” rolled on the wet floor drunken, and dabbled her grey head in the cold pool of entering rain. It did not matter, for there was no one to care; John—the thing within the darkness of the bed—could not see her any more; there was nothing left now but whisky. It did not matter. John the carter was buried two days later, but Hannah did not go to the funeral; she was drunk still; and she went drunk to her pauper’s coffin, in a little while. There was nobody to care and it did not matter at all.


  One thinks of it now, seeing yonder cart cross the stillness; and the lives of a pastoral people are, it seems to one, so strangely sad—even their crimes and their brutalities are such as gods weep over.


  There is a gentle dove-voiced woman in one of the cottages, whose eyes are fixed always on the invisible. One morning her little son, one of a crowd of children, for she was the mother of many, ran out and called to her gleefully that he was going for a ride; and she looked after him lovingly, and saw that the sun glinted on his hair and turned it to gold. Presently a whisper ran up the street that there had been an accident, and Mr. Main’s little son had been hurt—was insensible—was dead; and Martha ran, cooing, down the sidewalk to comfort the mourning mother. And she met the little procession of men carrying the small figure, and the doctor came to her and spoke—but she did not understand. How could it be her Jacky, that thing covered over, when Jacky had but just gone for a ride? And she followed them home, her lips pouting with unspoken questions and a horrid comprehension dazing her eyes. For three long days the small coffin lay upon the bed, with flowers about it, and yellow hair 206 curling on a white forehead, and eyelids that trembled when you looked at them, but were never lifted; and flowers lay over the mouth and chin that had met the horse’s hoof….. And the mother moved about the room, and cooked at the fireside, and set meals on the small table for the others of them; and the children ate and lived and some of them slept, within the same four walls as the open coffin on the white bed. And their father sat on the settle, with tears glittering in the tangle of his grey beard, and whispered to them hoarsely, “Be canny noo!” when he saw his wife’s dull sad eyes, and the unspeakable sorrows hanging on her lips.


  When they took the coffin away, and all the town followed Jacky to the churchyard, Martha wandered aimlessly about the empty room and sought, sought, for something that she missed; and at last, when the groping fingers touched the edge of madness, they closed on a whistle—a sugar whistle that had been Jacky’s, and which was half sucked and dirty, as it had been taken from his pocket when they brought him home. And Martha found her tears, and the seal upon her eyes was lifted, and she came back to a whole mind and a broken heart. But often now, in the midst of her stalwart boys and her pretty hard-working daughters, if you ask her which is the best of them, she smiles and says softly, “The one that does not grow any older and never leave? my side,” and her eyes look over their shoulders to the yellow head she sees always near her, and the father whispers hoarsely to the others, “Be canny noo.”


  It was he I remember and big Tom Jamieson who told us of the Macara affair—a small thing which none troubled much about. Big Tom and decent, gentle John Elliott were coming home one night from the slakes, where they had been shooting wild duck together; and as they came up North Street, they heard loud 207 noises from the miserable hut where Pete Macara lived, since he came to the town a month or two back to work—when it pleased him—in the quarry. Pete Macara was a perfectly lovely villain, whose face was the colour of ancient ivory, carved into a mask of the vilest sort of wisdom. From the top of his curly black head to the tips of his slender fingers, he was beautiful as a black panther and as vicious, and the eyes of him were limpid pools of iniquity. He had a wife, whom we saw but seldom, till the latter days, and whom we found perplexing; a small, frail, white thing, with a gentle frightened face, who sometimes forgot to speak vulgarly, and whose soft hands were but newly roughened by work.


  Pete swore at her, we knew, and beat her we suspected; and therefore John and Big Tom stopped uneasily when they heard a cry rising from the hut, and glued their eyes to the narrow slit of bare window-pane beneath the rag that served as curtain. They did not look long before the cry sharpened to a shriek, and there was a dull thud, and a loud curse, which came from gentle John Elliott’s mouth, that was wont to whisper hoarsely “Be canny.” And big Tom Jamieson hurled his great shoulders at the door, whereat the lock, as was to be expected, gave way obediently. Pete Macara leapt to the threshold, and instantly met with a shaking that made his bones rattle and his skin crack; while John pushed past them, and bent over the bundle of clothes that was huddled upon the floor, and whence there came a small crawling worm of something red and sticky…..


  Tom went on shaking Pete at intervals, till he dropped him on the floor, and swore at him comfortably. It took a good deal of plain speech to ease big Tom when once his huge body woke up to anger. The other gathered himself together, and surveyed the scene sulkily, but with a wicked satisfaction twitching at his lips; 208 and John stood anxiously by the dirty bed, where he had lifted the woman whom we called Peter Macara’s wife.


  Tom went over and stood beside him.


  “A’ll go fur tha doctor, if ye reckon a’d better,” he said, meditatively; “an’ bring ’un back wi’ me. Till ’un it’s a maitter o’ life an’ death—an’ maistly death.”


  “Wull a goo?”


  John shook his head. “A think she’s comin’ roun’,” he answered hoarsely, “a think so. It’s mebbe more a matter for the polis than the docter——”


  “The polis sure ’nuff. It’s ’tempted manslaughter—hear that noo?” and he glanced over his shoulder at Pete, who smiled, and the stained ivory of his skin carved itself into wrinkles and made of him a malicious Eastern god.


  “Ax her,” was all he deigned to reply.


  John and big Tom surveyed her as she sat up and looked about her composedly, and touched the red wound on her forehead with dazed wondering fingers; and they said to each other some of the things we had all been saying recently, when we looked from her white sorrowful little face to the evil bestial brows of Pete Macara. But she heard what they said, and it roused her. She got off the bed and stood by it dizzily, and spoke—to the point.


  “It’s none o’ your business,” she said, “what I am, or who I am, or where I come from. All you need to know is that I belong to Pete Macara—and he can do what he likes with me. And if it pleases him to knock me down—or to kill me—I tell you it’s none of your business, and I say he shall do it if he chooses! And—this is his house—what are you doing here?—go!” and she staggered forward and fell dizzily on her knees in the middle of the stain upon the floor. There she groped for Pete’s hand, laying her face against it, and he spurned her with his 209 foot. “You see?” she said, and laughed, a little wildly. “I belong to Pete Macara—and you—you can go!”


  Big Tom Jamieson and John Elliott went away without further argument, and walked up the street together, thinking hard and saying nothing. It was only when they came to John’s door, that they looked at each other uncomfortably. “God!” said big Tom; “she spoke like—like a lady—and he—he kicked her off like a fawning bitch.” John looked away and moved his lips uneasily. Then he turned to his own door, and muttered very low. “Pah! she—she licked his hand.”


  People did not meddle much with Pete Macara or his wife after that. But he forced her—so we supposed—to support him by the vilest traffic, and he lived in happy indolence till the Squire got tired of waiting for his rent and kicked him out. Then they left us, unregretted; but not before there were many other tales whispered about the small pale woman who was Pete Macara’s possession….


  When strangers came to the little grey town in the hollow, they wondered at its uneventfulness, and pitied us for the long monotonous months that slowly filled the years; but beneath the surface, it seems, on looking back, that for those who had eyes to see there was a constant succession of small tragedies, the tragicomedies that build up the commonplaceness of life. Not the dainty operettas of Strephon and Chloe, as I said before, but little melodramas, where one only did not weep because one was too hopelessly wretched. For the pathos is apt to be so miserably hideous, that the onlooker feels sick and turns away with a sigh; and yet it is but the setting and the mask; the actual passions are, after all, the great simple underplan of life in all of us, and in such as these they lie nearer the surface. And the innermost soul is the same, when you reach it—or perhaps it is a little more 210 childlike, and unharmed by the mire in which it is plunged. Bobby Stobbs, for instance, I conceive had a soul that was as lovely as in the flesh he was—otherwise. And since Bobby Stobbs, like Hannah, and Martha, and like Pete Macara’s miserable wife, loved much….


  Bobby took a house in our street, and we stared in surprise; for it was so ruinous and tumble-down that it did not seem fit for pigs to litter in. We supposed he got it cheap; but a penny would have been a fair rent to pay for it, and we told him so. Bobby smiled at us superiorly. “Ah,” he said, “Tusky will make it that smart an’ comf’able.” We were interested, for we did not know he had female belongings; but he went on to explain he was going to fetch home his wife and children, and that Tusky would make the house all that it should be. He went off with a borrowed cart and pony to fetch them. It rained that day so heavily that he was already soaking as he went down the street; and when he returned with his precious load, it was raining still, and Bobby sat on the shaft dripping and shivering, his only coat wrapped round the baby in the cart. If Bobby could have faced us naked, he would have given them the small remainder of his garments too. We watched a small black woman crawl out from beneath a table and help him to haul the soaking bedding and the few broken chairs and a box of cracked pottery in at the door; and then three bundles tumbled into the mud, shook down legs and followed their mother, while Bobby led the lame pony back to its stable in the Watsons’ wash-house, with his white face looking, so they told us afterwards, extremely happy and well content, though his shoulders shook ominously. Dinah Green went in late to see how they were getting on, being of a neighbourly turn of mind.


  “The beddin’ was afore the fire,” she told us next day, “an’ 211 you could smell it acrost the street; and when you came in you could see ’em a jumpin’ and a crahlin’ from the very doorstep.” (Dinah was a clean woman and apt to see things to which other people shut their eyes). Tusky was running about the room, talking to the children, who crawled over the floor, amid a sea of rags, potsherds and other things—which it is not necessary to particularise. She was sticking a few gaudy pictures on the walls, but had not thought of stopping the rain from drifting in at the broken window; and she was hampered in her work by having with one hand to hold her garments together at the waist. There was already a considerable piece of dirty skin visible. There was also a whisky-bottle on the table, which was propped up against the wall; and it was half empty. Consequently Tusky was cheerful and talkative.


  Dinah listened to her awhile in grim silence.


  “Where’s yer man?” she asked suddenly.


  Tusky added another smear to her face by passing her free hand over it. “He’s—here—I reckon,” she said vaguely. “Ha’ ye got a pin?”


  Dinah passed her one at arm’s-length, and Tusky performed a short toilet.


  “Where’s yer man?” repeated the tall, gaunt woman in the sun-bonnet, as the other conveyed the whisky-bottle to her mouth; but this time Tusky looked silly, and did not trouble to answer. Then a voice came feebly from the depths of the box-bed.


  “I’m here—Dinah,” it said. “Get ye doon, my woman. Tusky’s—that busy—she can’t—see t’ye.”


  The words came in gasps, and Dinah peered into the darkness. Bobby lay in his wet clothes in a pool of water. The bedding was at the fire, so he lay upon the bare boards. He was not comfortable. 212 “My word,” said Dinah, “what’ll I do wi’ ye? Ye can’t be took anywhere else, ye’re that dirty; and here”——. She sniffed.


  “I’m—cleaner—than or’nar,” he murmured feebly; “come—o’ bein’—in—the rain,” and his face looked strangely white in the darkness of the bed.


  Dinah came and went many times that evening, while Tusky snored in the corner, and the children whimpered on the wet floor. On her last journey the rain had turned to snow, and the air had grown terribly cold. The poultice she carried between hot plates was already tepid. But Bobby was grateful for it, nevertheless, as he lay amid the blankets she had brought him, breathing fast, and talking softly to himself, while Tusky snored, and the candle and the fire were both nearly burned out. Dinah did what she could for him, and turned him upon his side.


  “I’ll bring the doctor first thing to-mara,” she said cheerily, “an’ I reckon he’ll mak’ ye weel. He’s a terrible clever chap, our doctor is, an’ a real decent man, too. He’ll mak’ ye weel.”


  Bobby looked up composedly. “Ay, it’ll be a vera sore expense,” he murmured, “an’ that hard on Tusky—poor Tusky—an’ she so handy—an’ goin’ to make the house that smart an comf’able—Tusky—ah!—she’s a smart ’un—Tusky,” and he looked across at the dirty, drunken little figure huddled in the corner, with wisps of hair straggling across her grimy and vixenish face. Dinah looked that way, too, and snorted: “Ye maun keep warm, an’ sleep, an’ wait for the doctor,” she said, restraining herself with energy, and preparing to depart. “Ye’re doin’ fine, and ye’ve on’y got to wait for the doctor. I’ll gat ’un fine’n yarly.”


  She let herself out into the snow, and saw that Bobby lay with his loving eyes fixed on his wife.


  213 “Tusky—smart ’un,” he murmured, and Dinah shut the door.


  Bobby did not wait for the doctor, so his bill was saved, as Tusky remarked, when she was sober enough to understand about it.


  “An’,” she added, “there’ll be an inquess, an’ the jurymen’ll give me their shillin’s—they allus do,” and she tried the effect of a black rag that she had found in the gutter, pinned about her throat. Tusky thought that, some day, she would marry again. But Bobby Stobbs had loved much.


  Down yonder, under the beeches, upon a knoll, the sheep have clustered prettily, and there are lambs in the lower field that bleat and gambol in the sunshine. I can almost fancy that I see Strephon a-piping where the shadow of the leaves flings a golden tracery on the soft green grass; and surely Lesbia is dancing, and under her feet the smell of the fallen pine needles rises pungently sweet and pervading from the cool brown ground.


  But Lesbia is sadly besmirched, and all her playmates are apt to be unbeautiful nowadays, and in the flock she tends there are too many black sheep.


  The grass and the beeches below us, the firs behind; the trimmed carpet of flowers and the song of the birds; the silver-spangled sea beyond and the gladness of the eternal hills—only these are the same; and so, after all, is humanity.


  ·  ·


  214 Finger-Posts


  By Eva Gore-Booth


  I


  
    This is the way of Heaven: you may kneel


    And beat your breast for hours in futile prayer;


    No faint light flickers on the golden stair,


    No spirit hearkens to your soul’s appeal;


    No hand draws back the curtains that conceal


    The land of shadows men imagine fair;


    And the belovèd shade who wanders there


    Invisible, no magic may reveal.


    Men talk of all the strength of love and faith—


    Vain words! and false it is as idle boast


    To dream you hold communion with a ghost,


    And bring to earth again a vanished wraith.


    No shadow answers to a shadow’s call—


    This is the way of all things spiritual.

  


  II


  
    This is the way of Nature: as of old


    When from the primal darkness first there grew


    Flowers, and the sun shone and the sky was blue,


    215 And life’s bright promises were manifold—


    Her hidden wealth is now as then untold.


    He who digs deep enough shall find her true;


    Each miner gains at last his honest due


    Of her great buried store of gems and gold.


    This is the way of Earth: she hears the call


    Of every ploughman’s prayer; the labourer,


    If he be worthy, has his will of her;


    From the rich furrows where the good seeds fall


    She brings forth life, and all the hope that clings


    Round the strong patience of material things.

  


  III


  
    This is the way of Sorrow: wearily


    Should one set out with such a weary guide;


    The path is narrow, and the world is wide,


    And no man knoweth any reason why.


    And yet ’tis foolishness to strive or cry;


    The doom must fall on whom the gods decide.


    They walk with pain for ever at their side,


    Through her long wilderness of mystery.


    Yet though sweet Sorrow hath few words to say,


    A dull companion on a lonely road,


    Yea, though she hath not strength enough to pray,


    And on life’s shoulders binds a heavy load,


    Her heart is true, her footsteps shall not stray,


    She leads at last unto the gods’ abode.

  


  216 IV


  
    This is the way of Joy: the artist knows


    The secret that makes all things fresh and fair.


    She gives a fragrance to the summer air,


    And, flashing by where life’s dull river flows,


    She shakes the languor of its slow repose,


    And drives it, scattering music everywhere,


    Up to the foot of Heaven’s golden stair,


    Through the wild tangles of the mystic rose;


    There in the shade beside the river’s bed


    She rests awhile, and dabbles in the stream—


    Till down the giddy mazes of her dream


    She finds the little peaceful hour has fled.


    Then forth into the startled sky she springs


    With swift wet feet and shining golden wings.

  


  V


  
    This is the way of Life when Joy has fled:


    She passes through a wilderness of cloud,


    And, wrapped in music for a mimic shroud,


    She comes unto the dwellings of the Dead.


    No river now, a mournful nymph instead,


    By Joy’s short sojourn with a soul endowed,


    She seeks for her among the nameless crowd


    That throng the gateway of the Halls of Dread—


    Seeks for the long lost Joy, the light divine,


    The Paradise that she shall never win—


    Content at last, and glad to enter in


    Despair’s abode, and rest with Proserpine,


    Sorrow, whose eyes are dark with unshed tears,


    And all the ghostly company of fears.

  


  217 VI


  
    This is the way of Love: a ray of light


    In the mid forest through the foliage shines,


    And makes green shadows of the serried pines,


    Bringing a secret pathway into sight,


    Where two may walk alone in their delight,


    And half in darkness; for the thick set lines


    Of mighty trees their narrow road confines


    With the black limits of enshrouding night.


    Yet has the forest fortress failed in strength,


    Swift windy beams split through the leafy screen,


    And pierce the heavy shroud of waving green,


    Until the narrow pathway feels at length


    The strength of sunshine and the light of rain,


    And broadens out into the open plain.

  


  VII


  
    This is the road of Hope, that some men call


    The way of Love, far out of human sight,


    Amid strange mansions of austere delight:


    A way of shadows, pale, æthereal,


    High among stars and storm, outsoaring all


    The silent glories of each lonely height,


    Above the tumult of the windy night,


    Beyond the bounds of Heaven’s cloudy wall.


    Still God’s calm splendour shineth overhead,


    The great white way where light and gladness are—


    This is the Joy of earth transfigurèd,


    Set high in heaven, very faint and far,


    The glorious Highway of the holy Dead,


    The path of Love from star to scattered star.

  


  ·  ·


  218 Two Pictures


  By D. Y. Cameron


  I. Dieppe Castle


  II. The Butterflies


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  [image: ]


  ·  ·


  223 Lucretia


  By K. Douglas King


  I


  In his life John Burnett suffered no distinction in any circles beyond that immediate one of his acquaintances and friends. He was an insignificant man in appearance, in moral force, in intellect, and in rank—which was that of a navvy. Such fame as was his in Eastown-by-Line (the mushroom town wherein he lived, and on whose railroads he worked) came solely through his domestic troubles. Naturally, the source of these troubles was a woman; his wife, Lucretia—Luce, for short.


  So far as looks went there could not have been a worse assorted couple than the navvy and his wife. Luce was a splendidly formed woman, with straight features, level brows, and a penetrating way of looking out of a pair of very handsome eyes; but with a screw loose somewhere in the complex machinery of her moral being. This was the reason why her mouth, which should have been large and generous, to match her eyes, was curved to a foolish, little droop, at the corners; and why her lips, when they were not giving vent to absurd and impossible aspirations, were pursed up in a thin martyr-shape.


  She had a twin sister, who hardly belongs to this story, but 224 who told her once that this martyr-expression completely spoilt her natural good looks. Luce did not discontinue to assume it, even then.


  She was a good workwoman, and had been employed as a forewoman in a large dressmaking establishment, before John Burnett (as much to his own as to others’ astonishment) carried her off as his wife to Eastown-by-Line. Her married life (including the bearing of Burnett’s children, the rearing of them, and looking after her husband and the house) entailed on her sufficient work to keep her mind, as well as body, fully occupied from sunrise to midnight. In the pursuance of her wifely and motherly duties she allowed her mind to run woefully astray. That was the fatal crook in her soul; and, in consequence, her husband’s dinners, the home comfort, and the six Burnett children (who were a disgrace to their town, so ill-kept were their persons) suffered severely. If she had been “born a lady” she would have read “advanced” books, and become an “advanced” woman. Also, she would have refused the John Burnetts of her own station who sought her hand in marriage. She would have known she had a higher duty to perform than to marry a mere man, and would have acted, generally, according to her convictions—which were of a subjective nature.


  As she had neither the leisure nor the means wherewith to cultivate the abnormal in her soul, she asserted her independent womanhood by an intrigue with another man. This other man lived alone, in a large, ugly ten-roomed villa, part of whose garden wall formed the eastern boundary of the Burnett backyard. The navvy lived in the last of a tiny, frail row of four-roomed houses, on the outskirts of central Eastown-by-Line. The name of their street was Aspect Road, most felicitously named since it overlooked a brickfield at its upper end and the gasworks at 225 the lower. The new line in course of construction ran, in an animated streak, between this “view” and Aspect Road, which was separated from the railway by a low, sloping bank. The Burnett children, from behind their front garden hedge, used to throw stones at their father and his mates working on the line, so short was the distance from the houses to the railroad. The eastern part of the town was composed of villas and small shops, and one long, straight avenue, lined with chestnut-trees. There were six of these trees on either side of the street, and they were the only trees in the town, except two others—also chestnuts—in the other man’s garden. From west to east, and from the canal on the south to the railroad on the north, the entire town was a ghastly blot on the face of the earth.


  Life’s ironical ruling ordained that the other man should be the assistant superintending engineer of that part of the line on whose construction Burnett was engaged. His name was Caldwell, and he first saw Luce when she was airing the Burnett linen on her little line that stretched across the whole area of her backyard.


  Luce’s manner whilst hanging out the clothes, that memorable day, was fraught with a mixture of indolence (which was characteristic) and impatience, born of intense distaste for the work in hand. It received presentment in her languid movements and smouldering eyes. She had been at work since five in the morning, and it was now six in the evening, and she had still five more hours’ work before her. Of course the woman was tired in body and sick in soul. It never entered John Burnett’s mind (he being a man, and a mediocre one at that) that the commonplace drudgery of existence is sheer bondage to the woman who has sufficient imagination to realise freedom, but not enough to idealise duty; and whose household tasks, commencing at 226 marriage and ending with death, imprison her from dawn to dusk within four tiny walls.


  Luce was in a tense state, and only a match was needed to set a volcano ablaze. Caldwell watched her as she moved from line to basket and back again, her fine eyes alight with unsatisfied desire; her thin lips pouting; a tired flush on her curved cheeks; her hair falling untidily over her handsome, heavy brow. Watching her, the assistant superintendent coveted her.


  It was not Caldwell’s habit to lose time in advancing towards the attainment of his desires. Between the first attack and the first conditional surrender, the flame of that desire spread and intensified until it became a passion that penetrated to the deepest recesses of his being. Luce was in the most dangerous state of mind that a woman can possibly be in. She wanted something. She did not know what she wanted. Moreover, she did not care any longer about the opinions of her little world. This recklessness of mood brings shipwreck in its train more surely than the most deliberately planned wrongdoing. The first advances came from Caldwell. Luce responded to them with such doubtful eyes and such a passionately wistful mouth that the assistant superintendent, connoisseur as he was in his way, lost his head. He recovered it almost immediately; but then the mischief was done.


  Burnett had broad, stunted features, a slouching bearing, deeply sunken, almost invisible eyes, a slow-moving intellect, and no social or conversational gifts whatever. Caldwell, on the contrary, was a fluent talker, and as flashy in intellect as in appearance. His prominent lips were shaded by a handsome moustache, and his eyes were bold, blue and bright. Also, he was a fine, tall fellow, and, without conceit, could lay claim to a knowledge of women and their inscrutable ways above that of the average man. This 227 was almost as powerful a factor in his success as Luce’s own unfortunate mood. Such love as she had ever felt for John Burnett was already worn thin by interminable toil for him, his house, and his children.


  When a woman speaks of her offspring as “his children” one of two things is in process. Either she is meditating a desperate leap into the dark, or she is digesting the discovery of a new, hitherto undreamt-of virtue in her husband. Now Burnett had no special virtues whatever; at least, such as Luce could appreciate. When she began to think of the children as “his children,” she was already far on the road that leads to dishonour.


  That evening when she hung out her washing, and Caldwell had first seen her, was one far advanced in April. It was now late in May, and Scandal was very loud and busy up Aspect Road. Tremulous-mouthed Lucretia did not care. She was living a double existence, and Burnett and the children had only the hollow crust of her attentions. After the first resistance, Caldwell did not find it difficult to persuade her that Desire was Duty differently spelt, and that her present duty was to minister to his. A strong man, or a very selfish man, might have saved Luce yet. But Burnett was neither strong nor selfish. He loved his wife and was fond of his children; but was as weak in the management of one as of the other.


  He submitted to his home discomfort like a lamb, instead of roaring like a lion when half-raw or burnt-up food was set before him. Of course, this complaisance completed the woman’s demoralisation; just as much as his easy-going, indulgent ways with his children caused them to develop into veritable demons of juvenile wickedness. When he first heard from the neighbours’ idle talk that his wife was going wrong with another man, and that man was his own superintendent, he simply did not believe it, 228 and went his daily ways without care or perturbation. He loved his wife, and he still believed in her honesty, although he was aware, at last, after ten years’ vain delusion, that she was no cook.


  Scandal, as usual, was premature in its assertions. It spoke as early as April, while May had passed before Lucretia really fell. It was on the third of June that Caldwell had said to her, as she stood by her cottage door, shading her lovely, sad, wild eyes from the setting sun: “Lucy, are you going to be cruel, still?”


  The assistant superintendent had just left the line and was going to his temporary villa home. His way home always took him past Burnett’s cottage. For weeks past he had not ceased urging the woman to sin; and last night she had faltered out to him, when he upbraided her, bitterly, for her cruel coquetry, that “To-morrow—perhaps—she would—do—what—he wished.”


  Against the sunset, his eyes flashing inquiry, reproach, and expectation upon her, he appeared as the representation of all manly and persuasive power. Luce changed colour, and her eyes dropped. Her eldest little daughter, Molly, standing by her side, glanced at the man with calm, splendid eyes of cold disfavour. She was neither fascinated by his glittering personality nor overawed by his position.


  Caldwell struck his foot, impatiently, on the ground. “Well, Luce?” he cried, his eyes burning through her lowered eyelids, into her very soul; his whole attitude a fierce interrogation. “Well, Luce?”


  Mrs. Burnett raised her eyes, quickly. They were unnaturally large and bright, and her face was very pale. She nodded, once or twice, and then turned round, hastily, and went indoors. Caldwell laughed; a slight flush rose to his cheeks.


  His fiery, amorous eyes, travelling back from the sharply closed door, rested, one second, on Molly Burnett, as she continued to 229 lean against the gatepost, apparently unconscious of her surroundings. Molly detested Caldwell. It was this lovely, dirty, picturesque child who used to set her small brothers and sisters, armed with stones and dirt, on the assistant superintendent. Tiny arms and the strict necessity of cloaking their tactics by a stout hedge made the stones of no effect. Molly had the supreme pleasure, once, of seeing a piece of mud, aimed by her with feminine precision, stick to the back of his coat. She tried to bully her little brother, “Jack Spratt” Burnett, into piping rude remarks at him when they used to go down to the line, with the other East-town children, to watch operations there. To these heroic heights, however, Jack Spratt could not ascend. He had the pacific spirit; and when Molly called him a “bloomin’ sheep,” neither resented the slur on his manhood with retort nor sought to efface it by action.


  Molly’s large shining eyes were fixed on the crimson cloudland on the northern horizon. She looked inexpressibly lovely. Caldwell shot a keener glance at her.


  “Good-night, Molly,” he called down, to the slim, motionless, little figure.


  Mrs. Burnett’s nine-year-old daughter stonily turned her eyes upon the man. There was a magnificent disdain in their pellucid depths. She raised her shoulders ever so slightly; beyond the cold movement and that colder stare she made no response.


  “By Jove!” muttered Caldwell, genuine admiration leaping hotly out of his eyes. “What a lovely woman the hussy will be in ten years’ time!”


  With a gay laugh, he bent forward, of a sudden, and thrust his moustached lips upon Molly’s. Although she was taken completely by surprise, her defensive action was swifter than his attack. She ducked, and his mouth barely avoided sharp contact 230 with the top of the gatepost. The next second Molly had sprung up and struck him a resounding blow on the face.


  Man as he was, Caldwell staggered back. Molly’s eyes flashed fire from the other side of the gate. Her bosom heaved.


  “Well, I’m damned!” gasped Caldwell at last, with a not unkindly laugh. “You—little vixen!”


  He did not attempt to repeat the experiment, but applied his handkerchief to his cheek, where a red mark showed. Fortunately for the dignity of the assistant superintendent’s reputation, both the thickness of the hedge and the sunset hour, when most of the workmen had gone home, had deprived the scene of spectators.


  “Don’t you think you can kiss everybody!” cried Molly, in a choked, passionate whisper, over the gate.


  Molly had seen the assistant superintendent kiss her mother more than once. This action of his, and her mother’s complete acquiescence therein, troubled her—though she could not have told why. It intensified her dislike of Caldwell into a positive loathing. She had told Jack Spratt he was to call the assistant superintendent a “toad” whenever he passed; and used to beat him when he tearfully refused.


  Caldwell took off his hat, and made Molly a sweeping bow before he passed on.


  “In five years, pretty Molly,” he said, blandly, “I’ll wager you won’t refuse a man’s kiss. You’ll be as eager for kisses then, my girl, as any of ’em. They all are, you know, pretty Molly! There’s not a petticoated creature made that isn’t!”


  “You’re a lie,” returned Molly, promptly. “You’re a great, fat lie!”


  Caldwell laughed again pleasantly, and turned on his heel. He was not angry, now that the first shock of his discomfiture was over; even though his cheek was still smartly stinging. When 231 he had swung his garden gate to behind him, he had forgotten all about his late misadventure. Lucretia’s splendid eyes, with their vague longing and alternate melancholy and fire, possessed his vision. The exultation caused by her promise burned up again in his soul. He had made communication both easy and secret between the two households; the last barrier was broken down between them.


  II


  Burnett’s domestic troubles were the common talk of Aspect Road. The matrons loudly expressed their disgust with Luce’s share in the scandal. They reserved an opinion on the superintendent’s part until the doors were closed. The husbands of most were working under Caldwell and his chief. The men on the line blamed Burnett for being a fool more than they condemned the assistant superintendent, in their hearts, for a knave. Though they gossiped freely among themselves, they forbore to offer any opinion on the case to Burnett himself. The women were not so considerate. Burnett’s behaviour in allowing Luce (whose guilt was established beyond a doubt) to continue to live in his house, as if the sanctity of their marriage tie had never been violated, exasperated the women into shrill taunts, which were fearlessly and freely hurled at the unfortunate navvy.


  Caldwell was not prepared at first that Lucretia should live entirely in his house; and Burnett, when the truth of the matter was at last borne in upon his stubborn, unreceptive brain, received from this fact some sort of faint comfort in the midst of his misery. His love for his wife was of unsuspected magnitude, and of a magnanimity beyond chivalry. It was not only for the sake of the six lovely, dirty little children, who rioted, now without shadow 232 of restraint, about the road, that he was still willing to forgive Luce, and that he hoped against hope to win her back to him.


  Luce went about her daily duties with little outward change. Perhaps there was more of dreamy haphazard in her method of work than before Caldwell came to possess her thoughts; but there had been always so much left to Providence in the internal ordering of the Burnett household, that a little additional disorder was hardly noticeable. She grew to look more like a restless, untamed spirit every day. By turns she was passionately attentive to the children and completely neglectful of them. But her manner with them was always kind. Burnett, swayed by the twin spirits of his steadfast hope and his great affection, met her indifference to him with a phlegm that concealed, almost too successfully, the deadly wound her conduct was inflicting.


  It was on June the third that Luce gave her fatal promise. The month of roses was drawing to an end before the navvy spoke to his wife of what lay up heavily on the hearts of each. Mrs. Burnett was lazily stirring porridge for the children’s supper before the kitchen fire. Burnett had come in from work on the line two hours before. Ever since his entrance he had been watching her flitting dreamily to and fro—he moodily sitting in a corner, no word, good or bad, passing between the pair. It had been pay night, and it was one of the assistant superintendent’s duties to pay the men their weekly wage. Burnett, whose innate sensitiveness was largely increased by the suspense and anguish of the last month, fancied Caldwell shot a look of triumph on him as he went up to receive his money at the superintendent’s hand. As a matter of fact, Caldwell had done nothing of the sort. He hardly knew Burnett by sight, and he certainly did not wish to provoke Lucretia’s husband into any manifestation of anger before the other men.


  233 That fancied look, rankling in his heart, impelled the navvy at last to speak. But what he did and what he said were very different from that which he had intended to do or say.


  “Oh, Luce, dear,” he began, moving quickly forward and throwing his arms round the woman. “Oh, my dear, dear wife! Do come back to me, an’ be as you was before this trouble began!”


  Lucretia was thoroughly taken aback by this impetuous appeal, and by the violent exhibition of his feelings. The next minute, however, she rallied her forces, and slipped from his embrace. Turning, she faced him, with heightened colour and sparkling eyes. She held the spoon that she had hastily withdrawn from the saucepan when he had first seized her, and porridge dropped from it unheeded in great splashes on the floor.


  “I—I haven’t left you!” she cried, defiantly, the scarlet spot deepening in her cheeks. “And so how can I come back, pray?”


  She cast a triumphant look on him, as if to ask how he thought he was going to answer that unanswerable question. Burnett’s eyes were fixed on the largest porridge splash at his feet, and he only sighed heavily.


  There was a short pause. Then Burnett in a hurried, stifled, voice:


  “’Tis true—for all the same!”


  “What’s true?” asked the woman, with a toss of her head, and another flash of her eyes.


  “What they’re sayin’ o’ ye an’—an’ that feller Caldwell,” mumbled her husband. A savage glow lit up his downcast eyes one minute; the next, all the light was out, and they reassumed their normal dulness of appearance.


  Mrs. Burnett made no reply, but resumed operations in her 234 porridge saucepan. The spoon clattered loudly against its metal sides, and Luce’s hand trembled. Burnett shifted from one foot to the other. At last he burst out into speech again.


  “I’ve never ill-treated ye, nor come home boozy, nor knocked the children about,” said the navvy. “Ye’ve had my weekly wages reg’lar an’ full always! and I’ve let ye go yer own way in the ’ouse an’ never put in my oar in nothink, but let ye ’ave yer own way in everythink,” he repeated, doggedly. “An’ I can’t think”—he choked—“I can’t think why ye’re treatin’ me so!”


  Mrs. Burnett poured out porridge into six chipped plates. Her hands were shaking, and some of the scalding stuff splashed on to them. She bit her lips and spoke never a word.


  “Lucy!”


  She started; Burnett’s voice was so soft and tremulous, and full of pleading love. Since the early days of their marriage, ten years ago, he had not called her anything but Luce. Now another man called her Lucy, whose voice was like music to her weary soul.


  “Lucy,” said Burnett, huskily, “oh, my girl, do come back, an’—an’ love me as you used!”


  As his sad voice died away there came from without the sound of many little footsteps and voices. A look of extreme relief passed over the woman’s face. The Burnett children, in spite of the irregular ways of the household, showed a remarkable genius for coming up to time, so far as the hours of the meals were concerned. The difficulty often was that they were ready for the meal before it was ready for them. Burnett slunk back to his corner at sound of their approach; something like despair flitted across his stubbly, inexpressive face.


  “You—you don’t understand me!” cried Mrs. Burnett, 235 hurriedly, over her shoulder, as her husband moved heavily away. There was the suspicion of a sob in her voice. “You never have understood me—never! And talking of ill-treatment and all that shows you don’t and can’t understand me!”


  Burnett showed a face of blank, mystified despair at the eternal feminine wail. It was as incomprehensible to him as if it had been uttered in a foreign language of which he was entirely ignorant. It was the navvy’s loss that Caldwell understood it as completely as man ever can.


  The day after Burnett ventured his appeal, a momentous thing happened. It occurred at noon, and was nothing less than the breathless descent on the Burnett fold of Mrs. Burnett’s twin sister.


  Mrs. Burnett’s sister was also a wife of ten years’ experience; but she was not a mother. It was her one bitter sorrow. Tidings of the Burnett-Caldwell scandal had reached her in her little Northamptonshire village, and her unexpected visit was the result. It occurred at the midday dinner hour, which, strange to say, was up to time that day. The Burnett flock were despatching slabs of suet pudding and treacle, carved and ladled out by Mrs. Burnett, at the kitchen dresser, when the cloaked and bonnetted apparition, omitting the formality of knocking, appeared in the doorway. Burnett was eating a solitary dinner on the bank overlooking the line in course of construction.


  “Annie!” cried Mrs. Burnett. She fell back a step; her face, dyed suddenly scarlet at sight of her visitor, rapidly changed to a deadly pallor.


  “Luce,” said the other woman.


  “Not before the children!” cried Lucretia, putting out her hands, as if warding off a blow. “Oh, not a word before the children, Annie!” she cried, passionately.


  236 The other woman had Lucretia’s splendid, slightly scornful eyes. Molly had her aunt’s large, full mouth.


  “I wasn’t goin’ to say a word,” returned Annie; her sad lips trembled. “’Tisn’t no use; I knew that afore I came. I know you, Luce! No! an’ I won’t sit down an’ eat anythink, Luce; I’ve a back train to catch, an’ time’s short. I came to ask, Luce, if——”


  She faltered here, and changed colour. Lucretia bit her lips.


  “Well,” she said, sullenly, “if what?”


  “I came to ask if I could take the children home with me for a spell, Luce,” said her sister, softly.


  An indescribable tumult took possession of Lucretia’s soul. Many conflicting voices clamoured for a hearing. Luce, confounded, taken by surprise, and dismayed to death at heart, listened, with difficulty, to the loudest and most importunate.


  “Yes,” she said, heavily, at last; “you can, if you like.”


  Mrs. Burnett’s sister had come, primed with the best intention in the world. She had not for a moment expected that her deliberately planned request would be granted. When Luce muttered out her slow “Yes,” she was amazed, but not dismayed. She thought she was acting for the best in removing the Burnett children from the immediate scene of their mother’s sin; but the wisdom of her act may be questioned. In less than half an hour the entire flock was ready to start, baggage, such as it was, and all.


  The parting was brief, and without undue expression of sentiment. The eleven months old baby was asleep when it changed hands. The childless woman received it with a most motherly, caressing movement; Luce’s face was hard and rigid. The younger children were jubilant at the thought of the journey, but cried at having to leave their home, as they went down the little 237 garden path into the road. Jack Spratt neither cried nor laughed. He was awed by Molly’s proud, pale face.


  “Leave me—her,” whispered Lucretia, with a little catch of her breath, and nodding, feverishly, in the direction of her eldest daughter, now occupied in nursing the youngest boy but one.


  “God’s sake not her—out of any of ’em!” cried back Molly’s aunt, in a fierce, incoherent undertone; and Molly was swept off in the general exodus.


  Mrs. Burnett watched them as they went down the dusty road. Molly carried the youngest baby, and her aunt had her late burden, a sturdy two-year-old. The two younger girls clasped hands, and walked demurely in front of the hen-in-charge. Jack Spratt walked alone, a few paces in front, as became the man of the party. Mrs. Burnett watched them, with dry eyes and burning eyeballs, until they were out of sight. Then she went indoors, and fell into a chair, sobbing and weeping, till her emotions seemed as if they would tear her thin frame asunder.


  “Oh, if she had only left me Molly!” she moaned, in the intervals of her heavy sobbing. “If she had only left me my pretty Molly—my pretty, pretty girl!”


  She had not recovered herself till four o’clock chimed out, unevenly, from the dilapidated kitchen clock. At that moment a man’s footstep was heard to approach from without; and a man’s voice called her name, softly, through the half-opened doorway.


  He called her Lucy, and Mrs. Burnett leaped to her feet, and with a little, strangled cry, threw herself upon his breast. His arms met tightly round her, and he held her thus pressed to him, for a minute, without speaking. He could see her nerves were shattered, and that she was in a more desperate state even than when she had given him her first promise. “Oh, they’ve taken 238 away my children, Jamie!” she sobbed out, at last. “Take me home with you! don’t leave me here in my empty home, Jamie! I can’t bear it!”


  Caldwell held her closer to him. He had come, fearing for once a possible refusal, on purpose to ask her that to which her own beseeching words to him now gave the affirmatory answer.


  Five minutes later Luce left her home on his arm. “I’ll take you right away from this one-horse place, Lucy,” Caldwell said to her, as they went out. “My work is done here, with the doing of the line’s.”


  He referred to the completion of the line, the last detail of whose construction would be an accomplished fact by sunset. With the running of the first train, thereon, on the morrow, Caldwell’s duties, as assistant superintendent of the men at work on it, would be over.


  “I’ll belong to you now, Jamie, for ever and ever,” Lucretia whispered up to him, as they gained his front door. She did not mind now if all the world saw her enter Caldwell’s house. “They’ve taken my children away, and I’ll only belong to you now, for ever and ever, Jamie,” she repeated, as he led her into her new home. He bent and kissed her quivering lips.


  When Burnett was going home that night, a neighbour, overflowing with news, darted out, from the next house. She had been waiting three hours for his advent, although she knew he could not be due in Aspect Road till past six. She was consumed with fear lest another neighbour should tell him the news before she had the chance.


  She followed Burnett up his garden plot, in order to drive the bits of information deeper down into his dull, clouded brain.


  “Their aunt came, Burnett, sure as I’m a livin’ woman, and took ’em all away—the baby an’ that limb, Molly, herself!” 239 reiterated the shrill-voiced informant. “How you stare, man! I tell you they’re gone, the whole lot o’ them; at half-past one they went past our windys, and says I, ‘Lawks, that’s Burnett’s lot!’”


  Burnett turned on his threshold and faced her with working jaws. She was not overcome at sight of his distress. Her mind flew off on a fresh tangent.


  “An’ Caldwell took her off, Burnett,” went on the shrill tale-bearer. “In bare daylight, as bold as brass, she went off on his arm! these eyes o’ mine saw it! ’twas like a theayter piece! and thinks I, oh, that poor soul, Burnett, who——”


  The navvy waved her back, and she retired, somewhat awed at last, by his expression and his speechlessness. Burnett entered his empty home.


  “I don’t believe her,” he muttered, staring vacantly around. “It’s a damned lie!”


  Nevertheless, the rooms were empty of wife, of children, and of children’s clothes and broken toys. Burnett fell to thinking that perhaps the neighbour had not lied, after all.


  A headless rag doll, lying under a chair, caught his eye. He remembered, with the first thrill of pain, recognised as such, that he had left his baby sucking it, contentedly, in its cradle when he went out that morning to put the finishing touches to the line. He stooped and picked it up, and stood, stroking it, mechanically, with his grimy hand. Burnett had not an ounce of sentiment about him, though he had a greater capacity for affection than Luce had ever discovered. After a while he ceased stroking the headless doll, and put it in his breast-pocket. He was not an heroic figure, in his far from clean working suit, and with his broad, undeveloped features and stubbly hair and beard; but, as he awkwardly shovelled the rag doll to his breast, his lower lip 240 trembling the while, he seemed to be invested with a pathetic majesty that was far above any physical grandeur.


  “The childern’s gone,” thought Burnett, rousing himself with a heavy sigh. “But their aunt ’ull take care of ’em till—till the home’s ready for ’em ag’in.”


  He went out, swiftly closing the door behind him. Twilight was falling, and a sense of great loneliness caught him for the first time, as if two hands had clutched him by the throat. He wheeled sharply towards Caldwell’s house.


  “She must come back if she thinks o’ the childern, and knows I’m mor’n willing to have her back ag’in,” he said to himself with a tearless sob. “She must do that!”


  A bell hung to his hand by Caldwell’s front door, and he pulled it. Though he was quite calm and composed to all outward appearances, he was, in reality, labouring under a violent excitement that made him feel sick and giddy. There was no response of any kind to his ring, and his eye caught the knocker on the door. He wondered, dully, why he had not seen it before, and struck it loudly several times on the metal plate.


  There was a dreadful silence. Burnett’s throat contracted. Then there came the sound of footsteps, and Caldwell himself threw the door open. He did not recognise his visitor at first, and met him with an impatient exclamation.


  Burnett moved doggedly forward over the threshold, and a hanging lamp in the hall revealed his identity. Caldwell gave vent to a little low whistle of astonishment.


  “I—I want to see my wife,” stammered the navvy. He found it difficult to speak, owing to the dry condition of his lips. As Caldwell continued to preserve silence, he cried again, striking his nailed boot sharply on the hall floor, “I tell you I want to see the woman who’s my wife!”


  241 “Oh, come in, come in,” said the assistant superintendent, blandly. “Only no violence before the lady, you know, and no threats.”


  “I’m not such a fool as to threaten,” cried out Burnett, shaking from head to foot in his violent excitement. “I know I’m a fool and can’t understand women like her,” he added, bitterly. “But I’m not such a fool as to threaten her or any woman!”


  “Oh, come in,” repeated Caldwell, opening a door at the end of the passage. He passed in himself, and Burnett followed heavily. Lucretia was within; she had heard voices and had risen. As Caldwell entered she ran to him and clasped his arm. Burnett faced them.


  “Well,” said Caldwell, at last, breaking a momentous silence. “Here is the lady you wanted to see. Say what you have to say, please, and have done with it. We are particularly engaged to-night.”


  The outrageous nature of this last remark was apparently lost upon the navvy. He-was looking at Lucretia intently. He had never ceased looking at her since he had entered the room. Lucretia looked only at her lover.


  Suddenly Burnett ran forward with extended arms. “Oh, my lass!” he cried; “my dear, own lass! come home with me again, an’ we’ll forget all this! Come home with me, Lucy! come home, my poor dear! Oh, do come home!”


  Two scalding tears slowly trickled down the navvy’s weather-beaten cheeks. Lucretia shot a glance towards him. There was no relenting in her eyes.


  “You see she won’t come,” began Caldwell, lightly, after another pause. “She doesn’t want——”


  “Let her speak herself,” broke in Burnett, hoarsely. “You’ve 242 spoke too much for her, as well as to her, damn you! Now don’t interfere now between man and wife!”


  “Don’t you coerce her,” retorted Caldwell, blandly. “She knows her own mind, I should hope! If she doesn’t want to come back to you, she doesn’t!”


  “Well, let her speak for herself, for God Almighty’s sake,” cried Burnett. “An’ don’t put your words into her mouth.”


  “Answer him, dear,” said Caldwell, turning his face towards Lucretia. “And in your own words, as your heart dictates. Choose, Lucy! will you have him or me?”


  “Oh! Jamie, Jamie!”


  “You see,” said Caldwell, holding Lucretia to his heart, as he faced the speechless man, a few paces in front of him. “She chooses me.”


  Burnett’s mouth opened and shut. He said nothing.


  “She made a mistake when she married you,” said Caldwell, coolly. “She found it out when she saw me, and now she’s rectifying it. It’s quite natural, you know, and an event of every day occurrence.”


  “I don’t know about no ev’ry day ’vents,” sobbed the navvy. “But I know you’ve broke my heart, an’ I hope you’ll burn in hell fires!”


  Lucretia’s flaming face looked up above Caldwell’s caressing arms.


  “And if he does,” she cried back, “by God Almighty, John Burnett! I’ll burn with him too!”


  Her fierce, adoring eyes devoured her lover’s face. Caldwell bent his head till his lips met hers.


  Burnett heard their kiss as he went heavily out.


  He crossed the threshold and drew the door sharply to behind him. Then he turned, swiftly, impulsively. Lucretia’s 243 name choked in his throat. The hard, unyielding door reminded him of the futility of his effort, and he laughed, mocking, in his anguish, his own bitter mistake. There was no moon; the twilight had passed, leaving the darker night behind. A tear stood out on his worn, whitened cheeks and his teeth clenched on a sob, when he lifted the latch of his house door and passed into his dishonoured home.


  “The childern’s gone, too,” he said again, gazing round the empty room, in dreary, vacant misery. “But this aunt’ll bring ’em back ag’in some day, when Molly’s grown more handylike, to shift for me an’ the little uns alone. An’ I’ll stay on ’ere till they comes. I’ll not go too. An’ p’raps—p’raps—she’ll come back too, some day….”


  He stumbled, slowly and awkwardly, up and down his kitchen, painfully working out his scheme of the future in his dull, heavy brain. “I don’t understand her,” he muttered, again, his future revolving round his wife as its sole, eternal pivot. He had not yet realised that Lucretia was lost to him for ever. “I don’t understand her,” he groaned, “nor any woman; but p’raps she’ll grow tired and ’ave no place to lay her tired ’ead in—my poor lass!—an’ p’raps she’ll remember our only home we ever ’ad together, she an’ me, an’ so p’raps she’ll come back to it at last. If I goes on livin’ ’ere, same as ever, p’raps she’ll come back at last.”


  Dawn broke over the grey wilderness of slate roofs, over the railroad, where it circled round the eastern suburb of the town, over the dreary brickfields.


  “I’ll light a fire, so as she’ll see there’s no change ’ere,” thought Burnett, setting, awkwardly enough, to his unwonted task. A fitful eagerness flashed over his stolid face.


  There was a slight breeze from the west. The pale, twisted 244 smoke column from Burnett’s chimney overtook the larger volume that was gaily spouting from the big chimney on the assistant superintendent’s house. Both were mingled together as they were blown, eastwards, over the town. At his usual time Burnett went down to his work on the line.


  “If so be as she gives a thought to—to what she’s left be’ind,” he thought, “she’ll see me goin’ an’ think I’m the same as usual. ’Twill make ’er comin’ back the easier.”


  He clung to the one remaining hope that Lucretia’s faithlessness had not uprooted and cast out of his life. Without that anchor to his miserable soul he would have been like a ship adrift on an open sea, and shipwreck would speedily have followed. Contrary to habit, he went home at midday, to eat his dinner in his own house.


  “’Twill seem more—more homelike,” he thought. “An’ ’twill be another chanst for ’er to see I’m not meanin’ to leave my home.”


  The long, hot afternoon of toil dragged to a weary close on the line.


  Burnett sat by his cottage door, staring, steadily, across the railroad. The sun went slowly down beyond the deserted brickfields; the twilight drew closer around him, and shut him in, alone. A board with “To Let” written across it, in bright black letters had been set up above the fence in front of the assistant superintendent’s late home, since midday.


  “But she’ll come back some day,” thought Burnett. His dry, miserable eyes looked, blankly, into the growing darkness. “She must—she must do that! She must know—she looked at my chimney as she … as she went … an’ she must know how I love her….”


  Night fell slowly over the town.


  ·  ·


  245 The Serjeant-at-Law


  By Francis Watt


  You have no doubt, at some time or other, walked through the Royal Courts of Justice and admired the judges in their scarlet or other bravery. One odd little detail may have caught your eye: the wigs of three seniors are differenced from those of their brethren by a black patch on the top. It signifies that the wearers are serjeants-at-law, and when the last of them goes to return no more, with him, it seems, will vanish the Order of the Coif. Verily, it will be the “end o’ an auld sang,” of a record stretching back to the beginning of English jurisprudence, of an order whose passing had at one time seemed the passing ot the law itself. Here, in bare outline, I set forth its ancient and famous history. And, first, as to the name. Under the feudal system land was held from the Crown upon various tenures. Sometimes special services were required from the holders; these were called serjeants, and the tenure was said to be by serjeanty. Special services, though usually military, now and again had to do with the administration of justice. A man enjoyed his plot because he was coroner, keeper of the peace, summoner, or what not; and, over and above the land, he had the fees of the office. A few offices, chiefly legal, came to have no land attached—were only paid in fees. Such a business was a serjeanty in gross, or at 246 large, as one might say. Again, after the Conquest, whilst the records of our law courts were Latin, the spoken language was Norman-French—a fearful and wondrous tongue that grew to be; “as ill an hearing in the mouth as law-French,” says Milton scornfully, and indeed Babel had scarce matched it. But from the first it must have been a sore vexation to the thick-witted Saxon haled before the tribunal of his conqueror. He needs must employ a counter, or man skilled in the conte, as the pleading was called. The business was a lucrative one, so the Crown assumed the right of regulation and appointment. It was held for a serjeanty in gross, and its holders were servientes regis ad legem. The word regis was soon omitted except as regards those specially retained for the royal service. The literal translation of the other words is serjeants-at-law, still the designation of the surviving fellows of the order. The serjeant-at-law was appointed, or in form at least, commanded to take office by writ under the Great Seal. He was courteously addressed as “you,” whilst the sheriff was commonly plain “thou” or “thee.” The King’s or Queen’s serjeants were appointed by letters patent; and though this official is extinct as the dodo he is mentioned after the Queen’s Attorney-General as public prosecutor in the proclamation still mumbled at the opening of Courts like the Old Bailey.


  Now, in early Norman times the aula regis, or Supreme Court, was simply the king acting as judge with the assistance of his great officers of state. In time there developed therefrom among much else the three old common law courts; whereof the Common Pleas settled the disputes of subjects, the King’s Bench suits concerning the king and the realm, the Exchequer revenue matters. Though the two last by means of quaint fictions afterwards acquired a share of private litigation, yet such was more properly for the Court of Common Pleas. It was peculiarly 247 the serjeants’ court, and for many centuries, up to fifty years ago, they had the right to exclusive audience. Until the Judicature Acts they were the body of men next to the judges, each being addressed from the bench as brother, and from them the judges must be chosen; also until 1850 the assizes must be held before a judge or a serjeant of the coif.


  A clause in Magna Charta provided that the Common Pleas should not follow the king’s wanderings but sit in a fixed place; this “fixed place” came to be near the great door of the Hall at Westminster. When the wind was in the north, the spot was cold and draughty, so after the Restoration some daring innovator proposed “to let it (the Court) in through the wall into a back room which they called the treasury.” Sir Orlando Bridgeman, the chief justice, would on no account hear of this. It was a flagrant violation of Magna Charta to move it an inch. Might not, he darkly hinted, all its writs be thus rendered null and void? Was legal pedantry ever carried further? one wonders. In a later age the change was made without comment, and in our own time the Common Pleas itself has gone to the lumber-room. No doubt this early fixing of the Court helped to develop a bar attendant on it. Other species of practitioners, barristers, attorneys, solicitors in time arose, and the appointment of Queen’s Counsel, of whom Lord Bacon was the earliest, struck the first real blow at the Order of the Coif, but the detail of such things is not for this page. In later days every serjeant was a more fully developed barrister, and then and now, as is well known, every barrister must belong to one of the four Inns of Court—the two temples, Gray’s Inn and Lincoln’s Inn to wit, whose history cannot be told here; suffice it to say they were voluntary associations of lawyers, which gradually acquired the right of calling to the bar those who wished to practise.


  248 Now the method of appointment of serjeants was as follows: The judges, headed by the chief justice of the Common Pleas, picked out certain eminent barristers as worthy of the dignity, their names were given in to the Lord Chancellor, and in due time each had his writ whereof he formally gave his Inn notice. His House entertained him at a public breakfast, presented him with a gold or silver net purse with ten guineas or so as a retaining fee, the chapel bell was tolled, and he was solemnly rung out of the bounds. On the day of his call he was harangued (often at preposterous length) by the chief justice of the King’s Bench, he knelt down, and the white coif of the order was fitted on his head; he went in procession to Westminster and “counted” in a real action in the Court of Common Pleas. For centuries he did so in law-French. Lord Hardwicke was the first serjeant who “counted” in English. The new-comer was admitted a member of Serjeants’ Inn, in Chancery Lane, in ancient times called Farringdon Inn, whereof all the members were serjeants. Here they dined together on the first and last days of term: their clerks also dined in hall, though at a separate table—a survival, no doubt, from the days when the retainer feasted, albeit “below the salt,” with his master. Dinner done and the napery removed, the board of green cloth was constituted, and under the presidency of the chief judge the business of the House was transacted. There was a second Serjeants’ Inn in Fleet Street, but in 1758 its members joined the older institution in Chancery Lane. When the Judicature Acts practically abolished the order, the Inn was sold and its property divided among the members, a scandalous proceeding and poor result of “the wisdom of an heep of lernede men!”


  The serjeant’s feast on his appointment was a magnificent affair, instar coronationis, as Fortescue has it. In old times it lasted seven 249 days; one of the largest palaces in the metropolis was selected, and kings and queens graced its quaint ceremonial. Stow chronicles one such celebration at the call of eleven serjeants in 1531. There were consumed “twenty-four great beefes, one hundred fat muttons, fifty-one great veales, thirty-four porkes,” not to mention the swans, the larkes, the “capons of Kent,” the “carcase of an ox from the shambles,” and so forth. One fancies these solids were washed down by potations proportionately long and deep. And there were other attractions and other expenses. At the feast in October 1552, “a standing dish of wax representing the Court of Common Pleas” was the admiration of the guests; again, a year or two later, it is noted that each serjeant was attended by three gentlemen selected by him from among the members of his own Inn to act as his sewer, his carver, and his cup-bearer. These Gargantuan banquets must have proved a sore burden: they were cut down to one day, and, on the union of the Inns in 1758, given up as unsuited to the newer time.


  One expense remained. Serjeants on their call must give gold rings to the sovereign, the lord chancellor, the judges, and many others. From about the time of Elizabeth mottoes or “posies” were engraved thereon. Sometimes each serjeant had his own device, more commonly the whole call adopted the same motto, which was usually a compliment to the reigning monarch or an allusion to some public event. Thus, after the Restoration the words ran: Adeste Carolus Magnus. With a good deal of elision and twisting the Roman numerals for 1660 were extracted from this, to the huge delight of the learned triflers. Imperium et libertas was the word for 1700, and plus quam speravimus that of 1714, which was as neat as any. The rings were presented to the judges by the serjeant’s “colt,” as the barrister attendant on him through the ceremony was called (probably from colt, an 250 apprentice); he also had a ring. In the ninth of Geo. II. the fourteen new serjeants gave as of duty 1409 rings, valued at £773—That call cost each serjeant nearly £200. This ring-giving continued to the end; another custom, that of giving liveries to relatives and friends, was discontinued in 1759.


  In mediæval times the new serjeants went in procession to St. Paul’s, and worshipped at the shrine of Thomas à Becket; then to each was allotted a pillar so that his clients might know where to find him. The Reformation put a summary end to the worship of St. Thomas, but the formality of the pillar lingered on till Old St. Paul’s and Old London blazed in the Great Fire of 1666.


  The mediæval lawyer lives for us to-day in Chaucer’s famous picture:


  
    “A Sergeant of Lawe, war and wys,


    That often hadde ben atte parvys,


    Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.


    Discret he was, and of great reverence:


    He semede such, his wordes weren so wise,


    Justice he was ful often in assise,


    By patente, and by pleyn commissioun;


    For his science, and for his heih renoun,


    Of fees and robes hadde he many oon.


    So gret a purchasour was nowher noon.


    Al was fee symple to him in effecte,


    His purchasyng mighte nought ben enfecte.


    Nowher so besy a man as he ther nas,


    And yit he seemede besier than he was.


    In termes hadde he caas and domes alle;


    That fro the tyme of kyng William were falle.


    Therto he couthe endite, and make a thing,


    Ther couthe no wight pynche at his writyng;


    And every statute couthe he pleyn by roote.


    251 He rood but hoomly in a medlé coote,


    Gird with a seynt of silk, with barres smale;


    Of his array telle I no lenger tale.”

  


  How lifelike that touch of the fussy man, who “seemede besier than he was!” But each line might serve as text for a long dissertation! The old court hours were early: the judges sat from eight till eleven, when your busy serjeant would, after bolting his dinner, hie him to his pillar where he would hear his client’s story, “and take notes thereof upon his knee.” The parvys or pervyse of Paul’s—properly, only the church door—had come to mean the nave of the cathedral, called also “Paul’s Walk,” or “Duke Humphrey’s Walk,” from the supposed tomb of Duke Humphrey that stood there. In Tudor times it was the great lounge and common newsroom of London. Here the needy adventurer “dined with Duke Humphrey,” as the quaint euphemism ran; here spies garnered in the popular opinion for the authorities. It was the very place for the lawyer to meet his client, yet had he other resorts: the round of the Temple Church and Westminster are noted as in use for consultations.


  Chaucer’s serjeant “rood but hoomly” because he was travelling; in court he had a long priest-like robe, with a furred cape about his shoulders and a scarlet hood. The gowns were various, and sometimes parti-coloured. Thus in 1555 we find each new serjeant possessed of one robe of scarlet, one of violet, one of brown and blue, one of mustard and murrey, with tabards (short sleeveless coats) of cloths of the same colours. The cape was edged, first with lambskin, afterwards with more precious stuff. In Langland’s Vision of Piers Plowman (1362) there is mention of this dress of the serjeants, they are jibed at for their love of fees and so forth, after a fashion that is not yet extinct! But the distinctive feature in the dress was the coif, a close-fitting head 252 covering made of white lawn or silk. A badge of honour, it was worn on all professional occasions, nor was it doffed even in the king’s presence. In monumentnl effigies it is ever clearly shown. When a serjeant resigned his dignity he was formally discharged from the obligation of wearing it. To discuss its exact origin were fruitless, yet one ingenious if mistaken conjecture may be noticed. Our first lawyers were churchmen, but in 1217 these were finally debarred from general practice in the courts. Many were unwilling to abandon so lucrative a calling, but what about the tonsure? “They were for decency and comeliness allowed to cover their bald pates with a coif, which has been ever since retained.” Thus the learned Serjeant Wynne in his tract on the antiquity and dignity of the order (1765). In Tudor times, if not before, fashion required the serjeant to wear a small skull-cap of black silk or velvet on the top of the coif. This is very clearly shown in one of Lord Coke’s portraits. Under Charles II. lawyers, like other folk, began to wear wigs, the higher they were the bigger their perukes. It was wittily said that bench and bar went into mourning on Queen Anne’s death, and so remained, since their present dress is that then adopted. Serjeants were unwilling to lose sight of their coifs altogether, and it was suggested on the wig by a round patch of black and white, representing the white coif and the cap which had covered it. The limp cap of black cloth known as the “black cap” which the judge assumes when about to pass sentence of death was, it seems, put on to veil the coif, and as a sign of sorrow. It was also carried in the hand when attending divine service, and was possibly assumed in pre-Reformation times when prayers were said for the dead.


  A few words will tell of the fall of the order. As far back as 1755 Sir John Willis, chief justice of the Common Pleas, proposed to throw open that Court as well as the office of judge to 253 barristers who were not serjeants, but the suggestion came to nothing. In 1834, the bill for the establishment of a Central Criminal Court contained a clause to open the Common Pleas; this was dropped, but the same object was attained by a royal warrant, 25th April 1834. The legality of this was soon questioned and, after solemn argument before the Privy Council, it was declared invalid. In 1846 a statute (the 9 & 10 Viet. c. 54) to the same effect settled the matter, and the Judicature Act of 1873 provided that no judge need in future be a serjeant. On the dissolution of Serjeants’ Inn its members were received back into the Houses whence they had come.


  As for centuries all the judges were serjeants, the history of the order is that of the bench and bar of England; yet some famous men rose no higher, or for one reason or other became representative members. Such a one was Sir John Maynard (1602–1690). In his last years William III. commented on his venerable appearance: “He must have outlived all the lawyers of his time.” “If your Highness had not come I should have outlived the law itself,” was the old man’s happy compliment. Pleading in a Chancery case, he remarked that he had been counsel in the same case half a century before; he had steered a middle course in those troubled times, but he had leant to the side of freedom against King and Protector alike. His share in the impeachment of Stafford procured him a jibe in Butler’s Hudibras, yet it was said that all parties seemed willing to employ him, and that he seemed willing to be employed by all. Jeffreys, who usually deferred to him, once blustered out, “You are so old as to forget your law, Brother Maynard.” “True, Sir George, I have forgotten more law than ever you knew,” was the crushing retort. Macaulay has justly praised his conduct at the Revolution for that he urged his party to disregard legal technicalities and adopt new methods 254 for new and unheard-of circumstances. Edmund Plowden (1518–1585) deserves at least equally high praise. He was so determined a student that “for three years he went not once out of the Temple.” He is said to have refused the chancellorship offered him by Elizabeth as he would not desert the old faith. He was attacked again and again for nonconformity, but his profound knowledge of legal technicalities enabled him on each occasion to escape the net spread for him. He was an Englishman loyal to the core, and, Catholic as he was, opposed in 1555 the violent proceedings of Queen Mary’s parliament. The attorney-general filed a bill against him for contempt, but “Mr. Plowden traversed fully, and the matter was never decided.” “A traverse full of pregnancy,” is Lord Coke’s enthusiastic comment. On his death in 1585 they buried him in that Temple Church whose soil must have seemed twice sacred to this oracle of the law. An alabaster monument whereon his effigy reposes remains to this day. A less distinguished contemporary was William Bendloes (1516–1584), Old Bendloes men called him. A quaint legend reports him the only serjeant at the Common Pleas bar in the first year of Elizabeth’s reign. Whether there was no business, or merely half-guinea motions of course, or the one man argued on both sides, or whether the whole story be a fabrication, ’tis scarce worth while to inquire.


  I pass to more modern times. William Davy was made serjeant-at-law in 1754. His wit combats with Lord Mansfield are still remembered. His lordship was credited with a desire to sit on Good Friday; our serjeant hinted that he would be the first judge that had done so since Pontius Pilate! Mansfield scouted one of Davy’s legal propositions. “If that be law I must burn all my books.” “Better read them first,” was the quiet answer.


  255 In recent days two of the best known serjeants were Parry and Ballantine, the first a profound lawyer, the second a great advocate, but both are vanished from the scene. Three serjeants yet remain: Lord Esher (Master of the Rolls), Lord Justice Lindley, and Mr. Baron Pollock.


  ·  ·


  256 The Five Sweet Symphonies†


  By Nellie Syrett


  ·  ·
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  259 Night and Love


  By Ernest Wentworth


  
    “Ma belle nuit, oh! sois plus lente …”

  


  
    Onight of June, sweet Night, be long!


    Look with thy million burning eyes—


    See where my Love beside me lies;


    So Night of Joy, Night of my Song,


    Be kind, dear Night, and long.

  


  
    The Night like wild wind speedeth past;


    My Love will leave me with the Night.


    Let me forget, in my delight,


    Nor Night can dure, nor Love can last,


    That like wild wind speed past.

  


  
    My Night was here, my Night is gone;


    The Day begins his weary flight


    After the ever-fleeing Night;


    And oh, the weary, weary Dawn—


    My Love, my Love is gone.

  


  
    260 My Night, my Love, have left me here;


    They will not come to me again.


    Let me remember, in my pain,


    How sweet they were, dear God, how dear,


    That once were really here.

  


  ·  ·


  261 Barren Life†


  By Laurence Housman


  ·  ·
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  265 Two Stories


  By Ella D’Arcy


  I—The Death Mask


  The Master was dead; and Peschi, who had come round to the studio to see about some repairs—part of the ceiling had fallen owing to the too lively proceedings of Dubourg and his eternal visitors overhead—Peschi displayed a natural pride that it was he who had been selected from among the many mouleurs of the Quarter, to take a mask of the dead man.


  All Paris was talking of the Master, although not, assuredly, under that title. All Paris was talking of his life, of his genius, of his misery, and of his death. Peschi, for the moment, was sole possessor of valuable unedited details, to the narration of which Hiram P. Corner, who had dropped in to pass the evening with me, listened with keenly attentive ears.


  Corner was a recent addition to the American Art Colony; ingenuous as befitted his eighteen years, and of a more than improbable innocence. Paris, to him, represented the Holiest of Holies; the dead Master, by the adorable impeccability of his writings, figuring therein as one of the High Priests. Needless to say, he had never come in contact with that High Priest, had never even seen him; while the Simian caricatures which so 266 frequently embellished the newspapers, made as little impression on the lad’s mind as did the unequivocal allusions, jests, and epigrams, for ever flung up like sea-spray against the rock of his unrevered name.


  The absorbing interest Corner felt glowed visibly on his fresh young western face, and it was this, I imagine, which led Peschi to propose that we should go back with him to his atelier and see the mask for ourselves.


  Peschi is a Genoese; small, lithe, very handsome; a skilled workman, a little demon of industry; full of enthusiasms, with the real artist-soul. He works for Felon the sculptor, and it was Felon who had been commissioned to do the bust for which the death mask would serve as model.


  It is always pleasant to hear Peschi talk; and to-night, as we walked from the Rue Fleurus to the Rue Notre-Dame-des-Champs he told us something of mask-taking in general, with illustrations from this particular case.


  On the preceding day, barely two hours after death had taken place, Rivereau, one of the dead man’s intimates, had rushed into Peschi’s workroom, and carried him off, with the necessary materials, to the Rue Monsieur, in a cab. Rivereau, though barely twenty, is perhaps the most notorious of the bande. Peschi described him to Corner as having dark, evil, narrow eyes set too close together in a perfectly white face, framed by falling, lustreless black hair; and with the stooping shoulders, the troubled walk, the attenuated hands common to his class.


  Arrived at the house, Rivereau led the way up the dark and dirty staircase to the topmost landing, and as they paused there an instant, Peschi could hear the long-drawn, hopeless sobs of a woman within the door.


  On being admitted he found himself in an apartment 267 consisting of two small, inconceivably squalid rooms, opening one from the other.


  In the outer room, five or six figures, the disciples, friends, and lovers of the dead poet, conversed together; a curious group in a medley of costumes. One in an opera-hat, shirt-sleeves, and soiled grey trousers tied up with a bit of stout string; another in a black coat buttoned high to conceal the fact that he wore no shirt at all; a third in clothes crisp from the tailor, with an immense bunch of Parma violets in his buttonhole. But all were alike in the strangeness of their eyes, their voices, their gestures.


  Seen through the open door of the further room, lay the corpse under a sheet, and by the bedside knelt the stout, middle-aged mistress, whose sobs had reached the stairs.


  Madame Germaine, as she was called in the Quarter, had loved the Master with that complete, self-abnegating, sublime love of which certain women are capable—a love uniting that of the mother, the wife, and the nurse all in one. For years she had cooked for him, washed for him, mended for him; had watched through whole nights by his bedside when he was ill; had suffered passively his blows, his reproaches, and his neglect, when, thanks to her care, he was well again. She adored him dumbly, closed her eyes to his vices, and magnified his gifts, without in the least comprehending them. She belonged to the ouvrière class, could not read, could not write her own name; but with a characteristic which is as French as it is un-British, she paid her homage to intellect, where an Englishwoman only gives it to inches and muscle. Madame Germaine was prouder perhaps of the Master’s greatness, worshipped him more devoutly, than any one of the super-cultivated, ultra-corrupt group, who by their flatteries and complaisances had assisted him to his ruin.


  It was with the utmost difficulty, Peschi said, that Rivereau 268 and the rest had succeeded in persuading the poor creature to leave the bedside and go into the other room while the mask was being taken.


  The operation, it seems, is a sufficiently horrible one, and no relative is permitted to be present. As you cover the dead face over with the plaster, a little air is necessarily forced back again into the lungs, and this air as it passes along the windpipe causes strange rattlings, sinister noises, so that you might swear that the corpse was returned to life. Then, as the mould is removed, the muscles of the face drag and twitch, the mouth opens, the tongue lolls out; and Peschi declared that this always remains for him a gruesome moment. He has never accustomed himself to it; on every recurring occasion it fills him with the same repugnance; and this, although he has taken so many masks, is so deservedly celebrated for them, that la bande had instantly selected him to perpetuate the Master’s lineaments.


  “But it’s an excellent likeness,” said Peschi; “you see they sent for me so promptly that he had not changed at all. He does not look as though he were dead, but just asleep.”


  Meanwhile we had reached the unshuttered shop-front, where Peschi displays, on Sundays and week-days alike, his finished works of plastic art to the gamins and filles of the Quarter.


  Looking past the statuary, we could see into the living-room beyond, it being separated from the shop only by a glass partition. It was lighted by a lamp set in the centre of the table, and in the circle of light thrown from beneath its green shade, we saw a charming picture: the young head of Madame Peschi bent over her baby, whom she was feeding at the breast. She is eighteen, pretty as a rose, and her story and Peschi’s is an idyllic one; to be told, perhaps, another time. She greeted us with the smiling, cordial, unaffected kindliness which in France warms your blood 269 with the constant sense of brotherhood; and, giving the boy to his father—a delicious opalescent trace of milk hanging about the little mouth—she got up to see about another lamp which Peschi had asked for.


  Holding this lamp to guide our steps, he preceded us now across a dark yard to his workshop at the further end, and while we went we heard the young mother’s exquisite nonsense-talk addressed to the child, as she settled back in her place again to her nursing.


  Peschi, unlocking a door, flashed the light down a long room, the walls of which, the trestle-tables, the very floor, were hung, laden, and encumbered with a thousand heterogeneous objects. Casts of every description and dimension, finished, unfinished, broken; scrolls for ceilings; caryatides for chimney-pieces; cornucopias for the entablatures of buildings; chubby Cupids jostling emaciated Christs; broken columns for Père Lachaise, or consolatory upward-pointing angels; hands, feet, and noses for the Schools of Art; a pensively posed échorché contemplating a Venus of Milo fallen upon her back; these, and a crowd of nameless, formless things, seemed to spring at our eyes, as Peschi raised or lowered the lamp, moved it this way or the other.


  “There it is,” said he, pointing forwards; and I saw lying flat upon a modelling-board, with upturned features, a grey, immobile simulacrum of the curiously mobile face I remembered so well.


  “Of course you must understand,” said Paschi, “it’s only in the rough, just exactly as it came from the creux. Fifty copies are to be cast altogether, and this is the first one. But I must prop it up for you. You can’t judge of it as it is.”


  He looked about him for a free place on which to set the lamp. Not finding any, he put it down on the floor. For a few moments lie stood busied over the mask with his back to us.


  270 “Now you can see it properly,” said he, and stepped aside.


  The lamp threw its rays upwards, illuminating strongly the lower portion of the cast, throwing the upper portion into deepest shadow, with the effect that the inanimate mask was become suddenly a living face, but a face so unutterably repulsive, so hideously bestial, that I grew cold to the roots of my hair….. A fat, loose throat, a retreating chinless chin, smeared and bleared with the impressions of the meagre beard; a vile mouth, lustful, flaccid, the lower lip disproportionately great; ignoble lines; hateful puffinesses; something inhuman and yet worse than inhuman in its travesty of humanity; something that made you hate the world and your fellows, that made you hate yourself for being ever so little in this image. A more abhorrent spectacle I have never seen…..


  So soon as I could turn my eyes from the ghastly thing, I looked at Corner. He was white as the plaster faces about him. His immensely opened eyes showed his astonishment and his terror. For what I experienced was intensified in his case by the unexpected and complete disillusionment. He had opened the door of the tabernacle, and out had crawled a noisome spider; he had lifted to his lips the communion cup, and therein squatted a toad. A sort of murmur of frantic protestation began to rise in his throat; but Peschi, unconscious of our agitation, now lifted the lamp, passed round with it behind the mask, held it high, and let the rays stream downwards from above.


  The astounding way the face changed must have been seen to be believed in. It was exactly as though, by some cunning sleight of hand, the mask of a god had been substituted for that of a satyr….. You saw a splendid dome-like head, Shakespearean in contour; a broad, smooth, finely-modelled brow; thick, regular, horizontal eyebrows, casting a shadow which diminished the too 271 great distance separating them from the eyes; while the deeper shadow thrown below the nose altered its character entirely. Its snout-like appearance was gone, its deep, wide-open, upturned nostrils were hidden, but you noticed the well-marked transition from forehead to nose-base, the broad ridge denoting extraordinary mental power. Over the eyeballs the lids had slidden down smooth and creaseless; the little tell-tale palpebral wrinkles which had given such libidinous lassitude to the eye had vanished away. The lips no longer looked gross, and they closed together in a beautiful, sinuous line, now first revealed by the shadow on the upper one. The prominence of the jaws, the muscularity of the lower part of the face, which gave it so painfully microcephalous an appearance, were now unnoticeable; on the contrary, the whole face looked small beneath the noble head and brow. You remarked the medium-sized and well-formed ears, with the “swan” distinct in each, the gently-swelling breadth of head above them, the full development of the forehead over the orbits of the eyes. You discerned the presence of those higher qualities which might have rendered him an ascetic or a saint; which led him to understand the beauty of self-denial, to appreciate the wisdom of self-restraint: and you did not see how these qualities remained inoperative in him, being completely overbalanced by the size of the lower brain, the thick, bull throat, and the immense length from the ear to the base of the skull at the back.


  I had often seen the Master in life: I had seen him sipping absinthe at the d’Harcourt; reeling, a Silemus-like figure, among the nocturnal Bacchantes of the Boul’ Miche; lying in the gutter outside his house, until his mistress should come to pick him up and take him in. I had seen in the living man more traces than a few of the bestiality which the death-mask had completely 272 verified; but never in the living man had I suspected anything of the beauty, of the splendour, that I now saw.


  For that the Master had somewhere a beautiful soul you divined from his works; from the exquisite melody of all of them, from the pure, the ecstatic, the religious altitude of some few. But in actual daily life, his loose and violent will-power, his insane passions, held that soul bound down so close a captive, that those who knew him best were the last to admit its existence.


  And here, a mere accident of lighting displayed not only that existence, but its visible, outward expression as well. In these magnificent lines and arches of head and brow, you saw what the man might have been, what God had intended him to be; what his mother had foreseen in him, when, a tiny infant like Peschi’s yonder, she had cradled the warm, downy, sweet-smelling little head upon her bosom, and dreamed day-dreams of all the high, the great, the wonderful things her boy later on was to do. You saw what the poor, purblind, middle-aged mistress was the only one to see in the seamed and ravaged face she kissed so tenderly for the last time before the coffin-lid was closed.


  You saw the head of gold; you could forget the feet of clay, or, remembering them, you found for the first time some explanation of the anomalies of his career.


  You understood how he who could pour out passionate protestations of love and devotion to God in the morning, offering up body and soul, flesh and blood in his service; dedicating his brow as a footstool for the Sacred Feet; his hands as censers for the glowing coals, the precious incense; condemning his eyes, misleading lights, to be extinguished by the tears of prayer; you understood how, nevertheless, before evening was come, he would set every law of God and decency at defiance, use every member, every faculty, in the service of sin.


  273 It was given to him, as it is given to few, to see the Best, to reverence it, to love it; and the blind, groping hesitatingly forward in the darkness, do not stray as far as he strayed.


  He knew the value of work, its imperative necessity; that in the sweat of his brow the artist, like the day-labourer, must produce, must produce: and he spent his slothful days shambling from café to café.


  He never denied his vices; he recognised them and found excuses for them, high moral reasons even, as the intellectual man can always do. To indulge them was but to follow out the dictates of Nature, who in herself is holy; cynically to expose them to the world was but to be absolutely sincere.


  And his disciples, going further, taught with a vague poetic mysticism that he was a fresh Incarnation of the Godhead; that what was called his immorality was merely his scorn of truckling to the base conventions of the world. But in his saner moments he described himself more accurately as a man blown hither and thither by the winds of evil chance, just as a withered leaf is blown in autumn; and having received great and exceptional gifts, with Shakespeare’s length of years in which to turn them to account, he had chosen instead to wallow in such vileness that his very name was anathema among honourable men.


  Chosen? Did he choose? Can one say after all that he chose to resemble the leaf rather than the tree? The gates of gifts close on the child with the womb, and all we possess comes to us from afar, and is collected from a thousand diverging sources.


  If that splendid head and brow were contained in the seed, so also were the retreating chin, the debased jaw, the animal mouth. One as much as the other was the direct inheritance of former generations. Considered in a certain aspect, it seems that a man 274 by taking thought, may as little hope to thwart the implanted propensities of his character, as to alter the shape of his skull or the size of his jawbone.


  I lost myself in mazes of predestination and free-will. Life appeared to me as a huge kaleidoscope turned by the hand of Fate. The atoms of glass coalesce into patterns, fall apart, unite together again, are always the same, but always different, and, shake the glass never so slightly, the precise combination you have just been looking at is broken up for ever. It can never be repeated. This particular man, with his faults and his virtues, his unconscious brutalities, his unexpected gentlenesses, his furies of remorse; this man with the lofty brain, the perverted tastes, the weak, irresolute, indulgent heart, will never again be met with to the end of time; in all the endless combinations to come, this precise combination will never be found. Just as of all the faces the world will see, a face like the mask there will never again exchange glances with it…..


  I looked at Corner, and saw his countenance once more aglow with the joy of a recovered Ideal; while Peschi’s voice broke in on my reverie, speaking with the happy pride of the artist in a good and conscientious piece of work.


  “Eh bien, how do you find it?” said he; “it is beautiful, is it not?”


  II—The Villa Lucienne


  Madame Coetlegon told the story, and told it so well, that her audience seemed to know the sombre alley, the neglected garden, the shuttered house, as intimately as though they had visited it themselves; seemed to feel a faint reverberation of the 275 incommunicable thrill which she had felt,—which the surly guardian, the torn rag of lace, the closed pavilion had made her feel. And yet, as you will see, there is in reality no story at all; it is merely an account of how, when in the Riviera two winters ago, she went with some friends to look over a furnished villa, which one of them thought of taking.


  It was afternoon when we started on our expedition, Madame de M——, Cécile her widowed daughter-in-law, and I. Cécile’s little girl Renée, the nurse, and Médor, the boarhound of which poor Guy had been so inordinately fond, dawdled after us up the steep and sunny road.


  The December day was deliciously blue and warm. Cécile took off her furs and carried them over her arm. We only put down our sunshades when a screen of olive-trees on the left interposed their grey-green foliage between the sunshine and us.


  Up in these trees barefooted men armed with bamboos were beating the branches to knock down the fruit; and three generations of women, grandmothers, wives, and children, knelt in the grass, gathering up the little purplish olives into baskets. All paused to follow us with black persistent eyes, as we passed by; only the men went on working unmoved. The tap-tapping, swish-swishing, of their light sticks against the boughs played a characteristically southern accompaniment to our desultory talk.


  We were reasonably happy, pleasantly exhilarated by the beauty of the weather and the scene. Renée and Médor, with shrill laughter and deep-mouthed joy-notes, played together the whole way. And when the garden wall, which now replaced the olive-trees upon our right, gave place to a couple of iron gates standing 276 open upon a broad straight drive, and we, looking up between the overarching palm-trees and cocoanuts, saw a white, elegant, sun-bathed house at the end, Cécile jumped to the conclusion that here was the Villa Lucienne, and that nowhere else could she find a house which on the face of it would suit her better.


  But the woman who came to greet us, the jocund, brown-faced young woman, with the superb abundance of bosom beneath her crossed neckkerchief of orange-coloured wool, told us no; this was the Villa Soleil (appropriate name!) and belonged to Monsieur Morgera, the deputy who was now in Paris. The Villa Lucienne was higher up; she pointed vaguely behind her through the house: a long walk round by the road. But if these ladies did not mind a path which was a trifle damp perhaps, owing to Monday’s rain, they would find themselves in five minutes at the Villa, for the two houses in reality were not more than a stone’s-throw apart.


  She conducted us across a spacious garden golden with sunshine, lyric with bird-song, brilliant with flowers, where eucalyptus, mimosa, and tea-roses interwove their strong and subtle perfumes through the air, to an angle in a remote laurel hedge. Here she stooped to pull aside some ancient pine-boughs which ineffectually closed the entrance to a dark and trellised walk. Peering up it, it seemed to stretch away interminably into green gloom, the ground rising a little all the while, and the steepness of the ascent being modified every here and there by a couple of rotting wooden steps.


  We were to go up this alley, our guide told us, and we would be sure to find Laurent at the top. Laurent, she explained to us, was the gardener who lived at the Villa Lucienne and showed it to visitors. But there were not many who came, although it had been to let an immense time, ever since the death of old Madame 277 Gray, and that had occurred before she, the speaker, had come south with the Morgeras. We were to explain to Laurent that we had been sent up from the Villa Soleil, and then it would be all right. For he sometimes used the alley himself, as it gave him a short cut into Antibes; but the passage had been blocked up many years ago, to prevent the Morgera children running into it.


  Oh, Madame was very kind, it was no trouble at all, and of course if these ladies liked they could return by the alley also; but once they found themselves at the Villa they would be close to the upper road, which they would probably prefer. Then came her cordial voice calling after Cécile, “Madame had best put on her furs again, it is cold in there.”


  It was cold, and damp, too, with the damp coldness of places where sun and wind never penetrate. It was so narrow that we had to walk in single file. The walls close on either hand, the low roof above our heads, were formed of trellised woodwork now dropping into complete decay. But these might have been removed altogether, and the alley would still have retained its form; for the creepers which overgrew it had with time developed gnarled trunks and branches, which formed a second natural tunnelling outside. Through the broken places in the woodwork we could see the thick, inextricably twisted stems; and outside again was a tangled matting of greenery that suffered no drop of sunlight to trickle through. The ground was covered with lichens, deathstool, and a spongy moss exuding water beneath the foot, and one had the consciousness that the whole place, floor, walls, and roof, must creep with the repulsive, slimy, running life which pullulates in dark and solitary places.


  The change from the gay and scented garden to this dark alley, heavy with the smells of moisture and decay, was curiously depressing. We followed each other in silence; first Cécile; 278 then Renée clinging to her nurse’s hand, with Médor pressing close against them; Madame de M—— next; and I brought up the rear.


  One would have pronounced it impossible to find in any southern garden so sombre a place, but that, after all, it is only in the south that such extraordinary contrasts of gaiety and gloom ever present themselves.


  The sudden tearing away of a portion of one of the wooden steps beneath my tread startled us all, and the circular scatter of an immense colony of wood-lice that had formed its habitat in the crevices of the wood filled me with shivering disgust. I was exceedingly glad when we emerged from the tunnel upon daylight again and the Villa.


  Upon daylight, but not upon sunlight, for the small garden in which we found ourselves was ringed round by the compact tops of the umbrella-pines which climbed the hill on every side. The site had been chosen of course on account of the magnificent view which we knew must be obtainable from the Villa windows, though from where we stood we could see nothing but the dark trees, the wild garden, the overshadowed house. And we saw none of these things very distinctly, for our attention was focussed on the man standing stolidly there in the middle of the garden, and evidently knee-deep in the grass, awaiting us.


  He was a short, thick-set peasant, dressed in the immensely wide blue velveteen trousers, the broad crimson sash, and the flannel shirt, open at the throat, which are customary in these parts. He was strong-necked as a bull, dark as a mulatto, and his curling, grizzled hair was thickly matted over head and face and breast. He wore a flat knitted cap, and held the inevitable cigarette between his lips, but he made no attempt to remove one or the other at our approach. He stood motionless, silent, his 279 hands thrust deep into his pockets, staring at us, and shifting from one to another his suspicious and truculent little eyes.


  So far as I was concerned, and though the Villa had proved a palace, I should have preferred abandoning the quest at once to going over it in his company; but Cécile addressed him with intrepid politeness.


  “We had been permitted to come up from the Villa Soleil. We understood that the Villa Lucienne was to let furnished; if so, might we look over it?”


  From his heavy, expressionless expression, one might have supposed that the very last thing he expected or desired was to find a tenant for the Villa, and I thought with relief that he was going to refuse Cécile’s request. But, after a longish pause:


  “Yes, you can see it,” he said, grudgingly, and turned from us, to disappear into the lower part of the house.


  We looked into each other’s disconcerted faces, then round the grey and shadowy garden in which we stood: a garden long since gone to ruin, with paths and flower-beds inextricably mingled, with docks and nettles choking up the rose-trees run wild, with wind-planted weeds growing from the stone vases on the terrace, with grasses pushing between the marble steps leading up to the hall door.


  In the middle of the garden a terra-cotta faun, tumbled from his pedestal, grinned sardonically up from amidst the tangled greenery, and Madame de M—— began to quote:


  
    “Un vieux faune en terre-cuite


    Rit au centre des boulingrins,


    Présageant sans doute une fuite


    De ces instants sereins


    Qui m’ont conduit et t’ont conduite …”

  


  280 The Villa itself was as dilapidated, as mournful-looking as the garden. The ground-floor alone gave signs of occupation, in a checked shirt spread out upon a window-ledge to dry, in a worn besom, an earthenware pipkin, and a pewter jug, ranged against the wall. But the upper part, with the yellow plaster crumbling from the walls, the grey-painted persiennes all monotonously closed, said with a thousand voices it was never opened, never entered, had not been lived in for years.


  Our surly gardener reappeared, carrying some keys. He led the way up the steps. We exchanged mute questions; all desire to inspect the Villa was gone. But Cécile is a woman of character: she devoted herself.


  “I’ll just run up and see what it is like,” she said; “it’s not worth while you should tire yourself too, Mamma. You, all, wait here.”


  We stood at the foot of the steps; Laurent was already at the top. Cécile began to mount lightly towards him, but before she was half-way she turned, and to our surprise, “I wish you would come up all of you,” she said, and stopped there until we joined her.


  Laurent fitted a key to the door, and it opened with a shriek of rusty hinges. As he followed us, pulling it to behind him, we found ourselves in total darkness. I assure you I went through a bad quarter of a minute. Then we heard the turning of a handle, an inner door was opened, and in the semi-daylight of closed shutters we saw the man’s squat figure going from us down a long, old-fashioned, vacant drawing-room towards two windows at the further end.


  At the same instant Renée burst into tears:


  “Oh, I don’t like it. Oh, I’m frightened!” she sobbed.


  “Little goosie!” said her grandmother, “see, it’s quite light 281 now!” for Laurent had pushed back the persiennes, and a magical panorama had sprung into view; the whole range of the mountains behind Nice, their snow-caps suffused with a heavenly rose colour by the setting sun.


  But Renée only clutched tighter at Madame de M——’s gown, and wept:


  “Oh, I don’t like it, Bonnemaman! She is looking at me still. I want to go home!”


  “No one is looking at you,” her grandmother told her, “talk to your friend Médor. He’ll take care of you.”


  But Renée whispered:


  “He wouldn’t come in; he’s frightened too.”


  And, listening, we heard the dog’s impatient and complaining bark calling to us from the garden.


  Cécile sent Renée and the nurse to join him, and while Laurent let them out, we stepped on to the terrace, and for a moment our hearts were eased by the incomparable beauty of the view, for raised now above the tree-tops, we looked over the admirable bay, the illimitable sky; we feasted our eyes upon unimaginable colour, upon matchless form. We were almost prepared to declare that the possession of the Villa was a piece of good fortune not to be let slip, when we heard a step behind us, and turned to see Laurent surveying us morosely from the window threshold, and again to experience the oppression of his ungenial personality.


  Under his guidance we now inspected the century-old furniture, the faded silks, the tarnished gilt, the ragged brocades, which had once embellished the room. The oval mirrors were dim with mildew, the parquet floor might have been a mere piece of grey drugget, so thick was the overlying dust. Curtains, yellowish, ropey, of undeterminable material, hung forlornly where once they had draped windows and doors. Originally they 282 may have been of rose satin, for there were traces of rose colour still on the walls and the ceiling, painted in gay southern fashion with loves and doves, festoons of flowers, and knots of ribbons. But these paintings were all fragmentary, indistinct, seeming to lose sequence and outline the more diligently you tried to decipher them.


  Yet you could not fail to see that when first furnished the room must have been charming and coquettish. I wondered for whom it had been thus arranged, why it had been thus abandoned. For there grew upon me, I cannot tell you why, the curious conviction that the last inhabitant of the room having casually left it, had, from some unexpected obstacle, never again returned. They were but the merest trifles that created this idea; the tiny heaps of brown ash which lay on a marble guéridon, the few withered twigs in the vase beside it, spoke of the last rose plucked from the garden; the big berceuse chair drawn out beside the sculptured mantelpiece seemed to retain the impression of the last occupant; and in the dark recesses of the unclosed hearth my fancy detected smouldering heat in the half-charred logs of wood.


  The other rooms in the villa resembled the salon; each time our surly guide opened the shutters we saw a repetition of the ancient furniture, of the faded decoration; everything dust-covered and time-decayed. Nor in these other rooms was any sign of former occupation to be seen, until, caught upon the girandole of a pier-glass, a long ragged fragment of lace seized my eye; an exquisitely fine and cobwebby piece of lace, as though caught and torn from some gala shawl or flounce, as the wearer had hurried by.


  It was odd perhaps to see this piece of lace caught thus, but not odd enough surely to account for the strange emotion which 283 seized hold of me: an overwhelming pity, succeeded by an overwhelming fear. I had had a momentary intention to point the lace out to the others, but a glance at Laurent froze the words on my lips. Never in my life have I experienced such a paralysing fear. I was filled with an intense desire to get away from the man and from the Villa.


  But Madame de M—— looking from the window, had noticed a pavilion standing isolated in the garden. She inquired if it were to be let with the house. Then she supposed we could visit it. No, said the man, that was impossible. But she insisted it was only right that tenants should see the whole of the premises for which they would have to pay, but he refused this time with such rudeness, his little brutish eyes narrowed with such malignancy, that the panic which I had just experienced now seized the others, and it was a sauve-qui-peut.


  We gathered up Renée, nurse, and Médor in our hasty passage through the garden, and found our way unguided to the gate upon the upper road.


  And once at large beneath the serene evening sky, winding slowly westward down the olive bordered ways: “What an odious old ruffian!” said one; “What an eerie, uncanny place!” said another. We compared notes. We found that each of us had been conscious of the same immense, the same inexplicable sense of fear.


  Cécile, the least nervous of women, had felt it the first. It had laid hold of her when going up the steps to the door, and it had been so real a terror, she explained to us, that if we had not joined her she would have turned back. Nothing could have induced her to enter the Villa alone.


  Madame de M——’s account was that her mind had been more or less troubled from the first moment of entering the 284 garden, but that when the man refused us access to the pavilion, it had been suddenly invaded by a most intolerable sense of something wrong. Being very imaginative (poor Guy undoubtedly derived his extraordinary gifts from her), Madame de M—— was convinced that the gardener had murdered some one and buried the body inside the pavilion.


  But for me it was not so much the personality of the man—although I admitted he was unprepossessing enough—as the Villa itself which inspired fear. Fear seemed to exude from the walls, to dim the mirrors with its clammy breath, to stir shudderingly among the tattered draperies, to impregnate the whole atmosphere as with an essence, a gas, a contagious disease. You fought it off for a shorter or longer time, according to your powers of resistance, but you were bound to succumb to it at last. The oppressive and invisible fumes had laid hold of us one after the other, and the incident of the closed pavilion had raised our terrors to a ludicrous pitch.


  Nurse’s experiences, which she gave us a day or two later, supported this view. For she told us that when Renée began to cry, and she took her hand to lead her out, all at once she felt quite nervous and uncomfortable too, as though the little one’s trouble had passed by touch into her.


  “And what is strange too,” said she, “when we reached the garden, there was Médor, his forepaws planted firmly on the ground, his whole body rigid, and his hair bristling all along his backbone from end to end.”


  Nurse was convinced that both the child and the dog had seen something we others could not see.


  This reminded us of a word of Renée’s, a very curious word:


  “I don’t like it, she is looking at me still,”—and Cécile undertook to question her.


  285 “You remember, Renée, when mother took you the other day to look over the pretty Villa——”


  Renée opened wide, mute eyes.


  “Why did you cry?”


  “I was frightened of the lady,” she whispered.


  “Where was the lady?” asked Cécile.


  “She was in the drawing-room, sitting in the big chair.”


  “Was she an old lady like grandmamma, or a young lady like mother?”


  “She was like Bonnemaman,” said Renée, and her little mouth began to quiver.


  “And what did she do?”


  “She got up and began to—to come——


  But here Renée burst into tears again. And as she is a very nervous, excitable child, we had to drop the subject.


  But what it all meant, whether there was anything in the history of the house or of its guardian which could account for our sensations, we never knew. We made inquiries of course concerning Laurent and the Villa Lucienne, but we learned very little, and that little was so vague, so remote, so irrelevant, that it does not seem worth while repeating.


  The indisputable fact is the overwhelming fear which the adventure awoke in each and all of us; and this effect is impossible to describe, being just the crystallisation of one of those subtle, unformulated emotions in which only poor Guy himself could have hoped to succeed.


  ·  ·


  286 Windermere


  By Charles Conder


  ·  ·
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  289 Prince Alberic and the Snake Lady


  By Vernon Lee


  [To H.H. the Ranee Brooke of Saràwak]


  In the year 1701, the Duchy of Luna became united to the Italian dominions of the Holy Roman Empire, owing to the extinction of its famous ducal house in the persons of Duke Balthasar Maria and of his grandson Alberic, who should have been third of the name. Under this dry historical fact lies hidden the strange story of Prince Alberic and the Snake Lady.


  I


  The first act of hostility of old Duke Balthasar towards the Snake Lady, in whose existence he did not, of course, believe, was connected with the arrival at Luna of certain tapestries after the designs of the famous Monsieur Le Brun, a present from his most Christian Majesty King Lewis the XIV. These Gobelins, which represented the marriage of Alexander and Roxana, were placed in the throne room, and in the most gallant suit of chambers overlooking the great rockery garden, all of which had been completed by Duke Balthasar Maria in 1680; and, as a 290 consequence, the already existing tapestries, silk hangings and mirrors painted by Marius of the Flowers, were transferred into other apartments, thus occasioning a general re-hanging of the Red Palace at Luna. These magnificent operations, in which, as the court poets sang, Apollo and the Graces lent their services to their beloved patron, aroused in Duke Balthasar’s mind a sudden curiosity to see what might be made of the rooms occupied by his grandson and heir, and which he had not entered since Prince Alberic’s christening. He found the apartments in a shocking state of neglect, and the youthful prince unspeakably shy and rustic; and he determined to give him at once an establishment befitting his age, to look out presently for a princess worthy to be his wife, and, somewhat earlier, for a less illustrious but more agreeable lady to fashion his manners. Meanwhile, Duke Balthasar Maria gave orders to change the tapestry in Prince Alberic’s chamber. This tapestry was of old and Gothic taste, extremely worn, and represented Alberic the Blond and the Snake Lady Oriana, alluded to in the poems of Boiardo and the chronicles of the Crusaders. Duke Balthasar Maria was a prince of enlightened mind and delicate taste; the literature as well as the art of the dark ages found no grace in his sight; he reproved the folly of feeding the thoughts of youth on improbable events; besides, he disliked snakes and was afraid of the devil. So he ordered the tapestry to be removed and another, representing Susanna and the Elders, to be put in its stead. But when Prince Alberic discovered the change, he cut Susanna and the Elders into strips with a knife he had stolen out of the ducal kitchens (no dangerous instruments being allowed to young princes before they were of an age to learn to fence) and refused to touch his food for three days.


  The tapestry over which little Prince Alberic mourned so 291 greatly had indeed been both tattered and Gothic. But for the boy it possessed an inexhaustible charm. It was quite full of things, and they were all delightful. The sorely frayed borders consisted of wonderful garlands of leaves, and fruits, and flowers, tied at intervals with ribbons, although they seemed all to grow, like tall, narrow bushes, each from a big vase in the bottom corner; and made of all manner of different plants. There were bunches of spiky bays, and of acorned oakleaves, sheaves of lilies and heads of poppies, gourds, and apples and pears, and hazelnuts and mulberries, wheat ears, and beans, and pine tufts. And in each of these plants, of which those above named are only a very few, there were curious live creatures of some sort—various birds, big and little, butterflies on the lilies, snails, squirrels, and mice, and rabbits, and even a hare, with such pointed ears, darting among the spruce fir. Alberic learned the names of most of these plants and creatures from his nurse, who had been a peasant, and spent much ingenuity seeking for them in the palace gardens and terraces; but there were no live creatures there, except snails and toads, which the gardeners killed, and carp swimming about in the big tank, whom Alberic did not like, and who were not in the tapestry; and he had to supplement his nurse’s information by that of the grooms and scullions, when he could visit them secretly. He was even promised a sight, one day, of a dead rabbit—the rabbit was the most fascinating of the inhabitants of the tapestry border—but he came to the kitchen too late, and saw it with its pretty fur pulled off, and looking so sad and naked that it made him cry. But Alberic had grown so accustomed to never quitting the Red Palace and its gardens, that he was usually satisfied with seeing the plants and animals in the tapestry, and looked forward to seeing the real things when he should be grown up. “When I am a man,” he would say to himself—for his nurse scolded 292 him for saying it to her—“I will have a live rabbit of my own.”


  The border of the tapestry interested Prince Alberic most when he was very little—indeed, his remembrance of it was older than that of the Red Palace, its terraces and gardens—but gradually he began to care more and more for the pictures in the middle.


  There were mountains, and the sea with ships; and these first made him care to go on to the topmost palace terrace and look at the real mountains and the sea beyond the roofs and gardens; and there were woods of all manner of tall trees, with clover and wild strawberries growing beneath them, and roads, and paths, and rivers, in and out—these were rather confused with the places where the tapestry was worn out, and with the patches and mendings thereof, but Alberic, in the course of time, contrived to make them all out, and knew exactly whence the river came which turned the big mill wheel, and how many bends it made before coming to the fishing nets; and how the horsemen must cross over the bridge, then wind behind the cliff with the chapel, and pass through the wood of firs in order to get from the castle in the left hand corner nearest the bottom to the town, over which the sun was shining with all its beams, and a wind blowing with inflated cheeks on the right hand close to the top.


  The centre of the tapestry was the most worn and discoloured; and it was for this reason perhaps that little Alberic scarcely noticed it for some years, his eye and mind led away by the bright red and yellow of the border of fruit and flowers, and the still vivid green and orange of the background landscape. Red, yellow and orange, even green, had faded in the centre into pale blue and lilac; even the green had grown an odd dusky tint; and the figures seemed like ghosts, sometimes emerging and then receding again into vagueness. Indeed, it was only as he grew bigger that Alberic 293 began to see any figures at all; and then, for a long time he would lose sight of them. But little by little, when the light was strong, he could see them always; and even in the dark make them out with a little attention. Among the spruce firs and pines, and against a hedge of roses, on which there still lingered a remnant of redness, a knight had reined in his big white horse, and was putting one arm round the shoulder of a lady, who was leaning against the horse’s flank. The knight was all dressed in armour—not at all like that of the equestrian statue of Duke Balthasar Maria in the square, but all made of plates, with plates also on the legs, instead of having them bare like Duke Balthasar’s statue; and on his head he had no wig, but a helmet with big plumes. It seemed a more reasonable dress than the other, but probably Duke Balthasar was right to go to battle with bare legs and a kilt and a wig, since he did so. The lady who was looking up into his face was dressed with a high collar and long sleeves, and on her head she wore a thick circular garland, from under which the hair fell about her shoulders. She was very lovely, Alberic got to think, particularly when, having climbed upon a chest of drawers, he saw that her hair was still full of threads of gold, some of them quite loose because the tapestry was so rubbed. The knight and his horse were of course very beautiful, and he liked the way in which the knight reined in the horse with one hand, and embraced the lady with the other arm. But Alberic got to love the lady most, although she was so very pale and faded, and almost the colour of the moonbeams through the palace windows in summer. Her dress also was so beautiful and unlike those of the ladies who got out of the coaches in the Court of Honour, and who had on hoops and no clothes at all on their upper part. This lady, on the contrary, had that collar like a lily, and a beautiful gold chain, and patterns in gold (Alberic made them out little by little) all over 294 her bodice. He got to want so much to see her skirt; it was probably very beautiful too, but it so happened that the inlaid chest of drawers before mentioned stood against the wall in that place, and on it a large ebony and ivory crucifix, which covered the lower part of the lady’s body. Alberic often tried to lift off the crucifix, but it was a great deal too heavy, and there was not room on the chest of drawers to push it aside; so the lady’s skirt and feet remained invisible. But one day, when Alberic was eleven, his nurse suddenly took a fancy to having all the furniture shifted. It was time that the child should cease to sleep in her room, and plague her with his loud talking in his dreams. And she might as well have the handsome inlaid chest of drawers, and that nice pious crucifix for herself next door, in place of Alberic’s little bed. So one morning there was a great shifting and dusting, and when Alberic came in from his walk on the terrace, there hung the tapestry entirely uncovered. He stood for a few minutes before it, riveted to the ground. Then he ran to his nurse, exclaiming, “Oh, nurse, dear nurse, look—the lady——!”


  For where the big crucifix had stood, the lower part of the beautiful pale lady with the gold thread hair was now exposed. But instead of a skirt, she ended off in a big snake’s tail, with scales of still most vivid (the tapestry not having faded there) green and gold.


  The nurse turned round.


  “Holy Virgin,” she cried, “why she’s a serpent!” Then noticing the boy’s violent excitement, she added, “You little ninny, it’s only Duke Alberic the Blond, who was your ancestor, and the Snake Lady.”


  Little Prince Alberic asked no questions, feeling that he must not. Very strange it was, but he loved the beautiful lady with the thread of gold hair only the more because she ended off in the 295 long twisting body of a snake. And that, no doubt, was why the knight was so very good to her.


  II


  For want of that tapestry, poor Alberic, having cut its successor to pieces, began to pine away. It had been his whole world; and now it was gone he discovered that he had no other. No one had ever cared for him except his nurse, who was very cross. Nothing had ever been taught him except the Latin catechism; he had had nothing to make a pet of except the fat carp, supposed to be four hundred years old, in the tank; he had nothing to play with except a gala coral with bells by Benvenuto Cellini, which Duke Balthasar Maria had sent him on his eighth birthday. He had never had anything except a grandfather, and had never been outside the Red Palace.


  Now, after the loss of the tapestry, the disappearance of the plants and flowers and birds and beasts on its borders, and the departure of the kind knight on the horse and the dear golden-haired Snake Lady, Alberic became aware that he had always hated both his grandfather and the Red Palace.


  The whole world, indeed, were agreed that Duke Balthasar was the most magnanimous and fascinating of monarchs; and that the Red Palace of Luna was the most magnificent and delectable of residences. But the knowledge of this universal opinion, and the consequent sense of his own extreme unworthiness, merely exasperated Alberic’s detestation, which, as it grew, came to identify the Duke and the Palace as the personification and visible manifestation of each other. He knew now—oh how well—every time that he walked on the terrace or in the garden (at the hours when no one else ever entered them) that he had always 296 abominated the brilliant tomato-coloured plaster which gave the palace its name: such a pleasant, gay colour, people would remark, particularly against the blue of the sky. Then there were the Twelve Cæsars—they were the Twelve Cæsars, but multiplied over and over again—busts with flying draperies and spiky garlands, one over every first floor window, hundreds of them, all fluttering and grimacing round the place. Alberic had always thought them uncanny; but now he positively avoided looking out of the window, lest his eye should catch the stucco eyeball of one of those Cæsars in the opposite wing of the building. But there was one thing more especially in the Red Palace, of which a bare glimpse had always filled the youthful Prince with terror, and which now kept recurring to his mind like a nightmare. This was no other than the famous grotto of the Court of Honour. Its roof was ingeniously inlaid with oyster shells, forming elegant patterns, among which you could plainly distinguish some colossal satyrs; the sides were built of rockery, and in its depths, disposed in a most natural and tasteful manner, was a herd of lifesize animals all carved out of various precious marbles. On holidays the water was turned on, and spurted about in a gallant fashion. On such occasions persons of taste would flock to Luna from all parts of the world to enjoy the spectacle. But ever since his earliest infancy Prince Alberic had held this grotto in abhorrence. The oyster shell satyrs on the roof frightened him into fits, particularly when the fountains were playing; and his terror of the marble animals was such that a bare allusion to the Porphyry Rhinoceros, the Giraffe of Cipollino, and the Verde Antique Monkeys, set him screaming for an hour. The grotto, moreover, had become associated in his mind with the other great glory of the Red Palace, to wit, the domed chapel in which Duke Balthasar Maria intended erecting monuments to 297 his immediate ancestors, and in which he had already prepared a monument for himself. And the whole magnificent palace, grotto, chapel and all, had become mysteriously connected with Alberic’s grandfather, owing to a particularly terrible dream. When the boy was eight years old, he was taken one day to see his grandfather. It was the feast of St. Balthasar, one of the Three Wise Kings from the East, as is well known. There had been firing of mortars and ringing of bells ever since daybreak. Alberic had his hair curled, was put into new clothes (his usual raiment was somewhat tattered), a large nosegay was put in his hand, and he and his nurse were conveyed by complicated relays of lackeys and of pages up to the Ducal apartments. Here, in a crowded outer room, he was separated from his nurse and received by a gaunt person in a long black robe like a sheath, and a long shovel hat, whom Alberic identified many years later as his grandfather’s Jesuit confessor. He smiled a long smile, discovering a prodigious number of teeth, in a manner which froze the child’s blood; and lifting an embroidered curtain, pushed Alberic into his grandfather’s presence. Duke Balthasar Maria, known as the Ever Young Prince in all Italy, was at his toilet. He was wrapped in a green Chinese wrapper, embroidered with gold pagodas, and round his head was tied an orange scarf of delicate fabric. He was listening to the performance of some fiddlers, and of a lady dressed as a nymph, who was singing the birthday ode with many shrill trills and quavers; and meanwhile his face, in the hands of a valet, was being plastered with a variety of brilliant colours. In his green and gold wrapper and orange head-dress, with the strange patches of vermilion and white on his cheeks, Duke Balthasar looked to the diseased fancy of his grandson as if he had been made of various precious metals, like the celebrated effigy he had erected of himself in the great burial chapel. But, just as 298 Alberic was mustering up courage and approaching his magnificent grandparent, his eye fell upon a sight so mysterious and terrible that he fled wildly out of the Ducal presence. For through an open door he could see in an adjacent closet a man dressed in white, combing the long flowing locks of what he recognised as his grandfather’s head, stuck on a short pole in the light of a window.


  That night Alberic had seen in his dreams the ever young Duke Balthasar Maria descend from his niche in the burial-chapel; and, with his Roman lappets and corslet visible beneath the green bronze cloak embroidered with gold pagodas, march down the great staircase into the Court of Honour, and ascend to the empty place at the end of the rockery grotto (where, as a matter of fact, a statue of Neptune, by a pupil of Bernini, was placed some months later), and there, raising his sceptre, receive the obeisance of all the marble animals—the giraffe, the rhinoceros, the stag, the peacock, and the monkeys. And behold! suddenly his well-known features waxed dim, and beneath the great curly peruke there was a round blank thing—a barber’s block!


  Alberic, who was an intelligent child, had gradually learned to disentangle this dream from reality; but its grotesque terror never vanished from his mind, and became the core of all his feelings towards Duke Balthasar Maria and the Red Palace.


  III


  The news—which was kept back as long as possible—of the destruction of Susanna and the Elders threw Duke Balthasar Maria into a most violent rage with his grandson. The boy should be punished by exile, and exile to a terrible place; above all, to a 299 place where there was no furniture to destroy. Taking due counsel with his Jesuit, his Jester, and his Dwarf, Duke Balthasar decided that in the whole Duchy of Luna there was no place more fitted for the purpose than the Castle of Sparkling Waters.


  For the Castle of Sparkling Waters was little better than a ruin, and its sole inhabitants were a family of peasants. The original cradle of the House of Luna, and its principal bulwark against invasion, the castle had been ignominiously discarded and forsaken a couple of centuries before, when the dukes had built the rectangular town in the plain; after which it had been used as a quarry for ready cut stone, and the greater part carted off to rebuild the city of Luna, and even the central portion of the Red Palace. The castle was therefore reduced to its outer circuit of walls, enclosing vineyards and orange-gardens, instead of moats and yards and towers, and to the large gate tower, which had been kept, with one or two smaller buildings, for the housing of the farmer, his cattle, and his stores.


  Thither the misguided young prince was conveyed in a carefully shuttered coach and at a late hour of the evening, as was proper in the case of an offender at once so illustrious and so criminal. Nature, moreover, had clearly shared Duke Balthasar Maria’s legitimate anger, and had done her best to increase the horror of this just though terrible sentence. For that particular night the long summer broke up in a storm of fearful violence; and Alberic entered the ruined castle amid the howling of wind, the rumble of thunder, and the rush of torrents of rain.


  But the young prince showed no fear or reluctance; he saluted with dignity and sweetness the farmer and his wife and family, and took possession of his attic, where the curtains of an antique and crazy four-poster shook in the draught of the unglazed windows, as if he were taking possession of the gala chambers of 300 a great palace. “And so,” he merely remarked, looking round him with reserved satisfaction, “I am now in the castle which was built by my ancestor and namesake, Alberic the Blond.”


  He looked not unworthy of such illustrious lineage, as he stood there in the flickering light of the pine torch: tall for his age, slender and strong, with abundant golden hair falling about his very white face.


  That first night at the Castle of Sparkling Waters, Alberic dreamed without end about his dear, lost tapestry. And when, in the radiant autumn morning, he descended to explore the place of his banishment and captivity, it seemed as if those dreams were still going on. Or had the tapestry been removed to this spot, and become a reality in which he himself was running about?


  The guard tower in which he had slept was still intact and chivalrous. It had battlements, a drawbridge, a great escutcheon with the arms of Luna, just like the castle in the tapestry. Some vines, quite loaded with grapes, rose on the strong cords of their fibrous wood from the ground to the very roof of the tower, exactly like those borders of leaves and fruit which Alberic had loved so much. And, between the vines, all along the masonry, were strung long narrow ropes of maize, like garlands of gold. A plantation of orange trees filled what had once been the moat; lemons were spalliered against the delicate pink brickwork. There were no lilies, but big carnations hung down from the tower windows, and a tall oleander, which Alberic mistook for a special sort of rose-tree, shed its blossoms on to the drawbridge. After the storm of the night, birds were singing all round; not indeed as they sang in spring, which Alberic, of course, did not know, but in a manner quite different from the canaries in the ducal aviaries at Luna. Moreover other birds, wonderful white 301 and gold creatures, some of them with brilliant tails and scarlet crests, were pecking and strutting and making curious noises in the yard. And—could it be true?—a little way further up the hill, for the castle walls climbed steeply from the seaboard, in the grass beneath the olive trees, white creatures were running in and out—white creatures with pinkish lining to their ears, undoubtedly—as Alberic’s nurse had taught him on the tapestry—undoubtedly rabbits.


  Thus Alberic rambled on, from discovery to discovery, with the growing sense that he was in the tapestry, but that the tapestry had become the whole world. He climbed from terrace to terrace of the steep olive yard, among the sage and the fennel tufts, the long red walls of the castle winding ever higher on the hill. And, on the very top of the hill was a high terrace surrounded by towers, and a white shining house with columns and windows, which seemed to drag him upwards.


  It was, indeed, the citadel of the place, the very centre of the castle.


  Alberic’s heart beat strangely as he passed beneath the wide arch of delicate ivy-grown brick, and clambered up the rough paved path to the topmost terrace. And there he actually forgot the tapestry. The terrace was laid out as a vineyard, the vines trellised on the top of stone columns; at one end stood a clump of trees, pines, and a big ilex and a walnut, whose shrivelled leaves already strewed the grass. To the back stood a tiny little house all built of shining marble, with two large rounded windows divided by delicate pillars, of the sort (as Alberic later learned) which people built in the barbarous days of the Goths. Among the vines, which formed a vast arbour, were growing, in open spaces, large orange and lemon trees, and flowering bushes of rosemary, and pale pink roses. And in front of the house, under 302 a great umbrella pine, was a well, with an arch over it and a bucket hanging to a chain.


  Alberic wandered about in the vineyard, and then slowly mounted the marble staircase which flanked the white house. There was no one in it. The two or three small upper chambers stood open, and on their blackened floor were heaped sacks, and faggots, and fodder, and all manner of coloured seeds. The unglazed windows stood open, framing in between their white pillars a piece of deep blue sea. For there, below, but seen over the tops of the olive trees and the green leaves of the oranges and lemons, stretched the sea, deep blue, speckled with white sails, bounded by pale blue capes and arched over by a dazzling pale blue sky. From the lower story there rose faint sounds of cattle, and a fresh, sweet smell as of cut grass and herbs and coolness, which Alberic had never known before.


  How long did Alberic stand at that window? He was startled by what he took to be steps close behind him, and a rustle as of silk. But the rooms were empty, and he could see nothing moving among the stacked up fodder and seeds. Still, the sounds seemed to recur, but now outside, and he thought he heard someone in a very low voice call his name. He descended into the vineyard; he walked round every tree and every shrub, and climbed upon the broken masses of rose-coloured masonry, crushing the scented rag-wort and peppermint with which they were overgrown. But all was still and empty. Only, from far, far below, there rose a stave of peasant’s song.


  The great gold balls of oranges, and the delicate yellow lemons, stood out among their glossy green against the deep blue of the sea; the long bunches of grapes, hung, filled with sunshine, like clusters of rubies and jacinths and topazes, from the trellis which patterned the pale blue sky. But Alberic felt not 303 hunger, but sudden thirst, and mounted the three broken marble steps of the well. By its side was a long narrow trough of marble, such as stood in the court at Luna, and which, Alberic had been told, people had used as coffins in pagan times. This one was evidently intended to receive water from the well, for it had a mask in the middle, with a spout; but it was quite dry and full of wild herbs and even of pale, prickly roses. There were garlands carved upon it, and people twisting snakes about them; and the carving was picked out with golden brown minute mosses. Alberic looked at it, for it pleased him greatly; and then he lowered the bucket into the deep well, and drank. The well was very, very deep. Its inner sides were covered, as far as you could see, with long delicate weeds like pale green hair, but this faded away in the darkness. At the bottom was a bright space, reflecting the sky, but looking like some subterranean country. Alberic, as he bent over, was startled by suddenly seeing what seemed a face filling up part of that shining circle; but he remembered it must be his own reflection, and felt ashamed. So, to give himself courage, he bent over again, and sang his own name to the image. But instead of his own boyish voice he was answered by wonderful tones, high and deep alternately, running through the notes of a long, long cadence, as he had heard them on holidays at the Ducal Chapel at Luna.


  When he had slaked his thirst, Alberic was about to unchain the bucket, when there was a rustle hard by, and a sort of little hiss, and there rose from the carved trough, from among the weeds and roses, and glided on to the brick of the well, a long, green, glittering thing. Alberic recognised it to be a snake; only, he had no idea it had such a flat, strange little head and such a long forked tongue, for the lady on the tapestry was a woman from the waist upwards. It sat on the opposite side of the well, 304 moving its long neck in his direction, and fixing him with its small golden eyes. Then, slowly, it began to glide round the well circle towards him. Perhaps it wants to drink, thought Alberic, and tipped the bronze pitcher in its direction. But the creature glided past, and came around and rubbed itself against Alberic’s hand. The boy was not afraid, for he knew nothing about snakes; but he started, for, on this hot day, the creature was icy cold. But then he felt sorry. “It must be dreadful to be always so cold,” he said, “come, try and get warm in my pocket.”


  But the snake merely rubbed itself against his coat, and then disappeared back into the carved sarcophagus.


  IV


  Duke Balthasar Maria, as we have seen, was famous for his unfading youth, and much of his happiness and pride was due to this delightful peculiarity. Any comparison, therefore, which might diminish it was distasteful to the ever young sovereign of Luna; and when his son had died with mysterious suddenness, Duke Balthasar Maria’s grief had been tempered by the consolatory fact that he was now the youngest man at his own court. This very natural feeling explains why the Duke of Luna had put behind him for several years the fact of having a grandson, painful because implying that he was of an age to be a grandfather. He had done his best, and succeeded not badly, to forget Alberic while the latter abode under his own roof; and now that the boy had been sent away to a distance, he forgot him entirely for the space of several years.


  But Balthasar Maria’s three chief counsellors had no such reason for forgetfulness; and so in turn, each unknown to the 305 other, the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester, sent spies to the Castle of Sparkling Waters, and even secretly visited that place in person. For by the coincidence of genius, the mind of each of these profound politicians, had been illuminated by the same remarkable thought, to wit: that Duke Balthasar Maria, unnatural as it seemed, would some day have to die, and Prince Alberic, if still alive, become duke in his stead. Those were the times of subtle statecraft; and the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester were notable statemen even in their day. So each of them had provided himself with a scheme, which, in order to be thoroughly artistic, was twofold, and so to speak, double-barrelled. Alberic might live or he might die, and therefore Alberic must be turned to profit in either case. If, to invert the chances, Alberic should die before coming to the throne, the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester had each privately determined to represent this death as purposely brought about by himself for the benefit of one of three Powers which would claim the Duchy in case of extinction of the male line. The Jesuit had chosen to attribute the murder to devotion to the Holy See; the Dwarf had preferred to appear active in favour of the King of Spain, and the Jester had decided that he would lay claim to the gratitude of the Emperor; the very means which each would pretend to have used had been thought out: poison in each case; only while the Dwarf had selected arsenic, taken through a pair of perfumed gloves, and the Jester pounded diamonds mixed in champagne, the Jesuit had modestly adhered to the humble cup of chocolate, which whether real or fictitious, had always stood his order in such good stead. Thus had each of these wily courtiers disposed of Alberic in case that he should die.


  There remained the alternative of Alberic continuing to live; and for this the three rival statesmen were also prepared. If 306 Alberic lived, it was obvious that he must be made to select one of the three as his sole minister; and banish, imprison, or put to death the other two. For this purpose it was necessary to secure his affection by gifts, until he should be old enough to understand that he had actually owed his life to the passionate loyalty of the Jesuit, or the Dwarf, or the Jester, each of whom had saved him from the atrocious enterprises of the other two counsellors of Balthasar Maria,—nay, who knows? perhaps from the malignity of Balthasar Maria himself.


  In accordance with these subtle machinations, each of the three statesmen determined to outwit his rivals by sending young Alberic such things as would appeal most strongly to a poor young prince living in banishment among peasants, and wholly unsupplied with pocket-money. The Jesuit expended a considerable sum on books, magnificently bound with the arms of Luna; the Dwarf prepared several suits of tasteful clothes; and the Jester selected, with infinite care, a horse of equal and perfect gentleness and mettle. And, unknown to one another, but much about the same period, each of the statesmen sent his present most secretly to Alberic. Imagine the astonishment and wrath of the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester, when each saw his messenger come back from Sparkling Waters, with his gift returned, and the news that Prince Alberic was already supplied with a complete library, a handsome wardrobe and not one, but two horses of the finest breed and training; nay, more unexpected still, that while returning the gifts to their respective donors, he had rewarded the messengers with splendid liberality.


  The result of this amazing discovery was much the same in the mind of the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester. Each instantly suspected one or both of his rivals; then, on second thoughts, determined to change the present to one of the other items (horse, 307 clothes, or books, as the case might be) little suspecting that each of them had been supplied already; and, on further reflection, began to doubt the reality of the whole business, to suspect connivance of the messengers, intended insult on the part of the prince, and decided to trust only to the evidence of his own eyes in the matter.


  Accordingly, within the same few months, the Jesuit, the Dwarf, and the Jester, feigned grievous illness to their Ducal Master, and while everybody thought them safe in bed in the Red Palace at Luna, hurried, on horseback, or in a litter, or in a coach, to the Castle of Sparkling Waters.


  The scene with the peasant and his family, young Alberic’s host, was identical on the three occasions; and, as the farmer saw that these personages were equally willing to pay liberally for absolute secrecy, he very consistently swore to supply that desideratum to each of the three great functionaries. And similarly, in all three cases, it was deemed preferable to see the young prince first from a hiding place, before asking leave to pay their respects.


  The Dwarf, who was the first in the field, was able to hide very conveniently in one of the cut velvet plumes which surmounted Alberic’s four-post bedstead, and to observe the young prince as he changed his apparel. But he scarcely recognised the Duke’s grandson. Alberic was sixteen, but far taller and stronger than his age would warrant. His figure was at once manly and delicate, and full of grace and vigour of movement. His long hair, the colour of floss silk, fell in wavy curls, which seemed to imply almost a woman’s care and coquetry. His hands also, though powerful, were, as the Dwarf took note, of princely form and whiteness. As to his garments, the open doors of his wardrobe displayed every variety that a young prince could need; and, 308 while the Dwarf was watching, he was exchanging a russet and purple hunting dress, cut after the Hungarian fashion with cape and hood, and accompanied by a cap crowned with peacock’s feathers, for a habit of white and silver, trimmed with Venetian lace, in which he intended to honour the wedding of one of the farmer’s daughters. Never, in his most genuine youth, had Balthasar Maria, the ever young and handsome, been one quarter as beautiful in person or as delicate in apparel as his grandson in exile among poor country folk.


  The Jesuit, in his turn, came to verify his messenger’s extraordinary statements. Through the gap between two rafters he was enabled to look down on to Prince Alberic in his study. Magnificently bound books lined the walls of the closet, and in this gap hung valuable maps and prints. On the table were heaped several open volumes, among globes both terrestrial and celestial, and Alberic himself was leaning on the arm of a great chair, reciting the verses of Virgil in a most graceful chant. Never had the Jesuit seen a better-appointed study nor a more precocious young scholar.


  As regards the Jester, he came at the very moment that Alberic was returning from a ride; and, having begun life as an acrobat, he was able to climb into a large ilex which commanded an excellent view of the Castle yard. Alberic was mounted on a splendid jet-black barb, magnificently caparisoned in crimson and gold Spanish trappings. His groom—for he even had a groom—was riding a horse only a shade less perfect: it was white and he was black—a splendid negro such as great princes only own. When Alberic came in sight of the farmer’s wife, who stood shelling peas on the doorstep, he waved his hat with infinite grace, caused his horse to caracole and rear three times in salutation, picked an apple up while cantering round the Castle yard, threw it in the air with 309 his sword and cut it in two as it descended, and did a number of similar feats such as are taught only to the most brilliant cavaliers. Now, as he was going to dismount, a branch of the ilex cracked, the black barb reared, and Alberic, looking up, perceived the Jester moving in the tree.


  “A wonderful parti-coloured bird!” he exclaimed, and seized the fowling-piece that hung by his saddle. But before he had time to fire the Jester had thrown himself down and alighted, making three somersaults, on the ground.


  “My Lord,” said the Jester, “you see before you a faithful subject who, braving the threats and traps of your enemies, and, I am bound to add, risking also your Highness’s sovereign displeasure, has been determined to see his Prince once more, to have the supreme happiness of seeing him at last clad and equipped and mounted ….”


  “Enough!” interrupted Alberic sternly. “Say no more. You would have me believe that it is to you I owe my horses and books and clothes, even as the Dwarf and the Jesuit tried to make me believe about themselves last month. Know, then, that Alberic of Luna requires gifts from none of you. And now, most miserable councillor of my unhappy grandfather, begone!”


  The Jester checked his rage, and tried, all the way back to Luna, to get at some solution of this intolerable riddle. The Jesuit and the Dwarf—the scoundrels—had been trying their hand then! Perhaps, indeed, it was their blundering which had ruined his own perfectly concocted scheme. But for their having come and claimed gratitude for gifts they had not made, Alberic would perhaps have believed that the Jester had not merely offered the horse which was refused, but had actually given the two which had been accepted, and the books and clothes (since there had been 310 books and clothes given) into the bargain. But then, had not Alberic spoken as if he were perfectly sure from what quarter all his possessions had come? This reminded the Jester of the allusion to the Duke Balthasar Maria; Alberic had spoken of him as unhappy. Was it, could it be, possible that the treacherous old wretch had been keeping up relations with his grandson in secret, afraid—for he was a miserable coward at bottom—both of the wrath of his three counsellors, and of the hatred of his grandson? Was it possible, thought the Jester, that not only the Jesuit and the Dwarf, but the Duke of Luna also, had been intriguing against him round young Prince Alberic? Balthasar Maria was quite capable of it; he might be enjoying the trick he was playing to his three masters—for they were his masters; he might be preparing to turn suddenly upon them with his long neglected grandson like a sword to smite them. On the other hand, might this not be a mere mistake and supposition on the part of Prince Alberic, who, in his silly dignity, preferred to believe in the liberality of his ducal grandfather than in that of his grandfather’s servants? Might the horses, and all the rest, not really be the gift of either the Dwarf or the Jesuit, although neither had got the credit for it? “No, no,” exclaimed the Jester, for he hated his fellow servants worse than his master, “anything better than that! Rather a thousand times that it were the Duke himself who had outwitted them.”


  Then, in his bitterness, having gone over the old arguments again and again, some additional circumstances returned to his memory. The black groom was deaf and dumb, and the peasants it appeared, had been quite unable to extract any information from him. But he had arrived with those particular horses only a few months ago; a gift, the peasants had thought, from the old Duke of Luna. But Alberic, they had said, had possessed other horses 311 before, which they had also thus taken for granted, must have come from the Red Palace. And the clothes and books had been accumulating, it appeared, ever since the Prince’s arrival in his place of banishment. Since this was the case, the plot, whether on the part of the Jesuit or the Dwarf, or on that of the Duke himself, had been going on for years before the Jester had bestirred himself! Moreover, the Prince not only possessed horses, but he had learned to ride; he not only had books, but he had learned to read, and even to read various tongues; and finally, the Prince was not only clad in princely garments, but he was every inch of him a Prince. He had then been consorting with other people than the peasants at Sparkling Waters. He must have been away—or—someone must have come. He had not been living in solitude.


  But when—how—and above all, who?


  And again the baffled Jester revolved the probabilities concerning the Dwarf, the Jesuit, and the Duke. It must be—it could be no other—it evidently could only be….


  “Ah!” exclaimed the unhappy diplomatist; “if only one could believe in magic!”


  And it suddenly struck him, with terror and mingled relief, “Was it magic?”


  But the Jester, like the Dwarf and the Jesuit, and the Duke of Luna himself, was altogether superior to such foolish beliefs.


  V


  The young Prince of Luna had never attempted to learn the story of Alberic the Blond and the Snake Lady. Children sometimes conceive an inexplicable shyness, almost a dread, of knowing more on subjects which are uppermost in their thoughts; and 312 such had been the case of Duke Balthasar Maria’s grandson. Ever since the memorable morning when the ebony crucifix had been removed from in front of the faded tapestry, and the whole figure of the Snake Lady had been for the first time revealed, scarcely a day had passed without there coming to the boy’s mind his nurse’s words about his ancestor Alberic and the Snake Lady Oriana. But, even as he had asked no questions then, so he had asked no questions since; shrinking more and more from all further knowledge of the matter. He had never questioned his nurse, he had never questioned the peasants of Sparkling Waters, although the story, he felt quite sure, must be well known among the ruins of Alberic the Blond’s own castle. Nay, stranger still, he had never mentioned the subject to his dear Godmother, to whom he had learned to open his heart about all things, and who had taught him all that he knew.


  For the Duke’s Jester had guessed rightly that, during these years at Sparkling Waters, the young Prince had not consorted solely with peasants. The very evening after his arrival, as he was sitting by the marble well in the vineyard, looking towards the sea, he had felt a hand placed lightly on his shoulder, and looked up into the face of a beautiful lady veiled in green.


  “Do not be afraid,” she had said, smiling at his terror. “I am not a ghost, but alive like you; and I am, though you do not know it, your Godmother. My dwelling is close to this castle, and I shall come every evening to play and talk with you, here by the little white palace with the pillars, where the fodder is stacked. Only, you must remember that I do so against the wishes of your grandfather and all his friends, and that if ever you mention me to anyone, or allude in any way to our meetings, I shall be obliged to leave the neighbourhood, and you will never see me again. Some day when you are big you will learn why; 313 till then you must take me on trust. And now what shall we play at?”


  And thus his Godmother had come every evening at sunset; just for an hour and no more, and had taught the poor solitary little prince to play (for he had never played) and to read, and to manage a horse, and, above all, to love: for, except the old tapestry in the Red Palace, he had never loved anything in the world.


  Alberic told his dear Godmother everything, beginning with the story of the two pieces of tapestry, the one they had taken away and the one he had cut to pieces; and he asked her about all the things he ever wanted to know, and she was always able to answer. Only, about two things they were silent: she never told him her name nor where she lived, nor whether Duke Balthasar Maria knew her (the boy guessed that she had been a friend of his father’s); and Alberic never revealed the fact that the tapestry had represented his ancestor and the beautiful Oriana; for, even to his dear Godmother, and most perhaps to her, he found it impossible even to mention Alberic the Blond and the Snake Lady.


  But the story, or rather the name of the story he did not know, never loosened its hold on Alberic’s mind. Little by little, as he grew up, it came to add to his life two friends, of whom he never told his Godmother. They were, to be sure, of such sort, however different, that a boy might find it difficult to speak about without feeling foolish. The first of the two friends was his own ancestor, Alberic the Blond; and the second that large tame grass snake whose acquaintance he had made the day after his arrival at the castle. About Alberic the Blond he knew indeed but little, save that he had reigned in Luna many hundreds of years ago, and that he had been a very brave and glorious prince indeed, who had 314 helped to conquer the Holy Sepulchre with Godfrey and Tancred and the other heroes of Tasso. But, perhaps in proportion to this vagueness, Alberic the Blond served to personify all the notions of chivalry which the boy had learned from his Godmother, and those which bubbled up in his own breast. Nay, little by little the young Prince began to take his unknown ancestor as a model, and in a confused way, to identify himself with him. For was he not fair-haired too, and Prince of Luna, Alberic, third of the name, as the other had been first? Perhaps for this reason he could never speak of this ancestor with his Godmother. She might think it presumptuous and foolish; besides, she might perhaps tell him things about Alberic the Blond which might hurt him; the poor young Prince, who had compared the splendid reputation of his own grandfather with the miserable reality, had grown up precociously sceptical. As to the Snake, with whom he played everyday in the grass, and who was his only companion during the many hours of his Godmother’s absence, he would willingly have spoken of her, and had once been on the point of doing so, but he had noticed that the mere name of such creatures seemed to be odious to his Godmother. Whenever, in their readings, they came across any mention of serpents, his Godmother would exclaim, “Let us skip that,” with a look of intense pain in her usually cheerful countenance. It was a pity, Alberic thought, that so lovely and dear a lady should feel such hatred towards any living creature, particularly towards a kind, which like his own tame grass snake, was perfectly harmless. But he loved her too much to dream of thwarting her; and he was very grateful to his tame snake for having the tact never to show herself at the hour of his Godmother’s visits.


  But to return to the story represented on the dear, faded tapestry in the Red Palace.


  315 When Prince Alberic, unconscious to himself, was beginning to turn into a full-grown and gallant-looking youth, a change began to take place in him, and it was about the story of his ancestor and the Lady Oriana. He thought of it more than ever, and it began to haunt his dreams; only it was now a vaguely painful thought, and, while dreading still to know more, he began to experience a restless, miserable, craving to know all. His curiosity was like a thorn in his flesh, working its way in and in; and it seemed something almost more than curiosity. And yet, he was still shy and frightened of the subject; nay, the greater his craving to know, the greater grew a strange certainty that the knowing would be accompanied by evil. So, although many people could have answered—the very peasants, the fishermen of the coast, and first, and foremost, his Godmother—he let months pass before he asked the question.


  It, and the answer, came of a sudden.


  There occasionally came to Sparkling Waters an old man, who united in his tattered person the trades of mending crockery and reciting fairy tales. He would seat himself, in summer, under the spreading fig tree in the castle yard, and in winter, by the peasants’ deep, black chimney, alternately boring holes in pipkins, or gluing plate edges, and singing, in a cracked, nasal voice, but not without dignity and charm of manner, the stories of the King of Portugal’s Cowherd, of the Feathers of the Griffin, or some of the many stanzas of Orlando or Jerusalem Delivered, which he knew by heart. Our young Prince had always avoided him, partly from a vague fear of a mention of his ancestor and the Snake Lady, and partly because of something vaguely sinister in the old man’s eye. But now he awaited with impatience the vagrant’s periodical return, and on one occasion, summoned him to his own chamber.


  316 “Sing me,” he commanded, “the story of Alberic the Blond and the Snake Lady.”


  The old man hesitated, and answered with a strange look:—


  “My lord, I do not know it.”


  A sudden feeling, such as the youth had never experienced before, seized hold of Alberic. He did not recognise himself. He saw and heard himself, as if it were some one else, nod first at some pieces of gold, of those his godmother had given him, and then at his fowling piece hung on the wall; and as he did so, he had a strange thought: “I must be mad.” But he merely said, sternly:—


  “Old man, that is not true. Sing that story at once, if you value my money and your safety.”


  The vagrant took his white-bearded chin in his hand, mused, and then, fumbling among the files and drills and pieces of wire in his tool basket, which made a faint metallic accompaniment, he slowly began to chant the following stanzas:—


  VI


  Now listen, courteous Prince, to what befel your ancestor, the valorous Alberic, returning from the Holy Land.


  Already a year had passed since the strongholds of Jerusalem had fallen beneath the blows of the faithful, and since the sepulchre of Christ had been delivered from the worshippers of Macomet. The great Godfrey was enthroned as its guardian, and the mighty barons, his companions, were wending their way homewards: Tancred, and Bohemund, and Reynold, and the rest.


  The valorous Alberic, the honour of Luna, after many perilous adventures, brought by the anger of the Wizard Macomet, 317 was shipwrecked on his homeward way, and cast, alone of all his great following, upon the rocky shore of an unknown island. He wandered long about, among woods and pleasant pastures, but without ever seeing any signs of habitation; nourishing himself solely on the berries and clear water, and taking his rest in the green grass beneath the trees. At length, after some days of wandering, he came to a dense forest, the like of which he had never seen before, so deep was its shade and so tangled were its boughs. He broke the branches with his iron-gloved hand, and the air became filled with the croaking and screeching of dreadful night-birds. He pushed his way with shoulder and knee, trampling the broken leafage under foot, and the air was filled with the roaring of monstrous lions and tigers. He grasped his sharp double-edged sword and hewed through the interlaced branches, and the air was filled with the shrieks and sobs of a vanquished city. But the Knight of Luna went on, undaunted, cutting his way through the enchanted wood. And behold! as he issued thence, there rose before him a lordly castle, as of some great prince, situate in a pleasant meadow among running streams. And as Alberic approached the portcullis was raised, and the drawbridge lowered; and there arose sounds of fifes and bugles, but nowhere could he descry any living creature around. And Alberic entered the castle, and found therein guardrooms full of shining arms, and chambers spread with rich stuffs, and a banquetting hall, with a great table laid and a chair of state at the end. And as he entered a concert of invisible voices and instruments greeted him sweetly, and called him by name, and bid him be welcome; but not a living soul did he see. So he sat him down at the table, and as he did so, invisible hands filled his cup and his plate, and ministered to him with delicacies of all sorts. Now, when the good knight had eaten and drunken his fill, he drank to 318 the health of his unknown host, declaring himself the servant thereof with his sword and heart. After which, weary with wandering, he prepared to take rest on the carpets which strewed the ground; but invisible hands unbuckled his armour, and clad him in silken robes, and led him to a couch all covered with rose-leaves. And when he had laid himself down, the concert of invisible singers and players put him to sleep with their melodies.


  It was the hour of sunset when the valorous Baron awoke, and buckled on his armour, and hung on his thigh his great sword Brillamorte; and the invisible hands helped him once more.


  And the Knight of Luna went all over the enchanted castle, and found all manner of rarities, treasures of precious stones, such as great kings possess, and store of gold and silver vessels, and rich stuffs, and stables full of fiery coursers ready caparisoned; but never a human creature anywhere. And, wondering more and more, he went forth into the orchard, which lay within the walls of the castle. And such another orchard, sure, was never seen, since that in which the hero Hercules found the three golden apples and slew the great dragon. For you might see in this place fruit trees of all kinds, apples and pears, and peaches and plums, and the goodly orange, which bore at the same time fruit and delicate and scented blossom. And all around were set hedges of roses, whose scent was even like heaven; and there were other flowers of all kinds, those into which the vain Narcissus turned through love of himself, and those which grew, they tell us, from the blood-drops of fair Venus’s minion; and lilies of which that Messenger carried a sheaf who saluted the Meek Damsel, glorious above all womankind. And in the trees sang innumerable birds; and others, of unknown breed, joined melody in hanging cages and aviaries. And in the orchard’s midst was set a fountain, the most wonderful ever made, its waters running 319 in green channels among the flowered grass. For that fountain was made in the likeness of twin naked maidens, dancing together, and pouring water out of pitchers as they did so; and the maidens were of fine silver, and the pitchers of wrought gold, and the whole so cunningly contrived by magic art that the maidens really moved and danced with the waters they were pouring out: a wonderful work, most truly. And when the Knight of Luna had feasted his eyes upon this marvel, he saw among the grass, beneath a flowering almond tree, a sepulchre of marble, cunningly carved and gilded, on which was written, “Here is imprisoned the Fairy Oriana, most miserable of all fairies, condemned for no fault, but by envious powers, to a dreadful fate,”—and as he read, the inscription changed, and the sepulchre showed these words: “O Knight of Luna, valorous Alberic, if thou wouldst show thy gratitude to the hapless mistress of this castle, summon up thy redoubtable courage, and, whatsoever creature issue from my marble heart, swear thou to kiss it three times on the mouth, that Oriana may be released.”


  And Alberic drew his great sword, and on its hilt, shaped like a cross, he swore.


  Then wouldst thou have heard a terrible sound of thunder, and seen the castle walls rock. But Alberic, nothing daunted, repeats in a loud voice, “I swear,” and instantly that sepulchre’s lid upheaves, and there issues thence and rises up a great green snake, wearing a golden crown, and raises itself and fawns towards the valorous Knight of Luna. And Alberic starts and recoils in terror. For rather, a thousand times, confront alone the armed hosts of all the heathen, than put his lips to that cold, creeping beast! And the serpent looks at Alberic with great gold eyes, and big tears issue thence, and it drops prostrate on the grass, and Alberic summons courage and approaches; but when the serpent 320 glides along his arm, a horror takes him, and he falls back unable. And the tears stream from the snake’s golden eyes, and moans come from its mouth.


  And Alberic runs forward, and seizes the serpent in both hands, and lifts it up, and three times presses his hot lips against its cold and slippery skin, shutting his eyes in horror, and when the Knight of Luna opens them again, behold! O wonder! in his arms no longer a dreadful snake, but a damsel, richly dressed and beautiful beyond comparison.


  VII


  Young Alberic sickened that very night, and lay for many days with raging fever. The peasant’s wife and a good neighbouring priest nursed him unhelped, for when the messenger they sent arrived at Luna, Duke Balthasar was busy rehearsing a grand ballet in which he himself danced the part of Phoebus Apollo; and the ducal physician was therefore despatched to Sparkling Waters only when the young prince was already recovering.


  Prince Alberic undoubtedly passed through a very bad illness, and went fairly out of his mind for fever and ague.


  He raved so dreadfully in his delirium about enchanted tapestries and terrible grottoes, Twelve Cæsars with rolling eyeballs, barbers’ blocks with perukes on them, monkeys of verde antique, and porphyry rhinoceroses, and all manner of hellish creatures, that the good priest began to suspect a case of demoniac possession, and caused candles to be kept lighted all day and all night, and holy water to be sprinkled, and a printed form of exorcism, absolutely sovereign in such trouble, to be nailed against the bed-post. On the fourth day the young prince fell 321 into a profound sleep, from which he awaked in apparent possession of his faculties.


  “Then you are not the porphyry rhinoceros?” he said, very slowly as his eye fell upon the priest; “and this is my own dear little room at Sparkling Waters, though I do not understand all those candles. I thought it was the great hall in the Red Palace, and that all those animals of precious marbles, and my grandfather, the duke, in his bronze and gold robes, were beating me and my tame snake to death with Harlequin’s laths. It was terrible. But now I see it was all fancy and delirium.”


  The poor youth gave a sigh of relief, and feebly caressed the rugged old hand of the priest, which lay on his counterpane. The prince lay for a long while motionless, but gradually a strange light came into his eyes, and a smile on to his lips. Presently he made a sign that the peasants should leave the room, and taking once more the good priest’s hand, he looked solemnly in his eyes, and spoke in an earnest voice. “My father,” he said, “I have seen and heard strange things in my sickness, and I cannot tell for certain now what belongs to the reality of my previous life, and what is merely the remembrance of delirium. On this I would fain be enlightened. Promise me, my father, to answer my questions truly, for this is a matter of the welfare of my soul, and therefore of your own.”


  The priest nearly jumped on his chair. So he had been right. The demons had been trying to tamper with the poor young prince, and now he was going to have a fine account of it all.


  “My son,” he murmured, “as I hope for the spiritual welfare of both of us, I promise to answer all your interrogations to the best of my powers. Speak them without hesitation.”


  Alberic hesitated for a moment, and his eyes glanced from one long lit taper to the other.


  322 “In that case,” he said, slowly, “let me conjure you, my father, to tell me whether or not there exists a certain tradition in my family, of the loves of my ancestor, Alberic the Blond, with a certain Snake Lady, and how he was unfaithful to her, and failed to disenchant her, and how a second Alberic, also my ancestor, loved this same Snake Lady, but failed before the ten years of fidelity were over, and became a monk…. Does such a story exist, or have I imagined it all during my sickness?”


  “My son,” replied the good priest, testily, for he was most horribly disappointed by this speech, “it is scarce fitting that a young prince but just escaped from the jaws of death—and, perhaps, even from the insidious onslaught of the Evil One—should give his mind to idle tales like these.”


  “Call them what you choose,” answered the prince, gravely, “but remember your promise, father. Answer me truly, and presume not to question my reasons.”


  The priest started. What a hasty ass he had been! Why these were probably the demons talking out of Alberic’s mouth, causing him to ask silly irrelevant questions in order to prevent a good confession. Such were notoriously among their stock tricks! But he would outwit them. If only it were possible to summon up St. Paschal Baylon, that new fashionable saint who had been doing such wonders with devils lately! But St. Paschal Baylon required not only that you should say several rosaries, but that you should light four candles on a table and lay a supper for two; after that there was nothing he would not do. So the priest hastily seized two candlesticks from the foot of the bed, and called to the peasant’s wife to bring a clean napkin and plates and glasses; and meanwhile endeavoured to detain the demons by answering the poor prince’s foolish chatter, “Your ancestors, the two Alberics—a tradition in your Serene family—323yes, my Lord—there is such—let me see, how does the story go?—ah yes—this demon, I mean this Snake Lady was a—what they call a fairy—or witch, malefica or stryx is, I believe, the proper Latin expression—who had been turned into a snake for her sins—good woman, woman, is it possible you cannot be a little quicker in bringing those plates for his Highness’s supper? The Snake Lady—let me see—was to cease altogether being a snake if a cavalier remained faithful to her for ten years; and at any rate turned into a woman every time a cavalier was found who had the courage to give her a kiss as if she were not a snake—a disagreeable thing, besides being mortal sin. As I said just now, this enabled her to resume temporarily her human shape, which is said to have been fair enough; but how can one tell? I believe she was allowed to change into a woman for an hour at sunset, in any case and without anybody kissing her, but only for an hour. A very unlikely story, my Lord, and not a very moral one to my thinking!”


  And the good priest spread the table-cloth over the table, wondering secretly when the plates and glasses for St. Paschal Baylon would make their appearance. If only the demon could be prevented from beating a retreat before all was ready! “To return to the story about which your Highness is pleased to inquire,” he continued, trying to gain time by pretending to humour the demon who was asking questions through the poor Prince’s mouth, “I can remember hearing a poem before I took orders—a foolish poem too, in a very poor style, if my memory is correct—that related the manner in which Alberic the Blond met this Snake Lady, and disenchanted her by performing the ceremony I have alluded to. The poem was frequently sung at fairs and similar resorts of the uneducated, and, as remarked, was a very inferior composition indeed. Alberic the Blond afterwards 324 came to his senses, it appears, and after abandoning the Snake Lady fulfilled his duty as a prince, and married the princess…. I cannot exactly remember what princess, but it was a very suitable marriage, no doubt, from which your Highness is of course descended.


  “As regards the Marquis Alberic, second of the name, of whom it is accounted that he died in the odour of sanctity, (and indeed it is said that the facts concerning his beatification are being studied in the proper quarters), there is a mention in a life of Saint Fredevaldus, bishop and patron of Luna, printed at the beginning of the present century at Venice, with approbation and license of the authorities and inquisition, a mention of the fact that this Marquis Alberic the second had contracted, having abandoned his lawful wife, a left-handed marriage with this same Snake Lady (such evil creatures not being subject to natural death), she having induced him thereunto in hope of his proving faithful ten years, and by this means restoring her altogether to human shape. But a certain holy hermit, having got wind of this scandal, prayed to St. Fredevaldus as patron of Luna, whereupon St. Fredevaldus, took pity on the Marquis Alberic’s sins, and appeared to him in a vision at the end of the ninth year of his irregular connection with the Snake Lady, and touched his heart so thoroughly that he instantly forswore her company, and handing the Marquisate over to his mother, abandoned the world and entered the order of St. Romuald, in which he died, as remarked, in odour of sanctity, in consequence of which the present Duke, your Highness’s magnificent grandfather, is at this moment, as befits so pious a prince, employing his influence with the Holy Father for the beatification of so glorious an ancestor. And now, my son,” added the good priest, suddenly changing his tone, for he had got the table ready, and lighted the candles, and 325 only required to go through the preliminary invocation of St. Paschal Baylon—“and now, my son, let your curiosity trouble you no more, but endeavour to obtain some rest, and if possible——”


  But the prince interrupted him.


  “One word more, good father,” he begged, fixing him with earnest eyes, “is it known what has been the fate of the Snake Lady?”


  The impudence of the demons made the priest quite angry, but he must not scare them before the arrival of St. Paschal, so he controlled himself, and answered slowly by gulps, between the lines of the invocation he was mumbling under his breath:


  “My Lord—it results from the same life of St. Fredevaldus, that … (in case of property lost, fire, flood, earthquake, plague) … that the Snake Lady (thee we invoke, most holy Paschal Baylon!). The Snake Lady being of the nature of fairies, cannot die unless her head be severed from her trunk, and is still haunting the world, together with other evil spirits, in hopes that another member of the house of Luna (thee we invoke, most holy Paschal Baylon!)—may succumb to her arts and be faithful to her for the ten years needful to her disenchantments—(most holy Paschal Baylon!—and most of all—on thee we call—for aid against the …)——”


  But before the priest could finish his invocation, a terrible shout came from the bed where the sick prince was lying:


  “O Oriana, Oriana!” cried Prince Alberic, sitting up in his bed with a look which terrified the priest as much as his voice. “O Oriana, Oriana!” he repeated, and then fell back exhausted and broken.


  “Bless my soul!” cried the priest, almost upsetting the table; “why the demon has already issued out of him! Who would 326 have guessed that St. Paschal Baylon performed his miracles as quick as that!”


  VIII


  Prince Alberic was awakened by the loud trill of a nightingale. The room was bathed in moonlight, in which the tapers, left burning round the bed to ward off evil spirits, flickered yellow and ineffectual. Through the open casement came, with the scent of freshly cut grass, a faint concert of nocturnal sounds: the silvery vibration of the cricket, the reedlike quavering notes of the leaf frogs, and, every now and then, the soft note of an owlet, seeming to stroke the silence as the downy wings growing out of the temples of the Sleep god might stroke the air. The nightingale had paused; and Alberic listened breathless for its next burst of song. At last, and when he expected it least, it came, liquid, loud and triumphant; so near that it filled the room and thrilled through his marrow like an unison of Cremona viols. He was singing in the pomegranate close outside, whose first buds must be opening into flame-coloured petals. For it was May. Alberic listened; and collected his thoughts, and understood. He arose and dressed, and his limbs seemed suddenly strong, and his mind strangely clear, as if his sickness had been but a dream. Again the nightingale trilled out, and again stopped. Alberic crept noiselessly out of his chamber, down the stairs and into the open. Opposite, the moon had just risen, immense and golden, and the pines and the cypresses of the hill, the furthest battlements of the castle walls, were printed upon her like delicate lace. It was so light that the roses were pink, and the pomegranate flower scarlet, and the lemons pale yellow, and the grass bright green, only differently coloured from how they looked by 327 day, and as if washed over with silver. The orchard spread uphill, its twigs and separate leaves all glittering as if made of diamonds, and its tree trunks and spalliers weaving strange black patterns of shadow. A little breeze shuddered up from the sea, bringing the scent of the irises grown for their root among the cornfields below. The nightingale was silent. But Prince Alberic did not stand waiting for its song. A spiral dance of fire-flies, rising and falling like a thin gold fountain, beckoned him upwards through the dewy grass. The circuit of castle walls, jagged and battlemented, and with tufts of trees profiled here and there against the resplendent blue pallor of the moonlight, seemed turned and knotted like huge snakes around the world.


  Suddenly, again, the nightingale sang; a throbbing, silver song. It was the same bird, Alberic felt sure; but it was in front of him now, and was calling him onwards. The fire-flies wove their golden dance a few steps in front, always a few steps in front, and drew him up-hill through the orchard.


  As the ground became steeper, the long trellises, black and crooked, seemed to twist and glide through the blue moonlight grass like black gliding snakes, and, at the top, its marble pillarets, clear in the moonlight, slumbered the little Gothic palace of white marble. From the solitary sentinel pine broke the song of the nightingale. This was the place. A breeze had risen, and from the shining moonlit sea, broken into causeways and flotillas of smooth and of fretted silver, came a faint briny smell, mingling with that of the irises and blossoming lemons, with the scent of vague ripeness and freshness. The moon hung like a silver lantern over the orchard; the wood of the trellises patterned the blue luminous heaven, the vine leaves seemed to swim, transparent, in the shining air. Over the circular well, in the high grass, the 328 fire-flies rose and fell like a thin fountain of gold. And, from the sentinel pine, the nightingale sang.


  Prince Alberic leant against the brink of the well, by the trough carved with antique designs of serpent-bearing maenads. He was wonderfully calm, and his heart sang within him. It was, he knew, the hour and place of his fate.


  The nightingale ceased: and the shrill songs of the crickets was suspended. The silvery luminous world was silent.


  A quiver came through the grass by the well; a rustle through the roses. And, on the well’s brink, encircling its central blackness, glided the Snake.


  “Oriana!” whispered Alberic. “Oriana!” She paused, and stood almost erect. The Prince put out his hand, and she twisted round his arm, extending slowly her chilly coil to his wrist and fingers.


  “Oriana!” whispered Prince Alberic again. And raising his hand to his face, he leaned down and pressed his lips on the little flat head of the serpent. And the nightingale sang. But a coldness seized his heart, the moon seemed suddenly extinguished, and he slipped away in unconsciousness.


  When he awoke the moon was still high. The nightingale was singing its loudest. He lay in the grass by the well, and his head rested on the knees of the most beautiful of ladies. She was dressed in cloth of silver which seemed woven of moon mists, and shimmering moonlit green grass. It was his own dear Godmother.


  IX


  When Duke Balthasar Maria had got through the rehearsals of the ballet called Daphne Transformed, and finally danced his 329 part of Phoebus Apollo to the infinite delight and glory of his subjects, he was greatly concerned, being benignly humoured, on learning that he had very nearly lost his grandson and heir. The Dwarf, the Jesuit, and the Jester, whom he delighted in pitting against one another, had severely accused each other of disrespectful remarks about the dancing of that ballet; so Duke Balthasar determined to disgrace all three together and inflict upon them the hated presence of Prince Alberic. It was, after all, very pleasant to possess a young grandson, whom one could take to one’s bosom and employ in being insolent to one’s own favourites. It was time, said Duke Balthasar, that Alberic should learn the habits of a court and take unto himself a suitable princess.


  The young prince accordingly was sent for from Sparkling Waters, and installed at Luna in a wing of the Red Palace, overlooking the Court of Honour, and commanding an excellent view of the great rockery, with the verde antique apes and the porphyry rhinoceros. He found awaiting him on the great staircase a magnificent staff of servants, a master of the horse, a grand cook, a barber, a hairdresser and assistant, a fencing master, and four fiddlers. Several lovely ladies of the Court, the principal ministers of the Crown and the Jesuit, the Dwarf and the Jester, were also ready to pay their respects. Prince Alberic threw himself out of the glass coach before they had time to open the door, and bowing coldly, ascended the staircase, carrying under his cloak what appeared to be a small wicker cage. The Jesuit, who was the soul of politeness, sprang forward and signed to an officer of the household to relieve his highness of this burden. But Alberic waved the man off; and the rumour went abroad that a hissing noise had issued from under the prince’s cloak, and, like lightning, the head and forked tongue of a serpent.


  Half-an-hour later the official spies had informed Duke 330 Balthasar that his grandson and heir had brought from Sparkling Waters no apparent luggage save two swords, a fowling piece, a volume of Virgil, a branch of pomegranate blossom, and a tame grass snake.


  Duke Balthasar did not like the idea of the grass snake; but wishing to annoy the Jester, the Dwarf, and the Jesuit, he merely smiled when they told him of it, and said: “The dear boy! What a child he is! He probably, also, has a pet lamb, white as snow, and gentle as spring, mourning for him in his old home! How touching is the innocence of childhood! Heigho! I was just like that myself not so very long ago.” Whereupon the three favourites and the whole Court of Luna smiled and bowed and sighed: “How lovely is the innocence of youth!” while the Duke fell to humming the well-known air, “Thrysis was a shepherd boy,” of which the ducal fiddlers instantly struck up the ritornel.


  “But,” added Balthasar Maria, with that subtle blending of majesty and archness in which he excelled all living princes, “but it is now time that the prince, my grandson, should learn”—here he put his hand on his sword and threw back slightly one curl of his jet black peruke—“the stern exercises of Mars; and, also, let us hope, the freaks and frolics of Venus.”


  Saying which, the old sinner pinched the cheek of a lady of the very highest quality, whose husband and father were instantly congratulated by all the court on this honour.


  Prince Alberic was displayed next day to the people of Luna, standing on the balcony among a tremendous banging of mortars; while Duke Balthasar explained that he felt towards this youth all the fondness and responsibility of an elder brother. There was a grand ball, a gala opera, a review, a very high mass in the cathedral; the Dwarf, the Jesuit, and the Jester each separately 331 offered his services to Alberic in case he wanted a loan of money, a love letter carried, or in case even (expressed in more delicate terms) he might wish to poison his grandfather. Duke Balthasar Maria, on his side, summoned his ministers, and sent couriers, booted and liveried, to three great dukes of Italy, carrying each of these in a morocco wallet emblazoned with the arms of Luna, an account of Prince Alberic’s lineage and person, and a request for particulars of any marriageable princesses and dowries to be disposed of.


  X


  Prince Alberic did not give his grandfather that warm satisfaction which the old duke had expected. Balthasar Maria, entirely bent upon annoying the three favourites, had said, and had finally believed, that he intended to introduce his grandson to the delight and duties of life, and in the company of this beloved stripling to dream that he, too, was a youth once more: a statement which the court took with due deprecatory reverence, as the duke was well known never to have ceased to be young.


  But Alberic did not lend himself to so touching an idyll. He behaved, indeed, with the greatest decorum, and manifested the utmost respect for his grandfather. He was marvellously assiduous in the council chamber, and still more so in following the military exercises and learning the trade of a soldier. He surprised every one by his interest and intelligence in all affairs of state; he more than surprised the Court by his readiness to seek knowledge about the administration of the country and the condition of the people. He was a youth of excellent morals, courage and diligence; but, there was no denying it, he had 332 positively no conception of sacrificing to the Graces. He sat out, as if he had been watching a review, the delicious operas and superb ballets which absorbed half the revenue of the duchy. He listened, without a smile of comprehension, to the witty innuendoes of the ducal table. But worst of all, he had absolutely no eyes, let alone a heart, for the fair sex. Now Balthasar Maria had assembled at Luna a perfect bevy of lovely nymphs, both ladies of the greatest birth, whose husbands received most honourable posts military and civil, and young females of humbler extraction, though not less expressive habits, ranging from singers and dancers to slave-girls of various colours, all dressed in their appropriate costume: a galaxy of beauty which was duly represented by the skill of celebrated painters on all the walls of the Red Palace, where you may still see their fading charms, habited as Diana, or Pallas, or in the spangles of Columbine, or the turban of Sibyls. These ladies were the object of Duke Balthasar’s most munificently divided attentions; and in the delight of his new-born family affection, he had promised himself much tender interest in guiding the taste of his heir among such of these nymphs as had already received his own exquisite appreciation. Great, therefore, was the disappointment of the affectionate grandfather when his dream of companionship was dispelled, and it became hopeless to interest young Alberic in anything at Luna, save despatches and cannons.


  The Court, indeed, found the means of consoling Duke Balthasar for this bitterness, by extracting therefrom a brilliant comparison between the unfading grace, the vivacious, though majestic, character of the grandfather, and the gloomy and pedantic personality of the grandson. But, although Balthasar Maria would only smile at every new proof of Alberic’s bearish obtuseness, and ejaculate in French, “Poor child! he was born 333 old, and I shall die young!” the reigning Prince of Luna grew vaguely to resent the peculiarities of his heir.


  In this fashion things proceeded in the Red Palace at Luna, until Prince Alberic had attained his twenty-first year.


  He was sent, in the interval, to visit the principal Courts of Italy, and to inspect its chief curiosities, natural and historical, as befitted the heir to an illustrious state. He received the golden rose from the Pope in Rome; he witnessed the festivities of Ascension Day from the Doge’s barge at Venice; he accompanied the Marquis of Montferrat to the camp under Turin; he witnessed the launching of a galley against the Barbary corsairs by the Knights of St. Stephen in the port of Leghorn, and a grand bull-fight and burning of heretics given by the Spanish Viceroy at Palermo; and he was allowed to be present when the celebrated Dr. Borri turned two brass buckles into pure gold before the Arch-duke at Milan. On all of which occasions the heir-apparent of Luna bore himself with a dignity and discretion most singular in one so young. In the course of these journeys he was presented to several of the most promising heiresses in Italy, some of whom were of so tender age as to be displayed in jewelled swaddling-clothes on brocade cushions; and a great many possible marriages were discussed behind his back. But Prince Alberic declared for his part that he had decided to lead a single life until the age of twenty-eight or thirty, and that he would then require the assistance of no ambassadors or chancellors, but find for himself the future Duchess of Luna.


  All this did not please Balthasar Maria, as indeed nothing else about his grandson did please him much. But, as the old duke did not really relish the idea of a daughter-in-law at Luna, and as young Alberic’s whimsicalities entailed no expense, and left him entirely free in his business and pleasure, he turned a deaf ear to 334 the criticisms of his councillors, and letting his grandson inspect fortifications, drill soldiers, pore over parchments, and mope in his wing of the palace, with no amusement save his repulsive tame snake, Balthasar Maria composed and practised various ballets, and began to turn his attention very seriously to the completion of the rockery grotto and of the sepulchral chapel, which, besides the Red Palace itself, were the chief monuments of his glorious reign.


  It was this growing desire to witness the fulfilment of these magnanimous projects which led the Duke of Luna into unexpected conflict with his grandson. The wonderful enterprises above mentioned involved immense expenses, and had periodically been suspended for lack of funds. The collection of animals in the rockery was very far from complete. A camelopard of spotted alabaster, an elephant of Sardinian jasper, and the entire families of a cow and sheep, all of correspondingly rich marbles, were urgently required to fill up the corners. Moreover, the supply of water was at present so small that the fountains were dry save for a couple of hours on the very greatest holidays; and it was necessary for the perfect naturalness of this ingenious work that an aqueduct twenty miles long should pour perennial streams from a high mountain lake into the grotto of the Red Palace.


  The question of the sepulchral chapel was, if possible, even worse; for, after every new ballet, Duke Balthasar went through a fit of contrition, during which he fixed his thoughts on death; and the possibilities of untimely release, and of burial in an unfinished mausoleum, filled him with terrors. It is true that Duke Balthasar had, immediately after building the vast domed chapel, secured an effigy of his own person before taking thought for the monuments of his already buried ancestors; and the statue, twelve feet high, representing himself in coronation robes of green bronze 335 brocaded with gold, holding a sceptre and bearing on his head, of purest silver, a spiky coronet set with diamonds, was one of the curiosities which travellers admired most in Italy. But this statue was unsymmetrical, and moreover had a dismal suggestiveness, so long as surrounded by empty niches; and the fact that only one half of the pavement was inlaid with discs of sardonyx, jasper and cornelian, and that the larger part of the walls were rough brick without a vestige of the mosaic pattern of lapis-lazuli, malachite, pearl, and coral, which had been begun round the one finished tomb, rendered the chapel as poverty-stricken in one aspect as it was magnificent in another. The finishing of the chapel was therefore urgent, and two more bronze statues were actually cast, those to wit of the duke’s father and grandfather, and mosaic workmen called from the Medicean works in Florence. But, all of a sudden the ducal treasury was discovered to be empty, and the ducal credit to be exploded.


  State lotteries, taxes on salt, even a sham crusade against the Dey of Algiers, all failed to produce any money. The alliance, the right to pass troops through the duchy, the letting out of the ducal army to the highest bidder, had long since ceased to be a source of revenue either from the Emperor, the King of Spain, or the Most Christian One. The Serene Republics of Venice and Genoa publicly warned their subjects against lending a single sequin to the Duke of Luna; the Dukes of Parma and Modena began to worry about bad debts; the Pope himself had the atrocious bad taste to make complaints about suppression of church dues and interception of Peter’s pence. There remained to the bankrupt Duke Balthasar Maria only one hope in the world—the marriage of his grandson.


  There happened to exist at that moment a sovereign of incalculable wealth, with an only daughter of marriageable age. But 336 this potentate, although the nephew of a recent Pope, by whose confiscations his fortunes were founded, had originally been a dealer in such goods as are comprehensively known as drysaltery; and, rapacious as were the princes of the Empire, each was too much ashamed of his neighbours to venture upon alliance with a family of so obtrusive an origin. Here was Balthasar Maria’s opportunity; the drysalter prince’s ducats should complete the rockery, the aqueduct and the chapel; the drysalter’s daughter should be wedded to Alberic of Luna, that was to be third of the name.


  XI


  Prince Alberic sternly declined. He expressed his dutiful wish that the grotto and the chapel, like all other enterprises undertaken by his grandparent, might be brought to an end worthy of him. He declared that the aversion to drysalters was a prejudice unshared by himself. He even went so far as to suggest that the eligible princess should marry not the heir-apparent, but the reigning Duke of Luna. But, as regarded himself, he intended, as stated, to remain for many years single. Duke Balthasar had never in his life before seen a man who was determined to oppose him. He felt terrified and became speechless in the presence of young Alberic.


  Direct influence having proved useless, the duke and his councillors, among whom the Jesuit, the Dwarf and the Jester had been duly re-instated, looked round for means of indirect persuasion or coercion. A celebrated Venetian beauty was sent for to Luna—a lady frequently employed in diplomatic missions, which she carried through by her unparalleled grace in dancing. But Prince Alberic, having watched her for half an hour, merely 337 remarked to his equerry that his own tame grass snake made the same movements as the lady, infinitely better and more modestly. Whereupon this means was abandoned. The Dwarf then suggested a new method of acting on the young Prince’s feelings. This, which he remembered to have been employed very successfully in the case of a certain Duchess of Malfi, who had given her family much trouble some generations back, consisted in dressing up a certain number of lacqueys as ghosts and devils, hiring some genuine lunatics from a neighbouring establishment, and introducing them at dead of night into Prince Alberic’s chamber. But the Prince, who was busy at his orisons, merely threw a heavy stool and two candlesticks at the apparitions; and, as he did so, the tame snake suddenly rose up from the floor, growing colossal in the act, and hissed so terrifically that the whole party fled down the corridor. The most likely advice was given by the Jesuit. This truly subtle diplomatist averred that it was useless trying to act upon the Prince by means which did not already affect him; instead of clumsily constructing a lever for which there was no fulcrum in the youth’s soul, it was necessary to find out whatever leverage there might already exist.


  Now, on careful inquiry, there was discovered a fact which the official spies, who always acted by precedent and pursued their inquiries according to the rules of the human heart as taught by the Secret Inquisition of the Republic of Venice, had naturally failed to perceive. This fact consisted in a rumour, very vague but very persistent, that Prince Alberic did not inhabit his wing of the palace in absolute solitude. Some of the pages attending on his person affirmed to have heard whispered conversations in the Prince’s study, on entering which they had invariably found him alone; others maintained that, during the absence of the Prince from the palace, they had heard the sound of his private 338 harpsichord, the one with the story of Orpheus and the view of Soracte on the cover, although he always kept its key on his person. A footman declared that he had found in the Prince’s study, and among his books and maps, a piece of embroidery certainly not belonging to the Prince’s furniture and apparel, moreover, half finished, and with a needle sticking in the canvas; which piece of embroidery the Prince had thrust into his pocket. But, as none of the attendants had ever seen any visitor entering or issuing from the Prince’s apartments, and the professional spies had ransacked all possible hiding-places and modes of exit in vain, these curious indications had been neglected, and the opinion had been formed that Alberic, being, as every one could judge, somewhat insane, had a gift of ventriloquism, a taste for musical-boxes, and a proficiency in unmanly handicrafts which he carefully dissimulated.


  These rumours had at one time caused great delight to Duke Balthasar; but he had got tired of sitting in a dark cupboard in his grandson’s chamber, and had caught a bad chill looking through his keyhole; so he had stopped all further inquiries as officious fooling on the part of impudent lacqueys.


  But the Jesuit foolishly adhered to the rumour. “Discover her” he said, “and work through her on Prince Alberic.” But Duke Balthasar, after listening twenty times to this remark with the most delighted interest, turned round on the twenty-first time and gave the Jesuit a look of Jove-like thunder; “My father,” he said, “I am surprised—I may say more than surprised—at a person of your cloth descending so low as to make aspersions upon the virtue of a young Prince reared in my palace and born of my blood. Never let me hear another word about ladies of light manners being secreted within these walls.” Whereupon the Jesuit retired, and was in disgrace for a fortnight, till Duke 339 Balthasar woke up one morning with a strong apprehension of dying.


  But no more was said of the mysterious female friend of Prince Alberic, still less was any attempt made to gain her intervention in the matter of the drysalter Princess’s marriage.


  XII


  More desperate measures were soon resorted to. It was given out that Prince Alberic was engrossed in study, and he was forbidden to leave his wing of the Red Palace, with no other view than the famous grotto with the verde antique apes and the porphyry rhinoceros. It was published that Prince Alberic was sick, and he was confined very rigorously to a less agreeable apartment in the rear of the palace, where he could catch sight of the plaster laurels and draperies, and the rolling plaster eyeball of one of the Twelve Cæsars under the cornice. It was judiciously hinted that the Prince had entered into religious retreat, and he was locked and bolted into the State prison, alongside of the unfinished sepulchral chapel, whence a lugubrious hammering came as the only sound of life. In each of these places the recalcitrant youth was duly argued with by some of his grandfather’s familiars, and even received a visit from the old duke in person. But threats and blandishments were all in vain, and Alberic persisted in his refusal to marry.


  It was six months now since he had seen the outer world, and six weeks since he had inhabited the State prison, every stage in his confinement, almost every day thereof, having systematically deprived him of some luxury, some comfort, or some mode of passing his time. His harpsichord and foils had remained in the 340 gala wing overlooking the grotto. His maps and books had not followed him beyond the higher story with the view of the Twelfth Cæsar. And now they had taken away from him his Virgil, his inkstand and paper, and left him only a book of Hours.


  Balthasar Maria and his councillors felt intolerably baffled. There remained nothing further to do; for if Prince Alberic were publicly beheaded, or privately poisoned, or merely left to die of want and sadness, it was obvious that Prince Alberic could no longer conclude the marriage with the drysalter Princess, and that no money to finish the grotto and the chapel, or to carry on Court expenses, would be forthcoming.


  It was a burning day of August, a Friday, thirteenth of that month, and after a long prevalence of enervating sirocco, when the old duke determined to make one last appeal to the obedience of his grandson. The sun, setting among ominous clouds, sent a lurid orange beam into Prince Alberic’s prison chamber, at the moment that his ducal grandfather, accompanied by the Jester, the Dwarf and the Jesuit, appeared on its threshold after prodigious clanking of keys and clattering of bolts. The unhappy youth rose as they entered, and making a profound bow, motioned his grandparent to the only chair in the place.


  Balthasar Maria had never visited him before in this, his worst place of confinement; and the bareness of the room, the dust and cobwebs, the excessive hardness of the chair, affected his sensitive heart, and, joined with irritation at his grandson’s obstinacy and utter depression about the marriage, the grotto and the chapel, actually caused this magnanimous sovereign to burst into tears and bitter lamentations.


  “It would indeed melt the heart of a stone,” remarked the Jester sternly, while his two companions attempted to soothe the 341 weeping duke—“to see one of the greatest, wisest, and most valorous princes in Europe reduced to tears by the undutifulness of his child.”


  “Princes, nay, kings’ and emperors’ sons,” exclaimed the Dwarf, who was administering Melissa water to the duke, “have perished miserably for much less.”


  “Some of the most remarkable personages of sacred history are stated to have incurred eternal perdition for far slighter offences,” added the Jesuit.


  Alberic had sat down on the bed. The tawny sunshine fell upon his figure. He had grown very thin, and his garments were inexpressibly threadbare. But he was spotlessly neat, his lace band was perfectly folded, his beautiful blond hair flowed in exquisite curls about his pale face, and his whole aspect was serene and even cheerful. He might be twenty-two years old, and was of consummate beauty and stature.


  “My lord,” he answered slowly, “I entreat your Serene Highness to believe that no one could regret more deeply than I do such a spectacle as is offered by the tears of a Duke of Luna. At the same time, I can only reiterate that I accept no responsibility …”


  A distant growling of thunder caused the old duke to start, and interrupted Alberic’s speech.


  “Your obstinacy, my lord,” exclaimed the Dwarf, who was an excessively choleric person, “betrays the existence of a hidden conspiracy most dangerous to the state.”


  “It is an indication,” added the Jester, “of a highly deranged mind.”


  “It seems to me,” whispered the Jesuit, “to savour most undoubtedly of devilry.”


  Alberic shrugged his shoulders. He had risen from the bed to 342 close the grated window, into which a shower of hail was suddenly blowing with unparalleled violence, when the old duke jumped on his seat, and, with eyeballs starting with terror, exclaimed, as he tottered convulsively, “The serpent! the serpent!”


  For there, in a corner, the tame grass snake was placidly coiled up, sleeping.


  “The snake! the devil! Prince Alberic’s pet companion!” exclaimed the three favourites, and rushed towards that corner.


  Alberic threw himself forward. But he was too late. The Jester, with a blow of his harlequin’s lath, had crushed the head of the startled creature; and, even while he was struggling with him and the Jesuit, the Dwarf had given it two cuts with his Turkish scimitar.


  “The snake! the snake!” shrieked Duke Balthasar, heedless of the desperate struggle.


  The warders and equerries, waiting outside, thought that Prince Alberic must be murdering his grandfather, and burst into prison and separated the combatants.


  “Chain the rebel! the wizard! the madman!” cried the three favourites.


  Alberic had thrown himself on the dead snake, which lay crushed and bleeding on the floor, and he moaned piteously.


  But the Prince was unarmed and overpowered in a moment. Three times he broke loose, but three times he was recaptured, and finally bound and gagged, and dragged away. The old duke recovered from his fright, and was helped up from the bed on to which he had sunk. As he prepared to leave, he approached the dead snake, and looked at it for some time. He kicked its mangled head with his ribboned shoe, and turned away laughing.


  “Who knows,” he said, “whether you were not the Snake Lady? That foolish boy made a great fuss, I remember, when 343 he was scarcely out of long clothes, about a tattered old tapestry representing that repulsive story.”


  And he departed to supper.


  XIII


  Prince Alberic of Luna, who should have been third of his name, died a fortnight later, it was stated, insane. But those who approached him maintained that he had been in perfect possession of his faculties; and that if he refused all nourishment during his second imprisonment, it was from set purpose. He was removed at night from his apartments facing the grotto with the verde antique monkeys and the porphyry rhinoceros, and hastily buried under a slab, which remained without any name or date, in the famous mosaic sepulchral chapel.


  Duke Balthasar Maria survived him only a few months. The old duke had plunged into excesses of debauchery with a view, apparently, to dismissing certain terrible thoughts and images which seemed to haunt him day and night, and against which no religious practices or medical prescription were of any avail. The origin of these painful delusions was probably connected with a very strange rumour, which grew to a tradition at Luna, to the effect that when the prison room, occupied by Prince Alberic, was cleaned, after that terrible storm of the 13th August of the year 1700, the persons employed found in a corner, not the dead grass-snake, which they had been ordered to cast into the palace drains, but the body of a woman, naked, and miserably disfigured with blows and sabre cuts.


  Be this as it may, history records as certain, that the house of Luna became extinct in 1701, the duchy lapsing to the Empire. Moreover, that the mosaic chapel remained for ever unfinished, with 344 no statue save the green bronze and gold one of Balthasar Maria above the nameless slab covering Prince Alberic; and that the rockery also was never completed; only a few marble animals adorning it besides the porphyry rhinoceros and the verde antique apes, and the water supply being sufficient only for the greatest holidays. These things the traveller can confirm; also, that certain chairs and curtains in the porter’s lodge of the now long deserted Red Palace are made of the various pieces of an extremely damaged arras, having represented the story of Alberic the Blond and the Snake Lady.
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  45 A Ballad of Cornwall


  By F. B. Money Coutts


  I


  
    Sir Tristram lay by a well,


    Making sad moan;


    Fast his tears fell,


    For wild the wood through,


    Stricken with shrewd


    Sorrow, he ran,


    When he deemed her untrue—


    La Beale Isoud!


    For he loved her alone.

  


  II


  
    So as he lay,


    Wasted and wan,


    Scarce like a man,


    Pricking that way


    His lady-love came,


    With her damsels around,


    And her face all a-flame


    With the breezes of May;


    46 While a brachet beside her


    Still bayed the fair rider,


    Still leaped up and bayed her;


    A small scenting hound


    That Sir Tristram purveyed her.

  


  III


  
    So she rode on;


    But the brachet behind


    Hung snuffing the wind,


    Till seeking and crying


    Faster and faster,


    Beside the well lying


    She found her dear master!


    Then licking his ears


    And cheeks wet with tears,


    For joy never resting


    Kept whining and questing.

  


  IV


  
    Isoud (returned,


    Seeking her hound)


    Soon as she learned


    Tristram was found,


    Straightway alighting,


    Fell in a swound.

  


  V


  
    Won by her lover


    Thence to recover,


    47 Who shall the greeting


    Tell of their meeting?


    Joy, by no tongue


    E’er to be sung,


    Passed in that plighting!

  


  VI


  
    Thus while they dallied,


    Forth the wood sallied


    An horrible libbard, and bare


    The brachet away to his lair!

  


  ·  ·


  48 The Child’s World


  By Charles Robinson


  ·  ·


  [image: ]


  51 The Friend of Man


  By Henry Harland


  The other evening, in the Casino, the satisfaction of losing my money at petits-chevaux having begun to flag a little, I wandered into the Cercle, the reserved apartments in the west wing of the building, where they were playing baccarat.


  Thanks to the heat, the windows were open wide; and through them one could see, first, a vivid company of men and women, strolling backwards and forwards, and chattering busily, in the electric glare on the terrace; and then, beyond them, the sea—smooth, motionless, sombre; silent, despite its perpetual whisper; inscrutable, sinister; merging itself with the vast blackness of space. Here and there the black was punctured by a pin-point of fire, a tiny vacillating pin-point of fire; and a lands-man’s heart quailed for a moment at the thought of lonely vessels braving the mysteries and terrors and the awful solitudes of the sea at night….


  So that the voice of the croupier, perfunctory, machine-like, had almost a human, almost a genial effect, as it rapped out suddenly, calling upon the players to mark their play. “Marquez vos jeux, messieurs. Quarante louis par tableau.” It brought one back to light and warmth and security, to the familiar earth, and the neighbourhood of men.


  52 One’s pleasure was fugitive, however.


  The neighbourhood of men, indeed! The neighbourhood of some two score very commonplace, very sordid men, seated or standing about an ugly green table, intent upon a game of baccarat, in a long, rectangular, ugly, gas-lit room. The banker dealt, and the croupier shouted, and the punters punted, and the ivory counters and mother-of-pearl plaques were swept now here, now there; and that was all. Everybody was smoking, of course; but the smell of the live cigarettes couldn’t subdue the odour of dead ones, the stagnant, acrid odour of stale tobacco, with which the walls and hangings of the place were saturated.


  The thing and the people were as banale, as unremunerative, as things and people for the most part are; and dispiriting, dispiriting. There was a hardness in the banality, a sort of cold ferocity, ill-repressed. One turned away, bored, revolted. It was better, after all, to look at the sea; to think of the lonely vessel, far out there, where a pin-point of fire still faintly blinked and glimmered in the illimitable darkness…..


  But the voice of the croupier was insistent. “Faites vos jeux, messieurs. Cinquante louis par tableau. Vos jeux sont faits? Rien ne va plus.” It was suggestive, persuasive, besides, to one who has a bit of a gambler’s soul. I saw myself playing, I felt the poignant tremor of the instant of suspense, while the result is uncertain, the glow that comes if you have won, the twinge if you have lost. “La banque est aux enchères,” the voice announced presently; and I moved towards the table.


  The sums bid were not extravagant. Ten, fifteen, twenty louis; thirty, fifty, eighty, a hundred.


  “Cent louis? Cent? Cent?—Cent louis à la banque,” cried the inevitable voice.


  53 I glanced at the man who had taken the bank for a hundred louis. I glanced at him, and, all at once, by no means without emotion, I recognised him.


  He was a tall, thin man, and very old. He had the hands of a very old man, dried-up, shrunken hands, with mottled-yellow skin, dark veins that stood out like wires, and parched finger-nails. His face, too, was mottled-yellow, deepening to brown about the eyes, with grey wrinkles, and purplish lips. He was clearly very old; eighty, or more than eighty.


  He was dressed entirely in black: a black frock-coat, black trousers, a black waistcoat, cut low, and exposing an unusual quantity of shirt-front, three black studs, and a black tie, a stiff, narrow bow. These latter details, however, save when some chance motion on his part revealed them, were hidden by his beard, a broad, abundant beard, that fell a good ten inches down his breast. His hair, also, was abundant, and he wore it long; trained straight back from his forehead, hanging in a fringe about the collar of his coat. Hair and beard, despite his manifest great age, were without a spear of white. They were of a dry, inanimate brown, a hue to which they had faded (one surmised) from black.


  If it was surprising to see so old a man at a baccarat table, it was still more surprising to see just this sort of man. He looked like anything in the world, rather than a gambler. With his tall wasted figure, with his patriarchal beard, his long hair trained in that rigid fashion straight back from his forehead; with his stern aquiline profile, his dark eyes, deep-set and wide-apart, melancholy, thoughtful: he looked—what shall I say? He looked like 54 anything in the world, rather than a gambler. He looked like a savant, he looked like a philosopher; he looked intellectual, refined, ascetic even; he looked as if he had ideas, convictions; he looked grave and wise and sad. Holding the bank at baccarat, in this vulgar company at the Grand Cercle of the Casino, dealing the cards with his withered hands, studying them with his deep meditative eyes, he looked improbable, inadmissible, he looked supremely out of place.


  I glanced at him, and wondered. And then, suddenly, my heart gave a jump, my throat began to tingle.


  I had recognised him. It was rather more than ten years since I had seen him last; and in ten years he had changed, he had decayed terribly. But I was quite sure, quite sure.


  “By Jove,” I thought, “it’s Ambrose—it’s Augustus Ambrose! It’s the Friend of Man!”


  Augustus Ambrose? I daresay the name conveys nothing to you? And yet forty, thirty, twenty years ago, Augustus Ambrose was not without his measure of celebrity in the world. If almost nobody had read his published writings, if few had any but the dimmest notion of what his theories and aims were, almost everybody had at least heard of him, almost everybody knew at least that there was such a man, and that the man had theories and aims—of some queer radical sort. One knew, in vague fashion, that he had disciples, that there were people here and there who called themselves “Ambrosites.”


  I say twenty years ago. But twenty years ago he was already pretty well forgotten. I imagine the moment of his utmost notoriety would have fallen somewhere in the fifties or the sixties, somewhere between ’55 and ’68.


  55 And if my sudden recognition of him in the Casino made my heart give a jump, there was sufficient cause. During the greater part of my childhood, Augustus Ambrose lived with us, was virtually a member of our family. Then I saw a good deal of him again, when I was eighteen, nineteen; and still again, when I was four or five and twenty.


  He lived with us, indeed, from the time when I was scarcely more than a baby till I was ten or eleven; so that in my very farthest memories he is a personage—looking backwards, I see him in the earliest, palest dawn: a tall man, dressed in black, with long hair and a long beard, who was always in our house, and who used to be frightfully severe; who would turn upon me with a most terrifying frown if I misconducted myself in his presence, who would loom up unexpectedly from behind closed doors, and utter a soul-piercing hist-hist, if I was making a noise: a sort of domesticated Croquemitaine, whom we had always with us.


  Always? Not quite always, though; for, when I stop to think, I remember there would be breathing spells: periods during which he would disappear—during which you could move about the room, and ask questions, and even (at a pinch) upset things, without being frowned at; during which you could shout lustily at your play, unoppressed by the fear of a black figure suddenly opening the door and freezing you with a hist-hist; during which, in fine, you could forget the humiliating circumstance that children are called into existence to be seen and not heard, with its irksome moral that they should never speak unless they are spoken to. Then, one morning, I would wake up, and find that he was in the house again. He had returned during the night.


  56 That was his habit, to return at night. But on one occasion, at least, he returned in the daytime. I remember driving with my father and mother, in our big open carriage, to the railway station, and then driving back home, with Mr. Ambrose added to our party. Why I—a child of six or seven, between whom and our guest surely no love was lost—why I was taken upon this excursion, I can’t at all conjecture; I suppose my people had their reasons. Anyhow, I recollect the drive home with particular distinctness. Two things impressed me. First, Mr. Ambrose, who always dressed in black, wore a brown overcoat; I remember gazing at it with bemused eyes, and reflecting that it was exactly the colour of gravy. And secondly, I gathered from his conversation that he had been in prison! Yes. I gathered that he had been in Rome (we were living in Florence), and that one day he had been taken up by the policemen, and put in prison!


  Of course, I could say nothing; but what I felt, what I thought! Mercy upon us, that we should know a man, that a man should live with us, who had been taken up and put in prison! I fancied him dragged through the streets by two gendarmes, struggling with them, and followed by a crowd of dirty people. I felt that our family was disgraced, we who had been the pink of respectability; my cheeks burned, and I hung my head. I could say nothing; but oh, the grief, the shame, I nursed in secret! Mr. Ambrose, who lived with us, whose standards of conduct (for children, at any rate) were so painfully exalted, Mr. Ambrose had done something terrible, and had been found out, and put in prison for it! Mr. Ambrose, who always dressed in black, had suddenly tossed his bonnet over the mills, and displayed himself cynically in an overcoat of rakish, dare-devil brown—the colour of gravy! Somehow, the notion pursued me, there must be a connection between his overcoat and his crime.


  57 The enormity of the affair preyed upon my spirit, day after day, night after night, until, in the end, I could endure it silently no longer; and I spoke to my mother.


  “Is Mr. Ambrose a burglar?” I enquired.


  I remember my mother’s perplexity, and then, when I had alleged the reasons for my question, her exceeding mirth. I remember her calling my father; and my father, also, laughed prodigiously, and he went to the door, and cried, “Ambrose! Ambrose!” And when Mr. Ambrose came, and the incident was related to him, even he laughed a little, even his stern face relaxed.


  When, by-and-by, they had all stopped laughing, and Mr. Ambrose had gone back to his own room, my father and mother, between them, explained the matter to me. Mr. Ambrose, I must understand, (they said), was one of the greatest, and wisest, and best men in the world. He spent his whole life “doing good.” When he was at home, with us, he was working hard, all day long and late into the night, writing books “to do good”—that was why he so often had a headache, and couldn’t bear any noise in the house. And when he went away, when he was absent, it was to “do good” somewhere else. I had seen the poor people in the streets? I knew that there were thousands and thousands of people in the world, grown-up people, and children like myself, who had to wear ragged clothing, and live in dreadful houses, and eat bad food, or go hungry perhaps, all because they were so poor? Well, Mr. Ambrose spent his whole life doing good to those poor people, working hard for them, so that some day they might be rich, and clean, and happy, like us. But in Rome there was a very wicked, very cruel man, a cardinal: Cardinal Antonelli was his name. And Cardinal Antonelli hated people who did good, and was always trying to kidnap them and put them in prison. And 58 that was what had happened to Mr. Ambrose. He had been doing good to the poor people in Rome, and Cardinal Antonelli had got wind of it, and had sent his awful sbirri to seize him and put him in prison. But the Pope was a very good man, too; very just, and kind, and merciful; as good as it was possible for any man to be. Only, generally, he was so busy with the great spiritual cares of his office, that he couldn’t pay much attention to the practical government of his City. He left that to Cardinal Antonelli, never suspecting how wicked he was, for the Cardinal constantly deceived him. But when the Pope heard that the great and good Mr. Ambrose had been put in prison, his Holiness was shocked and horrified, and very angry; and he sent for the Cardinal, and gave him a sound piece of his mind, and ordered him to let Mr. Ambrose out directly. And so Mr. Ambrose had been let out, and had come back to us.


  It was a relief, no doubt, to learn that our guest was not a burglar, but I am afraid the knowledge of his excessive goodness left me somewhat cold. Or, rather, if it influenced my feeling for him in any way, I fancy it only magnified my awe. He was one of the greatest, and wisest, and best men in the world, and he spent his entire time doing good to the poor. Bene; that was very nice for the poor. But for me? It did not make him a bit less severe, or cross, or testy? It did not make him a bit less an uncomfortable person to have in the house.


  Indeed, the character, in a story such as I had heard, most likely to affect a child’s imagination, would pretty certainly have been, not the hero, but the villain. Mr. Ambrose and his virtues moved one to scant enthusiasm; but Cardinal Antonelli! In describing him as wicked, and cruel, and deceitful, my people were simply using the language, expressing the sentiment, 59 of the country and the epoch: of Italy before 1870. In those days, if you were a Liberal, if you sympathised with the Italian party, as opposed to the Papal, and especially if you were a Catholic withal, and so could think no evil of the Pope himself—then heaven help the reputation of Cardinal Antonelli! For my part, I saw a big man in a cassock, with a dark, wolfish face, and a bunch of great iron keys at his girdle, who prowled continually about the streets of Rome, attended by a gang of ruffian sbirri, seeking whom he could kidnap and put in prison. So that when, not very long after this, we went to Rome for a visit, my heart misgave me; it seemed as if we were marching headlong into the ogre’s den, wantonly courting peril. And during the month or two of our sojourn there, I believe I was never quite easy in my mind. At any moment we might all be captured, loaded with chains, and cast into prison: horrible stone dungeons, dark and wet, infested by rats and spiders, where we should have to sleep on straw, where they would give us nothing but bread and water to eat and drink.


  Charlatan. Impostor.


  I didn’t know what the words meant, but they stuck in my memory, and I felt that they were somehow appropriate. It was during that same visit to Rome that I had heard them. My Aunt Elizabeth, with whom we were staying, had applied them, in her vigorous way, to Mr. Ambrose (whom we had left behind us, in Florence). “Poh! An empty windbag, a canting egotist, a twopenny-halfpenny charlatan, a cheap impostor,” she had exclaimed, in the course of a discussion with my father.


  Charlatan, impostor: yes, that was it. A man who never did anything but make himself disagreeable—who never petted 60 you, or played with you, or told you stories, or gave you things—who never, in fact, took any notice of you at all, except to frown, and say hist-hist, when you were enjoying yourself—well, he might be one of the greatest, and best, and wisest men in the world, but, anyhow, he was a charlatan and an impostor. I had Aunt Elizabeth’s authority for that.


  One day, after our return to Florence, my second-cousin Isabel (she was thirteen, and I was in love with her)—my second-cousin Isabel was playing the piano, alone with me, in the school-room, when Mr. Ambrose opened the door, and said, in his testiest manner: “Stop that noise—stop that noise!”


  “He’s a horrid pig,” cried Isabel, as soon as his back was turned.


  “Oh, no; he isn’t a pig,” I protested. “He’s one of the greatest, and wisest, and best men in the world, so of course he can’t be a horrid pig. But I’ll tell you what he is. He’s a charlatan and an impostor.”


  “Really? How do you know?” Isabel wondered.


  “I heard Aunt Elizabeth tell my father so.”


  “Oh, well, then it must be true,” Isabel assented.”


  He lived with us till I was ten or eleven, at first in Florence, and afterwards in Paris. All day long he would sit in his room and write, (on the most beautiful, smooth, creamy paper—what wouldn’t I have given to have acquired some of it for my own literary purposes!) and in the evening he would receive visitors: oh, such funny people, so unlike the people who came to see my mother and father. The men, for example, almost all of them, as Mr. Ambrose himself did, wore their hair long, so that it fell about their collars; whilst almost all the women had their hair 61 cut short. And then, they dressed so funnily: the women in the plainest garments—skirts and jackets, without a touch of ornament; the men in sombreros and Spanish cloaks, instead of ordinary hats and coats. They would come night after night, and pass rapidly through the outer regions of our establishment, and disappear in Mr. Ambrose’s private room. And thence I could hear their voices, murmuring, murmuring, after I had gone to bed. At the same time, very likely, in another part of the house, my mother would be entertaining another company, such a different company—beautiful ladies, in bright-hued silks, with shining jewels, and diamond-dust in their hair (yes, in that ancient period, ladies of fashion, on the continent at least, used to powder their hair with a glittering substance known as “diamond-dust”) and officers in gold-embroidered uniforms, and men in dress-suits. And there would be music, and dancing, or theatricals, or a masquerade, and always a lovely supper—to some of whose unconsumed delicacies I would fall heir next day.


  Only four of Mr. Ambrose’s visitors at all detach themselves, as individuals, from the cloud.


  One was Mr. Oddo Yodo. Mr. Oddo Yodo was a small, grey-bearded, dark-skinned Hungarian gentleman, with another name, something like Polak or Bolak. But I called him Mr. Oddo Yodo, because whenever we met, on his way to or from the chamber of Mr. Ambrose, he would bow to me, and smile pleasantly, and say: “Oddo Yoddo, Oddo Yoddo.” I discovered, in the end, that he was paying me the compliment of saluting me in my native tongue.


  Another was an Irishman, named Slevin. I remember him, a burly creature, with a huge red beard, because one day he arrived at our house in a state of appalling drunkenness. I remember the incredulous dismay with which I saw a man in that 62 condition enter our very house. I remember our old servant, Alexandre, supporting him to Mr. Ambrose’s door, nodding his head and making a face the while, to signify his opinion.


  Still another was a pale young Italian priest, with a tonsure, round and big as a five-shilling piece, shorn in the midst of a dense growth of blue-black hair, upon which I always vaguely longed to put my finger, to see how it would feel. I forget his name, but I shall never forget the man, for he had an extraordinary talent: he could write upside-down. He would take a sheet of paper, and, beginning with the last letter, write my name for me upside-down, terminating it at the first initial with a splendid flourish. You will not wonder that I remember him.


  The visitor I remember best, though, was a woman named Arséneff. She had short sandy hair, and she dressed in the ugliest black frocks, and she wore steel-rimmed spectacles; but she was a dear soul, notwithstanding. One afternoon she was shown into the room where I chanced to be studying my arithmetic lesson, to wait for Mr. Ambrose. And first, she sat down beside me, in the kindest fashion, and helped me out with my sums; and then (it is conceivable that I may have encouraged her by some cross-questioning) she told me the saddest, saddest story about herself. She told me that her husband had been the editor of a newspaper in Russia, and that he had published an article in his paper, saying that there ought to be schools where the poor people, who had to work all day, could go in the evening, and learn to read and write. And just for that, for nothing more than that, her husband and her two sons, who were his assistant-editors, had been arrested, and chained up with murderers and thieves and all the worst sorts of criminals, and forced to march, on foot, across thousands of miles of snow-covered country, to Siberia, where they had to work as convicts in the mines. And her husband, she said, had died of it; 63 but her two sons were still there, working as convicts in the mines. She showed me their photographs, and she showed me a button, rather a pretty button of coloured glass, with gilt specks in it, that she had cut from the coat of one of them, when he had been arrested and taken from her. Poor Arséneff; my heart went out to her, and we became fast friends. She was never tired of talking, nor I of hearing, of her sons; and she gave me a good deal of practical assistance in my arithmetical researches, so that, at the Lycée where I was then an externe, I passed for an authority on Long Division.


  Mr. Ambrose’s visitors came night after night, and shut themselves up with him in his room, and stayed there, talking, talking, till long past bed-time; but I never knew what it was all about. Indeed, I can’t remember that I ever felt any curiosity to know. It was simply a fact, a quite uninteresting fact, which one witnessed, and accepted, and thought no more of. Mr. Ambrose was an Olympian. Kenneth Grahame has reminded us with what superior unconcern, at the Golden Age, one regards the habits and doings and affairs of the Olympians.


  And then, quite suddenly, Mr. Ambrose left us. He packed up his things and his books, and went away; and I understood, somehow, that he would not be coming back. I did not ask where he was going, nor why he was going. His departure, like his presence, was a fact which I accepted without curiosity. Not without satisfaction, though; it was distinctly nice to feel that the house was rid of him.


  And then seven or eight years passed, the longest seven or eight years, I suppose, that one is likely ever to encounter, the seven or 64 eight years in the course of which one grows from a child of ten or eleven to a youth approaching twenty. And during those years I had plenty of other things to think of than Mr. Ambrose. It was time more than enough for him to become a mere dim outline on the remote horizon.


  My childish conception of the man, as you perceive, was sufficiently rudimental. He represented to me the incarnation of a single principle: severity; as I, no doubt, represented to him the incarnation of vexatious noise. For the rest, we overlooked each other. I had been told that he was one of the greatest and wisest and best men in the world: you have seen how little that mattered to me. It would probably have mattered quite as little if the information had been more specific, if I had been told everything there was to tell about him, all that I have learned since. How could it have mattered to a child to know that the testy old man who sat in his room all day and wrote, and every evening received a stream of shabby visitors, was the prophet of a new social faith, the founder of a new sect, the author of a new system for the regeneration of mankind, of a new system of human government, a new system of ethics, a new system of economics? What could such a word as “anthropocracy” have conveyed to me? Or such a word as “philarchy”? Or such a phrase as “Unification versus Civilisation”?


  My childish conception of the man was extremely rudimental. But I saw a good deal of him again when I was eighteen, nineteen; and at eighteen, nineteen, one begins, more or less, to observe and appreciate, to receive impressions and to form conclusions. Anyhow, 65 the impressions I received of Mr. Ambrose, the conclusions I formed respecting him, when I was eighteen or nineteen, are still very fresh in my mind; and I can’t help believing that on the whole they were tolerably just. I think they were just, because they seem to explain him; they seem to explain him in big and in little. They explain his career, his failure, his table manners, his testiness, his disregard of other people’s rights and feelings, his apparent selfishness; they explain the queerest of the many queer things he did. They explain his taking the bank the other night at baccarat, for instance; and they explain what happened afterwards, before the night was done.


  One evening, when I was eighteen or nineteen, coming home from the Latin Quarter, where I was a student, to dine with my people, in the Rue Oudinot, I found Mr. Ambrose in the drawing-room. Or, if you will, I found a stranger in the drawing-room, but a stranger whom it took me only a minute or two to recognise. My father, at my entrance, had smiled, with a little air of mystery, and said to me, “Here is an old friend of yours. Can you tell who it is?” And the stranger, also—somewhat faintly—smiling, had risen, and offered me his hand. I looked at him—looked at him—and, in a minute, I exclaimed, “It’s Mr. Ambrose!”


  I can see him now almost as clearly as I saw him then, when he stood before me, faintly smiling: tall and thin, stooping a little, dressed in black, with a long broad beard, long hair, and a pale, worn, aquiline face. It is the face especially that comes back to me, pale and worn and finely aquiline, the face, the high white brow, the deep eyes set wide apart, the faint, faded smile: a striking face—an intellectual face—a handsome face, despite many wrinkles—an indescribably sad face, even a tragic 66 face—and yet, for some reason, a face that was not altogether sympathetic. Something, something in it, had the effect rather of chilling you, of leaving you where you were, than of warming and attracting you: something hard to fix, perhaps impossible to name. A certain suggestion of remoteness, of aloofness? A suggestion of abstraction from his surroundings and his company, of inattention, of indifference, to them? Of absorption in matters alien to them, outside their sphere? I did not know. But there was surely something in his face not perfectly sympathetic.


  I had exclaimed, “It’s Mr. Ambrose!” To that he had responded, “Ah, you have a good memory.” And then we shook hands, and he sat down again. His hand was thin and delicate, and slightly cold. His voice was a trifle dry, ungenial. Then he asked me the inevitable half-dozen questions about myself—how old I was, and what I was studying, and so forth; but though he asked them with an evident intention of being friendly, one felt that he was all the while half thinking of something else, and that he never really took in one’s answers.


  And gradually he seemed to become unconscious of my presence, resuming the conversation with my father, which, I suppose, had been interrupted by my arrival.


  “The world has forgotten me. My followers have dropped away. You yourself—where is your ancient ardour? The cause I have lived for stands still. My propaganda is arrested. I am poor, I am obscure, I am friendless, and I am sixty-five years old. But the great ideals, the great truths, I have taught, remain. They are like gold which I have mined. There the gold lies, between the covers of my books, as in so many caskets. Some day, in its necessities, the world will find it. What is excellent cannot perish. It may lie hid, but it cannot perish.”


  That is one of the things I remember his saying to my father, 67 on that first evening of our renewed acquaintance. And, at table, I noticed, he ate and drank in a joyless, absent-minded manner, and made unusual uses of his knife and fork, and very unusual noises. And, by-and-by, in the midst of a silence, my mother spoke to a servant, whereupon, suddenly, he glanced up, with vague eyes, and the frown of one troubled in the depths of a brown study, and I could have sworn it was on the tip of his tongue to say hist-hist!


  He stayed with us for several months—from the beginning of November till February or March, I think—and during that period I saw him very nearly every day, and heard him accomplish a tremendous deal of talk.


  I tried, besides, to read some of his books, an effort, however, from which I retired, baffled and bewildered: they were a thousand miles above the apprehension of a nineteen-year-old potache; and I did actually read to its end a book about him: Augustus Ambrose, the Friend of Man: an Account of his Life, and an Analysis of his Teachings. By one of his Followers. Turin: privately printed, 1858. Of the identity of that “Follower,” by-the-by, I got an inkling, from a rather conscious, half sheepish smile, which I detected in the face of my own father, when he saw the volume in my hands. I read his Life to its end; and I tried to read The Foundations of Monopantology, and Anthropocracy: a Remedy for the Diseases of the Body Politic, and Philarchy: a Vision; and I listened while he accomplished a tremendous deal of talk. His talk was always (for my taste) too impersonal; it was always of ideas, of theories, never of concrete things, never of individual men and women. Indeed, the mention of an individual would often only serve him as an excuse for a new flight into the abstract. For example, I 68 had learned, from the Life, that he had been an associate of Mazzini’s and Garibaldi’s in ’48, and that it was no less a person than Victor Emmanuel himself, who had named him—in an official proclamation, too—“the Friend of Man.” So, one day, I asked him to tell me something about Victor Emmanuel, and Mazzini, and Garibaldi. “You knew them. I should be so glad to hear about them from one who knew them.”


  “Victor Emmanuel, Garibaldi, Mazzini, Cavour—I knew them all; I knew them well. I worked with them, fought under them, wrote for them, spoke for them, throughout the long struggle for the unification of Italy. I did so because unification is my supreme ideal, the grandest ideal the human mind has ever formed. I worked for the unification of Italy, because I was and am working for the unification of mankind, and the unification of Italy was a step towards, and an illustration of, that sublime object. Let others prate of civilisation; civilisation means nothing more than the invention and multiplication of material conveniences—nothing more than that. But unification—the unification of mankind—that is the crusade which I have preached, the cause for which I have lived. To unify the scattered nations of this earth into one single nation, one single solidarity, under one government, speaking one language, professing and obeying one religion, pursuing one aim. The religion—Christianity, with a purified Papacy. The government—anthropocratic philarchy, the reign of men by the law of Love. The language—Albigo. Albigo, which means, at the same time, both human and universal—from Albi, pertaining to man, and Gom, pertaining to the whole, the all. Albigo: a language which I have discovered, as the result of years of research, to exist already, and everywhere, as the base, the common principle, of all known languages, and which I have extracted, in its 69 original simplicity, from the overgrowths which time and separateness have allowed to accumulate upon it. Albigo: the tongue which all men speak unconsciously: the universal human tongue. And, finally, the aim—the common, single aim—the highest possible spiritual development of man, the highest possible culture of the human soul.”


  That is what I received in response to my request for a few personal reminiscences of Victor Emmanuel, Garibaldi, and Mazzini.


  You will infer that Mr. Ambrose lacked humour. But his most conspicuous trait, his preponderant trait—the trait which, I think, does more than any other to explain him, him and his fortunes and his actions—was the trait I had vaguely noticed in our first five minutes’ intercourse, after my re-introduction to him; the trait which, I have conjectured, perhaps gave its unsympathetic quality to his face: abstraction from his surroundings and his company, inattention, indifference, to them.


  On that first evening, you may remember, he had asked me certain questions; but I had felt that he was thinking of something else. I had answered them, but I had felt that he never heard my answers.


  That little negative incident, I believe, gives the key to his character, to his fortunes, to his actions.


  The Friend of Man was totally deaf and blind and insensible to men. Man, as a metaphysical concept, was the major premiss of his philosophy; men, as individuals, he was totally unable to realise. He could not see you, he could not hear you, he could get no “realising sense” of you. You spoke, but your voice was an unintelligible murmur in his ears; it was like the sound of the wind—it might annoy him, disturb him (in which case he would seek to silence it with a hist-hist), it could not signify to him. 70 You stood up, in front of him; but you were invisible to him; he saw beyond you. And even when he spoke, he did not speak to you, he spoke to the walls and ceiling—he thought aloud. He took no account of his auditor’s capacities, of the subject that would interest him, of the language he would understand. You asked him to tell you about Mazzini, and he discoursed of Albigo and the Unification of Mankind. And then, when he ceased to speak, directly he fell silent and somebody else took the word, the gates of his mind were shut; he withdrew behind them, returned to his private meditations, and so remained, detached, solitary, preoccupied, till the time came when he was moved to speak again. He was the Friend of Man, but men did not exist for him. He was like a mathematician busied with a calculation, eager for the sum-total, but heedless of the separate integers. My father—my mother—I—whosoever approached him—was a phantasm: a convenient phantasm, possibly, a phantasm with a house where he might be lodged and fed, with a purse whence might be supplied the funds requisite for the publication of his works; or possibly a troublesome phantasm, a phantasm that worried him by shouting at its play: but a phantasm, none the less.


  Years ago, my downright Aunt Elizabeth had disposed of him with two words: a charlatan, an impostor. My Aunt Elizabeth was utterly mistaken. Mr. Ambrose’s sincerity was absolute. The one thing he professed belief in, he believed in with an intensity that rendered him unconscious of all things else; his one conviction was so predominant as to exclude all other convictions. What was the one thing he believed in, the one thing he was convinced of? It would be easy to reply, himself; to declare that, at least, when she had called him an egotist, my Aunt Elizabeth had been right. It would be easy, but I am sure it would be untrue. The thing he believed in, the thing he was convinced of, 71 the only thing in this whole universe which he saw, was his vision. That, I am persuaded, is the explanation of the man. It explains him in big and in little. It explains his career, his fortunes, his failure, his table-manners, his testiness, and the queerest of his actions.


  He saw nothing in this universe but his vision; he did not see the earth beneath him, nor the people round him. Is that not enough to explain everything, almost to justify anything? Doesn’t it explain his failure, for example? The fact that the world ignored him, that his followers dropped away from him, that nobody read his books? For, since he was never convinced of the world, how could he convince the world? Since he had no “realising sense” of men, how could he hold men? Can you hold phantasms? Since, in writing his books, he took no account of human nature, no account of human taste, human desires, needs, endurance, no account of the structure of the human brain, of human habits of thought, of the motives by which human beings can be influenced, of the arguments they can follow, of the language they can understand—since, in a word, he wrote his books, as he spoke his speeches, not to you or me, not to flesh and blood, but to the walls and ceiling, to space, to the unpeopled air—how was it possible that he should have human readers? It explains his failure, the failure of a long life of unremitting labour. He was learned, he was in earnest, he was indefatigable; and the net product of his learning, his earnestness, his industry, was nil; because there can be no reciprocity established between something and nothing.


  It explains his failure; and it explains—it almost excuses—in a sense it even almost justifies—the queerest of his actions. Other people did not exist for him; therefore other people had no feelings to be considered, no rights, no possessions, to be respected. They did not exist, therefore they were in no way to be reckoned 72 with. Their observation was not to be avoided, their power was not to be feared. They could not do anything; they could not see what he did.


  The queerest of his actions? You will suppose that I must have some very queer action still to record. Well, there was his action the other night at the Casino, for one thing; I haven’t yet done with that. But the queerest of all his actions, I think, was his treatment of Israela, his step-daughter Israela….


  During the visit Mr. Ambrose paid us in Paris, when I was nineteen, he, whose early disciples had dropped away, made a new disciple: a Madame Fontanas, a Mexican woman—of Jewish extraction, I imagine—a widow, with a good deal of money. Israela, her daughter, was a fragile, pale-faced, dark-haired, great-eyed little girl, of twelve or thirteen. Madame Fontanas sat at Mr. Ambrose’s feet, and listened, and believed. Perhaps she conceived an affection for him; perhaps she only thought that here was a great philosopher, a great philanthropist, and that he ought to have some one to take permanent care of him, and reduce the material friction of his path to a minimum. Anyhow, when the spring came, she married him. I have no definite information on the subject, but I am sure in my own mind that it was she who took the initiative—that she offered, and he vaguely accepted, her hand. Anyhow, in the spring she married him, and carried him off to her Mexican estates.


  Five or six years later (by the sheerest hazard) I found him living in London with Israela; in the dreariest of dreary lodgings, in a dreary street, in Pimlico. I met him one afternoon, by the sheerest hazard, in Piccadilly, and accompanied him home. (It was characteristic of him, by-the-by, that, though we met face to 73 face, and I stopped and exclaimed and held out my hand, he gazed at me with blank eyes, and I was obliged to repeat my name twice before he could recall me.) He was living in London, for the present, he told me, in order to see a work through the press. “A great work, the crown, the summary of all my work. The Final Extensions of Monopantology. It is in twelve volumes, with plates, coloured plates.”


  “And Mrs. Ambrose is well?” I asked.


  “Oh, my wife—my wife is dead. She died two or three years ago,” he answered, with the air of one dismissing an irrelevance.


  “And Israela?” I pursued, by-and-by.


  “Israela?” His brows knitted themselves perplexedly, then, in an instant, cleared. “Oh, Israela. Ah, yes. Israela is living with me.”


  And upon my suggesting that I should like to call upon her, he replied that he was on his way home now, and, if I cared to do so, I might come with him.


  They were living in the dreariest of dreary lodgings, in the dreariest of streets. But Israela welcomed me with a warmth I had not anticipated. “Oh, I am so glad to see you, so glad, so glad,” she cried, and her big, dark eyes filled with tears, and she clung to my hand. I was surprised by her emotion, because, after all, I was scarcely other than a stranger to her; a man she hadn’t seen since she was a little girl, and even then had seen only once or twice. I understood it afterwards, however: when one day she confided to me that—excepting Mr. Ambrose himself, and servants and tradesmen—I was the first human being she had exchanged a word with since they had come to London! “We don’t know anybody—not a soul, not a soul. He doesn’t want to know people—he is so absorbed in his work. I could not make acquaintances 74 alone. And we had been here four months, before he met you and brought you home.”


  Israela was tall, and very slight; very delicate-looking, with a face intensely pale, all the paler for the soft dark hair that curled above it, and the great dark eyes that looked out of it. Considering that she must have inherited a decent fortune from her mother, I wondered, rather, to see her so plainly dressed: she wore the plainest straight black frocks. And, of course, I wondered also to find them living in such dismal lodgings. However, it was not for me to ask questions; and if presently the mystery cleared itself up, it was by a sort of accident.


  I called at the house in Pimlico as often as I could; and I took Israela out a good deal, to lunch or dine at restaurants; and when the weather smiled, we would make little jaunts into the country, to Hampton Court, or Virginia Water, or where not. And one day she came to tea with me, at my chambers.


  “Oh, you’ve got a piano,” was her first observation, and she flew to the instrument, and seated herself, and began to play. She played without pause for nearly an hour, I think: Chopin, Chopin, Chopin. And when she rose, I said, “Would you mind telling me why you—a brilliant pianist like you—why you haven’t a piano in your own rooms?”


  “We can’t afford one,” she answered simply.


  “What do you mean—you can’t afford one?”


  “He says we can’t afford one. Don’t you know—we are very poor?”


  “You can’t be very poor,” I exclaimed. “Your mother was rich.”


  “Yes, my mother was rich. I don’t know what has become of her money.”


  “Didn’t she leave a will?”


  75 “Oh, yes, she left a will. She left a will making my step-father my guardian, my trustee.”


  “Well, what has he done with your money?”


  “I don’t know. I only know that we are very poor—that we can’t afford any luxuries—that we can just barely contrive to live, in the quietest manner. He almost never gives me any money for myself. A few shillings, very rarely, when I ask him.”


  “My dear child,” I cried, “I see it all, I see it perfectly. You’ve got plenty of money, you’ve got your mother’s fortune. But he’s spending it for his own purposes. He’s paying for the printing of his gigantic book with it. Twelve volumes, and plates, coloured plates! It’s exactly like him. The only thing he’s conscious of is the importance of publishing his book. He needs money. He takes it where he finds it. He’s spending your money for the printing of his book; and that’s why you have to live in dreary lodgings in the dreariest part of London, and do without a piano. He doesn’t care how he lives—he doesn’t know—he’s unconscious of everything but his book. My dear child, you must stop him, you mustn’t let him go on.”


  Israela was incredulous at first, but I argued and insisted, till, in in the end, she said, “Perhaps you are right. But even so, what can I do? How can I stop him?”


  “Ah, that’s a question for a lawyer. We must see a lawyer. A lawyer will know how to stop him.”


  But at this proposal, Israela shook her head. “Oh, no, I will, have no lawyer. Even supposing your idea is true, I can’t set a lawyer upon my mother’s husband. After all, what does it matter? Perhaps he is right. Perhaps the publication of his book is very important. I’m sure my mother would have thought so. It was her money. Perhaps he is right to spend it for the publication of his book.”


  76 Israela positively declined to consult a lawyer; and so they continued to live narrowly in Pimlico, and he proceeded with the issue of The Final Extensions of Monopantology, in twelve volumes, with coloured plates. Meanwhile, the brown London autumn had turned into a black London winter; and Israela, delicate-looking at its outset, grew more and more delicate-looking every day.


  “After all, what does it matter? The money will be his, and he can do as he wishes with it honestly, as soon as I am dead,” she said to me, one evening, with a smile I did not like.


  “What on earth do you mean?” I asked.


  “I am going to die,” she said.


  “You’re mad, you’re morbid,” I cried. “You mustn’t say such things. You’re not ill? What on earth do you mean?”


  “I am going to die. I know it. I feel it. I am not ill? I don’t know. I think I am ill. I feel as if I were going to be ill. I am going to die—I know I am going to die.”


  I did what I could to dissipate such black presentiments. I refused to talk of them. I did what I could to lend a little gaiety to her life. But Israela grew whiter and more delicate-looking day by day. I was her only visitor. I had asked if I might not bring a friend or two to see her, but she had answered, “I’m afraid he would not like it. People coming and going would disturb him. He can’t bear any noise.” So I was her only visitor—till, by-and-by, another became necessary.


  I wonder whether Mr. Ambrose ever really knew that Israela was lying in her bed at the point of death, and that the man who called twice every day to see her was a doctor? True, in an absent-minded fashion, he used to enquire how she was, he used even occasionally to enter the sick-room, and look at her, and lay his hand on her brow, as if to take her temperature; but I wonder 77 whether he ever actually realised her condition? He was terribly pre-occupied just then with Volume VIII. At all events, on a certain melancholy morning in April, he allowed me to conduct him to a carriage and to help him in; and together we drove to Kensal Green. He was silent during the drive—thinking hard, I fancied, about some matter very foreign to our errand…. And as soon as the parson there had rattled through his office and concluded it, Israela’s step-father pulled out his watch, and said to me, “Ah, I must hurry off, I must hurry off. I’ve got a long day’s work before me still.”


  That was something like ten years ago—the last time I had seen him…. Until now, to-night, on this sultry night of August 1896, here he had suddenly reappeared to me, holding the bank at baccarat, at the Grand Cercle of the Casino: Augustus Ambrose, the Friend of Man, the dreamer, the visionary, holding the bank at baccarat, at the Grand Cercle of the Casino!


  I looked at him, in simple astonishment at first, and then gradually I shaped a theory. “He has probably come pretty nearly to the end of Israela’s fortune; it would be like him to spend interest and principal as well. And now he finds himself in need of money. And he is just unpractical enough to fancy that he can supply his needs by play. Or—or is it possible he has a system? Perhaps he imagines he has a system.” And then I thought how old he had grown, how terribly, terribly he had decayed.


  I looked at him. He was dealing. He dealt to the right, to the left, and to himself. But when he glanced at his own two cards, he made a little face. The next instant he had dropped them under the table, and helped himself to two fresh ones….


  78 The thing was done without the faintest effort at concealment, in a room where at least forty pairs of eyes were fixed upon him.


  There was, of course, an immediate uproar. In an instant every one was on his feet; Mr. Ambrose was surrounded. Men were shaking their fists in his face, screaming at him excitedly, calling him ugly names. He gazed at them placidly, vaguely. It was clear he did not grasp the situation.


  Somebody must needs intervene.


  “I saw what Monsieur did. I am sure it was with no ill intention. He made no effort at concealment. It was done in a fit of absence of mind. Look at him. He is a very old man. You can see he is bewildered. He does not even yet understand what has happened. He should never have come here, at his age. He should never have been allowed to take the bank. Let the croupier pay both sides. Then I will take Monsieur away.”


  Somehow I got him out of the Casino, and led him to his hotel, a small hotel in the least favoured quarter of the town, the name of which I had a good deal of difficulty in extracting from him. On the way thither scarcely a word passed between us. I forbore to tell him who I was; of course, he did not recognise me. But all the while a pertinacious little voice within me insisted: “He did it deliberately. He deliberately tried to cheat. With his gaze concentrated on his vision, he could see nothing else; he could see no harm in trying to cheat at cards. He needed money—it didn’t matter how he obtained it. The other players were phantasms—where’s the harm in cheating phantasms? Only he forgot—or, rather, he never realised—that the phantasms had eyes, that they could see. That’s why he made no effort at concealment.”—Was the voice right or wrong?


  I parted with him at the door of his hotel; but the next day a feeling grew within me that I ought to call upon him, that I 79 ought at least to call and take his news. They told me that he had left by an early train for Paris.


  As I have been writing these last pages, a line of Browning’s has kept thrumming through my head. “This high man, with a great thing to pursue … This high man, with a great thing to pursue …” How does it apply to Mr. Ambrose? I don’t know—unless, indeed, a high man, with a great thing to pursue, is to be excused, is to be pitied, rather than blamed, if he loses his sense, his conscience, of other things, of small things. After all, wasn’t it because he lost his conscience of small things, that he missed his great thing?


  ·  ·


  80 John Barlas’s Poetry


  By Henry S. Salt


  Critics of the present phase of democracy in England have remarked that, whatever else it may have produced, it has not produced poets. The judgment is only partly true. It is true that the lines on which the “social question” is nowadays argued are largely scientific; the battle is one of economics rather than heroics, and the atmosphere of economics is not inspiriting to singers. Therefore, as might have been expected, song has not played anything like the same part in the Socialist as in the Chartist propaganda, or as in the Irish struggle of the Forties; there have been no popular song-writers at all comparable to those who inspired the enthusiasts of half a century ago. On the other hand it must be remembered that in democratic poetry, even more than in other poetry, the really original writers—those who aim at something beyond an expression of the common sentiments of their comrades—are apt to be unrecognised, or very slowly recognised, by contemporary opinion; so that the literature of a social movement still in course of development may turn out to be more important than at first sight appears.


  For example, at the present time, very few of the “reading public,” and perhaps not many of the “leading critics” (leading, in the sense of the blind leading the blind), know anything at all 81 of such very notable poems as Edward Carpenter’s “Towards Democracy” and Francis Adams’s “Songs of the Army of the Night,” two powerful and characteristic works alone sufficient to distinguish the period that produced them. But even under such conditions, it seems strange that the poetry of John E. Barlas (“Evelyn Douglas”) is read and valued by none but a few fellow-enthusiasts. For, as a set-off against the disadvantage of obscure publication, Barlas’s style, unlike that of Carpenter and Adams, is not, externally at least, a novel or unfamiliar one, but is framed on established literary canons; so that there should have been one obstacle the less to a recognition of his rich and brilliant genius.


  Of all rebels against the existing state of society, none perhaps are so irreconcilable as the passionate lovers of beauty and nature who, like Richard Jefferies, are for ever contrasting the actual with the ideal, the serfdom of the present with the freedom of the years to come. It is to this order of heart and mind, children of a golden past or a golden future, that Barlas belongs. He is, if ever poet was, a Greek in spirit, but he possesses also, in a high degree, the modern sense of brotherhood with all that lives. A fiery impatience of privilege, authority, commercialism, breathes through all his writings; and therefore, like all poets who have held these burning thoughts, he is lonely, a stranger, an exile, as it were, from some Hid Isle of Beauty, who has been stranded on savage shores. This marked characteristic, the isolation of a proud but loving heart, will not be overlooked by any careful student of the eight small volumes of verse published by Barlas between 1884 and 1893.[17]


  It is in the earliest and the latest of these volumes that, in my 82 opinion, he is seen at his best. The Poems Lyrical and Dramatic, which appeared in 1884, but were written at various dates from 1877 onward, are indeed in many ways imperfect, but the author’s apology for the immaturity of these “February flowers” was not needed; if immature, they are still flowers of which any lyric poet might be proud, and they could have been grown in no other garden than that wherein they stand. The influence of other poets, Shelley and Swinburne and Poe, for instance, may be noted in this early work; but the resemblance is only a superficial one, and there is no mistaking the originality of the thought and workmanship, the deep heartfelt humanity by which the poems are informed, or the gorgeous tropical splendour of the imagery and diction. There are stanzas in “The Golden City,” “The River’s Pilgrimage,” “Ode to Euterpe,” and elsewhere, which are steeped in a rich fantasy of feeling and colour quite peculiar to Barlas, and not to be surpassed, in its own way, in all the range of our literature. Witness the following verses from “The Golden City”:


  
    “I dreamed once of a city


    Of marble and of gold,


    Where pity melts to pity


    And love for love is sold,


    Where hot light smokes and shivers


    Round endless sweeps of rivers,


    A home of high endeavours


    For the stately men of old….

  


  
    And under tower and temple,


    By minarets and domes,


    With burning waves a-tremble


    The stately river foams,


    83 Lapping the granite arches


    Of the bridges, while it marches


    Through rows of limes and larches


    By many hearths and homes.

  


  
    By buttresses and basements


    And pillared colonnade,


    By open doors and casements


    In festal wreaths arrayed,


    By stair and terrace wending


    In windings without ending,


    Sunlight or moonlight blending


    With massy squares of shade.

  


  
    By gardens full of fountains


    And statues white as snow,


    Nymphs of the seas and mountains,


    And goddesses a-row,


    Where the deep heart of the roses


    Its secret sweet uncloses,


    And the scent, like heat, reposes


    On the beds that bask and glow.”

  


  If it be thought that this is mere “word-painting,” take the passionate cry for rest and healing from “Santa Cecilia,” surely one of the most true and beautiful lyrics in modern English song:


  
    “Ah Santa Cecilia


    Touch me and heal me,


    Me, storm-swept, even me,


    Beyond life’s utmost sea;


    Kiss me and seal me,


    Santa Cecilia.

  


  
    84 Sweet music and melody,


    Ye only left me


    Far to my heart outweigh


    Love, hope, faith, reason’s ray,


    All things bereft me,


    Music and melody….

  


  
    Ah Santa Cecilia,


    Never forsake me,


    In white calm and white storm,


    Cold winds and weathers warm,


    Let thy voice wake me,


    Santa Cecilia.

  


  
    Sweet music and melody,


    Take me and lift me


    Above where baser tides


    Under sheer mountain-sides


    Drive me and drift me,


    Music and melody.

  


  
    Ah, Santa Cecilia,


    Touch me and heal me,


    Me, storm-swept, even me,


    Beyond life’s utmost sea;


    Kiss me and seal me,


    Santa Cecilia.”

  


  Nor is this youthful volume wanting in poems which show a firm grip and a power of concentrated expression. In all that poets have written of Freedom, it would be difficult to find a nobler picture than the following from “Le Jeune Barbaroux”:


  
    85 Freedom, her arm outstretched but lips firm set,


    Freedom, her eyes with tears of pity wet,


    But her robe splashed with drops of bloody dew,


    Freedom, thy goddess, is our goddess yet,


    Young Barbaroux.

  


  
    Freedom, that tore the robe from kings away,


    That clothed the beggar-child in warm array,


    Freedom, the hand that raised, the hand that slew,


    Freedom, divine then, is divine to-day,


    Young Barbaroux.

  


  
    We drown, we perish in a surging sea;


    We are not equal, brotherly, nor free;—


    Who from this death shall stoop and raise us? who?


    Thy Freedom, and the memory of such as thee,


    Young Barbaroux.”

  


  In the volumes that succeeded these early Poems, it would seem that John Barlas, in his characteristic recoil from the ugliness of modern realities, lapsed too far in the contrary direction of poetical mysticism. His Phantasmagoria, or Dream-Fugues, is a wonderful attempt at depicting, with huge prodigality of language and metaphor, his haunting sense of a strange vast dreamland, in which, as in De Quincey’s opium-visions, the colossal features of the East loom vague and portentous.


  
    “Hast not sailed in dreams upon a mystic river


    Through caverns, and through mountains, and through palaces?


    Seen the sunrays fall, the moonbeams quiver,


    On the roofs of Tripolis and Fez:


    86 Drifted far ’mid many a granite column,


    Through the brazen gates, on waves that shone,


    In the awful hush of moonrise soft and solemn,


    Into Babylon?

  


  
    Hast thou never strayed through China’s mystic regions,


    Lamplit gardens cool with waft of many a fan,


    Seen their silken girls in silver legions,


    Or the gorgeous ladies of Japan,


    Heard the small feet patter, long robes sweeping,


    Kissed the laughing lips, shocked as it seemed?—


    Ah, thou hast not known the joys of sleeping,


    Thou hast never dreamed!”

  


  There is a turbid excess of imagery in these weird fantasies that somehow mars their effect. A similar, but worse exaggeration of tone and treatment is noticeable in the two dramas, Punchinello and his wife Judith and The Queen of the Hid Isle, which, in spite of some very beautiful lines and passages, quite fail to realise their author’s high conception of the subjects chosen by him. Lack of humour, which in a dream-fugue can perhaps be tolerated, since dreamland is not often humorous, is fatal to a drama; and much that is over-wrought and feeble-forcible in this part of Barlas’s work is due to this deficiency. That he possessed any of the essential qualities of a dramatist will hardly be asserted, even by those who most admire the richness of his lyrics; but humour would at least have saved him from the mannerisms and affectations which make the reading of his dramas a somewhat weary task.


  But when we leave his blank verse behind us, and turn to the later lyrics and sonnets of 1887-1889, there is a change indeed; for in this maturer work there is all the fire of the youthful poems, 87 but purged and clarified into a calmness and simplicity of expression which lend it new strength. This increased power, which is first observable in the charming little volume of Bird-notes (1887), is seen at its best in the Songs of a Bayadere (1893), from which I take the following lyric entitled “The Mummy’s Love-Story,” a masterpiece of passionate feeling clothed in simplest words:


  
    “Where in a stone sarcophagus


    Lay in embalmed repose


    A shape with robes luxurious,


    They found a faded rose.

  


  
    Perhaps it was an amorous boy


    That to a princess gave


    Some token of their secret joy,


    That she wore to the grave.

  


  
    Perhaps it was a murdered youth


    Sent on the eve of doom


    An emblem of forgiving truth,


    His queen wore to the tomb.

  


  
    Who knows? But there it speaks for her


    Of sorrows long past now,


    When neither joy nor pain can stir


    The arch of her calm brow.

  


  
    And so, when you have let me die,


    And you too are at rest,


    Some trinket of my gift may lie


    On your repentant breast.

  


  
    88 And when our language is forgot,


    Some lover of old scenes


    May find it in a haunted spot,


    And wonder what it means.”

  


  But it is in the Sonnet, perhaps, that Barlas’s genius reaches its fullest development. I speak advisedly when I say that his sequence of Love Sonnets (1889), quite unknown as it is to ninety-nine out of a hundred readers of poetry, deserves to take rank, and will some day take rank, with the greatest sonnet-structures of the century. For serenity of tone, mastery of style, and deep personal pathos, it would be hard to surpass many of the sonnets in this book, which has drawn from no less an authority than George Meredith the opinion that, in this form of writing, Barlas “takes high rank among the poets of his time.” Here is the concluding sonnet of the series, which as Mr. Meredith justly observes, is “unmatched for nobility of sentiment, and the workmanship is adequate.”


  
    “When in the lonely stillness of the tomb


    I voiceless lie and cold, omit not thou


    To sing and dance as merrily as now:


    Bring roses once a year in fullest bloom,


    And rather than that thou should’st come in gloom,


    Bring thy new love with thee: together bow


    O’er the green mound that hides the quiet brow—


    Yea I would bless his babe within thy womb.


    How can love be where jealousy is not?


    How shall I say? This only: I have borne


    That cruel pain: yet would I never blot,


    Living, with selfish love the loved one’s lot,


    Nor, dead, would have my dear love live forlorn,—


    Yet would not wish my own love quite forgot.”

  


  89 In speaking of a writer who is practically unknown, I have been compelled to trust in large measure to quotation. The passages quoted, though in themselves but brief and fragmentary, will at least have given some indication of the qualities that distinguish their author—a rare splendour of imagination and melody of utterance; a spirit of intense devotion to beauty and freedom, intense hatred of oppression and wrong, which rises, in his latest poems, through unrest of pain and disappointment, to a note of high calm unselfishness, “a great peace growing up within the soul,” which few poets have attained to. In the words of one of his noblest sonnets:


  
    “Yet love, for thee, yet, love, for thy dear grace,


    I walk in dreams as toward the morning star,


    Through clouds that shine and open out above;


    And all the future flames about my face,


    And all the past lies looming low afar


    To me emerging on the heights of love.”

  


  Indirectly, too, what has been quoted may have given some faint hint of the self-revelation that every true poet perforce leaves in his verses, intelligible to those only who can read between the lines with sympathy and understanding—in this case a sad record of a troubled life, now prematurely darkened by disease. Of one thing the reader has absolute conviction, that no singer was ever more true to his faith and his vocation; though, as he himself cries in his ode to his goddess, Euterpe:


  
    “To me thou hast given the pangs, and the chaplet of bay-leaf withheld.”

  


  That the homage due to the great heart of a real poet will be 90 permanently denied to John Barlas, I do not believe; and even as I have been writing this short article, designed to draw attention, however inadequately, to a neglected fount of song, has come the welcome news that a volume of selections from his poems is about to be laid before the public. No more interesting book of verse will have appeared for many a year.


  ·  ·


  91 The White Statue


  By Olive Custance


  
    Ilove you, silent statue: for your sake


    My songs in prayer up-reach


    Frail hands of flame-like speech,


    That some mauve-silver twilight you make wake!

  


  
    I love you more than swallows love the south.


    As sunflowers turn and turn


    Towards the sun, I yearn


    To press warm lips against your cold white mouth.

  


  
    I love you more than scarlet-skirted dawn,


    At sight of whose spread wings


    The great world wakes and sings.


    Forgetful of the long vague dark withdrawn.

  


  * * * * *


  
    I love you most at purple sunsetting,


    When night with feverish eyes


    Comes up the fading skies….


    I love you with a passion past forgetting!

  


  ·  ·


  92 Two Pictures


  By Charles Conder


  I. Recreations of Cupid


  II. A Romance


  ·  ·
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  97 Scarlet Runners


  By James S. Pyke-Nott


  This is the story of a house—its history.


  It was a well-kept house when first I knew it, big—for a house of this kind—and very imposing; and it was very commonly said that many persons would give their eyes to possess it. But the persons who were thus talked about never thought of it as a house at all; and they couldn’t have got inside it, even if they had wished to get there, which they never thought of wishing; so it is difficult to understand why they wanted it, for as a mere ornament it was too large and too unmanageable. I speak of it simply as a house, because I am trying to be charitable, and I believe that up to the very last it was a comfortable place to live in—very safe, and always well stored with provisions. I will tell about those who lived in it after I have explained what a really wonderful house it was, for then its inmates will be less surprising. It could move, even when not on wheels, and frequently did so move; and once it moved astonishingly fast—and I will tell about that too in a little while. Yes, it was wonderfully built: what wonderful machinery it had! and how wonderfully the machinery kept in order!


  This house, like all houses of its kind, was haunted. It did not look haunted, very few houses that are in good repair do; for 98 ghosts have many affectations, and with them it is unfashionable to appear in houses that are not dilapidated: also many of them are shy, and some are proud, and others are sleepy, so, when a house comes alongside another house, their ghosts as a rule sit quite still and content themselves with listening to the conversation of the houses. But those whom the stories are mostly told about are of course the more eager and restless spirits, who can be seen looking out through the windows of their houses, and are often accompanied by strange lights. Some of these are affectionate ghosts, who long to know their fellow ghosts, and to be understood by them; and many sad stories are told about these ghosts.


  It is pleasant to sit and talk of ghosts. None of our stern wise elders can come and vex us with certificated knowledge: we get to know each other, and that is a great matter, and a very difficult matter, for generations of wise men have constructed cases for us, and written out labels to be stuck on us, and classified all our thoughts; and wise men of the present come round and say, “Ah, yes; this is a thing we thoroughly understand.” And that is hateful, and it is absurd; for we are really ghosts—we are like those of whom I have spoken, of whom the sad stories are told.


  We will talk no more of ghosts, or we shall sleep less soundly than we ought to sleep—and I promised to tell about the inmates of this haunted house. They were not at all troubled by their ghost; but then they were many, and they spent all their time in dancing. I never knew exactly how many they were, it would not have been easy to count them. Night and day they danced down the corridors and up the passages, and through a hall where a wonderful machine beat out the time for them, and seized them as they approached and whirled them round and sent them off 99 again down the corridors, and that was great fun. It was never very light in any part of the dwelling—if that could be called a dwelling where nobody dwelt for an instant, for these people even slept dancing—but they could see each other quite well, for they were all dressed in scarlet.


  They must have been fond of dancing, and certainly there was plenty of company, but I think they found it monotonous, for whenever they found a crack in the walls they at once forced their way out into the open, although they always died immediately. But these sad occurrences were rare, for, as I have said, this was an unusually safe house to live in; it was quite distressed when it saw its inmates rush out and die, and so it did its very best to keep from being injured.


  One day a great battle was fought between the houses of two neighbouring countries, and soon so much smoke arose that it became difficult to see what was going on; but the matter did not end in smoke, for many houses were destroyed, and many were grievously damaged. And this house was present at the first: and this is the story I promised to tell. Perhaps it could not help being present, and certainly as soon as the hostile houses hove in sight it thought of its inmates and the danger into which it was bringing them; but it did not fully realise the cruelty of remaining where it was until the approaching houses began to open fire, and then it determined to remain there no longer. Yes, it had wonderful machinery! It was a splendid house to live in.


  Nevertheless these bright little dancers come to a woeful and untimely end. Years went by and they still danced on in safety, but danger often lurked outside now; and their house outside looked less and less desirable—nobody wished to possess it any longer. And one day there was a violent jerk and then some of 100 the passages became blocked, and then the company began to crowd upon each other. The measure died out: silence and stillness settled throughout the place; the dancers rested in crushed heaps.


  Their house had been hanged.


  ·  ·


  101 The Elsingfords


  By Robert Shews


  I


  It was a marriage of which everybody augured ill. When a rumour of the engagement first obtained currency, everybody scoffed. It was impossible. And even after it had received official confirmation, people couldn’t shake off a sort of dazed incredulity. It must be some mistake. That any one in his senses should voluntarily espouse Hennie Bleck was a proposition which the mind refused to grasp, like a contradiction in terms; and of Herbert Elsingford it had always been felt that he was peculiarly in his senses. He gave you the impression of a man who, fastidious in all things, would be overwhelmingly so in his choice of a wife. He was an artist, and he was a man of the world; he had travelled, he had knocked about; he must have had a varied experience of women, he must have had successes. With that, and with his humour, his saving touch of cynicism, one would have thought him the least likely of subjects for a woman to make a fool of. One would have supposed that he cultivated an unattainable feminine standard, that he would require a combination of qualities such as never was on land or sea—the qualities of a Grecian urn united to those of a rosebud. One 102 would have imagined that in looking for a wife he would meet with the fortune of those who look for the absolute—and remain a bachelor. It was hard to believe that he was going to marry Hennie Bleck.


  The Blecks, mother and daughter, had descended upon London, out of their native New England, some two years before. They had taken a furnished house near Portman Square, and proceeded, to the wonder of all beholders, to wriggle themselves into rather a decent set. Physically, they resembled each other as closely as two halfpence, with a difference of twenty years in their dates. Mamma Bleck was undersized and thin, with a nose like a scimitar, little staring grey eyes, a high forehead, and scanty grey hair. Miss Bleck was simply her newer replica. They were both addicted to odd, weasel-like motions, walked sinuously, and squirmed a good deal when seated. But their methods in conversation were antipodal. Mrs. Bleck was humble, distressingly so; talked but little, and that little under her breath, in a weary, low-spirited nasal. She deferred constantly to your opinion, and called you sir: “Oh, yes, sir,” “No, sir,” etc., with the funniest upward intonation. You would have thought she was trying, in a hopeless way, to sell you something; and, from her timidity of attack, you might have suspected a guilty consciousness that the thing wasn’t worth your money, that the goods were damaged, and a terror lest you should discover it and denounce her. Then she was prone to long melancholic lapses of silence, during which, by imperceptible degrees,—by a sort of drifting process,—she would edge away, abstract herself, till by-and-by you perceived that she was far from you, silent in a corner. But through her humility you felt a kind of truculence, of sly fierceness, as if she were lying low, and would presently seize her chance to give you a dab, and escape before you could make sure who had 103 done it. In her corner, with her dull little eyes fixed steadfastly on nothing, she had the air of hatching a conspiracy—laying a mine. She was possibly only fatigued, and wondering when you would go. Mrs. Bleck was retiring; but Miss Bleck was forward enough for two—most affable, most condescending. She talked in a shrill little voice, and at the top of it, so that you could follow her observations from the other end of the room. She laid down the law, and kept twisting her neck like a swan’s. She patronised everybody: she would have patronised the Duke of Plaza-Toros, the Bank of England; and her eyes had a sinister little glitter, and her thin, straight lips a malicious little smile that made one really afraid of her.


  It was a wonder what had brought them to England (they assured you that everything was better in America); it was a wonder how well they got on here. They were unattractive, undistinguished, unconnected, and they weren’t rich. They lived pretentiously but shabbily, driving their income very hard—forcing a thousand a year to do the work of two or three. They spread their gilding out so thin that the plaster showed through. You were sure they starved their servants—a conviction that was strengthened by the circumstance that they were perpetually changing them. The same butler never answered your knock twice. Then they gave awful dinners, and kept a watch on you lest you should eat and drink too heartily; viands were whisked before your eyes, and you went away with the sense of a lost opportunity. Their afternoons at home were the painfullest functions in London. They were lavish with weak tea, but sparing of the milk and sugar, the bread and butter; and the little dish of sweetmeats lurking behind the tea-urn was never put into circulation unless a star arrived, and even then (I don’t know how they managed it) nobody but the star got any. Everybody disliked 104 them, everybody said nasty things about them, yet everybody visited and invited them. It was partly, I dare say, mere inertia. Push, and it shall be opened unto you. They pushed: Mamma silently,—furtively, as it were; Hennie aggressively, with an effect of asperity: both persistently—and people made way for them. It was partly mere inertia, it was partly a sort of dim fear. One dimly feared that if one resisted them they would do something. One divined in them latent resources, hidden potentialities for mischief. They could blast one’s reputation by some particularly insidious slander, or even throw vitriol. So people received them and visited them, and took it out in saying nasty things—of them and to them. These they never resented, though it was conceivable that they noted them down.


  One of their stars was the Dowager Lady Stoke, whose house they had rented—always a conspicuous figure on their day, having journeyed up from remote South Kensington, whither she had withdrawn into lodgings. It was suggested that her attendance might be a part of the lease; but brooms apparently were not, for on one occasion her ladyship was heard somewhat heatedly expostulating: “New brooms! But, my dears, brooms are never included in a furnished house. If I left my brooms it was through good nature. If you need new brooms, you’ll have to buy ’em, or do without. Brooms, indeed!” Then there were the Wetherleighs, the Burtons, the Cavely-Browns. It was by Mrs. Burton that Hennie was presented; and at the Wetherleighs’ one scarcely knew who was the hostess, Hennie was so much and so actively in the foreground—the first to hail your arrival, the last to speed your departure. Yet Mrs. Wetherleigh quite frankly detested her.


  It was at the Wetherleighs’ in an evil hour that she made the acquaintance of Herbert Elsingford, then in the flower of his 105 sudden short-lived fame—the lion of the moment. He had come home from the East in February, and in April an exhibition of his pictures had been opened at a dealer’s in Bond Street. The next one knew, his name was in all men’s mouths. The critics, the painters, the connoisseurs, had begun it, and the public carried it on. The explanation was obvious—he had matter as well as manner. The connoisseurs admired his manner, which was original and effective; his light touch, his avoidance of all but the salient, his clever brushwork. The public were captivated by the glimpses he gave them into an exotic civilisation, by his pretty Japanese ladies, his splendid temples, his bright delicate colours. He had an instant and extremely unusual success. He sold everything, and got no end of orders. This was well, for in his long apprenticeship he had eaten up his short patrimony. His father had been a rural dean in Shropshire. Herbert himself had set out to read for the Bar, but in his second term he thought better of it, and went to Paris to study art. We never really heard much of him again till he burst upon us in his sudden celebrity.


  He was run after a good deal, I suppose; but he spent a surprising amount of his time at the Wetherleighs’, with whom he was distantly, loosely, connected. He met Hennie Bleck there in June or July. One would have predicted that he would go beyond us all in disliking her. He had humour; he had experience; he had a petit air moqueur; he was the last man in the world to be taken in. At the same time, he had sensibilities—old-fashioned sensibilities. He justified the proverb that every artist is a bit of a woman. At the vulgar, the meretricious, he couldn’t smile, he couldn’t even shrug his shoulders; his humour, which had helped him to detect it, abandoned him when it came to supporting it; he shuddered and hurried away. He would be sure to know pinchbeck from gold, and to hate it. He would be 106 sure to dislike Hennie. In the autumn people began to say they were engaged. People said it and repudiated it as impossible in the same breath. After the banns were published, people groped helplessly for a theory. All sorts of wild surmises were launched. Could it be hypnotism? There was something uncanny about the Blecks. Could it be hypnotism, envoûtement, some nefarious magic? One could fancy them, the grey old mother, the tallow-faced little daughter, brewing a witch’s broth and crooning murky incantations over it. Or blackmail? They had been staying in the same country houses, and Elsingford, perhaps, had secrets. He had lived so much abroad, and travelled in the East; and even those of us who stop at home sometimes have secrets. If Hennie had been rich—but she wasn’t rich. It passed the limits of the human understanding. It had to be given up as one of the ultimate mysteries. Elsingford was eight-and-twenty. Hennie couldn’t be a day under thirty.


  Nobody felt it more keenly than Arthur Harvard, Hennie’s Londonised compatriot. He had been as nearly as any one the discoverer of Elsingford. He had written articles about him in the Reviews, and preached his cult by word of mouth wherever he could find a listener. Then the two men, for all that there was a score of years between them, became tremendous friends. Everybody liked Elsingford: he was gentle, modest and amusing. Harvard had a genius for friendship; he put it all into his friendship for Elsingford. They were together a great deal, took long walks together, dined and lunched together, talked together till late into the night.


  Harvard couldn’t believe it, but it troubled him. Mrs. Cavely-Brown whispered it to him: “They say, you know, that Herbert Elsingford is going to marry Hennie Bleck.” He never smiled again, for at least a fortnight. It couldn’t be true, of course; and 107 yet it might be. It is the impossible that usually happens. And in that case something ought to be done; he ought to do something. Harvard was a man who took things seriously, and felt his responsibilities. We used to laugh at him a little and call him “fussy”; but I think we should have hit nearer the mark if we had called him conscientious. For a fortnight he wore a perplexed frown. At last Elsingford set his doubts at rest. He arrived in town from Selfield, the Wetherleighs’ place in Derbyshire, and drove straight to Harvard’s chambers.


  “I want you to congratulate me,” he said. “Miss Bleck has done me the honour to accept my hand.”


  Harvard pulled himself up.


  “Ah? Indeed? Ah, yes, yes. I—I’ve heard something about this,” he responded: there he paused. He felt his responsibilities—the responsibilities of friendship. It was, then, true. Therefore something must be done—something must be said. But the situation had its delicacies. Whatever he did, whatever he said, must be well considered. Now, to gain time, he asked: “Er—have you fixed a date?”


  “Monday, the sixth of January, at St. George’s, Hanover Square.”


  In the choice of a tabernacle Harvard felt Hennie’s touch: it was characteristic.


  “You’re the first person I’ve told,” Elsingford went on. “You see, we want you to lend a hand. We want you to give the bride away. Henrietta and her mother are very anxious. Of course, this is unofficial. Mrs. Bleck will ask you. You’re their fellow-countryman and my especial friend.”


  “If I’m to take part in the ceremony, I’d much rather forbid the banns,” it was on the tip of Harvard’s tongue to answer, but he lacked nerve. “My dear fellow, it’s—it’s too great a compliment. 108 They ought—if they want an American—they ought to have the Ambassador,” was what he did answer.


  “They don’t like the Ambassador; they’re not on terms with the Embassy.”


  “Well, but then—but then—the Consul,” suggested Harvard, losing his head.


  “Oh, the Consul’s impossible. The Consul’s not a …. Nobody knows the Consul. Besides, anyhow, we want you. You’re the most distinguished American here. And we’re such chums.”


  So poor Harvard, who had begun by saying that he must do something, ended by giving the bride away. For months afterwards he felt as if he had picked a pocket and couldn’t lay a haunting dread of the consequences.


  The whole affair was inexplicable; and not the least inexplicable feature of it was the departure, immediately after the ceremony, of Elsingford, with his wife and mother-in-law, for dear old Amurica. We had never understood the Blecks presence in London; now we were equally at a loss to understand their absence. One would have expected Hennie to stop and enjoy her triumph. She had hooked a lion—the lion of the season. One would have thought she would wish to parade him up and down a little before an envious public. But no, she led him straight away into another hemisphere. Everybody boded ill of the marriage, and particularly of this hegira. Elsingford, with his sensibilities, would be sure not to like America. The clash, the hurry, the hard atmosphere, the raw colouring, the ding of the dominant dollar would give on his nerves. And how long would he be able to stand Hennie? “We’ll have him back some fine morning when we least expect him,” people said. From time to time Harvard or Mrs. Wetherleigh received a letter from him. 109 These became rarer and rarer, and at last stopped altogether. One ceased to hear of him or from him. If he still painted, he contrived to conceal his results from his admirers in England.


  It was a comfort, though, to be rid of the Blecks. We breathed freely; a menace had been removed. Elsingford had been immolated to the public good. It was a high price; but, after all, the deliverance was worth it.


  II


  Harvard would have found it difficult to explain how he had come by such a complete impression of the way matters stood, or why he felt so little doubt of its correctness. He hadn’t been able to ask many questions. Elsingford hadn’t been able to tell him very much; a man can’t complain of his wife. But Harvard had instincts, intuitions. One can reconstruct a mastodon from a tooth and a claw. A word here, a look, a gesture there, and Elsingford’s very reticence, had made it all horribly clear.


  Elsingford was certainly very ill. It had begun the winter before, at New York, with an attack of what he and Hennie called the “grip”—probably the influenza. This had left him with a cough, which he couldn’t succeed in throwing off. In the spring the doctors had insisted that he must stop work and go abroad. Change, rest, recreation would set him up. He wanted to come to England, but Hennie objected. When they had left England on their honeymoon Elsingford had understood that they were to return in the autumn: they had really stopped in New York upwards of four years. Hennie, little by little, had opened her heart to him. With consternation he had discovered in it a violent hatred of his country and his country-people. She hated their very names, she said. England was a sink of iniquity and 110 stodginess. The English were all that is corrupt, perfidious, ill-mannered, and dull. He tried to reason with her—to argue the question. But Hennie was in some respects a woman. It precipitated quarrels, which ended in her weeping, and his having to beg her pardon. She entertained her American friends with a thousand shrill little anecdotes, comparisons, sarcasms, at England’s expense. She was paying off old scores; she had possibly not been ignorant of her unpopularity. Her English husband hovered in the background, conscious that her auditors, through all their delight and laughter, were compassionating him for his loss in not being an American. He always meant to put his foot down; he always meant to go home next spring. But when he broached the subject Hennis [Hennie] would put her foot down literally; she would stamp her foot and scold and cry, and he would have to make his peace and comfort her, and talk of something else. Besides, from a pecuniary point of view, he was doing very well. The Americans bought his pictures and paid American prices for them.


  When the doctors ordered him abroad, he thought his chance had come. But Hennie wouldn’t hear of England. She was very glad “to go to Europe,” but she wouldn’t hear of England. They had debates and scenes, tears, truces, and a reconciliation, the terms of which were that they should avoid England. They landed at Havre, accordingly, and spent the summer in Germany and Austria, “doing” the Rhine and the Tyrol. They would pass the winter, Hennie decided, in Paris. She had never had a whole winter in Paris; it was of all things what she most desired. She had heard of a very good pension, kept by an American lady. Then he could take a studio, and get to work again. And, if he liked, he might run over to London for a visit, for ten days or a fortnight. She couldn’t spare him longer than a fortnight; she 111 was too dependent upon him; she would be too miserable without him.


  To the idea of a very good pension, kept by an American lady, he opposed the idea of a furnished flat. But Hennie said they would have no “society.” He suggested that in the pension they might have no solitude. Hennie replied that this was only his selfishness, and they established themselves in the pension. But his cough, which had hung on in an obstinate little fashion all summer, began now to go from bad to worse. The cold weather that came early in November seemed to irritate it. Hennie administered hot drinks and applied extra flannels. She discouraged his seeing a doctor. He had seen doctors enough last winter, and what good had they done him? Doctors always made people worse by alarming them. Herbert had too much imagination, anyhow; he thought too much of his health. If he would pay less attention to it, and take a studio and go to work, he would be as well as anybody. His real trouble was nervous. Indeed, she would go so far as to say that all disease was merely nervousness—a bad state of the mind. “If people wouldn’t think themselves sick they wouldn’t be sick.” He complained of general lassitude, of pains in his chest, of fever at night. He didn’t believe it was anything serious, but it prevented his working, it prevented his enjoying life. He was getting frightfully thin; he could count his ribs. Then he had a hæmorrhage, and Hennie, in spite of herself, was obliged to call in a doctor to stop the bleeding. The doctor stopped the bleeding, and said that Elsingford ought not to be in Paris; he ought to go South, He oughtn’t to expose himself to the rigours, the changes of a Parisian winter; he ought to go to the Riviera, to Sicily, to Algiers—it didn’t matter where, if he could escape the cold and be in the open air. Hennie scouted this as “nonsense.” It confirmed her theory that doctors always 112 exaggerated things and frightened people. The doctor talked of “indurations” and “pneumonias,” Hennie reiterated her conviction that it was all nerves and imagination. As for the hæmorrhage, it came from the throat: Herbert smoked too much. To pull up stakes and go to the Riviera, after they had got so comfortably settled down at Mrs. Slipwell’s, would be a dreadful bother, a hideous expense. Well, the doctor concluded, if they remained in Paris, Elsingford must stay in the house; he mustn’t go out till spring; that was the only way of ensuring an even temperature. Hennie derided this régime as “crazy,” and was angry with her husband for following it, as he stubbornly insisted upon doing. “Be a man! Get up and go out. Don’t stick at home molly-coddling yourself like an old woman.” Elsingford was for peace at any price, and two or three times he tried it. He found that his outings aggravated his cough, produced shortness of breath, added a couple of degrees to his evening fever. After that he insisted upon obeying the doctor. Hennie made his conduct the object of endless little ironies. She treated it, and indeed his whole illness, as a personal grievance—a thing perversely fostered to the end of vexing her—a sort of luxury that he permitted himself. “You’ll get no sympathy from me. What can a man expect who keeps stuck up in the house, enfeebling and enervating his whole system?”


  Meanwhile he was losing his constitutional cheerfulness. Little things that formerly would at most have annoyed him, began to exasperate him. Formerly he had had his work, he had had the streets to walk in; now he was a prisoner in Mrs. Slipwell’s pension, condemned to idleness. He didn’t like the pension; he didn’t like the “society” which had attracted Hennie. There were twenty-five American women and one American man. He had to meet them at table twice a day. Their talk exasperated him, their 113 strident voices, their queer intonations. After four years of New York he still winced at certain intonations. They talked a good deal about England; they made the most astounding revelations. If he ventured to protest, to doubt, they were too many for him. There was a big, young girl with suspicious-looking yellow hair—a Miss Mackle, from Chicago. She had lived in England, for two years, at the Hôtel Métropole. Her popper had been “promoting a Company” in the City. What she didn’t know about English things and English ways wasn’t worth knowing. She described the domestic manners of the aristocracy, and her audience roared. Hennie backed her up. They couldn’t let England alone; they had an Englishman always with them. Elsingford’s humour, as I have intimated, deserted him at a certain point; and he had sensibilities; and now he was feverish and in pain. Sometimes he would retort—he would abuse America; then there would be trouble. The ladies felt that he had insulted them; he had been “ungentlemanly.” Hennie would cry, and reproach him for offending her friends.


  The one American man was a journalist—Paris correspondent for a “syndicate” of American newspapers. Elsingford did not admire the American newspaper press, and this representative of it, he thought, was highly representative. He was a stout, squat, shiny little man, and Elsingford, who was coming to see all things en noir, felt that be looked like a toad. He used to tell awful stories of his methods, his achievements, how he ferreted out people’s secrets, beguiled them into giving him their confidence, bribed servants to listen at keyholes, and thus “got a beat” on his rival correspondents. Mr. Hickey might have amused one at a distance, or from time to time. But Elsingford had him in the same house, met him at breakfast and dinner. Hennie liked him immensely, and made all sorts of explanations. Elsingford complained 114 that an explanation wasn’t necessarily an excuse. Hickey’s idioms were surprising, incredible. He took no interest “into” certain events; he couldn’t do this or that as he “used to could.” Elsingford was ill; he couldn’t smile as he used to could.


  Sometimes he would revolt. He would declare that he couldn’t stand it any longer; they must move. “Let’s take a flat.” Hennie would wonder at his selfishness. Wasn’t it bad enough to have a malade imaginaire for a husband? to be alone with him in a foreign land? How could he propose anything so cruel as to take her away from a house where she was comparatively happy; where she was surrounded by congenial people? Well, anyhow, then, he said, he wouldn’t go to table; he would have his meals in his room. “Il ne manquerait plus que ça,” she cried. “Are you trying to kill yourself? You begin by staying in the house; you end by staying in your room. It’s suicidal. I’m fairly ashamed of you. How a man can be so morbid!” Elsingford, from constantly being told so, had ended by believing that he was frightfully selfish. He knew that he was perpetually making his wife cry. He continued to go to table.


  Harvard had received a letter from him towards the end of January. He read the letter a second time, to glean the wisps of personal information that were scattered through it. These were few. It was chiefly about his book. All that he had gathered at the end of his second reading amounted to this, that Elsingford was in Paris, in a “pension de famille—the queerest place,” and that he was ill. How ill, in what manner and degree, the writer did not say. Not ill in bed, at any rate, for he spoke of sitting before his fire. “I sat with my heels kicked up on the fender, and read and read till there was no more to read.” Harvard would trust that it was nothing serious, nothing constitutional; and, meanwhile, he must answer the letter.


  115 This he did with the warmest feeling, in the warmest language. “My dear, dear fellow! … To hear from you after so many years—they must run close upon a hundred—has made glad my heart like wine, has shaken my faith in the vanity of things. There are real satisfactions…. And what you say of my book—of the pleasure it was fortunate enough to give you—is very sweet to hear…. Why do you tell me so little about yourself? I will not believe that your illness is more than trifling; yet I could have wished for an affirmative reassurance…. And your work? …. However, these and all other questions (not least among them that of your return to London, which I hope is a matter of the early future—and you may be sure we shan’t let you give us the slip again!), all these questions we shall shortly have an opportunity to settle by the living voice. I shall be in Paris next week on my way to Egypt. My own health is a little troublesome—the throat—a local irritation and a pain that drive me towards the sun. But at my time of life one must expect things. I was a dashing youth of forty something when we parted, now I have turned fifty, and begin to consider myself middle-aged. I shall arrive on Wednesday evening; I shan’t let the grass grow under my feet. On Thursday morning we shall be embracing.” Elsingford had wound up with a statement that his wife joined him in love. Harvard, softened by a glow of joy and old affection, was able to think charitably even of Hennie. So the words, “Pray convey my best regards to Mrs. Elsingford,” did not stick in his pen.


  Elsingford had mentioned that his boarding-house was the “queerest place.” And from the address at the top of his letter Harvard learned that it was in the Rue François-Premier. He found a small hôtel particulier, very new looking, and adorned with many flourishes in stucco. The hall, into which he was admitted 116 by a man-servant, rather dazzled him; he had not prepared himself for so much marble and stained glass and wainscoting—for so much ducal splendour. It was scarcely a relief to discern that the wainscoting, though simulating the grandeur of carved oak, was really only papier maché. As the man-servant opened the door of the salon Harvard was conscious, for an instant, of a flight of female figures in loose, light-coloured, morning-gowns, escaping in all directions, which bewildered him a little, and led him to bow apologetically. But when he looked up he was alone. The salon smelt of perfumes and upholstery. It was big and stuffy, and very gorgeous. He got a suffocating sense of red plush, of heavy carpets, of gilding and embroidery, of crystal gasaliers, and broken-backed French novels lying open. It was heated by a spiteful little choubersky, black, with nickel trimmings.


  Harvard was a man who took things seriously—felt things deeply. It was in a serious, even a solemn condition of mind that he awaited his meeting with his friend. He sat on the edge of a red plush sofa, and was conscious of a sort of hush within his soul. A hundred currents of emotion were temporarily halting, ready to rush out at Elsingford’s appearance. Presently the door opened, and he found himself grasping Elsingford’s two hands and uttering broken ejaculations. Elsingford pressed his hands, and laughed: “Dear old Harvard! It’s awfully good of you to come.”


  They held each other off at arm’s length for a minute, and smiled communications. But Harvard was shocked at what he saw. Elsingford had always been tall and thin; now he looked attenuated—drawn out. His skin had a bluish tinge; his eyes seemed too big and brilliant; there were dark circles under them. He had allowed his beard to grow; it added ten years to his apparent age. His laughter terminated in a fit of coughing.


  Harvard’s smile faded to a look of concern. He drew Elsingford 117 down upon the sofa and demanded: “But what is this about your health?”


  Elsingford assured him that it was nothing. “A nasty little cough—a cold that I can’t get rid of. I shall be all right in the spring.”


  Then Hennie came in and shook hands very condescendingly. She had not cast her patronising manner; she evidently meant to put him at his ease. She developed her theory of the case—nerves and imagination. Her exposition had the tone of an arraignment. Her husband was determined to be ill. She blamed him, and pitied herself. “We had a stupid doctor here a month or two ago who put it into Herbert’s head that he mustn’t go out of doors. Of course it weakens him staying in the house, and makes him morbid. I hope you will be able to get him out to walk with you.”


  III


  In the course of two or three days Harvard had obtained his view of the situation. He had seen a little, heard a little, and divined the rest. It struck him that the situation was deplorable. Elsingford was manifestly unhappy. Harvard believed that he was gravely ill—much more gravely so than he himself seemed to suspect. Elsingford called it a cold; Hennie treated it as pure perversity and self-indulgence. Harvard feared—he did not like to give his fear a name—but his friend’s wasted form, his pallor, the unnatural brightness of his eyes suggested appalling possibilities.


  It amazed him to learn that he was not receiving regular medical attendance; that he had only once seen a doctor. He perceived that Hennie (he must do her justice) was fond of her 118 husband—after her fashion; fond of him as one is fond of a piece of property. If she could have kept him in a box, to take out when she wanted him, and put back when she was tired, all would have been well. As she couldn’t quite do this, she did the next best thing—she bullied him, henpecked him, reproached him, turned on the waterworks, and was only amiable when he effaced himself and let her have her way. If you can’t get what you want, nag for it. She was an indefatigable nagger. In a letter to Mrs. Wetherleigh, Harvard summed up his observations thus: “All Hennie asks is to be allowed to call Elsingford’s soul her own.”


  A dinner or two at the table d’hôte had shown him a good deal. It would be unendurable to a man in the vigour of health. How Elsingford in his illness lived under it passed Harvard’s comprehension. The twenty-five women were as disagreeable as twenty-five vulgar, empty-headed women, with nothing to do, could be. Harvard’s humour had even narrower limitations than Elsingford’s. They talked, they gossiped, they cackled; they talked of fashions, and “gentlemen” (they reserved “man” as a term of opprobrium), and the prices of things; they all talked at once. With their uncultivated voices, their eagerness to be heard, the place sounded like a stock exchange transposed an octave higher. Then there were jealousies and internecine feuds. Some of the ladies “didn’t speak;” and the seat of war was constantly shifting. This couple would make it up to-day, that couple would fall out to-morrow. And they all bragged—every blessed one of the twenty-five bragged of something. Harvard imagined that they spent many hours of each day stretched on sofas in overheated rooms, reading trashy novels and munching sweetmeats, to the detriment of their digestions, their complexions, and their dispositions. They were all nervous and violent; they all powdered a lot; they all 119 languished and complained of headaches. There was a tendency to call one another by their Christian names, and “dears” were promiscuous. The whole house reeked of scents.


  The presence of Harvard brought their conversation back to England. Most of them had heard of him; some of them had read his books. Mr. Hickey claimed him as a confrère, and offered to “show him around” Paris. But a notion prevailed that he was an Anglomaniac—that, an American by birth, he did not love his country. So they began about England; they assailed the “English accent.” It was a sheer affectation. Nice English people (they were few) talked just like Amuricans.


  “Now, Mr. Harvard, you can’t deny it!”


  Hennie threw herself into the breach—led the van. She had moved in the very best English Society; she named the titled personages with whom she had been intimate. Well, she had never known an English-woman who wasn’t—immoral. Oh, some of them concealed it, put on airs of virtue, but they were wolves in sheep’s clothing. They were all pourries au fond.


  Miss Mackle applauded and corroborated. She had lived two years at the Hôtel Métropole; she ought to know. Her popper had been organising a Company in the City; he got an English lord to sit as chairman and to introduce him to people; and “he paid him money for it!” “That’s your English lord for you!” Then she shook her yellow locks at Elsingford, and cried, “If you were my husband I’d have you naturalised.”


  Harvard, as a man who felt his responsibilities, told himself that he must do something. He couldn’t go on to Egypt and leave Elsingford to the tender mercies of Hennie and the twenty-five. Elsingford well, would have been big enough to take care of himself; but Elsingford ill, needed a champion. Harvard saw, however, that he must proceed with circumspection, with tact; 120 he mustn’t “rile” Hennie. He had already done so once—at their first meeting, when he had learnt that they weren’t seeing a doctor.


  “But, my dear fellow, I think you ought to see a doctor; I really think you ought to see a doctor.”


  Elsingford had laughed a little constrainedly. Hennie had given the speaker a look. Afterwards she caught him alone and warned him.


  “For mercy’s sake, Mr. Harvard, whatever you do don’t tell Herbert that he ought to see a doctor. Don’t encourage him to think that he’s sick. The doctors have already done him harm enough. We had three doctors last winter in America. I assure you I understand the case—I understand my husband. He’s a hypochondriac. There’s nothing in the world the matter with him except his idea. If you want to do him good you’ll help me to persuade him to go out—to go about. It’s his staying in the house that hurts him.”


  Harvard felt his responsibilities. He went back to his hotel with knitted brows, wondering what to do. “I’m glad to be able to record that they’ve left Mamma Bleck in America. But he ought to have a rest from Hennie. She worries and terrifies him. If he opposes her, she scolds; if he resents her scolding, she makes a noise about his temper. She has confided it to me: ‘Herbert has a perfectly fiendish temper.’ I gave her away; I wish to goodness I could take her back.” This from his letter to Mrs. Wetherleigh.


  “It’s awfully good to see you; you don’t know how I’ve longed for the sound of a Christian tongue. It will be a bore to let you go,” Elsingford said.


  “My dear fellow, come with me. Come with me to Egypt. The South was recommended to you. We’ll lie in the sun beside the Pyramids and talk of art.”


  121 “I should like it immensely; but my wife wants to stop in Paris.”


  “We can leave her here. I’ll take charge of you; I’ll chaperon you, and hand you back in the spring.”


  “Oh, I can’t leave her alone; that’s impossible.”


  Harvard argued the matter. “A little independence will do her good. She’s happy here. You mustn’t fancy yourself indispensable.” He painted the pleasures that would await them. Elsingford looked wistful. “I should like it immensely. I’ll speak to Hennie,” he said. Harvard hammered while the iron was hot; dilated upon Egyptian starlight, the picturesqueness of the Arabs, the sentiment of the flat, far-reaching landscape. Elsingford was won. “It would be delightful! A tremendous lark! I really don’t see why I shouldn’t do it.”


  Then Hennie came into the room. “My dear lady,” Harvard began, “I have been urging your husband to come with me to Egypt. I hope you will send us off with your benediction—unless you can be moved to come too.”


  Hennie looked from Harvard to Elsingford, from Elsingford to Harvard.


  “What do you think of it, my dear?” Elsingford inquired.


  “Think? Oh, go, of course. Go, if you wish—of course.”


  But she gave it an inflection. The light departed from Elsingford’s face. “It would be very jolly, but I’m afraid it’s scarcely practicable,” he said.


  The next morning from his haggard mien Harvard knew that she had made him a scene over night. She had taken the will for the deed, and made him a scene. “If I could foment a rebellion, alienate his affections, induce him to elope with me,” he thought. He was at his wits’ ends. He was eager to defy all danger—to put his fingers between the bark 122 and the tree and abide the consequences—but he could not see his way.


  Hennie harped eternally upon her single string: “Be a man! Brace up and go out.” It wearied Elsingford. “Some day I’ll get to the bottom of my resistance. I’ll take you at your word and do it, to purchase silence on the subject.”


  It was a lovely day, soft and sunny, the 15th of February. “I’d be ashamed to pass such a day pent up in the house,” had been her refrain since morning. “Go out and take a walk with Mr. Harvard.”


  “Where’s my overcoat? Where are my hat and stick?” he demanded suddenly. “I can’t be bothered any longer.”


  He and Harvard, arm in arm, strolled gently along the quays. The sun was bright, the air was soft, yet it had a treacherous little edge, like the bitter after-taste of something sweet. The effects of colour, of light and shade and atmosphere, were delicious. The Trocadéro melted with the sky in a purple blur; the bateaux-mouches puffed busily backwards and forwards, breaking the yellow water into iridescent foam; the leafless trees etched themselves like lace against the luminous blue of the sky. They prolonged their walk as far as the middle of the Pont de la Concorde, whence they gazed up and down the river. The cité, pink and grey, divided the current like the prow of some grotesque gigantic galley; the towers of Notre Dame loomed darkly over it. Elsingford was in ecstasies. “It’s the finest town view in the world,” he said. “Hennie was right. My walk has done me good.” They hadn’t walked more than half a mile. They took a cab home. That night Elsingford seemed immensely exhilarated. He talked a great deal, and very cheerfully. “To-morrow we’ll try it again. It has done me good.”


  But when Harvard arrived the next day Hennie greeted him 123 with the intelligence that her husband was in bed. “He thinks he has caught a cold. He won’t get up.”


  Harvard found him flushed and drowsy. He roused himself to say, “Hello! old Harvard,” and then closed his eyes and appeared to doze.


  “Come, come, Herbert; it’s time to get up; it’s nearly twelve o’clock,” said Hennie.


  Harvard begged her to step with him into the next room. “My dear lady, we must have a doctor.”


  She began to deprecate, but he cut her short. “You don’t know what you’re doing. I’m going for a doctor. I’ll bring him back with me.”


  Harvard gave the doctor such data of the case as he possessed. “If he had fever at night my colleague who advised him to stop in the house was very wise,” said the doctor. “I don’t like the fever at night. With that, he ought not to have tried to winter in Paris: or, if he was bound to stay here, he ought to have stopped in the house. However, we’ll see, we’ll see.” They found Elsingford breathing hard. He looked at them with dull eyes, and did not speak. Harvard went down to the salon to wait. The doctor joined him there, shaking his head. “Your friend’s in a bad way. He ought to have gone South at the beginning of the winter. Your walk yesterday has finished the business; it has fanned a smouldering fire into flame. You’d better go upstairs and look after his wife. I’ll come back in an hour.”


  Hennie was seated at the foot of the bed with hands clasped. She raised a white, agonised face to Harvard as he entered the room.


  “If I had dreamed—if I had dreamed that it was anything serious!” she said.


  124 She was quite prostrated. Harvard attended to everything, and afterwards accompanied her to Havre and saw her installed in her cabin aboard the steamer. “If I had dreamed—if I had dreamed that it was anything serious!” that was almost all she ever said, except to answer questions.


  Harvard hadn’t the heart to go on to Egypt. He came back to town and buried himself in his work.


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  125 The Love-Germ


  By Constance Cotterell


  “Yes,” said the Professor, thumping on the road with his big stick as he spoke, “I am on its track at last. A few more experiments, and the world will have it in its own hands to free itself from the greatest evil it has ever suffered.”


  His nostrils quivered. A little more imagination, and I should have seen flashes from his eyes. I may mention at once that he was not a stage professor, but a nice clean tidy person in real life, the sort of man one could put in a drawing-room without the carpet and curtains swearing at him. He wore clothes that were in fashion, and the only odd thing about him was his rather long hair; but it curled and suited him so well that I sometimes thought that was just vanity. In fact, he was quite the nicest-looking Professor I have ever seen, and shaved himself every morning like the most blatant Philistine.


  “Are you so sure,” I ventured desperately, for when he was terribly in earnest he was very convincing, like a loud-voiced preacher, “are you so sure that its only effect is evil?”


  He stood still in that narrow lane, and out of the hedge up above the long dog-rose boughs waved their roses at him.


  “It is the mightiest instrument of woe that man has ever had to fight,” he said solemnly. “At his strongest and best it smites 126 him down. In the flower of his days it permeates his brain, it undermines his imagination, it corrupts his very reason. Its mildest onslaught warps the judgment. When a man begins to think a woman, of whom he probably knows less than of any other, the best of her sex, the way is open for the germ—if it is not already there. And of women it is the greatest enemy. Where would the sufferings of thousands, millions, of them have been, if the germ had never burrowed in their brains? Betrayed, the victims of drunken or depraved husbands, helpless widows with hungry families—all this might have been saved to them!”


  “But,” I objected, trying to stem his rage, “doesn’t its influence generally pass and leave the brain as healthy as before?”


  He looked at me keenly. He did not wear spectacles, and his eyes were not in the least dim or bleary.


  “That is true,” he said slowly, “in some cases. After the best years of life have been blighted,” he added quickly. “In most cases the brain-power is weakened for life. In women especially.”


  “Why do you say all this to me, a woman?”


  “Because,” he answered, “young as you are, I believe you to have a grasp of the seriousness and true import of life which will prevent you, once warned, from falling into this terrible fate.”


  I tried feebly to stop him, but praise is the hardest thing to fight. Your own heart is against you, and delighteth to hear.


  He walked on in silence a little, snuffing up the scent of the dog-roses, and immensely enjoying himself, I could see. He was resting from the untiring quest of germs, down there in the country where we had come to stay too. I looked at him, with his head thrown back and the passion in his face and the fire in his eyes, and I thought treason. I thought what a magnificent lover he would make.


  I went back to my old idea. “Are we not just a mass of 127 germs, some good and some bad? Why mayn’t this supposed love-germ be a good one?”


  At the word “supposed” he glared at me in such a manner that I dared not doubt the fiend’s existence.


  “A good germ,” he cried, “that makes men forgetful of right and of their duty, untrue to their religion, unfaithful to their wives?”


  “It’s responsible for the wives in the first place,” I said perversely, “so isn’t that rather a righteous judgment?”


  He looked annoyed. “Don’t quibble,” he said. “You call it a good germ that was rampant under Catherine of Russia and Charles II. of England? A good germ that made five miserable women through Henry VIII.? A good germ that led Marc Antony and hundreds like him to dishonour? A good germ that ruins Fausts and Gretchens by the thousand? A good germ that wastes young lives like—like Romeo’s and Juliet’s, that might have been turned to great account? A good germ that sends honourable men and women to death? It’s not natural, and therefore it’s not right, for one human being to want to die for another! The first and the most common thing a lover offers is to die for his mistress. Is that healthy?”


  “But,” I objected rather diffidently, for I could not help quailing before his passion and his array of instances, especially the Faust idea, “but isn’t it noble to die for another?”


  “Are we here to talk about nobility?” he cried. “We are thinking of what is for the good of the whole race.”


  He was thoroughly modern, this professor, at least as far as I had got. But then, you never know when you have got to the innermost of a man.


  “But isn’t the world better for the example of a noble unselfish life than for a selfish existence, always seeking merely to develop itself?”


  128 “And what is more selfish than the love-germ?”


  “And more unselfish?” I retorted, though I could not but feel puzzled and discomfited and as though he had had the best of it that time. His enthusiasm bore you down. Then I plucked up heart a little. “If it has done more harm it has done more good too than anything else. Christ had it (“I deny it!” he interrupted); people who give their lives to work among the sick and poor have it (“That I altogether deny,” he said, “it’s a totally different thing”); Mrs. Fry had it; Sister Dora had it; Father Damien had it; Dante too, and we have his poems; all the knights errant who took their lives in their hands (“And who asked them to take their lives in their hands?” he demanded) and righted wrong and broke down oppression——” I stopped for want of breath, and looked defiantly at him.


  He smiled kindly upon me.


  “That,” said he from professional heights, “is not argument. These great and good people never harboured the love-germ. Nor any relation of it. What dominated most of them was a germ not only of another species but another genus. It was the altruism-germ, which is slowly working out our social evolution, the noblest bacillus the human animal can support. Like those beneficent phagocylic bacilli, of which of course you have heard, it will one day have killed all base and baleful germs.”


  I was silent. His words were very big. His manner was very unanswerable. I was not convinced. Who would be? But his very personality, the very air that blew from him to me, was so convincing that I was quashed for the moment.


  “There is a girl down here,” I heard him say, as I came out of my baffled vexation; “she has not the germ yet, I believe; I’m not sure. But she is a most likely subject. I intend to watch her. She is ripe. So is a young man who is staying down here129—at her father’s very vicarage. If only my experiments were perfect,” he almost groaned, “I could spare them and save them alive, two sane, beautiful, useful people!”


  “How do you catch it?” I hastened to ask, he seemed so downstricken.


  “How do you ‘catch’ other germs? We do not eat and drink the flesh and blood of our fellow-creatures, but we keep up a constant interchange of germs with them, nevertheless. And this germ is even less material, more ethereal, so to say, than any other.”


  “A kind of soul of a germ.” I suggested. “A higher order.”


  “No,” he said, “never that.”


  I wanted to ask if he had ever housed the germ himself, but I did not dare. I afterwards found he hadn’t.


  “It is an almost spontaneous generation,” he went on, his face glowing. “It is the result of certain rapid spasms of certain nerve-centres in the brain. When a man or woman looks at another and begins to love, there is set up an unthinkably violent agitation among these molecules. It is a motion so incalculably rapid that it gives a sense of absolute rest, like a stun, as though the working of the brain had stopped dead short. In reality it is a movement more rapid than the mind can conceive; and it is then that the love-germ is engendered.”


  “Cannot you operate beforehand on a brain, so that the germ may not ‘take’?” I cried, moved to enthusiasm by his earnestness.


  “I don’t know—I don’t know. It is my dream,” he answered softly, like one thinking on an absent lover.


  The rest of our way lay through the fields. He only woke up once to say, “If only it could be proved that a person had died of it, and one could examine his brain!”


  130 We walked across one grass meadow.


  “But it never does kill,” he added sorrowfully.


  I was gazing on the ripening grasses, thinking of what he had said. Having just learnt that the real seat of sea-sickness was in the base of the brain, I was not surprised to hear that love was there engendered also, contrary to the testimony of all the ages. And I recollect thinking confusedly that in the cases of love and sea-sickness both, you were apt to call for death.


  “This is she,” he said suddenly, almost in a whisper. “Look! In the next field.”


  I lifted my eyes and saw Pleasance Gurney coming towards us. I remember at the very first I thought her a creature by nature set apart as a victim—to speak in terms of love-germ. We met at the kissing-gate. The wicket, the Professor called it. She bowed to him and looked at me, hanging on her foot as though she would like to stop and speak, but he held the gate for her without a word, and so she went on. She had a high instep and her eyes were blue. That was all I had seen clearly. And there was a ripple in her hair.


  Next day the Vicarage people called on us, and after that we were always together, picnicking, rowing, walking, bicycling. The Professor had a very healthy taste in picnics, I cannot but own. Indeed, he had a very healthy taste altogether, except his diseased appetite for germs. In the smallest committee there is always an inner circle, and in our party there was always an inner four. It consisted of Pleasance Gurney and me, of the Professor and the young man staying at the Vicarage, Edward Belton. Sometimes we mixed one way, sometimes the other. The Professor developed a great interest in wild flowers, and began to talk about his young days; which he persisted in shoving a great 131 deal farther off than they really were, on the same principle that he called me “my dear.”


  Women always hear of men’s young days, and like to hear of them.


  In our private conversations the Professor became exceedingly elliptical. I found that it always stood for the germ, he for Edward Belton, and she for Pleasance Gurney. When I had once found this out his talk was quite intelligible, and we got on very pleasantly. He had said he would watch Pleasance Gurney, and he watched her very closely. Sometimes I have seen him be half an hour with the party of us and not take his eyes oft her. It was a half-wistful, half-penetrating look, and she used to redden under it, but I never could see that she disliked it. I believe he never suffered so much at the thought of the germ seizing on any one as at the thought of Miss Gurney’s falling in love with Edward Belton. When we walked home from the Vicarage in the summer twilight he used to talk of it.


  “Think of what she might do if she remained sane,” he would begin, generally quite suddenly. “Oh, it’s piteous, horrible!” His voice would almost break. “Not but what Belton is a fine fellow,” he as often as not added, once between his teeth.


  I never said anything. I was always wondering if one ought to speak, but I never did.


  The Professor came to me one day. After looking uneasily out of window, clearing his throat once or twice, and moving a chair or two.


  “Do you know,” he said quite nervously, “that that young man, Edward Belton, is—is——”


  “Yes?” I said cruelly, sitting and looking at him. I would not help him out.


  “Is a victim of the germ?”


  132 He forced it out and looked at me for a start of horrified surprise. He almost gave one himself to see that I did not.


  “His eyes, his voice, his absence of mind, his agitation,” he went on, “—haven’t you noticed?”


  “I have noticed.”


  “Though he has seemed more assured the last day or so.”


  I smiled.


  He became still more nervous.


  “I—I think we could help him, if it hasn’t gone too far. The only thing is,” he went on musingly, more like himself, “I have noticed that even if you do remove the object the germ still remains and another object will very often feed it just as well.”


  “And how do you propose to remove the object?” I asked, with what no doubt corresponded to my great aunt’s much admired bridling.


  I saw in his eye that he was going to evade me.


  “Well, I always thought,” he said with an embarrassed hand through his hair, “that when—it—came, you know, it would be a passion for—for—in fact for Miss Gurney.”


  “Indeed?”


  “Just as I expected she would develop one for him.”


  “O, I never thought that,” said I.


  His eye brightened.


  “But it was so likely she should. Everything was in favour of it.”


  “Except just one thing.”


  “What is that?”


  “I can’t communicate my view,” I said with, I hoped, a fine scientific manner. “Well, I conclude it will be of no use to remove Pleasance Gurney. What do you propose to remove?”


  133 “Well, I—I—in fact, it is in your presence that it is most active. Indeed, I am afraid he is in a fair way to be what idiots call in love with you.”


  I cannot describe how nervous he was as he said this.


  “I know it,” I said, and felt that he thought me a fool for reddening and grinning in a weak sort of way. He has since told me that he did.


  He looked at me and gave a kind of gasp.


  “And you?” He could hardly speak.


  “Oh, I love him,” I said. For the life of me I could not help the cruel happiness bursting through into my voice.


  He did not say a word, but turned and left me, a bitterly disappointed man. His back had a heartbroken look as it vanished through the door. I know now that half the bitterness of the blow was the thought that the germ had seized on my brain, permeated it, undermined my imagination, corrupted my reason, and all the rest of it, under his very eyes, while he had never so much as dreamt of it. It is true all his thoughts had been taken up with watching for symptoms in Pleasance and Edward Belton. He would as soon have thought of prying for madness in his own mother as for the germ in me.


  I believe he spent a wretched day. None of us saw him again for hours.


  “She really is a most interesting girl,” he said to me that very night in the old friendly way. “If only she——” and so on and so on.


  He had had to take me back. I knew the man must speak to somebody—or grow worse. So he took me back again, though his polite and painful congratulations to Edward are better left unspoken of. For several days he went about us with a sad, forsaken air. He had wept over us and would have gathered us 134 into his fold, and we would not. And then when Edward and I happened to meet each other’s eyes the look was a lingering look. And when our hands happened to touch they did not hurriedly untouch again. When the Professor marked these things I have seen his face wrung with pain.


  Then I went away for a few days.


  When I came back I noticed a certain absorbed look and suppressed excitement about my Professor. He seemed to want to speak to me, but not to be able to force himself to the point. At last he succeeded. I had just come in from a walk and we were sitting in the garden.


  “I am certain the germ is attacking her brain,” he began in a low voice. “I am certain of it. After all these years I cannot mistake the signs.”


  “I suppose not,” I said dryly. “Oh, no, you cannot possibly be mistaken.”


  “I cannot,” he said uneasily.


  “So I said.” I fanned myself with my hat.


  “She is falling in—love,” he said with a gulp. “I don’t know with whom. Indeed, failing Edward Belton, who is there for her to fall in—love with?” He gulped again.


  I am afraid I stared at him. “Oh, I don’t know if you don’t,” I blundered out.


  “I?” said the Professor.


  I said nothing.


  “It would be interesting,” he went on, with a spark of the old enthusiasm I had not missed till I heard it again, “very interesting if the germ developed without any object, if a person were found just in—love without any one special calling it out. At times I find her eyes looking at me like those of an animal in pain, and seeking help from the misery it does not understand. Curious, if 135 it were instinct turning to the only man in the world who knows what is the matter with her! A man, alas! who would do anything to help her, but who has not yet found the cure.”


  He ceased, and remained gazing at the ground, a mere mass of dejection.


  “You take a great interest in her,” I said stupidly,


  His eyes flashed. “And who would not?” he cried. “A young beautiful creature like that, a creature who could make existence so good and glad for hundreds of people. There is nothing she could not do if she remained sane. She is extremely clever. She has taken a great interest in bacteriology, and seems really to grasp the enormous part it plays in life. Who could bear to see it all lost, all frustrated, by a disease of the brain?”


  “Of course her being beautiful can’t matter,” I said cruelly; “but, if she is so intelligent and so interested in germs, why not explain your theory to her and help her to avoid her danger?”


  He looked at me thoughtfully. “It is an idea,” he said.


  “Have you ever spoken of your own particular germ to her?”


  “N—no, I haven’t,” he admitted.


  “Why not?” I persisted. I felt I had him at some sort of mean advantage.


  “I don’t know,” he said rather weakly. “I really couldn’t say.”


  “Well,” I said suggestively, “I passed her a minute ago, sitting on the seat under the willows by the river, drawing in the sand.”


  I looked at my shoes attentively for the space of a minute. When I looked up again the other chair was empty.


  By-and-by he came back. He looked frightened and anxious and miserable.


  “Well?”


  136 At first he affected not to know what I meant, and made as though he would pass me on his way in. Then:


  “I have spoken of it to her,” he said, and I thought, and still think, hurried into the house.


  I put my hat on, and went out of the garden. I went down to that seat under the willows by the river. It was empty. Large and clear in the sand in front were his initials. Somebody had hurriedly tried to scratch them over, but there they were.


  Then Pleasance Gurney visited a great deal among her father’s poor people in the village. It took her all day long. It was the turn of the visitings to prevent the picnics. But we all went on picnicking just the same, except that the Professor had a great deal of work to do, and could very seldom come. One day I went into his room. A week’s dust lay over all his papers. Theories, naturally, one works out in one’s head. The others began to remark on his abject face, and to speak to me of it. I, of course, had not noticed it.


  He hardly ever spoke to me. Sometimes we sat silent for half an hour. I think he liked that, and felt better for it. He used to begin with his chin on his chest, and his eyes on the ground. Then by little and little his head got higher and higher, till, by the end of the sitting, he was generally looking out straight in front of him, with a far away look in his eyes, and sometimes a dawning smile on his mouth. But as soon as anybody came, or I opened my lips to speak, he would shake his shoulders and pull himself together, and the smile hardened into sternness, and then sank into gloom again.


  I do not believe he saw Pleasance all that week. Once she stood under the morning room window, and called up to me that she had stolen some cherries from our trees, for a sick child. As she turned away I looked behind me, and there stood the Professor, 137 craning his neck to look out of the window, with a fine glow on his face. He sat down and drummed with his fingers on the table, though it was open to anybody to go and carry her cherries for her.


  I think it was the morning after that that we found ourselves talking almost as we used to talk.


  “This has been a terrible holiday for me,” he was saying as simply as a child.


  “Yes,” I murmured.


  “Because of her danger.” His face was turned away.


  “Yes.” I found I was eagerly leaning forward.


  He looked more comfortable when I leaned back again.


  “It is so horrible.” He drew a great breath. “No one can understand how horrible it is to me.”


  “I think I can understand.”


  “You?”


  He looked at me with such piercing reproach that the bare idea of my loving Edward Belton seemed for the moment black apostacy.


  I dropped my head before him.


  “I did not mean to hurt you, child,” he said, looking at me as though he did not see me, “but I believe that there is no human being who can understand.”


  He clasped his hands and gazed out of the window. His head lay against the back of his chair. Gradually, as I had seen it before, the pain died out of his face. His mouth and eyes grew soft, and his hands relaxed. I think he forgot where he was. I think he was not in the body at all.


  “And I would give my life to save her,” he said to himself very low.


  As he heard himself say those words a sudden shock went through him. He sat like a stone.


  138 And in the silence I heard the echo of his words ringing from a few weeks back: The first and most common thing a lover offers to his mistress—


  “Do you know what has happened?” he said at last, in a strange stifled voice, and I saw that his hands were clenched.


  “What?” I asked joyfully, and exulted, till I saw the anguish in his face.


  “I too am a victim.”


  I caught his clenched hands, I could not help it, and wrung them hard.


  “I am so glad,” I cried. “Dear Pleasance! Now she will be happy.”


  A little light trembled over his face and was gone in an instant, buried in deepest gloom. He rose up.


  “I have a battle to fight,” he said, in such a sad, solemn, earnest way that I held on harder to his hands, and looked pityingly up at him.


  But he broke from me and went into his own room. No one saw him again till the evening.


  I went out for a long walk.


  Once or twice I lingered by his room on tiptoe. I could think of nothing else but the fight going on within. Which would win, those deep hopes and convictions, or the great law of nature, the heritage from his fathers? But in the light of the events of my own life just then, his theories showed so impious, that even I did not sympathise to the full with his life struggle.


  In the evening his door was open. The room was empty. Nothing had been touched. All the old dust lay on everything. Only, his chair was drawn up to the empty grate, back to the window. I could see him as he had sat all day with his head 139 bent, gazing, gazing at that hard, unanswering black-lead, while the fight raged up and down within him.


  Then I went out thoughtfully and walked to and fro in the shrubbery. Were two people happy, or were two more people miserable in this world?


  Suddenly I heard a voice quite near.


  “My heart’s love,” it was saying, in tones and depths I had never dreamt it had. And then it poured out all the dear silly things that he had certainly never said before, nor heard, but must have known by divine instinct.


  I caught one glimpse through the leaves as they passed. His face looked wan and worn from his tremendous battle, but happy—I had never seen the face of a man look so happy.


  I crept away.


  He was great in his defeat. He was, as I had known, a magnificent lover. I think even Pleasance does not understand her—my Professor—as I understand him.


  His book on the love-germ is not yet out. But he has just published one on a very fine mixed breed of germs the Americans have lately perfected in their big cities.


  ·  ·


  140 St. Columb’s Porth, Cornwall


  By Gertrude Prideaux-Brune


  ·  ·
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  143 Stories Toto Told Me


  By Baron Corvo


  V.—About the Heresy of Fra Serafico


  One of Toto’s brothers was called Nicola, and he was going to be a priest. He was nineteen years old, and very like Toto in appearance with this notable difference—there was no light in his eyes. He was a curious, gaunt, awkward, unworldly creature, absolutely the opposite of Toto, who had the charm and freedom of a young savage on the loose. I don’t know why the clergy, for whom I entertain the highest respect, of course, should always slink along by the wall, expressing by the cringing obsequiousness of their carriage that they would take it as a favour for some one to kick them, but such is the case. I used to see this Nicola sneaking about during his summer vacation, but I don’t think I ever spoke to him except when he came to say “How do you do?” and “Good-bye.” One morning, soon after his arrival, I asked Toto what was the matter with his brother, for he looked even more caged, humpty-backed, and slouching, more utterly miserable and crushed than usual. “’Cola, sir,’ [sir,”] he said, “you must know, has a very feeling heart, and if he meets with any little misfortune it is a much more serious thing to him than it would be to me. I, of course, would say that it didn’t matter, 144 and look for something else to amuse me: but ’Cola will think over his grief so much that it will seem far greater than it really is, and he will not be able to eat his food or take any interest in anything, and wish he was dead or that he had never given himself the annoyance of being born. And I suppose now he has had some little trouble in his college—dropped his garter, perhaps, and let his stocking down when out with the camerata in the street, and he has thought about it so much that now he believes he has committed a sin against the sixth commandment, by an indecent exposure of his person. But, if I have your leave, I will ask him, for I can see him saying his beads behind the Emissario.”


  Toto ran away, and I took a little nap.


  When I woke, he was coming down the steps holding a rhubarb leaf over his head. “I am sure you will be much amused, sir, when I tell you what is the matter with ’Cola,” he said. “I have made him very angry with me because I could not help laughing at him, and he has said that I should certainly burn for making a mock of the clergy—clergy, indeed, and he only a sub-deacon, and I his brother who know all about him and everything he ever did! And Geltruda, too! For my part I am sure it is a gift straight from Heaven to be a priest, because I remember that ’Cola used to be quite as fond of enjoying himself as I am, but since he went to the Seminario he will not look at a petticoat—that is to say, the face that belongs to it, for it is only the petticoats he does look at. Have I not seen my little mother cry when he came home, because he only put his lips to her hand—and they didn’t touch it—as if she were la Signora Duchessa instead of the mother who wished to take him in her arms? But his dolour now, sir, is this. You must know that in the Seminario you have to preach to the other chierichetti in the 145 refectory, during supper. This is to give you practice in delivering sermons. And after you have preached, you go to your place, and, if it is necessary to make any remarks upon what you have said, the professors tell you then what they think. Well, it was ’Cola’s turn to preach the night before he came home, and he says that it was a sermon which he had taken all his life to write. He had learnt it by heart, and on arriving in the pulpit he repeated it, moving his hands and his body in a manner which he had practised before his mirror, without making a single mistake. When he had finished, the Rector paid him compliments, and two or three of the other professors did the same. But when it came to the turn of the Decanus who is the senior student, he said that the college ought to be very proud of having produced an abbatino so clever as to be able, in his first sermon, to invent and proclaim sixteen new and hitherto unheard of heresies. And ’Cola, instead of feeling a fine rage against this nasty, jealous prig, with his mocking tongue, takes all the blame to himself and is making himself wretched. I told him that there was no difficulty about heresies, if that was what he wanted, because I think that to do wrong is as easy as eating, and that the real difficulty is to keep straight. But he says he is a miserable sinner, and that it is all his fault, for he cannot have perfectly corresponded with his vocation. Why, as for heresy, sir, I will tell you how a friar in Rome was accused of preaching heresy, and then you will know that it is not always the being accused of inventing heresies that makes you guilty of that same.


  “Ah well, formerly there lived in Rome a certain friar called Fra Serafico. When he had lived in the world he was of the Princes of Monte Corvino, but at about the age of ’Cola he astonished everybody by giving up his rank and his riches and his state, and becoming a son of Saint Francis. Now the Franciscans of his 146 convent were not quite able to understand why a young man who had his advantages, should give them up as he did, and prefer a shaved head and naked feet and to be a beggar. And Fra Serafico though he had the best will in the world, didn’t make a good impression on the other friars, because his manners were different to theirs. He felt miserable without a pocket-handkerchief for his nose. And it was some time before the superiors became certain that he had a true vocation, for he went about his duties with diligence and humility, feeling so shy, because the things around him were so strange, that he gained for himself amongst the other novices the nickname of ‘Dumbtongue.’


  “And this went on until he had finished his probation, and taken the habit and the vows.


  “One day after this, the Father Guardian, in order to give him a good humiliation, told him to prepare a sermon to preach before the convent at the chapter that afternoon. Fra Serafico received this command in silence, and, having kissed the ground before his Superior, he went away to his cell, and when the afternoon came he stood up to preach.


  “Then, sir, a very curious thing happened, for Fra Serafico preached, and while he preached the faces of the other friars became set in a glare of astonishment, and the eyes of the Father Guardian were almost starting out of his head by the time the sermon was finished. Then there was silence for a little while, and the friars looked at one another and nodded. It seems that they had been entertaining an angel unawares, for this Dumbtongue, as they called him, had turned out to be a perfect Goldenmouth. And the friars were more than glad, for, though they were all good men and very holy, they had no great preacher among them at that time; and they thought it was a shame that an Order whose business was to preach should have no man who could 147 preach well, and at last they saw a way out of the difficulty: ‘For surely,’ they said, ‘this Serafico speaks the words of San Paolo himself, with the tongue of an angel.’


  “After this he gave fervorini daily in the convent church, till all the city was filled with his fame, and at last he was named by Papa Silvio to preach the Lent in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso.


  “Of course you know very well, sir, that the devil is always disgusted to see the works of God going on as easily as water running out of a turned-on tap, and you know also that when a good work seems to be thriving at its best, then is the time the devil chooses to try to upset it. And so he went to a little Jesuit called Padre Tonto Pappagallo—and, of course, I need not tell you that the Jesuits are not what you might call friendly to the Franciscans—and he suggested to him the evil thought, that it was a bad thing for the Jesuits to be beaten in preaching by the Franciscans, and what a score it would be if a Jesuit were to have the honour of catching Fra Serafico in the act of preaching heresy. Padre Tonto, it happened, had made a bad meditation that morning, having allowed his eyes to fix themselves upon some of the stone angels who were dangling their beautiful white legs over the arches round the apsis, and his thoughts to wander from his meditation to those things which every good priest flies from with as much haste as he would fly from the foul fiend appearing in person. And so his mind was just like a fertile field, and when the devil popped in his suggestion, the seed immediately took root, and before the morning was over it had burst into blossom, for this Padre Tonto cut off to the church of San Carlo to hear the great preacher, and when he saw the vast multitude all so intent upon those golden words, that if an earthquake had happened then and there I believe no one would have blinked, and when he heard the sighs from the 148 breasts of wicked men and saw the tears rain down on women’s cheeks, he envied Fra Serafico his power to move men so, and he began to listen to the sermon that he might catch the preacher preaching heresy. Now, of course, while he was staring about, he had not paid attention to the words of gold, and the first sentence that caught his ear when he did begin, indeed, to listen was this, ‘No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.’


  “Padre Tonto jumped up and ran out of the church. He was delighted, for he had heard a heresy straight away. ‘No one shall be crowned,’ he said—‘that is, of course, with the crown of glory which the saints in heaven wear for ever—unless he has contended lawfully—that is to say, as the martyrs did in the Colosseo. Pr-r-r-r-r-r, my dear Serafico! And what, then, becomes of all the holy bishops and confessors, and of the virgins and penitents and widows whom Holy Church has numbered with the saints? These were not martyrs, nor did they fight with beasts, like San Paolo’ (and I cannot tell you the place, sir). ‘An I were Pope, Seraficone mio, I should burn your body in the Campo di Fiore to-morrow morning, and your soul in hell for ever and the day after.’ And saying these words and all sorts of other things like them, he ran away to the Sant’ Uffizio and made a mischief with much diligence.


  “Now Padre Tonto had a very good reputation and was exceedingly well thought of in Rome. Moreover, the accusation he made, appeared to be well founded. So Fra Serafico was sent for and the question was put to him, ‘Did you, or did you not, in your sermon preached in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso on the second Monday in Lent, say, “No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully?”’ And Fra Serafico replied that his questioner, who was the Grand Inquisitor himself, spoke like 149 a book with large letters and clasps of silver, for without a doubt he had used those very words. The Grand Inquisitor laid down the key of the question room, and remarked that confession of wrong done was always good for the soul: and he pointed out to Fra Serafico the dreadful heresy of which he had been guilty in uttering words which, if they meant anything at all, meant this, according to Padre Tonto Pappagallo, who was a theologian, That it was impossible to get to heaven unless you suffered martyrdom. And he told Fra Serafico, that as he had made his heresy public by preaching it to all Rome, it would be necessary to make amends also in the place of his crime, or else to let himself be burnt with fire in the Campo di Fiore on the next public holiday, both to atone for the sin, and in order to encourage other people who might feel it their business to preach heresy as he had done. And Fra Serafico answered that he wished to live and die a good and obedient son of Holy Mother Church, and to submit his judgment in all things to Hers; therefore, it would give him much joy to make public amends for his heresy at any time or place which His Eminence in his wisdom might be pleased to appoint.


  “The next day the people of Rome were called by proclamation to the Church of San Carlo Al Corso to see Fra Serafico’s humiliation, and because he was such a celebrated man there came together all the noblest and most distinguished persons in the city. Papa Silvio sat upon the throne with the Princes Colonna and Orsini on his right hand and on his left. All around there were fifty scarlet cardinals, bishops by the score in purple and green, friars grey, friars white, friars black, monks by the hundred, and princes and common people like rain drops. And when they had all taken their places, Fra Serafico entered between two officers of the Sant’ Uffizio with their faces covered in the usual manner, and first he prostrated himself before the Majesty in the tabernacle, 150 and then at the feet of Papa Silvio, then he bowed from the waist to the Sacred College and the prelates, and from the shoulders to the rest; and then he was led into the pulpit from which he had proclaimed his heresy. There he began to speak, using these words: ‘Most Holy Father, Most Eminent and Most Reverend Lords, my Reverend Brethren, Most Illustrious Princes, my dear Children in Jesus Christ. I am brought here to-day on account of the vile and deadly heresy which I am accused of preaching in this pulpit on the first Monday in Lent. That heresy is contained in the following words: “No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.” I freely confess, acknowledge, and say that I did in real truth use those words. But before I proceed to abjure the heresy contained in them and to express with tears my penitence for the crime I have committed, I crave, my beloved children in Jesus Christ, most illustrious princes, my reverend brethren, most eminent and most reverend lords, and, prostrate at Your Feet, Most Holy Father, your indulgence for a few moments while I relate a dream and a vision which came to me during the night just past, which I spent for the good of my soul upon the tender bosom of the Sant’ Uffizio.’ Fra Serafico’s face as he spoke beamed with a beauty so unearthly, his manner was so gracious, and the music of his golden voice so entrancing that Papa Silvio, making the Sign of the Cross, granted him the favour he had asked.


  “The Friar went on: ‘In my dream it appeared to me that I was standing before the bar of the Eternal Judge, and that there I was accused by a certain Jesuit named Padre Tonto Pappagallo of having preached heresy on the first Monday in Lent, in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso, using these words: “No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.” And while I waited there, Blessed Father Francesco himself came and stood beside me. And the Judge of all men looked upon me with 151 wrath and anger, asking whether I confessed my crime, and I, wretched man that I am, in the presence of Him who knows all things, even the inmost secrets of the heart, could do nothing else but acknowledge that it was even so. Then the Padre Eterno, who, though terrible beyond all one can conceive to evil-doers, is of a justice so clear, so fine, and straight that the crystal of earth becomes as dark as mud, the keenness of a diamond as blunt granite, and the shortest distance between two points as crooked as the curves in a serpent’s tail—this Just Judge, I say, asked me, who am but a worm of the earth, whether I had anything to say in excuse for my crime.


  “‘And I, covered with confusion as with a garment, because of my many sins,replied, “May it please Your Majesty, I have confessed my crime, and in excuse I can only say that when I was preparing my sermon I took those words from the writings of San Gregorio.”


  “‘The Judge of all men ordered my angel to write this down, and deigned to ask whether I could say in what part of the writings of San Gregorio this heresy could be found. “May it please Your Majesty,” I replied, “the heresy will be found in the 37th Homily of San Gregorio on the 14th chapter of the Gospel of San Luca.” Then I covered my face with my hands and waited for my dreadful sentence; but Blessed Father Francesco comforted me, and patted my shoulder with his hand, all shining with the Sacred Stigmata, and the Padre Eterno, speaking in a mild voice to the Court of Heaven, said, “My children, this little brother has been accused of preaching a heresy, and this heresy is said to have been taken from the writings of San Gregorio. In this case, you will perceive that it is not our little brother who is a heretic, but San Gregorio, who will therefore have the goodness to place himself at the bar, for We are determined to search this matter to its remotest end.” Then San Gregorio was led by his guardian angel 152 from his throne among the Doctors of the Church, and came down to the bar and stood beside me and Blessed Father Francesco, who whispered in my ear, “Cheer up, little brother, and hope for the best!”


  “‘And the Padre Eterno said, “San Gregorio, this little brother has been accused before Us, that on the first Monday in Lent, in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso, he preached heresy in the following words: ‘No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.’ We have examined him, and he alleges that he has taken these words from the 37th Homily, which you have written upon the 14th chapter of the Gospel of San Luca. We demand, therefore, that you should say, first, whether you acknowledge that you have written these words; and secondly, if you have done so, what excuse you have to offer?” And San Gregorio opened the book of his writings which, of course, he always carries with him, and turned the pages with an anxious finger. Presently he looked up with a smile into the Face of God and said, “May it please Your Majesty, our little brother has spoken the truth, for I have found the passage, and when I have read it, You will find the answer to both questions which Your Condescension has put me.” So San Gregorio read from his writings these words, “But we cannot arrive at the great reward unless through great labours: wherefore, that most excellent preacher, San Paolo, says, ‘No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.’ The greatness of rewards, therefore, may delight the mind, but does not take away the obligation of first fighting for it.” “Hm-m-m-m,” said the Padre Eterno, “this begins to grow interesting; for it seems, My children, that Our little brother here has quoted his heresy from San Gregorio, and that San Gregorio in his turn quoted it from San Paolo, upon whom, therefore, the responsibility seems to rest. Call San Paolo.”


  153 “‘So the seven archangels blew their trumpets and summoned San Paolo, who was attending a meeting of the Apostolic College, and when he came into Court his guardian angel led him to the bar, where he took his place by the side of San Gregorio’ (the one who made them Catholics in England, sir, and the chant, sir, and saw San Michelé Arcangiolo on top of the Mola, sir), ‘and of my wretched self. “Now, San Paolo,” said the Padre Eterno, “We have here a little grey friar who has been accused of preaching heresy on the first Monday in Lent, in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso, in these words, ‘No one shall be crowned unless he has contended lawfully.’ And he has informed Us that he quoted these words from the 37th Homily of San Gregorio on the 14th chapter of the Gospel of San Luca. We have examined San Gregorio, and he has pointed out to Us that he did indeed use these words, as our little brother has said; but San Gregorio also alleges that they are not his own words, but yours. The Court, therefore, would like to know whether San Gregorio’s statement is true.” Then San Paolo’s guardian angel handed to him the book which contained all the letters he had written, and after he had refreshed his memory with this, the great apostle replied, “May it please Your Majesty, there is no doubt that both our little brother and San Gregorio are right, for I find in my second letter to San Timoteo, chapter ii. verse 5, the following words: ‘And if a man also strive for masteries, yet is he not crowned except he contend lawfully.” “Well!” said the Padre Eterno, “this is a very shocking state of things that you, of all men, should publish heresies in this manner and lead men of all ages into error! San Gregorio, taking the statement on your authority, preaches heresy in his time, and a thousand years after, our little brother, innocently thinking that men of such eminence as the Apostle of the Gentiles and the Apostle of England are of good 154 authority, preaches the same heresy. You see now that it is impossible to know what the end of a lie will be when once it has been started on its course.”


  “‘“But hear me,” said San Paolo, who was a very bold man, “for I venture to submit to Your Majesty that the second letter which I wrote to San Timoteo has been placed by Your Church on earth on the list of the Canonical Books, and this means that when I wrote that letter I was inspired by the Third Person of the Ever Blessed Trinity, and that therefore I was divinely protected from teaching error in any shape or form!”


  “‘“Of course it does,” replied the Padre Eterno. “The words that you have written, San Paolo, in your second letter to San Timoteo, are not the words of a man, but the words of God Himself, and the matter amounts to this, that our little brother here, who took the words from San Gregorio, who took them from you who were divinely inspired to write them, has not been guilty of heresy at all, unless God Himself can err. And who,” continued the Padre Eterno, with indignation, “We should like to know, is the ruffian who has taken up Our time with this ridiculous and baseless charge against Our little brother?”


  “‘Somebody said that it was a Jesuit named Padre Tonto Pappagallo, at which the Padre Eterno sniffed saying, “A Jesuit! and what in the name of goodness is that?”


  “‘So the Madonna whispered that it was a son of Sant’ Ignazio. “Where is Sant’ Ignazio?” said the Padre Eterno. Now Sant’ Ignazio, who had seen the way things were going, and what a contemptible spectacle his son was presenting, had hidden himself behind a bush and was pretending to say his office. But he was soon found and brought into Court, and the Padre Eterno asked him what he meant by allowing his spiritual children to act in this way. And Sant’ Ignazio only groaned and said, “May it please 155 Your Majesty, all my life long I tried to teach them to mind their own business, but in fact I have altogether failed to make them listen to me.”


  “‘That was my dream, Most Holy Father, Most Eminent and Most Reverend Lords, my Reverend Brethren, Most Illustrious Princes, my Beloved Children in Jesus Christ; and since you have been so gracious as to listen, I will now no longer delay my recantation of the heresy of which I am accused of preaching on the first Monday in Lent, in the Church of San Carlo Al Corso.’


  “But Papa Silvio arose from His throne, and the cardinals, and the bishops, and the princes, and the people, and they all cried in a loud voice, ‘Eviva, eviva, Bocca d’Oro, eviva, eviva.’”


  VI.—About One Way in which Christians Love One Another


  “Yes,” I said, “that’s a very good story, Toto. And now I want to know where you learnt it.”


  “Well, sir,” he replied, “it was told to me by Fra Leone of the Capuccini. Not that I wish you to think the Capuccini and Franciscans to be the same. Not at all. But, of course, you know better than that, and it is like their impertinence of bronze to pretend that they are, as they do, for the Capuccini were not even heard of for hundreds of years after San Francesco founded his Order of Little Brothers. And the reason why they came to be made was only because of the vain man Simon Something or other, who gave more thought to his clothes than was good for his soul, and found that the sleeves which were good enough for San Francesco, and the round tippet which that heavenly saint wore, 156 did not suit his style of beauty, and so he made himself a brown habit instead of a grey one, with plain sleeves to show the shape of his arms, and no pockets in them, and a tippet not round but pointed like the piece of flesh there is between my shoulders. And then, because there are always plenty of men ready to run after something new, he got together so many followers who wished to dress themselves like him, that the Holy Father preferred to give them permission to have their own way rather than cause them to become rebels against our Holy Mother the Church, by making it difficult for them to be obedient, because the matter had really no importance to speak of.”


  I said that I knew all about that, but that I didn’t believe that religious men, whether they were Franciscans or sham ones like the Capuccini, or even Jesuits, would show such jealousy and envy of each other as appeared in the story of Fra Serafico.


  “And there,” said Toto, “I can assure you that you are altogether wrong. I may tell you that in every religious order there are two kinds of men—the saints and the sinners; and of course, the saints always love each other as Francesco and Domenico did; and, by contrary, having submitted themselves to the infernal dragon who always drives all love out of the hearts of his slaves and inflames them with the undying fire of envy, the sinners hate each other with a hatred like the poison of vipers, and occupy themselves with all kinds of schemes by which they may bring discredit upon their enemies, the sinners of other orders. Why, I will tell you a tale which is quite true, because I have seen it, of how some Capuccini—and you will not ask me to say where their convent is—have done a deed by which much shame will some day be brought upon a house of Jesuits who live in their neighbourhood.


  “Well, then, there was a convent of Capuccini, and outside the 157 grounds or the convent there was a small house in which I lived with my father and my mother and my brothers and sisters, and it was a very lonely place. And about as far off as it would take you to say five Paters, and five Aves, and five Glorias, there was another house, and there were perhaps three or four cottages in sight, and that is all, so it was a very lonely place. But six miles away there was a large college of Jesuits, up in the hills, and when a Jesuit died it was the custom to bury him in the churchyard of the Capuccini.


  “Now there was a man who came to live in the other house, and he was not an old man nor a young man, but just between the two; and because he felt lonely he used to pay attention to all the ladies who came in his way when visiting this celebrated convent of Capuccini; and our difficulty was to know which one he was going to marry. And there was one in particular who appeared to these Capuccini to be the one that he ought to marry, but her home was far away in a large town, and so one of the friars wrote to her parish priest to ask what ought to be done, and the parish priest replied: ‘Yes, you must get her married as soon as possible;’ and soon after that the respectable man married her and brought her to the house in the lonely place that I am telling you about. And they lived there very quietly for a little while, and then his business called the respectable man away from his house for a few weeks. So he went and his wife remained at home, and there was no one in the house besides her but a woman, her servant.


  “And presently, in the middle or one night, there was a knocking at the door of the small house where I lived with my father and my mother and my brothers and my sisters, and I heard this knocking because that night I was going to enjoy myself in the orchard of the Capuccini. So I came downstairs in my shirt 158 only; and because I wished to keep what I was going to do a secret, I left my shirt rolled up in a bundle under the seat in the porch, and I will tell you why: I thought of two things; the first thing was that it was a very rainy night, and if my mother found in the morning that my shirt was wet, she would guess I had been up to mischief, and having told my father, I should have nothing but stick for breakfast; and the second thing was that if some Capuccino should be persuaded by an uneasy devil to look out of his window to see a naked boy running about in the orchard or in the churchyard, he would say to himself that it was just a poor soul escaping from purgatory, and then having repeated a De Profundis, he would go back to his bed. So just as I was creeping across the yard with the warm rain pouring in torrents over my body, there came this banging on the door of my house, and I skipped behind a tree and waited. Then my father opened the window of his room upstairs, demanding what was the matter, and the voice of the servant of the respectable man, replied that la Signora Pucci had suddenly been taken very ill, and that if my mother was a Christian woman she would come to her assistance. This servant spoke with a very thick voice, and as I did not think I was going to be amused if I stayed behind my tree, I ran away and enjoyed myself enough with the peaches belonging to these Capuccini. When I came home I dried myself with a cloth, took my shirt from under the seat in the porch, and went to bed again. And in the morning when I awoke there was no one to give us our breakfast, for my father was gone to his work and my mother to the assistance of the wife of the respectable man, so I was thankful enough that I had made so many good meals during the night. All that day and all the next night and the day after was my mother away from her home, and I need not tell you that I began to think that something very strange was happening 159 of which I ought to know; so I waited here and I waited there, and I put a question of one kind to this and a question of another kind to that, and during the night, after my father had seen me go to bed, I got up again, left my shirt in the porch as before, not because it was raining now, but because I liked it, as well as for the other reason, and I wandered about quite naked and happy and free,” (here he tossed his arms and wriggled all over in an indescribable manner) “dodging behind trees and bushes, from my father’s house to the house of the respectable man and to the churchyard of the convent of the Capuccini, and during that night I saw many curious things, and these, with the answers which were given to the questions I had been asking, and other odds and ends which I either knew or had seen with my eyes, made me able to know exactly what this mystery was.


  “Now I ought to have told you this, that a week before, a very old priest from the Jesuit college of which I have already spoken had been buried in the convent churchyard, also he was the confessor of the wife of the respectable man, and a priest whom she held in the very greatest honour, and he was called Padre Tommaso. He was a saint indeed whom everybody venerated, for the Signor Iddio had made him live one hundred and two years in order that he might add to the many good deeds which in his long life he had done. I should like you to remember this, because now I must go to another part of the story.


  “After the servant of the respectable man had told my father that her mistress was ill, my mother arose from her bed and went at once to the house of the sick person. Arrived there, she found la Signora Pucci fallen upon the floor in great pain, and being a woman herself, she knew with one stroke of her eye what was the matter.


  “Now the servant of the respectable man, who had accompanied 160 my mother, was drunk and so useless. Therefore my mother, who is the best of all women living, made la Signora Pucci as comfortable as she could at that time, went into the stable, put the horse into the cart and, having driven for three miles to the nearest town, brought a doctor back with her as the day was breaking.


  “The sick woman was put to bed, and the doctor gave my mother directions as to what was to be done during his absence; for he said he must go home now to finish his night’s rest, and in the morning he had his patients to see, but in the afternoon he would come again, and that then, perhaps, something would happen. But my mother told him that she would on no account consent to be left alone in the house with la Signora Pucci, because she perceived that something most dreadful was to happen. The doctor replied that he would not stay, because he could not; and that if my mother was not there to assist the sick woman in her trouble, she might die. But my mother would by no means be persuaded, and in the end she conquered, and the doctor stayed, and they waited all through the night, and the next morning at noon there came a new baby into that house, and la Signora Pucci was so astonished that she really nearly died, and as for the baby, he did die after a half-hour of this world.


  “Then the sick woman became mad, and cried in delirium that she would not have it known to the respectable man, her husband, that a new baby had come into that house, so my mother went to the Father Guardian of these Capuccini, telling him all that she knew, how she had baptized the baby Angelo herself seeing that he was at the point of death, and that therefore he must be buried in the churchyard, and how his mother, la Signora Pucci, demanded that this should be done secretly, and that the grave should be made with Padre Tommaso, of whom I have told you before, who 161 was a saint that any person might be glad to be buried with. Upon which the Father Guardian replied that this was as easy as eating; and he directed my mother, having put the dead baby Angelo into a box, to take him under her cloak at midnight to the grave of Padre Tommaso. So she did as she was told, putting the dead baby Angelo into a wooden box in which rice had been, and cutting a cross upon the lid so that San Michelé Arcangiolo should know there was a Christian there; and at midnight she was there at the grave of Padre Tommaso. And, of course, I need not tell you that there was a naked boy hidden in a cedar tree, over their heads, lying flat upon his face upon a thick branch which he held between his thighs and with his arms, and looking right down upon the grave. Then there came out of the convent Fra Giovannino, Fra Lorenzo, Fra Sebastiano, and Fra Guilhelmo. And if I had not remembered that a naked boy in a cedar-tree was not one of the things which you are unable to do without at a midnight funeral, I should have laughed, because these friars, coming out of their convent without candles, fell over the crosses on the graves and said things which friars do not say in their offices. They brought two spades and a bucket of holy water, and when they came to the grave of Padre Tommaso, Fra Sebastiano and Fra Guilhelmo dug about three feet of a hole over the Jesuit’s head, then my mother gave them the box from under her cloak and they put it in the earth, and having sprinkled it with holy water, they covered it up, made the grave look as it had looked before as best they could in that dim light, and then returned to their convent, all the time saying no word aloud.


  “Then my mother went back to the house of la Signora Pucci, and a boy without clothes followed her there. For one hour afterwards I ran backwards and forwards secretly from the convent 162 to the house of the respectable man, but finding that nothing else happened I went to my bed.


  “About the end of the day after this my mother returned to her house, and said that the doctor had brought a nurse to la Signora Pucci, and that the respectable man her husband also was coming back, so there was nothing more for her to do. Then she swooned with weariness, for she was tired to death, but having rested some days while I and my sisters and my brothers kept the house clean and tidy, she recovered herself.


  “And that is all the tale, sir.


  “And I think you will see that these Capuccini, unless indeed they are entirely fools of the most stupid, and that they may be have been urged on by envy of the Jesuit fathers to lay the beginnings of a plot which some day will cause a great scandal. You must see that they could not help the coming of the new baby to the house of the respectable man, and it is not for that that I blame them. You must see that when the new baby had come and died a Christian, there was nothing else for them to do but to bury it in their churchyard, and that secretly, to defend la Signora Pucci from shame. And, after all, you must see that there are yards and yards and yards of ground in that churchyard where this dead Christian baby Angelo could be buried by himself secretly, and that it is simply abominable to have to put him into the grave of a Jesuit, which, being opened as it may at any time—God knows when or why, but it is quite likely—will bring a great dishonour and a foul blot upon the sons of San Ignazio.”


  I said that I saw.


  ·  ·


  163 Two Poems


  By Alma Strettell


  I.—The Wind

  (From the French of Emile Verhaeren)


  
    Crossing the infinite length of the moorland,


    Here comes the wind,


    The wind with his trumpet that heralds November;


    Endless and infinite, crossing the downs,


    Here comes the wind


    That teareth himself and doth fiercely dismember;


    With heavy breaths turbulent smiting the towns,


    The savage wind comes, the fierce wind of November!

  


  
    Each bucket of iron at the wells of the farmyards,


    Each bucket and pulley, it creaks and it wails;


    By cisterns of farmyards, the pulleys and pails


    They creak and they cry,


    The whole of sad death in their melancholy.

  


  
    164 The wind, it sends scudding dead leaves from the birches


    Along o’er the water, the wind of November,


    The savage, fierce wind;


    The boughs of the trees for the birds’ nests it searches,


    To bite them and grind.


    The wind, as though rasping down iron, grates past,


    And, furious and fast, from afar combs the cold


    And white avalanches of winter the old,


    The savage wind combs them so furious and fast,


    The wind of November.

  


  
    From each miserable shed


    The patched garret-windows wave wild overhead


    Their foolish, poor tatters of paper and glass,


    As the savage, fierce wind of November doth pass!


    And there on its hill


    Of dingy and dun-coloured turf, the black mill,


    Swift up from below, through the empty air slashing,


    Swift down from above, like a lightning-stroke flashing,


    The black mill so sinister moweth the wind,


    The savage, fierce wind of November!

  


  
    The old, ragged thatches that squat round their steeple,


    Are raised on their roof-poles, and fall with a clap,


    In the wind the old thatches and pent-houses flap,


    In the wind of November, so savage and hard.


    The crosses—and they are the arms of dead people—


    The crosses that stand in the narrow churchyard


    Fall prone on the sod


    Like some great flight of black, in the acre of God.

  


  
    165 The wind of November!


    Have you met him, the savage wind, do you remember?


    Did he pass you so fleet,


    Where, yon at the cross, the three hundred roads meet—


    With distressfulness panting, and wailing with cold?


    Yea, he who breeds fears and puts all things to flight,


    Did you see him, that night


    When the moon he o’erthrew—when the villages, old


    In their rot and decay, past endurance and spent,


    Cried, wailing like beasts, ’neath the hurricane bent?

  


  
    Here comes the wind howling, that heralds dark weather,


    The wind blowing infinite over the heather,


    The wind with his trumpet that heralds November!

  


  II.—A Soldier’s Farewell

  (From a Roumanian Folk-Song)


  
    Thou wilt recall, tomorrow,


    The sunshine of to-day—


    And to the sun wilt say:


    “Art thou the same, the self-same sun indeed?”

  


  
    Full of dead leaves the path is


    That to thy cottage leads,


    But there within the cottage


    The spring yet blooms for thee.


    Thou rockest children’s cradles


    166 To the whirring of thy spindle;


    And the flowers see thee pass.


    O wife, when death shall take me,


    Let it never rest, thy spindle;


    When the flowers ask: “Where is he?”


    Make answer: “In his grave,


    Yet still I rock his slumber


    To the whirring of my spindle.”


    For to the wars I’m going;


    And on thy brow I kissed thee.


    Pale grew thy brow, what time it felt my kiss.


    Thou wilt be left all lonely


    To watch our plain’s glad shimmer;


    For I no more beside thee


    Shall see the maize-fields ripen;


    But the blood’s flowing, I shall see without thee.


    And thou shalt tell my threshold:


    “Although he has gone from us,


    Yet he will come again;”


    And thou shalt tell my children:


    “Yea, he will come again,”


    But to thy heart shalt whisper: “He is dead.”


    Do thou bewail and mourn me


    Within thy heart’s deep silence,


    As in the forest’s silence


    The turtle-doves lament.


    Yet do not ever give me,


    O wife, too many tears;


    Tears are step-sisters of forgetfulness;


    But with thy spindle’s whirring


    Tenderly rock my slumber,


    167 And tell it of the harvests,


    And plains where maize-fields ripen,


    For earth loves fruitfulness,


    And I could speak with her


    Then, of her fruitfulness,


    So that she might grow glad, there where I rest.

  


  
    Thou wilt recall, to-morrow,


    The sunshine of to-day,


    And to the sun wilt say:


    “Art thou the same, the self-same sun indeed?”

  


  ·  ·


  168 An Early Chapter


  By H. Gilbert


  Arthur Neil, “top-boy” in Scardell Road Board School, had one characteristic which none of his fellows could understand: he was always more willing to “make it up” than to fight. When Billy Leake, the squint-eyed fighter of the school, once called him a fool in the heat of chagrin while at play, Arthur,who hotly repelled all slights, had gone up and struck him lightly on the shoulder—the invariable challenge to fight. The school bell had sounded just then, and the elder boys went in warm with the expectation of a battle between two champions of different achievements. When school was over, however, and the two lads with their own set had retired to a quiet piece of ground, it was rumoured that Arthur had offered to accept an apology! The descending disgust was averted by the appearance of Billy, who threw off his coat, tucked up his sleeves, and stood ready—short, firmly built, frowning, his fists working, his jaw clenched and his fierce eyes unmistakably certain. But no one said Arthur was afraid; he stood up and got punished well, for he could not fight “for nuts”; and his onsets, though futile against the other’s coolness and science, were reckless. After this, for some time, Billy and Arthur were great chums, were seldom apart in scrapes and took a great share together in the street fights with other schools.


  169 It was Arthur Neil who organised secret societies among the bigger boys, composed cypher alphabets for the laborious communications between the members of these mysterious brotherhoods in neighbouring desks; and kept the accounts of the weekly journal fund for the purchase and reading of Red Lion Court literature. He had been Grand Master of the short-lived Order of the Knights of Albion; and the dubbing by him of a squire in one of the school corridors, with the adjuncts of green tunic, “cap of maintenance,” dagger and real rapier—“a right Toledo blade”—was an unforgettable though furtive ceremony. When he picked out Murray’s Prairie Bird for a prize, and after reading it lent it round to his friends, their enthusiasm fashioned moccasins and leggings (ornamented with worsted scalplocks) out of American cloth, made bows and arrows from umbrella ribs, tomahawks from blade bones and wood, and scalping knives from abstracted table cutlery, ripped up mattresses for war-plumes, and secreted all leather within reach. Arthur, with the advantages of a cap made of badly dressed rabbit skin, the green tunic (which, though slashed and puffed, could be made to serve many turns), belt, totem—a disk of bone hung by a leather boot-lace round his neck and having “a war eagle” scratched upon it—powder-horn, wooden gun and cross bow, was made chief of a band of half a dozen warriors, skulking in the dusky prairies and scarlet-runner forests of a back garden, until the mother of one of them—Terror of Palefaces—called him in to go to bed.


  It was Arthur also who had suggested basket-lids for shields and “tolly-whacks” (rope knotted and twined in graduated thickness) for weapons, in the fights with other schools. Even the invention of this “stunning” mode of warfare had been marred by his weakness. The Scardell Road School was in a newly-opened suburb, and the boys, being mostly villa residents, had always 170 despised the neighbouring Delta Road school, it being second grade and situate near the gasworks. It was not known what this particular row was about—somebody had hit one of the Delta Road Boys or jeered at them in passing, or something or other—anyway, the gas cads at length sent some big fellows and taunted the Scardell boys as they came out at mid-day. When the elders had attempted to avenge this, they had been beaten back by a hail of flints, taken from a heap by the road that was being made up. The Scardell boys had retired, hurt in mind and body, lusting for revenge and a flint heap. But Arthur, even then, when his fellows wished for nothing but the bodies of those boys half a street off, jeering in the security of their position, wanted to know what they had been fighting about? He had even advised a parley, and though some of the council were disposed to brand him a coward for his talk, he, notwithstanding the impatience and disgust of the others, went marching down the middle of the road holding up a white handkerchief. The Delta boys had seemed puzzled at first, and then one had thrown a stone and had been imitated by his fellows. The Scardell boys saw their disowned embassy stop and rub his leg and then turn, put his handkerchief away and limp back, accompanied by hopping flints. They told him “it served him cussed well right. What else could he expect from those gas cads?” Arthur said little, but came back from dinner thoughtful, and it was not long before every elder boy had fashioned a “tolly,” and bought, begged, or stolen a basket lid, and fitted it with handles. Then when these had been smuggled to school, the Delta boys had been waylaid and wiped out, wealed and wailing.


  There were many tender relations between the elder boys and girls of Scardell Road school; which reciprocity was encouraged by the head-master. Most of the scholars dropped in and out of love with the greatest ease. One week Bob Sullivan would be the 171 sweetheart of Nelly Tulford, who next week would enamour Billy Leake and flout Bob, who would recriminate contemptuously. But jilted boys seldom fought their more favoured fellows: they went and cut out some other friend, who consoled himself elsewhere.


  Arthur Neil was the most sensitive to unsuccess or indifference, the most fastidious in choice and the most constant in attachment. His sweetheart, Winnie Alfrey, had been in turn the beloved of three of his best friends. She had indeed wounded the last of them by her confessed admiration for Arthur, who, though she was reckoned for the time being by favoured boys to be the prettiest girl in the school, had hitherto kept himself in studied coldness before the charms that were setting his friends in rivalry or chagrined depreciation.


  His friend Alf Lawers had met Arthur one day on their way to school, and in the course of conversation said with momentary moodiness, “I’m going to chuck up Winnie Alfrey. You can have her if you like.”


  Arthur secretly glowed. “Why, what’s the matter?” he asked. “What have you fallen out over?”


  “She wants you. I ain’t good enough for her.”


  “Stow it, Alf, don’t talk such rot!” said the other, thrilling.


  “It’s the truth! All the girls are gone on you since you won that prize for reciting. Didn’t you say the other day that that fat girl, Emily Goodchild, had sent you a note? Well, that’s why!”


  Arthur became thoughtful: he was desired, and with the self-esteem and impulse to wound that were characteristic of his semi-feminine nature was moved to play with the circumstance.


  “You tell her from me she’s had too many chaps already. I’m nearly sick of girls.”


  172 Alf subsequently told his friend that he and Winnie had had a volcanic separation. He had told her that if she wanted Arthur, Arthur didn’t want her, on which she had angrily retorted that she didn’t care for Arthur Neil, then that she didn’t believe he had said it; and, on Alf persisting, had gone off almost crying, saying she believed it was a falsehood. Arthur regretted his friend’s distorting and stubborn straightforwardness.


  “You’d better tell her yourself, Art,” said Air.


  “No,” said the other, assuming indifference, “I shan’t take any notice of her.”


  “Well, I shan’t speak to her again,” said Alf. “That new girl, Kate Dunmore, is a pretty girl. I shall go after her. She laughed at me this morning.”


  It fell out, however, that Winnie was taken ill and was away from school for a month. During her absence her brother Harry became a great friend of Arthur’s, though he had hitherto been disliked by the latter as being spiteful and unfair. When Winnie returned to school, Arthur with some of his chums met her one day with a friend, and her appearance as she passed and looked at him—so pale, pretty, and yet proud—overcame him. Within a week many of the little boys, at safe distances, were calling after them as Arthur escorted her home from school, her satchel slung upon his back with his own.


  This had happened quite a year ago, and still they were lovers. He even went out with her in the evenings and on Sundays, and was often at tea with her family.


  The girl found that Arthur was not like her former sweethearts. In matters of endearment he was more shy than she was and had to be most coyly excited, or he would become cold and proud. This was very different from, say, Will Kemp’s headiness. She had only to dare him and he would chase her half a mile and when 173 he had caught her there would be a delightful struggle for kisses. If she had ever dared Arthur in the same open way, she felt he would have left her. But there were compensations. Sometimes, he would be quite irresistible, exceeding in his dominance any other sweetheart, and then her coyness was intensified and deliciously rewarded. Those long spring and summer evenings spent in the chestnut avenue in the field behind her house, slowly walking in the twilight, when he would be so daring, so masterful and sweet! Then, again, he seemed to be so different in an indefinable way from other boys. He was not roughly impatient, or boisterously mocking. She hugged to herself the words passed by her mother one day when he was mentioned in the family—“he was a little gentleman!” She wondered she had not thought of this—of course he was. He wore his clothes better, spoke with more refinement and used different words. Besides, was he not the best scholar in the school?


  One day Alf Lawers on his way home with Arthur from morning school said he had had another quarrel with Kate Dunmore. These two had been sweethearts (with intervals of mutual unfaithfulness for spite) since Alf had given up Winnie.


  “She’s so beastly proud. She says she’s going on the stage at Liverpool soon with her mother.”


  Arthur’s sympathy had been blunted by frequent exercise on behalf of his friend.


  “When’s she going to leave school, then?” he asked.


  “Goodness knows! I don’t believe half she says. She’s been saying she’s going to leave ever since she came.”


  “Aren’t you going to try and make it up?”


  Alf was moody for a moment, and made a wry face. “I don’t know. Don’t see any use.”


  174 “She’s a jolly nice girl. I should if I were you.”


  Arthur felt a dislike to seeing his friend contemplate throwing away the pleasure he himself possessed.


  “You wouldn’t like to see Bob Sullivan with her, or Will Kemp, would you?”


  Alf hesitated, looking at his boots as he walked.


  “Oh, all right,” he said. “I tell you what. Will you see her and say I’m sorry I offended her and if she’ll make it up I’ll be at the end lamp-post to-night in Menival Road? She knows the place.”


  “All right, but what did you offend her about?”


  “Oh,” said Alf laughing, “she said her mother was Queen of the Fairies last Christmas in a pantomime, and I said she must have been a jolly heavy fairy then. You know, her mother is rather stout.”


  “Girls don’t like that, you know,” said Arthur, gravely.


  “It’s the truth, anyway. It would have to be a moonbeam like a plank to hold her up.” He laughed. “Anyhow, you catch her if you can after school and tell her I’m sorry and all that. You know how to put it.”


  Kate was the daughter of an actress at present “resting.” She was pretty, plump, and bewitchingly frank. Arthur managed to meet her after school, though uneasy as to the result of giving Winnie the slip. All his pleading, however, was in vain. She didn’t like Alf, and besides, she was to leave in a month or so for Liverpool, where she was going to act with her mother.


  “He says he’s very sorry he offended you,” said Arthur.


  “He says!” repeated Kate, in great disdain. “I’d smack his face, the cheeky thing! How would he like me to make game of his mother?”


  “It certainly wasn’t kind of him, but Alf always will get a laugh somehow.”


  175 “I’ll make him laugh the other side of his face.”


  “He always laughs both sides,” said Arthur, slyly.


  Kate looked at him with puzzled eyes for a moment. Then with some impatience, said, “Why, you’re as cheeky as he is. You’d better go and find Winnie Alfrey or she’ll be jealous.”


  “Not she,” said Arthur.


  “Dear me, has she got such confidence in you? Isn’t she afraid of me?”


  The lad chilled at once. “She doesn’t think anything at all about you.”


  “Oh, very well. I’m sure I don’t want to rob her. You’d better go and find her and tell her what I’ve said.”


  Arthur was hurt by this implication, and kept walking by her, she with her head up, looking intently at the hedge on the other side of the road.


  “Don’t be silly, Kate,” he said at length, pleadingly.


  “Miss Dunmore, please.”


  “Well, then, Miss Dunmore. I don’t see why you turn off so. You quarrel with every one.”


  “It’s a story! I don’t make a row with anybody if they’ll let me alone.”


  They were nearing her home in a quiet little street of villas.


  “Well then, you won’t meet Alf?”


  “No, I won’t, so you can tell him from me. Boys are such sillies.”


  She looked mischievously into his eyes.


  “I wouldn’t have another sweetheart for anything,” she continued, “they’re no good, and they are so awfully conceited.”


  They stopped in front of the house in the shade of a small maple tree.


  “You’re jolly rough on us,” said Arthur laughing. “But if 176 you girls weren’t so nice we shouldn’t be so conceited. It’s your fault.” He thrilled at his own daring before the provoking look.


  “How do you mean, nice?” she asked, with little wrinkles round her eyes and lips.


  “Well—jolly and—and pretty.”


  “Oh,” she said, with a little laughing cry, her face flushing. “What sauciness! to dare to say that to any one!”


  “Well, it’s the truth!” said the lad, bolder in the sight of her pleasure.


  She laughed, prettily confused, looking at him for a moment and then dropping her eyes, her face all warm.


  “I think we’d better say good-bye,” she said. “I shall never forget this.”


  She held out her hand, and retained his.


  “Tell Alf I really can’t meet him to-night. But I’ll think about it. After all when we go away, I shan’t see him ever again perhaps. You will tell him, won’t you?” she asked, softly, with a curious, dilated look.


  “Certainly,” replied the boy.


  She drew him by the hand quickly and kissed him on the lips. He started back, glancing about, and looked at her coldly, then seeing her defiant, shamed face he half laughed.


  “Whatever are you doing, Kate?” he asked.


  “That was for Alf,” she said.


  “But I can’t give it to Alf!”


  She laughed merrily as she closed the wooden gate. She stood leaning over it, and looked at him with bright eyes.


  “It was for you then.”


  His eyes chilled as he thought of the appearance of unfaithfulness to Winnie if he did not in some way discard the caress.


  “I wish you hadn’t done that,” he said.


  177 “Oh, are you frightened?” she asked mockingly. Her eyes dilated again. “Then give it me back.” She broke into gentle merriment as his face stiffened.


  “I think you are most deceitful,” he said. “You had no right, you shouldn’t have done it. I shall never forgive you.”


  “Oh, very well, go and tell every one a girl kissed you and you didn’t like it!” Her tone changed to scorn. “If you tell any one, I’ll have to leave the school at once. You would be a coward!” Her voice faltered.


  “I would never do that. I should never think of such a thing.” He spoke with great heat.


  “Very well, then, don’t be silly. What have you got to be upset about? Good-bye.”


  She went up the path and rang the bell, and continued standing with her head bent and her back to him. He hesitated for some moments, and then as the door was opened went away slowly.


  Alf heard no more from Kate in spite of the hope the message implied. She was about to pass him one day in the street with a contemptuous look, but he stopped her, saying,


  “Aren’t you going to speak to me again, Kate?”


  “Speak to you?” she said disdainfully, “No, go away. What do you mean stopping me like this?” She tried to shake off his hold.


  He was astounded at this complete change.


  “Why, you said you’d think about it,” he blurted angrily, loosing his hold on her arm.


  “Pooh!” she ejaculated, slipping away.


  He stood for some moments gloomily watching her, but she did not turn her head.


  For ten days after this Alf was a fervid misogynist. His humour flickered up for a moment, he said that they might spiflicate him 178 if he was ever done any more by an Irish girl. Later he generalised his chagrin, saying, “All girls are cads.” He and Arthur nearly fell out, for he began making contemptuous reflections on girls and the boys who debased themselves. He went about almost estranged, with a gloomy look on his face, which he was always forgetting to keep there; going for long walks among the maimed fields and lanes near by, either by himself or with some school-mate not amatively degenerate. He began to long for the life of the trapper, lonely, void of all sentimental “rot,” sternly self-contained, despising the admiration and yearning which he himself excited—a superior Dr. Carver, with long black hair, a broad sombrero, a stern and melancholy countenance, and a beautiful buckskin suit. He therefore began to get in training. He discarded braces, and wore a belt, broke the habit of regular meals, and in the dinner hour would wander off into the meadows, learning “wood-lore,” following trails, remarking and laboriously explaining the meaning of a broken twig or bent. He would stealthily creep along, following birds flitting in and out of the hedgerows, keenly observant meanwhile of every movement in the herbage and the dead leaves about him. Sometimes he got the cramp when some particularly promising noise attracted him, and he would stop in a constrained position waiting for developments that never came, except in the shape of a small beetle or a worm rustling under the leaves. If anybody passed, he would whistle and try to appear as if he were doing nothing in particular. When his stomach craved he gloomily took in another hole of his belt. Sometimes he ate the young tops of the thorn. He would return to afternoon school, stern, silent, and hungry, in figure like a wasp.


  As his mother did not trouble herself much about his absence from the dinner-table, and nobody else seemed to know or care 179 what he was doing, he soon descended again to braces, good dinners, games and love-making.


  A few evenings after the affair with Kate, Arthur met Winnie in the field at the back of her house. She looked at him coldly, and retreated before his proffered caress.


  “You’re a deceitful thing, Arthur Neil,” she said. “Go to that girl Dunmore and kiss her, not me. I wonder you can look me in the face.”


  “I didn’t——” Arthur began hotly, and stopped. “What do you mean!” he asked.


  “Oh, you know what I mean, very well. You kissed Kate Dunmore. She says you did. I want nothing more to do with you.”


  Winnie was coldly self-contained, but her appearance—so prettily proud, her lips curling, and her grey eyes piercing—excited the lad.


  “It isn’t true, Winnie, really, dear.”


  “But she says you did, and you told her she was pretty—and—and such stuff as that! I’m ashamed of you. You’d better go to her, for I won’t speak to you again.”


  The lad was silent; he did not know what to do. He felt that Kate’s apparent falsehood released him, but he revolted from the exposure of her, the breaking of his implied promise, and the prospect of pleading to a girl who condemned him without hearing him.


  “I tell you it isn’t true,” he said, soberly. “Can’t you believe me?”


  Winnie hesitated before his seriousness. She dropped her eyes, and then raised them. She looked so pretty with her dignity, that it was in the lad’s mind to rush upon her and kiss away her doubt, but his piqued loyalty held him back.


  180 “Will you say you didn’t kiss her—and say those things?” she said.


  “I didn’t kiss her.”


  She noticed his reservation, looked at him sharply, and flung away with “I don’t believe you. You did say it!” She stopped a few feet off.


  “Very well, I did say she was pretty—and—and so she is!”


  She gave him a quick glance of scorn.


  “Then you may go and tell her so again. I hate you.” She spoke with composure, and turning, walked away quickly. Arthur did not hesitate, and went out of the field with head up, whistling.


  On subsequent evenings, coming from school while Arthur was waiting to catch Kate for her explanation of things, Winnie passed him with cold eyes, that looked through him, her lips curled; though her brother Harry had confided to Arthur that she had “cried her eyes out” on that fateful evening, and had been cross ever since.


  It seemed evident that Kate was keeping out of the way, and it was not for a week that he met her, when it happened that, having been sent, in his capacity as monitor, to a neighbouring school, he was returning just as the girls were coming out, and came face to face with Kate, in the van of chattering pupils. She was confused, and tried to push past him, her shocked companions bidding him, with much laughter, giggles, and reproach, to leave her alone. He succeeded in drawing her apart, however, and felt she was not unwilling, when free of her friends.


  “I say, Kate,” he began, with gentle reproof, “why did you tell Winnie that?”


  She kept her head bent, her cheek suffused.


  “I’m very sorry, Arthur, really. I didn’t think she’d go off in 181 such a passion, but—but we were talking about you and Alf, and she made me cross, and I said it before I knew what I was saying. Don’t you think she’d make it up if I told her the truth?”


  “I wouldn’t be friends again,” said the lad, decisively. “She’s been very nasty about it, and wouldn’t believe what I said.”


  “You didn’t say——” The girl stopped, and averted her face.


  “No; I didn’t tell her anything about that. If she hadn’t been in such a temper I might, and, really, Kate, it would have served you right.”


  A moment’s silence. “It was rather—it was mean of me, wasn’t it?” She turned up her flushing face and pleading eyes for a moment. “I didn’t deserve your not telling her, I’m sure, and I’m truly sorry.”


  Arthur caught his breath. “There’s no need for that, Kate.” A few thrilling seconds passed.


  “Well, I must get back to school,” he said at length, with an effort. “I’m afraid we’ve been walking out of your way.”


  “Not at all,” she replied as they stopped.


  He stood, trying to catch her eyes, but she evaded his look.


  “Well, then, Kate, good-bye,” he said, seizing both her hands. She turned her limpid eyes upon his with a daring smile. Her full, red lips moved slightly, but she did not speak. Her frankness thrilled him, and he kissed her, vaguely feeling as if powerless to restrain himself. She laughed softly, and a deeper warmth swept into her face.


  “Was that the one I gave you the other day?”


  “No, no,” he said, laughing and flushing.


  She watched his face, her eyes travelling to the curly dark hair over the forehead that the blue cricket cap never imprisoned.


  “That was for you,” he added.


  182 “I thought you said you’d never forgive me?” she said, her eyes bright with merriment.


  “That was different. It’s all right now. I told Winnie herself what I said to you, and that quite turned her. But, you see, she wanted me to say you weren’t—jolly, you know.”


  “Did you really say that, Arthur?” Her eyes shone. “Well, there!”


  She laughed a little hysterically.


  “We must keep this quiet, Kate. It would be too bad to hurt her any more, though she has made herself silly.”


  “Oh, all right,” said the girl, hesitating. “Can you come out to-night? I’m going to play tennis in the meadows.”


  They arranged a meeting-place, kissed again, and parted, turning every few steps to kiss their hands, until a bend in the road hid them from each other.


  The furtive love-making of the next month was the most delightful either had ever enjoyed. Arthur was chary of publicity, since he felt his conduct might be thought disloyal to Alf, though the latter was now enamoured of the fat girl, Emily Goodchild, who joked and punned worse than he. Arthur also shrank from causing annoyance to Winnie, but he feared she would soon know the swift defection that must convince her of his falseness. Kate’s secret, under the usual strict injunctions, spread among her own set, and elsewhere; but Winnie kept a proud reserve that sometimes moved her rival to pity and shy overtures of peace, which, for the time, were chilled to constraint as stubborn, by Winnie’s uncompromising repulsion.


  On the eve of Kate’s departure, she, with Arthur and his closest friend, spent the last few hours together. The girl was one moment in excited talk about her dress, and the expected pleasures of her new life; but next moment, checking herself, 183 would express regret in eyes, tones, and words, saying that she would send him her address, and they would write to each other. In the darkness, the friend, at a distance, witnessed their separation. He saw them talk awhile, kiss, and part sedately; but they looked back, stopped, and then rushed together again, with arms about each other. A few moments’ close embrace, the sound of many caresses, and she darted away quickly. Arthur lingeringly rejoined his companion, and they went away, silent.


  ·  ·


  184 A Ballad and a Tale


  By B. Paul Neuman


  I.—The Heavenly Lover


  I


  
    It was the joyful sunrise hour,


    The world beneath her lay unrolled,


    As from the highest nunnery tower


    She watched the shadows turn to gold.

  


  
    The glistering glory climbed the sky,


    It touched the height, and searched the vale.


    The forest laid its sackcloth by,


    And all its songsters fluted “Hail!”

  


  
    The splendour lit the slumbering town,


    The crowded haunt of busy man,


    She looked through tears that trickled down,


    Chafing against the iron ban

  


  
    185 That barred her from the world whose stir


    Makes every morn a glad surprise.


    That happy world was not for her,


    Save to behold with yearning eyes.

  


  
    For her the damp and moss-grown walls,


    The changeless order of the days,


    The fellowship of patient thralls,


    The loud monotony of praise.

  


  
    She wrung her hands, “Oh hearts of stone!


    To cage a little fluttering dove,


    Had I but known! Had I but known!


    I still were free for life and love.

  


  
    “Thou Heavenly Lover, who, they said,


    Wouldst come to woo, and stay to win,


    Was it a lie, or art thou dead


    Or hast thou seen and spurned my sin?”

  


  
    She mourned like any prisoned bird,


    Her breast upon the stonework bowed,


    Till with a guilty start she heard


    A voice that called her, clear and loud.

  


  II


  
    There came a knocking at the gate.


    The wondering portress opened wide;


    With lowly mien, in piteous state


    A white-haired beggar stood outside.

  


  
    186 His head all bare, his feet unshod,


    In coarsest garments scantly clothed,


    Upon his face the brand of God—


    The awful scars men feared and loathed.

  


  
    The meek-eyed sisters held aloof,


    But, pointing to a wooden shed,


    “A couch of straw, a sheltering roof,


    And food are there,” the abbess said.

  


  
    “And who”—she cast her eyes around—


    “Will tend this leper for the sake


    Of Him who once on holy ground


    The leper’s bond of misery brake?”

  


  
    In silent fear they stood, and shame,


    Their eyes cast down, their cheeks ablaze,


    Then from her tower the novice came


    With hurrying step and wondering gaze.

  


  
    “You called me?” “Nay,” they cried, “not we.”


    “I heard the summons, and obeyed.”


    “Then go,” the abbess said, “and see


    The burden that is on you laid.”

  


  
    She heard a tremor in the voice,


    The pity in their eyes she saw,


    But duty left no room for choice,


    The leper called her from his straw.

  


  187 III


  
    She raised the latch and stepped within,


    The dimness seemed to strike her blind,


    She felt the pangs of fear begin


    To shake the purpose of her mind.

  


  
    When, lo! as o’er the horizon rim


    The great sun looks on tropic seas,


    And laughs, and at the sight of him


    With one quick throb the darkness flees,

  


  
    So, suddenly a point of light


    Shone forth, then burst into a flame,


    The shadows spread their wings for flight,


    And o’er the gloom a glory came.

  


  
    The ashen laths were cedar wood,


    The flagstones priceless marble gleamed,


    The bed a jewelled wonder stood,


    Such wonder never poet dreamed.

  


  
    And there were trees with soaring stems,


    And spreading leaves of gorgeous’t hue,


    And dazzling fruits that shone like gems,


    And over all an arch of blue.

  


  
    The lengthening walls were edged with flowers,


    The air was fresh with odours sweet,


    White blossoms fell in noiseless showers


    And made a pathway for her feet.

  


  
    188 And on the bed as on a throne,


    He sat for whom her soul had yearned,


    A tender radiance round Him shone,


    But o’er His head the aureole burned.

  


  
    “And hast Thou come indeed?” she cried,


    “And will Thou love me for Thine own,


    And one day set me at Thy side,


    Yea even share with me Thy throne?”

  


  
    Then as she felt the splendour grow,


    And brighter beams of radiance shine,


    She cast her down, and whispered low:


    “Nay, not Thy throne, Thy footstool mine.”

  


  IV


  
    With gentle words He bade her rise,


    And smiled away her new-born fear,


    “Come forth,” He said, “for Paradise,


    The home of those who love, is here.”

  


  
    The narrowing bounds of time and space


    Were straight abolished and forgot,


    One glance at that beloved face,


    And earthly memories irked her not.

  


  
    He led her by broad-bosomed streams


    Whose waters sparkled clear and blue,


    By forests flecked with golden gleams,


    And all was fair, and all was new.

  


  
    189 The very air she breathed seemed strange,


    Strange forms of life stood everywhere,


    On everything was written change,


    And all was new and all was fair.

  


  
    With joy she yielded up her will,


    The hours might crawl, the aeons fly,


    It seemed they two were standing still


    While time, and life, and death rushed by.

  


  
    Great cities rose before their eyes


    And fell again to dusty sleep,


    They saw the star of empire rise,


    And sink into the stormy deep.

  


  
    They saw a long-drawn vast array


    Whose numbers none could count or guess,


    Climbing a rugged stony way,


    And faint with heat and weariness.

  


  
    Not one small world alone engrossed


    The scene on which their eyes were bent,


    To this great struggling suffering host


    A thousand stars their legions sent.

  


  
    Yet all she looked on seemed but naught


    (Though everywhere new marvels lay),


    Compared to one entrancing thought—


    “He loves, has loved, will love for aye.”

  


  
    190 One longing still her soul possessed,


    “Lord, speak Thy love,” she whispering, cried.


    Smiling, he laid her fears to rest;


    “For love of Thee, the leper died.”

  


  
    With trembling steps, when evening fell,


    The abbess sought the lowly shed,


    “Did you not hear the vesper bell?


    Come forth, and rest, my child,” she said.

  


  
    But there was silence. Greater fear


    Cast out the less. She pushed the door,


    And on the threshold paused to peer


    Into the gloom that lowered before.

  


  
    Her feeble lamp she held on high,


    And by its flickering flame she saw


    A slender childish figure lie


    Stretched out beside the empty straw.

  


  
    With such a smile upon the face,


    And such a gladness in the eyes;


    The abbess from her vantage-place


    A little sternly bade her rise.

  


  
    In vain: no more the iron rule


    Could bind the soul that yearned to roam,


    From hard routine of dreariest school;


    The Lord of Love had borne her home.

  


  191 II.—The Uttermost Farthing


  I


  John Crofts and William Medlett had been friends for many years. They had come to London together as young men from the same small country town. Nay, their friendship ran back to a still earlier date, for they had been at the same grammar school, and had sung as choir-boys in the same old parish church. And now, as middle-aged men, they had a rare fund of ancient memories and associations to fall back on, trivial reminiscences that had a singular interest for them—for them and for no one else.


  This formed, no doubt, the real basis of their friendship, such as it was. Their acquaintances, sacred and profane, talked of David and Jonathan, and of Damon and Pythias; but both these comparisons were ludicrously inappropriate. There did not exist in the composition of either of the friends one single grain of poetry or romance.


  Nor were they clever men. Of the two, perhaps Medlett was the brighter, he certainly had more self-confidence. On the other hand, Crofts had more perseverance, and rather more taste for reading. On the whole, the difference in their abilities was so slight, that for many years they kept a fairly even progress up the hill of success. They had each obtained employment in a large wholesale business—Crofts with Barston and Franks, the great hosiery firm, Medlett with Coningsby, Lord, and Whaler, who ruled the markets in the matter of waterproofing and rubber goods.


  192 Beginning as office boys at eight shillings a week, they had steadily worked their way up, till Crofts was head of the woollen department with a salary of three hundred a year, while Medlett acted as a kind of general sub-manager with an income of fifty pounds a year more.


  They had both married: Crofts when he was about five and twenty, his friend a few years later. In consequence, the former had been burdened with a growing family, while the latter was still free to save the greater part of his salary. Crofts had found it a hard struggle, and once or twice had been obliged to borrow from his friend, who lent readily enough, only taking a bill of sale on the furniture as a matter of form.


  “Better do the thing in a businesslike way,” he said, as he made the suggestion, and Crofts was glad to agree.


  Before very long, however, he was able to repay the loans, for his wife inherited, on the death of her mother, a sum of between three and four thousand pounds. On the strength of this he moved from Holloway to St. John’s Wood, and sent his children to good schools.


  His family consisted of five children—two girls and three boys. The eldest, Nora, was a dark, rather plain girl, with straight, black hair, marked eyebrows, a thin, firm mouth, and a square chin and jaw. Next to her came two boys, Jack and Will, of whom there is little to say but that they were very ordinary, English, middle-class schoolboys, rather dull at their books, but well-meaning, wholesome lads. Then came Jane, named after her mother, dark as Nora, but of a slighter and more delicate build, inclined to be pretty, and her father’s favourite. Edward brought up the rear, a little slip of a boy with flaxen hair and a snub nose, very precocious, and, already, at seven, winning prizes at his school.


  193 By this time Medlett had married, and had come to live in Woronzow Road, a few doors from his friend. They travelled to and from business together, and found new themes of conversation and discussion in their family experiences.


  The years passed on, bringing to the two, only very gradual changes. Their children grew up, and, curiously enough, showed no inclination to be friendly. This may have been partly due to the fact that their wives only just tolerated each other. Mrs. Crofts, perhaps on the strength of her inheritance, was a little inclined to play the great lady, while Mrs. Medlett was abnormally quick to resent the faintest suggestion of patronage. But the heads of the two families continued their habits of intercourse undisturbed by these domestic differences. They had grown so accustomed to travelling and gossiping together, each looked upon the other as a necessary part of his life. Affection between them there was none. In the bosom of his family Crofts often let fall queer little remarks depreciatory of his friend, and Medlett, in his own way, did much the same.


  One morning, as they were sitting together on the omnibus, Medlett remarked:


  “I wish I had a lot of money to invest. I was told of a first-class thing yesterday.”


  “There are so many first-class things,” said Crofts, sententiously.


  “Yes, but this is a real bonâ fide” (he docked this last word of one of its syllables) “concern. Plenty of capital and real good people. One of our governors put me on it. It’s a new motor.”


  “A new what?” asked Crofts.


  “A new motor for driving wheels; it will work a stationary engine, or a sewing machine, or a carriage. It can be made in any size, and burns petroleum.”


  194 “Has it been tried?”


  “Oh, yes, that’s the beauty of it. It isn’t just an inventor’s notion. It’s been working in the States for some time now and the American company is doing a roaring trade. This company is being formed to work the patent over here.”


  Crofts shook his head.


  “It sounds rather risky to me,” he said, “if I were you I should take good care before I put a penny in.”


  Medlett laughed.


  “Oh, I’ve gone into it over and over again. It’s as sound as a thing can be. Of course there’s always some risk, but it’s a perfectly genuine business. I don’t call it speculative. Trust Mr. Whaler for that. He’s one of the safest men I know to follow.”


  There the conversation dropped for the time, but a week or ten days later Crofts recurred to it.


  “Have you taken any shares in that company?” he asked.


  “What company?” replied the other, as if he were in the habit of making investments every other day.


  “You know. That motor business.”


  “Oh yes, of course. Well, I’ve put a few hundreds in.”


  Crofts knew that a few hundreds would represent all the savings of many years, and he was considerably impressed with this proof of his friend’s faith.


  “What interest do you expect to get?” he asked.


  “Well, Whaler says that the American company pays twelve per cent, on the original shares, and that they are steadily rising in the market. He thinks we shall certainly pay seven the first year, and go on rising. Only last Saturday he said, ‘You mark my words, in five years time those ten pound shares will be worth thirty.’”


  “Two hundred per cent., eh?” remarked Crofts, and fell a-thinking.


  195 Nora was always bothering to take lessons in music, and painting, and dancing. She was not exactly her father’s favourite, but he stood a little in awe of her. She could be very outspoken, could Nora, and then what a will she had! And with the children all growing up, expenses seemed to increase by leaps and bounds. And whenever Mrs. Crofts was in favour of some expensive alteration or innovation, she always made objection difficult, by suggesting that her money was available for the purpose. A substantial increase in their income would be an enormous relief. As for the risk, Medlett was no speculator, and besides he was acting under good advice.


  A few days after, as they were returning from town, Crofts remarked to his companion with rather elaborate carelessness:


  “By-the-by have you a prospectus or anything of that motor company you were speaking about the other day?”


  “Yes, I think I have it here,” said Medlett, and as he spoke he took out his pocket-book and drew forth a paper. “You can keep it if you like,” he added, “I have another copy at home.”


  Crofts took it home and studied it with great care. It was skilfully drawn and was backed by a fine array of names.


  Finally he introduced the subject to his wife. She was by nature rather cautious, and at first pooh-poohed the idea altogether. But gradually he wore down her objections, and in her desire for a larger income she let suspicion sleep, and believed very much what she wished to believe.


  And so at last, after many doubts and much discussion, a thousand pounds of Mrs. Crofts’ inheritance was invested in shares of the Limpan Motor, Limited. The dividends were paid half-yearly, and after the second payment at the rate of six and a half per cent, Crofts with his wife’s full assent sold out the remainder of her stocks, and invested the proceeds in a new issue 196 of motor shares. In the course of one of their many conversations he mentioned to his friend the fact that he had put more of his eggs into this basket, but exactly how many, he did not say.


  Then Medlett had his stroke of luck. An old aunt had left him, some years before, a small house at Brixton, let as a baker’s shop. The baker was unfortunate, and the rent fell in arrear. Medlett without being cruel, was not particularly soft-hearted, and talked of distraining. The tenant pointed out that it was not by any means every one’s house, that it would very likely be empty for some time, and that in such an event the goodwill of the business would be utterly lost. He admitted he could not carry it on himself any longer, but he suggested that Medlett should take it over, and put him in as manager at a small salary, with the use of two or three rooms, letting the rest of the house as lodgings. Medlett’s solicitor, whom he consulted, strongly advised him to accept the tenant’s terms, and offered to advance him any reasonable sum on the security of the house. A new railway was projected which would probably pass through the street, and might have to take the premises. Then there would be compensation for disturbance. Medlett admired and agreed. The lawyer was speedily justified. The railway did come, the house was required, and the owner of the premises and proprietor of the goodwill, received a really handsome sum as compensation. Medlett’s first idea was to invest the whole of the proceeds in Limpan Motor shares, if that were possible. He thought it might perhaps please Mr. Whaler, as well as give him a better idea of his sub-manager’s social position, if he told him of his intention. To his great surprise his principal strongly dissuaded him.


  “I don’t feel easy about those Limpans,” he said. “I was going to speak to you about them. They’re going back in the market 197 without any apparent reason. It looks as if somebody knew something. I’ve a great mind to get out at a small loss.” And a few days after, he came into Medlett’s room and told him he was instructing his broker to sell.


  “If I were you I should do so too; they may be all right but I don’t like the look of them,” he said; and Medlett determined to follow suit, and did so, losing something like £50 on the transaction.


  As it happened, Crofts was away on his holiday at this time, but of course there would have been no difficulty in communicating with him. And Medlett felt as though he ought to let his friend know what he was doing. Yet he felt also a strong reluctance to do so. He had praised the investment so highly, had spoken with such an air of authority as to the unassailable position of the Company, he felt sure Crofts would twit him mercilessly on the mistake he had made. Besides, he kept assuring himself, there was probably no real occasion for selling. Nay, it might be wiser to keep in, for getting out now would mean a serious loss. At any rate he would wait a bit and watch the market. If the shares kept on falling, he would give Crofts a word of warning as soon as he came back from his holiday.


  But while Crofts was luxuriating at Margate there came to him, forwarded from Woronzow Road, an important-looking official envelope bearing the seal of the Limpan Motor, Limited.


  “A bonus so soon!” he exclaimed as he opened it. Then the next minute he horrified his eldest daughter, who happened to be sitting in the room with him, by jerking out a couple of vulgar, dirty oaths such as she had never before heard him use. She looked up astonished.


  “Why, what ever is the matter?” she asked. “Bad news?”


  198 “Hold your tongue, and don’t speak till you’re spoken to,” he answered, roughly.


  The letter that had so upset him, was simply a call of thirty shillings on each of his three hundred Limpan shares. They were ten pounds shares, seven pounds ten paid up. He remembered speaking to Medlett about the liability, but his friend had assured him there was no likelihood of any further call being made for a long time to come. If there should be, he had added, and it were inconvenient to pay the call, the shares could always be sold. That was what must be done, and at once, too. It would be all he could do to find £450, and then there was the remaining pound still liable to be called up. Decidedly it would be well to get rid of them without delay.


  He hurried up to town, and went straight to the office of the broker through whom he had bought. As soon as he indicated the object of his coming, the broker shook his head.


  “Limpans? Oh, dear, that’s a bad business. You don’t mean to say you’ve been holding on. Why we advised our regular clients to get out six weeks ago. Sell at a small loss! My dear sir, it’s not to be done. There’s simply no market for them. A few big men are holding on, just on the off chance of their pulling round. With that liability, no man in his senses would give a threepenny piece for the lot.”


  “But what’s the matter with the company?” gasped the unhappy Crofts.


  The broker shrugged his shoulders.


  “I’m sure I can’t say exactly. There’s some roguery over in America, and the English directors are not a very gay lot—two M.P.’s and a speculating parson on the board; you know the kind of thing. I never really liked it.”


  199 “But it was you that bought the shares for me!” cried Crofts, longing for some one on whom to fasten the blame.


  Again the broker gave a little shrug.


  “I suppose I acted on your instructions; you have certainly never been one of our regular clients.”


  “No, it was Medlett who made me do it; he’ll be pretty hard hit, too.”


  “Medlett? Medlett? Oh, yes, I know. He’s all right. He sold his shares with Mr. Whaler’s in one lot.”


  “When?” snapped Crofts.


  “Oh, three weeks or a month ago. They nearly left it till too late. As it was, they dropped a bit over it. But they soon recouped themselves. Everything they’ve touched since has gone all right. They did a splendid thing in Argentines last week, and got out just before the fall. Good-day.”


  For Crofts, without a word, had suddenly turned his back and rushed out of the office.


  The very next morning he laid wait for Medlett on his way to town and had a violet quarrel with him. In spite of their long and close association there had never been any real affection to hold them together. Of late years especially, there had been many little jealousies. The Medlett children were much better-looking than the young Crofts, and were certainly dressed in better taste. Then Medlett on the strength of his intimacy with Mr. Whaler, had taken to assuming airs that irritated Crofts. And now it was gall and wormwood to Crofts to think that while he had been left to be robbed and swindled, the man who had led him to make the investment, had not only escaped unscathed, but had actually reaped no little gain.


  Medlett was genuinely shocked at the news, and if Crofts had not immediately put him on his defence he would certainly have 200 offered at least temporary help. But when assailed with the most violent reproaches, accused of having deliberately and with sinister motives induced his friend to take the shares, and then purposely left him to be robbed, he soon lost his temper and told Crofts he had no one but himself to thank for his loss, and that if he hadn’t the sense to watch the market, he might at least have got some one to do it for him. The very fact that he was conscious of a neglect of duty made him more sensitive to reproach, and he felt it quite a relief to be able to bluster with some show of reason. Before they parted he did, however, try to patch up the quarrel, and made his offer of assistance with some reference to their long friendship. But Crofts was too angry to listen.


  “Friendship?” he snarled. “There’s an end of that, thank God. That’s one good thing at least out of all this. No, I’ve done with you and yours for good and all. Jenny will be glad of that. Often and often she’s begged me to have nothing more to do with you. They’re a low lot. Those were her very words. I wish I’d listened to her.”


  Medlett was angry too, by this time.


  “Low, indeed,” he answered; “I like that. You can just tell your Jenny that if it hadn’t been for me, you’d have been sold up long ago, you and she, and brats and all.”


  They were crossing Manchester Square. Their loud voices, and violent gestures, for they had both lost control of themselves, had excited attention, and several people turned round as they passed. Crofts incensed by the other’s last remark, would certainly have struck him, had not a judicious policeman who had been quietly following them for some little distance, come up and touch his arm:


  “Now then, gentlemen, if you please——


  They both started, for the appearance of the man in uniform 201 recalled them to themselves. Crofts crossed the road hastily, while Medlett hailed a passing hansom and drove down to the City.


  And, there, for many a long day, all intercourse between them ceased. Medlett indeed was astute to prevent any chance meetings, changing his routes and times. But Crofts took no such precautions, and rather gloried at the opportunity of scowling at, or turning his back upon his ancient crony.


  Meanwhile the Limpan Motor had, under the safe conduct of an eminent firm of city solicitors, rapidly gone from bad to worse, and from worse into voluntary liquidation. Crofts attended every meeting he possibly could, having recourse to all kinds of excuses to account to Messrs. Barston and Franks for his frequent absences. Coming away from one of these meetings he made the acquaintance of two other shareholders who were also full of their losses. Their common misfortune made them mutually sympathetic. Half an hour spent together in a neighbouring Bodega strengthened the tie so much that, from a general brooding over their wrongs, they advanced to a resolve to take concerted action to right themselves. The two treated Crofts with deference for they had only two or three hundred apiece in the Limpan. One of them mentioned the name of a solicitor he knew in Basinghall Street, a real good man and no mistake, up to every dodge. Crofts agreed at once—the description attracted him in his present mood. Whereupon the others suggested that he should go down and instruct Mr. Pledgcut.


  “You seem to understand all about the law,” they added. He accepted with a sense of importance; it was about the first pleasant feeling he had experienced since the crash.


  But now he began to realise the truth of the venerable maxim, that the law is a jealous mistress. His constant brooding over his 202 wrongs, and his possible remedies, were sadly interfered with by the demands upon his time made by Messrs. Barston and Franks. And there came an hour when in spite of all his ingenious and plausible excuses, he received a warning from his employers, so forcible, and so free from ambiguity, that for a time at least, he resumed his habits of regular and punctual attendance.


  Meantime his losses had entailed great changes at home. With an income diminished by a third, it was impossible to go on living at Woronzow Road. They were fortunate in being able to sub-let their house from the next quarter day, and thereupon moved to a smaller one at Kilburn. This involved a considerable sacrifice of household gods, over every one of which Mrs. Crofts shed weak and irritating tears. Indeed the poor woman became a sad burden to herself, and to her husband. She could not forget that it was her money that had been lost, or rather her dear mother’s, and was constantly invoking that awful shade to behold the ruin and desolation that a husband’s recklessness had brought about. In prosperity she had been rather a fine-looking woman with what young Frank Medlett called “no end of cheap side upon her.” Now it was pitiful to see the way in which she collapsed. Lifeless, spiritless, she spent the mornings in bed, the rest of the day in the parlour, her hands in her lap, bewailing their misfortunes, and cultivating a crop of ailments, which whatever they may have been originally, soon became real enough to justify a doctor’s visits. And so by a kind of tacit abdication the reins of domestic power slipped from her nerveless grasp into the keeping of her eldest daughter.


  Nora was at this time just past her majority. She was a plain girl, the outline of her face being too square, and the features too strongly marked for beauty, but her dark eyes were unmistakably fine and her hair was like black silk. She had from the first 203 espoused her father’s quarrel with a fierceness that sometimes over-awed him. The deterioration of his character which had already begun to appear, the illness and incompetence of her mother—these were to her so many items entered in that long account which she hoped one day to present to Medlett for payment. As each fresh shadow fell across their path, she arraigned her father’s enemy anew, and thought with fierce and gloomy satisfaction of the day of reckoning.


  Meanwhile economy had to be rigidly practised. She had an instinctive horror of running up bills, but every month she found it harder and harder to get money from her father for the ordinary household expenses. She suspected that he was spending more than he could afford on the lawyers, but beside this she soon discovered that there was another and a more humiliating reason. One night he came in very late—it was after midnight. She had been sitting mending the boys’ socks. She went into the hall with her candle, and there, vainly trying to put his umbrella in the stand, stood her father obviously, unmistakably drunk. There was a dreadful kind of half simper on his face as though he were conscious of his condition, and could not quite make up his mind whether to try and conceal it, or to carry it off as a joke. She saved him the trouble of decision. One low cry she uttered of shame and disgust, then set her candle down on the stairs and rushed up to her bedroom. For the first time since their troubles began she gave way to despair. But even then she did not forget to lay this too at the door of their enemy, and the larger part of her prayer that night was concerned with him.


  From this time things went still worse with the devoted family. The elder boys were taken from school. They were both wild to go to sea, and through the good offices of the clergyman whose church they attended, this was arranged, though their necessary 204 outfit was only procured with the very greatest difficulty. Then Mrs. Crofts took a severe chill, and having apparently no particular desire to live, passed away, feebly lamenting her troubles, and prophesying unutterable things to come. Again Nora had desperate work to get from her father the money for the funeral. And in order to pay for mourning for herself and Jane, she had to begin giving music lessons, the clergyman’s little girls being her first pupils. The loss of his wife, so far from steadying Crofts, seemed to have exactly the opposite effect. For some time after that evening when he had horrified Nora, he had mounted guard over himself, and taken good care there should be no repetition of the scene in the hall. Now he relaxed his efforts, and took small pains to conceal his weakness. And so the housekeeping supplies grew harder and harder to obtain, and Nora was driven more and more to depend upon her own earnings to eke out her father’s small and spasmodic cheques.


  One momentary thrill of joy came to her. It was on the morning when Jane came running in, full of the news that there was a board up at the Medletts’ house. She was astonished to see her sister’s dark eyes light up, and an exultant smile transfigure her countenance.


  “I knew it would come,” she said. “God is just.”


  The younger girl was much impressed, but a few days after, she brought in the information that, far from implying disaster, the move only meant a great rise up the social ladder. The Medletts had taken a large new house at Hampstead, near the Heath. This time Nora said not a word, but the expression of her face as she bent over her work was so hard and forbidding, the child was afraid to pursue the subject.


  Before their troubles Nora had felt little, and had professed still less interest in religion. She had attended church as regularly as she 205 considered the conventions demanded, and she had been obliged to “get up” one of the gospels at school. But when the blow fell, she began to feel an awful joy in the stern sanctions of the moral law. Her own prayers, once so empty and formal, suddenly became a living reality when she found that in them she could summon her enemy to answer at the judgment seat of God. And now as she thought of his prosperity, and compared it with what she called their undeserved misfortunes, she felt as she had never felt before, the need of some new life to redress the wrongs and injustices of the old. Reserved and self-contained as she had always been, she shared these feelings with one, and one only. It was her younger brother, Ted as they called him, to whom she confided her anticipations of retribution. It was upon this boy that she looked as the chosen instrument by which the family wrongs were one day to be righted. He was unmistakably very clever indeed, and his school career so far had been a series of unbroken successes. Whatever else happened, she was determined, even if she had to starve herself to do it, that his chances should not be interfered with. Perhaps in her anxiety for him she was less than just to the others. Jane, who was not clever, was taken from school to be a little drudge at home that Ted might be able to go among his companions without blushing for his clothes. To him she constantly talked of their enemy and his wickedness. She hunted out passages in the Bible that portrayed in vivid colours the requital of the transgressor. In these she gloried. The roll and ring of the words, seemed to fire her blood. And when the boy once asked her whether we ought not to forgive our enemies, she answered that punishment must come first. When they had been well punished, then would be the time to think about forgiveness. And when, unconvinced, he still urged his difficulties, she grew so angry even with 206 him, that he was glad to let his doubts and perplexities remain unresolved.


  Soon after Mrs. Crofts’ death the Medletts made a great effort to be reconciled. Nora happened to be working at the window one afternoon, when she saw a smart-looking fly drive up to the door, and Mrs. Medlett got out, leaving some children inside. She rang the bell, but before the little maid-of-all-work had mounted half the kitchen stairs, Nora herself, a dangerous light in her eyes, had opened the door and stood waiting for her visitor to speak, making no sign of recognition, meeting her rather nervous approaches with an icy stare.


  “Oh, Nora, my dear, we were so sorry to hear——” she began, as she mounted the top step and held out her hand.


  And Nora, looking full at her, very deliberately shut the hall door in her face.


  Thenceforth for many a day the two families pursued their separate paths, holding no intercourse with each other, the one steadily climbing upwards, the other just as steadily slipping down.


  One night, about six months later, John Crofts came home very drunk, and—a rather unusual thing for him—in a very bad temper. Next morning, instead of going out at his usual time, he loafed about doing nothing, evidently in a state of severe depression. The day after, he told Nora that what she had dreaded for a long time had at last taken place—he had been dismissed from his post as manager of his department. She urged him to go at once to see his principals with a view to reinstatement, but the decisiveness of his refusal suggested to her at once that the occasion of his dismissal must have been very serious indeed, or—and this seemed more probable—that it was the last of a long series.


  It would be wearisome and profitless to trace the steps by 207 which the family’s fortunes declined as its head lost situation after situation, sinking gradually from the managership of a large department to the desk of a clerk at thirty shillings a week. Before this was reached, the house had of necessity been given up. They had gone into lodgings, and within four years from the winding-up of the Limpan Motor, Limited, those lodgings were on the top floor of a shabby-genteel lodging-house in a street off the Edgware Road.


  For the full thirty shillings never reached Nora’s hands. Crofts had become a confirmed, though seldom a violent drinker. It was only by desperately hard work that she could manage to keep up the semblance of respectability. Jane did a great deal of the mending and cooking now, while Nora gave lessons in music and drawing, in both of which she was proficient after the manner of amateurs. As for Ted, his continued success formed the one break in the cloud. For the last year and a half he had kept himself at school by prizes and scholarships. He was now thirteen and growing fast. Upon him Nora lavished all the affection for which her vengeful heart could find room. And when at Christmas he won an exhibition of fifteen pounds she rejoiced exceedingly, not so much perhaps for the success itself, but because among the beaten boys was Oscar Medlett, a big boy of fifteen.


  From that time Nora had no doubt. Evidently Ted was to be the chosen instrument. She had long since given up all hopes of her father. When at night she brooded over the family wrongs, she set down as equally accomplished facts, the death of her mother, and the ruin of her father’s character.


  And ever as the days went by and the clouds gathered darker, religion became to her more and more a reality—an awful reality it is true, and yet one to which she clung with an ever-increasing intensity of purpose. She felt the universe to be incomplete without 208 Someone at its centre to enforce with unsparing hand the sanctions of the moral law. The texts and phrases which speak of the wrath of God thrilled her heart with a feeling akin to joy. “He that sitteth in the heavens shall laugh; the Lord shall have them in derision.” “Depart ye cursed into everlasting fire, there shall be weeping and gnashing of teeth.” These are types of the passages on which her soul, hungry and thirsty, loved to dwell.


  She thought her cup of sorrow pretty full already; but what would she have said had she known that the bitterest drop was yet to come?


  II


  John Crofts had for some time been descending the ladder with accelerated speed. He was now rapidly approaching the bottom rung. His last piece of work—some copying—he had obtained by pestering the solicitor whom he had formerly instructed to act for him in the Limpan winding-up. By a similar process he had extracted a couple of shillings on account, and this he had expended at the nearest public-house. Consequently the work, when he brought it back the next morning, was not only three hours late, but so badly done, so full of mistakes and inaccuracies, he was paid the balance due to him and told very curtly it was no use applying for any more work there.


  Half an hour afterwards he found himself in Fleet Street, “stony-hearted Fleet Street,” without a penny in his pocket, and without the prospect of getting one, while within he felt an imperious demand for more liquor, that simply must be satisfied somehow. He knew it was no use going to Nora. It was, he was well aware, only with the greatest difficulty she could find the bare necessaries of life, and he was by no means anxious to enter 209 into any conflict with her; he had already learned to dread her plain speaking. To look for work and then wait for a week before getting any money, would be, he felt, quite intolerable. Slowly and carefully—for he had learned to love loafing—he reviewed every source from which he could raise money, and one by one he pronounced them all sealed. Then a sudden inspiration seized him. There was Medlett! True, he had ruined him—curse him! but wasn’t that all the more reason for getting every farthing he could, out of him? Another thing struck him. On two or three occasions he had received five-pound notes enclosed in a blank sheet of paper, directed in a boy’s hand. He had wondered whether they could have come from his former friend; now he felt sure of it, and at the thought of his wasted opportunities he could have wept. Drink, which had killed his self-respect, had at least scotched his yearning for revenge. In the light of those five-pound notes and of future possibilities, he began to reconsider his judgment. Perhaps Medlett was not so much to blame after all. Anyway, it was foolish keeping up that sort of feud for ever. It was absurd to talk about it as Nora did. That was just the difference between a man of sense, a man of the world, and a silly, hot-headed girl. Medlett must have a rare lot in him; there could be no doubt of that. He was junior partner now in his firm and rolling in money, simply rolling in money. What a lovely house he had, and as for hansoms, of course he never went about in anything else. And to think that for years they kept side by side as it were, rising step by step together. If it hadn’t been for that stupid quarrel he should have been just where Medlett was now.


  The result of these cogitations was that he went home, and to his great joy found his eldest daughter out. He made an excuse to get rid of Jane, and going into Norah’s room took from her desk 210 a sheet of paper, an envelope, and a stamp. Then he sat down and composed a long letter to his former friend.


  It was not an easy letter to write, but he was thirsty; and before long the deed was done. He pictured his destitution in terms which were not ill-chosen, admitted that he had felt bitterly against his friend, but added that time and the memories of the past had softened his resentment, or he could never have brought himself to ask for help. He besought his friend to procure him work if he possibly could, and at the promptings of the aforesaid thirst, introduced a postscript.


  “A small loan for pressing necessities would be very acceptable.—J.C.”


  Medlett received the letter the same evening, and carried it off to his little smoking-room to digest with his dinner. He was shrewd enough to read between the lines, knowing, as he did, a good deal, and guessing more of Crofts’ present condition. As he looked round the cosy room, self-complacency began to don the garb of kindness. The world had indeed gone well with him. A quite remarkable success had attended his speculations. It really seemed, he said to himself, reverentially, as if Providence were bent on rewarding his industrious and persevering youth. And this poor devil had gone utterly to the wall—no doubt there was a good reason for it somewhere; Providence knew how to discriminate between the wheat and the chaff. Still, there he was, practically penniless.


  “It’s no good finding him work, but I’ll send him another fiver,” was his conclusion; for Crofts had been quite right in his surmise: the previous notes had come from Hampstead. Crofts, it need hardly be said, was delighted with the result of his application, and spent a full week in the public-house looking for work, returning home at night with 211 more and more of the Devil’s hall-mark upon his flabby, sodden face.


  At the end of the week he managed to find some more copying work, which brought in a few shillings. He never thought, now, of taking anything home; but he was forced to spend a few shillings on boots. The rest went, of course, to, or rather towards, satisfying his thirst. Then he found himself once more in the picturesque but uncomfortable condition of the empty-pocketed. The idea of applying again to Medlett suggested itself, and he quickly went through the various stages of indignant refusal, calm consideration, enthusiastic adoption. Once more he paid a surreptitious visit to Nora’s desk in her absence, and once more he renewed his application for work, and managed to introduce a statement to the effect that arrears of rent had swallowed up the greater part of the five-pound note, and how to provide the children with warm clothing for the winter he did not know. As he wrote this, he said to himself that if this appeal produced any substantial result, he would see that Ted had an overcoat and Jane some new boots.


  The letter reached Medlett at a favourable moment. The fates were still propitious. He had followed his senior partner into a speculation from which they had escaped with the spoils of victory in the very nick of time, and his banking account was at least £350 to the good by that transaction.


  “Poor devil! Again, so soon?” he murmured, and put his hand into his pocket, fingering the loose silver. Then the Limpan shares came into his mind.


  “I ought to have told him; I wish I had,” he thought, and put his hand into another pocket. He drew from his pocket-book a bank-note, slipped it into a sheet of paper, across which he wrote without any attempt to conceal his handwriting:


  212 “You must make this do. It is enough to give you a start. I cannot find you work.”


  When Crofts received the letter and found a ten-pound note enclosed, he shed copious tears of joy. And to prove to himself that he could keep his word, and was a most tender hearted father, he walked Ted straight off to a ready-made clothes shop, and to the boy’s undisguised amazement, selected and paid for a warm winter overcoat at twenty-eight and sixpence. Such a coat as Ted had not worn since the days of adversity began.


  Now Ted was a very sharp lad and unusually observant. When his father wanted to pay for the coat, he wondered where the money was coming from. He saw him take an envelope from his pocket, open it, unfold a sheet of paper, and produce a bank-note. As he handed the note to the shopman the envelope fluttered to the ground. Crofts had not noticed the fall. But Ted as he picked it up, noticed three things: the handwriting which was large and clear, the postmark which was Hampstead, and the engraved seal which was a large, antique M. M and Hampstead gave him a clue, and it occurred to him that perhaps the wicked Medlett of whose iniquities Nora was constantly talking, had been trying to make atonement. He had an instinctive feeling, however, that his father would be annoyed at his conjecture, and so handed back the envelope without a word. But the hasty snatch, the guilty look, the quick suspicious glance at him, all these confirmed in the boy’s mind the truth of his surmise.


  On their way back Crofts suddenly asked:


  “Do you know of anything Nora wants badly?”


  The boy’s first inclination was to answer “food,” but he checked it, and after a little consideration replied by mentioning a pair of gloves.


  213 His father nodded and smiled. At the next draper’s they stopped, and Crofts bought two pairs of the best ladies’ gloves. It was nearly dark when they reached home, but Nora was standing by the window, trying to mend her one, shabby-genteel pair, and to economise lamp oil at the same time. Crofts went up to her, kissed her—a very unusual thing for him to do—and taking out the gloves put them in her hands. She uttered an exclamation of surprise and looked up with startled eyes. He smiled.


  “Take them, my dear. You needn’t looked so scared. It’s all right. Things seem to have taken a turn.”


  She opened the paper and stared mechanically at the gloves. Then she raised her eyes and saw Ted in the glory of his new coat.


  “Oh, that is good,” she exclaimed, “I have been wondering what he would do this winter for a coat.”


  “Don’t you care for your gloves?” asked her father, in rather an injured tone.


  “Oh, yes,” she answered, “one must wear some when one goes out teaching, and these are mostly holes. But father, what has happened? Have the Limpans paid anything at last?”


  Crofts was one of those who even under the pressure of trouble can only tell the truth when it is, as it were, fortified by a certain proportion of falsehood. And his conscience had the very convenient habit of crediting him with the truth, and ignoring the rest. He had often repeated to Nora the story of the Limpan shares, and the villany [villainy] of Medlett had lost nothing of picturesqueness in his telling. But he had never been able to tell her the absolute truth—that his law expenses had swallowed up all, and far more than all the paltry sum he received after the winding-up was carried through. Perhaps he may never have said so in so many words, but he had certainly succeeded in leaving on her 214 mind the impression that there might still be something considerable recovered when everything had been settled, and he had even talked vaguely but largely of reconstruction. And though she had learned long since that his statements must be accepted with caution, yet this impression had somehow remained unshaken.


  Her father shook his head.


  “No. Don’t talk of Limpans, I hate the name.” Nora looked at him with a smile whose meaning he could not read.


  “Never mind, father,” she said. “A time will come. Vengeance is mine. I will repay.”


  “Yes, my dear, certainly,” answered Crofts weakly, feeling uncomfortably conscious of the scene that would ensue if Nora should find out in any way the source of this new wealth, “but we mustn’t bear malice.”


  “Bear malice?” and her eyes seemed to blaze as she spoke the words. “It isn’t a question of malice. He has ruined you, killed poor mother—yes,” she went on with increasing excitement, “killed her, as surely as if he had strangled the life out of her with his own fingers, and brought us all to beggary. Bear malice, indeed! Why, to forgive or to forget such wrongs as these, would be to encourage wickedness.”


  “Well, well, well,” exclaimed Crofts fretfully, half irritated, half cowed by her vehemence, “you needn’t work yourself up into a passion, Nora. What is there for supper? Stale bread and Dutch cheese I suppose. I think I’ll run out for a minute and see if I can get a bit of something.”


  But Nora knew what running out for a minute meant.


  “Let Jane go,” she said. “She hasn’t been out all day, and she’s a capital little shopper.”


  “No,” he answered, “she’d be sure not to get what I want.” Which was perfectly true.


  215 He went out about nine, and came back half an hour after closing time quite drunk and very cheerful.


  As he pulled himself up to the top flight of stairs, Nora opened the sitting-room door, a candle in her hand, and crossed the passage to the box-room in which she and Jane made shift to sleep.


  He saw the light and looked up.


  “Shay, Nora, hey! Do’n go bed yet. Wansh hav’ li’l talk—Shtop, d’y—ear! there’s goo’ girl—I’m all ri’ tell you—Medlett sholly goo’ f’ler—been drinkin’ ’shealth.”


  The light disappeared. Fortunately perhaps for him, Nora had not caught the last sentence. But she had heard enough to fill her with a feeling only too nearly akin to loathing. She blew out the candle, for the moon was full, and artificial light was an extravagance. As she undressed, she looked round the miserable little room, and each squalid detail from the cracked, rickety glass to the torn and dirty window curtain, seemed to mock and exult over her. Inch by inch, in spite of all her efforts, they were sinking. Jane was growing up a simple drudge, and her hands were beginning to look like those of any litttle [little] maid-of-all-work. There was Ted to be sure, and that thought generally brought back courage if not cheerfulness. But to-night her gloom was too deep for any dispersal. No matter how successful he might be, his success would come too late to save the rest of them. She could not go on like this for another twelvemonth, whatever happened. Then another thought, never far remote, leapt to the front—yes she could. One year, two years, ten years if need be, till the day of recompense. He, no doubt, was lying in his snug bed, sleeping the sleep of the just, surrounded by every luxury, heaping up riches month by month. Ah, she must pray. And then with clenched hands and eyes staring straight upwards, she poured forth a silent passion of imprecation so eager, 216 so vehement, that though no word was uttered, it seemed to choke her. She ended with “Our Father,” which she repeated from old habit. The forgiveness clause presented no more difficulty to her than does the Sermon on the Mount to an army chaplain.


  “If he had merely injured me, I daresay I could have forgiven easily enough,” was the only explanation she vouchsafed her conscience, but it was quite sufficient.


  A fortnight later Nora returned home one dull, foggy night, between nine and ten. It was her late evening, and she was fairly tired out. Her feet were damp, for the soles of her boots were in holes, and the long walk home—her pupil lived in Camden Town—had left her limp and cross. However, Jane had some hot tea ready, and though she felt too tired to eat the bread and butter which was ready cut for her, the mild stimulant refreshed her. She sent the child off to bed, and sat down to her nightly task of mending clothes. Ted was doing some extra work with a view to some new prize he was trying for. About eleven his yawns became so frequent that in spite of his protests she insisted on his going to bed. Then for some time she was left alone to her mending and her thoughts. These were as usual of a sombre description. The gleam of brightness which had come with the last accession of wealth had vanished. Indeed the mysterious air assumed by Crofts when she pressed him as to his source, had occasioned her fresh uneasiness. Her faith in her father was so grievously shaken that his honesty did not seem to her quite above suspicion. But she never forgot where to lay the ultimate burden of blame. “It is all his doing,” she murmured. “How long, oh Lord, how long?”


  She was surprised to hear the hall door open. It must be her father she knew, every one else was in, but for the last week he 217 had been drinking, and seldom came home before midnight. She was still more astonished to hear the sound of conversation, faint at first, but growing louder as the talkers mounted the rickety stairs. One voice she soon recognised—that of her father, evidently half intoxicated. The other voice sounded familiar, yet she could not say to whom it belonged. Every time she heard it she seemed to be on the brink of recognition, but when it ceased she found it had eluded her. The staircase was a long one, with a rather sharp turn about half-way between the floors. She could not imagine who her father’s companion could be. For one moment the idea that it was a policeman crossed her mind, but she instantly rejected it; her father’s voice, though she could not distinguish the words, sounded perfectly placid. Then it struck her that he was probably bringing one of his public-house acquaintances home with him. He had never done such a thing before, but the unforeseen had happened so often in her experience, she felt as though nothing could surprise her greatly. Meanwhile the steps were mounting, but very slowly, the narrow, creaking stairs. She knew the landing was quite dark, for the floor underneath was unoccupied, and she felt no inclination to show a light. And now as the footsteps turned the angle of the staircase, she could distinguish what was said. Her father’s articulation was subject to what he himself sometimes alluded to as “a slight affection.” The stranger spoke, and again she racked her memory to link that voice with its appropriate name.


  “That’ll do—I won’t come any further. I’m quite satisfied. I will send to you to-morrow.”


  Then she heard her father speaking in a manner laboriously slow and portentously solemn.


  “Berrer come up now you’r ’ere. You shtand there. I’ll go ge’ light.”


  218 Then silence, followed by the sound of an unsteady step, and the creaking of the crazy baluster as if some one were clinging to, or leaning heavily on it. And then after a moment’s pause there came a strange shuffling sound succeeded by a noise—half-sob, half-scream—and that followed by a horrid thud, thud, thud, the sound of something heavy falling down stairs.


  Nora sprang to her feet, took the candle from the table, and threw the door wide open. As she did so she heard the other voice exclaim in a horror-stricken tone:


  “Good God, Crofts! what have you done? Are you much hurt?”


  The draught from the quickly opened door extinguished her candle, but before it went out she saw for one short moment the face of the stranger. It was Medlett—the enemy of the family.


  The shock of the discovery drove the thought of her father out of her mind for the minute. The one idea that seemed to dominate every other was this—that the very man upon whose head she had for years been invoking the wrath of heaven had, in some mysterious way which as yet she could not divine, been delivered into her hands.


  It was his voice that broke the spell.


  “For God’s sake, Nora, get a light; your father has tumbled down those cursed stairs and hurt himself. Hark how he groans.”


  The door of the third room opened and Ted appeared in his night-shirt, a candle in his hand. He had been reading over his lessons in bed.


  As the flickering light revealed Medlett’s face all white and drawn, her tongue was loosed:


  “You killed my mother, and now you have murdered my father,” she said in a strong, harsh voice.


  219 Medlett had not sufficient imagination to be susceptible to dramatic effects.


  “Don’t talk rubbish,” he said, roughly. “Here, you boy, bring that candle.”


  Ted obeyed, and at the same moment Mrs. Rouch, the landlady, in a very ancient, pink flannel dressing-gown, hastily tied round the waist with a piece of sash-line, came puffing upstairs, a kerosene lamp in her hand.


  “Dear, dear,” she panted. “Whatever ’as ’appened? Oh, the turn it give me, to be sure. I thought it was the chimbly gone. Oh, bless ’is ’eart, poor man, ’is ’ead must ’ave caught the edge of one of the stairs; they’re beastly sharp at the sides. Look, ’e’s all smothered in blood. Oh, Mr. Worrall,” she added, as the first-floor lodger appeared in his shirt sleeves, “just bring a nip o’ brandy; there’s a good soul.”


  “All right, mum,” replied Mr. Worrall, who was a railway porter, and had an ambulance certificate. “Let’s look at ’im fust. Alcol’s the very wust thing in many cases.”


  He spoke very slowly, in a deep bass, and Mrs. Rouch was silenced. And as he stooped and straightened out the huddled figure, and then gently felt for the wound, they all gathered round, awe-struck, speechless.


  “There’s a ’ole, sure enough,” he at last pronounced, “and a fracture I should say, but whether comminooted or not I can’t tell. It’ll be a ’orspital case, mum. I’d better get a policeman to bring the ambulance round.”


  “No, no,” exclaimed Medlett. “Get a cab and take him to the nearest hospital at once—St. Mary’s, I suppose.”


  “What I want to know is ’ow did all this ’appen?” suddenly interjected a sharp, thin voice. It was Mr. Rouch who appeared on the scene, fully dressed, having stayed behind to complete his toilet.


  220 Nora stepped forward and pointed to Medlett.


  “That man pushed him down stairs. He ruined us years ago. I suppose he came to gloat over his work. I heard them quarreling on the stairs.”


  She spoke in short, jerky sentences. Her words seemed to choke her. Her father would die, she had no doubt of that, but he should not die alone or unavenged. And as she stood there, “white as chalk and ’er eyes all a blazin’”—so Mrs. Rouch subsequently described her appearance—the intensity of her passion powerfully impressed her audience. Even Medlett, to whom the possibility of such a charge had never occurred, felt a sudden chill of fear as he realised the position in which he might find himself. He showed, however, no sign of this, when he answered, addressing Mr. and Mrs. Rouch:


  “It is true I used to know him years ago, and lately he has come begging over and over again. I helped him time after time. To-night I happened to meet him. There was a block near the Marble Arch, and my cab had to stop. He saw me, got on the step, and asked me to lend him a couple of sovereigns to get a sewing-machine for his girl——”


  “Liar!” interjected Nora, going, if possible, a shade whiter.


  “I saw,” continued Medlett, taking no notice of the interruption, “that he was half intoxicated, and it suddenly struck me that he might be imposing on me by his tales of poverty, and at the same time he did not seem in a state to find his way home safely, so I told him I would give him the money he wanted, and perhaps more, if he would take me home with him. He got in. When we reached this house the lights were out. He had no matches. I had only two, and these went out in the passage. We had to feel our way upstairs, and he, in his condition, kept lurching and slipping about. Before we got to 221 the top landing, I told him I was satisfied and would send him what he wanted. He wouldn’t hear of my going, and asked me to wait while he went up alone and got a light. A minute after I heard a lurch and a sort of scream. Then his body come bumping down, and nearly knocked me over.”


  Nora stamped her foot with rage, for she saw that the mention of “my cab” and the sovereigns had produced a marked effect.


  “Isn’t it enough,” she cried, “to have killed our mother and murdered our father, but you must slander him before the breath is out of his body. As though he would have touched a penny or your miserable money. He would have died sooner. He hated you almost as much as I do. ‘Slip,’ indeed, when I heard you say, ‘Good God! what have I done?’”


  “That looks bad if it’s true,” said Mr. Rouch, in an audible aside to his wife.


  “I’ll swear I never said anything of the kind,” cried Medlett, who had entirely forgotten what he had said.


  Ted, who had set down his candle and gone over to where his father lay, with a roughly extemporised pad under the wound, looked up quickly, and was upon the point of speaking, when he caught sight of Nora’s eyes fixed on him with a peculiarly stern and forbidding expression. And the moment she saw she had arrested his attention, she made a hurried, imperious gesture, which he rightly interpreted as a command to hold his tongue.


  So for a few minutes they kept their watch in silence. The injured man seemed to labour more and more in his breathing, and his face grew, or seemed to grow, more dreadfully livid. At last the street-door opened, and Mr. Worrall appeared, followed by a policeman and an exceedingly well-groomed man, whom both Mr. Worrall and the policeman treated with marked respect.


  The doctor—for such he was—knelt down at once by the 222 patient’s side and commenced his examination. He felt his pulse, pulled open his eyes, held a light to the pupils, and then felt with his fingers for the wound in the back of the head. Then he looked up.


  “Better take him to the hospital at once. It’s just possible he may become conscious before—before the end. You have the ambulance there?”


  The policeman nodded. “The other man’s got it downstairs.”


  “Is there no hope?” asked Nora, in a low, husky voice. Her mouth and throat were parched, as if burned with fever.


  The doctor shook his head gravely, but gave no verbal answer.


  “Then I charge that man with the murder,” she cried, pointing to Medlett, her concentrated passion seeming suddenly to liberate her voice, which rang out clear and strong.


  “Can’t do that, mum, while the party’s alive,” said C 68, the suspicion of a smile hovering over his expressionless countenance. “You can make any statement you like at the inquest, you know,” he added, soothingly.


  She made no further remark, and Medlett, after giving his name and address, and requesting the doctor, on his behalf, to superintend the removal to the hospital, drove home in a cab.


  Nora accompanied the little party, and waited till she heard the doctor’s verdict, that there was no immediate danger, that in all probability there would be no marked change for several hours; recovery was absolutely hopeless.


  It was striking one when she got back. She had the key with her, and let herself in quietly. The reaction from the intense excitement of the last hour or two was upon her; for the first time, perhaps, in the course of years, she felt a craving for sympathy. It would have been a comfort to have had even Mrs. Rouch to talk to; anything was better than this cold, black 223 solitariness. But the distant sound of muffled snoring was the only sound that fell upon her as she carefully felt her way upstairs. Would there be a light up there, she wondered. She shuddered at the thought of the dark, silent rooms, and she stopped, pressing her hands upon her forehead, trying to remember where she had put the matches. But as she turned the fatal angle in the staircase, she saw with joy the sitting-room door slightly open, and within the glow of light. Still walking warily, for fear of waking Jane, who had slept undisturbed through all the commotion, she nevertheless quickened her steps, and pushed open the door with a sigh of relief. To many people the close, untidy, ill-furnished room would have looked cheerless enough; but compared with what she had pictured and expected, it was delightful. There was a little fire in the grate, and a kettle on the hob. Two candles stood on the table, and half a loaf and a piece of butter, accompanied the teapot and cup that were set opposite her usual chair. On another chair drawn up to the table, asleep, his head resting on his outstretched arms, sat Ted. As she saw him and noted the preparations for her return, her eyes filled with unwonted tears, and with a sudden impulse she stooped and kissed his forehead very gently.


  Gentle as the touch was it woke him. He looked up for a moment half dazed, then came to himself with a start.


  “Oh, Nor, is that you? I was dreaming about the old house. I thought I was a little chap in bed and mother came up to kiss me good-night.”


  She smiled on him, but laid her fingers on her lips and softly closed the door.


  “What do they say at the hospital?” asked the boy.


  The question recalled her from her melting mood. The lines round her mouth seemed to harden, as she answered quietly:


  224 “They say there is no hope. He may live a day or two, and may possibly be conscious. We must go the first thing in the morning.”


  The boy looked down and his lip quivered. Partly to make a diversion she asked:


  “Did you get all this ready for me, Ted?”


  “Yes,” he answered; “I had to borrow the butter and the coals from Mrs. Rouch; I couldn’t find any in the cupboard.”


  “It was very good of you, dear,” she said, fetching another cup and filling one for him and one for herself.


  They drank their tea in silence, and to please him she tried to eat a piece of bread and butter. The tea, the light, the fire, the simple sitting still, all seemed to refresh her; but deeper and most comforting of all was the sense of human love and sympathy that for the moment drove out the dogs of hate, and gave her peace as well as rest.


  Not for long though. The boy fidgeted about, and after several false starts, suddenly said:


  “Nor, I am sure you are wrong about Mr. Medlett.”


  “What do you mean?” she asked quietly enough, but every nerve tense in a moment, and the dogs out on the trail again.


  “I was awake, reading in bed, and I heard them come up. They weren’t quarrelling at all; and what Mr. Medlett said was: ‘Good God, Crofts! what have you done?’ I heard it quite distinctly.”


  The dogs were in full cry now, but the fear that she might be baulked of her vengeance just as the opportunity seemed to have so wonderfully arisen, made her calm and wary.


  “Look here, Ted,” she answered, “you may be right about that, or I may—I don’t know which is. But one thing is absolutely clear; that man—don’t call him ‘Mister’—ruined us. 225 Mother never got over it, it was that killed her; and, as for poor father, you know it lost him his work and drove him to drink. If this fall were a pure accident, Medlett would be his murderer just as much, only he would get off scot-free—and that he shan’t.”


  And she shut her lips tightly.


  Ted sat thinking, and a pink flush mounted to his cheek. Nora herself, with all her faith in his cleverness, had no idea how he would carry himself in such a crisis. Like most strong-willed persons she had great confidence in her own ability to bear down opposition; the only question in her mind was how long the process would take.


  After a pause the lad began again.


  “Of course you can say what you think you heard; but they will be sure to ask me. And I shall have to speak the truth.”


  “And let the man who killed your father and mother escape? Oh, for shame, Ted. Why savages have more feeling than that.”


  “Savages know it is wrong to lie,” answered the boy slowly, but with a hint of doggedness in his tone that irritated his sister intensely. She began to feel with dismay her helplessness in face of this new and unexpected obstacle.


  They were both overwrought, and it was a toss-up which temper would break down the sooner.


  Nora made one more effort.


  “Ted, I am older than you, a good deal; you have obeyed me for years in little things; now that I ask you to obey me in a big thing, I am sure you won’t refuse and break my heart. If that wretch escapes, I shall lie down and die.”


  There was another pause, a long one this time. She leaned back and watched his face with devouring eagerness. If this appeal failed she had no resource, no hope.


  226 It seemed to her an interminable time before he spoke. He was rather incoherent but quite resolved.


  “It’s no use, Nor, I can’t tell a lie like that to get a man hanged when I don’t believe he’s done it. I’m sure it was right what he said—that he had been sending father money for ever so long. It was his money bought my coat and your gloves.”


  She saw she was beaten, and the tension of the strain she had been putting on herself was too great for her self-control. She abandoned herself to a storm of passion, hysterical in its violence. One sign of restraint she still showed—she made no loud noise. She showered on the boy every adjective of reproach and contempt her not particularly abundant vocabulary supplied—mean-spirited, ungrateful, cruel, cowardly, stupid, these were some of the epithets which preceded what sounded like a half-finished curse.


  Half-finished, for before she could complete her sentence, the boy jumped to his feet, his cheeks crimson, his eyes sparkling, his breast heaving with passion.


  “Cowardly, mean, cruel, ungrateful, am I?” he cried, “and what are you? You who would swear away a man’s life. Yes, I know you heard the same as I did. You daren’t look me in the face and say you didn’t. Why, you’re no better than a murderess yourself. You are no sister of mine; there, I’d sooner die than go on living with you.”


  And he rushed out of the room, slamming the door after him.


  The sight of his fury and the sound of the door sobered her. She sat up and listened for any sign of movement in the house. She heard Ted go into his own room; then there was silence. Jane even if she had been awakened was evidently not alarmed.


  Relieved as to this, she lay back and began to think. Once more she lay as if waterlogged in the trough of a storm. She felt very, very tired; the future seemed utterly blank of hope, and yet 227 she must think, think, think. Her head was aching with a dull, persistent pain that seemed part of the universal misery that surrounded her life. She kept losing the thread of thought, beginning with the events of the night, then wondering what she was thinking about, and having painfully and laboriously to go over the ground again. At last with infinite pains she fixed her attention on Medlett, and slowly, clinging to him as the central figure, reconstructed the whole story. Then she remembered what the boy had said about his sending money. Had her father really stooped to beg from their enemy? It seemed impossible, and yet—now she came to think of it there were several things that occurred to her, and made her shudder lest it should indeed prove to have been so. As she looked round the room, her eyes rested on a coat that hung against the wall. It was the jacket Crofts used to sit in while at home. She got up and walked across the room, for a sudden idea had struck her. She put her hand into the breast pocket and took out half a dozen letters and papers. She opened the first, it was an answer to an application for work. The second gave her the information she was seeking. The envelope had the monogram M on the flap, and the sheet of paper inside was headed with the Medletts’ address at Hampstead. On it was written the following brief message:


  “You have had £30 in less than three months. I cannot send more at present.—W.M.”


  It was all true then. Medlett’s money had been helping them to live. The thought was almost intolerable. She went to the work-basket and took out two pairs of gloves. With the aid of the scissors she cut them into shreds, and threw them into the fire. This done she once more sat down in the chair and took up the burden of her thoughts. She had made revenge—justice she called it to herself—the goal of her life, but how it was to be 228 reached she had never been able to divine. And now when quite suddenly the opportunity presented itself, only one obstacle stood in the way. The boy for whom she had worked and sacrificed and half-starved herself, of whom she had grown so proud and of late so fond, in whom she had seen the chosen instrument of vengeance, this boy was the fatal hindrance that had ruined her plans and blighted the one strong hope of her life. She knew nothing of the irony of fate as the old Greeks conceived of it, but she felt as if she had been made the sport and jest of an unseen power against whom it was useless to fight.


  And as she realised the fact that the last five years of her life, with all its pains and humiliations and heartburnings, had been simply thrown away in utter futility, another thought pierced her with poignant pain. One element in her daily life had sweetened and made it tolerable. It was the affection of her favourite brother. And now that had gone too, gone irretrievably, the last, and perhaps the most futile sacrifice on the altar of revenge. She remembered his thoughtfulness for her this very evening. It had been like healing to her bruised and angry spirit. It had called up, or called back for a few blessed moments another and a better Nora. And now he hated her—would have nothing more to do with her, would not call her sister, called her murderess instead. And she had cursed him, the boy whom she now discovered she loved with a love stronger even than her hate.


  Ill-nourished, overworked, her nerves shattered by this night’s experiences, the thought of all her misery fairly overcame her. She threw herself on the floor and broke out into hysterical sobs, biting her lips hard to prevent their being audible, and in a last attempt to keep some vestige of self-control. Her loneliness appalled and crushed her. She had sacrificed Jane and the other boys to Ted that through him she might taste revenge. She had 229 never gained their love, and his she had won only to fling it away again. And so at last, after all these years, it dawned upon her too late that she was the victim not of blind fate or of malignant powers and principalities, but of her own hard heart and stubborn will. It was she herself who with cruel and relentless hand had exacted from her own starved and prisoned soul the very uttermost farthing.


  III


  “Oh! dear Nor, what is the matter? Do wake up. You frightened me so dreadfully.”


  She had fallen asleep, utterly worn out; and woke to find herself still on the floor, with Ted kneeling by her side, in his shirt sleeves, his face stained with tears.


  “Please forgive me, Nor. I didn’t know what I was saying. I think I must have been mad. Please don’t make me do that. Any other way I will help you to get your revenge.”


  She raised her head from his coat which he had slipped under her as a pillow. As she saw his anxious expression and the signs of recent tears, as she heard the tone of his voice, the lines of her face relaxed into a smile almost like that of a happy child. She had been living for years among people whose language was more forcible than polite. She was still under the influence of strong excitement. The joy of finding again that which was lost overcame her. Let one or all of these mitigating circumstances excuse her manner of speech as she sprang to her feet and kissed him on the lips:


  “Damn revenge! It’s love I want.”


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  230 Bodley Heads


  No 5: Portrait of Mr. G. S. Street


  By Francis Howard
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  233 The Secret


  By T. Mackenzie


  Yes, you would have me know that it is within the little casket held level below your tiny, pointed chin, but you forget I can look into your solemn, omniscient eyes, and read that the secret lies within them too. Never was mystery more safe than in your keeping, you weird little creature, with eyes of a Sphinx and mouth of a baby. Was your secret known to the artist who painted you, to him who gave you that thrilling look, over-teeming with what you can never tell? Where two persons know, there concealment is weak, so I am assured that neither the painter who conceived you, nor I who am in love with you, can share the knowledge you were created to hide. You are so sure of it that you look me through and through, guiltless of having any treasure which no one may share. “Why need I fear you?” I read in your eyes, “I hold what you can never know. I am Mystery, and exist only so long as no one has my Secret.”


  Little positive negation! Like to-morrow, which never is but always to be with us, you offer perpetually what you will never grant. Do you know that you tempt me well-nigh beyond endurance with that wistful, eldritch beauty, and, madman that I become, I would that you were a living thing that I might kill 234 you, and so annihilate the rigid negation of your obstinate self-control. Have you no compassion for us poor humanity, with our infinite capacity for needing, that you should sur-taunt us with that inexorable look of denial? You glory in your power, there is satisfaction about your lips, and you hold the casket lightly to show that it is hopelessly beyond our reach. Indeed, it seems to me at times, that you are offering the little bronze treasure to the world at large, saying:


  “Here, take my Secret!” knowing that you but invite in order to refuse.


  I wonder did you ever live on earth? Sometimes you seem to me to be a worldly little person, made to drive a man distracted for the want of you. It gives you more satisfaction to say No than Yes; your baby mouth may be willing and weak, yet your eyes are always stern, and see too far to care for what is near. Who once gained your soul, however, would gain it for all eternity. Steadfast is the watchword of that soul, union or purpose, oneness of design, truth absolute are its attributes.


  I like to sit here beside you, while the dim light of London day suggests the neutral hue of dusky hair that might be brown and shadowed eyes that might be blue, and fancy that once you were a living girl, an artist’s model, and, had you lived, might still be in the fulness of sweet womanhood.


  I am sure that you are dead. I like to fancy that you fulfilled one duty to the artist and that then you died. Life could not have wanted you longer, having made you what the picture on my wall reflects. For all trivial purpose in the world, surely of all maids you were most unfit. When I think of you as leading the life of any girl whom fate has brought near my path, I cannot but smile at the incongruity of the notion. That you lived is, I grant, a fair thought, but that you should be and act as 235 other women is an absurd one. Who ever possessed a personality like yours that you should be expected to resemble another? I would as lief imagine that I had two mothers, that two moons ruled the sea’s tide, as fancy that any one like you in being and in face ever set foot upon this stony world of stumbling. The very sweep of your hair falling parted round your face is unique, the colour of your eyes, neither blue nor green nor grey is unparalleled. Who else had hands like those upholding the casket, unless perhaps it were he, whose stroke upon the lyre made the mountain tops to bow in adoration?


  All around you is dark, mystic, suggestive; the delicate tenderness of your face against the gloomy canvas is like the petal of a wild rose adrift upon a murky stream, white and pink and leaf-shaped.


  * * * *


  There are those to whom Mystery is a thing of horror. The unseen offers suggestions so unthinkable that the mind turns drowning to what is comprehensible. To such as these my picture will never be a thing of joy. It offers nothing that the mind of man can fathom, and the thoughts it awakens bear no name.


  Some there are, and I am or this category, to whom pure happiness is only possible when all that pertains to the intellect of man is in abeyance, and the unreasoning, unstudied, uncalculating part of him is in the ascendant, jubilant in the recklessness of nature—divinely the brute. Ascetism may recoil at the words, philosophy be shocked, nevertheless our most glorious passions are those which are instinctive. Motherhood, Heroism, Love, do they spring from the intellect? Irrational, if you will so name them, these instinctive, animal feelings have not lowered mankind; 236 contrariwise, they have prompted him to Godlike action when reason would have made him coward.


  We may revel in our science, classify and label our emotions, we can never argue away the beauty of what passes the understanding, and to say that Mystery is an abomination is to despise God and Life and Love and Hope.


  With dismay I think on the dissatisfaction inevitably linked with the solving of what was unknown, that bitter taste underlying so much that is rapturous on earth, and I look up at my maiden with her Secret, and know that the greatest wisdom in the world is hers.


  ·  ·


  237 A Chef-d’Œuvre


  By Reginald Turner


  As I, his literary executor, arrange and destroy his papers, I realise at last and to the full the tragedy of Alan Herbert’s life. If ever man lived for his art, he did; all that he had, of health and strength, of means and leisure, he gave to what he believed that art demanded of him. And art was no cant word to him. By talking of it he dazzled no clique, he became no lion of tea parties, he gained no undeserved renown. Sincerity, in all the plainness of that austere word, guided his actions and his thoughts. He possessed all the prejudices which so many of his kind affect, and for those prejudices he was ready to suffer. I have known him ill for a week from the hand-shake of a professional journalist, though several of his intimate friends were occasional contributors to the evening papers. Having known him all my life, I never took him quite seriously. At school and at home I had never detected anything abnormal in him, but, as boyhood is not critical of character, this is not surprising; and I must confess that his parents, pastors and masters, who were all grown-up, thought him unremarkable. I never thought about him till my third year at Oxford. He was in his second year, and though I had seen him frequently while he was yet a freshman, I had never had cause to separate him, in my mind, from any of the other men I 238 knew. The first time he surprised me was one day in the beginning of the October term. I had come up from the river after trying some of the freshmen for the boats, and I looked in at his rooms on my way to my own “Diggs.” At that time, Alan was a very good-looking fellow of twenty-one, and as I saw him in his chair with a book in his hand, it struck me for the first time that he had a student’s face. After a few moments’ conversation, I happened to ask him what he was going to read for his final schools; he seemed to me like a man who would read history, not being scholar enough for “greats,” nor plodding enough for a pass. “I think,” he answered, “that I shall not take my degree. Reading for a school narrows one.” I had heard idle or stupid men say that before, and I told him that being at the ’Varsity one might as well do something and read with some object in view. As I said it his face lit up, and he answered:


  “Do something? I intend to! I am reading with an object in view. A month ago I had no object. I intended to get a decent class and then go down and see what life I should drift into. But to-day my whole life is changed. You have heard of religious conversions. There are other kinds. I have been converted, I have found salvation, and I intend to live—don’t laugh at me!—for Art. I am not going to shrink from any of the hardships which such a decision brings with it. I take myself seriously, I believe in myself, because I know that concentration and determination always gives a man his heart’s desire. Look at this book, it is the life of Balzac, perhaps the greatest literary character of all time, if we consider his circumstances and his influence. In this book I have found my salvation. Before I die I will produce a work which shall be abiding, which shall be my raison d’être, and by which I shall gain the true immortality. I am feverish now, the heat of conversion is upon 239 me, but I believe I have strength enough of purpose to persevere, for long years, for a lifetime, till at last I conquer. I know I seem to you now to be a prig, but I am not a prig. I am sincere!”


  I saw indeed that he was in earnest, and I confess I was surprised and touched. “Are you going to write a magnum opus?” I asked, without any attempt at a sneer, but half in fun.


  “The quantity of my work I cannot yet decide, its form I cannot yet tell, but neither concerns me very much. The smallest stars are those which shine the brightest.”


  “It is perhaps because they are the furthest off that they look small,” I murmured.


  “I know,” he went on, without noticing my interruption, “that most men who have done great things in quality have also produced a large amount of work, but that is perhaps an accident, certainly not a necessity, and I shall do nothing in a hurry. Balzac produced for ten years work which was but a preparation, which might have been destroyed without loss to the world and with profit to himself. I shall prepare myself, but I shall not produce till I feel within myself that the time has come, when I can give to the world my heart’s desire.”


  “My dear Alan, you won’t find Oxford a very sympathetic place,” I said, a little impatiently.


  “No, I quite think that, and I shall not stay, when I have exhausted all it can give me for my purpose. I shall travel and I shall live alone; fortunately I shall be able to live my own life. But as yet I am in confusion, I have formed no plans either for studying the works of others, or for forming my own, but I am in earnest, and that’s the great thing, surely.”


  That night we dined together, and I found him so distrait a 240 companion that I vowed to see little of my enthusiast till his mania had worn off. For weeks I saw nothing of him, and one day, towards the end of term I was surprised to hear that he had been “sent down.” He had been out all night and could give no better explanation than that he had gone out, and, forgetting rules and time, had walked all through the night, till, at six o’clock in the morning, he had astonished the porter by demanding admittance at the lodge. Of course neither Don nor Undergraduate would believe such a story, and so he was told that he would be rusticated for a year. I went to see him before he departed. When I got to his rooms, he was packing his books, and as I was trying to say something by way of sympathy, he shrugged his shoulders and told me that it was the first sacrifice his purpose demanded of him, and he didn’t regret it. His people at home would not understand him, but he should hope for as little unpleasantness as his father’s time with the birds (it was November) would allow him. And, after all, he said the ’Varsity was never kind to dreamers.—“Look at Shelley!”


  Two years passed before I saw Alan again. During the year of his rustication, we heard he was abroad, and I received an occasional letter from him, sometimes from Spain and sometimes from Italy. When the year was nearly over I got a long letter from him. He told me that he could never come back to Oxford, with its rigid rules and narrow ambitions.


  “I am going to-morrow,” so his letter, dated from Paris, ran, “to Croisset, there perhaps to feel the spirit of the great Master steal over me. In the little rooms which I have taken I shall study and ponder over that great life which devoted itself to absolute perfection, and then when I feel I am sufficiently imbued with the perfect spirit of the scholar and the artist, I shall come to London and live quietly in my studio. How much nicer that 241 word ‘studio’ sounds than ‘study.’ The one conjures up all beautiful, studious, and working things, the other merely conveys the impression of vain learning and formless severity!”


  The letter was long, but I won’t quote more. I have here before me, as I write, my answer to that letter, and I confess I feel rather ashamed of it. For six months Alan stayed at Croisset, going occasionally to Rouen to chat with the booksellers and study life on the quay, very much after the manner of Flaubert, I suppose. Then he suddenly left for Italy again. I fancy a reading party drove him away from Croisset. At last one of my uncles told me he had seen him in London. His mother sent me his address. She seemed rather distressed about him, and begged that I would try and get him to take some interest in life. I wrote to him and he wrote back asking me to dine with him. He was living in some rooms in an old house off the Strand, and when I entered I noticed that his sitting-room was almost bare of furniture. The wall was covered with long strips of paper, on which were written what looked like genealogies. I was quite shocked when I saw my friend. In place of his former vigorous bearing, I found him thin, pale, and care-worn, and he certainly had not been cheating himself by pretending to work, for his face was that of one who studied by day and by night. As I looked around me, I saw two or three chairs, a bare writing table, and on the floor a heap of books in utter confusion.


  “I thought we would dine at a restaurant,” he exclaimed, evidently thinking I was looking for some signs of an impending meal. “We shall be more free to talk over old times. This room is my studio, and while here I cannot take my thoughts from my work. I’m afraid you’ll find me a bore and an egoist, but living alone for two years with but one object in view doesn’t improve one as a companion.”


  242 We went out to dine, and I found that Alan had indeed not improved as a companion. We talked of old times and friends, and he told me something of where he had been and what he had done since we last met. But our conversation soon flagged, and I was rather glad when he suggested that we should take our coffee in his rooms. When we got back, I saw that he flung himself into his chair with infinite content, and when our pipes were lighted and the coffee—excellent coffee by the way—was brought in, I began to feel quite cheerful. “And now, Alan,” I said, between sips of coffee and whiffs at my pipe, “now that you are back in London, you must neglect your friends no longer, and we shall expect you to marry.”


  He laughed. “My friends are here on the wall, and as for my heart, I have given that away. An artist’s life is a lonely one, he has some hardships to endure, but he has compensations also. I should have liked to marry and to have had sons and daughters to carry me on into the future, but I intend to live in the heart and memory of every one that knows what beauty in Art is. I have certainly given my life and my soul to the service of Art. Since that day in Oxford when I told you my ambition, I have never faltered; all my actions have been taken for one object and though the way has often seemed hard, I have never regretted it, for I knew I was paying the penalty of my choice. I remember that day you asked me what form my work would take. I couldn’t tell you then, but to-day I can. The preparation is over, the work begun. Will you smile when I tell you how I have chosen to live? Please don’t; it means so much to me. I may in the future write much, or little, I care not which, but I am going to stand or fall, to stand I know it will be, by what in English must be called the ‘short story.’”


  “Yes,” I said, rather vacantly, “the short story’s the thing.”


  243 “Why! I have always loved small gems rather than large ones. They can be judged, comprehended, embraced, more completely. Fiction involves creation. The characters are mine; I invented them, made them live, and they shall never die. Who was Hamlet? What woman gave him birth? What vault holds his body? Yet he is more real than any general, whose name is written large on bloody battlefields, or any king buried beneath a pyramid. Shall I produce a Hamlet? No; for I wish my work to be not a monument but a cathedral. A perfect orchestra is more beautiful than the most exquisite achievement of one single instrument. Nor shall my puppets be mere creatures of the imagination. As I conceived them, so have I traced their history. You see those genealogies on the wall? They are the ancestors of the persons in my story. I will have justification for every word they utter, reason for every step they take—reason and justification to myself. The world who reads my story shall not know, but I, the author will know, and knowing will convince. There is a waiter in my story, a Marseillais, he does but little, says nothing, is of no perceptible consequence. But do you think I would put him down among my other characters, knowing nothing of him? I am far too conscientious. At Marseilles I studied the man, I have invented for him a history, a family. No man springs from nowhere, and those who read with eyes open will realise that here is a creation, ‘This waiter,’ they will say, ‘is not a mere garçon de café, but a human being with soul and personality.’”


  I shifted my seat. In fact I was rather bored and just a little inclined to laugh; only his extreme seriousness kept me at attention. Alan looked at me. He suggested whisky, and I gladly accepted. I noticed he took none himself and asked him if living in southern cafés had made him forsake whisky for absinthe.


  244 “I don’t drink spirits,” he said almost shyly, “I am afraid of them. At any cost I am going to keep my head clear and my brain untainted. I don’t want people to speak of my work as of that of a mad genius. Above all else I must be sane, and spirits give an unnatural energy, an excited imagination. To a satire or political pamphlet, alcohol may give point, but the maker of beautiful things must rely entirely upon himself and his lightness of touch, his keen insight. His impartiality is bound to be impaired by stimulants. I am afraid you think me a prig. I have warned you before!”


  “You punish yourself, at any rate, Alan,” I answered him. “Great writers have managed to get on without such austerity, and have even produced great work, if one can credit rumour, while consuming quantities of whisky; I thought it was what one associated with——”


  “With journalists and such creatures, not with real writers. I will take nothing to vitiate my imagination, just as I will do and see nothing to vitiate my taste. I never go to a music-hall or a theatre. Idealist or realist, whichever you be, the theatre will spoil you. How dramatists can allow actors to interpret—interpret!—their works, has always been a very painful problem to me.”


  As he talked, I realised to some extent what this man’s life was. He was single-hearted, he believed in himself, and he sacrificed himself to his opinions. I looked upon him almost with awe, certainly with some apprehension, and I rose to go.


  “Come and see me sometimes—often!” he said, as we shook hands. “I am generally alone, and occasionally lonely, so don’t be afraid of disturbing me. Friendship and the companionship of friends can do no one anything but good.”


  “Come and dine with me?” I asked him.


  245 “No, society is different. You will find me here when you want me, but I should not be an amusing visitor to you. Look!” and he pointed to a bundle of uncut books, “here is my night’s work—Italian love songs. My hero writes one and he must know what to avoid before he sets himself to the work. Ah! My hero … for five months I have searched vainly for his name. I have looked in directories; I have walked the streets looking at the names over the shops, in vain. I have found no name to suit him—no name which is his.”


  “Why not try Smith?” I thought as I went downstairs. But when I got to my cosy chambers, I felt myself to be a low brute with no aim in life, and I thought of my friend reading his Italian love-songs in his rooms off the Strand. I saw him continually all through that summer. He steadily refused to leave London. His work was really in progress, and whenever I came to town for a day or two between my various visits in the country, I found my friend hard at work.


  “When is the Chef d’Œuvre going to be finished?” I asked him one day, and I silently prayed heaven it might be soon, for Alan waxed thinner and paler as the summer gave place to autumn.


  “I’ve been at it for over two years now and I shall finish it in a few months, if all goes well,” he said, cheerfully. “But sometimes I stop altogether. I look for a word for several days, and then don’t find it in the end. There are countless other troubles too wearisome to relate. When it is all over, I shall go to the South.”


  But he was never to go. As winter came on he fell ill, and yet he stuck to work. Day after day, night after night, he was at his desk, writing, almost letter by letter, his wonderful story.


  One day (it was mid-way through November), on going to see 246 him, I found him frantically writing. His face was flushed and I thought that on it I saw the mark of tears. When I entered, he stood up quite still and looked at me. I saw that something had happened.


  “I must tell some one. I will tell you,” he gasped out. “This morning, I saw my doctor, and he tells me I have to die—only three weeks more and perhaps I shall be dead!”


  He took a stride to his table and snatched up his pen. “But I must finish this. I must launch it on the world. I must know that it is safe. I shall never in this world know the estimation they put upon my work, but I shall at least know that it is safe. I realise now how hard it must be for a mother to die when her child is about to begin life. But how much harder if her child doesn’t live and she goes out into the darkness, leaving nothing.”


  “You are going to publish the story?” I asked. I felt that commiseration for his fate would be out of place.


  “I am going to send it to H——,” and he named the editor of a well known Review. “I shall send it with just my initials and address. Perhaps H—— may have heard of me and of my life. I rather hope not. This gem shall have no borrowed light. It shall go without a word into the literary world, there to take up its place. But now I must be alone, I must finish my work. Good night.”


  And I left him. Every day I went to see him. Every day he seemed more feverish, more unearthly. A week later, when I called, I found him in bed, weary and feeble but quite calm.


  “It is finished,” he said. “I sent it off this morning, and now I have done. I hope I shall hear from him quickly. I wrote a note with it, and said that I was going abroad shortly and should hope to hear from him in a day or two.”


  247 “Why not go abroad!” I suggested, though I saw clearly he was far too ill.


  “I have given my life for that one story, but I don’t regret it. Most men die and leave nothing behind. I have given the world a possession. I have given it my best.”


  Day after day I sat with him. As I watched him dying, I realised how singularly simple and devoted his life had been. And he, we both, waited eagerly for news of his life’s work.


  One morning, a fortnight later, as I sat reading to him, a passage from the Tentation de Saint Antoine, his landlady came in with a note. I saw it was from the office of the —— Review. I stretched out my hand to take it, but he prevented me, crying out with a petulant, childish anxiety.


  “No, no, it is for me,” he cried, clutching at it.


  Thus the note ran: “Dear Sir,—We regret that your story, which we have perused with interest, can find no place in our pages. It is of no inconsiderable merit, but is somewhat crude and in places ill-considered. We should advise you however to persevere and in time no doubt you may produce something worthy.”


  As he reached the end, Alan Herbert turned his face to the wall and died.


  ·  ·


  248 “The Closed Manuscript”


  By Constance Finch


  
    “Alas! that youth’s sweet scented manuscript should close.”


    Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam

  


  I


  
    In youth’s sweet scented manuscript we wrote,


    All through the perfect, rosy summer days,


    And when the nightingale’s delicious note


    Toned with love’s orison; in reverent praise


    We chronicled our joy with pencilled lays—


    In that sweet scented manuscript we wrote.

  


  II


  
    All night embalmed in rose leaves soft ’twas laid,


    Till the pale parchment glowed with rose tints rare,


    As fainting lips from which the blood has strayed


    Glow when requickened; and the perfume there


    Tinged with its subtle essence all the air—


    Since all night long embalmed so soft ’twas laid.

  


  249 III


  
    Alas! we rolled it up one cloudy day,


    When the rude winds of autumn ruffled it.


    Torn was the leaf whereon no writing lay,


    Yellow, it seemed, by no rose radiance lit.


    And never more we twain therein have writ


    Since it was folded up that cloudy day!

  


  IV


  
    Bury it somewhere, Love, for ever rolled,


    (Perchance some leaves shall always sweet remain)


    Beneath a rose-tree, in the soft, dark mould,


    For this same summer shall not come again.


    Oh! lest we mar it with our tears, our pain—


    Bury it somewhere, Love, for ever rolled!

  


  ·  ·


  250 Chopin Op. 47


  By Stanley V. Makower


  Late in the afternoon of the seventeenth of October, eighteen hundred and eighty-nine, the atmosphere in the little private room of the Hotel Saxony was a mixture of cigar smoke and fog.


  The crimson shades sank lower and lower over the candles. In one or two places the wire frames had toppled forward with their silk canopies, and the grease was guttering woefully, creeping over the edge of the candle and hurrying into little solid lumps which formed an ever-changing pattern down the side.


  On the table were strewn the remains of a luxurious lunch; a confusion of fruit, flowers, and wine. The party consisted solely of bachelors.


  “Oceana,” said the host, rising with his glass in his hand and bending slightly forward to propose the toast, while he appealed with his eyes to those round him. He was a young man, quietly dressed in a suit of a thick, dark material, but a large sapphire pin shone from his black satin tie.


  The clear “tink” of glasses sounded as they met across the table.


  251 Some one began to wave his glass, and to hum tempo di valse:


  
    “Sweet Oceana,


    I’d give the world to gain her,


    She’s fair as any flower in the fields to see.”

  


  He hesitated; trying to recall the words, with a confused look on his face, when another continued:


  
    “I may be a duffer,


    The scorn of men I’d suffer,


    So long as Oceana won’t look down on me.”

  


  The last line was sung as a chorus by the whole party.


  The wine had flowed freely, and the utmost conviviality and good humour reigned. They began to talk of Oceana’s last appearance at the Ambassadeurs, when her yellow dress had been pronounced a triumph, and the French papers had declared that the long rows of yellow gas lamps had “quivered with sympathy.”


  One man alone did not seem to share the enthusiasm of the rest.


  He sat a little apart from them, running his shrivelled fingers abstractedly up and down the stem of his glass.


  “You look gloomy,” said one.


  “I look what I am,” he said, quietly; “nearly twice as old as most of you here.” And he leaned his bald head heavily on his hand as he looked at the group of faces around him.


  A feeble protest was raised by one or two who, without wishing to go into the details of age all round the table, were of opinion that his theory was not to be supported. The host tapped him mysteriously on the shoulder, shook his head at him, and laughed, saying:


  “Take some more hock and forget your age,” as from the long-necked bottle he poured the amber-coloured wine into his neighbour’s glass.


  But the man only smiled faintly as he pushed an imaginary lock of hair from his forehead, and murmured:


  “I feel old; sometimes it comes over me.”


  There was a silence for a few moments, the querulous tone of the speaker having checked the merriment of the company.


  One of the red silk shades caught fire and fell burning upon the table. Everybody rose to extinguish it, and sat down again disconsolately. Outside the lights were beginning to spring up along the street.


  The next few minutes passed again in silence.


  “Let us go,” said some one at last.


  The host rose toying with the pin in his tie, which he pulled up slightly and then pushed back into its place.


  “Come to my rooms,” he said, indicating a general invitation by a vague look in his eyes. “Suzanne Delisle is coming to play the piano.”


  No one dissented; so they called for their hats and coats and went one behind the other out of the hot room, while a voice quavered out:


  
    “The scorn of men I’d suffer,


    So long as Oceana don’t look down ….”

  


  It stopped suddenly as they stepped into the cold, foggy street. They all shivered a little and then set out briskly. A walk of five minutes brought them to a house.


  253 The host after standing under the gas lamp outside the front door and fumbling for some time with a bunch of keys, selected one and quickly slipped it into the lock. As he pushed, the door fell back noiselessly, leaving the key in his hand. When the others had trooped past him he shut the door behind him and they were left in darkness. Only the ends of two cigars glowed—tiny circles of fiery red—as the owners puffed at them.


  “Two flights, nine steps each,” said the host, “then wait till I get a match.”


  They stumbled up until some one said, “Stop.”


  The host opened the door and vanished into the room to find a match.


  A faint glimmer of green mist made luminous by the gas lamp outside, indicated the position of a window, and over the landing, where the party stood waiting for a light, floated a warmer air loaded with the perfume of flowers which mingled with the heavy smell of the cigars.


  The host was some time finding the match-box.


  “Ah, here it is,” he said at last, advancing to the door with it in his hand.


  The unwieldy figure of the old man passed by him and sank into a large armchair close to the fireplace, in which glowed a small heap of dull red coal. His eyelids were half-closed—for the wine and the fog had made him drowsy, so that he did not see the others as they followed the host in procession across the room. He felt several people brush past him, then he heard a confused babble of voices; that was all.


  Lights glimmered, changing the colour that hung before his eyelids, and he began to imagine that he was in the little room of the Saxony, and that, if he were to open his eyes, he would see the table strewn with its confusion of plates and glasses. And the 254 figure of a man, rising with his glass in his hand and stooping forward to propose a toast swam before him.


  Then he thought he heard a noise as of the opening of a piano, which threw him back to his boyhood, and he fancied that he was at home and that his mother was playing to him.


  They were in the little sitting-room with its walls crowded with faded photographs of Rome and Pompeii in black frames. His mother sat at the piano with her back to him: her head was slightly turned so that he could see her profile, and her forehead and hair were lit up by the candle-light.


  Divinely fair she looked. And as he listened he felt in his hands the touch of that silken hair which he stroked every night before he kissed her and went to bed.


  He was sitting at some distance from her, wrapt in wonder, for her music was like magic.


  Then it seemed to him that he closed his eyes in an ecstacy.


  Now it was early morning in a forest, and he was treading noiselessly across the carpet of damp, decayed leaves, winding his way in and out of the stems of tall trees, whose branches were dashed with dew. And all the vigour of youth was in his limbs as he walked joyously, breathing in the soft, moist air, and shaking his head to toss back the thick lock of hair that fell over his eyes.


  Now he had flung himself down at the edge of a wide pool and was gazing on its motionless surface. Reflected in it he saw the image of his own face, young and beautiful.


  And he smiled. And a light breeze sent a quiver through the forest making the leaves rustle faintly.


  The spirit of youth burned quick within him; and he was filled with vague desire to do some great emprise. On the surface of the pool before him, floated the image of tall, waving trees.


  255 Then as he looked deep down into the water the mirrored forest melted away to the edge of the pool and before him rose a castle, dark, mysterious, fronted by broad lawns with several towers in dull purple, one taller than the rest.


  Long and earnestly he gazed.


  * * * * *


  A sunbeam struck one of the mullioned windows, which opened and a woman appeared, leaning forward as if to listen. Then the window was closed again.


  Far in the distance the tramp of hoofs, trample of hoofs.


  Nearer they come, nearer and nearer.


  Lo, a knight clad in shining armour on a white horse with flowing mane. Now he is at the edge of the forest, now on the lawn, now under the tower that is tallest, and his white horse prances and caracoles, prances and caracoles.


  And as the sun grows stronger the trappings of his horse flash with bright gems, which scatter their light about him as he moves in ever varying figures swifter and swifter.


  The mullioned window is open again.


  From below it come the sounds of many people bestirring themselves. Now the full light of day is over the castle.


  The knight dances up and down on his shining steed. Behind him dance the shadows of an army of knights on white horses which follow him in every movement. Wilder and wilder he grows—swaying from side to side. And the shadows sway from side to side. All through the day they dance in front of the castle until horse and rider grow weary and jaded, and the knight stands still beneath the tower that is taller than the rest.


  And the shadows stand still.


  A shower of rose leaves pours from the window of the princess. Rose leaves, rose leaves, rose leaves. As they fall from her white 256 fingers a breeze blows them about, tossing them into endless patterns, until a cloud of rose leaves is about the knight, and the lawns are strewn with soft petals.


  He turns his head to the window, and as he raises his vizor, the twilight that falls upon his armour quickens to points of ruddy gold.


  Dimmer and dimmer grow the lights that flash from the jewelled horse, as he rides away followed by the army of shadows, and all is dark.


  The sound of the running of innumerable small feet and of muffled laughter comes now from the wood. Elves tear up and down in front of the castle, which is all black save where a light burns in the window of the princess. The laughter grows to shrieks as they come in thousands, leaping and dancing frantically in mimicry of the knight’s dance. An elf mounted on a rabbit scampers up and down the lawn, and each time that he passes under the window of the princess, the light flickers.


  Suddenly a gust of wind raises the dead leaves in the wood, so that they are whirled aloft higher and higher in front of the castle, rushing and crackling. They hit one another, tossed hither and thither in their passage through the air until the wind drops and they tumble, flying helter-skelter, jostling one another, whispering, fluttering down to the ground.


  Far in the distance the tramp of hoofs, trample of hoofs.


  Dawn begins to glimmer. As the hoofs come nearer the noise of the elves grows fainter. They scamper off to the wood to bar the knight’s way. They pinch and scratch and bite him, they tug at his helmet until it falls from his head, but he presses onward: nearer, nearer, until the sunbeam strikes the window of the princess, from which something 257 waves in the breeze, and the elves creep away with a faint, droning cry.


  The knight prances up on his white steed, at the back of him are the army of shadows. At the window waving a long white scarf the princess stands, and her eyes shine like stars.


  A shower of rose leaves falls from her window. Rose leaves, rose leaves, rose leaves.


  Now she is seated on a pillion behind the knight, and they ride off in a cloud of rose leaves, and the jewels on the knight’s horse flash in the sunlight.


  * * * * *


  Was it a horse—a white horse?


  How the rose leaves whispered and fluttered.


  He rubbed his hand across his face and felt the wrinkles with which it was indented, while in the darkness of his mind he was vaguely conscious of a wide pool, over which the wind had sent a ripple.


  How his limbs ached. He half raised his eyelids and then closed them again wearily, waving his hand feebly in front of him as if to put away the reality that was breaking upon his dream.


  But in spite of himself his eyes opened.


  The fire had gone quite out, and he shivered slightly. Through an arched opening at the end of the room he saw a woman with auburn hair seated at the piano with her back to him. Her head was slightly turned so that he could see her profile, and her hair and forehead were lit up by the candle-light.


  She was smiling to a group of men who stood round her.


  The man in the armchair groaned a little. By his side was a bowl of roses, the perfume of which filled his nostrils. He shut his eyes for a moment, trying to see the picture of 258 the white horse, but it evaded him and his eyes would not keep closed.


  A man-servant entered with a lamp, revealing a room richly furnished with carved oak. The walls were covered with oil pictures in heavy frames. Here and there stood bronze statues by modern French sculptors, and on the table upon which the lamp had been placed, the soft yellow light fell on a number of curious objects: old silver boxes, medallions in jewelled frames, tiny porcelain vases, trays of coins and rings.


  Suzanne Delisle rose from the piano and advanced into the room.


  ·  ·


  259 Three Pictures


  By C. F. Pears


  I. Bradda Head, Isle of Man†


  II. Aberystwith, from Constitution Hill†


  III. Study of a Head†


  ·  ·
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  267 Lot 99


  By Ada Radford


  The library in the house where I was born was a well aired and well dusted room, but the things we kept in it were so connected in the mind with dust and fustiness that it was difficult to feel happy there.


  There were preserved fish of various kinds hanging from the walls, there was a large glass case of sea birds, one of many varieties of inland birds, cases of minerals, and, all over the mantel-piece, and on the shelves, there were little Hindoo gods, models of Keltic crosses, models of every imaginable thing from Cleopatra’s needle to the Eddystone lighthouse.


  As a child I hated this room. Although it was called the library there were few books in it. The writing-desk, where I was often sent to do my lessons, was horribly uncomfortable and in a bad light.


  My lessons always took me a long time in this room, for although I hated being there, and longed to be away, and off with Lionel, the evil-looking gods, and the fishes glaring at me with their glass eyes, chained me to the spot. I never felt at home, and yet I remember that Aunt Lizzie had been all round the room with me, and had told me the history of every object, where father had bought it, and how much it had cost, and I could hear 268 my voice, as a sound outside me, saying: “Yes, Auntie, did he really?” and hers, like a nearer sound in answer, to my surprise: “My dear child, that’s a trifle for a genuine antique.”


  How I hated those birds and fishes! Not only were they dead, but the life had been dried, inflated, and stuffed out of them, and horror of horrors, glass eyes had been forced into their senseless heads.


  And yet one day I heard Aunt Lizzie tell a lady she was calling on, that I was wonderfully intelligent. “It’s the kind of mind I like,” she said. “She’s like our side of the family, she takes interest in external objects.”


  I can see Aunt Lizzie’s bonnet now as she said it. The mauve that blondes used to wear, and on one side, a daring arrangement in imitation coral and sea-weed. Even in her bonnets Aunt Lizzie’s personality shone out, and very marked were the personalities of what I now learnt was my side of the family.


  It did not improve the library to my mind that Aunt Lizzie chose it as the place in which to hang large photographs of her brothers and sisters. They were striking people; I felt it as a child when I met them, and now I am sure of it. Amiable, strong willed and capable, they indeed were always interested in external objects. They were a great contrast to the other side of the family, my mother’s side, “your poor dear mother” as Aunt Lizzie always called her, although my father who was also dead was always referred to simply as John. Of my mother and her people I knew little, our grandparents were dead and my mother’s only sister was married and had a large family of her own in Australia.


  “I think your poor dear mother did wonderfully considering her people,” I remember Aunt Lizzie once said to me. “They never got on. No common sense. Fortunately your mother 269 married young, and altered a good deal. At first she had the most unpractical ideas. She would have no nurse for you children. She would tell her housemaid not to hurry home in the evening if she were enjoying herself. She thought of every one before herself; that’s very pretty in a young girl, but it may be carried too far. John’s influence steadied her. But I used to think that John was just the least little bit foolish about her, although I like to see a happy marriage; but really John gave one the idea that there was no one but Mary in the world. He sometimes neglected his own people. It was not your mother’s fault, my dear; no one could have been more anxious to have us. John got an idea that she ought to have quiet, and insisted on it, and poor Mary died when you were six; and we might have brightened her last days much more than we did, but for John’s obstinacy. Your mother was a most lovable woman. I was almost glad John never noticed her lack of common sense.”


  I had very little to remind me of my mother. I had been given a little packet of letters, of father’s to her and hers to father, but I burnt them unread; besides those I had nothing but a few little trinkets. Dainty old-fashioned things; beautiful, although bought in the days of the worst taste. Little things that his sisters would not have looked at. I liked them. They strengthened a feeling I had that my mother had made her impression on one member of the family of dominant personalities, at any rate he had cared to know her mind and tastes, and I felt more gently towards the ladies and gentlemen who hung in the library with their marked features and heavy ornaments. To one of them the family qualities had not been everything, and a member of the family doomed as regards success had been made a close study of. Still I was oppressed in the library, the features of the uncles and aunts, the want of view from the window, the glass 270 eyes of innumerable birds, the height of the room, or the combination of all these things, made my heart feel solid lead and my head a disused machine. And it seems to me now in looking back that whenever anything painful has happened to me it has happened in that room; if I have a nightmare I am there and every object is in its place; although last time I saw the most hated of them, they were together in a heap (lot 99), at the sale.


  In that room I fought my first important battle and lost. I think I was too anxious to be calm and logical. I knew my brother’s opinion of girls. I knew that he had had a legal training, and I knew that I had had no training. I wanted him to tell me whether it would be possible for my trustees to advance me some capital.


  It would not have surprised him more if I had asked whether he thought it well that I should keep a tame tiger, but he only raised his eyebrows slightly. It was a possibility under the will, he said, if the trustees were prepared to take a certain amount of responsibility in the matter.


  He sat at the desk, and I having put my tennis hat on one stiff backed chair took the other, as near as the window as I could get. I told him that I wanted it for educational purposes, and he asked me what had been wrong with my education.


  I told him that it had not left me in a position to maintain myself.


  “Let us be practical,” Lionel said, assuming the expression of one of his uncles on the wall; and he made a few notes on a bit of paper.


  “When you are thirty,” he told me next, “you will be 271 independent, because that little property of mother’s falls to you then.”


  I was nineteen.


  “Thirty?” I said quietly. “I might as well be dead.”


  Lionel did not argue that point. He looked at me critically. I felt him notice my disordered hair and blue flannel blouse.


  “You are pretty,” he said judicially.


  I was annoyed that I blushed, but I said in a sufficiently matter-of-fact tone: “But not very.”


  He acquiesced, and said, “It’s difficult not to be pretty in this climate at nineteen. I don’t think it will last.”


  “No,” I broke in eagerly. “It’s only complexion. Aunt Lizzie said so a few days ago.”


  Lionel looked a little surprised at my eagerness to go off, but I knew well that my looks were being weighed against the probability of my doing anything. His next words confirmed my suspicions.


  “You’ll marry,” he remarked.


  “Lionel,” I said in a tone so emphatic that again he raised his eyebrows slightly, “I shall not marry,” and I meant it.


  Lionel smiled the smile of a man who has lived five years longer than the person he is speaking to, and that person his sister.


  It was true that sometimes on our country walks I had wished that I were engaged, for Jack and Lionel would not stop long in beautiful places, and they would not let me pick things; if I said I wanted to, they would stuff my hands full of flowers and hurry me along. If I saw something pretty across a stream and waded for it, Jack would say: “Do come on, stupid! you’re getting your feet wet!” and yet the bogs he’d have brought me through that very day! And I had thought vaguely, that the person I 272 was engaged to would not mind waiting for me, or be bored at loitering. But I never had these ideas indoors, and the knowledge that Lionel was weighing my chances drove all lingering romance from my head.


  “I have never had an offer,” I said, hoping that this statement would have due weight with him in his final decision.


  Lionel’s smile this time made me flush indignantly. I saw that he was laughing at me.


  “Aunt Lizzie had had more than one before she was my age,” I said coolly, “but I do not see what this has to do with the question.”


  “It has this,” said Lionel, “whether we boys marry or not, we have our livings to get; you have not to, you have a home with Aunt Lizzie until you marry, and in any case just enough money of your own when you are thirty. It would be simple madness to touch your capital.”


  I felt completely crushed. I did not in reality know enough about our affairs to ask an intelligent question, and Lionel’s last emphatic statement had made its impression. He saw that he had won.


  “What had you thought of doing?” he asked now not unkindly.


  “I thought I’d prepare myself to be a teacher,” I said apologetically.


  “Oh don’t,” he said. “You’d find it an awful grind, you wouldn’t be half so jolly, and when we came home there’d only be Aunt Lizzie, or if you were here at all, you’d be half asleep and talking shop.” I suppose I did not look convinced, for Lionel grew really distressed and his legal manner disappeared completely, and he said with what for him was a show of feeling, “We always said we’d stick together, Grace.”


  273 None the less that this was the first I had heard of it I was moved, my plans melted away. I held out my hand and renewed the compact, although vaguely I realised that it meant Lionel would go and I should stick.


  If in my little bedroom there were no objects of interest, it was not Aunt Lizzie’s fault, but my own.


  Lionel had won and I had given up the idea of going away from home for the time being, but from that day I spent some hours every day in my bedroom studying, preparing, working for examinations, so that I should be ready—for what I hardly knew.


  Aunt Lizzie expressed disappointment that I did not choose to do my work in the library, but on that point I was firm. I could hardly tell her that I disliked the birds and fishes; if I had, the statement would have been met with the same pained surprise as if I had told her I disliked the portrait of my uncle, the Rev. Samuel Bayley, that hung under the most surprising swordfish in the room. So I did not go into the matter. I simply told her that I preferred my own room, and every morning I found the maid had lighted the fire there and made it ready for me. I think no girl ever had an easier aunt to live with.


  For more than a year I worked very hard; but I said nothing to Lionel about it, from a feeling I had that he might think it unfair of me.


  Aunt Lizzie stood by me in this effort at doing some solid work. For I remember once, that an old friend of my mother’s who took an interest in me, pointed out to us that it was a pity for a girl to be too clever, and to lose her opportunities.


  Once I came into the drawing-room when she and Aunt 274 Lizzie were engaged in eager conversation. I was going away again, but Aunt Lizzie kept me, saying, “We were saying nothing unsuitable for you to hear, my dear.”


  I guessed as I turned over a book on the table that this was hardly her visitor’s opinion.


  “The women of my family have never been dolls,” asserted Aunt Lizzie.


  Any one who knew the women of Aunt Lizzie’s family would know that when she started from such a fundamental proposition she was ready for a keen argument.


  “There is, I hope, something between a doll and a blue-stocking,” tittered the other lady, and pointed out that while under proper guidance she thought it quite right that a girl should study, she thought it a great pity she should obtrude her knowledge in conversation. She thought that most unattractive, especially to gentlemen.


  “I have never found,” said Aunt Lizzie, “that knowledge and intelligence are unappreciated by the other sex. On the contrary——”


  She broke off, she was so obviously in a position to judge that it would have been indelicate on her part to pursue the point she had made.


  “I know they appreciate it,” said Mrs. Merrit, with a curious stress on the word appreciate, “but down here in the country, at any rate, I don’t think they like it in their wives;” and then we were told, with the little nervous giggle that I knew Aunt Lizzie thought detestable, that the girls Mrs. Merrit knew who got engaged first were not clever, not even pretty, but gentle and anxious to please.


  “I have no wish for my niece to become engaged while her judgment is immature,” said Aunt Lizzie. Mrs. Merrit would have liked to point out that by the time the judgment is matured 275 the complexion has gone off, but Aunt Lizzie with her handsome face, her few words, and the manner of her family, was frightening this eminently feminine little person.


  I was amused at the conversation, but I turned rather wearily away. I wandered round the library, and finding no rest there, went out into the garden. Lionel had been at home so little lately. My time when I had done my work hung very heavily on my hands. I wanted to get away from home, where, I did not know or care. I was amused at Aunt Lizzie and the family. Of course I thought, of course I studied. Of course we weren’t dolls, the women of our family.


  What a curious emphatic way Aunt Lizzie had with her.


  I was in the library with Lionel one evening. He was a full-fledged lawyer now, living at home with us in the old house. Latterly I had not seen much of him. He was out a great deal. I had fancied he seemed worried. But it was not our way to sympathise with each other. My standard of manners and expression of feeling had been learnt from my brothers. Lionel and I had even left off our good-night kiss. “It’s rather a senseless form,” I had said, and that settled it.


  It had been a very hot day. Lionel sat at the desk writing, and I at the open window. I was oppressed and pining for air, but I had an unusual feeling that I must wait for Lionel to go into the garden with me.


  “Grace, I want to tell you something.”


  My heart seemed to stop, for into our even lives something was coming.


  I knew it, for Lionel’s usually matter-of-fact voice was charged with feeling.


  276 “Will you tell me in the garden?” I asked.


  But no, he would rather tell me where we were. I cannot remember the words he used. I remember that I tried not to show how much I felt, and encouraged him quietly to talk. It was this: it seemed that Lionel was going to marry a girl I had never seen, a girl not in our social position, and I remember now in what a relieved tone he said:


  “But I knew that you would not mind about that,” and I only gathered gradually that there was something more than this. He did not think she was a girl Aunt Lizzie would receive; it was a marriage that would hurt his practice—perhaps a little separate him from friends.


  Suddenly I had kissed Lionel, the first time for years. I do not know what I said; I had only one thought in the midst of my feelings—that he should feel that there was some one who would love her, some one who did not care what people said.


  He stroked my hair and seemed touched and surprised at my warmth. In my heart was a great joy that a subtle barrier I had felt between us was gone. I asked no questions and had hardly any fears. He must love her, that was enough. He must be right. Only one thing would have broken my heart—if Lionel had not depended on me to love her too.


  A few days later, although I had never seen her I fought Nelly’s battle with Aunt Lizzie. And it seemed that I won, for in the evening I was able to tell Lionel that Aunt Lizzie had written to ask Nelly to stay with us, before their wedding which was to take place soon.


  I see now that Aunt Lizzie did all in her power to save Lionel 277 from this step, and I used all my strength and inexperience to hurry him.


  “He loves her,” I said, as if that settled the matter.


  And there in her favourite room Aunt Lizzie enlightened me about the world I lived in.


  Fierce indignation woke in my heart, and unreasoningly it was directed against Aunt Lizzie, none the less that I knew she was telling me facts. One moment I hated her for telling me, and the next I was hating her for not having told me before; and then myself for the way I took it.


  Aunt Lizzie did not guess how much she was stirring me. I sat very quiet while she talked. I can remember her saying that many people, even the clergy, thought it right to chain a young man to his folly, to make him bear the consequences. In that she saw a lack of common sense. She would never be one to drive Lionel.


  The only light I could stretch out into all this darkness was my love for Lionel. For better or worse, I had given him my hand over this marriage, and Aunt Lizzie, although she did her best to make me use my influence with him, might just as well have talked to one of the stuffed birds in the cases.


  When she found it was useless, as regards Nelly’s visit she gave in completely and graciously, and I knew her well enough to know that she would do her best to make it pleasant for her.


  I have often thought since how well Aunt Lizzie bore with us both, with Lionel and me. For she was proud of Lionel, of his brains and his common sense, and in both of us up to this time she had seen the qualities of her own family, and now Lionel was on the brink of a piece of quixotic folly, and I was backing him up.


  278 In all that talk Aunt Lizzie did not once remind me of my youth and inexperience. She told me facts and she appealed to my common sense. However often she thought of her, she did not once mention my poor dear mother.


  But I had only one clear idea in my head: the world was a hard cruel unjust place; Lionel chose to defy it. No one I cared for should defy it alone.


  I have often thought that Aunt Lizzie was not unjustly proud of the common sense of her family, but I have wondered if she ever knew how much I appreciated a quality she had that was not common sense.


  It was some weeks after that scene in the library in which nominally I had come off victorious. Lionel’s Nelly had been with us a week. Aunt Lizzie and I had never spoken of her since she came. Lionel and I had tried to once, but we never tried again and never shall.


  I was alone in the library, the gloomy room. I tried to look forward. What was there in my life? How I had wound it round Lionel and his happiness, and now it took all my strength to hide my bitter disappointment! Lionel was entrapped—be-fooled. I had given him my word that I would stand by him and her. But what lifeless support!


  I could not save him. The less I was with them the better. My heart grew heavier and heavier. Could Lionel with his keen sense mistake the tawdry little thing? More painful was the thought that was beginning to take possession of me that he had not mistaken her; he saw, and seeing had made up his mind.


  Looking forward I could see nothing in my own life. Of what use was my love to Lionel? Life and health were strong 279 within me; outside—nothing, nothing. I burst into tears; unconscious that I could be seen from the garden, unconscious of everything but my own misery. All the objects in the room were blurred, Nelly’s face was everywhere, and Lionel’s voice when he first told me about her.


  I became aware that some one was in the room and close to me. I started up in terror. It might be Lionel. Not only would he see me crying but he would know why, and then what use—


  It was Aunt Lizzie, who had seen me from the garden and had come in quickly.


  “Lionel and Nelly, dear, are coming down the path,” she said, in a matter-of-fact, but rather hurried voice.


  I rose quickly and stood out of sight. Aunt Lizzie had done me a great kindness. A week or two ago I had told her that I at any rate should love Nelly, that I was not chained by conventional ideas, that Lionel was and must be the best judge where his own feelings were concerned.


  She must have seen my struggles to keep up for days. Now she had her enemy down she would not say a word, I knew. What humiliation she could she had saved me. I wanted her to know that I appreciated her generosity; and as I stood at the door on my way upstairs, I made an effort to speak. Apparently she did not hear me, for she said in a vexed tone as she too left the room:


  “In spite of all this education it will be a long time before we get any really nice feeling into the working classes. That new girl has taken a piece of old lace I left on my dressing-table—a piece that belonged to your grandmother, my dear—and she’s actually starched and ironed it!”


  280 The vivid light that any sudden change throws on the past may not be a true light, but I know that when Aunt Lizzie died, for a long time I saw our early life at home as one sees the scenes on the brightly lighted stage; the present as the dim faces around one, and the future not at all. My later friends, the ties I had formed, such joys and troubles as I had, claimed for a time a small share in my thoughts.


  They were busied with scraps of Aunt Lizzie’s talk; all I should ever hear now of my mother and father. Lionel, Jack, and I, children walking, learning, living together, and Aunt Lizzie in our midst, always treating us as rational, almost as grown-up, beings; the house, the garden, in which parts were always kept “as John left them, my dear,” the seat he had put for “your poor dear mother,” so sheltered, that in that western country, the year she died, she had sat out of doors in November.


  I had had a happy childhood, except for vague depressions which I had never tried to account for. My lacks were too great for any child to grasp. Looking back, there are some things in my bringing-up for which I am most grateful.


  It was with my brothers that I learnt to love Nature, so that it was not as a series of pictures one turns tired eyes on in the hope of finding rest and refreshment, but as some people love their homes. I learnt to live out of doors; we walked, we swam, we ate and slept, as it pleased us, in the open air. We did not go into the country in the July and August glare, and sit shivering by our fires in the other months. We watched the spring come in, and we tramped the winter through. Better than a cloudless summer day we loved a storm, and to be swept dry after it by the north-west wind.


  There were bad times ahead of me, for I had made the mistake Aunt Lizzie made, in thinking that I had the stable qualities of 281 her family. I am glad that she never knew how completely they failed me. But I would give, if I could, to any one else, who had painful surprises in store for them, the part of my life that I spent in the open air with my brothers.


  And one other thing I am grateful for—that Aunt Lizzie treated me, long before I deserved it, as a rational being. I feel no compunction when I realise that I got this treatment entirely under false pretences. The features of her family—a boy’s standard of outspokenness and endurance in external things—have taken in other people besides Aunt Lizzie. But this much she gave me of what she expected from me: that when I saw my failure, though there were many names by which it might have been called, I put them away and gave it the ugliest and the truest.


  One of Aunt Lizzie’s brothers was at the funeral. I had never seen much of Uncle Willie. We walked, after it was over, around the desolate garden, more desolate, I thought, because down there flowers linger into November that should be over and done with long before.


  Uncle Willie took comfort in what seemed to me the strangest things; in the number of persons present at the burial, and in the fact that the mourning of some very distant cousins was as deep as our own.


  One thing he regretted—that the house must be sold. “Neither of your brothers is in a position to buy it,” he said regretfully, and then touched on their careers: Lionel’s unfortunate marriage; Jack’s absurd scheme, which had been broached to him to-day, and which he was glad, indeed, dear Lizzie had not lived to hear, of giving up the bar, where he promised to do well 282 for writing, if you please, using the little capital Aunt Lizzie had left him in the meantime.


  I heard Uncle Willie’s voice rather distantly as our feet sounded on the gravel, and felt a certain gratitude to him that, although his position might have justified it, he did not touch on my life or affairs. He simply told me that my new black was most becoming, and that I had managed to make every one as comfortable as possible on this sad occasion. I was relieved when he was gone, and mechanically I turned into the library, which I knew now would soon be dismantled, and although it was not from affection as of old, once there, my feet seemed rooted.


  After a time, Lionel and Jack came in, and we stayed there, talking in our old quiet, undemonstrative way about the sale and the arrangements we had to make. I remember my relief when Lionel told me that if I did not want them, he and Jack would like the photographs of our uncles and aunts; and he told me, too, that Aunt Lizzie had said she thought I should like to have some of the things that father had bought.


  “I don’t want any of them,” I said. “Wouldn’t some museum be glad of these things!” and I pointed to the birds and the fishes and many other objects in the room.


  I think Jack was a little shocked at my want of sentiment, but Lionel’s smile, as he said: “You never cared for relics,” took me back to our childhood, the time when we were such great friends.


  ·  ·


  283 The Wind and the Tree


  By Charles Catty


  
    Sang the wind to the tree,


    O be mournful with me:


    There is nothing can last or can stay;


    And the joy of new leaves


    Turns to sorrow that grieves


    The bare bough—on a day,


    On a day.

  


  
    Sang the tree to the wind,


    O be happy—I find


    There is nothing time fails to restore;


    And the fall that bereaves,


    Makes the joy of new leaves


    In the spring—evermore,


    Evermore.

  


  
    The wind sighed to the tree,


    O be mournful with me:


    The leaves come not again that I blow;


    And I mourn for the lives


    No renewal revives,


    The leaves fall’n—long ago,


    Long ago.

  


  ·  ·


  284 Gabriele d’Annunzio


  The New Poet and His Work


  By Eugene Benson


  
    “Sovran maestro d’ogni melodia”

  


  I


  The new romance and the new prose come to us from Italy. After the attempt, first in France, then here, to make prose a richer means of expression, it is interesting to see what has been done in Italian.


  It is one thing to limit language, as in a leading article, to the mere understanding, that is, to the business style; it is another thing to make it correspond with, and express, the whole range of emotion and thought of a poet.


  The pedestrian step of the rank and file of writers, doubtless, is the proper result of discipline; fit for daily use; it leads one forward from fact to fact; but it is not wise to confine all movement of mind and heart to its pace and form.


  The concise phrase showing the greatest economy of words, and the most effective use of them for a given purpose, is not an illustration of all the resources of language. For a whole order of sensations and ideas—those of the poet and the artist, that is to 285 say the interpreters and illustrators of life—the language of a great soldier, or a great moralist, is inadequate. There is the ever-recurring search for and sign of new forms of expression. The reserved and parsimonious masters of the word are displaced to make room for the givers of the magnificent; magnificence is as much a part of greatness of style as it is a part of greatness of character. The splendour of the true is the beautiful. In art, form is not cut down as for a thing of speed only, but it is a generous thing to give full expression, not to stint it. The symbol of style is not the Greek runner with everything superfluous for his purpose eliminated, but rather one would accept the idea of music, with its vast and varied harmonies, its searching note, as indicating in a better way the richest expressional power. And it is to make prose like music that the new style is attempted.


  Carlyle, uncouth and wilful, yet flashing his own Rembrandt-like light on one feature; Ruskin, intemperate, insular, arbitrary, yet with a splendour of style all his own, made us welcome Matthew Arnold, who led us to form our expression, as he in part had done, after the clear, grave and restrained masters of French style. Our prose became cold and somewhat barren; it stiffened; it lost its free movement. Swinburne and Pater, the one with an opulent phrase, the other with a choice phrase, at once delicate subtle and alluring, touched a newly-awakened sense of beauty, but touched only a few readers. Yet so far, they liberated us from the stricter prose reactionists, who, like Stendhal, made it a point of good sense as of virtue not to attempt the splendid rhetoric of the great masters. Yet the new prose and the new romance failed to appear; at least, they came not with all their means of expression in perfect use, with perfect choice of word, with that life quickening them without which they are extravagant and ineffective.


  286 In spite of all that has been done in modern prose, if the plain straight tale is all we ask for, we must go back for the best of the kind. Story for story, we may still prefer the Book of Daniel to the Book of Flaubert, and Susannah, the delicate woman, simply and charmingly presented, is more engaging than the much elaborated Salammbô.


  Voltaire’s opinion that the Bible stories are masterpieces, is not discredited by our later tales, though with our modern literature there comes in a new element, pagan, chivalric, refined; the worship of woman, the cult of beauty. The most brilliant examples of it are still Italian. And it is not only the woman, but the lady, who is enthroned in the new art.


  The new prose and the new romance are the work of Italy’s new poet, Gabriele d’Annunzio, who, in le Vergine delle Rocce, seeks to make prose do all that poetry has done, that is, yield itself to every breath of emotion, pliant to every sensation. He would make it like Shelley’s verse. And it is claimed that he has enlarged the domain of language. The uses to which he has put his prose imply a less trammelled life than that which our moralists accept. His style is the result of an unfailing sense of beauty, of a passion for, and power to express life, without which it would be but a wordy and incontinent thing, flaccid, nerveless, swollen, ineffective and fatiguing.


  We may prefer the etchist point to the brush, but the brush of a Titian or a Rubens gives us richer sensations of beauty than the acid-bitten style of the daily dreadful.


  It is fit that from the land of leisure and of art should come the new romance and the new prose, and it is proper that it should be the gift of the new poet of Italy, whose lyric achievement is perfect and unquestioned; whose artistic needs and aristocratic preferences forbid him to submit to business aims and democratic 287 ideals. The old stirring romance of adventure, with every page appealing to the dramatic sense, or at least to our love of action, which enthrals the average reader, seems but made for busy men and for coarse brains. The imaginative art of the new romance has nothing in common with it; the poetic and artistic expression of the new romance really exacts a more cultivated mind, or at least one upon which all the refinements of thought and expression are not lost, but give to it a distinct pleasure. If you depreciate this kind of pleasure, you stop short with the robust, but miss the finer flowers of the “Garden of Words.”


  In the new romance, the taste for literature and art is fully met. The phrase in it is a thing of beauty, a constant joy; it takes us into a charmed world, where the ideal transfigures the real; but it does so without weakening our sense of actuality; it rather enriches it, rooted in it, as it is; very different from the spurious, the vague, the formless attempts at imaginative art.


  Without some knowledge of Italian genius and culture, d’Annunzio’s last Romance is hardly likely to be understood, nor is there anything like it in any language but his own. To tell the mere story of it would be but to give a skeleton, and ask you to imagine the sumptuous, the voluptuous beauty of a living woman, proud and simple and unashamed in all the grace and charm of her seductiveness. The method of criticism which divests a tale of its language is fit only for the dull who have no sense of language, and to whom a phrase is like a vestment that may be removed, not a vital part of the thing, as it is in d’Annunzio’s narrative.


  Claudio Cantelmo, the hero of his story, is of an ancient and illustrious race. After spending his youth according to the devices of his heart, he retires to his estates to recover himself. 288 His only neighbours are a strange and secluded family, of which the two princes of Castromitano were friends of his youth. The three Virgins of the Romance are the three sisters, very beautiful, who—with their mad mother, the Princess Aldoini, and their father, Prince Luigi, embittered and saddened by exile—become so deeply interesting to the hero and to the reader. They appear and disappear as in a magic mirror. Vividly as they are presented there is little of the shock of action; the dramatic movement is so suave, it is as though they came and went according to some rhythmic law, to the sound of music, graceful, harmonious, beautiful. There is an air of high breeding, of melancholy, of reserve, as in Poe’s Ligeia, as in his Fall of the House of Usher; there is the sense of latent passion, of malady, of mysterious destiny; but the reader is kept this side of the dangerous edge of circumstance; reflection takes the place of action. One follows their personal life at intervals not only to be led by curiosity to know their fortunes, but to get the most brilliant expression of a beautiful mind. For the obvious sense of the hero’s situation, involving his choice of a wife, has yet a richer interest. The writer touches the profoundest elements of life with such high Italian dignity and grace that he is never betrayed into anything unworthy his fine art, and he shows complete deliverance from the rank company of realism; he is poetic; his work is a work of art, as art has been understood in Italy before it was infected with the baser things of its decadence.


  It is in this new Romance that d’Annunzio appears with something like a new faith. Released from the revolting realism and the questionable types of several of his former books, he puts forth a new Declaration of Independence, not for the many but for the few. He at least will resist mediocrity instead of writing to please it in conformity with its tastes. He has seen that the sense of 289 style is rare, that the many are incapable of recognising it; for the many are only curious about life, and dull about art. The problem for the real artist is to inform art with life, and make art give shape to life, which is in fact its highest office—for the art of life is more than the art of painting, or music; it is the result of all art acting on the stuff of our days as they come and go. And yet we call artists, only those who, mastering the technique of some art, produce beautiful works, yet live sordidly, mindless that the great artist is like Goethe, who makes a beautiful and harmonious whole of his life.


  Now that d’Annunzio appears to have “dominated the inevitable tumults of his youth,” and walks in the paths of art and beauty with a pure and serene mind, made free by the truth, we are to recognise him as master, not only of his art, but of himself. He emerges from his sense-bound experience with a high philosophy of being. In a magnificent tribute to Socrates, “the Master,” he repeats the immortal narrative of Phædo, the beloved disciple. Few pages of modern literature are comparable to his account of the Platonic dialogue. It is in le Vergine delle Rocce that you can read anew the impressive story of the last moments of Socrates, even to the caressing gesture of the serene philosopher, who pauses in his discourse on death, and the soul, and immortality, to touch with a playful hand the beautiful hair of Phædo. The Platonic narrative is reproduced, freshened and quickened to serve anew as the note of “music” for which d’Annunzio himself is striving. He strikes a philosophic note; he shows a Pagan sense of beauty. The book opens with a solemn, almost Sacerdotal, intonation. The carnal muse of the new poet seems absent, and we are led to expect the development of his theme guided by the antique lover of wisdom, with a full expression of the higher life of the senses and the soul. It holds nothing vulgar or common, and it aims to 290 express the beautiful, in evoking the three ideals of conduct, the three ideals embodied in the three virgins; the ideal of religious life, of filial devotion, of impassioned love of beauty, as it is in the three sisters in their reserved and hidden life, for the moment subject to the dominating egotism of the masculine will, embodied in the hero of the story.


  There may be some disappointment if you take d’Annunzio’s Romance expecting in it the English pattern for domestic use. It is representative of the Latin or Pagan genius, that is, not the genius of morality, or of what Matthew Arnold called Conduct, but the genius of life and art, in a land of never failing beauty.


  Much of his former prose is given to record the excesses of passion in types both degenerate and repugnant, though portrayed and expressed with mastery. But many of his shorter stories are quite enchanting, filled with the loveliness of spring, with the purity of dawn. He shows us the Italian peasant of the Abruzzi, and gives us descriptions of a part of Italy but little known; primitive, antique, curiously interesting. The orange orchards, the olive slopes, far down the Adriatic; millions of roses, festal processions and the incredible fanaticism and passion of religion of the Abruzzi contadini;—measureless life under the most subjugating influences, not so much described as felt and depicted by him, while again and again his marvellous prose is illuminated by the word of the poet, as in Les Cloches and Annales d’Anne—translated into French by E. Hérelle. There is in them the magic and the charm of nature. Les Cloches of d’Annunzio may be compared with Les Cloches of Victor Hugo, in Notre Dame, to the advantage of the Italian prose writer, for his expression is richer, more artistic and convincing.


  As to his theory of art, it appears that dulness alone is forbidden to the artist; that art without life is a dead thing, life without 291 art, brutal. With a sense that shrinks before nothing, he treats whatever comes to his hand, or rather whatever interests him, with perfect composure; with perfect sincerity—the infallible sign of the true artist, as of the true poet. He will not affect a shame or a repugnance he does not feel when, like a surgeon, curious and impassive, he deals with a subject. Only the specialist will sympathise with, or approve of, this impartiality for, this indifference to, what we call disagreeable or agreeable. I confess Italian hardihood is always a surprise, and one is induced to think the race lacks delicacy in things moral and physical. Italian insensibility to smell, for instance; Italian indifference to that disgusting display of viscera which adds to the sanguinary horror of the butchers’ shops of Rome—shock the more fastidious sense of the colder North. As to the sense of smell, one must think that the nasal nerve is more robust in the Italian. That organ does not sniff the offence in the way, nor nose the rat on the stairs, nor the corpse behind the arras. The Italian ignores villainous odours. Yet extreme sensibility to all that is most delicious in nature is shown on many a page of d’Annunzio’s prose. How often with him one is in a perpetual spring of new born scents, in a land where the very air becomes an accomplice to seduce the senses! and properly so, for Italy is also the land of heavenly odours, the land of flowery perfumes. Where, as in Italy, is the very air inebriating with orange blossoms, with roses, with laurel-bloom sweeter than honey? Hazlitt boldly said that he preferred Italian dirt to Dutch cleanliness; thinking decay and corruption signs of the richer life: the compost of it in Italy feeding, as it does, a deeper vegetation, and, as some think, a richer humanity. The Italian accepts it all; is used to it; the foreigner, with the quicker sense revolts at it.


  We wonder that a writer of the highest artistic gifts deals with 292 diseased and degenerate types, showing the same fervour and interest that he does when he deals with health and beauty. Under the pretext of science or truth, he serves a bad turn to art; he confounds beauty and the normal life with all life; affects to be god-like, superior to matter, and handles the unclean and the clean, forgetting that the first business of the man and the artist is to discriminate between good and bad. The error of not choosing the better part will correct, or rather it has corrected itself, since the writer has turned from the romance of the street to the romance of the garden.


  It is in d’Annunzio’s new romance that we see his choice is determined by a higher ideal of life than in his former prose, that the things not nice of realism are abandoned, left buried with the débris of their day; their corruption dooms them to be forgotten. Pestiferous literature has short lease of life. If one goes to L’Innocente and Giovanni Episcopo to learn more about d’Annunzio, one is in danger of taking his exuberant fiction for fact. They but show the rank “dressing” of his former days. Most readers stop at that, unmindful of, or without seeing, the perfect flowers of beauty grown out of it. It is true that the heroes of his earlier romances are not only slaves to animal functions, but they are more dangerous than animals: they are fatal to the very women they love; they have the taint and the action of madness. They are not so aspiring as Milton’s lion “pawing to get free his hinder parts”; at the best they are but like dolphins showing their backs above the element they delight in; they have no more moral sense than a water snake; they have something of Borgia, of Cellini, of Aretino, of Casanova; they are stiffening and repugnant to our sense of rectitude, for they illustrate not rectitude but excess. The experiences d’Annunzio has written of, with consummate gifts of expression, in L’Innocente and in Giovanni Episcopo, are 293 usually confined to clandestine books, and are seldom presented in literature, seldom invested with art, at least outside France and Italy. To match it you must go to that native of Roman Gaul, the satirist of Nero, who alone is rivalled by the later Pagan, feeling responsible not for the story he tells, but for how he tells it, and determined to tell it in all its details with unmitigated truth. He shows the utmost unconcern as to what you may think of it. You have the right to say you do not like his choice of subject.


  When Goethe was reproached for the injurious effect his Werther had upon weak people, he said: “If there are mad people for whom reading is bad, I can’t help it. The consequences do not concern me.” The old Pagan felt himself to be like nature, working inevitably, in no way responsible for results, which are the individual’s affair. So d’Annunzio writes with the conscience of an artist, but without the sensitiveness of a moralist; certainly without the restraints which regulate and sometimes silence expression when there is question of a personal experience which, as Hamlet says, it is not honest to set down in plain phrase. In Italy the matter is not so considered.


  D’Annunzio’s phrase as a prose writer is supple and opulent; his word is vivid; his feeling intense; he is always serious. He lacks playfulness. Without a sense of humour, seldom or never with the purpose of a humourist, without the sport of wit, he yet holds one fascinated by his word as he tells his tale; while he tells it he charms one with the music, the splendour, the colour and the grace of his language, and one wonders at the sustained flow and harmony of his periods. The secret of his style is that it is ever informed by an imaginative mind, shaped by a never failing sense of art. He seems denied lordship over laughter and tears. That belongs to the poet, and the dramatist, and the story-teller of simpler aims and humbler sympathies than the aristocratic and 294 fastidious artist. He is like a musician who writes—the melodious element prevails; he is like a painter who paints—colour prevails; he is like a worker in marble or metal—form prevails. He is a writer who, like George Sand, like Gautier, like Swinburne, has measureless power and a supreme sense of beauty to express his sense of life and art. Individual and intense, he looked isolated, like Baudelaire, with questionable tendencies and preferences. He seems to have escaped the abasement of the unclean, stained, but not transformed by the thing he worked in when dealing with the baser experiences of life.


  While Baudelaire is close, severe, terse, d’Annunzio is open, pliant, and abundant. Now and again you get from his poetry a note, not disavowed, from Shakespeare, from Shelley, from Baudelaire, from Walt Whitman, from Tennyson. The Northern novelists have led him to treat of crime and punishment. With all these elements from the ferment of our modern moral and intellectual life, he has remained himself, a new talent, a personal talent, enriched, not dominated by others, maker and master of his own expression, renewing for us purely Italian types of life and art. Finally the poet has triumphed over the realist. It is in his later prose, and in his later verse, that he shows the inevitable change brought about by time and suffering. It holds a mystic element. He uses the Natural as the symbol of the Spiritual.


  The poet is triumphant.


  II


  The poet has manifested himself more varied in style than the prose writer. He began with a sense of clean-cut classic form, objective, Pagan, unacquainted with the maladies of the introspective mind, and he produced masterpieces of Greek-like beauty 295 that at once raised him above the felicitous dilettante of classic art; he turned from that, as from a thing accomplished, to reach after the refinements of the Provençal, and he attained at once in l’Isottèo an elegance, a lightness, a romantic charm, a laughing melody and grace of language, beyond anything of our time; and last, in his Poema Paradisiaco, behold another transformation. The artificial, complicated, sensual poet of mediæval and renaissance gallantry is the suave, simple, intime poet of home affections—won back, as to a spring of pure water, after many and strange wanderings.


  It is because of all this Protean and beautiful work that he is regarded as the first artist of Italy since ’71. He is the new poet of his race, not of national aspiration or political aims, but of the eternal life of eternal Italy; of what in it endures while Republics, Empires, Religion, come and go, or are transformed in that land of open sensuality, pagan from first to last, excessive in its passion of life and art, and rich and splendid in the expression of it all.


  It is interesting to contrast the noble and unfortunate Leopardi, the poet of unappeased passion, of great memories, the proud poet of despair, with the new poet who has gratified every passion and slacked his thirst for every pleasure. Like Leopardi, the sombre lover of death, d’Annunzio, the poet of pleasure, exhausted and at the end of sensation, woos the pale mother of all woe and all peace. Proved to the uttermost, the intellectual life and the sensual life leave both men restless for the triumph of death; and all this perilous stuff is worked off in expression, in fiction, in novels and verses, which are the artist’s means of self-deliverance.


  Leopardi moaned his anguish for the perishing individual doomed to an enforced renunciation; moaned for his country, prostrate and enslaved, renewing no grandeur and quickening no heroism, till roused by his indignation, moved by his tears; d’Annunzio, 296 more fortunate in his youth than the earlier poet, yet gave to sense what the other gave to mind, the strength and passion of his best years. With supple and jewelled phrase, with language expressive of every seduction of the senses, of every enchantment of beauty, he celebrates the burning pleasures of his youth, his pride of life, his passion for art. Both are pagan; the intellectual penetration of both men pitiless and unhesitating, sparing no illusion. The one is involved, profound, enwrapt, like Michael Angelo’s Night, in a dolorous dream; the other, like some desperate alchemist, dissolves one by one the jewels of his youth, intent to test or sacrifice the very substance and quality of his being. How are we to understand two such poets? Are we to turn away from them as aliens, subject to tyrannies which we know not, or which we have resisted? Must we go to Clough and cold water, admit no acquaintance with flesh, escape dense life only to harass ourselves with introspective verse, which at best is but a proof of an active intellectual apparatus; or are we to step back to the chaste muse of our greater poets and rest with their simpler and more restrained expression? The age has to produce its own poetry. It is not enough that the gods and the demi-gods have lived. We must have the expression of our own life, and poetry is the first and final expression, the expression that survives. D’Annunzio’s verse shows what it is for Italy in Italy to-day.


  Christianised or Puritanised as we have been, the pagan element has only temporary possession with us. Though it has appeared allied with a music and an art not unworthy of the gravest as well as the lightest of Latin poets, serious with a studied and a premeditated sensuality, it has remained a thing more for hot-house Englishmen than for the out-of-door man who makes his race prevail, backed by the portentous matron who will none of the roses and languors of the foreigner.


  297 The new pagan in Italy does not find himself in contradiction to his time and race when he sings of the raptures of youth and pleasure, unconscious of the stays and checks of our severer muse. His surrender to the life of the senses is complete. But however frantic his experience, he is serene and untroubled in his expression of it. The molten metal, the burning elements of his life, are cast into a shape of beauty which one must admire if one has a sense of form, a sense of art, and not merely that “sense of sin” which shadows life and dictates most criticism. No wonder we are so often found incapable of looking at a thing of art as a kind of deliverance and redemption from the grossness of matter.


  The new poet has the advantage of the old moralist; for in the very creation of art out of what the moralist must censure as experience, he makes something beautiful, which is his delight and consolation. He makes something that enchants us. Triumphant, he shows his Venus in marble, he shapes the god in clay.


  The new poet, with his phosphorescent style, that at times suggests corruption and smells of it, comes with the curiosity or the savant and the emotion of the man; he leaves no experience of life untried or at least unimagined. He follows a passion; he sounds a motive; absorbed, he seems all but criminal with the criminal. He shows the flux and reflux of life in human nature. If the great tide of it carries out or leaves stranded things that revolt and pain us, we, at least, can show our taste by not occupying ourselves with the more dreadful accidents of the hour and the more unsightly débris of the season. Yet, if that is there, there is much more in the prose of the poet.


  The new pagan having read all literature, questioned all religions, used up his youth, has one thing left, one thing of great price, which the mere débauché has not known: he has the 298 consolations of art, and, with it, the higher worship of beauty. Art is his creation, and with that he enchants us and beguiles himself. When he treats of the sin of Moonlight and May, when he describes his “Venus of sweet waters” in the heat and mystery of the noonday, we are enchanted with beauty; and we feel with him the trouble and ecstacy of youth. When he addresses his old nurse, or returns to his home and walks in the garden with his mother, or addresses his sister with words of touching sweetness, we learn that the sacred charities of the heart are known and felt. He is noble and patriotic when he pours out the rolling music of his funeral ode to the dead admiral. We recognise that he is master of every melody, and, if a pagan still, a pagan to whom the solemnities of life have come, and who gives himself to the experience appropriate to his years. But yesterday, living according to the law of his members, concerning himself, like the French novelists of the day, with the sensual side of life, with things of sight, and sound, and touch, and smell; describing the experience, not of the soul or the mind, but of the flesh, and in no way ashamed of any condition of it in life or death. The Frenchman, the Italian, the Spaniard, in a word, the Latin, studies a corpse, paints it, or a nude living body, curious of form; and for that he is as constant as we are for the domesticities of life. Imagine the different results in art.


  Both from Baudelaire and from d’Annunzio we get the de profundis like a far-off note, recalling the pains and anxieties of the opium eater. The frenzies of passion that lead the heroes of his romances to murder or suicide, in the poet himself evoke a cry of despair. The ever reappearing paganism of youth gives place to the spiritualism of the new man, born out of suffering, and we hear the cry of a living soul after the confessions of the sensualist. It is this evolution which separates d’Annunzio from the objective 299 and pagan artists of the Italian renaissance like Poliziano, for example, close as he seems to him by his serene plastic sense; it is this which attaches him to Petrarch and Tasso, in his later verse; still a pagan, yet with sorrow, and all her family of sighs and tears, become conscious that the life of the senses is not the be-all and end-all of existence. The new pagan is touched by something he cannot define, something that escapes form, yet permeates it. So d’Annunzio becomes in poetry what Chopin is in music, a “sovereign master of every melody.” With the refinement of a Provençal, with the serenity of a Greek, he sang of delightful romantic and classic things, of gardens and fêtes, and all that belongs to the life of elegance.


  He has a sixteenth-century face, like a portrait by Clouet: fine, sensitive, intense; implying close acquaintance with the uncommon. Like a later Leonardo, he is a lover of the beautiful hands of women; like him, he is learned in the mysteries of their touch; like him, he is a student of their smile; no grace or seduction of their being is lost upon him. Like the painter of the Sacred and Profane Love, he illustrates the beauty, he expresses the significance, of flesh. But little past thirty, his productiveness during the last twelve or thirteen years is remarkable. He began with a thin volume of verse: Intermezzo in rime; then wrote Il Piacere in prose; then in verse l’Isottèo; La Chimera; Elegie Romane; Odi Navali; Poema Paradisiaco. Without mentioning all his prose romances, brilliant as they are in many respects, and foreign to English taste, the most acceptable is the last one: “the golden book of spirit and sense,” the Tre Vergine delle Rocce.


  ·  ·


  300 A Darkened Room


  By Elsie Higginbotham


  
    Outside the blind, the world lives on;


    A world of mingled green and white—


    The blackbird sings—no sweetness gone


    From tones, last year, your chief delight;


    And yet, dear heart, that cadence sad,


    In last year’s notes no utt’rance had.

  


  
    This side the blind, the world stands still;


    A world grown dumb, since yesterday;


    No hope of joy—no dread of ill,


    Remains, to mar a peace whose sway,


    Seems strangest, where, upon their shelves,


    In dust, your books enshroud themselves.

  


  
    Outside the blind, feet pass along;


    I hear a man’s voice blithe and kind,


    From speaking change to joyous song—


    I hear, and shrink, this side the blind ….


    But you stir not; so fast you sleep,


    I dare to kiss your brow …. and weep.

  


  ·  ·


  301 Three Pictures


  By Patten Wilson


  I. The War Horses of Rustem


  II. A Phantasy


  III. So the wind drove us on to the cavern of gloom

  Where we fell in the toils of the foul sea-snake:

  Their scaly folds drew us on to our doom.

  Pray for us, stranger, for Christ’s sweet sake.


  ·  ·
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  309 A Marriage


  By Ella D’Arcy


  I


  In the upstairs room of a City restaurant two young men were finishing their luncheon. They had taken the corner table by the window, and as it was past two o’clock the room was fairly empty. There being no one at either of the tables next them, they could talk at their ease.


  West, the elder of the two, was just lighting a cigarette. The other, Catterson, who, in spite of a thin moustache, looked little more than a boy, had ordered a cup of black coffee. When even a younger man than he was at present, he had passed a couple of years in Paris, and he continued, by the manner in which he wore his hair, by his taste in neckties, and by his preferences in food and drink, to pay Frenchmen the sincerest flattery that was in his power.


  But to-day he let the coffee stand before him untasted. His young forehead was pushed up into horizontal lines, his full-lipped mouth was slightly open with anxious, suspended breath. He gazed away, through the red velvet lounges, through the gilt-framed mirrors, to the distant object of his thought.


  West, leaning back in his seat, emitting arabesques and spirals 310 of brown-grey smoke, watched him with interest rather than with sympathy, and could not repress a smile when Catterson, coming abruptly out of dreamland, turned towards him, to say: “You see, if it were only for the child’s sake, I feel I ought to marry her, and the next may be a boy. I should like him to inherit the little property, small as it is. And I’ve no power to will it.”


  His voice was half decided, wholly interrogative, and West smiled. There had been a moment in all their conversations of the last six weeks, when some such remark from Catterson was sure to fall. Experience enabled West to anticipate its arrival, and he smiled to find his anticipation so accurately fulfilled.


  “My dear chap, I see you’re going to do it,” he answered, “so it’s useless for me to protest any more. But I’ll just remind you of an old dictum, which, maybe, you’ll respect, because it’s in French: ‘Ne faites jamais de votre maîtresse, votre femme.’”


  West spoke lightly, uttering the quotation just because it happened to flash through his mind; but all the same, it was a fixed idea of his, that if you married a girl of “that sort,” she was sure to discover, sooner or later, colossal vices; she was sure to kick over the traces, to take to drink, or to some other form of dissipation.


  Catterson shrugged his shoulders, flushed, and frowned; then recovered his temper, and began again, stammeringly, tumultuously, his words tripping over one another in their haste. He always stammered a little in moments of emotion.


  “But you d-don’t know Nettie. She’s not at all—s-she’s quite different from what you think. Until she had the misfortune to meet with me, she was as good a girl as you could find.”


  “No, I don’t know her, I admit,” observed West, and smoked in silence.


  “I have been thinking,” Catterson said presently, “that I should 311 like you to come down to see her. I should like you to make her acquaintance, because then I am sure you would agree I am right. I do want to have your support and approval, you know.”


  West smiled again. It amused him to note the anxiety Catterson exhibited for his approval and support, yet he knew all the time that the young man was bent on marrying Nettie Hooper in spite of anything he could say.


  But he understood the springs of the apparent contradiction. He understood Catterson fairly well, without being fond of him. They had been schoolmates. Chance lately, rather than choice on West’s side, had again thrown them together; now the luncheon hour saw them in almost daily companionship. And, correcting his earlier impressions of the impulsive, sensitive, volatile little boy by these more recent ones, he read Catterson’s as a weak, amiable, and affectionate nature; he saw him always anxious to stand well with his associates, to be liked and looked up to by his little world. To do as others do, was his ruling passion; what Brown, Jones, and Robinson might say of him, his first consideration. It was because at one time Robinson, Jones and Brown had been represented for him by a circle of gay young Frenchmen that he had thought it incumbent upon him, when opportunity offered, to tread in their footsteps. It was because he found his path set now within the respectable circles of British middle-class society, that his anomalous position was becoming a burden; that the double personality of married man and father in his riverside lodgings, of eligible bachelor in the drawing-rooms of Bayswater and Maida Vale, grew daily more intolerable to sustain. He could think of no easier way out of the dilemma than to make Nettie his wife, and let the news gradually leak out, that he had been married for the last two years.


  312 Some of his arguments in favour of the marriage—and he required many arguments to outweigh his consciousness of the mésalliance—were that, for all practical purposes, he was as good as married already. He could never give Nettie up; he must always provide for her and the child as long as he lived. And his present mode of life was full of inconveniences. He was living at Teddington under an assumed name, and it is not at all pleasant to live under an assumed name. At any moment one may be discovered, and an awkward situation may result.


  These were some of his arguments. But then, too, he had developed the domestic affections to a surprising degree, and if his first passion for Nettie were somewhat assuaged, he had a much more tender feeling for her now than in the beginning. And he was devoted to his little daughter; a devotion which a few months ago he would have sworn he was incapable of feeling for any so uninteresting an animal as a baby. He reproached himself bitterly for having placed her at such a disadvantage in life as illegitimacy entails; he felt that he ought at least to give the expected child all the rights which a legal recognition can confer.


  His chief argument, however, was that he had sinned, and that in marriage lay the only reparation; and let a man persuade himself that a certain course of action is the one righteous, the one honourable course to take—more particularly if it jumps with his own private inclinations—and nothing can deter him from it.


  “Not even French proverbs,” laughed West into his beard.


  “Come down and see her,” Catterson urged, and West, moved by a natural curiosity, as well as by a desire to oblige his friend, agreed to meet him that evening at Waterloo, that they might go down together.


  His soul being eased through confession, Catterson regained at once the buoyant good spirits which were natural to him, but 313 which, of late, secret anxieties and perturbation of mind had overshadowed completely. For when depressed he touched deeper depths of depression than his neighbour, in exact proportion to the unusual height and breadth of his gaiety in his moments of elation.


  Now he enlivened the journey out from town, by cascades of exuberant talk, filling up the infrequent pauses with snatches of love-songs: the music-hall love-songs of the day.


  Yet as the train approached Teddington, he fell into silence again. A new anxiety began to dominate him: the anxiety that West should be favourably impressed by Nettie Hooper. His manner became mere nervous, his stammer increased; a red spot burned on either cheek. He could not keep his thoughts or his speech from the coming interview.


  “She doesn’t talk much,” he explained, as they walked along the summer sunset roads; “she’s very shy; but you mustn’t on that account imagine she’s not glad to see you. She’s very much interested in you. She wants to meet you very much.”


  “Of course she’s not what’s called a lady,” he began again; “her people don’t count at all. She, herself, wants to drop them. But you would never discover she wasn’t one. She has a perfect accent, a perfect pronunciation. And she is so wonderfully modest and refined. I assure you, I’ve known very few real ladies to compare to her.”


  He eulogised her economy, her good management. “My money goes twice as far since she has had the spending of it. She’s so clever, and you can’t think how well she cooks. She has learned it from the old lady with whom we lodge. Mrs. Baker is devoted to Nettie, would do anything for her, thinks there’s no one like her in the world. And then she makes all her own clothes, and is better dressed than any girl I see, although they only cost her a few shillings.”


  314 He sang the praises of her sweetness, of her gentleness, of her domesticity. “She’s so absolutely unselfish; such a devoted mother to our little girl; and yet, she’s scarcely more than a child herself. She won’t be nineteen till next April.”


  All which encomiums and dozens more wearied West’s ear, without giving him any clear conception of their subject. He was thankful when Catterson suddenly broke off with, “Here we are, this is Rose Cottage.”


  West saw the usual, creeper-covered, French-windowed, sham-romantic, and wholly dilapidated little villa, which realises the ideal of all young lovers for a first nest. To more prosaic minds it suggested earwigs and spiders in summer, loose tiles and burst pipes in winter, and general dampness and discomfort all the year round.


  It stood separated from the road by a piece of front garden, in which the uncut grass waved fairy spear-heads, and the unpruned bushes matted out so wide and thick, as to screen off completely the sitting-room from the passers-by.


  The narrow gravel path leading up to the door was painted with mosses, the little trellis-work porch was giving way beneath the weight of vine-wood and rose-stem which lay heavy upon it; the virginia-creeper over the window-top swayed down to the ground in graceful diminishing tresses; the bed-room windows above blinked tiny eyes beneath heavy eyelids of greenery. An auctioneer would have described the place as a bijou bower of verdure, and West’s sense of humour was tickled by the thoroughly conventional background it provided for the conventional solitude à deux.


  Catterson rang that he might give notice of West’s arrival, and a thin bell responded to his pull from the interior of the house. It was succeeded by the tapping of high heels along the oilcloth, 315 the door opened, and a very little woman, in a dark woollen gown, stood within the threshold.


  The nurse, the landlady, the servant, perhaps? West told himself that this could not be Nettie Hooper, this plain little creature, who was surely so much older than the girl Catterson had described.


  But the next instant Catterson said, “Nettie, this is my great friend, West,” and the little woman had given him a lifeless hand, while she welcomed him in curious, drawling tones, “I’m so glad to see you; Jack is always talking about you; do come in.”


  He was certain she was plain, but he had no time to localise her plainness—to decide whether it lay in feature, complexion, or expression, for her back was towards him; he was following her into the sitting-room, and he looked down upon a dark head of hair, a meagre figure, a dowdy home-made gown.


  “I hope you’ve got a good dinner for us,” Catterson began at once, stammering over every consonant. “I don’t know how West may be feeling, but I’m uncommonly hungry myself.”


  “You didn’t give me much time,” she answered; “your wire only came at four. I’ve got you some fish, and a steak.”


  “And a salad? good! Nettie’s steaks are ripping, West, you’ll see.”


  “Oh, but Mrs. Baker is going to cook the dinner to-night; I didn’t think you’d wish me to leave you and Mr. West, like that.”


  During these not very illuminating remarks, West was revising his first impressions. He confessed that the girl had nice features, regular, well-proportioned; that, though she lacked colour, her complexion was of a healthy paleness; that her expression could hardly be called disagreeable, for the difficulty lay in deciding whether she had any expression at all. All the same, she was plain; flat-chested, undeveloped, with clumsy feet and hands.


  316 “You have a—quiet little place here,” he said to her to make conversation. He had been going to say “a charming, little place,” but a glance round the dark, musty-smelling room was too much for his powers of unveracity.


  “Yes, it’s almost too quiet, while Jack is away. Don’t you think, Mr. West, I’m very good to stay here by myself all day long?”


  She had the oddest voice, very drawling, measured, inanimate. It said nothing at all to the listener beyond the mere actual words.


  “Come, you’ve got baby,” said Catterson, laughing, “let alone Mrs. Baker.”


  “As though one’s landlady and a baby of seventeen months were all the companionship one could require!” She laughed too.


  She was almost pretty when she laughed, and West began to perceive that after all she might be no older than Catterson had said. She had the abundant crisp-growing hair, the irreproachable smoothness of skin found only in youth’s company. Her eyes were really remarkable eyes, large, of a bluish-grey, clear as water, with the pupils very big.


  Yes, she was exceedingly pretty. It took you some time to see it perhaps, but once you had seen it you wondered you could have overlooked it before. Yet West had no sooner admitted the fact than he began to qualify it. He said there was absolutely nothing in her face that appealed to your imagination; that such very limpid eyes go with a cold or a shallow nature, that such very large pupils denote either want or intelligence or want of strength.


  And there was undeniably something common in her physiognomy, though at first he could not decide in which particular trait it lay. Was it in the cut of the nostril, the line of the mouth? No, he thought it was to be found, rather, in a 317 certain unpleasing shininess of surface. Her cheek had less of the velvety texture of the peach, than the glaze of the white-heart cherry. The wings of the nose, its slightly aquiline bridge, reflected the light in little patches.


  If her hair was unusually thick, it was coarse too, and of a uniform dark-brown colour. The front, cut short, seemed to rebel against the artificial curling to which it was subjected. Instead of lying on her forehead in rings as was no doubt intended, here was an undistinguishable fuzz, while there a straight mesh stood out defiantly.


  She had pretty ears and execrably ugly hands, in the thick fingers of which, with squat nails broader than they were long, in the tough and wrinkled skin, the want of race of her ancestors was easily to be read. On the left hand she wore a plain gold ring.


  So soon as the first fillip or greeting was spent, she became noticeable for her silences; had a way of letting every subject drop; and expressed no opinions, or only those universal ones which every woman may express without danger of self-revelation. For instance, when West asked whether she cared for reading, she said she was passionately fond of it; but when pressed as to what she liked best to read, she mentioned, after considerable hesitation, East Lynne and Shakespeare.


  As Catterson had said, there was no fault to find with her pronunciation or her accent; or what faults there were, were faults he himself was guilty of. West realised that she was quick in imitation, and, up to a certain point, receptive. She had carefully modelled her deportment on Catterson’s, held her knife and fork, lifted her glass, and used her table napkin in precisely the same way he did. When, later on, West had occasion to see her handwriting he found it a curiously close copy of Catterson’s own. 318 Women, whose characters are still undeveloped, and whose writing therefore remains unformed, almost invariably do adopt, for a time, the handwriting of their lovers.


  There was nothing in her manners or appearance, to indicate her precise social origin, nor did West, by-the-by, ever learn anything definite concerning it. Catterson was very sensitive on the point, and only once made the vaguest, the most cursory reference to how he had met her.


  Still less was there anything about Nettie Hooper to fit in with West’s preconceived theories. As she sat there, placid, silent, quiet, he had to admit that as Catterson had said, she was not at all the sort of girl he had imagined her to be. And yet ….


  He made the above mental notes during the course of the dinner, while Catterson’s nervousness gradually wore off, and his gaiety returned. His infatuation for Nettie, led him, when in her presence, to the conviction that every one else must be equally infatuated too.


  The dining-room was small, and like the parlour looked out through a French window over a tangled slip of garden. The furniture consisted chiefly of Japanese fans, but there was also a round table, and at least three chairs. The arrangements, generally, were of a picnic character, and when Mrs. Baker, a stout and loquacious old body, brought in the dishes, she stayed awhile to join in the conversation, addressing them all impartially as “My dear,” and Nettie in particular as “My dear Life.”


  But the meal, if simple, was satisfying, and Nettie herself left the table to make the coffee, as Catterson had taught her to do, in French fashion. He brought out from the chiffoniere a bottle of green Chartreuse, and Nettie handed cigarettes and found an ashtray. She was full of ministering attentions.


  While they smoked and talked, and she sat silent, her limpid 319 eyes fixed mostly on Catterson, although every now and then, West knew they were turned upon him, wails were heard from upstairs.


  “It’s baby, poor little soul,” said Nettie, rising. “Please Jack, may I go and bring her down?”


  She presently returned with a flannel-gowned infant in her arms. The child had just the same large, limpid, blue-grey eyes as the mother, with just the same look in them. She fixed West with the relentless, unswerving stare of childhood, and not all her father’s blandishments could extract a smile.


  Nettie, kissing the square-toed, pink feet, addressed her as “Blossom,” and “Dear little soul,” then sat tranquilly nursing her, as a child might nurse a doll.


  She had really many of a child’s ways, and when Catterson, at the end of the evening, put on his hat to accompany West to the station, she asked in her long, plaintive drawl, “May I come, too, Jack?” exactly as a child asks permission of parent or master. She put her head back again into the dining-room a moment after leaving it. “What shall I put on, my cloak or my cape?” she said; “and must I change my shoes?”


  Catterson turned to West with a smile, which asked for congratulations. “You see how docile she is, how gentle? And it’s always the same. It’s always my wishes that guide her. She never does anything without asking my opinion and advice. I don’t know how a man could have a better wife. I know I should never find one to suit me better. But now you’ve seen her for yourself, you’ve come over to my opinion, I feel sure? You’ve got nothing further to urge against my marrying her, have you?”


  West was saved the embarrassment of a reply by the reappearance of Nettie in outdoor things, and Catterson was too satisfied 320 in his own mind with the effect she must have produced, to notice the omission.


  He talked gaily on indifferent matters until the train moved out of the station, and West carried away with him a final vignette of the two young people standing close together beneath the glare of a gas-lamp, Catterson with an arm affectionately slipped through the girl’s. His thin, handsome face was flushed with excitement and self-content. The demure little figure beside him, that did not reach up to his shoulder, in neat black coat and toque, stared across the platform up to West, from limpid, most curious eyes.


  What the devil was the peculiarity of those eyes, he asked himself impatiently? and hammered out the answer to the oscillations of the carriage, the vibration of the woodwork, the flicker of the lamp, as the train rumbled through the night and jerked up at flaring stations.


  Beautiful as to shape and colour, beautiful in their fine dark lashes, in their thinly pencilled brows, these strange eyes seemed to look at you and ostentatiously to keep silence; to thrust you coldly back, to gaze through you and beyond you, as if with the set purpose of avoiding any explanation with your own.


  It was this singularity which in the shock of first sight had repelled, which had shed over the face an illusory plainness, which had suggested age and experience, so that it had taken West an appreciable time to discover that Nettie Hooper was in reality quite young, and exceedingly pretty. But he had learned on a dozen previous occasions, that the first instantaneous, unbiased impression is the one to be trusted. Especially in so far as concerns the eyes. The eyes are very literally the windows of the soul.


  321 II


  Three years later, West and two men who don’t come into this story at all, were spending the month of August up the river. An ill-advised proceeding, for the weather, so far, had proved deplorably wet, as the weather in August too often does, and of all sad places in wet weather, the river is incomparably the saddest.


  But they had hired their boat, they had made their arrangements, dates were fixed, and places decided on. With the thoroughly British mental twist that to change your plans is to show inconsistency, and therefore weakness, West’s companions were determined to carry these plans out to their prearranged end.


  He scoffed at their mulishness, but submitted nevertheless; and following their example he rowed with bent head and set teeth through the continually falling rain, or sat, in their society during interminable hours waiting for it to cease, in an open boat beneath a dripping elm-tree. And as he gazed out over the leaden sheet of pock-marked water, he found amusement in telling himself that here at least was a typically national way of taking a holiday.


  Nor, after all, did it always rain. There were occasional days of brilliant, if unstable sunshine, when the stream ran dimpling between its banks of sweet flag and loose-strife; when the sand-martins skimmed over the water with their pittering cry; when the dabchick, as the boat stole upon her, dived so suddenly, remained under for so long, and rose again so far off, that but for a knowledge of her habits, you would pronounce it a genuine case of bird suicide.


  It was on one such a sunny, inspiriting Saturday, that a twenty 322 mile pull from Maidenhead brought them by afternoon in sight of the picturesque old bridge at Sonning. Here, in Sonning, they were to pass the night and stay over till Monday. For here one of the men had an aunt, and he was under strict maternal orders to dine with her on Sunday.


  There was the usual difference of opinion as to which of the two inns they should put up at, the White Hart being voted too noisy, the French Horn condemned as too swagger. But the question was settled by the White Hart, which you reach first on the Berkshire bank, proving full; they accordingly pulled round the mill-water on the right, to try their luck at the French Horn.


  For those who do not know it, this may be described as one of the prettiest of riverside inns; a cosy-looking, two-storied house, with a wide verandah, and a lawn sloping down to the water’s edge. Beneath the trees on either side, tea was set out on wicker tea-tables, and each table had its encircling group of gay frocks and scarlet sunshades. It presented a Watteau-like picture of light and shadow and colour, the artistic value of which was increased by three conspicuous figures, which took the spectator’s eye straight to the centre of the foreground.


  A man, a girl, and a little child stood together, just above the wooden landing-steps, and a Canadian canoe, brilliant with newness and varnish, flaring with flame-coloured cushions, rocked gently on the water at their feet.


  The young man held the painter in his hand; was dressed in immaculate white flannel, wore a pink and white striped shirt, and a waist-handkerchief of crimson silk.


  The girl was the boating-girl of the stage. Where the rushes fringed the lawn you looked instinctively for footlights. The open-work silk stockings, the patent leather evening shoes, the silver 323 belt compressing a waist of seventeen inches, were all so thoroughly theatrical. So was her costume of pale blue and white; so was the knot of broad ribbon fastening her sailor collar; so was the Jack Tar cap, with its blue and silver binding, set slightly on one side of her dark head. The child by her side was dressed in white embroidered muslin and a sunbonnet.


  “I say, West,” cried the man who steered, “you who know all the actresses, tell us who’s that little girl there, with the kid.”


  West, who was sculling, turned his head.


  “Oh, damn! it’s Mrs. Catterson,” he said, with the emphasis of a surprise, which is a disagreeable one.


  Since the marriage, he had not seen very much of Nettie Catterson, although he was godfather to the boy. For one thing, it is difficult to see much of people who live in the suburbs; and though Catterson had moved twice, first from Teddington to Kingston, then from Kingston to Surbiton Hill, where he was now a householder, Surbiton remained equally out of West’s way.


  But there was another reason for the evasion of the constant invitations which Catterson pressed upon him in the City. It had not taken him long to perceive that he was far from being persona grata to Mrs. Catterson. Whether this was to be accounted for by the average woman’s inevitable jealousy of her husband’s friends, whether it was she suspected his opposition to her marriage, or whether she could not forgive him for having known her while she was passing as Mrs. Grey, he could not determine. Probably her dislike was compounded of all three reasons, with a preponderance, he thought, in favour of the last.


  For with marriage, the possession of a semi-detached villa at Surbiton, and the entrance into such society as a visit from the clergyman’s wife may open the door to, Nettie had become of an amazing conventionality, and surpassing Catterson himself 324 in the matter of deference to Mrs. Grundy, she seemed to have set herself the task of atoning for irregularity of conduct in the past, by the severest reprobation of all who erred in the present, and West’s ribaldry in conversation, his light views on serious subjects, and his habitual desecration of the Sunday were themes for her constant animadversions and displeasure.


  It was the rapid résumé of these, his demerits with Mrs. Catterson, which had called forth his energetic “Damn!”


  At the same moment that he recognised her, Catterson recognised him, and sung out a welcome. The boat was brought alongside, and he was received by Nettie with a warmth which surprised him. His companions, with hasty cap-lifting, escaped across the lawn to get drinks at the bar, and secure beds for the night.


  He looked after them with envy; and had to accept Nettie’s invitation to tea.


  “We were just quarrelling, Jack and I,” she said, “where to have it. He wants to go down to Marlow, and I want it here. Now you’ve come, that settles it. We’ll have it here.”


  Catterson explained his reason: as Nettie wished to go out in the canoe again, they ought to go now while it was fine, as it was sure to rain later.


  Nettie denied the possibility of rain with an asperity which informed West that he had arrived on the crest of a domestic disagreement, and he understood at once the cordiality of his reception.


  She had developed none of the tempestuous views which his theories had required; on the contrary she appeared to be just the ordinary wife, with the ordinary contempt for her husband’s foibles and wishes. She could talk of the trials of housekeeping and the iniquities of servants as to the manner born, and always 325 imitative had lately given back the ideals of Surbiton with the fidelity of a mirror. But there were curious undercurrents beneath this surface smoothness, of which West now and then got an indication.


  He renewed his acquaintance with Gladys, the little girl, who periodically forgot him, and asked after his godson. But the subject proved unfortunate.


  Nettie’s mouth took menacing lines. “Cyril, I’m sorry to say, is a very naughty boy. I don’t know what we’re going to do with him, I’m sure.”


  West couldn’t help smiling. “It’s somewhat early days to despair of his ultimate improvement, perhaps? How old is he? Not three till December, I think?” He told himself that the open-hearted, sensitive, impulsive little fellow ought not to be very difficult to manage.


  “He’s old enough to be made to obey,” she said, with a glance at Catterson, which suggested some contentious background to the remark.


  “Oh, well, one doesn’t want to break the child’s spirit,” Catterson protested.


  “I think his spirit will have to be broken very soon,” asserted Nettie, “if he goes on being as troublesome as he has been lately.”


  Gladys, sitting by her mother’s side, drank in everything that was said. She was now five years old, and a little miniature of Nettie. She turned her clear and stolid eyes from one to another.


  “Cyril’s a …. naughty …. little boy,” she observed in a piping drawl, a thin exaggeration of Nettie’s own, and making impressive pauses between the words. “He’s never going to be tooked …. up the river like me. Is he, mother?”


  “If you want to be a good little girl,” observed Catterson, 326 “you’ll put your bread and jam into your mouth, instead of feeding your ear with it as you are doing at present.”


  “Cyril don’t have …. no jam …. for his tea,” she began again, “’cos he’s so naughty. He only has dry bread an’——”


  “Come, come, don’t talk so much, Gladys,” said her father impatiently, “or perhaps you won’t get ‘tooked’ up the river again either.”


  Nettie put an arm round her.


  “Poor little soul! Mother’ll take her up the river always, won’t she? We don’t mind what Papa says, do we?”


  “Silly old Papa!” cried the child, throwing him one of Nettie’s own looks, “we don’t mind what he says, we don’t.”


  All the same, when tea was over, and they prepared to make a start in the canoe, West their still somewhat unwilling guest, Catterson put his foot down and refused to take Gladys with them for various reasons. Four couldn’t get into the canoe with safety or comfort; the child had been out all day, and had already complained of sickness from the constant swaying motion; but chiefly because it was undoubtedly going to rain. Nettie gave in with a bad grace, and the little girl was led off, roaring, by her maid.


  Nettie had complained that the tea was cold, and that she could not drink it. She had insisted on Catterson having a second brew brought. Then when this came had pushed away her cup, and pronounced it as unpalatable as before. But no sooner were they some way down stream, than she said she was thirsty, and asked for ginger beer.


  West remembered Catterson telling him long ago, how Nettie would suddenly wake up thirsty in the middle of the night, and how he would have to get up and go down to forage for something to quench her thirst. It had seemed to Catterson, in 327 those days, very amusing, pathetic, and childlike, and he had told of it with evident relish and pride. But the little perversity which is so attractively provoking in the young girl, often comes to provoke without any attractiveness in the wife and mother.


  Catterson turned the canoe when Nettie spoke, saying they had best go and get what she wanted at the White Hart, but West fancied he looked annoyed and slightly ashamed.


  After this little episode, because of the ominous appearance of the sky, it was agreed to keep up stream towards the lock. But before they reached it the first great drops of rain were splashing into the water about them. The lock-keeper made them welcome. He and Catterson were old acquaintances. Having set out for them, and dusted down three Windsor chairs, he went to spread a tarpaulin over the canoe.


  The darkness of the little room grew deeper every instant. Then came an illuminating flash followed by a shattering thunder-peal. The ear was filled with the impetuous downrush of the rain.


  “There! Why wouldn’t you let me bring Gladys?” cried Nettie. “Poor little soul, she’s so terrified of thunder, she’ll scream herself into fits.”


  “She’s right enough with Annie,” said Catterson, somewhat too confidently.


  Nettie replied that Annie was a perfect fool, more afraid of a storm than the child herself. “Jack, you’ll have to go back and comfort her. Jack, you must go!”


  “My dear, in this rain!” he expostulated. “How can you want me to do anything so mad?”


  But Nettie had worked herself up into a paroxysm of maternal solicitude, of anguish of mind. West asked himself if it were entirely genuine, or partly a means of punishing Catterson for his self-assertion a while ago.


  328 “Since you’re so afraid of a little rain,” she concluded contemptuously, “I’ll go myself. I’m not going to let the child die in hysterics.”


  She made a movement as though to leave the house. Catterson drew her back, and turning up the collar of his coat, went out. But before the canoe was fairly launched, West knew he must be wet to the skin. He stood and watched him paddling down against the closely serried, glittering lances of the rain, until lost in a haze of watery grey.


  Then, for his life, he could not refrain from speaking. “I think it’s very unwise for Jack to get wet like that. It’s not as though he were particularly strong. He comes of a delicate, short-lived family, as you probably know?”


  But Nettie only stared silently before her as though she had not heard.


  And there, in silence, they remained for another twenty minutes, while the rain flooded earth and river, and the thunder rumbled to and fro over the sky.


  Nettie maintained an absolute silence, and West, leaning against the window-frame, beguiled the time in studying her with fleeting, inoffensive glances. He again noted the ugliness of her hands, to which, as they lay folded in her lap, the flashing of a half-hoop of fine diamonds, now worn above the wedding-ring, carried first his attention. But when he raised his eyes to her small, pale face, he decided she was prettier than she used to be, more strikingly pretty at first sight. She had learned, perhaps, to bring out her better points. He thought she dressed her hair more becomingly; three years steady application of curling irons had at last induced it to lie in softer curls. Five years of married life had in no wise dimmed the transparency of her skin. Not a line recorded an emotion whether of pleasure or of pain. If she 329 had lived through any psychic experiences, they had not left the faintest mark behind. And it was partly the immobility of countenance by which this smoothness of surface was maintained, which led West again to qualify his favourable verdict, just as he had done before.


  He began to think that the predominant note in her character was coldness, heartlessness even. He remembered, not so long ago, hearing her relate as though it were a good story, how meeting old Mrs. Baker one day in Kingston Market, she had passed her by with an unrecognising stare. Yet the old woman had been devoted to Nettie, as she herself used to boast; a certain feeling of gratitude, of kindliness might have been looked for in return.


  But there must have been others, West told himself, to whom she owed a greater debt—the relations, or friends, who had brought her up, clothed her and fed her until the day she had met with Catterson. She never referred to these others, she never let slip the smallest illusion to her early life; she held her secrets with a tenacity which was really uncommon; but it was evident that she had turned her back on all who had ever befriended her with the same cold ease she had shown to Mrs. Baker.


  She was fond, apparently, of her little girl, but this particular affection was no contradiction to her general want of it; she saw in the child a reduplication of herself. For Gladys was the image of her mother, just as the little boy was Catterson over again; very nervous, sensitive, and eager for love and approval.


  West mused over the curious want of sympathy Nettie had always displayed for the boy. It amounted almost to dislike. He had never been able to win her good word from the day of his birth, and his natural timidity was greatly augmented by her 330 severe treatment. West was inclined to believe the reason to be a sort of jealousy for Gladys; that she resented the fact that Cyril was legitimate; that he would inherit under his grandfather’s will, while the little girl, the first born, the preferred child, could not.


  Catterson had never alluded to the subject, but for all that, West knew that he was profoundly hurt by the difference Nettie made between the children. If he himself made any in his heart, and West said it would be only natural if he loved Cyril most, who adored his father and impulsively showed it, rather than Gladys who always coldly repulsed his overtures of affection, at least in his conduct towards them he never let it appear. He even seemed to overlook Cyril a little, having learned by experience probably, what were the consequences of paying him too much attention. Cyril was always left at home, while Gladys accompanied her parents everywhere.


  Studying Nettie’s physiognomy, tracing the lines of the mouth, the slightly backward drawn nostrils, the hard insensitive hands, West found himself rejoicing he did not stand in his poor little godson’s shoes.


  The storm was over, the sun was out again, and Nettie rising, suggested they should go. They crossed over the top of the lock-gates, picked their way between the puddles of the towing-path, and so back over Sonning Bridge to the hotel.


  Catterson was in his room changing his wet clothes, and Nettie went up to him. West found Gladys sitting in the verandah beside her nurse, tranquilly playing with a doll.


  “Well, babe,” said he, in friendly tones, “were you very much frightened by the thunder and lightning just now?”


  But she did not answer, she merely fixed her limpid eyes on his, thrusting him back with their coldly negative stare. Then, ostentatiously, she re-absorbed herself in her game.


  331 The next morning kept Catterson in bed with a bad cold and West sooner than pass the day in the vicinity of Nettie, persuaded the nephew to abandon the aunt and the dinner, and both men into the extraordinary inconsistency of pushing on to Streatley.


  III


  One black morning in December, West remembered, for no reason at all, that it was the birthday of Cyril his godson Cyril to-day entered on his fifth year, and West found himself making the usual “damned silly reflections” on the flight of time. Dismissing these as stale and unprofitable, he began to wonder what present he could take the boy. He tried to remember what he himself had liked at the age of four, but he could recall nothing of that antediluvian period. He thought of a book, a paint-box, a white fur rabbit, but the delights of painting and reading were surely beyond Cyril’s years, while the Bunny was perhaps too infantile. Finally, he set his face westward, trusting to find inspiration in the windows of the shops he passed. The heavenly smell of chocolate which greeted him at Buszard’s made him decide on a big packet of bon-bons. He knew from previous experience with the Catterson children, that chocolates were sure to be appreciated.


  The Cimmerian morning had dragged its course through brown, orange, and yellow hours, to an afternoon of misty grey. But West nevertheless felt inclined for walking. As he crossed the park diagonally from the Marble Arch to Queen’s Gate, his thoughts outran his steps, and were already with the Cattersons.


  They had moved again, and now lived in South Kensington. 332 Nettie had become very intimate with a certain Mrs. Reade, whose acquaintance she owed to a week spent in the same hotel. The two young women had struck up an effusive friendship, based on a similarity of taste in dress and amusement, Mrs. Reade supplying the model for Nettie’s faithful imitation. She copied her manners, she adopted her opinions and ideas. Mrs. Reade had declared it was impossible to live so far out of town as Surbiton. The Cattersons therefore disposed of the lease of their house, and took one close to Mrs. Reade’s in Astwood Place.


  Catterson had left his pretty suburban garden with the more reluctance that he disliked the Reades, considered the husband common, the wife loud, vulgar, bad style. But he had told West at the time, there was no price too high to pay for the purchase of domestic peace.


  He was peaceably inclined by nature, but of late, any nervous energy which might have been contentiously employed was used up in fighting off the various trifling ailments that continuously beset him. He was always taking cold; now it was lumbago, now a touch of congestion, now a touch of pleurisy. He spent half his days at home in the doctor’s hands. Nettie made his bad health the ostensible reason for quitting Surbiton. The damp air rising from the river didn’t suit him.


  Town suited her, as she expressed it, “down to the ground,” and following in Mrs. Reade’s wake, she became one of the immense crowd of smartly-gowned nobodies, who, always talking as if they were somebodies, throng fashionable shops, cycle in the Park, and subscribe to Kensington Town Hall dances. It was far away from the days when she lived in lodgings at Teddington, made her own clothes, and cooked her own dinner.


  Now she kept four maids, whom she was constantly changing. West seldom found the door opened by the same girl thrice. 333 Nettie was an exacting mistress, and had no indulgence for the class from which presumably she had sprung. Her servants were expected to show the perfection of angels, the capacity for work of machines, and the servility of slaves. And she was always detecting imperfections, laziness, or covert impertinence of manner or speech. Every six weeks or so there was a domestic crisis, and Mary or Jane left in tears, and without a character.


  West could generally guess from the expression of Jane’s or Mary’s face how long she had been in Astwood Place. Disappointment, harassment, and sullen discontent were the stages through which each new comer passed before reaching the tearful catastrophe.


  From the serene appearance of the young person who to-day let him in, West judged she was but recently arrived. “Mrs. Catterson was out,” for which he was not sorry; but “the Master was at home,” which he had expected, having heard in the City that Catterson had not been at his office for some days.


  He found him huddled up over the drawing-room fire, spreading out his thin hands to the blaze. Half lost in the depths of the armchair, sitting with rounded shoulders and sunken head, he seemed rather some little shrunken sexagenarian than a man still under thirty.


  Gladys, with a picture-book open on her knee, sat on a stool against the fender. She did not move as West came in, but raising her eyes considered him, as was her wont, with a steadfast neutrality.


  Catterson, turning, jumped up to greet him with something of his old buoyancy of manner; but the change which a few weeks had made in his face gave West a fresh shock. Nor could he disguise it sufficiently quickly—the painful impression.


  334 “You think I’m looking ill, eh?” asserted Catterson, but with an eagerness which pleaded for a denial.


  West lied instantly and heartily, but Catterson was not taken in.


  “You think it’s all U P with me, I see,” he said, returning to the chair, and his former attitude of dejection.


  This was so exaggerated a statement of his thoughts that West tried absolute candour.


  “I don’t think you’re looking very fit,” he said; “but what you want is change. This dark, damp, beastly weather plays the deuce with us all. You should run down to Brighton for a few days. A man was telling me only last night that Brighton all this week has been just a blaze of sunshine.”


  “Oh, Brighton!” Catterson repeated, hopelessly, “I’m past that.” With the finger-tip of one hand he kept probing and pressing the back of the other as it lay open upon his knee, searching for symptoms of the disease he most dreaded.


  To change the channel of his thoughts, West turned to the little girl who still mutely envisaged him.


  “Well, Gladys, have you forgotten, as usual, who I am?”


  “No, I haven’t …. you’re Mithter Wetht,” she told him, the piping drawl now complicated by a lisp, due to the fact that she had lost all her front teeth.


  “Where’s Sonny?” he asked her. “I’ve got something for him,” and he put the packet of sweets down on the table by his elbow.


  She reflected a moment as to who Sonny might be; then, “Thyril’s a naughty boy,” she said. “He’th had a good … whipping … and hath been put to bed.”


  “Oh poor old chap!” West exclaimed, ruefully, “and on his birthday too. What has he done?”


  But Gladys only repeated, “He’th a … very … naughty 335 boy,” in tones of dogmatic conviction. She seemed to detect the guest’s sympathy with the culprit, and to resent it.


  Voices and laughter were heard on the stairs. Nettie entered in her bonnet and furs, preceded by a big, overdressed woman, whom West easily identified as Mrs. Reade. They had been shopping, and both were laden with small, draper’s parcels.


  Nettie did not seem pleased to find the drawing-room occupied. She gave West a limp hand without looking at him, which was one of her exasperating habits when put out, and then she attacked her husband for keeping up so big a fire. The heat of the room was intolerable, she said; it was enough to make any one ill. She threw off her wraps with an exaggeration of relief, peevishly altered the position of a chair which West had pushed aside inadvertently, and began to move about the room, in the search, as he knew well, of some fresh grievance. Catterson followed her for a second or two with tragic eyes. Then he turned to the fire again. “To me it seems very cold,” he murmured; “I’ve not been warm all day.”


  Mrs. Reade declared he should take to “byking.” That would warm him; there was nothing in the world like it. “Indeed unless it maims you for life, it cures every evil that flesh is heir to. [to.”]


  “But I suppose the chances are in favour of the maiming?” West asked her.


  She laughed hilariously at this, and though she was certainly vulgar, as Catterson had complained, West couldn’t help liking her. He always did like the women who laughed at his little jokes; (Mrs. Catterson never laughed at them). Besides, she was so obviously healthy and good-natured; handsome too, although you saw that in a few years, she would become too fat.


  Nettie wondered why on earth Jack couldn’t have had tea 336 ready, pulled violently at the bell, and began to examine some patterns of silk she had brought home with her for the selection of an evening gown. Her lap was presently filled with little oblong pieces of black and coloured brocades.


  “The green is exquisite, isn’t it, Mimi?” she appealed to her friend, “but do you think it would suit me? Wouldn’t it make me look too pale? The heliotrope is sweet too, but then I had a gown last year almost that very shade. People would say I had only had it cleaned or turned. Perhaps, after all, I had better have black? I’ve not had a black frock for a long time, and it’s always so smart-looking, isn’t it?”


  Mrs. Reade thought that in Nettie’s place she should choose the green, and have it made up with myrtle velvet and cream guipure. An animated discussion of dressmaking details began, during which the men sat, perforce, silent.


  Gladys, meanwhile, had come over to the table on which the chocolates lay, where she stood, industriously picking open the paper.


  Catterson presently caught sight of this.


  “Gladys!” he exclaimed, with the sharp irritability of ill-health.


  She had just popped a fat bon-bon into her mouth, and she remained petrified for a moment by so unaccustomed a thing as a rebuke. Then for convenience sake, she took the sweet out again in her thumb and finger, and burst into sobs of anger and surprise.


  Nettie was equally surprised and angry. “What are you thinking of, Jack, frightening the poor child by shouting at her like that?”


  “But did you see what she was doing, my dear, meddling with West’s property?”


  337 “Mr. West shouldn’t leave his sweets about on the table if he doesn’t want the child to have them. Naturally, she thought they were for her.”


  “Not at all. She knew they were for Cyril. She heard West say so.”


  “After Cyril’s behaviour to me this morning I certainly shall not allow him to have them. And I don’t approve of sweets anyway. It ruins the children’s teeth. I wish Mr. West wouldn’t bring them so often.”


  This was sufficiently ungracious, and West’s answer was sufficiently foolish; “Perhaps you wish I wouldn’t bring myself so often either?” said he.


  “I’ve no doubt we could manage to get on just as well without you,” she retorted, and there were worlds of insult concentrated in the tone.


  The only effectual answer would have been immediate departure, but consideration for Catterson held West hesitant. It is always because of their affection for the husband that the wife finds it so particularly easy, and perhaps so agreeable, to insult his friends. She offers them their choice between perpetual banishment and chunks of humble-pie.


  Catterson put an end to the situation himself.


  “Let’s get away out of this, West,” he said, with flushed cheeks and shaking voice, “come down to my study.”


  Here, the change of atmosphere brought on a fit of coughing, to which West listened with a serrement de cœur. In his mind’s eye he saw Catterson again, vividly, as he had been a few years back; very gay and light-hearted, full of pranks and tricks. Always restless, always talking, always in tip-top spirits; when he fell in love, finding expression for the emotion in the whistling and singing of appropriate love-ditties, the music-hall love-ditties of the day.


  338 The foolish refrain of one of these recurred to West, ding-dong, pertinaciously at his ear:—


  
    “They know me well at the County Bank,


    Cash is better than fame or rank,


    Then hey go lucky! I’ll marry me ducky,


    The Belle of the Rose and Crown.”

  


  And now Catterson, with pinched features, sunken eyes, and contracted chest, sat there pouring out a flood of bitterness against himself, life, and the gods for the granting of his prayer.


  “You remember Nettie before I married her? Did she not appear the gentlest, the sweetest, the most docile girl in the world? Who would ever have imagined she could have learned to bully her husband and insult his friends like this?


  “But the moment her position was assured she changed; changed completely. Why, look here, West, the very day we were married—you remember we went down to Brighton, and were married there—as we walked back along the King’s Road, she stopped me before a shop and said, ‘You can just come in here and buy me some furs. Now I’m your wife you needn’t suppose I’m going through another winter in my wretched, little, old coat of last year.’ It was her tone; the implication of what she had had to endure at my hands, before she had the right to command me. It was the first lifting of the veil on her true character.


  “Perhaps if I had never married her—who knows? Women require to be kept under, to be afraid of you, to live in a condition of insecurity; to know their good fortune is dependent on their good conduct.


  “I did the right thing? Yes, …. but we are told, be not righteous overmuch; and there are some virtues which dig their own graves.”


  339 He spoke in a disconnected manner; but his domestic misery was the string which threaded the different beads. Of West’s interjected sympathy and well-meant efforts to turn his thoughts he took no heed.


  “‘Marriage is the metamorphosis of women.’ Where did I read that lately? It’s odd; but everything I now read relates to marriage. In every book I take up I find an emphatic warning against it. Why couldn’t these have come in my way sooner? Why couldn’t some one tell me?” Marriage is the metamorphosis of women—the Circe wand which changes back all these smiling, gentle, tractable, little girls into their true forms.


  “Oh, but after all, you say? …. No, my wife does none of those things; but she has made my life miserable, miserable …. and that’s enough for me. And if I were to try and explain how she does it, I daresay you would only laugh at me. For there’s nothing tragic in the process. It’s the thousand pin-pricks of daily life, the little oppositions, the little perversities, the faint sneers. At first you let them slip off again almost indifferently, but the slightest blow repeated upon the same place a thousand times draws blood at last.


  “No, she doesn’t care for me, and sometimes I almost think she hates the boy. Poor boy …. it seems monstrous, incredible; but I’ve caught her looking at him with a hardness, a coldness…..”


  He sat silent, looking wistfully away into space. West traced the beginning of a pleasanter train of ideas in the relaxed corners of his mouth, in the brightening of his sunken eyes.


  “He’s the dearest little chap, West! And so clever! Do you know, I believe he’ll have the most extraordinarily logical and mathematical mind. He has begun to meditate already over what seems to him the arbitrariness of names. He wanted to know the 340 other day, for instance, how a table had come to be called a table, why it wasn’t called a chair, or anything else you like. And this morning, when we were talking, he and I, over the present I had given him, he posed me this problem: Supposing two horses harnessed to a cart were galloping with it, just as fast as ever they could go, how much faster could ten horses gallop with it? Shows he thinks, eh? Not bad for a child of four?”


  He began to forecast Cyril’s career; he would put his name down at Harrow, because to Harrow he could get out to see him every week. He should have the advantages of Oxford or Cambridge, which Catterson had not had. He should enter one of the liberal professions, the Bar for choice.


  And then his face clouded over again.


  “But he shall never marry. He shall do anything else in life he pleases: but he shall never marry. For it’s no matter how well a man may be born, it’s no matter how fortunate he may be in life, if he’s unfortunate in his marriage. And it seems to me, that one way or another, marriage spells ruin.”


  He was back again in the unhappy present, and West felt his heart wrung. Yet there was no help to be given, no consolation possible. The one door of deliverance which stood open, was the one door which Catterson could not face, although his reluctant feet drew nearer to it every day.


  But West had already observed that when life becomes impossible, when a man’s strength is inadequate to the burdens imposed upon it, when the good he may yet accomplish is outweighed by the evils he may have to endure, then the door opens, the invisible hand beckons him through, and we know no further of his fate.


  Though Catterson could not face it, and with an ominous spot burning on either cheek, tried to reabsorb himself again in plans for the future, West saw in it the only possible escape, and told 341 himself it was better, even though it proved an eternal sleep, than what he daily had to endure.


  The wife’s cold heart, her little cruelties, her little meannesses, all her narrowness, her emptiness of mind rose before him. What a hell upon earth to have to live in daily companionship with her, even if unrelated to her in any way! But for her husband she was the constant living reminder of his dead illusions. He could not look at her without seeing the poor, thin ghosts of his lost youth, of his shattered faith, hope, and happiness, gathered round her. Every indifference of hers, every neglect, must call up the memory of some warm protestation, of some dear attention in the past. And these were less hard to bear than the knowledge that those had never been genuine.


  It is life as you anticipated it, brought still fresh and palpitating into contrast with the bleak reality, which is so intolerably hard to bear.


  The contemplation of Catterson’s position became so painful to West, that he felt he must get away even at the cost of brutality. He gave warmly the asked for assurance to come again soon, and knew in his heart as he uttered it, that he would not soon find the courage to return.


  In the hall he looked about him mechanically; then let slip a hot and vigorous word on discovering he had left his hat up in the drawing-room and must go back.


  The tea-table now stood by Nettie’s elbow. She insisted that he should take a cup of tea, pressing it on him as a sort of peace-offering, so that without actual rudeness he could not refuse. She was again gracious as far as she knew how to be. Possibly Mrs. Reade, who studied the suavities of life, had been remonstrating with her.


  Gladys lay on the hearthrug, her face in her hands, her elbows 342 planted on the open book. The packet of sweets in a very knock-kneed and depleted condition stood beside her. She sucked a chocolate in her cheek, had kicked off her shoes, and drummed with her black-stockinged feet upon the floor.


  West made a pretence of drinking his tea, but it was tepid, it was weak, and Nettie had put sugar into it without enquiring his tastes.


  She and Mimi Reade were still discussing the patterns of the brocade.


  “I do think the green perfectly sweet, Mimi,” she repeated, holding the scrap up at arm’s length, so that the lamplight might slant over it; “and yet the black is a softer, richer silk, and would make up awfully well with jet trimmings, as you say. I don’t know which I had better have.”


  The two women turned and returned the problem, considered it again in all its bearings. They appeared to have forgotten West, which was but natural, he had sat silent for so long. To himself, his brain seemed mesmerised by the vapidity of their talk, so that an imbecile point of interest grew up within it, as to which colour, eventually, Nettie would choose.


  Meanwhile the study door opened, and Catterson’s cough, which carried such poignant suggestions to West, was heard again upon the stairs. It seemed to speak suggestively to Nettie too.


  “After all,” she said in her curious, drawling voice, “it would be more prudent I suppose to decide on the black.”


  ·  ·
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  11 The Lost Eden[18]


  By William Watson


  
    Proffering fortunes


    Out of his indigence,


    Royal the dowry


    Man promised his soul.

  


  
    “Not as the beasts


    That perish, am I,” he said.


    “Mine is eternity,


    Theirs the frail day.”

  


  
    Crown of creation


    Long he conceited him


    Next to their fashioner,


    Lord of the worlds.

  


  
    12 So in an Eden


    Dwelt he, of fantasies.


    Here and not otherwhere


    Eve was his bride.

  


  
    Eve the hot-hearted!


    Eve the wild spirit


    Of quest—the adventurer!


    Eve the unslaked.

  


  
    She it was showed him


    Where, in the midst


    Of his pleasance, the knowledge-tree


    Waiting him grew.

  


  
    Wondrous the fruitage,


    Maddening the taste therof;


    Fiery like wine was it,


    Fierce like a sting.

  


  
    13 Straightway his Eden


    Irked like a prison-house.


    Vastness invited him.


    “Come,” said the stars.

  


  
    Thunderous behind him


    Clang the gold Eden-gates.


    Boundless in front of him


    Opens the world.

  


  
    Never returns he!—


    Never again,


    In the valleys that nurtured him,


    Breathes the old airs!

  


  
    Only in dreams


    He seeks his lost heritage,


    Knocks at the Eden-gate,


    Wistful, athirst.

  


  
    14 Ah, he is changed—


    The sentinels know him not!


    Here, ev’n in dreams,


    He may enter no more.

  


  ·  ·


  15 She and He: Recent Documents


  By Henry James


  Ihave been reading in the Revue de Paris for November 1st 1896 some fifty pages, of an extraordinary interest, which have had, as regards an old admiration, a very singular effect. For many other admirers, doubtless, who have come to fifty year—admirers, I mean, once eager, of the distinguished woman in question—the perusal of the letters addressed by Madame George Sand to Alfred de Musset in the course of a famous friendship will have stirred in an odd fashion the ashes of an early ardour. I speak of ashes because early ardours, for the most part, burn themselves out, and the place they hold in our lives varies, I think, mainly according to the degree of tenderness with which we gather up and preserve their dust; and I speak of oddity because in the present case it is difficult to say whether the agitation of the embers results, in fact, in a returning glow or in a yet more sensible chill. That indeed is perhaps a small question compared with the simple pleasure of the reviving emotion. One reads and wonders and enjoys again, just for the sake of the renewal. The small fry of the hour submit to further shrinkage, and we revert with a sigh of relief to the free genius and large life of one of the greatest of all masters of expression. Do people still handle the works of this master—people other than young 16 ladies studying French with La Mare au Diable and a dictionary? Are there persons who still read Valentine? Are there others who resort to Mauprat? Has André, the exquisite, dropped out of knowledge, and is any one left who remembers Teverino? I ask these questions for the mere sweet sound of them, without the least expectation of an answer. I remember asking them twenty years ago, after Madame Sand’s death, and not then being hopeful of the answer of the future. But the only response that matters to us perhaps is our own, even if it be after all somewhat ambiguous. André and Valentine, then, are rather on our shelves than in our hands, but in the light of what is given us in the Revue de Paris who shall say that we do not, and with avidity, “read” George Sand? She died in 1876, but she lives again intensely in these remarkable pages, both as to what in her spirit was most interesting and what most disconcerting. We are vague as to what they may represent to the generation that has come to the front since her death; nothing, I dare say, very imposing or even very becoming. But they give out a great deal to a reader for whom, thirty years ago—the best time to have taken her as a whole—she was a high clear figure, a great familiar magician. This impression is a strange mixture, but perhaps not quite incommunicable; and we are steeped as we receive it in one of the most curious episodes in the annals of the literary race.


  I


  It is the great interest of such an episode that, apart from its proportionate place in the unfolding of a personal life, it has a wonderful deal to say to us on the much larger matter of the relation between experience and art. It constitutes an eminent 17 special case, in which the workings of that relation are more or less uncovered; a case, too, of which one of the most remarkable features is that we are in possession of it almost exclusively by the act of one of the persons concerned. Madame Sand at least, as we see to-day, was eager to leave nothing undone that could make us further acquainted than we were before with one of the liveliest chapters of her personal history. We cannot, doubtless, be sure that her conscious purpose in the production of Elle et Lui was to show us the process by which private ecstacies and pains find themselves transmuted in the artist’s workshop into promising literary material—any more than we can be certain of her motive for making toward the end of her life earnest and complete arrangements for the ultimate publication of the letters in which the passion is recorded and in which we can remount to the origin of the volume. If Elle et Lui had been the inevitable picture, postponed and retouched, of the great adventure of her youth, so the letters show us the crude primary stuff from which the moral detachment of the book was distilled. Were they to be given to the world for the encouragement of the artist-nature—as a contribution to the view that no suffering is great enough, no emotion tragic enough to exclude the hope that such pangs may sooner or later be æsthetically assimilated? Was the whole proceeding, in intention, a frank plea for the intellectual and in some degree even the commercial profit, for a robust organism, of a store of erotic reminiscence? Whatever the reasons behind the matter, that is to a certain extent the moral of the strange story.


  It may be objected that this moral is qualified to come home to us only when the relation between art and experience really proves a happier one than it may be held to have proved in the combination before us. The element in danger of being most absent from the process is the element of dignity, and its presence, 18 so far as that may ever at all be hoped for in an appeal from a personal quarrel, is assured only in proportion as the æsthetic event, standing on its own feet, represents a solid gain. It was vain, the objector may say, for Madame Sand to pretend to justify by so slight a performance as Elle et Lui that sacrifice of all delicacy which has culminated in this supreme surrender. “If you sacrifice all delicacy,” I hear such a critic contend, “show at least that you were right by giving us a masterpiece. The novel in question is no more a masterpiece,” I even hear him proceed, “than any other of the loose, liquid, lucid works of its author. By your supposition of a great intention you give much too fine an account on the one hand of a personal habit of laxity and on the other of a literary habit of egotism. Madame Sand, in writing her tale and in publishing her love-letters, obeyed no prompting more complicated than that of exhibiting her personal (in which I include her verbal) facility, and of doing so at the cost of whatever other persons might be concerned; and you are therefore—and you might as well immediately confess it—thrown back, for the element of interest, on the attraction of her general eloquence, the plausibility of her general manner and the great number of her particular confidences. You are thrown back on your mere curiosity—thrown back from any question of service rendered to ‘art.’” One might be thrown back, doubtless, still further even than such remarks would represent, if one were not quite prepared with the confession they recommend. It is only because such a figure is interesting—in every manifestation—that the line of its passage is marked for us by traces, suggestions, possible lessons. And to enable us to find them it scarcely need, after all, have aimed so extravagantly high. George Sand lived her remarkable life and drove her perpetual pen, but the illustration that I began by speaking of is for ourselves to gather—if we can.


  19 I remember hearing many years ago, in Paris, an anecdote for the truth of which I am far from vouching, though it professed to come direct—an anecdote that has recurred to me more than once in turning over the revelations of the Revue de Paris, and without the need of the special reminder (in the shape of an allusion to her intimacy with the hero of the story), contained in those letters to Sainte-Beuve which are published in the number of November 15. Prosper Mérimée was said to have related—in a spirit I forbear to qualify—that during a close union with the author of Lélia he once opened his eyes, in the raw winter dawn, to see his companion, in a dressing-gown, on her knees before the domestic hearth, a candlestick beside her and a red madras round her head, making bravely, with her own hands, the fire that was to enable her to sit down betimes to urgent pen and paper. The story represents him as having felt that the spectacle chilled his ardour and tried his taste; her appearance was unfortunate, her occupation an inconsequence, and her industry a reproof—the result of all of which was a lively irritation and an early rupture. For the firm admirer of Madame Sand’s prose the little sketch has a very different value, for it presents her in an attitude which is the very key to the enigma, the answer to most of the questions with which her character confronts us. She rose early because she was pressed to write, and she was pressed to write because she had the greatest instinct of expression ever conferred on a woman; a faculty that put a premium on all passion, on all pain, on all experience and all exposure, on the greatest variety of ties and the smallest reserve about them. The really interesting thing in these posthumous laideurs is the way the gift, the voice, carries its possessor through them and lifts her, on the whole, above them. It gave her, it may be confessed at the outset and in spite of all magnanimities in the use of it, an unfair 20 advantage in every connection. So at least we must continue to feel till—for our appreciation of this particular one—we have Alfred de Musset’s share of the correspondence. For we shall have it at last, in whatever faded fury or beauty it may still possess—to that we may make up our minds. Let the galled jade wince, it is only a question of time. The greatest of literary quarrels will in short, on the general ground, once more come up—the quarrel beside which all others are mild and arrangeable, the eternal dispute between the public and the private, between curiosity and delicacy.


  This discussion is precisely all the sharper because it takes place, for each of us, within as well as without. When we wish to know at all we wish to know everything; yet there happen to be certain things of which no better description can be given than that they are simply none of our business. “What is, then, forsooth, of our business?” the genuine analyst may always ask; and he may easily challenge us to produce any rule of general application by which we shall know when to go in and when to back out. “In the first place,” he may continue, “half the ‘interesting’ people in the world have, at one time or another, set themselves to drag us in with all their might; and what in the world, in such a relation, is the observer, that he should absurdly pretend to be in a greater flutter than the object observed? The mannikin, in all schools, is at an early stage of study of the human form inexorably superseded by the man. Say that we are to give up the attempt to understand: it might certainly be better so, and there would be a delightful side to the new arrangement. But in the name of common sense don’t say that the continuity of life is not to have some equivalent in the continuity of pursuit, the continuity of phenomena in the continuity of notation. There is not a door you can lock here against the critic or the painter 21 not a cry you can raise or a long face you can pull at him that are not absolutely arbitrary. The only thing that makes the observer competent is that he is not afraid nor ashamed; the only thing that makes him decent—just think!—is that he is not superficial.” All this is very well; but somehow we all equally feel that there is clean linen and soiled and that life would be intolerable without an element of mystery. M. Emile Zola, at the moment I write, gives to the world his reasons for rejoicing in the publication of the physiological enquête of Dr. Toulouse—a marvellous catalogue or handbook of M. Zola’s outward and inward parts, which leaves him not an inch of privacy, so to speak, to stand on, leaves him nothing about himself that is for himself, for his friends, his relatives, his intimates, his lovers, for discovery, for emulation, for fond conjecture or flattering deluded envy. It is enough for M. Zola that everything is for the public and that no sacrifice is worth thinking of when it is a question of presenting to the open mouth of that apparently gorged but still gaping monster the smallest spoonful of truth. The truth, to his view, is never either ridiculous or unclean, and the way to a better life lies through telling it, so far as possible, about everything and about every one.


  There would probably be no difficulty in agreeing to this if it didn’t seem, on the part of the speaker, the result of a rare confusion between give and take, or between “truth” and information. The true thing that most matters to us is the true thing we have most use for, and there are surely many occasions on which the truest thing of all is the necessity of the mind—its simple necessity of feeling. Whether it feels in order to learn or learns in order to feel, the event is the same: the side on which it shall most feel will be the side to which it will most incline. If it feels more about a Zola functionally undeciphered, 22 it will be governed more by that particular truth than by the truth about his digestive idiosyncrasies, or even about his “olfactive perceptions” and his “arithomania or impulse to count.” An affirmation of our “mere taste” may very supposably be our individual contribution to the general clearing-up. Nothing, often, is less superficial than to skip or more constructive (for living and feeling at all) than to choose. If we are aware that in the same way as about a Zola undeciphered we should have felt more about a George Sand unexposed, the true thing we have gained becomes a poor substitute for the one we have lost; and I scarce know what difference it makes that the view of the elder novelist appears, in this matter, quite to march with that of the younger. I hasten to add that as to being, of course, asked why in the world, with such a leaning, we have given time either to M. Zola’s physician or to De Musset’s correspondent, that is only another illustration of the bewildering state of the subject.


  When we meet on the broad highway the rueful denuded figure we need some presence of mind to decide whether to cut it dead or to lead it gently home, and meanwhile the fatal complication easily occurs. We have seen, in a flash of our own wit, and mystery has fled with a shriek. These encounters are indeed accidents which may at any time take place, and the general guarantee, in a noisy world, lies, I judge, not so much in any hope of really averting them as in a regular organisation of the combat. The painter and the painted have duly and equally to understand that they carry their life in their hands. There are secrets for privacy and silence; let them only be cultivated on the part of the hunted creature with even half the method with which the love of sport—or call it the historic sense—is cultivated on the part of the investigator. They have been left too much to 23 the natural, the instinctive man; but they will be twice as effective after it begins to be observed that they may take their place among the triumphs of civilisation. Then at last the game will be fair and the two forces face to face; it will be “pull devil, pull tailor,” and the hardest pull will doubtless constitute the happiest result. Then the cunning of the inquirer, envenomed with resistance, will exceed in subtlety and ferocity anything we to-day conceive, and the pale forewarned victim, with every track covered, every paper burnt and every letter unanswered, will, in the tower of art, the invulnerable granite, stand, without a sally, the siege of all the years.


  II


  It was not in the tower of art that Madame Sand ever shut herself up; but I come back to a point already made in saying that it is, in a manner, in the citadel of style that, in spite of all rash sorties, she continues to hold out. The outline of the complicated story that was to cause so much ink to flow gives, even with the omission of a hundred features, a direct measure of the strain to which her astonishing faculty was exposed. In the summer of 1833, as a woman of nearly thirty, she encountered Alfred de Musset, who was six years her junior. In spite of their youth they were already somewhat bowed by the weight of a troubled past. Musset, at twenty-three, had that of his confirmed libertinism—so Madame Arvède Barine, who has had access to materials, tells us in the admirable short biography of the poet contributed to the rather markedly unequal but very interesting series of Hachette’s Grands Ecrivains Français. Madame Sand had a husband, a son and a daughter, and the impress of that succession of lovers—Jules Sandeau had been one, Prosper 24 Mérimée another—to which she so freely alludes in the letters to Sainte-Beuve, a friend more disinterested than these and qualified to give much counsel in exchange for much confidence. It cannot be said that the situation of either of our young persons was of good omen for a happy relation; but they appear to have burnt their ships with much promptitude and a great blaze, and in the December of that year they started together for Italy. The following month saw them settled, on a frail basis, in Venice, where Madame Sand remained till late in the summer of 1834 and where she wrote, in part, Jacques and the Lettres d’un Voyageur, as well as André and Leone-Leoni, and gathered the impressions to be embodied later in half-a-dozen stories with Italian titles—notably in the delightful Consuelo. The journey, the Italian climate, the Venetian winter at first agreed with neither of the friends; they were both taken ill—the young man very gravely—and after a stay of three months De Musset returned, alone and much ravaged, to Paris.


  In the meantime a great deal had happened, for their union had been stormy and their security small. Madame Sand had nursed her companion in illness (a matter-of-course office, it must be owned) and her companion had railed at his nurse in health. A young doctor, called in, had become a close friend of both parties, but more particularly a close friend of Madame Sand, and it was to his tender care that, on withdrawing, De Musset solemnly committed the lady. She lived with Pietro Pagello—the transition is startling—for the rest of her stay, and on her journey back to France he was no inconsiderable part of her luggage. He was simple, robust and kind—not a man of genius. He remained, however, but a short time in Paris. In the autumn of 1834 he returned to Italy, to live on till our own day, but never again, so far as we know, to meet his illustrious mistress. Her intercourse 25 with De Musset was, in all its intensity—one may almost say its ferocity—promptly renewed, and was sustained in this key for several months more. The effect of this strange and tormented passion on the mere student of its records is simply to make him ask himself what on earth is the matter with the subjects of it. Nothing is more easy than to say, as I have intimated, that it has no need of records and no need of students; but this leaves out of account the thick medium of genius in which it was foredoomed to disport itself. It was self-registering, as the phrase is, for the genius on both sides happened to be the genius of eloquence. It is all rapture and all rage and all literature. The Lettres d’un Voyageur spring from the thick of the fight; La Confession d’un Enfant du Siècle and Les Nuits are immediate echoes of the concert. The lovers are naked in the market-place and perform for the benefit of humanity. The matter with them, to the perception of the stupefied spectator, is that they entertained for each other every feeling in life but the feeling of respect. What the absence of that article may do for the passion of hate is apparently nothing to what it may do for the passion of love.


  By our unhappy pair, at any rate, the luxury in question—the little luxury of plainer folk—was not to be purchased, and in the comedy of their despair and the tragedy of their recovery nothing is more striking than their convulsive effort either to reach up to it or to do without it. They would have given for it all else they possessed, but they only meet in their struggle the inexorable never. They strain and pant and gasp, they beat the air in vain for the cup of cold water of their hell. They missed it in a way for which none of their superiorities could make up. Their great affliction was that each found in the life of the other an armoury of weapons to wound. Young as they were, young as Musset was in particular, they appeared to have afforded each other in that 26 direction the most extraordinary facilities; and nothing in the matter of the mutual consideration that failed them is more sad and strange than that even in later years, when their rage, very quickly, had cooled, they never arrived at simple silence. For Madame Sand, in her so much longer life, there was no hush, no letting alone; though it would be difficult indeed to exaggerate the depth of relative indifference from which, a few years after Musset’s death, such a production as Elle et Lui could spring. Of course there had been floods of tenderness, of forgiveness; but those, for all their beauty of expression, are quite another matter. It is just the fact of our sense of the ugliness of so much of the episode that makes a wonder and a force of the fine style, all round, in which it is presented to us. This force, in its turn, is a sort of clue to guide—or perhaps rather a sign to stay—our feet in paths after all not the most edifying. It gives a degree of importance to the somewhat squalid and the somewhat ridiculous story, and, for the old George-Sandist at least, lends a positive spell to the smeared and yellowed paper, the blotted and faded ink. In this twilight of association we seem to find a reply to our own challenge and to be able to tell ourselves why we meddle with such old, dead squabbles and waste our time with such grimacing ghosts. If we were superior to the weakness, moreover, how should we make our point (which we must really make at any cost) about the value of this vivid proof that a great talent is the best guarantee—that it may really carry off almost anything?


  The rather sorry ghost that beckons us on furthest is the rare personality of Madame Sand. Under its influence—or that of old memories from which it is indistinguishable—we pick our steps among the laideurs aforesaid: the misery, the levity, the brevity of it all, the greatest ugliness, in particular, that this life shows us, the way the devotions and passions that we see heaven and earth 27 called to witness are over before we can turn round. It may be said that, for what it was, the intercourse of these unfortunates surely lasted long enough; but the answer to that is that if it had only lasted longer it wouldn’t have been what it was. It was not only preceded and followed by intimacies, on one side and the other, as unrestricted, but it was mixed up with them in a manner that would seem to us dreadful if it didn’t, still more, seem to us droll; or rather perhaps if it didn’t refuse altogether to come home to us with the crudity of contemporary things. It is antediluvian history, a queer, vanished world—another Venice, another Paris, an inextricable, inconceivable Nohant. This relegates it to an order agreeable somehow to the imagination of the fond quinquegenarian, the reader with a fund of reminiscence. The vanished world, the old Venice, the old Paris are a bribe to his judgment; he has even a glance of complacency for the lady’s liberal foyer. Liszt, one lovely year at Nohant, “jouait du piano au rez-de-chaussée, et les rossignols, ivres de musique et de soleil, s’égosillaient avec rage sur les lilas environnants.” The beautiful manner confounds itself with the conditions in which it was exercised, the large liberty and variety overflow into admirable prose, and the whole thing makes a charming faded medium in which Chopin gives a hand to Consuelo and the small Fadette has her elbows on the table of Flaubert.


  There is a terrible letter of the autumn of 1834, in which Madame Sand has recourse to Alfred Tattet in a dispute with the bewildered Pagello—a very disagreeable matter, hinging on a question of money. “A Venise il comprenait,” she somewhere says; “à Paris il ne comprend plus.” It was a proof of remarkable intelligence that he did understand in Venice, where he had become a lover in the presence and with the exalted approbation of an immediate predecessor—an alternate representative of the 28 part, whose turn had now, on the removal to Paris, come round again and in whose resumption of office it was looked to him to concur. This attachment—to Pagello—had lasted but a few months; yet already it was the prey of disagreement and change, and its sun appears to have set in no very graceful fashion. We are not here, in truth, among very graceful things, in spite of superhuman attitudes and great romantic flights. As to these forced notes, Madame Arvède Barine judiciously says that the picture of them contained in the letters to which she had had access, and some of which are before us, “presents an example extraordinary and unique of what the romantic spirit could do with beings who had become its prey.” She adds that she regards the records in question, “in which we follow step by step the ravages of the monster,” as “one of the most precious psychological documents of the first half of the century.” That puts the story on its true footing, though we may regret that it should not divide these documentary honours more equally with some other story in which the monster has not quite so much the best of it. But it is the misfortune of the comparatively short and simple annals of conduct and character that they should ever seem to us, somehow, to cut less deep. Scarce—to quote again his best biographer—had Musset, at Venice, begun to recover from his illness than the two lovers were seized afresh by le vertige du sublime et de l’impossible. “Ils imaginèrent les déviations de sentiment les plus bizarres, et leur intérieur fut le théâtre de scènes qui égalaient en étrangeté les fantaises les plus audacieuses de la littérature contemporaine;” that is of the literature of their own day. The register of virtue contains no such lively items—save indeed in so far as these contortions and convulsions were a conscious tribute to virtue.


  Ten weeks after Musset has left her in Venice Madame Sand 29 writes to him in Paris: “God keep you, my friend, in your present disposition of heart and mind. Love is a temple built by the lover to an object more or less worthy of his worship, and what is grand in the thing is not so much the god as the altar. Why should you be afraid of the risk?”—of a new mistress, she means. There would seem to be reason enough why he should have been afraid; but nothing is more characteristic than her eagerness to push him into the arms of another woman—more characteristic either of her whole philosophy of these matters or of their tremendous, though somewhat conflicting, effort to be good. She is to be good by showing herself so superior to jealousy as to stir up in him a new appetite for a new object, and he is to be so by satisfying it to the full. It appears not to occur to any one that in such an arrangement his own virtue is rather sacrificed. Or is it indeed because he has scruples—or even a sense of humour—that she insists with such ingenuity and such eloquence? “Let the idol stand long or let it soon break, you will in either case have built a beautiful shrine. Your soul will have lived in it, have filled it with divine incense, and a soul like yours must produce great works. The god will change perhaps; the temple will last as long as yourself.” “Perhaps,” under the circumstances, was charming. The letter goes on with the ample flow that was always at the author’s command—an ease of suggestion and generosity, of beautiful melancholy acceptance, in which we foresee, on her own horizon, the dawn of new suns. Her simplifications are delightful—they remained so to the end; her touch is a wondrous sleight-of-hand. The whole of this letter, in short, is a splendid utterance and a masterpiece of the particular sympathy which consists of wishing another to feel as you feel yourself. To feel as Madame Sand felt, however, one had to be, like Madame Sand, a man; which poor Musset was far 30 from being. This, we surmise, was the case with most of her lovers, and the verity that makes the idea of her liaison with Mérimée, who was one, sound almost like a union against nature. She repeats to her correspondent, on grounds admirably stated, the injunction that he is to give himself up, to let himself go, to take his chance. That he took it we all know—he followed her advice only too well. It is indeed not long before his manner of doing so draws from her a cry of distress. “Ta conduite est déplorable, impossible. Mon Dieu, à quelle vie vais-je te laisser? l’ivresse, le vin, les filles, et encore et toujours!” But apprehensions were now too late; they would have been too late at the very earliest stage of this celebrated connection.


  III


  The great difficulty was that, though they were sublime, the couple were not serious. But, on the other hand, if, on a lady’s part, in such a relation, the want of sincerity or of constancy is a grave reproach, the matter is a good deal modified when the lady, as I have mentioned, happens to be—I won’t go so far exactly as to say a gentleman. That George Sand just fell short of this character was the greatest difficulty of all; because if a woman, in a love-affair, may be—for all she is to gain or to lose—what she likes, there is only one thing that, to carry it off with any degree of credit, a man may be. Madame Sand forgot this on the day she published Elle et Lui; she forgot it again, more gravely, when she bequeathed to the great snickering public these present shreds and relics of unutterably delicate things. The aberration connects itself with the strange lapses of still other occasions—notably with the extraordinary absence of scruples with which, in the delightful 31 Histoire de ma Vie, she gives away, as we say, the character of her remarkable mother. The picture is admirable for vividness, for touch; it would be perfect from any hand not a daughter’s, and we ask ourselves wonderingly how, through all the years, to make her capable of it, a long perversion must have worked and the filial fibre—or rather the general flower of sensibility—have been battered. Not this particular anomaly, however, but some others certainly, clear up more or less in the light of the reflection that as, just after her death, a very perceptive person who had known her well put it to the author of these remarks, she was a woman quite by accident. Her immense plausibility was almost the only sign of her sex. She needed always to prove that she had been in the right; as how indeed could a person fail to, who, thanks to the special equipment I have named, might prove it so easily? It is not too much to say of her gift of expression—and I have already in effect said it—that, from beginning to end, it floated her over the real as a high tide floats a ship over the bar. She was never left awkwardly straddling on the sandbank of fact.


  For the rest, at any rate, with her free experience and her free use of it, her literary style, her love of ideas and questions, of science and philosophy, her camaraderie, her boundless tolerance, her intellectual patience, her personal good-humour and perpetual tobacco (she smoked long before women at large felt the cruel obligation), with all these things and many I don’t mention, she had morally more of the notes of the other sex than of her own. She had above all the mark that, to speak at this time of day with a freedom for which her action in the matter of publicity gives us warrant, the history of her personal passions reads singularly like a chronicle of the ravages of some male celebrity. Her relations with men closely resembled those relations with women that, from the age of Pericles or that of Petrarch, have been complacently 32 commemorated as stages in the unfolding of the great statesman and the great poet. It is very much the same large list, the same story of free appropriation and consumption. She appeared in short to have lived through a succession of such ties exactly in the manner of a Goethe, a Byron or a Napoleon; and if millions of women, of course, of every condition, had had more lovers, it was probable that no woman, independently so occupied and so diligent, had ever had, as might be said, more unions. Her fashion was quite her own of extracting from this sort of experience all that it had to give her, and being withal only the more just and bright and true, the more sane and superior, improved and improving. She strikes us, in the benignity of such an intercourse, as even more than maternal: not so much the mere fond mother as the supersensuous grandmother of the wonderful affair. Is not that practically the character in which Thérèse Jacques studies to present herself to Laurent de Fauvel? the light in which Lucrezia Floriani (a memento of a friendship for Chopin, for Liszt) shows the heroine as affected toward Prince Karol and his friend? George Sand is too inveterately moral, too preoccupied with that need to do good which is often, in art, the enemy of doing well; but in all her work the story-part, as children call it, has the freshness and good faith of a monastic legend. It is just possible indeed that the moral idea was the real mainspring of her course—I mean a sense of the duty of avenging on the unscrupulous race of men their immemorial selfish success with the plastic race of women. Did she wish above all to turn the tables—to show how the sex that had always ground the other in the intellectual mill was on occasion capable of being ground?


  However this may be, nothing is more striking than the impunity with which she gave herself to conditions that are usually held to denote or to involve a state of demoralisation. This 33 impunity (to speak only of consequences or features that concern us) was not, I admit, complete, but it was sufficiently so to warrant us in saying that no one was ever less demoralised. She presents a case prodigiously discouraging to the usual view—the view that there is no surrender to “unconsecrated” passion that we escape paying for in one way or another. It is, frankly, difficult to see where this eminent woman conspicuously paid. She positively got off from paying—and in a cloud of fluency and dignity, benevolence, intelligence. She sacrificed, it is true, a handful of minor coin—met the loss by failing, in her picture of life, wholly to grasp certain shades and certain differences. What she paid was just this loss of her touch for them. That is one of the reasons, doubtless, why to-day the picture in question has perceptibly faded—why there are persons who would perhaps even go so far as to say that it has really a comic side. She doesn’t know, according to such persons, her right hand from her left, the crooked from the straight and the clean from the unclean: it was a sense she lacked or a tact she had rubbed off, and her great work is, by this fatal twist, quite as lopsided a monument as the leaning tower of Pisa. Some readers may charge her with a graver confusion still—the incapacity to distinguish between fiction and fact, the truth straight from the well and the truth curling in steam from the kettle and preparing the comfortable tea. There is no word oftener on her pen, they will remind us, than the verb to “arrange.” She arranged constantly, she arranged beautifully; but from this point of view—that of suspicion—she always proved too much. Turned over in the light of it the story of Elle et Lui, for instance, is an attempt to prove that the mistress of Laurent de Fauvel was a regular prodigy of virtue. What is there not, the intemperate admirer may be challenged to tell us, an attempt to prove in L’Histoire de ma 34 Vie?—a work from which we gather every delightful impression but the impression of an impeccable veracity.


  These reservations may, however, all be sufficiently just without affecting our author’s peculiar air of having eaten her cake and had it, been equally initiated in directions the most opposed. Of how much cake she partook the letters to Musset and Sainte-Beuve well show us, and yet they fall in at the same time, on other sides, with all that was noble in her mind, all that is beautiful in the books just mentioned and in the six volumes of the general Correspondance: 1812-1876, out of which Madame Sand comes so immensely to her advantage. She had, as liberty, all the adventures of which the dots are so put on the i’s by the documents lately published, and then she had, as law, as honour and serenity, all her fine reflections on them and all her splendid, busy, literary use of them. Nothing perhaps gives more relief to her masculine stamp than the rare art and success with which she cultivated an equilibrium. She made, from beginning to end, a masterly study of composure, absolutely refusing to be upset, closing her door at last against the very approach of irritation and surprise. She had arrived at her quiet, elastic synthesis—a good-humour, an indulgence that were an armour of proof. The great felicity of all this was that it was neither indifference nor renunciation, but on the contrary an intense partaking; imagination, affection, sympathy and life, the way she had found for herself of living most and living longest. However well it all agreed with her happiness and her manners, it agreed still better with her style, as to which we come back with her to the sense that this was really her point d’appui or sustaining force. Most people have to say, especially about themselves, only what they can; but she said—and we nowhere see it better than in the letters to Musset—everything in life that she wanted. We can well imagine the 35 effect of that consciousness on the nerves of this particular correspondent, his own poor gift of occasional song (to be so early spent) reduced to nothing by so unequalled a command of the last word. We feel it, I hasten to add, this last word, in all her letters: the occasion, no matter which, gathers it from her as the breeze gathers the scent from the garden. It is always the last word of sympathy and sense, and we meet it on every page of the voluminous Correspondance. These pages are not so “clever” as those, in the same order, of some other famous hands—the writer always denied, justly enough, that she had either wit or drollery—and they are not a product of high spirits or of a marked avidity for gossip. But they have admirable ease, breadth and generosity; they are the clear, quiet overflow of a very full cup. They speak above all for the author’s great gift, her eye for the inward drama. Her hand is always on the fiddle-string, her ear is always at the heart. It was in the soul, in a word, that she saw the play begin, and to the soul that, after whatever outward flourishes, she saw it confidently come back. She herself lived with all her perceptions and in all her chambers—not merely in the showroom of the shop. This brings us once more to the question of the instrument and the tone, and to our idea that the tone, when you are so lucky as to possess it, may be of itself a solution.


  By a solution I mean a secret for saving not only your reputation but your life—that of your spirit; an antidote to dangers which the unendowed can hope to escape by no process less uncomfortable or less inglorious than that of prudence and precautions. The unendowed must go round about; the others may go straight through the wood. Their weaknesses, those of the others, shall be as well redeemed as their books shall be well preserved; it may almost indeed be said that they are made wise in spite of themselves. If you have never, in all your days, had a 36 weakness, you can be, after all, no more, at the very most, than large and cheerful and imperturbable. All these things Madame Sand managed to be on just the terms she had found, as we see, most convenient. So much, I repeat, does there appear to be in a tone. But if the perfect possession of one made her, as it well might, an optimist, the action of it is perhaps more consistently happy in her letters and her personal records than in her “creative” work. Her novels to-day have turned rather pale and faint, as if the image projected—not intense, not absolutely concrete—failed to reach completely the mind’s eye. And the odd point is that the wonderful charm of expression is not really a remedy for this lack of intensity, but rather an aggravation of it through a sort of suffusion of the whole thing by the voice and speech of the author. These things set the subject, whatever it be, afloat in the upper air, where it takes a happy bath of brightness and vagueness or swims like a soap-bubble kept up by blowing. This is no drawback when she is on the ground of her own life, to which she is tied, in truth, by a certain number of tangible threads; but to embark on one of her confessed fictions is to have—after all that has come and gone, in our time, in the trick of persuasion—a little too much the feeling of going up in a balloon. We are borne by a fresh, cool current, and the car delightfully dangles; but as we peep over the sides we see things—as we usually know them—at a dreadful drop beneath. Or perhaps a better way to express the sensation is to say what I have just been struck with in the re-perusal of Elle et Lui; namely that this book, like others by the same hand, affects the reader—and the impression is of the oddest—not as a first but as a second echo or edition of the immediate real, or in other words of the subject. The tale may in this particular be taken as typical of the author’s manner; beautifully told, but told, as if on a last remove from the facts, by 37 some one repeating what he has read or what he has had from another and thereby inevitably becoming more general and superficial, missing or forgetting the “hard” parts and slurring them over and making them up. Of everything but feelings the presentation is dim. We recognise that we shall never know the original narrator and that Madame Sand is the only one we can deal with. But we sigh perhaps as we reflect that we may never confront her with her own informant.


  To that, however, we must resign ourselves; for I remember in time that the volume from which I take occasion to speak with this levity is the work that I began by pronouncing a precious illustration. With the aid of the disclosures of the Revue de Paris it was, as I hinted, to show us that no mistakes and no pains are too great to be, in the air of art, triumphantly convertible. Has it really performed this function? I thumb again my copy of the limp little novel and wonder what, alas! I shall reply. The case is extreme, for it was the case of a suggestive experience particularly dire, and the literary flower that has bloomed upon it is not quite the full-blown rose. “Oeuvre de rancune” Arvède Barine pronounces it, and if we take it as that we admit that the artist’s distinctness from her material was not ideally complete. Shall I not better the question by saying that it strikes me less as a work of rancour than—in a peculiar degree—as a work of egotism? It becomes in that light, at any rate, a sufficiently happy affirmation of the author’s infallible form. This form was never a more successful vehicle for the conveyance of sweet reasonableness. It is all superlatively calm and clear; there never was a kinder, balmier last word. Whatever the measure of justice of the particular picture, moreover, the picture has only to be put beside the recent documents, the “study,” as I may call them, to illustrate 38 the general phenomenon. Even if Elle et Lui is not the full-blown rose, we have enough here to place in due relief an irrepressible tendency to bloom. In fact I seem already to discern that tendency in the very midst of the storm; the “tone” in the letters too has its own way and performs on its own account—which is but another manner of saying that the literary instinct, in the worst shipwreck, is never out of its depth. Madame Sand could be drowned but in an ocean of ink. Is that a sufficient account of what I have called the laying bare of the relation between experience and art? With the two elements, the life and the genius, face to face—the smutches and quarrels at one end of the chain, and the high luminosity at the other—does some essential link still appear to be missing? How do the graceless facts, after all, confound themselves with the beautiful spirit? They do so, incontestably, before our eyes, and the mystification remains. We try to trace the process, but before we break down we had better perhaps hasten to grant that—so far at least as George Sand is concerned—some of its steps are impenetrable secrets of the grand manner.


  ·  ·


  39 My Note-Book in the Weald


  By Ménie Muriel Dowie


  The title of these sketches has reference to many wanderings, afoot, driving, but mainly on horseback, which I have enjoyed from time to time in the wealds of Surrey and Sussex. If you stand on Blackdown or on Witley Hill and look out over the folds and oak-forests spread below you to the very verge of the downs, you see the country where Stephen Yesser still carves the haunch of mutton—as I believe, inimitably: and the country where the landlord’s wedding, at which I assisted, is still remembered as one of the merriest days in Puddingfold.


  I—Stephen Yesser


  To see him standing by the sideboard in his loose-fitting dress-suit, his eye upon the table in the window no less than on the table by the fire and the table in the centre, his ear hanging upon the tinkle of the bell from the commercial room and the private sitting-room upstairs, where a party was dining, his mind upon the joint delicately furrowed by his unerring carver—to see him so, you might have mistaken him for an ordinary waiter. But even to call him a waiter of unusual ability would have been 40 to show yourself obtuse. This large, fair fat man with the shaven face, double chin, even brick colour and eye of oyster blue, had a character, and it came out when I happened to be the only person in the coffee-room that evening.


  “Nice little dog, Miss?” he began, insinuatively stroking my self-centred, unresponsive terrier—“I’m very fond of dogs myself; bulls, I mostly fancy, tho’ I ’ave kep’ all sorts one way an’ another.” His voice had the low, furtive quality that distinguishes the sporting class in the South country, the class, in fact, that “’as kep’ all sorts.” If his clothes had fitted more tightly upon his big frame, you would have suspected him of having been a prize fighter.


  I made an encouraging reply.


  “If you was once to ’ave one you’d never take to no other sort.” There was a gentle defiance in his round, even voice, a voice that had the training of an ostler with a dash of a gentleman’s servant in it. Sometimes his lips moved as though turning a straw about in his mouth; his face in repose had the eyebrows raised, the lines from nostril to lip-corner deeply marked, the mouth pulled down but with no effect of sneering in its sneer; rather the acrid cheerfulness of a man not too successful, but still nowise to be accounted a failure, a man acquainted with the compensations of life. “I shouldn’t recommend the brindle myself; now a nice pure w’ite with a butterfly nose would be as neat a pet as any lady could wish to have. I’ve not long parted with my Snowdrop; won a rare lot o’ prizes with ’er, till a gentleman—well, you might know him Miss, Captain Soames of the Cawbineers? ’E awffered me twenty-two pound for ’er an’ I let ’er go.” Melancholy triumphed in the waiter’s broad face for a moment; his sad eye roved mechanically to my plate. “Cut you a little bit more off the ’aunch, Miss? One of ’er puppies took second at the Palace and would 41 ’ave ’ad first, only the judge ’e ’ad a fancy for another pound or so of weight.”


  I threw in the appropriate remark.


  “There’s Mrs. Dempsey of Colmanhatch—you might ’ave noticed the ’ouse as you come along, Miss, stands back a bit from the road in a s’rubbery—she wanted one of Snowdrop’s puppies, an’ wouldn’t have stopped at money neither, but I promised the last to Mr. Hutton of the ‘George.’”


  I foresaw tears on the part of the waiter if we didn’t speedily abandon the records of the Snowdrop family. I interposed with a red herring.


  “Yes, Miss, I daresay they are, but for my part I’d sooner ’ave a nice sharp fox-terrier after game than any of them wiry-’aired ones. Now, one Sunday morning I was up early walkin’ round by Burley Rough—in the summer I often takes a early turn that way just to see the rabbits. Well, this little fox-terrier I ’ad with me” (the waiter has an elusive narrative habit, and though with intelligence he can be followed, use is really of most assistance in gleaning his facts), “she started a rabbit in a bit of furze an’ off after it before I could holler.” I am not sure if Stephen really wished me to believe that he was at all likely to have hollered. “She run it well out of sight, I never see a dog more nimbler on her legs than what she was, an’ me after her. All at wunst, I ’eard ’er sing out; that fetched me on the track, and if you’ll believe, she was in the mouth of a burrer with her forefoot in a steel trap an’ ’ad the rabbit in ’er mouth, ’an never left ’old of it. The rabbit bein’ lighter like ’ad run clean over the trap an’ she’d just come up in time to snap it from be’ine.”


  I had two more courses to eat through and I perceived that the waiter was likely to draw heavily upon my appreciation. I economised with the caution and the dexterity that come only of long 42 practice, at the same time I offered a perfectly adequate comment.


  “They pay men eighteen shillings a week to keep the rabbits down and yet if you was to ketch one in a snare an’ be found out you’d ’ave six weeks.”


  I tried to see myself, on the waiter’s suggestion, in this predicament, and admitted in the full glow of sympathy that it did seem hard.


  “An’ it is ’ard,” said the waiter with conviction. “You can’t get a full-grown rabbit not under eighteenpence in the town, an’ I’d sooner ketch one myself”—he dropped his voice to a note of rapture—“I think they eat sweeter.”


  It was impossible not to respond to the unquenchable human nature in the waiter’s eye. After all, they weren’t my rabbits. A venal warmth chequered the restraint of my smile. As the irrigator directs the waterflow by a slight turn of his foot, I directed, just so quietly, the conversation.


  “Oh there is, Miss, a deal of poaching, to be sure. You see, in the winter-time, a man may be out of work and he knows where ’is two-and-nine is waitin’ for him when ’e’s wearin’ ’is fur-lined overcoat, as the sayin’ goes. Yes, Miss; two-an’-nine’s what they give for a hare—so I’ve been told.” Some day we may have an actor capable of this delicate manipulation of the pause—I know of none just now. “An’ then there’s them that does it for the love of sport.”


  I wanted some cheese, but I caught sight of the glow in the oyster-eyes and I prayed that nothing might divert the waiter to a sense of his duties at that moment. There is poetry in every soul, we know; by long study I have learned to detect sometimes the moment of the lighting of its fires. There was that in the waiter’s kiln-brick face which a keen eye could recognise. So 43 looks the man who tells you of the one “woman in the world,” so looks the poet who describes his last sonnet, so look the faces of them that dream of heart’s desire.


  “You see there’s a deal of preservin’ done round here, and when a labourin’ man has say six or seven of a family and takes ’is nine shillin’ a week, as some of ’em do in winter, an’ ’as coal to find and boots to keep on the children, well, ’e ’as to git it somewhere, ’asn’t he, Miss? You can’t wonder that some of ’em steps out of a night an’ nooses a brace of pheasants.” I maintained a steady but an unexaggerated air of sympathy; there was no use in the waiter putting it off, we had heard the utilitarian side, what about “them as does it for the love o’ sport?” But I was much too wary to ask! “An’ you see, Miss, since this frozen meat come in, why eighteenpence ’11 buy a man ’is leg of lamb at the stall. As for the poorer parts, they pretty near give it away of a Saturday night, an’ for two shillin’ he’ll get what’ll keep ’is family in meat for a week.”


  Very well, if I had to wait, I could wait.


  “Every bit as good, Miss,” in answer to my query. “Of course, it wants a knack in cookin’, it don’t want to be put in no fierce oven; you want to ’ang it in the kitchen and thor it out gradual, an’ it’ll make twice its size; then, if it’s nicely basted, you won’t want to eat no sweeter bit of meat.”


  “Then they never eat the pheasants themselves?” I remarked, with the air of one whose mind is on the central problem. “I don’t wonder, for I think a pheasant is nothing to rave about. I’d as soon have a chicken.”


  “If you’d ever tried one stuffed with chopped celery, then closed up so the water don’t get to it in a bit of nice paste, and boiled for about two hours, Miss,” said the waiter, in tender remonstrance, “you’d never say that again.” I was on the point 44 of offering never to say it again, when the waiter’s eyes again sought the furthest gas-burner at the end of the room, and an air of reverie and fervour again gleamed in his oyster-eye. “Wonderful silly birds pheasants are, Miss. You can go out with a line in your pocket, an’ a fish ’ook on the end of it, an’ bait it with a raisin, and ’ang it over the fence——”


  “Do pheasants like raisins?” I was idiot enough to interject; but fortunately poetry and prudence may not burn in the same brain at the same time, and the waiter had abandoned himself to poetry.


  “Oh, marvellous fond of raisins, pheasants are. Of course, it wants artful doin’; the line wants to be ’ung just so, and a raisin or two dropped where he’s likely to run, an’ ten to one ’e’ll make a peck at it—an’ the best of it is w’en ’e’s got it the bird can’t ’oller.”


  I suppressed a weak desire to say it was shockingly cruel. Mentally, I surveyed myself with cold dislike as I heard myself remark that it must be very exciting work.


  “I should say it was, Miss. These old poachers ’as some fine stories to tell of it. Some likes a pea at the end of a few strands of horse-hair. ’Ow is it done? Oh, you want to dror it long from the horse’s tail, an’ then you twist it fine together an’ runs it through the pea and makes a knot. Some prefers a ’ook in the pea. Then, you see, the bird just swallows it, and there he is. With either the raisin hor the pea it wants to be ’ung so’s the bird, when he pecks an’ takes it, ’as ’is feet just awf the ground. It’s wonderful how quick they are to see it, too. Of course, it has to be a fine night, but I don’t care for too much moon myself.” The waiter was unaware of this change of pronoun. “But it’s wonderfully taking sport. Well,” with a deprecatory smile, which displayed an irreproachable set of false teeth, “I’ve ’ad as many as three in one evening.”


  45 My morality being once in abeyance I did not stick at a hearty encomium.


  “Seen a bit of all sorts of life, I ’ave. Well, I was in Tom Hotchkiss’s racing stables till I got too heavy, but I’ve always been a great one for sports or anything of that. Fine sideboardful o’ cups I’ve got wot I’ve won running; I ’ad a butter cooler, silver-plated, only last year for the Married Men’s ’Undred Yard Race.” Melancholy again descended like a mist upon the waiter’s cheerful countenance.


  I feared he might have been reflecting on his growing handicap, technical or physical, and I deployed a reflection upon the variety of his experiences. He smiled again, and spoke softly of his lost youth.


  “Well, I began by bein’ apprentice’ to a butcher, an’ I stay’ at that eighteen months. Then one morning where I took the meat down, the gardener stop’ and ask me if I’d care to come hindoors”—some inner light illuminated this phrase for me. It did not mean would he step into the kitchen; it meant would he take indoor service—“because ’is master wanted a page-boy, an’ I jumped at this. Oh, I thought it grand—that was with Mr. Beatup at the ‘Bull,’ and I’ve been mostly in hotel service ever since.” He paused; he smiled thoughtfully, evidently a new idea had struck him. “It seems funny to say it,” he began almost shamefacedly, “but there’s one thing I ’aven’t done, and that’s drove a fly!” His air of triumph was so naïf and so marked that I felt it to be a point worth elucidating. I hunted for the proper setting of the question; I was anxious not to make a blunder.


  “What, have you ever had a chance to?” I said at last, and I thought—indeed, still think—this very neat.


  “Should ’ave ’ad,” said the waiter, quite respectfully but enjoying 46 the joke none the less, “for my father was a cab-proprietor down in Weymouth, since ever I remember. ’Ad twenty-three or twenty-four lots going time he died, landaws and privek brooms and closed-and-opens. ’E was a very curious man my father, ’e ’ad a great belief in luck. Sometimes ’e would buy a horse for luck, other times ’e’d think one of ’is carriages brought him bad luck. He always used to go about with a carriage dog, one o’ them spotted—well, Darmations some calls ’em; oh, she was a beautiful creature—an’ knowin’! Well, there wasn’t anything she wouldn’t do. Why, she’d go up to one of the other horses on the rank, as it might be, what wasn’t my father’s, you see, Miss, an’ she’d ackshly pull the clover out of ’is nose-bag and kerry it to one of my father’s own ’orses.” I blinked, but got it down. “Ho, wonderful knowin’ she was! There was a lady there awffered my father eighteen sov’rins for her, but ’e wouldn’t sell. ‘No,’ ’e said, ‘if I sell my dog, I sell my luck,’ ’e said, ‘besides, she wouldn’t stay with you, she’d always be back in the yard,’ ’e said. Often enough she ask’ ’im, but ’e always said the same about ’is luck. At last she came and said she was goin’ away to live in Brighton, and she awffer’ him £20,” the waiter’s figures always came out with a suspicious glibness—“so father ’e was beat, but ’e says ‘so sure as my name’s Stephen Yesser’—that was my father’s name an’ ’e give me the same—‘my luck’s sold’, ’e says! An’ it wasn’t a twelvemonth later that ’e was drivin’ home one night with a horse he’d bought in London some time before, an’ it bolted at the scroop of a tramway, turn’ the corner short and come down pitchin’ father out and his ’ead was all cut to pieces—killed ’im on the spot. He was took up in a bag. Seems he might have fell free if his coat hadn’t ’ave caught in the lamp-iron.” My mind had filled suddenly with a lurid picture of Mr. Yesser, senior, 47 being “took up in a bag,” but the waiter’s point was not lost upon me for all that. “But it was a funny thing after what he’d said when ’e come to part with the Darmation, wasn’t it, Miss?” he said. “Yes, I know, I know,” this to a subordinate who appeared at the door, “it’s the hupstairs parlour bell, so you’ll escuse me, Miss; I don’t mind to keep them waitin’ a minute, they ain’t none of our lot—business gentlemen from London.”


  II—The Landlord’s Wedding


  “Can Mrs. Sollop have the landau this afternoon? She wishes to drive out to Cray’s Wood; have you a horse disengaged about three?”


  I recognised the old Rector’s voice at once; he spoke his inquiry like a piece of ritual—or is it rubric?—in the tone reserved for celebrations. The reply was inaudible, but I was quite sure that Mrs. Sollop couldn’t have the landau: I had been in the inn-yard that morning, and I knew that the landau had other fish to fry, so to speak. Words would fail to depict the ardour with which Tom and Frank, the two ostlers, had been assailing the old landau, leathers in hand and scarlet braces flying, from an early hour; they had got my wheel jack in use, and pail after pail of water went through the spokes. They did not apologise for borrowing the wheel jack, and I recognised with them that the occasion lifted us all above considerations of common formulæ. Within the stable could be seen the patient heads of “the Teamster” and “Bay Bob” (provisionally referred to as “the pair”) dipping reflectively between the pillar-chains. Poor beasts, they knew something was going to happen, if it were only from the reek of “compo” on the harness. No hope of Mrs. 48 Sollop getting up to Cray’s Wood—what a name, by the way, for a rector’s wife? And for a Rector! The Rev. Richard Grace Sollop; and it is their name, too; it’s certainly none of my making.


  I had a sort of feeling that I would like to lend a carriage and “a pair,” but at best I could only have proffered a scratch tandem, Black Nannie in the shafts and Nutcracker in front, and this would certainly have interrupted the ceremony.


  There was an odd sense of stir about the Green. There was not exactly a crowd, but two or three more men than usual were listening to the blacksmith’s famous story of his six beagle puppies; beagle I say, but in the interests of truth and dog-breeding I ought to call it “very-nearly beagle” puppies. The old man who carries telegrams and wears a grey surtout with a rakish air of Stock-Exchange failure about it, has picked up the puppy that favours a fox-terrier, and Mr. Remmitt from the grocer’s shop is explaining why he thinks the “spannel bitch” is going to make the best beagle of the lot. Although the whole six are similarly spotted in liver and black upon white, they are all known by separate names—like the above, of a narrowly descriptive nature. They were born and bred in the centre of the Green, and every dog in the village has a sort of proprietary interest in them.


  At this moment Mr. Hampshire passed from the telegraph office; he has his bluish-pink trousers on and wears a black coat and waistcoat, all new, a black tie, and a straw hat. He is a very shy man, and he has calculated to a second when he will change to a puce satin tie with white lozenges before he starts; whereas the topper that came by post is to be taken with him and assumed en route; I know this, for I saw Frank trying to get it inconspicuously stowed under the cloth flap of the box-seat. What will 49 they do with the pasteboard box, I wonder? Throw it away in Ambledon Wood, no doubt, to be picked up by some hawker and used for a baby’s cradle or to put a sitting hen in.


  Ten o’clock, and he doesn’t start till eleven, and yet the poor man cannot be seen outside his own inn without some joke being thrown at him, and a convulsive titter issuing from the knot of boys gathered on the corpse-bench below the lych-gate.


  Bang! Now I know that that was a champagne cork exploding in the commercial room, and they don’t explode of themselves—in an Inn!


  Annie runs in to whisper:


  “He’s got the ring on his third finger, fear he’d forget.”


  “Well! She must have a large hand if his third finger and hers are the same size,” I observe. “Oh, it can’t be the ring.”


  Annie looks disheartened, but says she will ask Mrs. Groves.


  “By the way, how is Mrs. Groves this morning?” I had forgotten her till now: she is the housekeeper, only five years Mr. Hampshire’s senior and a widow; one or two people had said, before the affair which finishes to-day was heard of ….


  “Oh! she’s wonderful down, and she gets a deal of chaff in the bar.” In a whisper behind a corner of her apron, “Oh, she ’as been treated bad.”


  “Ah, she’ll be glad when it’s over. Is that the carriage? Good gracious, it’s not eleven? How grand Tom looks on the box! and I would never have said Bob and Teamster stood so much of a height.”


  There is a wild flight of a figure across the sweep as with scarlet wings to it, and Frank, pouring with perspiration, slogs at the Teamster’s mane with a water-brush, in a last agony of fervour.


  “Well, it really does look smart!” I exclaim at intervals to 50 Annie, behind the curtains of my parlour. “That man’s hand will be shaken off if the bricklayer gets hold of it.” There are at least two dozen workmen and neighbours crowding in the bar-passage, and all the pots in use are quarts.


  “A quart bottle of champagne—between three of them,” gasps Annie, who has been out for more gossip. “And it isn’t the ring; he has that in his waistcoat pocket!”


  “They’re off!”


  “What, has he got in?” The poor nervous little man had left the inn with the furtive scuttle of a rabbit breaking cover, and just his head and shoulders appeared in the deep well of the old landau. Mr. Brooker followed—he is to be best man—Frank relinquished the Teamster, much flattened, and Tom whipped the two to a heavy canter. A derisive cheer went up from the little boys upon the corpse-bench and a hearty shout from the work-people at the Inn door. Mr. Hampshire neither lifted his hat nor looked round, but the purple mounted slowly and surely to the back of his ears. It is a trying thing to be married from your own Inn.


  III—Cakes and Ale


  The Brewer seemed to be stopping all day; the whole morning he had been rumbling barrels down the cellar-way below my parlour, and in the afternoon when I went out with a wooden trencher full of cut apples for our own beasts, I saw that his large, pale, café-au-lait coloured mare and the great white horse that goes beside her were still there. They sniffed at apples, and Black Nannie shot reproachful glances at me over her stall as much as to say:


  “Why offer apples to them? Their palates are destroyed by 51 the fermented liquors they are given; they are fat and stupid with beer. They must be, or they wouldn’t pull the loads they do!”


  Like most brewers, Quarpitt is rather a fine-looking person, and I fell into conversation with him with some pleasure; his great bass rolled and rumbled like his own waggon, and as he stood, he seemed to be trying to look as much like a vat as possible.


  “Oh, yes,” he said, “don’t come every day, b’long way; an’ there’s fine doin’s forward to-night. I’m ’ere to take four eighteens” (he pronounced it four-ray-teens), “down to the cricket field to-night, to be give away by”—he waved a large freckled arm and hand towards the Inn door—“the good gentleman as has now left us.”


  “Four eighteens!” I repeated with an air of amazement, not knowing in the least what that was, but judging that when the Brewer assumed the manner popular at his Harmony Club and fell unwittingly into the phrase of a funeral oration, something important must be toward.


  I knew more later.


  No sooner was my simple tea begun than the boys, who earlier on had adorned the lych-gate, came to lean upon the wood rail that surrounds the cellar opening before my window, to crack nuts thoughtfully upon the flags, and to keep up a tapping of a maddening intermittence upon the wooden cellar-flap. I gathered from their conversation that the band was expected.


  Very soon a gentleman strolled up, the pocket of whose black coat bulged suggestive of a cornet and, indeed, when he turned, the nozzle of the instrument disclosed itself, nestling in the groove worn by a week-day foot-rule, which had disappeared with the rest of a joiner’s trappings for the nonce.


  I was buried in the unsatisfactory tannin of a second cup, when a sound so horrid and inexplicable that fear alone prevented 52 my choking to death, announced the heretofore unsuspected arrival of the big drum. The rest of the brass was not slow to follow, and about half-an-hour of preliminary pints intervened before the performers took up their position upon the triangle of grass below the sign of “The Merry Hedgehog.” To their credit, be it said, they were not yet complete, the oboe lingered. (I gleamed this intelligence from the boy’s continual references to “George;” there seemed even to be a question as to whether “George” would come.) At length there appeared a saturnine person who bore an oboe in a bag. He took no beer, he nodded sullenly to the circle, or rather, he threw a nod in front of him, and such of the circle as cared to, caught it. He was drawing out a small thumb-browned piece of written music when the drum, who had command of the performers, no doubt because he made most noise, looked inquiringly round and thundered out a preludial boom-boom-boom-boom, which had the effect of drawing certain hesitating cat-calls from the brass. I had heard the drum whisper “the new march,” in a tone which was meant to reach his co-musicians, and not the crowd; the crowd was not intended to know that a new march had been sedulously studied in view of the present occasion. George had his eye upon his oboe, and after the boom he spat meditatively beside his shoulder and chirped to his instrument, which responded instantly with a florid growl, lasting about half a minute. The others were too interested in “getting away” and “getting a good place,” to notice this observation on the part of George’s oboe, but I noticed it, and a dreadful suspicion fell upon me.


  Still, the hilarity of the occasion augmented from moment to moment. The church bells had rung out a complimentary peal or two, and only desisted because a woman was to be buried at five o’clock; the bellringers, all save the man who attended to 53 the toll had come into the bar, had their beer (carefully paying for it), and formed up among the crowd near the blacksmith’s to listen to the band. Outlying labourers who had left their work began to slouch up with that peculiar report which corduroys will make when the spare material flaps together in walking, the grocer’s and baker’s carts began to come in from their rounds, and the men hurried their tired horses into the stables, with a shake of hay and no wisp down, the sooner to join the crowd.


  All this while “the new march,” with an afflicting element of discord from the oboe, blared tunelessly below the sign. A cart had appeared mysteriously, the brewer, passing his mottled hand through his shock of beard and hair (all the colour of “four-ale”), was loading up certain barrels, with the assistance of Frank; then it dawned upon me what “four eighteens” might mean; four times eighteen gallons! … The third of my abstruse calculations brought this out at seventy-two gallons; seventy-two gallons of free beer up on the cricket-ground!


  While the band sought among its leaflets for a light waltz, which all the village whistled carelessly in advance, and a boy tucked two black bottles labelled “Scottish Nectar” securely into his armpits, I observed a short colloquy to take place between George and the flute, who was old and bearded and of a neutral temper; it resulted in blacker scowls than ever from the oboe, and the bitter tapping of his finger upon a band-part. When, finally, they all formed into line in front of Mr. Brewer Quarpitt, the cart, and the four eighteens, for an adjournment to the cricket-ground, I saw the oboe step moodily into the bar. He had refused to play any more—musical people are notably touchy—owing to some quarrel between him and the drum: he had blown steadily through the Wedding March first of all—which the drum had reserved to take them up the village to the cricket-field. 54 Nobody told me this, but when the Wedding March ultimately started, and the party and the four eighteens, and the crowd and a number of the beagle puppies got under weigh for the cricket-ground, George could be seen striding glumly homeward with the disconsolate and silent oboe in a bag.


  At first an air of delicate reserve hung over the populace, and the large white jugs moved slowly above the glasses; there was a tendency to dawdle in the neighbourhood of the “whelk and winkle barrow,” which had taken up a promising corner, but kindly dusk hid many blushes, and with nightfall all tremors were dispersed, and, since it was there … they might as well … and so they did.


  It was, I say it with pain, a very drunk village, and a very gay inn by eleven o’clock that night. But then a landlord is not married every day, and who knows how dull things may be when “The Merry Hedgehog” has a missis?


  There was but one clear head (I am excepting the Rev. and Mrs. Sollop, of course) and two sore hearts upon the green that night. Mine was the clear head. George’s was one of the sore hearts (unless the oboe had one, and that would make a third) and Mrs. Groves, the housekeeper, who had to have a good deal of whisky and very little else, in a claret glass, at intervals during the evening—hers was the other.


  “A twelvemonth ago there wasn’t one but would have said it would be ’er,” Mr. Brewer Quarpitt kept repeating a suspicious number of times as he slapped the big white horse confidingly, till every link upon the waggon gave out a note of music. And then, “Never see such a mort o’ beer put down so quick in my life,” and he gathered up his reins and jangled gaily off upon his homeward way. And I shut down my window to avoid the hymeneal comments of the rustics below.


  ·  ·


  55 Four Drawings


  By Ethel Reed


  I. Puck


  II. Enfant Terrible


  III. A Nursery-Rhyme Heroine


  IV. Almost a Portrait
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  65 Flower o’ the Cove


  By Henry Harland


  I


  In the first-floor sitting-room of a lodging-house in Great College Street, Westminster, a young man—he was tall and thin, with a good deal of rather longish light-coloured hair, somewhat tumbled about; and he wore a pince-nez, and was in slippers and the oldest of tattered coats—a man of thirty-something was seated at a writing-table, diligently scribbling at what an accustomed eye might have recognised as “copy,” and negligently allowing the smoke from a cigarette to curl round and stain the thumb and forefinger of his idle hand, when the lodging-house maid-servant opened his door, and announced excitedly, “A lady to see you, sir.”


  With the air of one taken altogether by surprise, and at a cruel disadvantage, the writer dropped his pen, and jumped up. He was in slippers and a disgraceful coat, not to dwell upon the condition of his hair. “You ought to have kept her downstairs until——” he began, frowning upon the maid; and at that point his visitor entered the room.


  She was a handsome, dashing-looking young woman, in a toilette that breathed the very last and crispest savour of Parisian elegance: 66 a hat that was a tangle of geraniums, an embroidered jacket, white gloves, a skirt that frou-froued breezily as she moved; and she carried an amazing silver-hilted sunshade, a thing like a folded gonfalon, a thing of red silk gleaming through draperies of black lace.


  Poising lightly near the threshold, with a bright little smile of interrogation, this bewildering vision said, “Have I the honour of addressing Mr. William Stretton?”


  The young man bowed a vague plea of guilty to that name; but his gaze, through the lenses of his pince-nez, was all perplexity and question.


  “I’m very fortunate in finding you at home. I’ve called to see you about a matter of business,” she informed him.


  “Oh?” he wondered. Then he added, with a pathetic shake of the head, “I’m the last man in the world whom any one could wisely choose to see about a matter of business; but such as I am, I’m all at your disposal.”


  “So much the better,” she rejoined cheerily. “I infinitely prefer to transact business with people who are unbusinesslike. One has some chance of over-reaching them.”


  “You’ll have every chance of over-reaching me,” sighed he.


  “What a jolly quarter of the town you live in,” she commented. “It’s so picturesque and Gothic and dilapidated, with such an atmosphere of academic calm. It reminds me of Oxford.”


  “Yes,” assented he, “it is a bit like Oxford. Was your business connected——?”


  “Oh, it is like Oxford?” she interrupted. “Then never tell me again that there’s nothing in intuitions. I’ve never been in Oxford, but directly I passed the gateway of Dean’s Yard, I felt reminded of it.”


  67 “There’s undoubtedly a lot in intuitions,” he agreed; “and for the future I shall carefully abstain from telling you there isn’t.”


  “Those things are gardens, over the way, behind the wall, aren’t they?” she asked, looking out of the window.


  “Yes, those things are gardens, the gardens of the Abbey. The canons and people have their houses there.”


  “Very comfortable and nice,” said she. “Plenty of grass. And the trees aren’t bad, either, for town trees. It must be rather fun to be a canon. As I live,” she cried, turning back into the room, “you’ve got a Pleyel. This is the first Pleyel I’ve seen in England. Let me congratulate you on your taste in pianos.” And with her gloved hands she struck a chord and made a run or two. “You’ll need the tuner soon, though. It’s just the shadow of a shadow out. I was brought up on Pleyels. Do you know, I’ve half a mind to make you a confidence?”


  “Oh, do make it, I pray you,” he encouraged her.


  “Well, then, I believe, if you were to offer me a chair, I believe I could bring myself to sit down.”


  “I beg your pardon,” he exclaimed; and she sank rustling into the chair that he pushed forward.


  “Well, now for my business,” said she. “Would you just put this thing somewhere?” She offered him her sunshade, which he took and handled somewhat gingerly. “Oh, you needn’t be afraid. It’s quite tame,” she laughed, “though I admit it looks a bit ferocious. What a sweet room you’ve got—so manny, and smoky, and booky. Are they all real books?”


  “More or less real,” he answered; “as real as any books ever are that a fellow gets for review.”


  “Oh, you got them for review? How terribly exciting. I’ve never seen a book before that’s actually passed through a 68 reviewer’s hands. They don’t look much the worse for it. Whatever else you said about them, I trust you didn’t deny that they make nice domestic ornaments. But this isn’t business. You wouldn’t call this business?”


  “No, I should call this pleasure,” he assured her, laughing.


  “Would you?” she questioned, raising her eyebrows. “Ah, but then you’re English.”


  “Aren’t you?” asked he.


  “Do I look English?”


  “I’m not sure. You certainly don’t dress English.”


  “Heaven forbid! I’m a miserable sinner, but at least I’m incapable of that. However, if you were really kind, you’d affect just a little curiosity to know the errand to which you owe my presence.”


  “I’m devoured by curiosity.”


  “You are? Then why don’t you show it?”


  “Perhaps because I have a sense of humour—amongst other reasons.”


  “Well, since you’re devoured by curiosity, you must know,” she began; but broke off suddenly—“Apropos, I wonder whether you could be induced to tell me something.”


  “I daresay I could, if it’s anything within my sphere of knowledge.”


  “Then tell me, please, why you keep your Japanese fan in your fireplace.”


  “Why shouldn’t I? Doesn’t it strike you as a good place for it?”


  “Admirable. But my interest was psychological. I was wondering by what mental process you came to hit upon it.”


  “Well, then, to be frank, it wasn’t I who hit upon it; it isn’t my Japanese fan. It’s a conceit of my landlady’s. This 69 is an age of paradox, you know. Would you prefer silver paper?”


  “Must one have one or the other?”


  “You’re making it painfully clear,” he cautioned her, “that you’ve never lived in lodgings.”


  “If you go on at this rate,” she retorted, laughing, “I shall never get my task accomplished. Here are twenty times that I’ve commenced it, and twenty times you’ve put me off. Shall we now, at last, proceed seriously to business?”


  “Not on my account, I beg. I’m not in the slightest hurry.”


  “You said you were devoured by curiosity.”


  “Did I say that?”


  “Certainly you did.”


  “It must have been aphasia. I meant contentment.”


  “Devoured by contentment?”


  “Why not, as well as by curiosity?”


  “The phrase is novel.”


  “It’s the occupation of my life to seek for novel phrases. I’m what somebody or other has called a literary man.”


  “And you enjoy what somebody or other has called beating about the bush?”


  “Hugely—with such a fellow-beater.”


  “You drive me to extremities. I see there’s nothing for it but to plunge in medias res. You must know, then, that I have been asked to call upon you by a friend—by my friend Miss Johannah Rothe—I beg your pardon; I never can remember that she’s changed her name—my friend Miss Johannah Silver—but Silver née Rothe—of Silver Towers, in the County of Sussex.”


  “Ah?” said he. “Ah, yes. Then never tell me again that there’s nothing in intuitions. I’ve never met Miss Silver, but 70 directly you crossed the threshold of this room, I began to feel vaguely reminded of her.”


  “Oh, there’s a lot in intuitions,” she agreed. “But don’t think to disconcert me. My friend Miss Silver——”


  “Your friend?”


  “Considering the sacrifice I’m making on her behalf to-day, it’s strange you should throw doubt upon my friendship for her.”


  “You make your sacrifices with a cheerful countenance. I should never have guessed that you weren’t entirely happy. But forgive my interruption. You were about to say that your friend Miss Silver——”


  “My occasional friend. Sometimes, I confess, we quarrel like everything, and remain at daggers drawn for months. She’s such a flighty creature, dear Johannah, she not infrequently gets me into a perfect peck of trouble. But since she’s fallen heir to all this money, you’d be surprised to behold the devotion her friends have shown her. I couldn’t very well refuse to follow their example. One’s human, you see; and one can’t dress like this for nothing, can one?”


  “Upon my word, I’m not in a position to answer you. I’ve never tried,” laughed he.


  “In the absence of evidence to the contrary, I think we may safely assume one can’t,” said she. “However, here you are, beating about the bush again. I come to you as Johannah’s emissary. She desires me to ask you several questions.”


  “Yes?” said he, a trifle uncomfortably.


  “She would be glad to know,” his visitor declared, looking straight into his eyes, and smiling a little gravely, “why you have been so excessively nasty to her!”


  “Have I been nasty to her?” he asked, with an innocence that was palpably counterfeit.


  71 “Don’t you think you have?”


  “I don’t see how.”


  “Don’t you think you’ve responded somewhat ungraciously to her overtures of friendship? Do you think it was nice to answer her letters with those curt little formal notes of yours? Look. Johannah sat down to write to you. And she began her letter Dear Mr. Stretton. And then she simply couldn’t. So she tore up the sheet and began another My dear Cousin Will. And what did she receive in reply? A note beginning Dear Miss Silver. Do you think that was kind? Don’t you think it was the least bit mortifying? And why have you refused in such a stiff-necked way to go down and see her at Silver Towers?”


  “Oh,” he protested, “in all fairness, in all logic, your questions ought to be put the other way round.”


  “Bother logic! But put them any way you like.”


  “What right had Miss Silver to expect me to multiply the complications of my life by rushing into an ecstatic friendship with her? And why, being very well as I am in town just now, why should I disarrange myself by a journey into the country?”


  “Why, indeed? I’m sure I can give no reason. Why should one ever do any one else a kindness? Your cousin has conceived a great desire to meet you.”


  “Oh, a great desire! She’ll live it down. A man named Burrell has been stuffing her up.”


  “Stuffing her up? The expression is new to me.”


  “Greening her, filling her head with all sorts of nonsensical delusions, painting my portrait for her in all the colours of the rainbow. Oh, I know my Burrell. He’s tried to stuff me up, too, about her.”


  “Oh? Has he? What has he said?”


  72 “The usual rubbishy things one does say, when one wants to stuff a fellow up.”


  “For instance?”


  “Oh, that she’s tremendously good-looking, with hair and eyes and things, and very charming.”


  “What a dear good person the man named Burrell must be.”


  “He’s not a bad chap, but you must remember that he’s her solicitor.”


  “And so you weren’t to be stuffed?”


  “If she was charming and good-looking, it was a reason the more for avoiding her.”


  “Oh?”


  “There’s nothing on earth so tiresome as charming women. They’re all exactly alike.”


  “Thank you,” his guest exclaimed, bowing.


  “Oh, nobody could pretend that you’re exactly alike,” he said. “I own at once that you’re delightfully different. But Burrell has no knack for character drawing.”


  “You’re extremely flattering. But aren’t you taking a slightly one-sided point of view? Let us grant, for the sake of the argument, that it is Johannah’s bad luck to be charming and good-looking. Nevertheless, she still has claims on you.”


  “Has she?”


  “She’s your cousin.”


  “Oh, by the left hand,” said he.


  She stared for an instant, biting her lip. Then she laughed.


  “And only my second or third cousin at that,” he went on serenely.


  She looked at him with eyes that were half whimsical, half pleading. “Would you mind being quite serious for a moment?” she asked. “Because Johannah’s situation, absurd as it seems, 73 really is terribly serious for Johannah, I should like to submit it to your better judgment. We’ll drop the question of cousinship, if you wish—though it’s the simple fact that you’re her only blood-relation in this country, where she feels herself the forlornest sort of alien. She’s passed her entire life in Italy and France, you know, and this is the first visit she’s made to England since her childhood. But we’ll drop the question of cousinship. At any rate, Johannah is a human being. Well, consider her plight a little. She finds herself in the most painful, the most humiliating circumstances that can be imagined; and you’re the only person living who can make them easier for her. Involuntarily—in spite of herself—she’s come into possession of a fortune that naturally, morally, belongs to you. She can’t help it. It’s been left to her by will—by the will of a man who never saw her, never had any kind of relations with her, but chose her for his heir just because her mother, who died when Johannah was a baby, had chanced to be his cousin. And there the poor girl is. Can’t you see how like a thief she must feel at the best? Can’t you see how much worse you make it for her, when she holds out her hand, and you refuse to take it? Is that magnanimous of you? Isn’t it cruel? You couldn’t treat her with greater unkindness if she’d actually designed, and schemed, and intrigued, to do you out of your inheritance, instead of coming into it in the passive way she has. After all, she’s a human being, she’s a woman. Think of her pride.”


  “Think of mine,” said he.


  “I can’t see that your pride is involved.”


  “To put it plainly, I’m the late Sir William Silver’s illegitimate son.”


  “Well? What of that?”


  “Do you fancy I should enjoy being taken up and patronised by his legitimate heir?”


  74 “Oh!” she cried, starting to her feet. “You can’t think I would be capable of anything so base as that.”


  And her saw that her eyes had suddenly filled with tears.


  “I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon a thousand times,” he said. “You would be utterly incapable of anything that was not generous and noble. But you must remember that I had never seen you. How could I know?”


  “Well, now that you have seen me,” she responded, her eyes all smiles again, “now that I’ve put my pride in my pocket, and bearded you in your den, I don’t mind confiding to you that it’s nearly lunch-time, and also that I’m ravenously hungry. Could you ring your bell, and order up something in the nature of meat and drink? And while you are about it, you might tell your landlady or some one to pack your bag. We take,” she mentioned, examining a tiny watch, that seemed nothing more than a frivolous incrustation of little diamonds and rubies, “we take the three-sixteen for Silver Towers.”


  II


  Seated opposite her in the railway-carriage, as their train bore them through the pleasant dales and woods of Surrey, Will Stretton fell to studying his cousin’s appearance. “Burrell was right,” he told himself; “she really is tremendously good-looking,” and that, in spite of a perfectly reckless irregularity of feature. Her nose was too small, but it was a delicate, pert, pretty nose, notwithstanding. Her mouth was too large, but it was a beautiful mouth, all the same, softly curved and red as scarlet, with sensitive, humorous little quirks in its corners. Her eyes he could admire without reservation, brown and pellucid, with the wittiest, teasingest, mockingest lights dancing in them, yet at the same time a 75 deeper light that was pensive, tender, womanly. Her hair, too, he decided, was quite lovely, abundant, undulating, black, blue-black even, but fine, but silky, escaping in a flutter of small curls above her brow. “It’s like black foam,” he said. And he would have been ready to go to war for her complexion, though it was so un-English a complexion that one might have mistaken her for a native of the France or Italy she had inhabited: warm, dusky, white, with an elusive shadow of rose glowing through it. Yes, she was tremendously good-looking, he concluded. She looked fresh and strong and real. She looked alert, alive, full of the spring and the joy of life. She looked as if she could feel quick and deep, as if her blood flowed swiftly, and was red. He liked her face, and he liked her figure—it was supple and vigorous. He liked the way she dressed—there was something daring and spirited in the unabashed, whole-souled luxury of it. “Who ever saw such a hat—or such a sunshade?” he reflected.


  “There’ll be no coach-and-four to meet us at the station,” she warned him, as they neared their journey’s end, “because I have no horses. But we’ll probably find Madame Dornaye there, piaffer-ing in person. Can you resign yourself to the prospect of driving up to your ancestral mansion in a hired fly?”


  “I could even, at a pinch, resign myself to walking,” he declared. “But who is Madame Dornaye?”


  “Madame Dornaye is my burnt-offering to that terrible sort of fetich called the County. She’s what might be technically termed my chaperon.”


  “Oh, to be sure. I had forgotten. Of course, you’d have a chaperon.”


  “By no means of course. Until the other day I’d never thought of such a thing. But it’s all along o’ the man named 76 Burrell. He insisted that I mustn’t live alone—that I was too young. He has such violent hallucinations about people’s ages. He said the County would be horrified. I must have an old woman, a sound, reliable old woman, to live with me. I begged and implored him to come and try it, but he protested with tears in his eyes that he wasn’t an old woman. So I sent for Madame Dornaye, who is, every inch of her. She’s the widow of a man who used to be a professor at the Sorbonne, or something. I’ve known her for at least a hundred years. She’s connected in some roundabout way with the family of my father’s step-mother. She’s like a little dry brown leaf; and she plays Chopin comme pas un; and she lends me a false air of respectability, I suppose. She calls me Jeanne ma fille, if you can believe it, as if my name weren’t common Johannah. If you chance to please her, she’ll very likely call you Jean mon fils. But see how things turn out. The man named Burrell also insisted that I must put on mourning, as a symbol of my grief for the late Sir William. That I positively refused to think of. So the County’s horrified, all the same which proves the futility of concessions.”


  “Oh?” questioned Will. “What does the County do?”


  “It comes and calls on me, and walks round me, and stares, with a funny little deprecating smile, as if I were some outlandish and not very proper animal, cast up by the sea. To begin with, there’s the vicar, with all his wives and daughters. Their emotions are complicated by the fact that I’m a Papist. Then there’s old Lord Belgard; and there’s Mrs. Breckenbridge, with her marriageable sons; and there’s the Bishop of Salchester, with his Bishopess, Dean, and Chapter. The dear good people make up parties in the afternoon, to come and have a look at me; and they sip my tea with an air of guilt, as if it smacked of profligacy; and they suppress demure little knowing glances among themselves. And 77 then at last they go away, shaking their heads, and talking me over in awe-struck voices.”


  “I can see them, I can hear them,” Will laughed.


  “Haven’t you in English a somewhat homely proverbial expression about the fat and the fire?” asked Johannah.


  “About the fat getting into the fire? Yes,” said Will.


  “Well, then, to employ that somewhat homely proverbial expression,” she went on, “the fat got into the fire at the Bishop’s palace. Mrs. Rawley was kind enough to write and ask us to dinner, and she added that she had heard I sang, and wouldn’t I bring some music? But nobody had ever told me that it’s bad form in England to sing well. So, after dinner, when Mrs. Rawley said, ‘Now, Miss Silver, do sing us something,’ I made the incredible blunder of singing as well as I could. I sang the Erlkönig, and Madame Dornaye played the accompaniment, and we both did our very bestest, in our barefaced, Continental way. We were a little surprised, and vastly enlightened, to perceive that we’d shocked everybody. And by-and-by the Bishop’s daughters consented to sing in their turn, and then we saw the correct British style of doing it. If you don’t want to be considered rowdyish and noisy in a British drawing-room, you must sing under your breath, faintly, faintingly, as if you were afraid somebody might hear you.”


  “My poor dear young lady,” her cousin commiserated her, “fancy your only just discovering that. It’s one of the foundation-stones of our social constitution. If you sing with any art or with any feeling, you expose yourself to being mistaken for a paid professional.”


  “Another thing that’s horrified the County,” pursued Johannah, “is the circumstance that I keep no horses. I don’t like horses—except in pictures. In pictures, I admit at once, they make a 78 very pleasant decorative motive. But in life—they’re too strong and too unintelligent; and they’re perpetually bolting. By-the-bye, please choose a good feeble jaded one, when you engage our fly. I’m devoted to donkeys, though. They’re every bit as decorative as the horse, and they’re really wise—they only baulk. I had a perfect love of a little donkey in Italy; his name was Angelo. If I decide to stay in England, I shall have a spanking team of four donkeys, with scarlet trappings and silver bells. But the County says, ‘Oh, you must have horses,’ and casts its eyes appealingly to heaven when I say I won’t.”


  “The County lacks a sense of situations. It’s really a deliciously fresh one—a big country house, and not a horse in the stables.”


  “Apropos of the house, that brings me to another point,” said she. “The County feels very strongly that I ought to put the house in repair—that dear old wonderful, rambling, crumbling house. They take it as the final crushing evidence of my depravity, that I prefer to leave it in its present condition of picturesque decay. I’m sure you agree with me, that it would be high treason to allow a carpenter or mason to lay a hand on it. By-the-bye, I hope you have no conscientious scruples against speaking French; for Madame Dornaye only knows two words of English, and those she mispronounces. There she is—yes, that little black and grey thing, in the frock. She’s come to meet me, because we had a bet. You owe me five shillings,” she called out to Madame Dornaye, as Will helped her from the carriage. “You see, I’ve brought him.”


  Madame Dornaye, who had a pair of humorous old French eyes, responded, blinking them, “Oh, before I pay you, I shall have to be convinced that it is really he.”


  “I am afraid it’s really he,” laughed Will; “but rather than let 79 so immaterial a detail cost you five shillings, I’m prepared to maintain with my dying breath that there’s no such person.”


  “Don’t mind him,” interposed Johannah. “He’s trying to flatter you up, because he wants you to call him Jean mon fils, as if his name weren’t common William.” Then, to him, “Go,” she said, with an imperious gesture, “go and find a vehicle with a good tired horse.”


  And when the vehicle with the good tired horse had brought them to their destination, and they stood before the hall-door of Silver Towers, Johannah looked up at the escutcheon carved in the pale-grey stone above it, and said pensively, “On a field azure, a heart gules, crowned with an imperial crown or; and the motto, ‘Qu’il régne!’ If, when you got my first letter, Cousin Will, if you’d remembered the arms of our family, and the motto—if you had ‘let it reign’—I should have been spared the trouble and expense of a journey to town to-day.”


  “But I should have missed a precious experience,” said he. “You forget what I couldn’t help being supremely conscious of—that I bear those arms with a difference. I hope, though, that you won’t begrudge the journey to town. I think there are certain aspects of your character that I might never have discovered if I’d met you in any other way.”


  That evening Johannah wrote a letter:


  
    “Dear Mr. Burrell:


    “Ce que femme veut, Dieu le veut. The first part of my rash little prophecy has already come true. Will Stretton is staying in this house, a contented guest. At the present moment he’s hovering about the piano, where Madame Dornaye is playing Chopin; and 80 he’s just remarked that he never hears Chopin without thinking of those lines of Browning’s:


    
      ‘I discern


      Infinite passion, and the pain


      Of finite hearts that yearn.’

    


    I quite agree with you, he is a charming creature. So now I repeat the second part of my rash little prophecy: Before the summer’s over he will have accepted at least a good half of his paternal fortune. Ce que femme veut, le diable ne saurait pas l’empêcher. He will he shall, even if I have to marry him to make him.


    “Yours ever

    “Johannah Silver.”

  


  III


  Will left his room somewhat early the next morning, and went down into the garden. The sun was shining briskly, the dew still sparkled on the grass, the air was heady with a hundred keen earth-odours. A mile away, beyond the wide green levels of Sumpter Meads, the sea glowed blue as the blue of larkspur, under the blue June sky. And everywhere, everywhere, innumerable birds piped and twittered, filling the world with a sense of gay activity, of whole-hearted, high-hearted life.


  “What! up already?” a voice called softly, from behind him.


  He turned, and met Johannah.


  “Why not, since you are?” he responded.


  She laughed, and gave him her hand, a warm, elastic hand, firm of grasp. In a garden-hat and a white frock, her eyes beaming, her cheeks faintly flushed, she seemed to him a sort of beautiful incarnation of the spirit of the summer morning, its freshness, and sweetness, and richness.


  81 “Oh, we furriners,” she explained; “we’re all shocking early risers. In Italy we love the day when it is young, and deem it middle-aged by eight o’clock. But in England I had heard it was the fashion to lie late.”


  “I woke, and couldn’t go to sleep again, so I tossed the fashion to the winds. Perhaps it was a sort of dim presentiment that I should surprise Aurora walking in the garden, that banished slumber.”


  “Flowery speeches are best met by flowery deeds,” said she. “Come with me to the rosery, and I will give you a red, red rose.”


  And in the rosery, as she stood close to him, pinning the red, red rose in his coat, her smooth cheek and fragrant hair so near, so near, he felt his heart all at once begin to throb, and he had to control a sudden absurd longing to put his arms round her and kiss her. “Good heavens,” he said to himself, “I must be on my guard.”


  “There,” she cried, bestowing upon her task a gentle pat, by way of finish, “that makes us quits.” And she raised her eyes to his, and held them for an instant with a smile that did anything but soothe the trouble in his heart, such a sly little teasing, cryptic smile. Could it possibly be, he wondered wildly, that she had divined his monstrous impulse, and was coquetting with it?


  “Now let’s be serious,” she said, leading the way back to the lawn. “It’s like a hanging-garden, high up here, with the meads and the sea below, isn’t it? And apropos of the sea, I would beg you to observe its colour. Is it blue? I would also ask you kindly to cast an eye on that line of cliffs, there to the eastward, as it goes winding in and out away to the vanishing-point. Are the cliffs white?”


  “Oh, yes, the cliffs are white,” asserted Will.


  82 “How can you tell such dreadful fibs?” she reproached him. “The cliffs are prismatic. White, indeed! when they gleam with every transparent tint from rose to violet, as if the light that falls on them had passed through rubies and amethysts, and all sorts of precious stones. That is an optical effect due doubtless to reflection or refraction or something—no?”


  “I should say it was almost certainly due to something,” he acquiesced.


  “And now,” she continued, “will you obligingly turn your attention to the birds? Tweet-weet-willow-will-weet. I don’t know what it means, but they repeat it so often and so earnestly, I’m sure it must be true.”


  “It’s relatively true,” said he. “It means that it’s a fine morning, and their digestion’s good, and their affairs are prospering—nothing more than that. They’re material-minded little beasts, you know.”


  “All truth is relative,” said she, “and one’s relatively a material-minded little beast oneself. Is the greensward beyond there (relatively) spangled with buttercups and daisies? Is the park leafy, and shadowy, and mysterious, and (relatively) delightful? Is the may in bloom? Voyons donc! you’ll never be denying that the may’s in bloom. And is the air like an elixir? I vow, it goes to one’s head like some ethereal elixir? And yet you have the effrontery to tell me that you’re pining for the flesh-pots of Great College Street, Westminster, S.W.”


  “Oh, did I tell you that? Ah, well, it must have been with intent to deceive, for nothing could be farther from the truth.”


  “The relative truth? Then you’re not homesick?”


  “Not consciously.”


  “Neither am I,” said she.


  “Why should you be?” said he.


  83 “This is positively the first day since my arrival in England that I haven’t been, more or less,” she answered.


  “Oh?” he questioned sympathetically.


  “You can’t think how dépaysée I’ve felt. After having lived all one’s life in Prague, suddenly to find oneself translated to the mistress-ship of an English country house.”


  “In Prague? I thought you had lived in Rome and Paris, chiefly.”


  “Prague is a figure of rhetoric. I mean the capital of Bohemia. Wasn’t my father a sculptor? And wasn’t I born in a studio? And haven’t my playmates and companions always been of Florizel the loyal subjects? So whether you call it Rome or Paris or Florence or Naples, it was Prague, none the less.”


  “At that rate, I live in Prague myself, and we’re compatriots,” said Will.


  “That’s no doubt why I don’t feel homesick any more. Where two of the faithful are gathered together they can form a miniature Prague of their own. If I decide to stay in England, I shall send for a lot of my Prague friends to come and visit me, and you can send for an equal number of yours; and then we’ll turn this bright particular corner of the British Empire into a province of Bohemia, and the County may be horrified with reason. But meanwhile, let’s be Pragueians in practice as well as theory. Let’s go to the strawberry beds, and steal some strawberries.”


  She walked a little in front of him. Her garden-hat had come off, and she was swinging it at her side, by its ribbons. Will noticed the strong, lithe sway and rhythm of her body, as she moved. “What a woman she is,” he thought; “how one feels her sex.” And with that, he all at once became aware of a singular depression. “Surely,” a malevolent little voice within him 84 argued, “woman that she is, and having passed all her life with the subjects of Florizel, surely, surely, she must have had … experiences. She must have loved—she must have been loved.” And (as if it was any of his business!) a kind of vague jealousy of her past, a kind of suspiciousness and irrelevant resentment, began to burn dully, a small spot of pain, somewhere in his breast.


  She, apparently, was in the highest spirits. There was something expressive of joyousness in the mere way she tripped over the grass, swinging her garden-hat like a basket; and presently she fell to singing, merrily, in a light voice, that prettiest of old French songs, Les Trois Princesses, dancing forward to its measure:


  
    “Derrièr’ chez mon père,


    (Vole, vole, mon cœur, vole!)


    Derrièr’ chez mon père,


    Ya un pommier doux,


    Tout doux, et iou,


    Ya un pommier doux.”

  


  “Don’t you like that song?” she asked. “The tune of it is like the smell of faded rose-leaves, isn’t it?”


  And suddenly she began to sing a different one, possibly an improvisation:


  
    “And so they set forth for the strawberry beds,


    The strawberry beds, the strawberry beds,


    And so they set forth for the strawberry beds,


    On Christmas day in the morning.”

  


  And when they had reached the strawberry beds, she knelt, and plucked a great red berry, and then leapt up again, and held it to her cousin’s lips, saying, “Bite—but spare my fingers.” And so, 85 laughing, she fed it to him, while he, laughing too, consumed it. But when her pink finger-tips all but touched his lips, his heart had a convulsion, and it was only by main-force that he restrained his kisses. And he said to himself, “I must go back to town to-morrow. This will never do. It would be the devil to pay if I should let myself fall in love with her.”


  “Oh, yes, I’ve felt terribly dépaysée,” she told him again, herself nibbling a berry. “I’ve felt like the traditional cat in the strange garret. And then, besides, there was my change of name. I can’t reconcile myself to being called Miss Silver. I can’t realise the character. It’s like an affectation, like making-believe. Directly I relax my vigilance, I forget, and sink back into Johannah Rothe. I’m always Johannah Rothe when I’m alone. Directly I’m alone, I push a big ouf, and send Miss Silver to Cracklimboo. Then somebody comes, and, with a weary sigh, I don my sheep’s clothing again. Of course, there’s nothing in a name, and yet there’s everything. There’s a furious amount of mental discomfort when the name doesn’t fit.”


  “It’s a discomfort that will pass,” he said consolingly. “The change of name is a mere formality—a condition attached to coming into a property. In England, you know, it’s a rather frequent condition.”


  “I’m aware of that. But to me it seems symbolic—symbolic of my whole situation, which is false, abnormal. Silver? Silver? It’s a name meant for a fair person, with light hair and a white skin. And here I am, as black as any Gipsy. And then! It’s a condition attached to coming into a property. Well, I come into a property to which I have no more moral right than I have to the coat on your back; and I’m obliged to do it under an alias, like a thief in the night.”


  “Oh, my dear young lady,” he cried out, “you’ve the very 86 best of rights, moral as well as legal. You come into a property that is left to you by will, and you’re the last representative of the family in whose hands it has been for I forget how many hundreds of years.”


  “That,” said she, “is a question I shall not refuse to discuss with you upon some more fitting occasion. For the present I am tempted to perpetrate a simply villainous pun, but I forbear. Suffice it to say that I consider the property that I’ve come into as nothing more nor less than a present made me by my cousin, William Stretton. No—don’t interrupt! I happen to know my facts. I happen to know that if Will Stretton hadn’t, for reasons in the highest degree honourable to himself, quarrelled and broken with his father, and refused to receive a penny from him, I happen to know, I say, that Sir William Silver would have left Will Stretton everything he possessed in the world. So, you see, I’m indebted to my Quixotic cousin for something in the neighbourhood, I’m told, of eight thousand a year. Rather a handsome little present, isn’t it? Furthermore, let me add in passing, I absolutely forbid my cousin to call me his dear young lady, as if he were seven hundred years my senior and only a casual acquaintance. A really nice cousin would take the liberty of calling me by my Christian name.”


  “I’ll take the liberty of calling you by some exceedingly un-Christian name, if you don’t leave off talking that impossible rot about my making you a present.”


  “I wasn’t talking impossible rot about your making me a present. I was merely telling you how dépaysée I’d felt. The rest was parenthetic. So now, then, keep your promise, call me Johannah.”


  “Johannah,” he called submissively.


  “Will,” said she. “And when you feel, Will, that on the 87 whole, Will, you’ve had strawberries enough, Will, quite to destroy your appetite, perhaps it would be as well if we should go in to breakfast, Willie.”


  IV


  They were seated on the turf, under a great tree, in the park, amid a multitude of bright-coloured cushions, Johannah, Will, and Madame Dornaye. It was three weeks later—whence it may be inferred that he had abandoned his resolution to “go back to town to-morrow.” He was smoking a cigarette; Madame Dornaye was knitting; Johannah, hatless, in an indescribable confection of cream-coloured muslin, her head pillowed in a scarlet cushion against the body of the tree, was gazing off towards the sea with dreamy eyes.


  “Will,” she called languidly, by-and-by.


  “Yes?” he responded.


  “Do you happen by any chance to belong to that sect of philosophers who regard gold as a precious metal?”


  “From the little I’ve seen of it, I am inclined to regard it as precious—yes,” he answered.


  “Well, then, I wouldn’t be so lavish of it, if I were you,” said she.


  “If you don’t take care,” said he, “you’ll force me to admit that I haven’t an idea of what you’re driving at.”


  “I’m driving at your silence. You’re as silent as a statue. Please talk a little.”


  “What shall I talk about?”


  “Anything. Nothing. Tell us a story.”


  “I don’t know any stories.”


  “Then the least you can do is to invent one.”


  88 “What sort of story would you like?”


  “There’s only one sort of story a woman ever sincerely likes—especially on a hot summer’s afternoon, in the country.”


  “Oh, I couldn’t possibly invent a love-story.”


  “Then tell us a true one. You needn’t be afraid of shocking Madame Dornaye. She’s a realist herself.”


  “Jeanne ma fille!” murmured Madame Dornaye, reprovingly.


  “The only true love-story I could tell has a somewhat singular defect,” said he. “There’s no heroine.”


  “That’s like the story of what’s-his-name—Narcissus.”


  “With the vastest difference. The hero of my story wasn’t in love with his own image. He was in love with a beautiful princess.”


  “Then how can you have the face to say that there’s no heroine?”


  “There isn’t any heroine. At the same time, there’s nothing else. The story’s all about her. You see, she never existed.”


  “You said it was a true love-story.”


  “So it is—literally true.”


  “I asked for a story, and you give me a riddle.”


  “Oh, no, it’s a story all the same. Its title is Much Ado about Nobody.”


  “Oh? It runs in my head that I’ve met with something or other with a similar title before.”


  “Precisely. Something or other by one of the Elizabethans. That’s how it came to occur to me. I take my goods where I find them. However, do you want to hear the story?”


  “Oh, if you’re determined to tell it, I daresay I can steel myself to listen.”


  “On second thoughts, I’m determined not to tell it.”


  “Bother! Don’t be disagreeable. Tell it at once.”


  89 “Well, then, there isn’t any story. It’s simply an absurd little freak of child psychology. It’s the story of a boy who fell in love with a girl—a girl that never was, on sea or land. It happened in Regent Street, of all romantic places, ‘one day still fierce, ’mid many a day struck calm.’ I had gone with my mother to her milliner’s. I think I was ten or eleven. And while my mother was transacting her business with the milliner, I devoted my attention to the various hats and bonnets that were displayed about the shop. And presently I hit on one that gave me a sensation. It was a straw hat, with brown ribbons, and cherries, great glossy red and purple cherries. I looked at it—and suddenly I got a vision, a vision of a girl. Oh, the loveliest, loveliest girl! She was about eighteen (a self-respecting boy of eleven, you know, always chooses a girl of about eighteen to fall in love with), and she had the brightest brown eyes, and the rosiest cheeks, and the curlingest hair, and a smile and a laugh that made one’s heart thrill and thrill with unutterable blisses. And there hung her hat, as if she had just come in, and taken it off, and passed into another room. There hung her hat, suggestive of her as only people’s hats know how to be suggestive; and there sat I, my eyes devouring it, my soul transported. The very air of the shop seemed all at once to have become fragrant—with the fragrance that had been shaken from her garments as she passed. I went home, hopelessly, frantically in love. I loved that non-existent young woman, with a passion past expressing, for at least half a year. I was always thinking of her, she was always with me, everywhere. How I used to talk to her, and tell her all my childish fancies, desires, questionings; how I used to sit at her feet and listen! She never laughed at me. Sometimes she would let me kiss her—I declare, my heart still jumps at the memory of it. Sometimes I would hold her hand or play with her hair. And 90 all the real girls I met seemed so tame and commonplace by contrast with her. And then, little by little, I suppose, her image faded away.—Rather an odd experience, wasn’t it?”


  “Very, very odd; very strange, and very pretty. It seems as if it ought to have some allegorical significance, though I can’t perceive one. It would be interesting to know what sort of real girl, if any, ended by becoming the owner of that hat. You weren’t shocked, were you?” Johannah inquired of Madame Dornaye.


  “Not by the story. But the heat is too much for me,” said that lady, gathering up her knitting. “I am going to the house to make a siesta.”


  Will rose, as she did, and stood looking vaguely after her, as she moved away. Johannah nestled her head deeper in her cushion, and half closed her eyes. And for a while neither she nor her cousin spoke. A faint, faint breeze whispered in the tree-tops; now a twig snapped; now a bird dropped a solitary liquid note. For the rest, all was still summer heat and woodland perfume. Here and there the greensward round them, dark in the shadow of dense foliage, was diapered with vivid yellow by sunbeams that filtered through.


  “Oh, dear me,” Johannah sighed at last.


  “What is it?” Will demanded.


  “Here you are, silent as eternity again. Come and sit down—here—near to me.”


  She indicated a position with a lazy movement of her hand. He obediently sank upon the grass.


  “You’re always silent nowadays, when we’re alone,” she complained.


  “Am I? I hadn’t noticed that.”


  “Then you’re extremely unobservant. Directly we’re alone, 91 you appear to lose the power of speech. You mope and moon, and gaze off at things beyond the horizon, and never open your mouth. One might suppose you had something on your mind. Have you? What is it? Confide it to me, and you can’t think how relieved you’ll feel.”


  “I haven’t anything on my mind,” said he.


  “Oh? Ah, then you’re silent with me because I bore you? You find me an uninspiring talk-mate! Thank you.”


  “You know perfectly well that that’s preposterous nonsense.”


  “Well, then, what is it? Why do you never talk to me when we’re alone?”


  “But I do talk to you. I talk too much. Perhaps I’m afraid of boring you.”


  “You know perfectly well that that’s a preposterous subterfuge. You’ve got something on your mind. You’re keeping something back.” She paused for a second; then, softly, wistfully, “Tell me what it is, Will, please.” And she looked eagerly, pleadingly, into his eyes.


  He looked away from her. “Upon my word, there’s nothing to tell,” he said, but his tone was a little forced.


  She broke into a merry peal of laughter, looking at him now with eyes that were derisive.


  “What are you laughing at?” he asked.


  “At you, Will,” said she. “What else could you imagine?”


  “I’m flattered to think you find me so amusing.”


  “Oh, you’re supremely amusing. ‘Refrain thou shalt; thou shalt refrain!’ Is that your motto, Will? If I were a man I’d choose another. ‘Be bold, be bold, and everywhere be bold!’ That should be my motto if I were a man.”


  “But as you’re a woman——”


  “It’s my motto, all the same,” she interrupted. “Do you 92 mean to say you’ve not discovered that yet? Oh, Will, if I were you, and you were I, how differently we should be employing this heaven-sent summer’s afternoon.”


  “What should we be doing?”


  “That’s a secret. Pray the fairies to-night to transpose our souls, and you’ll know by to-morrow morning—if the fairies grant your prayer. But in the meanwhile you must try to entertain me. Tell me another story.”


  “I can’t think of any more stories till I’ve had my tea.”


  “You shan’t have any tea unless you earn it. Now that Madame Dornaye’s no longer present, you can tell me of some of your grown-up love affairs, some of your flesh-and-blood ones.”


  “I’ve never had a grown-up love affair.”


  “Oh, come! you can’t expect me to believe that.”


  “It’s the truth, all the same.”


  “Well, then, it’s high time you should have one. How old did you say you were?”


  “I’m thirty-three.”


  “And you’ve never had a love affair! Fi donc! I’m barely twenty-eight, and I’ve had a hundred.”


  “Have you?” he asked, a little ruefully.


  “No, I haven’t. But everybody’s had at least one. So tell me yours.”


  “Upon my word, I’ve not had even one.”


  “It seems incredible. How have you contrived it?”


  “The circumstances of my birth contrived it for me. It would be impossible for me to have a love affair with a woman I could love.”


  “Impossible? For goodness’ sake, why?”


  “What woman would accept the addresses of a man without a name?”


  93 “Haven’t you a name? Methought I’d heard your name was William Stretten.”


  “You know what I mean.”


  “Then permit me to remark that what you mean is quite superlatively silly. If you loved a woman, wouldn’t you tell her so?”


  “Not if I could help it.”


  “But suppose the woman loved you?”


  “Oh, it wouldn’t come to that.”


  “But suppose it had come to that? Suppose she’d set her heart upon you? Would it be fair to her not to tell her?”


  “What would be the good of my telling her, since I couldn’t possibly ask her to marry me?”


  “The fact might interest her, apart from the question of its consequences. But suppose she told you? Suppose she asked you to marry her?”


  “She wouldn’t.”


  “All hypotheses are admissible. Suppose she should?”


  “I couldn’t marry her.”


  “You’d find it rather an awkward job refusing, wouldn’t you? And what reasons could you give?”


  “Ten thousand reasons. I’m a bastard. That begins and ends it. It would dishonour her, and it would dishonour me; and, worst of all, it would dishonour my mother.”


  “It would certainly not dishonour you, nor the woman you married. That’s the sheerest, antiquated, exploded rubbish. And how on earth could it dishonour your mother?”


  “For me to take as my wife a woman who could not respect her? My mother’s memory is for me the sacredest of sacred things. You know something of her history. You know that she was in every sense but a legal sense my father’s wife. You 94 know why they couldn’t be married legally. You know, too, how he treated her—and how she died. Do you suppose I could marry a woman who would always think of my mother as of one who had done something shameful?”


  “Oh, but no woman with a spark of nobility in her soul would or could do that,” Johannah cried.


  “Every woman brought up in the usual way, with the usual prejudices, the usual traditions, thinks evil of the woman who has had an illegitimate child.”


  “Not every woman. I, for instance. Do you imagine that I could think evil of your mother, Will?”


  “Oh, you’re entirely different from other women. You’re——” But he stopped at that.


  “Then—just for the sake of a case in point—if I were the woman you chanced to be in love with, and if I simultaneously chanced to be in love with you, you could see your way to marrying me?”


  “What’s the use of discussing that?”


  “For its metaphysical interest. Answer me.”


  “There are other reasons why I couldn’t marry you.”


  “I’m not good-looking enough?”


  “Don’t be silly.”


  “Not young enough?”


  “Oh, I say! Let’s talk of something reasonable.”


  “Not old enough, perhaps?”


  He was silent.


  “Not wise enough? Not foolish enough?” she persisted.


  “You’re foolish enough, in all conscience,” said he.


  “Well, then, why? What are the reasons why you couldn’t marry me?”


  “What is the good of talking about this!”


  95 “I want to know. A man has the hardihood to inform me to my face that he’d spurn my hand, even if I offered it to him. I insist upon knowing why.”


  “You know why. And you know that ‘spurn’ is very far from the right word.”


  “I don’t know why. I insist upon your telling me.”


  “You know that you’re Sir William Silver’s heiress, I suppose.”


  “Oh, come! that’s not my fault. How could that matter?”


  “Look here, I’m not going to make an ass of myself by explaining the obvious.”


  “I daresay I’m very stupid, but it isn’t obvious to me.”


  “Well, then, let’s drop the subject,” he suggested.


  “I’ll not drop the subject till you’ve elucidated it. If you were in love with me, Will, and I were in love with you, how on earth could it matter, my being Sir William Silver’s heiress?”


  “Wouldn’t I seem a bit mercenary if I asked you to marry me?”


  “Oh, Will!” she cried. “Don’t tell me you’re such a prig as that. What! if you loved me, if I loved you, you’d give me up, you’d break my heart, just for fear lest idiotic people, whose opinions don’t matter any more than the opinions of so many deep-sea fish, might think you mercenary! When you and I both knew in our own two souls that you really weren’t mercenary in the least! You’d pay me a poor compliment, Will. Isn’t it conceivable that a man might love me for myself?”


  “You state the case too simply. You make no allowances for the shades and complexities of a man’s feelings.”


  “Bother shades and complexities. Love burns them up. Your shades and complexities are nothing but priggishness and vanity. But there! I’m actually getting angry over a purely 96 supposititious question. For, of course, we don’t really love each other the least bit, do we, Will?”


  He appeared to be giving his whole attention to the rolling of a cigarette; he did not answer. But his fingers trembled, and presently he tore his paper, spilling half the tobacco in his lap.


  Johannah watched him from eyes full of languid, half mocking, half pensive laughter.


  “Oh, dear, oh, dear,” she sighed again, by-and-by.


  He looked at her; and he had to catch his breath. Lying there on the turf, the skirts of her frock flowing round her in a sort of little billowy white pool, her head deep in the scarlet cushion, her black hair straying wantonly where it would about her face and brow, her eyes lambent with that lazy, pensive laughter, one of her hands, pink and white, warm and soft, fallen open on the grass between her and her cousin, her whole person seeming to breathe a subtle scent of womanhood, and the luxury and mystery of womanhood—oh, the sight of her, the sense of her, there in the wide green stillness of the summer day, set his heart burning and beating poignantly.


  “Oh, dear, oh, dear,” she sighed, “I wish the man I am in love with were only here.”


  “Oh! You are in love with some one?” he questioned, with a little start.


  “Rather!” said she. “In love! I should think so. Oh, I love him, love him, love him. Ah, if he were here! He wouldn’t waste this golden afternoon, as you’re doing. He’d take my hand—he’d hold it, and press it, and kiss it; and he’d pour his soul out in tumultuous celebration of my charms, in fiery avowals of his passion. If he were here! Ah, me!”


  “Where is he?” Will asked, in a dry voice.


  “Ah, where indeed? I wish I knew.”


  97 “I’ve never heard you speak of him before.”


  “There’s none so deaf as he that will not hear. I’ve spoken of him to you at least a thousand times. He forms the staple of my conversation.”


  “I must be very deaf indeed. I swear this is absolutely news to me.”


  “Oh, Will, you are such a goose—or such a hypocrite,” said she. “But it’s tea-time. Help me up.”


  She held out her hand, and he took it and helped her up. But she tottered a little before she got her balance (or made, at least, a feint of doing so), and grasped his hand tight as if to save herself, and all but fell into his arms.


  He drew back a step.


  She looked straight into his eyes. “You’re a goose, and a hypocrite, and a prig, and—a dear,” she said.


  V


  Their tea was served in the garden, and whilst they were dallying over it, a footman brought Johannah a visiting-card.


  She glanced at the card; and Will, watching her, noticed that a look of annoyance—it might even have been a look of distress—came into her face.


  Then she threw the card on the tea-table, and rose. “I shan’t be gone long,” she said, and set out for the house.


  The card lay plainly legible under the eyes of Will and Madame Dornaye. “Mr. George Aymer, 36 Boulevard Rochechouart” was the legend inscribed upon it.


  “Tiens,” said Madame Dornaye; “Jeanne told me she had ceased to see him.”


  98 Will suppressed a desire to ask, “Who is he?”


  But Madame Dornaye answered him all the same.


  “You have heard of him? He is a known personage in Paris, although English. He is a painter, a painter of great talent; very young, but already decorated. And of a surprising beauty—the face of an angel. With that, a thorough-paced rascal. Oh, yes, whatever is vilest, whatever is basest. Even in Montmartre, even in the corruptest world of Paris, among the lowest journalists and painters, he is notorious for his corruption. Johannah used to see a great deal of him. She would not believe the evil stories that were told about him. And with his rare talent and his beautiful face, he has the most plausible manners, the most winning address. We were afraid that she might end by marrying him. But at last she found him out for herself, and gave him up. She told me she had altogether ceased to see him. I wonder what ill wind blows him here.”


  Johannah entered the drawing-room.


  A man in grey tweeds, the red ribbon of the Legion of Honour gleaming in his buttonhole, was standing near a window: a man, indeed, as Madame Dornaye had described him, with a face of surprising beauty—a fine, clear, open-air complexion, a clean-cut, even profile, a sensitive, soft mouth, big, frank, innocent blue eyes, and waving hair of the palest Saxon yellow. He could scarcely have been thirty; and the exceeding beauty of his face, its beauty and its sweetness, made one overlook his figure, which was a trifle below the medium height, and thick-set, with remarkably square, broad shoulders, and long arms.


  Johannah greeted him with some succinctness. “What do you want?” she asked, remaining close to the door.


  99 “I want to have a talk with you,” he answered, moving towards her. He drawled slightly; his voice was low and soft, conciliatory, caressing almost. And his big blue eyes shone with a faint, sweet, appealing smile.


  “Would you mind staying where you are?” said she. “You can make yourself audible from across the room.”


  “What are you afraid of?” he asked, his smile brightening with innocent wonder.


  “Afraid? You do yourself too much honour. One does not like to find oneself in close proximity with objects that disgust one.”


  He laughed; but instead of moving further towards her, he dropped into a chair. “You were always brutally outspoken,” he murmured.


  “Yes; and with advancing years I’ve become even more so,” said Johannah, who continued to stand.


  “You’re quite sure, though, that you’re not afraid of me?” he questioned.


  “Oh, for that, as sure as sure can be. If you’ve based any sort of calculations upon the theory that I would be afraid of you, you’ll have to throw them over.”


  He flushed a little, as if with anger; but in a moment he answered calmly, “I always base my calculations upon certainties. You’ve come into a perfect pot of money since I last had the pleasure of meeting you.”


  “Yes, into something like eight thousand a year, if the figures interest you.”


  “I never had any head for figures. But eight thousand sounds stupendous. And a lovely place, into the bargain. The park, or so much of it as one sees from the avenue, could not be better. And I permitted myself to admire the façade of the house and the view of the sea.”


  100 “They’re not bad,” Johannah assented.


  “It’s heart-rending, the way things are shared in this world. Here are you, rich beyond the dreams of avarice, you who have done nothing all your life but take your pleasure; and I, who’ve toiled like a galley-slave, I remain as poor as any church-mouse. It’s monstrous.”


  Johannah did not answer.


  “And now,” he went on, “I suppose you’ve settled down and become respectable? No more Bohemia? No more cakes and ale? Only champagne and truffles? A County Family! Fancy your being a County Family, all by yourself, as it were! You must feel rather like the reformed rake of tradition—don’t you!”


  “I mentioned that I am not afraid of you,” she reminded him, “but that doesn’t in the least imply that I find you amusing. The plain truth is, I find you deadly tiresome. If you have anything special to say to me, may I ask you to say it quickly?”


  Again he flushed a little; then, again, in a moment, answered smoothly, “I’ll say it in a sentence. I’ve come all the way to England, for the purpose of offering you my hand in marriage.” And he raised his bright blue eyes to her face with a look that really was seraphic.


  “I decline the offer. If you’ve nothing further to keep you here, I’ll ring to have you shown out.”


  Still again he flushed, yet once more controlled himself. “You decline the offer! Allons donc! When I’m prepared to do the right thing, and make an honest woman of you.”


  “I decline the offer,” Johannah repeated.


  “That’s foolish of you,” said he.


  “If you could dream how remotely your opinion interests me, you wouldn’t trouble to express it,” said she.


  His anger this time got the better of him. He scowled, and 101 looked at her from the corners of his eyes. “You had better not trifle with me,” he said in a suppressed voice.


  “Oh,” said she, “you must suffer me to be the mistress of my own actions in my own house. Now—if you are quite ready to go?” she suggested, putting her hand upon the bell-cord.


  “I’m not ready to go yet. I want to talk with you. To cut a long business short, you’re rich. I’m pitiably poor. You know how poor I am. You know how I have to live, the hardships, the privations I’m obliged to put up with.”


  “Have you come here to beg?” Johannah asked.


  “No, I’ve come to appeal to your better nature. You refuse to marry me. That’s absurd of you, but—tant pis! Whether you marry me or not, you haven’t the heart to leave me to rot in poverty, while you luxuriate in plenty. Considering our old-time relations, the thing’s impossible on the face of it.”


  “Ah, I understand. You have come here to beg,” she said.


  “No—to demand,” said he. “One begs when one has no power to enforce. When one has the power to enforce, one demands.”


  “What is the use of these glittering aphorisms?” she asked wearily.


  “If you are ready to behave well to me, I’ll behave handsomely to you. But if you refuse to recognise my claims upon you, I’m in a position to take reprisals,” he said very quietly.


  Johannah did not answer.


  “I’m miserably, tragically poor; you’re rich. At this moment I’ve not got ten pounds in the world; and I owe hundreds. I’ve not sold a picture since March. You have eight thousand a year. You can’t expect me to sit down under it in silence. As the French attorneys phrase it, cet état de choses ne peut pas durer.”


  Still Johannah answered nothing.


  102 “You must come to my relief,” said he. “You must make it possible for me to go on. If you have any right feeling, you’ll do it spontaneously. If not—you know I can compel you.”


  “Oh, then, for goodness’ sake, compel me, and so make an end of this entirely tedious visit.”


  “I’d immensely rather not compel you. If you will lend me a helping hand from time to time, I’ll promise never to take a step to harm you. I shall be moderate. You’ve got eight thousand a year. You’d never miss a hundred now and then. You might simply occasionally buy a picture. That would be the best way. You might buy my pictures.”


  “I should be glad to know definitely,” remarked Johannah, “whether I have to deal with a blackmailer or a bagman.”


  “Damn you,” he broke out, with sudden savagery, flushing very red indeed.


  Johannah was silent.


  After a pause, he said, “I’m staying at the inn in the village—at the Silver Arms.”


  Johannah did not speak.


  “I’ve already scraped acquaintance with the parson,” he went on. Then, as she still was silent, “I wonder what would become of your social position in this County if I should have a good long talk about you with the parson.”


  “To a man of your intelligence, the solution of that problem can present no serious difficulty.”


  “You admit that your social position would be smashed up?”


  “All the king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t put it together again.”


  “I’m glad to find at least that you acknowledge my power.”


  “You have it in your power to tell people that I was once inconceivably simple enough to believe that you were an honourable 103 man, that I once had the inconceivable bad taste to be fond of you. What woman’s character could survive that revelation?”


  “And I could add—couldn’t I?—that you once had the inconceivable weakness to become my mistress?”


  “Oh, you could add no end of details.”


  “Well, then?” he questioned.


  “Well, then?” questioned she.


  “It comes to this, that if you don’t want your social position, your reputation, to be utterly smashed up, you must make terms with me.”


  “It’s a little unfortunate, from that point of view, that I shouldn’t happen to care a rush about my social position—as you call it.”


  “I think I’ll have a good long talk with the parson.”


  “Do by all means.”


  “You’d better be careful. I may take you at your word.”


  “I wish you would. Take me at my word—and go.”


  “You mean to say you seriously don’t care?”


  “Not a rush, not a button.”


  “Oh, come! You’ll never try to brazen the thing out.”


  “I wish you’d go and have your long talk with the parson.”


  “I don’t understand you.”


  “I do understand you—perfectly.”


  “It would be so easy for you to give me a little help.”


  “It would be so easy for you to ‘smash up’ my reputation with the parson.”


  “You never used to be close-fisted. It’s incomprehensible that you should refuse me a little help. Look. I’m willing to be more than fair. Give me a hundred pounds, a bare little hundred pounds, and I’ll send you a lovely picture.”


  “Thank you, I don’t want a picture.”


  104 “You won’t give me a hundred pounds—a beggarly hundred pounds?”


  “I won’t give you a farthing.”


  “Well, then, by God, you damned, infernal jade,” he cried, springing to his feet, his face crimson, “by God, I’ll make you. I swear I’ll ruin you. Look out!”


  “Are you really going at last?” she asked quietly.


  “No, I’m not going till it suits my pleasure. You’ve got a sort of bastard cousin staying here with you, I’m told.”


  “I would advise you to moderate your tone or your language. If my sort of bastard cousin should by any chance happen to hear you referring to him in those terms, he might not be pleased.”


  “I want to see him.”


  “I would advise you not to see him.”


  “I want to see him.”


  “If you really wish to see him, I’ll send for him. But it’s only right to warn you that he’s not at all a patient sort of man. If I send for him, he will quite certainly make things extremely disagreeable for you.”


  “I am not afraid of him. You know well enough that I’m not a coward.”


  “My cousin is more than a head taller than you are. He would be perfectly able and perfectly sure to kick you. If there’s any other possible way of getting rid of you, I’d rather not trouble him.”


  “I think I had better have a talk with your cousin, as well as with the parson.”


  “I think you had better confine your attentions to the parson. My cousin wouldn’t listen to a word.”


  “I am going to make a concession,” said Aymer. “I’m going to give you a night in which to think this thing over. If you 105 care to send me a note, with a cheque in it, so that I shall receive it at the inn by to-morrow at ten o’clock, I’ll take the next earliest train back to town, and I’ll send you a picture in return. If no note comes by ten o’clock, I’ll call on the parson, and tell him all I know about you; and I’ll write a letter to your cousin. Now, good day.”


  Johannah rang, and Aymer was shown out.


  VI


  “I shan’t be gone long,” Johannah had said, when she left Madame Dornaye and Will at tea in the garden; but time passed and she did not come back. Will, mounting through various stages and degrees of nervousness, restlessness, anxiety, at last said, “What on earth can be keeping her?” and Madame Dornaye replied, “That is precisely what I am asking myself.” They waited a little longer, and then, “Shall we go back to the house?” he suggested. But when they reached the house, they found the drawing-room empty, and—no trace of Johannah.


  “She may be in her room. I’ll go and see,” said Madame Dornaye.


  More time passed, and still no Johannah. Nor did Madame Dornaye return to explain her absence.


  Will walked about in a state of acute misery. What could it be? What could have happened? What could this painter, this George Aymer, this thorough-paced rascal with the beautiful face, this man of whom Johannah, in days gone by, “had seen a great deal,” so that her friends had feared “she might end by marrying him”—what could he have called upon her for? What could have passed between them? Why had she disappeared? 106 Where was she now? Where was he? Where was Madame Dornaye, who had gone to look for her? Could—could it possibly be—that he—this man notorious for his corruption even in the corruptest world of Paris—could it be that he was the man Johannah meant when she had talked of the man she was in love with? And Will, fatuous imbecile, had vainly allowed himself to imagine…. Oh, why did she not come back? What could be keeping her away from him all this time? … “I have had a hundred, I have had a hundred.” The phrase echoed and echoed in his memory. She had said, “I have had a hundred love affairs.” Oh, to be sure, in the next breath, she had contradicted herself, she had said, “No, I haven’t.” But she had added, “Everybody has had at least one.” So she had had at least one. With this man, George Aymer? Madame Dornaye said she had broken with him, ceased to see him. But—it was certain she had seen him to-day. But—lovers’ quarrels are made up; lovers break with each other, and then come together again, are reunited…. Perhaps … Perhaps … Oh, where was she? Why did she remain away in this mysterious fashion? What could she be doing? What could she be doing?


  The dressing-bell rang, and he went to dress for dinner.


  “Anyhow, I shall see her now, I shall see her at dinner,” he kept telling himself, as he dressed.


  But when he came downstairs the drawing-room was still empty. He walked backwards and forwards.


  “We shall have to dine without our hostess,” Madame Dornaye said, entering presently. “Jeanne has a bad headache, and will stay in her room.”


  107 VII


  Will left the house early the next morning, and went out into the garden. The sun was shining, the dew sparkled on the grass, the air was keen and sweet with the odours of the earth. A mile away the sea glowed blue as larkspur; and overhead innumerable birds gaily piped and twittered. But oh, the difference, the difference! His eyes could see no colour, his ears could hear no music. His brain felt as if it had been stretched and strained, like a thing of india-rubber; a lump ached in his throat; his heart was abject and sick with the suspense of waiting, with the futile questionings, the fears, suspicions, the dreading hopes, that had beset and tortured it throughout the night.


  “Will!” Johannah’s voice called behind him.


  He turned.


  “Thank God!” the words came without conscious volition on his part. “I thought I was never going to see you again.”


  “I have been waiting for you,” said she.


  She wore her garden-hat and her white frock; but her face was pale, and her eyes looked dark and anxious.


  He had taken her hand, and was clinging to it, pressing it, hard, so hard that it must have hurt her, in the violence of his emotion.


  “Oh, wait, Will, wait,” she said, trying to draw her hand away; and her eyes filled with sudden tears.


  He let go her hand, and looked into her tearful eyes, helpless, speechless, longing to speak, unable, in the confusion of his thoughts and feelings, to find a word.


  “I must tell you something, Will. Come with me somewhere—where we can be alone. I must tell you something.”


  She moved off, away from the house, he keeping beside her. 108 They passed out of the garden, into the deep shade of the park.


  “Do you remember,” she began, all at once, “do you remember what I said yesterday, about my motto? That my motto was ‘Be bold, be bold, and everywhere be bold’?”


  “Yes,” he said.


  “I am going to be very bold indeed now, Will. I am going to tell you something—something that will make you hate me perhaps—that will make you despise me perhaps.”


  “You could not possibly tell me anything that could make me hate you or despise you. But you must not tell me anything at all, unless it is something you are perfectly sure you will be happier for having told me.”


  “It is something I wish to tell you, something I must tell you,” said she. Then, after a little pause, “Oh, how shall I begin it?” But before he could have spoken, “Do you think that a woman—do you think that a girl, when she is very young, when she is very immature and impressionable, and very impulsive, and ignorant, and when she is alone in the world, without a father or mother—do you think that if she makes some terrible mistake, if she is terribly deceived, if somebody whom she believes to be good and noble and unhappy and misunderstood, somebody whom she—whom she loves—do you think that if she makes some terrible mistake—if she—if she—oh, my God!—if——” She held her breath for a second, then suddenly, “Can’t you understand what I mean?” she broke down in a sort of wail, and hid her face in her hands, and sobbed.


  Will stood beside her, holding his arms out towards her. “Johannah! Johannah!” was all he could say.


  She dropped her hands, and looked at him with great painful eyes. “Tell me—do you think that a woman can never be forgiven 109? Do you think that she is soiled, degraded, changed utterly? Do you think that when she—that when she did what she did—it was a sin, a crime, not only a terrible mistake, and that her whole nature is changed by it? Most people think so. They think that a mark has been left upon her, branded upon her; that she can never, never be the same again. Do you think so, Will? Oh, it is not true; I know it is not true. A woman can leave that mistake, that terror, that horror—she can leave it behind her as completely as she can leave any other dreadful thing. She can blot it out of her life, like a nightmare. She isn’t changed—she remains the same woman. She isn’t utterly changed, and soiled, and defiled. In her own conscience, no matter what other people think, she knows, she knows she isn’t. When she wakes up to find that the man she had believed in, the man she had loved, when she wakes up to find that he isn’t in any way what she had thought him, that he is base and evil and ignoble, and when all her love for him dies in horror and misery—oh, do you think that she must never, never, as long as she lives, hold up her head again, never be happy again, never love any one again? Look at me, Will. I am myself. I am what God made me. Do you think that I am utterly vile because—because——” But her voice failed again, and her eyes again filled with tears.


  “Oh, Johannah, don’t ask me what I think of you. I could not tell you what I think of you. You are as God made you. God never made—never made any one else so splendid.”


  And in a moment his arms were round her, and she was weeping her heart out on his shoulder.


  ·  ·


  110 The Ghost Bereft


  By E. Nesbit


  
    The poor ghost came through the wind and rain


    And passed down the old dear road again;

  


  
    Thin cowered the hedges, the tall trees swayed


    Like little children that shrink afraid.

  


  
    The wind was wild and the night was late


    When the poor ghost came to the garden gate;

  


  
    Dank were the flower-beds, heavy and wet,


    The weeds stood up where the rose was set.

  


  
    The wind was angry, the rain beat sore


    When the poor ghost came to its own house-door:

  


  
    “And shall I find her a-weeping still


    To think how alone I lie, and chill?

  


  
    “Or shall I find her happy and warm


    With her dear head laid on a new love’s arm?

  


  
    111 “Or shall I find she has learned to pine


    For another’s love and not for mine?

  


  
    “Whatever chance, I have this to my store—


    She is mine—my own for evermore.”

  


  
    So the poor ghost came through the wind and rain


    Till it reached the square bright window pane.

  


  
    “Oh! what is here in the room so bright—


    Roses and love and a hid delight?

  


  
    “What lurks in the silence that fills the room?


    A cypress wreath from a dead man’s tomb?

  


  
    “What wakes, what sleeps? Ah! can it be


    Her heart that is breaking—and not for me?”

  


  
    Then the poor ghost looked through the window pane,


    Though all the glass was wrinkled with rain.

  


  
    “Oh, there is light—at the feet and head


    Twelve tall tapers about the bed.

  


  
    “Oh, there are flowers, white flowers and rare,


    But not the garland a bride may wear.

  


  
    “Jasmine white, and a white, white rose—


    But its scent is gone where the lost dream goes.

  


  
    “Lilies laid on the straight white bier,


    But the room is empty—she is not here.

  


  
    112 “Her body lies here deserted, cold;


    And the body that loved it creeps in the mould.

  


  
    “Was there ever an hour when my love, set free,


    Would not have hastened and come to me?

  


  
    “Can the soul that loved mine long ago


    Be hence and away and I not know?

  


  
    “Oh, then, God’s judgment is on me sore


    For I have lost her for evermore!”

  


  
    And the poor ghost fared through the wind and the rain


    To its own appointed place again.

  


  * * * * *


  
    But up in Heaven, where memories cease


    Because the blessed have won to peace,

  


  
    One pale saint shivered, and closer wound


    The shining raiment that wrapped her round:

  


  
    “Oh glad is Heaven, and glad am I,


    Yet I fain would remember the days gone by:

  


  
    “The past is hid and I may not know—


    But I think there was sorrow long ago.

  


  
    “The sun of Heaven is warm and bright,


    But I think there is rain on the earth to-night:

  


  
    “O Christ, because of thine own sore pain,


    Help all poor souls in the wind and rain!”

  


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  113 Three Reflections


  By Stanley V. Makower


  I—The Actor


  The dominoes clattered upon the marble tables of the Café Royal, and the steady brilliance of the lights shed a glow over the cloud-girt goddesses that grinned and beckoned in bewildering deshabille from the ceiling. The long, gilded room was crowded with people and with the images of people reflected in its numerous glass panels.


  My companion and I sat without speaking, satisfied to rest; for the day had been tiring, and outside the wind was cold, and the rain had beat upon our faces like little cold pellets of lead.


  Directly behind us sat a young man who was swaying his body to and fro in so strange a manner that I shuddered, as if in a nightmare, when we are oppressed with the continuous fear that a calamity must happen … in a moment, … at this moment … now … and that calamity never happens. Finally the young man lay half across the velvet-cushioned seat, motionless. A glass of coffee stood before him on the table, untasted, with the spoon it.


  Suddenly the head waiter came up, shook him roughly by the shoulders, and said:


  114 “You mustn’t do that.”


  “Do what?” he asked, wearily.


  “Lie about the seats here,” replied the other gruffly, and he moved away, perplexed by the sobriety of the speaker’s voice, and the strangeness of his conduct. I heard the young man grumble something, and then he put his arms on the table, and his head fell into his hands. So he remained motionless throughout the evening, while the steam rose quickly from the coffee before him, almost as if it were in a hurry to leave the glass.


  Satisfied that this was not the moment for the arrival of the catastrophe with which the air seemed pregnant, I dismissed the young man from my thoughts with the meditation that he might either have shot himself, or had a death struggle with the head waiter, but that as he had done neither he was there, just as they so often are in nightmares, to put me off the scent. When you have dreamed much you become wary, and acquire skill in detecting the sham bogies with which a nightmare is peopled, until the figure-head appears, unmistakable, indomitable, malignant, insolent, because clothed with the irresistible power to terrify. You are swiftly conscious that this is the director and controller of catastrophes, and that the time for contemptuous ridicule and laughter is over. You break into a low propitiatory prayer. The figure raises a gigantic arm, … and then, if Heaven is merciful, you wake in a cold perspiration.


  The young man, then, was a sham bogey, and I looked round me to detect the figure-head among the assembled company.


  Opposite us sat a middle-aged man with a sandy moustache, who was eating ravenously, fiercely. He chased the pieces over his plate with his fork, and swallowed without masticating. Occasionally he glanced round, and pulled the salt or mustard towards his plate with a brusque, almost angry gesture. At the 115 table next to him sat an older man, with grey head and beard, and thick eyebrows under which were handsome grey eyes. He was glancing casually at a newspaper.


  I began to marvel at the contrast between the two men, to picture to myself a thousand scenes to illustrate the calm, placid temperament of the one, the nervous irritability of the other. I let the two figures wander down the vistas of my imagination, and stared blankly in front of me, till the whole scene of the crowded room with its glare of light faded away, and I saw the grey-headed man seated in an armchair in a comfortable, ugly house, telling a fairy tale to three or four little children, whose mother was knitting by the fireside. She was rather pretty, but very frail, and there were light silken curls over her pale forehead. And just when the grey-headed man had reached the climax of his story, I thought, Heaven knows why, that he stopped short, and fixed his eyes upon one of the children, and, amidst cries of “Go on, daddy, do go on,” said: “The good fairy never goes on telling stories to little boys whose finger-nails are dirty,” and I saw a little boy look sheepishly at his little hands; but before I could go on constructing my picture I was seized with a doubt as to what had made the grey-headed man suddenly so severe, and I came to the conclusion that it was probably because he did not know how the story ended that he suddenly noticed the little boy’s dirty finger-nails. And the thought of this amused me so much, that my fancy stopped, and I found myself looking again at the two men before me in the long, bright café, and the smoke of a cigarette, which the grey-headed man was smoking, floated under my nostrils, and the dominoes clattered again in various parts of the room, and I heard the babble of innumerable voices.


  By this time the nightmare had passed from me, and I felt much surprise and curiosity when I observed that the two men 116 were talking to each other. The grey-headed man was holding the newspaper a little way from him as he listened to the other, who, while diligently pursuing his food across his plate, threw out a sentence here and there with the same irregular brusquerie as he had displayed when he pulled the salt or mustard towards him. When he had ejaculated a few words he seemed to return to his food with greater voracity than ever, and cut it about savagely.


  “I never read a newspaper,” he said; it’s such a damn waste of time. One might be eating or drinking all the while.”


  The other murmured a feeble protest. He looked as if he were absolutely incapable of understanding that sort of man. His face expressed a disapproval which was at once polite, tolerant, and perplexed.


  “Waste of time,” repeated the fierce man; and then rather louder, “Waste, of time!” and he subsided into his plate, which clinked with the blows of his knife and fork. When he had swept it absolutely bare he threw them both into it, pushed it from him, and said: “The food’s beastly.”


  The old man smiled pleasantly.


  “You can get a good dinner at about two places in London, and I’m sick of both of them. Here it’s beastly, I tell you.”


  “Why come here?” asked the other mildly.


  “Why come here?” he retorted quickly. “Why? Ha! ha! Why, indeed! A very good question.”


  But he made no attempt to answer it.


  “You can’t get a decent La Rose here,” he went on, and there was an almost piteous ring in his voice. “Their wines taste as if they’d been bottled in a sewer. I had a wine last week at the Café Rouge. That was a queenly wine, sir, queenly,” he said, as if you could not find a more beautifully appropriate epithet. “I say it was queenly, and I think I know a good wine. I was 117 once wine-taster to our club, the Corsican, sir—and they had a devilish good cook, I may tell you. Well, sir, I tasted twenty-two glasses of champagne in the dark, and they didn’t stump me over a single vintage. What’s more, just before they turned up the gas Tommy Webster gave me a mixed glass, sir, and I told him the three different years of which it was made up,” and he thumped the table so that the plates and glasses jumped and shivered. Then he looked defiantly at his neighbour, who, somewhat confused, murmured: “Dear, dear, you surprise me.”


  “When I was acting in Hull, sir,” he went on, suddenly, “there was a devilish pretty girl in our company. Her name was Tremaine, sir—Kitty Tremaine. We used to act together twenty years ago.” He passed his hand over his face. “Do you know the Golden Mermaid?” he continued. “No, I suppose you don’t. It’s the oldest hotel in Hull. We all went there one summer afternoon after we’d given a morning performance of Hamlet, and in the garden of that hotel, sir, I drank the finest champagne I ever tasted in my life. We sat round a table under a large tree. We were all very tired. I had been playing Polonius, a Captain, and most of the Prince of Denmark; and Kitty Tremaine was Ophelia, sir. I’m spinning you no yarn. I remember how many of us there were; just eight. And the Queen kept on her stage dress, as it was cooler for her, and we had to play again in the evening. Ophelia had left some flowers in her hair, too,” and his voice grew thick with emotion.


  “Well, we drank four bottles of that champagne, sir,” he added, with the air of a man who has been led into a pleasing digression and returns to his subject with a wrench. “And in between the bottles we danced round the tree. We got a fiddler to fiddle for us, and we brought out the hostess, and we sang a chorus.”


  118 He was growing more and more excited, and, as he spoke, waved his arms in imitation of a dance.


  “And I made it up with the Queen, sir, over a glaas of that champagne. She said she knew I never meant badly all the time. No more I did. I never could see what there was against the Queen. And so we kissed while we were dancing and made friends, although in a couple of hours we had to begin quarrelling again to please the people. And when the others were tired I did my great speech at the end of the second act, and everybody clapped, and said I was sure to make a fortune. Sure to make a fortune,” he repeated, contemptuously, piteously, with a little laugh at himself.


  The grey-headed man sat listening now without venturing to interrupt the speaker with any remarks of his own.


  “What a beautiful Ophelia she was, sir. You never saw a finer arm. It reminded one of Siddons’. Only it was finer, sir, I say finer,” he went on, as if fearing a protest. “Ophelia, I did love you once,” he added, more calmly, as he made a mock gesture of devotion to his neighbour.


  “I always considered the conduct of the Prince most reprehensible. Perhaps you won’t believe me when I tell you that it was with great difficulty, very great difficulty, that I could ever be persuaded to act that part.”


  He pronounced the word “very” impressively, and as if it were spelt vai-ree.


  “You have no idea what unfeeling people managers are, and my nature has always been a sensitive one. Redmayne, our manager, was as cold as a stone, sir. No more humanity than a rock, sir, or—or the leg of this table,” he added, trying to enforce the truth of his statement by the use of an illustration close to hand from which the other could not escape.


  119 “I was nearly turned out of that company, sir, because I refused to spout some lines that were brutal, and that no gentleman could allow himself to use. I never could play a villain. It cut me to the quick, sir.”


  The actor was growing tired with his own loquacity, and the grey-headed man was drawing more and more into his shell. He was attempting, ineffectually, to slip the newspaper between himself and the speaker without attracting his notice. But every time that he made an advance of a few inches in lifting the paper from the table the other gave a fresh emphasis to what he was saying, and fixed the offender with his sharp, restless eyes.


  In the middle of a long speech about a play called “Vendetta,” in which he had acted the part of the King of Naples for fourteen hundred nights until he “really felt the part so much, sir, that it was a struggle for me to leave my palace on the stage, and climb up five flights of stairs to my humble lodging in the town—” He broke off abruptly, and then, waving his hand theatrically, began to declaim with an abundance of false emphasis:


  
    “Indeed this counsellor


    Is now most still, most secret, and most grave,


    Who always was a foolish prating knave.


    Come sir, to draw toward an end with you.”

  


  I had risen to go, but stood irresolutely watching the stagey magnificence of his address to the grey-headed man, and enjoying the grand ineptitude with which he delivered the last line, with its absurd pause on the word “end,” which he almost shouted across the table.


  He turned aside to wave his hand in parting salutation to the Queen, and closed the scene with the words “Good-night, mother,” in the accents of which lingered the tone of false tragedy 120 in which he had recited the lines. But before the last syllable had fallen from his lips a change came over his face, one of those changes that reveal the intrusion of an unexpected emotion into the mind of the speaker, an emotion that sweeps everything before it.


  The wave of the hand died away, and the arm fell a little helplessly to his side. All the fierceness fled from his face, and into his eyes came an almost despairing look mingled with one of fear, as if a shadow had suddenly risen by his side. With the articulation of those two words some undercurrent of his life rose to the top and drowned his self-assurance so that he sat there broken, transfigured, silent. And whereas before he had seemed only sordid, tawdry, fugitive, he was now exalted, inexplicable, eternal, touched to beauty by the stroke of humanity which had felled him.


  As we made our way to the street I could scarcely believe that this was the same man. Behind the seat which we had left sat the young man, motionless as before, with his head in his hands, conspicuous amid the bustle and movement that was round him. In the corner of the room two Spaniards were quarrelling over a game of chess.


  Who shall guess what chained the youth’s head to his hands? Shall a man presume to explain what made the Spaniards to quarrel, or why that garrulous actor was struck dumb? And how came it that for many days and nights I was haunted by this fragment of the actor’s rambling speech, “Ophelia had left some flowers in her hair too”?


  121 II—The Countess


  Do you know these moments? When you have come home from a dance, or a dinner, at some house where there have been crowds of people, and much talk and laughter and noise. You enter your solitary room and all is perfectly still and dark, and it seems to you that the rest of the world are moving, growing older, suffering the pain of life to eat them up slowly but surely. Men whom you have known as boys are grey-headed, and talk of their youth as a thing divine, lighted by the halo of a dead past. Women whom you have seen young and fair and merry are old and unlovely: the light of romance has died from their eyes, and their vanity sits upon their faces like a scar.


  It was at such a moment as this that I stood lost in a melancholy wonder with the match against the matchbox, hesitating to strike, reluctant to dissipate the sweet pain of the emotion by the flare of the tiny torch which should reveal with dim certainty the familiar objects in my sitting-room, when I heard a prolonged trumpeting sound from the floor below which it was impossible to mistake. For it was the sound of somebody blowing a nose.


  However disposed I might have been to ignore the origin of such a sound, to clothe it in a fancy more in accordance with the poetry of my mood, I was not permitted to indulge in any such alluring illusion, for the sound was twice reiterated, each time with growing emphasis and sonority, and with the irresistible conviction that it came from a nose, and a very powerful nose too, I lighted my candle, hurried into the next room and went to bed.


  The next morning being anxious to know who occupied the floor below I inquired of the servant, and was told that it was 122 “the Countess.” When I went on to ask what her name was my curiosity met with a check, for the girl answered, “Oh, she ’ave a lot of names she do,” which I took as a well-merited rebuke for the impertinence of the question.


  During the week, however, I learned two important facts. One was that the name of the Countess was Cunégonde de Blum de Cavagnac, by which she was addressed in full on the envelopes of all her letters, which sometimes lay on the hall table, sometimes on the top of a coal scuttle that had strayed into the staircase, and sometimes on a plaster statue of the Queen, which stands on a bracket on the first floor landing, and seems to me to look particularly peevish and ill-tempered whenever it is crowned with a letter addressed to the Countess. On most of the envelopes the name took up two lines, and I can only remember one in which the Cavagnac was included in the first line, and then it wriggled down the side in lame, helpless fashion.


  The other fact that I learned was that the Countess had large feet, for on coming home rather late one evening I passed her shoes which keep sentinel at her door, and observed that they gaped a good deal, and that they were larger than my own.


  Apart from the fact that she would blow her nose in an aggressive way, there was only one trick of the Countess which stirred in me a feeling of animosity. This was her habit of retiring punctually at eleven o’clock, and slamming her door violently and then locking it with as much noise as she could. This conduct seemed to me defiant, almost polemical. An ill-natured person might go further and stigmatise it as forward.


  But I had my revenge, for one evening at five minutes to eleven I went into my bedroom and slammed my door and locked it and unlocked it and relocked it some six or seven times, then waited breathlessly to see what she would do, and on the whole I 123 am disposed to look upon what followed as an apology. At a few minutes past eleven o’clock she retired, slamming her door rather less violently, I thought, than usual, and it was quite a quarter of an hour before the door was locked, and then it was locked very gently. On the other hand she must have blown her nose at least seven or eight times, for many times when I was just dropping to sleep I was awakened by the stern notes.


  The next evening, as I returned late, she had already retired, and finding a dead narcissus on the staircase I dropped it into the gulf of one of her shoes on my way to the top floor, hoping that she might look upon the offering as a sign of peace between us.


  At about this time I noticed that the servant began to allude very frequently, and always in a tone of irony, to the Countess, and from her manner I perceived that unless I myself were to invite her confidence, the day would come when she would no longer be able to contain herself, and a storm of communications would rain upon my head. Knowing from former experience of lodging-house servants that the storm, when it burst, would be a fierce one, I thought it wise to ask a few questions about the Countess before the store of the girl’s information should become too vast to be any longer contained.


  I was not mistaken in my surmise of the situation; for I had barely opened my mouth upon the subject when Sarah (for of course the servant’s name was Sarah) declared first that the Countess was a funny woman, and before I could remember any instances of wittiness in her conduct, that she was a beastly woman. She went on to explain, with masterly inconsequence, that she was very rich, a Roman Catholic, only ate bread and butter for dinner, and without a shadow of a doubt was wrong in her head. When I asked what led to her belief, she replied that 124 the Countess rose at unearthly hours in the morning to go and pray, and that she always insisted on having a jug of hot water before leaving the house; which of course necessitated Sarah’s rising at unearthly hours, though I should not think that it caused her to pray, to judge from the language in which she alluded to the matter when we were talking it over together.


  She admitted that the Countess gave heaps of money to the poor, but very rightly observed that before indulging in luxuries of this kind it was only a duty to “live decent yourself.” She said that she had no patience with such a woman, and at the same time gave me to understand that she was putting the Countess through a course of training by which she might with time acquire that virtue herself, for she made it a rule never to answer her bell until it had rung half-a-dozen times or more.


  This was information which I might have assumed from my own experience of Sarah’s character; so I hastened to lead her to a department of the matter which should be more fruitful of interest to me. I asked her whether the Countess was really a religious woman, and was told with many contemptuous comments that she mumbled and muttered about her room a great deal, and spent a great deal of her time with a certain Father Sebastian, also that she “made up something dreadful, which I’d be ashamed to do if I called myself a Christian.” The final taunt, for which I had been waiting, consisted in the remark that she was only a foreign woman after all, and what could you expect?


  I was glad of the enlightened view which I was thus enabled to take of the Countess, and after ascertaining that she might be fifty, but that she heaped such clouds of powder upon her face that it was impossible to tell what she really looked like, my curiosity was appeased, and I resolved to banish the Countess from my thoughts. Taking everything into consideration, I was glad that 125 it had not yet fallen to my lot to look upon her. I had come to regard her as one of the innumerable fragments of life with which our minds are peopled: she was a lodging-house myth, and I was not going to seek behind appearances for a meaning which might turn the myth into a mere sordid piece of actuality.


  While I was resting in the enjoyment of this belief, I had occasion to seek an interview with the landlady on the subject of my weekly bill, and in the course of conversation we chanced upon the topic of servants. To my surprise, for in my mind I had always bestowed upon Sarah the sole virtue of honesty, she informed me that the girl was a most unscrupulous liar, of whom she hoped very shortly to be rid. The statement troubled me, because my myth was in danger. What after all if the Countess Cunégonde de Blum de Cavagnac were really a perfectly ordinary intelligible person? What if the allegation that she made up was untrue? What if she really did pray earnestly and devoutly, and denied herself the bare necessities of life to benefit the poor? What if the time spent with Father Sebastian was all devoted to pious confession?


  No doubt I had wronged her, mentally only—but still….. Ought I not to have taken care to prevent my imagination running away with me? After all, could you not hear from her long imperious knock at the door that she belonged to an old and aristocratic French family? How could I have been so blind as to be misled by the chatter of a servant, whose honesty I was foolish enough never to suspect? But then, what if the landlady lied? That was also possible, and yet ….


  I was in an agony of suspense over the matter, when a new episode occurred. One evening there was much confusion on the floor below: the opening and shutting of innumerable doors, the sound of voices, and of hurrying footsteps. On inquiring the 126 cause of the disturbance the next morning, I was told that the Countess was taken ill, and Sarah added, by way of contemptuous explanation, that she had “under eaten herself.”


  I remained silent, not knowing how much to believe, and how much to disbelieve. “Cruel liar,” I thought to myself. “Perhaps the poor lady is dying, while you are rending her character,” and I felt half inclined to send in some jelly from Gunter’s with my compliments. But I refrained, thinking it wiser to allow events to shape themselves.


  On the third day after the Countess was taken ill, as I sat writing at my window one morning, a handsome phaeton and pair drove up our humble street and stopped at our door. It was driven by a tall, well-dressed man of about thirty, by whose side sat a pretty little girl of thirteen or fourteen.


  I heard the window below mine opened, and the gentleman who was driving shouted in a clear, pleasant voice, “Ça va mieux?” And then I heard the reply from below, “Mieux, merci,” and the window was closed again, and the phaeton drove off.


  “She does belong to an old and aristocratic French family,” I thought to myself, remorsefully, and I tried to remember some historical peg upon which to hang the Cavagnacs; but though I was quite certain I had come across the name in my journeys through the French historians, I could not place it, and sat wondering, cursing my own forgetfulness.


  The morning was fair and clear, and the sun shone peacefully upon the opposite houses, with their tufts of trees and shrubs beginning to sprout. But the dismal succession of five notes on a harmonium which had gone on droning ever since eight o’clock drew nearer, and I laid down my pen in despair to wait till the noise had passed. The fairness of the weather tempted me to open the window.


  127 I leaned out, and watched the characteristic movement of the street, the handful of tiny boys playing and squabbling among each other, the girl wandering about idly in the large garden opposite my window, now disappearing, now emerging from behind a screen of trees. Then my eye fell below upon the balcony beneath my window, and I saw a very strange sight.


  A lady with bare arms, and a loose black gauze thrown round her shoulders, was standing with her head bent forward and all her hair down. It hung in loose, damp strips from round a bald patch in the middle of her head, upon which it was my ill fortune to gaze. While she held the gauze across her shoulders with one hand, with the other she was frantically waving a bright scarlet Japanese fan backwards and forwards against her wet hair.


  The strangeness of the sight restored my temper, and I blessed the harmonium that had disturbed me in my work. Had it not been for those five dismal notes, I should never have opened the window, never have been permitted to enjoy the novelty of beholding my Cunégonde for the first time in so grotesque a situation. My wounded conscience was healed. I could now from personal observation take my own view of the Countess, and dispense with the second-hand versions of the landlady and Sarah.


  My first feelings were those of gratitude to the Countess for providing me with so unexpected an apparition. I then began to reason with myself as to what might be inferred from it. Obviously there was nothing abnormal in even a Countess washing her head and drying her hair in the sun, nor was it a very profound guide to her character.


  And then the complexity of my thought grew clear, and all my difficulties melted away as a breath from a glass. My landlady’s view and Sarah’s view were only charming irrelevancies, which 128 had momentarily obscured my view of the Countess as a lodging-house myth. The vision on the balcony restored my Cunégonde to the proper place in my mind. And I trust that no future view of her will ever again tempt me to build an incomplete whole out of a complete fragment, nor can any one persuade me that real people, and especially Countesses, ever dry their hair with Japanese fans upon balconies in the early morning of a fine spring day.


  III—The General

  (Dedicated to H——)


  How I first saw him it would be impossible to tell, because by this time he has become a sacred institution; nor is it possible to imagine a period of my life when the General did not exist.


  All the foundations of the Constitution might be done away, Empires might crumble, and Monarchs topple on their thrones, but so long as I was left in undisturbed possession of my General, I do sincerely believe that I should remain calm, because as I never read a newspaper, and have not gone out for the last ten years there is no reason to suppose that these events should come to my knowledge; and my friends have too much respect for my view of life ever to communicate to me news which I am bound to regard as irrelevant.


  When I say that I never read a newspaper, I am not speaking the truth, because I do read a newspaper every morning of my life; but it is always the same newspaper, and I never read more than half a column, and it is always the same half-column. I 129 have had that newspaper on my table ever since I took possession of my house, and it has turned to quite a rich yellow colour.


  Nothing has ever been written in a daily newspaper that was not written in another daily newspaper of an earlier date. Cards were invented to amuse a mad king, and newspapers to amuse his mad subjects, because no sane person can want to go on reading a daily record of the universal imbecilities of people in office and people just out of office, people married and people divorced, of performances that are going to take place and performances that have taken place, weather that was wet and is going to be fine.


  But I telescope from one digression into another, and so will seek to trace my way back through the half-column of the newspaper that I do read to the General who is a sacred institution.


  It is now many years since I lived in a lodging. My mode of life has changed. Fate has cast me into a house in the Cromwell Road, and I have become so incorporate with this house that it seems to me as if I had never lived anywhere else, and the experiences of my past life are no more to me than a string of pretty tales. I have developed a kind of long religion for myself within the walls of my house, and the General is a kind of high priest.


  Every morning, as soon as I have breakfasted, I read my little half-column earnestly, devoutly, and with afresh sense of gratitude. It is headed “Singular Affair in the Caucasus,” and is an account of a small Russian peasant woman who climbed upon the roof of a very tall church with three little children. When she had reached the highest part of the building, she proceeded to carefully undress each child in the full light of the sun, and threw them one by one on to the sharp spires that rose below her. Of course they were instantly killed, and when she had thus used all the pieces 130 in her game, she proceeded to undress herself, and then jumped after her children, and was killed too.


  With the exception of the heading, and the observation that there was a growing population of insane people in these districts who were constantly acting in this fashion, there is no further comment on the occurrence.


  To me this has always seemed the noblest conception of destruction that a human creature has ever devised, and the madness of this Russian peasant woman seems to have had something in it akin to the divine. Her selection of the church suggests that she carried out her intention with the earnestness and solemnity of purpose of one celebrating a religious rite. Her undressing her children and herself before dying, seems to me to have been a kind of symbolical renunciation of the things of the world. Then comes the violent, self-imposed destruction—death in an act of calm, deliberate revolt. All the tiny chains that hold man to life are flooded and wrecked by an ocean of desire for an annihilation of self. Could anything be nobler, simpler?


  To read this account, then, is one of the daily tasks of my life and to ponder and gather fresh truths from it. What has it to do with the General? Why, only this: that when I look up from my newspaper across the road, my eye always falls, and has fallen ever since I can remember, upon the bay window of a tall, grey, corner house, and more often than not, I have seen an old, white-haired, purple-faced man standing by a wire cage with a parrot in it, and fiercely stroking a long white moustache.


  As I have already said, I can remain perfectly calm under a change of Government, or a war in China, or a sensational murder outside the radius of the parish, but I confess that life would be robbed of one of its few attractions for me were that corner house to change hands. More than that, the alteration of a single piece 131 of furniture in his room would be sufficient to cause me serious discomfort.


  When I am in a depressed state of mind, I always begin to think what on earth I should do if, for instance, the parrot were to die. That the General should die, is, of course, a wild impossibility, which I have never seriously contemplated. But it might easily happen that the parrot should catch a chill, or, what is more likely, that a new servant should come and displace the furniture.


  Curiously enough, I have never seen a servant in the room during the whole course of my observation. In fact, the only woman who occasionally lightens the dingy, dusty-looking room with her presence is a relation of the General, a sallow-faced, tired-looking young woman of about thirty, who comes to stay with him from time to time for periods of a week.


  I believe she is his daughter, the only one of his children with whom he has not finally quarrelled, because, from a general impression which some years’ observation has enabled me to gather of the household, I am quite convinced that he had many children, and that he never could get on with any of them. Even the girl who takes pity on him now that he is old, though by no means infirm, as I shall soon show, must have married against his wishes, for she never comes with her husband, as you might expect, and she never stays for more than a week.


  The General stays all day in the front room, except when he eats, and then he retires to a room at the back of the house, where my eyes are prevented from following him.


  The General does read the newspaper, and a different one every morning, because he betrays emotions which vary according to the news. He sits at the back of the room in a large armchair, smoking and reading.


  132 Once I saw him crunch up the newspaper in a paroxysm of rage, and jump up out of his chair, knocking over a photograph on the table to my infinite distress, for, from my side of the way, I had studied that photograph for years, and it had become as much one of my household gods as I knew it was one of his.


  What it was that annoyed him I don’t know, but he strode about the room, and at last came to the window, and his eyes looked as if they would hop out of their sockets right over the way to where I sat in a condition of abject terror.


  He pulled his moustache so fiercely that any other moustache would have come off under the tension, and to my disordered imagination his moustache seemed to grow in length, so as to sweep two-thirds of the way round the bay window.


  Every now and then he cast a savage side-glance at the parrot, which was swinging impertinently within its cage and winking; yes, I declare that I saw it myself, winking at him.


  I saw his lips move quickly and both his arms wrathfully raised, and I shuddered and turned quite sick with fear. A mist came over my eyes. I could look no more: in another instant the cage would lie in twisted fragments on the floor and the bird’s brains would bespatter the ceiling….


  When I had recovered myself sufficiently to look again I found he was at the other end of the room, reverently setting the photograph in its old place upon the table, and spasmodically shaking his head, which glowed like a hot coal.


  Thank Heaven! the parrot was comfortably crawling up his cage upside down, and the photograph was intact, and so I could once more look upon the little picture which did not look larger than a five-shilling piece from my window. It was the half-length portrait of a young lady in evening dress, cut square, with a feather trimming running round the edge of the bodice, and she 133 had a fuzzy head of hair; to all of which details, though I suppose I must have guessed at them, I am ready to swear.


  Who the lady was of course I do not know, but that she was a person much adored by the General is obvious from his conduct on the occasion to which I have alluded, and she certainly was not in the least like the daughter whom he hated less cordially than his other children, and who came from time to time to stay with him.


  She looked a long-suffering young woman, and had a very hard time of it whenever she stayed with her father, because of his ungovernable temper. For instance, I would dimly discern the two figures seated at the back of the room, apparently engaged in conversation, when there would suddenly be an upheaval of the furniture, a tumultuous confusion, of which I was vaguely aware from my place of observation, and then the girl would wander away from him to the window and look out ruefully upon the row of dull grey houses opposite, with their uniform air of sordid respectability. She would stand and watch the people pass under the window, the carts and carriages roll by, and sometimes she would rub her finger upon the dust-covered glass and make patterns on it.


  But she was never allowed to indulge her resentment for long, for out of the darkness would emerge the prancing figure of the General, who would bear swiftly down upon her and re-open the argument until she fled into another part of the room.


  Not very long ago I observed with great anxiety that the General did not appear as usual in his sitting-room, and I had to content myself with watching the parrot, whose gymnastics and whose cold insolent yellow eye began to wear sadly upon my nerves. Evidently the General was in bed, and, curiously enough, his bedroom was not on the floor above his sitting-room, but at the top of his house.


  134 I have often fancied him climbing up, and puffing at each step, damning those infernal staircases, and asking questions which he did not intend to be answered, then mildly subsiding into a growl of “puffickly redicklerse.”


  Why he slept at the top of the house I cannot for the life of me imagine, and what he did with so large a house all by himself was another mystery. The drawing-room floor was shut up and the blinds all drawn, and so it has been ever since I can remember, so that the outside of the house presents a very strange appearance. There is the basement and ground-floor, in which is the sitting-room, with the parrot in the window, round which are tall, dirty, bedraggled muslin curtains; then comes the blind-drawn array of windows in the next three floors, that seem to shroud from my vision some ghost which the General has locked out of sight; and then, right at the top, comes an array of smaller windows, hung with little frilled curtains of spotted muslin that was once white, but has never been anything but a faint grey as far back as my memory will take me. These must be the windows of his bedroom, and I cannot help thinking that those intermediate floors were used in the time of his wife, and that they contained a nursery for the children, all of which are such disagreeable associations to the old man, that he shut up the whole three floors as soon as his wife had died, which I imagine to have been pretty soon; for I have never set eyes on her or on any young children, ever since I have lived in the opposite house.


  What the General was like when he was ill I shiver to think; how he must have heaved under the bed clothes in those waves of passion that came over him, how impatient he must have been, and how rude to the doctors.


  Not long ago he appeared in the sitting-room again, and I saw him go through a set of manœuvres all by himself one afternoon. 135 He marched up and down the room with a very warlike air and brandished a stick at the pictures and ornaments, which he was treating as a substitute for the regiments he had once commanded. All the time that he moved he was issuing orders, and his moustache grew more pointed as he roared out the words or command. At last he charged against the mantelpiece, broke a vase, the fragments of which he flung all over the room, and then sank exhausted into a chair.


  Even the parrot was frightened out of his customary insolence and folded himself into quite a small heap at the corner of the cage, and the General never moved for the rest of the afternoon. There he sat until the invading darkness of the winter day crept into the room, blotting the picture on the table from my sight, and wrapping the warrior in an impenetrable gloom. I suppose he imagined himself wounded in the battlefield, trampled to death by horses, with the noise of the cannon and the smell of powder all round him.


  The next day the sky went through every shade of grey from early morning to evening. The street looked so mournful that I had to read my half-column about the mad Russian peasant several times before I could make up my mind not to follow her example. Perhaps my chief reasons for refraining from doing so lay in the facts that I knew of no church that would be sufficiently high, that had I known of one I should never guess how to get to the top of it, that, to accomplish my purpose, I should have had to go out and so violate the fundamental dogma of my religion, and lastly, that I had no children to destroy.


  I looked over the way for consolation, looked to a quarter which has never disappointed me yet, and saw that the General and his daughter were moving restlessly about the room oppressed by the same sense of desolation as that from which I myself was suffering.


  136 The girl wandered to the window as usual, and began to play with the parrot. She took him out of the cage and he walked up her arm bobbing his head majestically at each step. A moment afterwards, the General also came to the window, and their lips moved in conversation while through the gathering darkness I saw the General scratch first the parrot’s head, and then his own in a soft, undecided way, that made me think that somehow he must have confused himself with the bird.


  A milk-boy ran along the street with a cart full of clattering cans, of which the dimly reflected image passed, like a film, across the pane of glass behind which the two figures stood playing near the cage. The General was engaging the parrot’s attention, and the girl was gazing again mournfully into the street, deprived of the distraction which, in an inspired moment of an afternoon spent in waiting wearily for tea-time, she had discovered in the caressing of the bird.


  Suddenly, just as the milk-boy echoed his dismal cry down the street, the General tossed the bird off his hand into the cage, shook the clenched fist of his other hand at it in his most violent manner, and stalked up and down in the full enjoyment of the greatest rage I had ever seen him indulge.


  What the bird had done to this other hand I cannot say, but he held it away from him suspended in the air, and through the fierce anger which burned in his eyes I fancied I read a look of inexpressible wonder at the enormity of the offence which the bird had committed. His daughter, meanwhile, hurried about the room in a flustered condition, and the General once more approached the window, and stroked his moustache with the hand which was still undesecrated. Nor could the maimed Nelson himself have put more grandeur into the gesture.


  We met the General at the window. At the window let us 137 take our leave of him, and if you are not satisfied after all that I have said that he is a General I may tell you that I do not think I only dreamed that one afternoon I saw the General ride off to a levée, his moustaches drooping nobly in two directions out of a hansom. He was dressed in a uniform the colour of which was scarcely to be distinguished from that of his face, and on his knees lay a magnificent black-plumed hat which was so high that, had he put it on his head, it must inevitably have stuck out at the top of the cab and looked ridiculous.


  ·  ·


  138 A Landscape


  By Alfred Thornton


  ·  ·
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  141 Marcel: An Hotel-Child


  By Lena Milman


  I


  Ihad arrived in Venice, after a long journey, and, with a confused impression of lapping water, of shimmering mosaic, and one, far more distinct, of discontent with the room allotted me, had gone early to bed. My window looked upon a court with a well in the middle, and, as I had feared, the drawing of water aroused me betimes, so that it was but seven o’clock when, exasperated by the rattle of the chain which seemed suddenly to have grown louder than ever, I got up and went to the window. The clatter was accounted for by the inadequate strength that drew the handle to and fro. Surrounded by a group of Venetian women, each with twin copper pails slung over her shoulder, a little boy, evidently a forestier, was pulling with might and main, his foot set against the side of the well, his lips tightly pressed together. One of the onlookers good-naturedly laid her brown hand over his little fair one as though to help him, but: “No, no,” he cried, “I can do it quite well myself,” and, although the words were strange to the listeners, the redoubled vigour of his attitude, and the little frown, just visible under the brim of his hat, showed him impatient of aid. It was a pretty scene, and I watched until 142 all the pails were filled, and the little lad could let go the handle which had left red traces upon his palm.


  Taking off his hat, he leaned for a moment against the wall, and I was conscious of an Englishman’s innate contempt for a picturesque boy, as I looked at the graceful little figure, whose lines even the loose sailor’s suit sufficed not altogether to disguise, and at the fair hair that waved upon the child’s forehead. Still there was no lack of manliness in the boy’s bearing, and he bounded into the house in a way which dispelled much of my prejudice.


  After breakfast, I took a book into the hotel-garden, and was fortunate enough to find one of the recesses overlooking the canal empty, so that, in the intervals of my desultory reading, I could look towards San Giorgio and watch the gondolas go by. The garden was full of roses—pink, and white, and yellow—and, twining in and out of the stone balustrade, they shed their petals into the water. There was just breeze enough stirring to make the gondolas at the traghetto sway gently, and to flutter the yellow hat-ribbons of two gondoliers whose craft lay just below me. There was something about that gondola which attracted attention. By the brilliant velvet carpet, by the embroidered flounces of the awning, it seemed to struggle against the sombreness of its body, and, feeling it to be as thoroughly “bad form” as a pink-lined brougham, I was glad to notice that the stars and stripes floated at the bows, and not my national ensign. Presently, at a cry of “Poppe!” from the hotel, the two gondoliers sprang up, and, deftly turning, brought their boat to the water-steps, where a gaily-attired lady, and a man, whose yachting-cap but ill became him, stood waiting. There was just the length of the boat between us, so that, as they took their seats, I could hear the man say hurriedly: “Don’t take the child to-day,” and the woman, 143 with a little pout, answer: “I had promised that he should come, but, if he bores you …” and, just then, my little friend of the morning appeared on the top step. He was evidently in the highest spirits, and I was amused to see that he wore the yellow scarf and sash of a gondolier. He had just leapt eagerly into the boat, when the lady said, in a high-pitched American voice: “We can’t take you to-day, Marcel; we shall not be back until too late, so you must stay and amuse yourself in the hotel.” I cannot bear to see a child disappointed, still less can I bear to see a child take disappointment meekly, as this child did. It is well for men, for women, to school themselves never to hope where they wish, but in children such power of self-repression argues a precocity of pain. Poor Marcel! I saw how his face fell, I even saw him glance ruefully down at the fluttering fringes of his sash, but all he did was to go silently up to his mother, stoop down to kiss her, and leap out of the boat again to watch it out of sight, with tears in his eyes. I detest hotel-children, but this one so attracted me, that, when at luncheon, I saw him preparing to eat a little lonely meal at the table next to mine, I invited him to sit with me, and even told him how sorry I had been for his disappointment.


  “I was sitting in the garden and saw the start,” I explained.


  “It was Monsieur’s fault,” said the child; “he is often like that. Mother always lets me go with her, but mother’s friends always want her all to themselves.”


  He spoke in a tone so matter-of-fact, that I thought that it must be forced and glanced uneasily at him, fearing lest I should discern some look of precocious sarcasm; but the child’s eyes were innocent of mirth, and all his attention seemed devoted to the tangled skein of macaroni before him, which he was endeavouring to wind into his mouth, Italian-fashion.


  144 “I see that you are quite an old Italian,” I said, pointing my fork at his plate. “I still chop my macaroni into inches, and even then I find it unmanageable.”


  “Mother and I have been in Europe ever since I can remember, but generally we are at Nice; it depends on mother’s friends. I like Venice, but I have no one to play with.”


  I wondered at this, for the hotel seemed swarming with English-speaking girls and boys. But my new friend gave me no time for thought, as, with a little sigh of relief expressive of difficulty overcome, he laid his fork down upon his empty plate, and, evidently glad of a listener, told me of the English tutor who had given him lessons at Nice, not only in Latin and Greek, but also in cricket; of how his mother sometimes talked of putting him to school in England; of how Baldassare, the gondolier, had begun to teach him to row; and he showed me a little white blister on the palm of his hand, which testified to his exertions of the day before.


  “Which way did you go?” I inquired.


  “Just beyond the Giudecca. But we couldn’t go far, as Monsieur wanted the gondola after dinner again.”


  “Is Monsieur a Frenchman?” I asked.


  “Yes,” was the laconic answer, from which I gathered that Marcel thought Monsieur unworthy of further remark.


  I had feared that, after luncheon, the child might hang heavy on hand, but, no! he said: “Thank you for letting me sit with you!” and disappeared by the lift.


  I was sitting smoking in the cabin-like hall, when, on an opposite sofa, I recognised a Mrs. Campbell, who had been my fellow-sojourner at Territet six months before, and crossed over to speak to her. Presently we were deep in memories of Geneva, which she interrupted to say: “I thought I saw you at luncheon with Marcel Van Lunn.”


  145 “I did not so much as know the child’s name, but I felt sorry for him, seeing him alone, and invited him to sit at my table. Who is he?”


  Mrs. Campbell desired nothing better than to impart information:


  “Poor child! I too am sorry for him. But, though I am often in the same hotel, I dare not take much notice of him, on account of his impossible mother. I have to be careful on account of Félise.” (This was Mrs. Campbell’s stolid daughter.)


  Before ten minutes were passed, I was fully informed as to Mrs. Van Lunn’s utter impossibility from the point of view of society. Monsieur—his name was Casimir Portel—was not her first travelling companion; others might succeed him. Worse still, such was her notoriety on the Riviera, that she was known as “Sally Lunn!” I cared not at all, as far as Mrs. Van Lunn was concerned, but, as I listened to the sordid story, I saw again the pathetic profile of Marcel, and felt gloomily conscious of my impotence to avert the misery which I saw threaten.


  That afternoon I wandered into the Piazza, and, as I sipped my coffee, espied at a table, not far off, Marcel, his mother, and Monsieur. The child seemed happy enough eating an ice, and, his back being turned to me, I had the better opportunity for studying his mother. She must have seen five-and-thirty summers, but, by much artifice, she had knocked off some ten of them to the superficial observer.


  “Pretty?” I hesitated ere I answered the self-imposed question. “Yes! decidedly pretty, but more remarkably well-dressed.” The face, framed in wavy bronze hair, was irregular, but the soft skin, the very red lips, and bright eyes, would doubtless have made most men forgive the little blunt nose and the square chin, which, to women, would have seemed the most remarkable features. 146 Monsieur was far less attractive. He was tilting his chair back, so that I had a full view of him, from his low-crowned sailor-hat to his high-heeled boots; and I noticed how he looked defiantly round, in a way which rather challenged attention from the passers-by to his fair companion than made it appear impertinent. He had small eyes and a mouth of almost African coarseness, which last he was at no pains to conceal, for, as he looked round at the company, he twisted first one side of his moustache and then the other.


  “Dépêche toi donc,” I heard him say to Marcel, who seemed trying to make the delight of the ice as lasting as possible, by consuming it in almost imperceptible mouthfuls. “Nous t’attendons déjà depuis une demi-heure,” and he rapped impatiently upon the tray for the waiter, who was just then giving me my change.


  During the next few days, my time was so taken up with sight-seeing, that I saw no more of Marcel, except at meals and from a distance. But, returning one day past San Moïse, I espied the painted chalice and waving red over the door, which announce Exposition. I am not a Catholic, but the Devotion of the Forty Hours so strongly appeals to me, that I pushed aside the buff curtain and went in. The church is architecturally one of the most contemptible in Venice, but riotous Rococo is admirably adapted for the display of festal crimson and gold, and that afternoon the impression was to me altogether delightful. The altar, agleam with lights, the faithful kneeling here and there in twos and threes or genuflecting as they passed to and fro, the silence within, made the more conspicuous by contrast with the noise of the calle without, the church, a palatial Presence-chamber, in which I gladly lingered. I was still standing just inside when, my eyes becoming more accustomed to the dim light, I recognised a little kneeling figure not far off as Marcel’s. I was surprised, I confess, 147 but the child’s praying made the place more solemn than ever. So solemn, indeed, that I felt an intruder, and slipped out into the air again. I was crossing the bridge, when I heard a light footfall and Marcel’s voice greeted me. I said nothing about having seen him in church, but he began of his own accord.


  “Don’t tell Monsieur that you saw me in San Moïse. I don’t mind mother’s knowing, but Monsieur is what they call a Liberal, and so he always laughs at me for going to church.”


  The sarcasm of the deduction was quite lost upon the child, and, since I was not acquainted with Monsieur, I explained that there was no fear of my telling tales.


  I intended going to Torcello next day, and it struck me that the child might enjoy a day on the lagoons, so I invited him to come too. He accepted at once, evidently in no fear that any one else should want his company. “May I bring my oar?” he asked. Any excuse for loitering on the lagoons being welcome, I gladly consented, and accordingly at eleven o’clock next morning, Marcel and I set off.


  He had put on his gondolier’s dress, and I thought that Mrs. Van Lunn, at her entresol window, looked quite proud of her son as he waved his hand to her.


  “This is Mr. Rivers,” shouted Marcel, rather to my confusion, but I took off my hat, the lady bowed graciously, and I felt that I had only myself to thank for the acquaintance of Mrs. Van Lunn.


  I am an old Venetian, but the delights of the place never pall, and now, as I lay back upon the cushions, the eager child’s face beside me was an added pleasure as he told me how often he had longed to go to Torcello, and how his mother’s dislike to long excursions (“They tire her so,” he explained), had always prevented his going.


  148 The contrast between sun and shade is never more marked than at Venice, when, from the gloom of narrow canals, the gondola shoots out on to the lagoon. That day there was not enough wind to ruffle the surface of the water, which was as smooth as the sky, so that the islands seemed hanging in mid-air, and the velvet folds of the distant Alps fell immediately into the sea. Fishing-boats with tawny sails floated by, bearing sacred symbols as in solemn procession; here and there in the shallows, brown-limbed boys waded after shell-fish.


  To my joy, my companion spoke but little until we neared San Francesco in Deserto, where I had planned lunching; with its associations, its stone-pine, its cypresses, its meadow, and its monastery, no island of the lagoons has for me a charm like this one, and, while the gondoliers were getting luncheon ready upon a daisy-strewn bank under the cypress shade, I took Marcel to see the cloisters and the chapel. The brother who admitted us was delighted with the child’s reverence and interest: “Cattolico!” he said; and I saw no reason to distress him by contradiction.


  As we ate our luncheon, I told Marcel the story of St. Francis’s famous sermon to the birds, and, appropriately enough, the larks sang over our heads, while the child, lying full length among the flowers, sought them in the blue.


  “Last time I listened to the larks,” he said, “I was in England. Mother had a little house near Ascot, and I never enjoyed myself so much, for I had her all to myself all day long. We did not know any of the people who lived round there.”


  He paused a moment, and then, as if impelled to speak of what had long been in his thoughts, he said, still looking up at the sky:


  “Why is it, I wonder, that Félise Campbell is no longer allowed to play with me? Mother says that it is because I’m an 149 American, and so Mrs. Campbell is afraid lest Félise should grow to talk like me. Mother says that I ought to be proud of being an American, and so I am; but I should like some one to play with all the same. Besides, I don’t think that mother can have guessed the right reason, for there were some very noisy American children in the hotel last week, and you must have seen Félise romping with them all day long. So what do you think is the real reason, Mr. Rivers?” and here the speaker rolled over on the grass and faced me.


  It was morally impossible for me tell the truth, it was mentally impossible for me to invent an answer then and there, while Marcel’s trusting blue eyes were fixed upon mine, so I evaded the question by throwing a stone into the water and saying:


  “Do let us talk of something more interesting than Mrs. Campbell’s reason or unreason. Tell me about your life at Ascot? Had you no friends of your own there?”


  “Yes! I had one great friend: Father Simeon. He is one of the fathers at the convent, which was the next house to ours; and I used to go to him every day for Latin. That was how I grew to wish to be a Catholic, for Father Simeon played the organ at Mass and Benediction, and he used often to let me sit up in the gallery with him. Mother had given permission for me to be ‘received’, when, one day, Monsieur came down and heard of it. He made a dreadful fuss, insisted upon my lessons being stopped, and, when Father Simeon called to inquire after me, treated him so rudely that he never came back. I think, though, that he wrote me a letter, for I noticed how Monsieur walked down the drive to meet the postman for some time after, until, one day, I saw him slip a letter into his pocket and, though I cannot be sure, I think that I recognised the convent note-paper. Soon after we left for Nice, and I went to mother and asked 150 whether I might write to Father Simeon. She said that I might do so, and undertook to post the letter herself. I only wrote a few lines to say how sorry I was not to see him again, and that I hoped that some day he would write to me; but, although I was careful to give him the address, he has never written, or, if he has, the letter must have been lost. When I am a man I shall be a Catholic and take mother to church with me. She will not need Monsieur for an escort then, will she? When shall I be old enough to take care of mother, Mr. Rivers? I was ten last birthday.”


  “Oh, you will want to be a good many years older and wiser!” I said; “and you must learn to take care of yourself first, and not come out for an excursion, as I see that you have done to-day, with no great-coat to put on when it turns chilly!”


  “May I row now?” asked Marcel, eagerly, as, from below the great cross at the landing-stage, we pushed off for Torcello, and, taking my consent for granted, he sprang up even as he spoke, and bade the gondolier take his oar out of the rest. The man was willing enough to sit idly down opposite me and watch his little substitute. We made the slower progress, and occasionally the child’s oar slipped; but he was skilful enough on the whole, and the rhythmic sway of the little figure, all within my line of sight, so soothed me, that I was between sleeping and waking, until roused by Marcel’s throwing himself panting down at my side. He looked very much over-heated, I thought, and I insisted upon his putting on one of the wraps which I had with me.


  “Monsieur is always so impatient when I row,” said Marcel, as soon as he had recovered his breath. “I have no sooner got into the swing than he bids me stop.”


  “Perhaps he is more careful of you than I have been!” I suggested.


  151 But “Oh, no! It’s not that!” was the answer in tones so positive as to admit of no contradiction.


  Presently the child went on: “Sometimes I think that the reason people don’t care about me has to do with Monsieur. I remember that when mother and I were together at Nice last year, people were very kind to me, until Monsieur arrived, but after that I had no more invitations, and some even pretended not to see me when they met me in the street. I shouldn’t have minded so much for myself, but I could see that mother noticed it. Oh! how I wish I were a man!”


  It was but a few days later that I received news recalling me to England, and I was quite touched at the regret Marcel expressed. I gathered from the poor child that henceforward he would have once more to choose between solitude and making an unwelcome third with his mother and Monsieur, of whom the latter was at no pains to conceal his impatience of Marcel’s company even at meals. The child begged me to let him come to see me off, and, on the way to the station, asked me for my card, and whether he might write to me. I had grown really fond of him, and gladly consented.


  “We are going south in the spring,” he said, as he stood on the platform, “but I will send you our address. Do go on being my friend, Mr. Rivers!”


  That was the last sentence I heard as the train moved off, and I had no time to reply.


  II


  On my return to England, I did not forget to write to Marcel, but before hearing from him in answer, I unexpectedly succeeded, by the death of a distant relation, to a small estate in the West 152 Indies, and was obliged to go out there without delay. I was abroad for over twelve months, during which time I had but little leisure and a sharp attack of fever, which two circumstances, combined with the lack of a fixed address, led me to postpone writing to my little friend. When at length I returned home, I felt rather remorseful at finding among the letters awaiting me two or three directed in a childish hand, which I recognised as Marcel’s. They were as little informing as children’s letters are wont to be, and the last one bearing a date some six months old expressed disappointment at my long silence, and gave me an address which would find the writer but for the next few weeks. The time had so long passed by, that it had been unavailing for me to write, and I felt regretfully how likely it was that I should never see Marcel again.


  The following spring, however, I set off as usual for Italy, and one wet day at Naples, was idly turning over the leaves of the hotel visitors’ book, when, among recent entries, I read the following:


  
    Mrs. Hyman F. Van Lunn,


    Marcel Van Lunn, U.S.A.

  


  I was standing in the bureau of the hotel at the time, so I inquired of the clerk whether he knew what had been the Van Lunns’ destination. At first it seemed as though the man had no recollection of them at all. Certainly no address had been left for possible letters, but the landlord, happening to come in and overhearing my inquiries, reminded the clerk of Marcel, of whom he spoke as “le petit du numéro soixante-dix qui jouait toujours de la mandoline tout seul dans sa chambre.” So I learned that Mrs. Van Lunn and her son had spent a fortnight at Naples, and had then gone by steamer to Palermo. I hardly know how much a wish to see Marcel had to do with it, but I fancy that the child must 153 have excited more interest in me than I admitted to myself; for certainly a languid wish to see Sicily suddenly toughened to a determination. The rain had ceased, and the Mediterranean glittered alluringly in the pale afternoon sun. There seemed nothing to detain me in Naples. A steamer was to start that very evening, and, taking a berth, I started for Palermo. There is practically but one hotel, so I was not surprised to read Marcel’s name on the register as, among a crowd of other travellers, I stood awaiting the landlord’s pleasure in the hall; nor did I fail to notice that, whereas Mrs. Van Lunn had a suite au premier, the number of her son’s room was in three figures.


  I had half expected to see him at luncheon-time, but not doing so, I made my way to his room, which was in the same passage as mine, but on the opposite side. As I drew near the door, I heard the tremolo of a mandoline within. It was Marcel, and he was singing “Carmela” in such Neapolitan as he could command:


  
    Sleep on, Carmela!


    Sweeter far than living ’tis to dream.

  


  I knocked; the singer stopped and came to open. I received a warm welcome.


  “I was afraid that I should never see you again, Mr. Rivers,” said Marcel, as, his hand on my arm, he led me to a chair next the window; “and, ever since I said good-bye at Venice, I seem to have been collecting things to tell you! You must have heard me singing ‘Carmela.’ Don’t you remember how they used to sing it on the Grand Canal that year? But I had no mandoline then. Mrs. Campbell gave it to me when she left. She told me that Félise could make nothing of it! You never had much opinion of Félise, had you, Mr. Rivers?” and Marcel, laughing 154 merrily at my gesture expressive of the weariness with which the very mention of Félise filled me, at once changed the subject to one more interesting.


  “Have you been to Monreale yet, Mr. Rivers? I have only been once. Mother let me sit on the box the first time she drove out there.” (From this I judged that Mrs. Van Lunn was not alone at Palermo!) “May I go there with you? The terrace is full of flowers now, and the custode will let us lunch there. I have never forgotten our luncheon on that island,” and so saying, he pointed to a photograph of San Francesco in Deserto, which was pinned to the wall.


  It saddened me, as I looked round, to see evidences of this being the poor child’s living-room as well as bedroom. A folding music-desk stood in one corner, while the dressing-table was littered with books and papers. The window looked into the garden, thickly planted with fantastic tropical plants, one great date-palm growing so near that one could all but touch the spiky leaves.


  “I think that your room is too near the garden to be quite healthy,” I remarked. “What does your mother say about it?”


  “Mother finds the stairs tiring, and she is afraid of lifts,” said the child, colouring. “She has never been up here; her rooms are nearly as far from mine as you remember they were at Venice. I have often asked Salvatore, our courier, to take a room for me close to hers, but he never does.”


  Spite of the schoolboy’s jacket and trousers which replaced the sailor-suit, Marcel looked little less of a child than he had done at Venice; but I was glad to notice that his head was now quite on a level with my shoulder, and so his fragile appearance might merely result from his having outgrown his strength.


  155 I asked him to come out with me and show me my way about the town, which he eagerly consented to do.


  So it was that, for the next fortnight I saw a great deal of Marcel, and even exchanged a few words with his mother, and a cold bow or two with Monsieur, who, in a suit of tight white flannels, lolled about the hall. My first impression of Marcel, as singularly little changed in the last two years, was much modified. He had grown more serious, and now never referred to his dislike to Monsieur, although I could see that it had in no wise lessened. His eagerness for information showed me that his neglected education was a grief to him, and I had soon made up my mind that, before again bidding him good-bye, I would overcome my reluctance to seek an interview, and approach his mother upon the subject of sending her son to school. Marcel’s resolve of being a Catholic was as strong as ever, and the devotion which he paid at the Lady-altar of any church we happened to enter especially struck me. Poor child! It was as though he had a conviction (never confessed even to himself) that he needed a woman’s love, such as his own mother refused him, and sought and found it in the Divine Mother of God. Would not a sexless Protestantism have left his childish heart uncomforted? In his room I noticed a little figure of the blue-robed Immacolata on her crescent, and I wondered whether the day would come when he would know how unfitted was the portrait of his mother to stand beside it.


  One day Marcel told me what he considered delightful tidings. Monsieur was going away on business to Naples, while his mother stayed on at Palermo. This being so, I felt that Marcel stood in no need of my company, and I decided to seize the opportunity of making a tour of the island, returning to Palermo in a fortnight’s time, and postponing until then the interview with Mrs. Van Lunn on her son’s behalf. Marcel was so elated at Monsieur’s 156 departure that he hardly expressed regret at mine, since I promised to return so soon. He would like to write to me though, he said, but, as I was travelling chiefly by sea, I could only give him the name of the hotel at Taormina, at which I intended spending the last few days of my fortnight.


  Marcel was usually so methodical that I wondered at finding no letter awaiting me, nor did I receive any during my four days’ sojourn at Taormina. Again, at the station at Palermo, there was no Marcel, although at parting he had eagerly volunteered to meet me, and although I had not failed to send a post-card giving the time of my arrival. Could it be that Mrs. Van Lunn had already gone? I inquired of the landlord as soon as I reached the hotel. “He is here!” was the answer, “he has been ill ever since you went away,” and I noticed how Signor Tiziano lowered his voice as a group of visitors went by.


  “But what is the matter?” I asked impatiently.


  “Oh, a feverish attack; but I must beg of you, sir, to say nothing about it. It will do me so much harm if it is known that there is any sickness in the house. But here comes the English doctor!”


  I gladly left Signor Tiziano’s side to inquire of the doctor after his little patient.


  He looked very grave. “It’s a serious case,” he said, as I followed him out of the hotel; “Malarial fever, caught from sleeping in one of the rooms looking on the garden. At this season they are most unhealthy, but Tiziano always gives them when no particular inquiries are made, as seems to have been the case in this instance. The child seems strangely lacking in recuperative force, but to-day there is a decided improvement. He has often asked for you, but, as I hope he may sleep, I must beg of you to wait until to-morrow to see him. Can you tell me, by 157 the way, whether the child is a Catholic? The mother denies it, but certainly, in his delirium, he would constantly repeat passages of the Rosary.”


  I gave what information I could about Marcel’s religion. “He is far too much alone,” I added, “his is not a morbid temperament though a sensitive one, but his life has been too empty of the amusements natural to his age.”


  At ten o’clock next morning the doctor knocked at my door: “Will you come to see the child now?” he said; and I followed him.


  I was prepared for a great change in Marcel, but not for so great a one as I found. His curls had been shorn, so that the little thin face was outlined sharply upon the pillow. Too weak to greet me except by a little smile, I noticed how the hand that lay upon the sheet moved restlessly, and I took hold of it to find the fingers scarcely able to return the slightest pressure.


  I sat down beside him. “I am so grieved to find you like this,” I said; “now, I shall not leave you until you have grown quite strong again.” The room struck me as sadder than sick rooms are wont to be. All Marcel’s little belongings were heaped together in one corner, and covered with a sheet, through which I could trace the gourd-like outline of his mandoline. The photographs and music had been stripped from the walls, and all that was left was the crucifix over his head, from behind which a plaited palm, which he had jealously guarded, had been ruthlessly torn. On the table beside him, among an array of medicine bottles, soared the Immacolata. His mother’s portrait lay on the bed within reach of his hand. The palm-leaves without, swayed by the sirocco, seemed to wave menaces. I sat there for some time stroking the hand that lay so passively in mine, and 158 was glad to see that, far from exciting, my presence seemed to soothe the invalid, so that he soon fell asleep. I was so afraid of moving, lest I should awake him, that I did not get up when Mrs. Van Lunn came in. Apparently, she had come on my account rather than her child’s, for, almost without glancing at him, she handed me a visiting-card, on which I read the words: “Will you come to see me this afternoon? Room 15.” It was no time for ceremony so I merely bowed my head in assent, and she hurried away.


  Directly after luncheon, I bade a waiter announce me to Mrs. Van Lunn, whom, to my surprise, I found in a room encumbered with luggage. She wasted a little time in preliminary apologies for the untidiness of her salon, and then said that she ventured to ask me to do her a service, which she had the less hesitation in asking, as she had noticed the kind interest which I took in Marcel, of whom she spoke as her “dear child.”


  Shortly, apart from many specious excuses, she proposed leaving her only child, whom she knew to be, at least, seriously ill, in the care of a stranger. She had received a telegram, she said, summoning her to Naples on business, and go she must, by the evening steamer. She had observed my kind feeling for Marcel, and she hoped that, if I were staying on at Palermo, I would look in occasionally, and see that he was receiving proper attention. She said that the child was so fond of me that she felt quite happy about leaving him, and she had left a cheque with Signor Tiziano.


  I was so amazed at the woman’s effrontery that I found myself stammering consent in disjointed sentences, and not doing what, all the while, I felt to be my duty, namely, to urge her to delay her start at least for a few days, lest the sorrow for her departure 159 should throw the child back again. I made the litter of packing in the room an excuse for hastily taking my leave, merely begging her not to omit to assure Marcel that I would stay with him until she returned, which she said she would certainly do within a week or two.


  I happened to be sitting, writing on my knee beside Marcel’s bed, when his mother came to tell him she was going away, but:


  “Do not let me disturb you,” she said, “I can only stay a minute.”


  I could see by the way his countenance changed that her travelling dress had partly prepared Marcel for the announcement she came to make. She leant over to kiss him, “Marcel,” she said, “I am obliged to go away for a few days; mind that you do all that Mr. Rivers bids you, and next week I shall hope to find you almost yourself again. The doctor tells me that you are getting on famously.”


  Marcel would have suffered anything at his mother’s hands without a murmur, and, though I saw his lips tremble, he merely whispered:


  “Good-bye, mother!” and Mrs. Van Lunn’s red lips brushed her son’s forehead, her tightly gloved hand was laid but for a moment in mine, before, with a tinkle of the little gold lucky-bell at her wrist, she went her way. I sat down to my writing again, and, when next I looked up, Marcel’s eyes were brimming.


  “Be a good, brave boy!” I said, laying my hand on his, which were tightly clasped together, and he smiled through his tears as he said: “After all it is Monsieur’s fault, mother did not want to leave me.”


  Next morning I inquired anxiously of the nursing-sister how he had slept, and was relieved at her fairly good report. Once, 160 indeed she told me that he had started from his pillow crying: “I hate him, I hate him,” and the words were so unlike her gentle little patient that she had feared a return of fever, but none such had ensued. I knew only too well to whom these words referred, and I knew too that this hatred had been begotten of love, as such hates are.


  The convalescence was so slow that the doctor recommended a move to the sunny side of the house. Signor Tiziano was loth to allow it. He said that if it once got about that there was sickness in the house, his season was spoilt; but I insisted, and at last he consented on condition that the move was made under his personal supervision and after dark. Accordingly the room was made ready and, at dead of night, Signor Tiziano in his stockinged feet held the light before me as I carried Marcel through the passages. Spite of the many blankets in which he was wrapped, I was quite shocked at the lightness of my burden. As events proved, we were only too successful in effecting the change noiselessly.


  The child’s strength was gradually returning, and he had even walked twice up and down the room supporting himself by chairs and tables, when one day I looked into his room on my way out. The sister with her finger on her lip, pointed to where the little invalid lay calmly asleep upon a sofa. Softly I closed the door behind me, but hardly had I done so, when it appears that the sister thought of something she required from the chemist’s, and, running after me, stopped me a few minutes in the hall. What happened in the interval I learned later!


  The room next to Marcel’s had been empty some days, but, as I had passed down the passage, I had noticed a portmanteau at the door and had recognised the initials as belonging to an English family called Ford, whom I had known slightly at 161 Geneva and whom I had grown to know better during my stay at Palermo. Mrs. Ford told me how that morning she and her sister (not knowing that Marcel was next door) fell to discussing Mrs. Vann Lunn, whom they had seen and observed at Nice.


  “I could forgive her anything save her neglect of that dear child,” said Mrs. Ford; “he is in the hotel now, ill with fever, from which a little care would have preserved him, while she has gone to amuse herself at Naples.”


  While she was speaking, she heard a soft knock, and almost before she had had time to answer, the door was pushed open with a jerk, and Marcel, supporting himself by the handle, stood before her. Wasted with illness, a feverish flush upon his cheek, he exclaimed: “It is not true! Indeed, indeed, it is not true. Mother stayed here until the doctor said I was nearly all right again, and she did not want to go. It was Monsieur who made her, and she is ever so fond of me and ever so kind, and I love her more than …” the poor child’s voice failed and Mrs. Ford caught him as he fell. Marcel had fainted.


  The nurse came along the passage just then, and met the two terrified ladies carrying the boy back to his room. It was some time ere he recovered consciousness, and, even before the doctor came, I knew the truth: this last effort had overtaxed his feeble stock of strength—he was dying.


  I lost no time in telegraphing for his mother and I told Marcel that I had done so, for, although giving no hope of his recovery, the Doctor said that he might last a week.


  Poor child! he seemed clinging to life, and the way in which he eagerly looked towards the door when any one came in or even when there were footsteps in the passage, told me for whose coming he chiefly longed. What could I do? Mrs. Van Lunn 162 was possibly hurrying to him, possibly she had gone on beyond Naples and the telegram had not reached her (I have an Englishman’s distrust of foreign posts). So I thought as I stood beside the bedside, grieving that, though Marcel looked the more piteous when I left him, I was powerless to give him his heart’s desire. Suddenly my eye fell upon the Immacolata, who was the more conspicuous that, since the child was beyond human aid, there was little need of medicine bottles. Marcel’s own mother had failed him, what of letting him draw nearer to the Mother of God? I laid the blue and white statuette upon the sheet before him and whispered, using the idiom which I knew to be familiar to him, “Would it be any comfort to you if I went to San Giuseppe’s, and asked the priest to ‘receive’ you?”


  We had forbidden him to speak and he was very docile, so he merely bowed his head in assent, while an expression of real delight came over the wan little face. I told the nursing-sister in a few words what I intended to do, and she was quite overcome with joy. It had been such a grief to her, she said, when she heard that the child was only at heart a Catholic, and therefore would be denied the last sacraments.


  It was still so early that I met the priest in the church, preceded by a tiny server about to celebrate Mass. I formed his congregation in a side-chapel, and followed him into the sacristy, where my Italian but just sufficed to tell him what I needed. I explained how Marcel had been instructed two years ago, had constantly attended Mass and read the books given him by Father Simeon. I told him, too, that the child understood a fair amount of Latin. I was not personally attracted by the good Father. He was evidently of the peasant class and totally uneducated in all but theology. For a moment, my heretic blood rebelled 163 against the idea of the gross, unkempt man having any dealings with the pure little body and soul of Marcel. But, as I talked, a light of real enthusiasm lit up the coarsely-moulded face, so that I lost sight of the man in the priest, and eagerly accepted his offer of coming there and then.


  The ceremony was a short one, merely conditional Baptism, and the expression of peace on the little convert’s face more than repaid me for the responsibility which I had taken. He was sinking. There was no doubt of that, and it pained me to see how, even now, his eyes were constantly fixed upon the door. Evidently the hope of seeing his mother had not quite died out. The end came even sooner than we had feared. Three days after his “reception” I was sitting beside him, when I saw his lips move and bent down to listen:


  “Tell her that I forgive …” But the effort to speak even so few words brought on so alarming an attack of faintness that I sent for the priest, who hastened to administer Extreme Unction. The nursing-sister and I were quite overcome with grief, but there was little suffering. Only a few moments of gasping for breath, the hands let go their hold of the Immacolata, a look of almost rapture was in his eyes as a little sobbing cry of “Mother!” burst from him, and so startled me that I, too, turned and looked towards the door, expecting to see that Mrs. Van Lunn had indeed come. But, no! and, when again I looked at the little figure in the bed, I saw that all was over.


  Was it a vision of the blue-robed, star-crowned Madonna that he had so greeted, or one of Mrs. Van Lunn, in her Doucet travelling suit, as he had seen her last, as he had so longed to see her again?


  * * * * * *


  It was about six months after this that, one day in Paris, my 164 eye, catching sight of a familiar name among the society paragraphs in Galignani, I read the following announcement:


  Wedding.—At the American Church of the Ascension, on Thursday, the 10th inst., Lillie, widow of Hyman F. Van Lunn, of Kansas, U.S.A., was married to M. Casimir Portel, of the Villa Paradis, Nice.


  So Mrs. Van Lunn was rangée. The obstacle had been removed.


  ·  ·


  165 To Rollo


  Untimely Taken


  By Kenneth Grahame


  
    Puppy, yours a pleasant grave,


    Where the seeding grasses wave!


    Now on frolic morns the kitten


    Over you, once scratched and bitten—


    Still forgiving!—plays alone.


    You, who planted many a bone,


    Planted now yourself, repose,


    Tranquil tail, incurious nose!


    Chased no more, the indifferent bee


    Drones a sun-steeped elegy.


    Puppy, where long grasses wave.


    Surely yours a pleasant grave!

  


  
    “Whom the gods love”—was this why,


    Rollo, you must early die?


    Cheerless lay the realms of night—


    Now your small unconquered sprite


    (Still familiar, as with us)


    Bites the ears of Cerberus:


    166 Chases Pluto, Lord of Hell,


    Round the fields of asphodel:


    Sinks to sleep at last, supine


    On the lap of Proserpine!


    While your earthly part shall pass,


    Puppy, into flowers and grass!

  


  ·  ·


  167 The Restless River†


  By Evelyn Sharp


  ·  ·


  188 The Muslin Dress


  By Mabel Dearmer


  ·  ·
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  191 The Ûnka


  By Frank Athelstane Swettenham, C.M.G.


  The other day I had to move from the house where I have lived for the last seven years, and in the consequent upheaval of accumulated rubbish—specially letters, papers, and books—I found a note, or, to speak accurately, two notes written on one sheet of paper, which brought vividly to my recollection an incident that occurred while I was living with one of the writers, Captain Innes of the Corps of Royal Engineers.


  Innes and I had taken a house in Penang and had just moved into it. The house stood at the junction of two roads, it was surrounded by a large but neglected garden, and the place altogether resembled an Eastern Castle Rack-rent, an appearance partly due to the fact that it had not been occupied for some time. The garden was a veritable jungle; but the house was large and roomy, approached by a rather imposing flight of steps which led into a great marble-paved hall, lighted by long narrow windows, glazed with small panes of glass. It was principally on this account that we named our new habitation the Baronial Hall.


  I remember that the stables contained but three stalls, to accommodate Innes’s one horse and my three ponies. I thought I might claim two of the stalls, but Innes’s horsekeeper, a Sinhalese, in whom his master had more confidence than I had, insisted that 192 his horse was of a very superior breed, and must have one stall to stand in and another to sleep in, so I accepted the position and sent two of my ponies to live elsewhere. I cannot say that I felt all the compassion called for by the circumstances when, one night, some weeks later, as I was dressing for dinner, I heard a peculiar noise in the direction of the stable, and, looking out, I saw in the bright moonlight the Sinhalese, face-downwards, on the sand of the open space before the stable, while my pony, a not too good-tempered beast at any time, was apparently eating him and enjoying the process.


  When we had rescued the horsekeeper and sent him to the hospital (where he remained a considerable time, and from which he returned happily drunk), I pointed out to his master that, if the wise old man understood the horse in his care, he was less well informed about the habits of my pony.


  This incident, and the fact that Innes planted what should have been the lawn with guinea-grass, the favourite food of his too-pampered charger, are the only facts of any importance that I can remember, till the coming of the ûnka.


  Ûnka is the Malay name for the tail-less monkey called by Europeans a Wah-Wah. I do not know where that name originated, but the creature makes a noise like the soft and plaintive repetition of a sound, that can be fairly put into letters thus—Wu’, Wu’. When several ûnka get together in the jungle, in the early morning, they will sit in a high tree, in a circle, round one of their number, who pipes and sings and finally screams a solo of many variations, through which runs the simple motif, and, at a certain point, the others all join in, calling in loud and rapid tones—WU’ WU’ Wu’ Wu’ Wu’ Wu’; the first two or three cries delivered shrilly and slowly, the others tumbling on each others’ heels. And then da capo, until the sun gets too hot, or they 193 quarrel, or become too hungry or thirsty to go on; I cannot say for certain, for though I have watched and listened to the concert for a long time, I had not patience to wait till the end.


  The ûnka is either black or fawn-coloured, he has extraordinarily long and strong arms and legs, a face of never-changing sadness, which may on occasion turn to an evil expression of vice and fury; but, in the main, the ûnka is a gentle and docile creature, easily tamed, and his only amusements seem to be, to swing himself with great leaps along a bar, to sing the Wu’ Wu’ song, or to sit in deep meditation, with his toes turned in, his head between his knees, and both hands clasped on the nape of his neck.


  I was much shocked, one day, when I saw two small ûnka living in a tree in front of the house of a Malay headman. There was nothing very strange in the fact that these creatures should have been where they were, but, what was unusual to me, was to find that each was wearing a dress of cotton print, one blue and the other pink, with their heads appearing from the neck, their hands from the sleeves, and their legs—well, that was the worst of it, they were hanging by their feet, and I went away. As a rule, as I have already mentioned, they hang by their arms, but, then, with the exception of these orphans, I had never seen any ûnka in print gowns. It only shows how unwise it is to try and clothe all nationalities in the garments of Western civilisation.


  Again, I remember an ûnka I used to know very well. He was a dissipated creature, and lived in a box on the top of a pole. There was a hole in a corner of the box, and into this used to be fixed a corked bottle of whisky and water, which gave the ûnka a good deal of trouble to pull out, but, once fairly in his hands, he made short work of the extraction of the cork and the consumption of the contents.


  194 Then he used to be told to come down, and, when be reached the ground, he would turn a succession of somersaults with a grace and agility that would have made a London street-arab green with envy. But I confess it was the last act of the performance that I most enjoyed; it was called “the bath.” An old kerosene tin, one side of which had been cut away, was filled with water and the bath was placed on the ground in a suitable spot. As soon as it was ready, the ûnka, who had watched the preparations with careful interest, walked slowly up to the bath (by the way, they walk on their hind legs usually, and drink from their hands), and, standing at one end of the tin, gripped the sides of the bath, at a convenient distance, with both hands and then slowly, very, very slowly, went head foremost into the water, turning, as he did so, a complete somersault, his dripping woebegone face appearing gradually from out the water, as he arranged himself to sit comfortably, with his back against the end of the tin and his arms hanging over the sides, exactly as a human being might sit in a bath. The ûnka would recline thus, for about half a minute, looking the picture of extreme suffering and silent protest against the unfeeling laughter of the spectators. Then he suddenly jumped up, and springing with both feet on to the edge of the tin, gave a violent backward kick, that sent the water streaming down the hill and the bath rolling after it.


  According to Perak tradition, the ûnka and another species of Simian, called siâmang, rather blacker and more diabolical looking than the ûnka, but otherwise not easily to be distinguished from the latter, lived originally in mutual enjoyment of the Perak jungles. Individuals of the two species quarrelled about precedence at a Court Ball, or a State Concert, probably the latter; the quarrel was espoused with great bitterness by all the ûnka and 195 all the siâmang, and, when the other denizens of the forest were worried beyond endurance, by the constant bickerings, murders, and retaliations of these creatures, an edict was issued by which all the ûnka were compelled, for all time, to live on the right of the Perak River and the siâmang on the left—neither being allowed to cross the river.


  A friend of mine who lived on the right bank of the river and wished to test the truth of this legend, made pets of a very small siâmang and a rather large ûnka, for whom places were laid and chairs put at every meal. They were not confined in any way and their manners were indifferent, for, though they were served with every course at each meal, they seemed to take an impish delight in pulling the dishes out of the hands of the servants who passed within their reach.


  As my friend was writing one day at a large round table, on which a number of official letters were lying awaiting his signature, I saw the siâmang climb, slowly and without attracting attention, on to the table, where, for a time, he sat without stirring, regarding my friend with earnest and sorrowful eyes. Then, by degrees, he gradually edged himself towards the inkstand, and, when quite close to it, dipped his hand into the pot and carefully wiped his inky fingers in a sort of monkey-signature on each of the beautifully prepared official despatches. When, at last, my friend discovered what the siâmang had done, and made as though to catch and punish his tormentor, the small imp disappeared over the side of the table, making piteous little cries, and the ûnka, who had been watching the proceedings through the window, came in and hurried his companion on to the roof, where they always retired to concoct some new outrage.


  In spite of these signs of original sin, the ûnka, concerning which I have made these casual references, were, on the whole, 196 of amiable dispositions. My own experience was, alas! to be with one of a different type.


  A Governor whose term of office was up, had arranged with a Malay Sultan to send him two ûnka, to take to England, but, at the moment of his departure, as they had not then arrived, he asked me to take charge of them and forward them to London.


  I consented, and, one morning a Malay appeared with a letter, and told me that the ûnka had been landed from the vessel in which he had brought them from a northern State, and were at my disposal. I was busy, and told the messenger to take them to the Baronial Hall. As he was leaving, the man said I should find that the smaller of the two had lost his arm at the elbow, an accident which had occurred on the voyage, for the cages had been placed within reach of each other, and the larger monkey who, as the man remarked, was rather wicked, had induced his small companion to shake hands with him, and then abused his confidence by twisting his arm off at the elbow.


  When I got home in the evening I found the small ûnka looking very sick, and he died the next day; but his murderer was a very fine specimen of the fawn-coloured ûnka, about two feet high as he sat on the ground, with an expression of countenance that I did not altogether like. However, he was allowed a certain length of cord, and lived in the coach-house, where I often went to see and feed him, and he received my advances, apparently, in good part. One day, however, he escaped, and I had to call in the services of two time-expired Indian convicts to catch him. The servants declined to have anything to do with him, and said he was very wicked and tried to bite them, even when they gave him food, so I determined to put him back in his cage. I anticipated no difficulty, but, as he hesitated to go in, 197 though everything had been done to make his cage look attractive, I put my hand on his back and applied a very gentle pressure. In an instant he turned round and bit me badly, in return for which I gave him a good beating and determined I would not trouble about him any more. I gave up my visits to him, but, whenever he saw me at any distance, even if it were through the Venetians of a window, he would turn his back on me, seize one leg with both hands and, looking through his legs, make horrible faces in a way that I thought very rude and ungrateful.


  After a fortnight he got away again. I felt it was more than likely that the servants had connived at his escape, and I was inclined to say with Mr. Briggs, “Thank God, he’s gone at last.”


  I said that the Baronial Hall stood in the angle of two wide and much frequented roads. The front road boarded a picturesque bay of the sea, but, behind the house, was a large cocoanut plantation, and here the ûnka took up his quarters and lived for six months or more. Once, when I returned to the house after a week’s absence, I found a crowd of half-caste boys throwing stones at the ûnka, who sat at the top of a cocoanut-tree and regarded them with far from friendly eyes. I sent the boys away, but I realised that the owner of the plantation might object to the ûnka, as he was probably doing, making free with the fruit of this grove.


  I saw no more of my charge, and left Penang on a political mission to Perak, where I remained some time.


  Landing, on my return, I went to the quarters of a friend who was the head of the Police Force, and he told me, amongst other news, that, only an hour before my arrival, some Eurasian boys had brought to him the ûnka, dead, and tied on a stick, saying that he had attacked them, and bitten one of their number very 198 badly in the hand, and they had been compelled in self-defence to kill him. Henry Plunket (the Superintendent of Police) said that this was evidently not the whole truth of what had occurred, but the injured boy talked of claiming compensation from me, though, no doubt, the ûnka had been made the victim of a combined attack. Bearing in mind what I had seen myself, some months before, I thought that was extremely probable, and, having inspected the body, a piteous object tied to a long stick by the ankles, while the arms had been pulled as far as possible above the head, and there fastened round the stick by the wrists, I went home, Plunket undertaking to get the ûnka stuffed in an attitude of deep humility, with his formidable teeth carefully concealed.


  Early the next morning a servant told me that two Eurasians wanted to see me. I told him to ask them in, and a boy and a man made their appearance. The boy’s hand was in a sling, but otherwise he seemed well enough.


  I said, “What can I do for you?”


  The boy replied, “Your monkey has bitten me.”


  I remarked, “And you have killed the monkey.”


  There was a brief silence and I said, “Tell me how it happened.”


  “I was going home from school,” said the boy, “walking along the high road in front of this house, when the monkey, who was sitting up in a cocoanut tree, caught sight of me and came down and bit me.”


  “What were you doing?” I asked.


  “Nothing.”


  “How did the monkey get into the road?”


  “He climbed through the hedge.”


  “Were you the only person on the road?”


  “Oh, no; there were many others.”


  199 “Then why did he attack you?”


  No answer.


  “Is that all you have to say about it?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then I wish you good-morning.”


  Here the man broke in with, “What are you going to give the boy?”


  To which I replied, “Nothing, in the face of such a story as that. But what have you to do with it?”


  “I have come as the boy’s friend,” he said, “and if you don’t pay him compensation, he will sue you for damages.”


  “He must do what he thinks best,” I said, “but I would advise him to prepare a more probable story than that he has just told me. Monkeys do not come down from the tops of cocoanut trees to bite inoffensive little boys who are walking on the high road.”


  Seeing there was nothing more to be got out of me my visitors departed, and I, forgetting the unspoken dislike of the ûnka for myself, mourned his loss, and felt satisfied he had been done to death by the boys of the neighbourhood.


  At that time the judge of the Small Cause Court was a magistrate who had had a great deal of Indian experience before coming to Penang, and, a few days after my interview with the boy, this official called at my office, and said: “I want to have a few minutes conversation with you about a matter that concerns you personally.”


  I said, “Pray, sit down. I suppose the boy who was bitten by the monkey has been to you?”


  “He has,” said the magistrate, “and he wishes to summons you for damages.”


  “He is quite at liberty to do so,” I said, “but I can’t imagine 200 any one placing any credence in the cock-and-bull story about the monkey coming down out of the tree, and attacking him as he passed on the high road.”


  “Oh, but I assure you,” said the man learned in the law, “that is not at all an improbable story. I knew a road in the Province so infested by monkeys that they used to come out of the jungle and snatch the baskets of fruit out of the hands of people going to market. No woman could pass there alone, and the men used to go in parties for mutual protection.”


  “Of course, if you know that,” I said, without betraying the thoughts that were in me, “I have nothing more to say, but I have heard the details of what really occurred from an unbiassed spectator, whom I can produce as a witness, and the boy’s story is very far from the truth.”


  “Then what is the true account?” said the magistrate, “for I shall not issue a summons without good cause shown.”


  “I am told,” I said, “that this boy and another were playing in the cocoanut plantation, behind my house (not their plantation, by the way, they were trespassers), and the monkey was sitting in a high cocoanut tree hard by, watching the boys and thinking about nothing at all. The boys, as boys will, began to quarrel, and from abuse they soon came to blows. Now,” I said, “when the monkey saw that he came down the tree.”


  “Ah! he came down the tree,” broke in my friend.


  “Yes,” I said, “the man who saw it all says he came down the tree, but the boys continued to fight and took no notice of him. Then the monkey, who was a particularly intelligent beast and had lived with respectable people, felt he ought to interfere, because he knew it was wrong of boys to fight, and had seen them beaten for doing it. He, poor thing, could not speak to them, but he walked up, waving his hands like this”—here I suited the action 201 to the word—“as though he would say, ‘Stop! you must not fight any more.’”


  “What!” interrupted the magistrate, “he went like this!” as he repeated my action.


  “Yes,” I said, “so I am told by the man who saw it all. The monkey went close up to them in his anxiety, and then either the boys misunderstood him or, what seems more likely, they were really bad boys, and disliked the monkey’s interference, for one of them, the boy who has been injured, slapped the monkey in the face.”


  “Slapped him in the face?”


  “Yes,” I said, “so the man says who told me the story. And then what could you expect? The monkey, finding his good intentions misinterpreted and himself made the subject of a cowardly assault, bit his assailant—bit him badly in the hand.”


  “Ah! he bit him in the hand?”


  “Yes. And one must make some excuses for him,” I said, “because, after all, one ought not to expect too much from a monkey.”


  “That,” said my friend, as he got up and took his hat, “is an entirely different account to the one I heard, and I wish you good-morning.”


  “Of course, of course,” I said, as I shook hands with him, “I thought you would like to know the facts.” And, as I closed the door and resumed my seat, I fell a-musing on the curious ways of the ûnka, and the advantages to be gained by a long experience of monkeys.


  For months I heard nothing more about the boy and his complaint, but some one told me that, when he went again to my experienced friend, he had been driven from the presence with what is called “a flea in his ear.”


  202 Without my realising that the change meant anything to me, a new judge of the Small Cause Court arrived from England about this time, and replaced the Indian officer. The new comer, of course, knew nothing about monkeys, and when, just as I was starting on another expedition to the Malay States, I was served with a summons claiming damages for the injury done to Master Fernandez by a dangerous beast described as my property, I could only ask Innes to put the case in the hands of Counsel, and trust to my advocate’s skill and the harmless, even pitiful appearance of the stuffed ûnka, whose counterfeit presentment I suggested should be produced in Court, as a last resort.


  My journeyings took me finally to Singapore, where I told this veracious story, and consulted both the Chief Justice and Attorney-General, who assured me that I had no legal responsibility in the matter; indeed, I did not quite understand how the complainant was going to prove that he had been bitten by my ûnka at all, or that I could be said to own, or keep, a creature that for six months had lived by his wits, in a neighbouring plantation. However, it is the unexpected which happens, and I tried to bear the news with fortitude when I received from Innes the following letter and its enclosure. I never quite made out what became of the stuffed ûnka, but I suppose he is preserved with the records of the case in the archives of the Penang Court.


  
    “Penang.

    “23rd September, 18—.


    “My dear Swettenham,


    “You will gather from the enclosure that the monkey case has gone against us; I’m awfully sorry, and did my best in the matter, I assure you. The Judge counselled a compromise after hearing Plaintiff’s case and Bond’s reply, and I thought it safest to take the hint. Bond, as you see, handsomely declines any fee. I have thanked 203 him on your behalf for his exertions and settled the bill, the amount whereof we can adjust with other matters. I confess I couldn’t follow the Judge’s train of thought, for the story didn’t seem to me to tell well in the witness box.


    “Yours truly,

    “W. Innes.”

  


  
    “18th September, 18—.


    “My dear Innes,


    “As Swettenham’s case was compromised at the suggestion of the Judge, I don’t intend to make any charge against him for the little I did, so all he will have to pay will be $22.95 costs and damages.


    “Yours sincerely,

    “I. S. Bond.”

  


  There must have been something peculiarly malignant about this ûnka; the slightest connection with him proved fatal to so many people. The Sultan who gave him is dead, and the Governor who never received him; the Chief Justice and the Attorney-General who took a friendly interest in him; the magistrate who had such an experience of all his kind; the Counsel who defended him; my friend who supported him; and—I had almost forgotten—the man who really saw what happened to him. It is almost like the tale of the House that Jack built—a glorified Eastern version.


  ·  ·


  204 A Little Holiday


  By Oswald Sickert


  Roy had twice stayed with us in London during the vacation; but since our days at Cambridge most of his time had been spent in Paris, and I had never been to his home till that spring.


  I had eagerly looked forward to the visit, for not only should I enjoy Roy’s company uninterruptedly for eight whole days, but I should at last meet his sister. And looking forward with curiosity and excitement to the sunny prospect, I had only seen on the clear horizon one little cloud—a certain fear I had of Roy’s uncle. This uncle had lived with them even before the father’s death, and had since acted as guardian to the two children, for their mother, his sister, was an invalid. He used to come up to Cambridge to see Roy, so I had met him frequently. I took a great fancy to him from the first, and he had my unbounded respect; he was the ideal of steadfastness and honour and clear judgment. But I always experienced in his presence the same feeling—a feeling which no difference of age could explain. I was before him a person of no weight, of no principles, a butterfly character—he would have passed me on one side if I had not been Roy’s friend. I felt just the same when I saw him after an interval of three years, although in between he had warmly praised my verses and had gone out of his way to write me from 205 time to time matters of encouragement. I was flattered that he should choose to keep up an unflagging correspondence—for though our letters did not pass at frequent intervals, they gave me a pleasant impression of continuity, showing that the silence of a month or two in no way weakened the thread of interest that had been spun between us. Our letters sometimes touched upon certain points in the working of the department which I had entered; but they were chiefly concerned with the writing of verses, and on the evening of my arrival I was emboldened, in the hope of assuring the ground beneath my feet, to ask him whether he did not think my last disquisition priggish, conceited, over-ignorant, slight. No, he did not think so at all; in fact, he had waited for my arrival in order to discuss the question more fully. And all the while I was talking of my own subject—something I could do and he couldn’t, something he thought worth doing, my work, hard work—I yet felt a humbug. I felt so with a few other men, one or two even of my own age; but I did not like any of them so much as Roy’s uncle. He was not sixty, a small man with one shoulder bigger than the other, almost a hump-back, and his red hair was turning grey.


  I wondered whether he approved of Roy’s great affection for me; I used even to think sometimes that he looked upon me as an adventurer, and then, in no spirit, I am sure, of pitting myself against my dear Roy, I would argue the point. Roy, it was true, was of an old family; he was rich (I had no idea they were so well off—it was a beautiful house). But there was nothing I could gain from him, and, as far as a career went, I was a good way ahead of him, for he had only just finished three years of study in a Paris studio.


  Even if my uncomfortable sensation were pure fancy, even if he did really think there was a firm foundation in me, still I 206 thought there must be some reason for my imagination to play me such tricks, and I could not discover it. Moreover, I was sure he liked me; he was more than polite, he made much of me; and every now and then we came very close to each other. He must have seen, too, how sincerely I reverenced him.


  Roy’s sister was enchanting—not quite so pretty as Roy. She was just seventeen. Roy told me she had a deep admiration for me, not only because I was his friend, but because she had heard I was very clever. For the first day or two this admiration stood in our way. Conversation with me was an honour which made her proud, a privilege not to be abused. The eight years which divided us were to her the whole difference between a grown man in the world and a child. She had been educated at home, and had seen very few people. But after a time our intercourse grew easier. No attempt of mine could have shaken the faith she had in my opinions. I was a genius: that was the point from which she started. Under the light she shed upon me, I was scrupulously careful of everything I said, everything I thought; I never felt so tender of any one. The touching faith and respect of the girl cast a spell over my stay with Roy, a penetrating softness.


  Insincerity would have been impossible, as well as immoral, in the face of so much enthusiasm and trust, so I was most happy when we talked of men I wholly admired. I was safe when we were capping each other’s praises of Shelley or Jane Austen; I was safe when I tried to make her share my love of Wordsworth. But it was more difficult when she started an admiration in which I could not join. She had learned from her uncle to love Ruskin, and one day, when we were walking up and down the garden alone, she asked me about him. I answered that I did not think I understood him properly—at least, I did not see his teaching as 207 a whole; in the end he might well turn out to be right, but just now I did not see him quite. She was swerving round already, and when she wanted me to explain why I did not like him, I suggested we should talk about him in the evening when her uncle was with us; he knew much more about Ruskin than I did—he was sure to be right. But this modesty on my part only made her look upon my objections to Ruskin, whatever they might be, as certainly superior to any other opinions that could be held of him. I was peculiarly careful, when the time came, not to put my case, if I could help it, but to make the discussion as much as possible an exposition of Ruskin by her uncle. This was difficult, because he always deferred to me on questions of art, and Roy, who entirely agreed with me, let me do all the talking. And during our conversation that evening I experienced more acutely than ever the uneasy sensation of unworthiness, and all the time I was asking myself why I should feel a humbug. Were not plenty of men, men who knew, who knew better than Roy’s uncle, convinced that Ruskin was mistaken about the points we were discussing? And was not I speaking as little as possible, softening everything down, and agreeing with humility wherever he let me? And I had read a great deal of Ruskin at one time, and my objections were of respectably long standing. I felt, too, all the more uncomfortable, because here I sat, extremely against my wish, helplessly seducing the niece he loved so from her pious opinions, the opinions she had learnt from him. I could not help it; she was quite on my side, although I had tried not to take a side, and she disliked Ruskin more than I did.


  I can hardly explain how much our conversations about Mill meant to me; they were the best of all. When she first mentioned him I did little more than respect her sacred admiration, so natural to a girl of her age; but gradually I was caught too. We 208 talked of him a great deal, more than of any one; with Shelley he was her chief hero. Mill had been one of the keenest admirations of my boyhood, and boyhood’s opinions are far off at twenty-five. The men of my age were inclined to be condescending to Mill: our idea of a State had outgrown the limits of Liberty; his political economy—the whole science, indeed—was rather in disgrace, his Logic was perhaps amusing to read, but the style was stilted, and we had got far beyond his essays on religion, in fact, we were coming round the other side; and as I had no occasion to re-read any of his books, I acquiesced. I certainly should have shrunk from the notion of putting such a man in my thoughts near Flaubert or Tolstoy, for instance. But when we began to talk of his autobiography, I saw once more in its entirety the enthralling power the man had in my boyhood, the honesty that was almost lyrical, the sane and delicate intelligence, the peculiar love of truth, which would make him in all times, however far the world might progress, an ideal and adorable figure. I loved him once more, and it was heaven to follow her lead, and get back in all sincerity with the girl to this old enthusiasm, forgotten, slighted, while I was following in the train of superior art.


  Once when we two were talking of Shelley—Mill’s poet—Roy interrupted after a remark of hers:


  “Why, Beatrice, I never knew you were so fond of reading.”


  “What else is there to be fond of?” she answered; and I too could think of nothing else at the moment.


  On the second Sunday we had tea in the summer-house, and we meant to enjoy ourselves especially, because it was my last day. Beatrice had brought out paper and pencils, and we were going to write verses, or play on paper in any way we liked. At first we all played together, her jolly brother, my good friend, sitting opposite his sister and me. We fooled with writing in 209 various pretty ways suited to the pretty girl, the summer-house, our high spirits. The more we wrote, the higher our spirits rose, till at last we were floating in a summery ether of butterflies and flowers and breezes, high above everyday prose, in a charmed world of fancy. I had never known the pen a magician’s rod of this power. We made verses together, writing each a line and passing the paper round. Beatrice appeared in a light which plainly surprised her brother. Her imagination, her spirituality, burst into radiant life. Her strokes were by far the most brilliant, some of her lines were beautiful. A half-realised thought came into my head that of her own self such brilliant fancies would never have been called to her mind and her fingers, that it was our presence which made it possible for her—nay, that it was her neighbour; and so in the delicious atmosphere I felt that her inventions, though they often outstripped mine, were yet mine too.


  We had made many such verses, and, as an empty sheet lay before me, a new idea struck me, and asking, “Who is this by?” I began to make up a line; but at the fifth word she had guessed. When it came to Roy’s turn, and he was just writing the first word very large, that we might read it upside down, she stretched out her hand across the table and laid it on his paper, and, fearing lest she should not guess sooner than I, said without looking at me:


  “But you must write very slowly and stop after each word!”


  And that made me feel still happier in my neighbour; happy, too, that she only withdrew her hand a little way in her unfair rivalry, half-conscious surely that it would divide the attention of my eyes. At the third round she wrote two lines to make us laugh, not for the guessing, for the Chaucer could not be hid even in the first two words of her couplet; and laugh we did to see 210 Chaucer writing of that “Jewe abhominable” (Roy had dared a Heine verse, and we had talked of Heine in the morning, but Beatrice knew nothing of him herself). Roy cried out on “potence,” it was not a Chaucer word. And that correction was the first sign of a change; for soon it came that he had slipped out of our game and only laughed with us, and then he pushed back his chair and began to draw us, and he almost faded from my mind, and the game lay between us two.


  She followed where I led, and I started prose, beginning recklessly anyhow, without sense, not even imitating any one, but for the pleasure of the pompous words:


  “Beneath him lay the valley of content, seawards bared by the salt wind, its few shorn trees scorched and bent inland, but upstream increasing in fulness until they thickened to the joyous orchard”—any large-mouthed nonsense that came into my head, And she followed, for now we had a whole sheet before us and two pencils, and she wrote on her side and I on mine. The thing began aimlessly, but sense came into it as we went on, and such an idyll grew up as has never been written, so full and free. At first there was much joking and many grotesque digressions compelling laughter; here and there, like notes passed by boys in class, there would come expostulations, enclosed in brackets—on her side.


  “(A moment ago we were standing on the old mill bridge, watching the red cider-apples circling in the eddies and trying to break away down stream. How did we get to the top of this hill from which you see the minarets of the Golden City glittering in the morning sky?)”


  “(Not the Golden City. I was thinking of the Crystal Palace from Campden Hill, where I went to school; but we’ll come down again.)”


  211 But soon the laughter passed out. Our two wits, sharpened to the keenest edge by the strange rivalry, were yet by this rivalry converging to meet. Only at the points where the love story grew too intense, the one of us whose turn it was would rest, prolonging the joy, putting off the inevitable meaning with some sentence of wayward description; but even these interludes, and especially such as she wrote, bore a treasonable reflection of things which were around us; and into the valley of our fancy there grew the lilacs which looked in at the summer-house, the wooden paling in front of the orchard, the sheep on the distant Surrey Hills.


  She wrote the girl and I the man, and we kept to our proper spheres, until, as the love scene came to rapture, at the height of daring, the man said to the girl:


  “And would you love me if I were a beggar?” For though we were writing of to-day, the man had still upon him something of the heroic glory in an old tale. We were beyond all bounds, and had been caught up to a perilous height; we were alone, and she had loved to make the man a wonder of manhood in her maiden’s eyes. But, even as I set down the question, I felt somewhere that it was a final madness to come to so close an inversion; it was leaping with eyes wilfully shut from a dizzy precipice. On her column she wrote:


  “The girl raised her eyes to her fairy prince, that he might read there that she gave him what no riches can buy.”


  She turned her fearless eyes to me, and the first glance from them swept me down horribly to the world. What had I been doing? how could anything so irrevocable have happened? Deadness came over me and dragged me down, down. I never felt so completely on the earth, so immovably, hopelessly everyday. What would else have been a discomfort, or frightening even, was 212 now almost a relief—or at any rate I had reached the bottom—her uncle stood between us, and his presence did not surprise me. We had not heard his coming. His face was expressionless, his eyes were fixed on the paper before us. My hand almost moved forward to cover it; but she made no attempt at hiding, so I too kept still. Roy laughed in his jolly fashion, and cried out from his sudden proximity:


  “Stop there, uncle, I’ll put you in too!”


  The sheet was laden with love, I knew, and as my once more greyly critical eye caught a hateful sentence here and there, I would have hidden it from him, if only for vanity. However I did not fancy he was paying much attention to what was written, but was thinking: here is the adventurer doing what I feared most; winning the love of my little Beatrice, hardly past her childhood, the heiress—and under pretence of art. I was so hideously aware that I had never meant that, that I did not love her, or want to pretend I did, that I was not so base as he must think, and he stood so long without moving, that I murmured:


  “We were only joking,” conscious, when the words had passed my lips, that they were despicable and the very bottom of cowardice, without knowing why. He had put his arm on his niece’s shoulder, and I knew she was leaning her head on his coat. He left us, he had not noticed me, and went over to Roy and looked at his drawing; I felt that his going to Roy and looking at the sketch had some connection with the reproachful disaster. I began:


  “Surely your uncle is not really angry with us——” and then I went to the end of what I had started to say—“he must have seen we were only joking,” as if I were repeating words learned by rote; for when our eyes met once more, I saw she had not realised; and she did not know why I should be repeating the 213 meaningless excuse I had given her uncle. And then—and then—Oh, I had not yet reached the worst, for she smiled and put out her hand as if to lay it on my arm, to comfort me in my evident distress; it was her first impulse, it was all she thought of. I appealed to myself in dull agony, how was it possible I could resist that movement, why couldn’t I at any rate pretend to love such a person, and leave it to time to make the pretence a reality? Or rather, what did I matter here at all? But I was lead. She rose from the table, and just then Roy came up to us and showed us his drawings, and we walked back to the house, her brother talking between us. She was silent and oppressed, her thoughts were turned inwards: the puzzle now began to weigh on her, she had started to question and solve it. She advanced us by a few steps as we neared the house, and I could think of nothing, only my spirit was straining forward to the girl’s figure in front. I was dragging after her on my knees through the abject dust, and in my head the despairing excuse, a nightmare repetition, “we were only joking, we were only joking.”


  Roy was the sole cheerful one at dinner, and he and his uncle talked much as usual. Every now and again I felt Beatrice’s eyes fixed on me. After dinner she went up to see her mother. Roy and I sat on, talking, and two hours later the door opened and let in a flood of light from the hall into our dark room, and Beatrice stood there. She did not come in, but said good-night, and hesitated a moment in the light, with one hand still resting on the door post and the other holding the handle; and then she turned, and the door closed us into darkness again. Then another thing was revealed to me: I knew that even when she realised fully, no shadow of blame for me would cross her mind.


  Next morning Roy and I carried out the cherished plan we 214 had made with so much pleasure long ago. We were to be at Mr. Gow’s soon after sunrise, to breakfast there and feel the “nec requies” as the farm bestirred itself for another week’s work, and thus warmed and elated ramble some six or seven miles to a railway station. I talked and simulated sympathy while my head was full of something else, and so these last morning hours of my visit served chiefly to assure me that my closest friend was now to be counted among those with whom I could not deal simply. It was still unwontedly early when I reached London and the office.


  ·  ·


  215 Saint Joseph and Mary


  From a French Folk-Song


  By Marie Clothilde Balfour


  
    Saint Joseph and Mary,


    A-journeying went they:


    Saint-Joseph and Mary, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    A-journeying went they,


    Noël!

  


  
    When they came to the town,


    They knew not where to stay:


    When they came to the town, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    They knew not where to stay,


    Noël!

  


  
    But a poor widow gave them


    A stable where they lay:


    A poor widow gave them, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    A stable where they lay:


    Noël!

  


  
    216 “Now kind thanks, Dame Margaret,


    Who turned us not away:


    Now kind thanks, Dame Margaret, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Who turned us not away.”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Unto thy prayers, Dame Margaret,


    Ne’er shall be said Nay.


    Unto thy prayers, Dame Margaret, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Ne’er shall be said Nay.”


    Noël!

  


  
    Carrying her newborn Child,


    Mary took her way.


    Carrying her newborn Child, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Mary took her way.


    Noël!

  


  
    She met with a poor old man,


    A-sowing of corn and hay.


    She met with a poor old man, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    A-sowing of corn and hay.


    Noël!

  


  
    217 “A fair good-day to thee, Mary,


    And to thy Child, good-day.


    A fair good-day to thee, Mary, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    And to thy Child, good-day.”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Good man, where can I hide Him,


    If danger come this way?


    Good man, where can I hide Him, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    If danger come this way?”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Wrap Him in yonder cloak,


    My winter cloak of grey.


    Wrap Him in yonder cloak, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    My winter cloak of grey.”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Go back to thy field, good-man,


    ’Tis time to cut thy hay.


    Go back to thy field, good-man, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    ’Tis time to cut thy hay.”


    Noël!

  


  
    218 “Nay, how can the crop be grown,


    Or ever it be May?


    Nay, how can the crop be grown, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Or ever it be May?”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Go seek thy sickle, good-man,


    Thy corn is ripe to-day.


    Go seek thy sickle, good-man, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Thy corn is ripe to-day.”


    Noël!

  


  
    He turned him round and round,


    He knew not what to say.


    He turned him round and round, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    He knew not what to say.


    Noël!

  


  
    The seed he had but sown,


    Was corn all golden gay.


    The seed he had but sown, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Was corn all golden gay.


    Noël!

  


  
    219 He took his sickle to shear it,


    And lo, in piles it lay.


    He took his sickle to shear it, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    And lo, in piles it lay!


    Noël!

  


  
    The good-man gazed around,


    And knelt him down to pray.


    The good-man gazed around, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    And knelt him down to pray.


    Noël!

  


  
    Now God be thanked for this harvest,


    And for this happy day!


    Now God be thanked for this harvest, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    And for this happy day!


    Noël!

  


  
    The Jews came riding by,


    They had a word to say.


    The Jews came riding by, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    They had a word to say.


    Noël!

  


  
    22 “Now tell us the truth, good-man,


    So rich in corn and hay.


    Now tell us the truth, good-man, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    So rich in corn and hay.


    Noël!

  


  
    “Hast thou seen Maid Mary,


    And her young Child to-day?


    Hast thou seen Maid Mary, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    And her young Child to-day?”


    Noël!

  


  
    Not since this field was sown,


    Has Mary passed this way.


    Not since this field was sown, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    Has Mary passed this way.”


    Noël!

  


  
    “Then back, turn back, my men,


    For that was in last year’s May.


    Then back, turn back, my men, O gay!


    A-don-don-delle:


    For that was in last year’s May.”


    Noël!

  


  ·  ·


  221 Alexander the Ratcatcher


  By Richard Garnett, C.B., LL.D.


  “Alexander Octavus mures, qui Urbem supra modum vexabant, anathemate perculit.”—Palatius. Fasti Cardinalium, tom. 5, p. 46.


  I


  “Rome and her rats are at the point of battle!”


  This metaphor of Menenius Agrippa’s became, history records, matter of fact in 1689, when rats pervaded the Eternal City from garret to cellar, and Pope Alexander the Eighth seriously apprehended the fate of Bishop Hatto. The situation worried him sorely; he had but lately attained the tiara at an advanced age—the twenty-fourth hour, as he himself remarked in extenuation of his haste to enrich his nephews. The time vouchsafed for worthier deeds was brief, and he dreaded descending to posterity as the Rat Pope. Witty and genial, his sense of humour teased him with a full perception of the absurdity of his position. Peter and Pasquin concurred in forbidding him to desert his post; and he derived but small comfort from the ingenuity of his flatterers, who compared him to St. Paul contending with beasts at Ephesus.


  It wanted three half-hours to midnight, as Alexander sat amid 222 traps and ratsbane in his chamber in the Vatican, under the protection of two enormous cats and a British terrier. A silver bell stood ready to his hand, should the aid of the attendant chamberlains be requisite. The walls had been divested of their tapestries, and the floor gleamed with powdered glass. A tome of legendary lore lay open at the history of the Piper of Hamelin. All was silence, save for the sniffing and scratching of the dog and a sound of subterranean scraping and gnawing.


  “Why tarries Cardinal Barbarigo thus?” the Pope at last asked himself aloud. The inquiry was answered by a wild burst of squeaking and a clattering and scurrying to and fro, as who should say, “We’ve eaten him! We’ve eaten him!”


  But this exultation was at least premature, for just as the terrified Pope touched his bell, the door opened to the narrowest extent compatible with the admission of an ecclesiastical personage of dignified presence, and Cardinal Barbarigo hastily squeezed himself through.


  “I shall hardly trust myself upon these stairs again,” he remarked, “unless under the escort of your Holiness’s terrier.”


  “Take him, my son, and a cruse of holy water to boot,” the Pope responded. “Now, how go things in the city?”


  “As ill as may be, your Holiness. Not a saint stirs a finger to help us. The country-folk shun the city, the citizens seek the country. The multitude of enemies increases hour by hour. They set at defiance the anathemas fulminated by your Holiness, the spiritual censures placarded in the churches, and the citation to appear before the ecclesiastical courts, although assured that their cause shall be pleaded by the ablest advocates in Rome. The cats, amphibious with alarm, are taking to the Tiber. Vainly the city reeks with toasted cheese, and the Commissary-General reports himself short of arsenic.”


  223 “And how are the people taking it?” demanded Alexander. “To what cause do they attribute the public calamity?”


  “Generally speaking, to the sins of your Holiness,” replied the Cardinal.


  “Cardinal!” exclaimed Alexander, indignantly.


  “I crave pardon for my temerity,” returned Barbarigo. “It is with difficulty that I force myself to speak, but I am bound to lay the ungrateful truth before your Holiness. The late Pope, as all men know, was a personage of singular sanctity.”


  “Far too upright for this fallen world,” observed Alexander, with unction.


  “I will not dispute,” responded the Cardinal, “that the head of Innocent the Eleventh might have been more fitly graced by a halo than by a tiara. But the vulgar are incapable of placing themselves at this point of view. They know that the rats hardly squeaked under Innocent, and that they swarm under Alexander. What wonder if they suspect your Holiness of familiarity with Beelzebub, the patron of vermin, and earnestly desire that he would take you to himself? Vainly have I represented to them the unreasonableness of imposing upon him a trouble he may well deem superfluous, considering your Holiness’s infirm health and advanced age. Vainly, too, have I pointed out that your anathema has actually produced all the effect that could have been reasonably anticipated from any similar manifesto on your predecessor’s part. They won’t see it. And, in fact, might I humbly advise, it does appear impolitic to hurl anathemas unless your Holiness knows that some one will be hit. It might be opportune, for example, to excommunicate Father Molinos, now fast in the dungeons of St. Angelo, unless, indeed, the rats have devoured him there. But I question the expediency of going much further.”


  “Cardinal,” said the Pope, “you think yourself prodigiously 224 clever, but you ought to know that the state of public opinion allowed us no alternative. Moreover, I will give you a wrinkle in case you should ever come to be Pope yourself. It is unwise to allow ancient prerogatives to fall entirely into desuetude. Far-seeing men prognosticate a great revival of sacerdotalism in the nineteenth century, and what is impotent in an age of sense may be formidable in an age of nonsense. Further, we know not from one day to another whether we may not be absolutely necessitated to excommunicate that fautor of Gallicanism, Louis the Fourteenth, and before launching our bolt at a king, we may think well to test its efficacy upon a rat. Fiat experimentum. And now to return to our rats, from which we have ratted. Is there, indeed, no hope?”


  “Lateat scintillula forsan,” said the Cardinal, mysteriously.


  “Ha! How so?” eagerly demanded Alexander.


  “Our hopes,” answered the Cardinal, “are associated with the recent advent to this city of an extraordinary personage.”


  “Explain,” urged the Pope.


  “I speak,” resumed the Cardinal, “of an aged man of no plebeian mien or bearing, albeit most shabbily attired in the skins, now fabulously cheap, of the vermin that torment us; who, professing to practising as an herbalist, some little time ago established himself in an obscure street of no good repute. A tortoise hangs in his needy shop, nor are stuffed alligators lacking. Understanding that he was resorted to by such as have need of philters and love-potions, or are incommoded by the longevity of parents and uncles, I was about to have him arrested, when I received a report which gave me pause. This concerned the singular intimacy which appeared to subsist between him and our enemies. When he left home, it was averred, he was attended by troops of them, obedient to his beck and call, and spies had observed him 225 banquetting them at his counter, the rats sitting erect and comporting themselves with perfect decorum. I resolved to investigate the matter for myself. Looking into his house through an unshuttered window, I perceived him in truth surrounded by feasting and gambolling rats; but when the door was opened in obedience to my attendants’ summons, he appeared to be entirely alone. Laying down a pestle and mortar, he greeted me by name with an easy familiarity which for the moment quite disconcerted me, and inquired what had procured him the honour of my visit. Recovering myself, and wishing to intimidate him:


  “‘I desire in the first place,’ I said, ‘to point out to you your grave transgression of municipal regulations in omitting to paint your name over your shop.’


  “‘Call me Rattila,’ he rejoined with unconcern, ‘and state your further business.’


  “I felt myself on the wrong tack, and hastened to interrogate him respecting his relations with our adversaries. He frankly admitted his acquaintance with rattery in all its branches, and his ability to deliver the city from his scourge, but his attitude towards your Holiness was so deficient in respect that I question whether I ought to report it.”


  “Proceed son,” said the Pope, “we will not be deterred from providing for the public weal by the ribaldry of a ratcatcher.”


  “He scoffed at what he termed your Holiness’s absurd position, and affirmed that the world had seldom beheld, nor would soon behold again, so ridiculous a spectacle as a Pope besieged by rats. ‘I can help your master,’ he continued, ‘and am willing, but my honour, like his, is aspersed in the eyes of the multitude, and he must come to my aid, if I am to come to his.’


  “I prayed him to be more explicit, and offered to be the bearer of any communication to your Holiness.


  226 “‘I will unfold myself to no one but the Pope himself,’ he replied, ‘and the interview must take place when and where I please to appoint. Let him meet me this very night, and alone, in the fifth chamber of the Appartamento Borgia.’


  “‘The Appartamento Borgia!’ I exclaimed in consternation. ‘The saloons which the wicked Pope, Alexander the Sixth, nocturnally perambulates, mingling poisons that have long lost their potency for Cardinals who have long lost their lives!’


  “‘Have a care!’ he exclaimed sharply, ‘You speak to his late Holiness’s most intimate friend.’


  “‘Then,’ I answered, ‘you must obviously be the Devil, and I am not at present empowered to negotiate with your Infernal Majesty. Consider, however, the peril and inconvenience of visiting at dead of night rooms closed for generations. Think of the chills and cobwebs. Weigh the probability of his Holiness being devoured by rats.’


  “‘I guarantee his Holiness absolute immunity from cold,’ he replied, ‘and that none of my subjects shall molest him either going or returning.’


  “‘But,’ I objected, ‘granting that you are not the Devil, how the devil, let me ask, do you expect to gain admittance at midnight to the Appartamento Borgia?’


  “‘Think you I cannot pass through a stone wall?’ answered he, and vanished in an instant. A tremendous scampering of rats immediately ensued, then all was silence.


  “On recovering in some measure from my astounded condition, I caused strict search to be made throughout the shop. Nothing came to light but herbalists’ stuff and ordinary medicines. And, now, Holy Father, your Holiness’s resolution? Reflect well. This Rattila may be the King of the Rats, or he may be Beelzebub in person.”


  227 Alexander the Eighth was principally considered by his contemporaries in the light of a venerable fox, but the lion had by no means been omitted from his composition.


  “All powers of good forbid,” he exclaimed, “that a Pope and a Prince should shrink from peril which the safety of the State summons him to encounter! I will confront this wizard, this goblin, in the place of his own appointing, under his late intimate friend’s very nose. I am a man of many transgressions, but something assures me that Heaven will not deem this a fit occasion for calling them to remembrance. Time presses; I lead on; follow, Cardinal Barbarigo, follow! Yet stay, let us not forget temporal and spiritual armouries.”


  And hastily providing himself with a lamp, a petronel, a bunch of keys, a crucifix, a vial of holy water, and a manual of exorcisms, the Pope passed through a secret door in a corner of his chamber, followed by the Cardinal bearing another lamp and a naked sword, and preceded by the dog and the two cats, all ardent and undaunted as champions bound to the Holy Land for the recovery of the Holy Sepulchre.


  II


  The wizard had kept his word. Not a rat was seen or heard upon the pilgrimage, which was exceedingly toilsome to the aged Pope, from the number of passages to be threaded and doors to be unlocked. At length the companions stood before the portal of the Appartamento Borgia.


  “Your Holiness must enter alone,” Cardinal Barbarigo admonished, with manifest reluctance.


  “Await my return,” enjoined the Pontiff, in a tone or more 228 confidence than he could actually feel, as, after much grinding and grating, the massive door swung heavily back, and he passed on into the dim, unexplored space beyond. The outer air, streaming in as though eager to indemnify itself for years of exile, smote and swayed the flame of the Pope’s lamp, whose feeble ray flitted from floor to ceiling as the decrepit man, weary with the way he had traversed and the load he was bearing, tottered and stumbled painfully along, ever and anon arrested by a closed door, which he unlocked with prodigious difficulty. The cats cowered close to the Cardinal; the dog at first accompanied the Pope, but whined so grievously, as though he beheld a spirit, that Alexander bade him back.


  Supreme is the spell of the genius loci. The chambers traversed by the Pope were in fact adorned with fair examples of the painter’s art, mostly scriptural in subject, but some inspired with the devout Pantheism in which all creeds are reconciled. All were alike invisible to the Pontiff, who, with the dim flicker of his lamp, could no more discern Judæa wed with Egypt on the frescoed ceiling than, with the human limitation of his faculties, he could foresee that the ill-reputed rooms would one day harbour a portion of the Vatican Library, so greatly enriched by himself. Nothing but sinister memories and vague alarms presented themselves to his imagination. The atmosphere, heavy and brooding from the long exclusion of the outer air, seemed to weigh upon him with the density of matter, and to afford the stuff out of which phantasmal bodies perpetually took shape and, as he half persuaded himself, substance. Creeping and tottering between bowl and cord, shielding himself with lamp and crucifix from Michelotto’s spectral poniard and more fearful contact with fleshless Vanozzas and mouldering Giulias, the Pope urged, or seemed to urge, his course amid phantom princes and cardinals, priests and courtesans, soldiers and 229 serving-men, dancers, drinkers, dicers, Bacchic and Cotyttian workers of whatsoever least beseemed the inmates of a Pontifical household, until, arrived in the fifth chamber, close by the, to him, invisible picture of the Resurrection, he sank exhausted into a spacious chair that seemed placed for his reception, and for a moment closed his eyes. Opening them immediately afterwards, he saw with relief that the phantoms had vanished, and that he confronted what at least seemed a fellow-mortal, in the ancient rat-catcher, habited precisely as Cardinal Barbarigo had described, yet for all his mean apparel, wearing the air of one wont to confer with the potentates of the earth on other subjects than the extermination of rats.


  “This is noble of your Holiness—really,” he said, bowing with mock reverence. “A second Leo the Great!”


  “I tell you what, my man,” responded Alexander, feeling it very necessary to assert his dignity while any of it remained, “you are not to imagine that, because I have humoured you so far as to grant you an audience at an unusual place and time, I am going to stand any amount of your nonsense and impertinence. Youcan catch our rats, can you? Catch them, then, and you need not fear that we shall treat you like the Pied Piper of Hamelin. You have committed sundry rascalities, no doubt? A pardon shall be made out for you. You want a patent or a privilege for your ratsbane? You shall have it. So to work, in the name of St. Muscipulus! and you may keep the tails and skins.”


  “Alexander,” said the ratcatcher composedly, “I would not commend or dispraise you unduly, but this I may say, that of all the Popes I have known you are the most exuberant in hypocrisy and the most deficient in penetration. The most hypocritical, because you well know, and know that I know that you know, that you are not conversing with an ordinary rat-catcher: had 230 you deemed me such, you would never have condescended to meet me at this hour and place. The least penetrating, because you apparently have not yet discovered to whom you are speaking. Do you really mean to say that you do not know me?”


  “I believe I have seen your face before,” said Alexander, “and all the more likely as I was inspector of prisons when I was Cardinal.”


  “Then look yonder,” enjoined the ratcatcher, as he pointed to the frescoed wall, at the same time vehemently snapping his fingers. Phosphoric sparks hissed and crackled forth, and coalesced into a blue lambent flame, which concentrated itself upon a depicted figure, whose precise attitude the ratcatcher assumed as he dropped upon his knees. The Pope shrieked with amazement, for, although the splendid Pontifical vestments had become ragged fur, in every other respect the kneeling figure was the counterpart of the painted one, and the painted one was Pinturicchio’s portrait of Pope Alexander the Sixth kneeling as a witness of the Resurrection.


  Alexander the Eighth would fain have imitated his predecessor’s attitude, but terror bound him to his chair, and the adjuration of his patron St. Mark which struggled towards his lips never arrived there. The book of exorcisms fell from his paralysed hand, and the vial of holy water lay in shivers upon the floor. Ere he could collect himself, the dead Pope had seated himself beside the Pope with one foot in the grave, and, fondling a ferret-skin, proceeded to enter into conversation.


  “What fear you?” he asked. “Why should I harm you? None can say that I ever injured any one for any cause but my own advantage, and to injure your Holiness now would be to obstruct a design which I have particularly at heart.”


  “I crave your Holiness’s forgiveness,” rejoined the Eighth 231 Alexander, “but you must be aware that you left the world with a reputation which disqualifies you for the society of any Pope in the least careful of his character. It positively compromises me to have so much as the ghost of a person so universally decried as your Holiness under my roof, and you would infinitely oblige me by forthwith repairing to your own place, which I take to be about four thousand miles below where you are sitting. I could materially facilitate and accelerate your Holiness’s transit thither if you would be so kind as to hand me that little book of exorcisms.”


  “How is the fine gold become dim!” exclaimed Alexander the Sixth. “Popes in bondage to moralists! Popes nervous about public opinion! Is there another judge of morals than the Pope speaking ex cathedra, as I always did? Is the Church to frame herself after the prescriptions of heathen philosophers and profane jurists? How, then, shall she be terrible as an army with banners? Did I concern myself with such pedantry when the kings of Spain and Portugal came to me like cats suing for morsels, and I gave them the West and the East?”


  “It is true,” Alexander the Eighth allowed, “that the lustre of the Church hath of late been obfuscated by the prevalence of heresy.”


  “It isn’t the heretics,” Borgia insisted. “It is the degeneracy of the Popes. A shabby lot! You, Alexander, are about the best of them; but the least Cardinal about my court would have thought himself bigger than you.”


  Alexander’s spirit rose. “I would suggest,” he said, “that this haughty style is little in keeping with the sordid garb wherein your Holiness, consistent after death as in your life, masquerades to the scandal and distress of the faithful.”


  “How can I other? Has your Holiness forgotten your Rabelais?”


  232 “The works of that eminent Doctor and Divine,” answered Alexander the Eighth, “are seldom long absent from my hands, yet I fail to remember in what manner they elucidate the present topic.”


  “Let me refresh your memory,” rejoined Borgia, and, producing a volume of the Sage of Meudon, he turned to the chapter descriptive of the employments of various eminent inhabitants of the nether world, and pointed to the sentence:


  “le pape alexandre estoyt preneur de ratz.”[19]


  “Is this indeed sooth?” demanded his successor.


  “How else should François Rabelais have affirmed it?” responded Borgia. “When I arrived in the subterranean kingdom, I found it in the same condition as your Holiness’s dominions at the present moment, eaten up by rats. The attention which, during my earthly pilgrimage, I had devoted to the science of toxicology indicated me as a person qualified to abate the nuisance, which commission I executed with such success, that I received the appointment of Ratcatcher to his Infernal Majesty, and so discharged its duties as to merit a continuance of the good opinion which had always been entertained of me in that exalted quarter. After a while, however, interest began to be made for me in even more elevated spheres. I had not been able to cram Heaven with Spaniards, as I had crammed the Sacred College—on the contrary. Truth to speak, my nation has not largely contributed to the population of the regions above. But some of us are people of consequence. My great-grandson, the General of the Jesuits, who, as such, had the ear of St. Ignatius Loyola, represented that had I adhered strictly to my vows, he could never have come into 233 existence, and that the Society would thus have wanted one of its brightest ornaments. This argument naturally had great weight with St. Ignatius, the rather as he, too, was my countryman. Much also was said of the charity I had shown to the exiled Jews, which St. Dominic was pleased to say made him feel ashamed of himself when he came to think of it; of my having fed my people in time of dearth, instead of contriving famines to enrich myself, as so many Popes’ nephews have done since; and of the splendid order in which I had kept the College of Cardinals. Columbus said a good word for me, and Savonarola did not oppose. Finally I was allowed to come upstairs, and exercise my profession on earth. But mark what pitfalls line the good man’s path! I never could resist tampering with drugs of a deleterious nature, and was constantly betrayed by the thirst for scientific experiment into practices incompatible with the public health. The good nature which my detractors have not denied me was a veritable snare. I felt for youth debarred from its enjoyments by the unnatural vitality of age, and sympathised with the blooming damsel whose parent alone stood between her and her lover. I thus lived in constant apprehension of being ordered back to the Netherlands, and yearned for the wings of a dove, that I might flee away and be out of mischief. At last I discovered that my promotion to a higher sphere depended upon my obtaining a testimonial from the reigning Pope. Let a solemn procession be held in my honour, and intercession be publicly made for me, and I should ascend forthwith. I have consequently represented my case to many of your predecessors: but, O Alexander, you seventeenth-century Popes are a miserable breed! No fellow feeling, no esprit de corps. Heu pietas! heu prisca fides! No one was so rude as your ascetic antecessor. The more of a saint, the less of a gentleman. Personally offensive, I assure you! But the others were nearly as bad. 234 The haughty Paul, the fanatic Gregory, the worldly Urban, the austere Innocent the Tenth, the affable Alexander the Seventh, all concurred in assuring me that it was deeply to be regretted that I should ever have been emancipated from the restraints of the Stygian realm, to which I should do well to return with all possible celerity; that it would much conduce to the interests of the Church if my name could be forgotten; and that, as for doing anything to revive its memory, they would just as soon think or canonising Judas Iscariot.”


  “And therefore your Holiness has brought these rats upon us, enlisted, I nothing doubt, in the infernal regions?”


  “Precisely so: Plutonic, necyomantic, Lemurian rats, kindly lent by the Prince of Darkness for the occasion, and come dripping from Styx to squeak and gibber in the Capitol. But I note your Holiness’s admission that they belong to a region exempt from your jurisdiction, and that, therefore, your measures against them, except as regards their status as belligerents, are for the most part illegitimate and ultra vires.”


  “I would argue that point,” replied Alexander the Eighth, “if my lungs were as tough as when I pleaded before the Rota in Pope Urban’s time. For the present I confine myself to formally protesting against your Holiness’s unprecedented and parricidal conduct in invading your country at the head of an army of loathsome vermin.”


  “Unprecedented!” exclaimed Borgia. “Am I not the modern Coriolanus? Did Narses experience blacker ingratitude than I? Where would the temporal power be but for me? Who smote the Colonna? Who squashed the Orsini? Who gave the Popes to dwell quietly in their own house? Monsters of unthankfulness!”


  “I am sure,” said Alexander the Eighth, soothingly, “that my 235 predecessors’ inability to comply with your Holiness’s request must have cost them many inward tears, not the less genuine because entirely invisible and completely inaudible. A wise Pope will, before all things, consider the spirit of his age. The force of public opinion, which your Holiness lately appeared to disparage, was, in fact, as operative upon yourself as upon any of your successors. If you achieved great things in your lifetime, it was because the world was with you. Did you pursue the same methods now, you would soon discover that you had become an offensive anachronism. It will not have escaped your Holiness’s penetration, that what moralists will persist in terming the elevation of the standard of the Church, is the result of the so-called improvement of the world.”


  “There is a measure of truth in this,” admitted Alexander the Sixth, “and the spirit of this age is a very poor spirit. It was my felicity to be a Pope of the Renaissance. Blest dispensation! when men’s view of life was large and liberal; when the fair humanities flourished; when the earth yielded up her hoards of chiselled marble and breathing bronze, and new-found agate urns as fresh as day; when painters and sculptors vied with antiquity, and poets and historians followed in their path; when every benign deity was worshipped save Diana and Vesta; when the arts of courtship and cosmetics were expounded by archbishops; when the beauteous Imperia was of more account than the eleven thousand virgins; when obnoxious persons glided imperceptibly from the world; and no one marvelled if he met the Pope arm in arm with the Devil. How miserable, in comparison, is the present sapless age, with its prudery and its pedantry, and its periwigs and its painted coaches, and its urban Arcadias and the florid impotence and ostentatious inanity of what it calls its art! Pope Alexander! I see in the spirit the sepulchre destined for you, and 236 I swear to you that my soul shivers in my ratskins! Come, now! I do not expect you to emulate the Popes of my time, but show that your virtues are your own, and your faults those of your epoch. Pluck up a spirit! Take bulls by the horns! Look facts in the face! Think upon the images of Brutus and Cassius! Recognise that you cannot get rid of me, and that the only safe course is to rehabilitate me. I am not a candidate for canonisation just now; but repair past neglect and appease my injured shade in the way you wot of. If this is done, I pledge my word that every rat shall forthwith evacuate Rome. Is it a bargain? I see it is; you are one of the good old sort, though fallen on evil days.”


  Renaissance or Rats, Alexander the Eighth yielded.


  “I promise,” he declared.


  “Your hand upon it!”


  Subduing his repugnance and apprehension by a strong effort, Alexander laid his hand within the spectre’s clammy paw. An icy thrill ran through his veins, and he sank back senseless into his chair.


  III


  When the Pope recovered consciousness he found himself in bed, with slight symptoms of fever. His first care was to summon Cardinal Barbarigo, and confer with him respecting the surprising adventures which had recently befallen them. To his amazement, the Cardinal’s mind seemed an entire blank on the subject. He admitted having made his customary report to his Holiness the preceding night, but knew nothing of any supernatural ratcatcher, and nothing of any midnight rendezvous at the Appartamento Borgia. Investigation seemed to justify his nescience; no vestige of the man of rats or of his shop could be discovered; and the Borgian apartments, opened, and carefully searched through, 237 revealed no trace of having been visited for many years. The Pope’s book of exorcisms was in its proper place, his vial of holy water stood unbroken upon his table; and his chamberlains deposed that they had consigned him to Morpheus at the usual hour. His illusion was at first explained as the effect of a peculiarly vivid dream; but when he declared his intention of actually holding a service and conducting a procession for the weal of his namesake and predecessor, the conviction became universal that the rats had effected a lodgement in his Holiness’s upper stories.


  Alexander, notwithstanding, was resolute, and so it came to pass that on the same day two mighty processions encountered within the walls of Rome. As the assembled clergy, drawn from all the churches and monasteries in the city, the Pope in his litter in their midst, marched, carrying candles, intoning chants, and, with many a secret shrug and sneer, imploring Heaven for the repose of Alexander the Sixth, they were suddenly brought to bay by another procession precipitated athwart their track, disorderly, repulsive, but more grateful to the sight of the citizens than all the pomps and pageants of the palmiest days of the Papacy. Black, brown, white, grey; fat and lean; old and young; strident or silent; the whiskered legions tore and galloped along; thronging from every part of the city, they united in single column into an endless host that appeared to stretch from the rising to the setting of the sun. They seemed making for the Tiber, which they would have speedily choked; but ere they could arrive there a huge rift opened in the earth, down which they madly precipitated themselves. Their descent, it is affirmed, lasted as many hours as Vulcan occupied in falling from Heaven to Lemnos; but when the last tail was over the brink the gulf closed as effectually as the gulf in the Forum closed over Marcus Curtius, not leaving the slightest inequality by which any could detect it.


  238 Long ere this consummation had been attained, the Pope, looking forth from his litter, observed a venerable personage clad in ratskins, who appeared desirous of attracting his notice. Glances of recognition were exchanged, and instantly in place of the ratcatcher stood a tall, swarthy, corpulent, elderly man, with the majestic, yet sensual features of Alexander the Sixth, accoutred with the official habiliments and insignia of a Pope, who rose slowly into the air as though he had been inflated with hydrogen.


  “To your prayers!” cried Alexander the Eighth, and gave the example. The priesthood resumed its chants, the multitude dropped upon their knees. Their orisons seemed to speed the ascending figure, which was rising rapidly, when suddenly appeared in air Luxury, Simony, and Cruelty, contending which should receive the Holy Father into her bosom.[20] Borgia struck at them with his crozier, and seemed to be keeping them at bay, when a cloud wrapt the group from the sight of men. Thunder roared, lightning glared, the rush of waters blended with the ejaculations of the people and the yet more tempestuous rushing of the rats. Accompanied as he was, it is not probable that Alexander passed, like Dante’s sigh, “beyond the sphere that doth all spheres enfold;” but, as he was never again seen on earth, it is not doubted that he attained at least as far as the moon.


  ·  ·
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  239 Two Drawings


  By Patten Wilson


  I. A Pathway to the Moon.


  II. A Silverpoint.


  ·  ·
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  245 Natalie


  By Renée de Coutans


  The room was dark, but the door had purposely been left wide open into the hall, and the furniture and her father’s and mother’s big bed were dimly visible. Natalie lay snugly curled upon herself like a soft kitten, in her white bedstead with high white bars round it, that she might not fall out.


  The most beautiful music she had ever heard her mother play rose from the drawing-room, and she was listening to it in a half-sleepy, half-wakeful enchantment. Tum—ta tum, ti tum, tum tum—her mother went over the passage, over and over again. The phrase was so vehement, so strong, she felt a little afraid; yet it pleased her very much. Tum—ta tum, ti tum, tum, tum—then followed a shower of pearls, rubies, water-drops; over and over again her mother played this too, until the liquid, jewelled notes seemed to ripple from her fingers. Then she went back, and combined the two passages, and then repeated them many times. Yet Natalie did not tire of listening, and each time her ear flew to the opening bar before her mother’s fingers had returned to it.


  Suddenly, poor Natalie was dissolved in tears. The piano now rose in a phrase so exquisitely sweet, searching, tender, so vib rant of pitiful love, that this little girl of six was pierced with its 246 emotion; she trembled, and a needle-like pain darted from her breast to her heart.


  She wept quietly while her mother played and repeated the phrase. Each time it seemed to enclose her in a more delicious and more intimate emotion; it spoke into her ear a wish to suffer, yet be happy. At the same time her child mind was puzzling and wondering. “Why do I cry?” she asked herself, “and why is the pain a pleasure?” She fell asleep still wondering, with those tears of pain and pleasure on her rosy cheeks, long before her mother had ceased playing.


  At tea-time the next day, called to the drawing-room, she begged her mother in a whisper, and though there were strangers, to play what she had played the night before. But when her mother did so, seeming pleased and proud that Natalie had asked, to her surprise the music gave her neither the pleasure nor the pain of yesterday. The notes spoke melodiously, plaintively, but in a vaguer way. And their meaning spread out, she seemed to notice, over the other people in the room, as though each one took a parcel of it which might have been all hers, had she been lying alone upstairs in the half darkness in her little bed.


  Days passed before Natalie heard her mother play again, and she ceased to wonder at her new experience. But one evening, when she had had her warm bath, had been cosily tucked in bed and kissed, her mother passed downstairs to the drawing-room, and she heard her strike some chords at the big piano which stood close to the door leading to her father’s study. Natalie, drowsily enjoying the comfort of her bed, seemed to see her mother beside the piano, shining and lovely in her blue evening-gown. She could see the open study-door, and her father reading by the light of the pretty silver lamp with the green shade. Then, Tum—ta tum, ti tum, tum tum—and in a moment the rippling notes fell 247 down the keyboard. Tum—ta tum, ti tum, tum tum—her mother was not practising this time. How beautifully she played, Natalie thought. On and on she went. Then the phrase of despairing loveliness, and it seemed to Natalie she had lost the whole world—father, mother, beauty, sunshine—even her Grimm’s fairy book. The grieving melody sent the same sharp thrill to her heart. On her mother went, through other and still other phrases, brooding of a mystery which quivered through and all about Natalie’s bed; she seemed floating in a region of fearful anguish and of great joy.


  A wail rose above the music, and the sound of sobbing. “Mother, mother,” Natalie cried, in a voice that struck through her mother’s heart, “I cannot bear it, I cannot bear it—oh, do not play it any more!” Yet soon Natalie was sleeping and smiling peacefully, the faint trace of tears wiped away with kisses, resting on her cheeks. Mothers have such cunning ways of knowing how to soothe and comfort!


  Natalie never heard her mother begin again that beautiful but dangerous Tum, ta tum, ti tum, tum tum. Sometimes she wondered why her mother never played it, but she never dared to ask, and slowly the music faded, faded from her thoughts.


  Many years after, one day, the same piercing thrill went through her breast again, exquisitely, and again pain and joy were intimately commingled, and she trembled and shed tears of heavenly anguish. And all the world seemed to throb with mysteries too great to understand. Then suddenly came a memory of music, and of the little Natalie listening from her white bed while her mother played. And she knew why poor Natalie had wept and trembled, and why the music of a poet’s love had been a music too great for her little child’s soul to bear.


  ·  ·


  248 The Burden of Pity


  By A. Bernard Miall


  
    Walk straitly in your ways, O sweet,


    For very pity of my love;


    There is one pathway for your feet,


    One valley in cool hills above,


    A way that I sought out for you


    In dreams, because my love was true.

  


  
    Belovèd, will you think that God


    In His own shape had fashioned man,


    And watched the path His creature trod


    That ended foul, that fair began;


    With great love, though His eyes were dim


    For pity; could you weep for Him?

  


  
    But I a perfect image wrought


    Of all I would have had you be


    In likeness of my holiest thought:


    And you have grown less fair to see,


    And I more pitiful than God,


    Knowing the way you might have trod.

  


  
    249 Yet I will deem your heart as pure


    As I have wished it every day,


    And call each fault the signature


    Of pain that came and passed away;


    And I will love you more, my sweet,


    For every stain on those white feet.

  


  
    And every wound shall be a mouth


    To sing of what you should have grown


    Did winds blow ever from the south,


    If you had never been alone:


    My love, that came too late to aid,


    For pity shall be threefold made.

  


  
    Yet, wild rose that the wind has flawed,


    But else more fair than all your kind,


    O snowflake on white eyelids thawed


    To leave a falling tear behind,


    O wherefore are you not complete,


    Or, being ruined, wherefore sweet?

  


  ·  ·


  250 Far Above Rubies


  By Netta Syrett


  Old Dr. Hilcrest’s little house on the Bushberry Road, just outside Crewford Village, had a new tenant, and Crewford was shaken to its foundations with excitement and expectation.


  All Crewford had so long been “led to the grave,” as Briggs the town-crier somewhat unfortunately expressed it, by old Dr. Hilcrest, and his spectacled nose and white beard had become such indispensable features in the village, that the inhabitants were thrown into a state of incredulous amazement at the news of his projected retirement. Scarcely had they time to recover breath from the astounding intelligence, before the newcomer was actually upon them. “A boy, a mere boy, too!” as Miss Saunders exclaimed to another maiden lady, her bosom friend. “Scarcely seven-and-twenty I should think. My dear Sophy, it is hardly—delicate!”


  Crewford, however, was not long in making the discovery that the young doctor was an acquisition. The children of Mr. Miles, the lawyer, who lived opposite Miss Saunders, and were conveniently stricken with measles the very day of his arrival, disobediently flattened their noses against the windows to watch for his coming, and began to laugh before ever he shook his fist 251 at them from the gate; and Miss Saunders herself implored her friend to have no scruples about consulting him for bronchitis. “He is steady as a churchwarden, my dear, and has the dignified manner of a man of sixty,” was her verdict.


  His little study in the small, old-fashioned house, where his bachelor predecessor had lived so many years, looked very pleasant and cosy one October evening, about a month after his arrival.


  The chintz curtains were close drawn: there were a bright fire, a pair of slippers warming on the rug, and a large armchair drawn up close to the fender, in which lay a half-smoked pipe. The doctor was taking books out of a large packing case, and putting them on to the shelves which lined the room. When the last volume was in its place, he pushed the box aside, and sinking luxuriously into the big chair, took off his boots, and thrust his feet into the warmed slippers. He dropped the boots with a thud beside the fender, stooped for his pipe, relighted it, and sank back with a sigh of relief, puffing contentedly. His eyes travelled about the room, resting now on a picture, newly hung, now on the gay flowered curtains. The fire flickered and murmured softly, and little ruddy gleams danced on the wall, and bright, sudden flashes were reflected in the old-fashioned, low-hanging glass opposite.


  Strong was pleasantly tired by the long day’s round, and the little room seemed to him the embodiment of warmth and comfort. Lounging in the big chair, his head thrown back, his slippered feet thrust out towards the blaze, and his hands in his pockets, he gazed dreamily at the blue smoke wreaths from his pipe, and allowed his thoughts to stray over the past few years. He was young—Miss Saunders had rather over, than understated his age, in putting him down as seven-and-twenty—but 252 already he looked back upon much hard, uphill work. The son of a poor clergyman, the education necessary to fit him for the profession of his choice, had been acquired at the price of much personal self-denial, and, as he also recognised, of considerable sacrifice at home. A troubled contraction of the brows, was the outcome of a remembrance of his father’s thin, stooping figure bending over his books in the shabby little library at the Devonshire Vicarage.


  His college days at Cambridge, and afterwards as a student at Guy’s, marred as they were by the necessity of looking at every halfpenny spent on pleasure, were almost forgotten in the vivid memory of the June afternoon when Mollie Kendall first came to the rooms he shared with her brother. Mollie and he had been engaged now four years. Four years of incessant, untiring work on Strong’s part, had resulted in the country practice for which his old father had with difficulty advanced the money, and though he recognised the inevitable struggle before him, he was undaunted. Fortune had hitherto favoured the brave; there was no reason for doubting a continuance of her kindness.


  He rose presently, with a yawn, and began to whistle softly, out of sheer content. He looked very boyish as he lounged about the room arranging his few possessions—photographs, a vase or two—on the mantel-piece or window ledge. The study was not yet completely furnished, and this evening arrangement of books and pictures was a never ending satisfaction to him. He altered the position of one photograph many times before deciding on its destination, and then took it down once more and stood a moment with it in his hand, looking at it. When he replaced it, it was with a gentle touch. His whistling ceased.


  “Next year, perhaps—certainly next year, I should think,” was in his mind. He tossed paper and envelopes out of the table 253 drawer, and sat down to write and tell her. The letter was a long one; Mollie read parts of it next day more than once, and smiled and blushed, and put the paper to her lips, and then re-read the account of his new patients with considerable, if somewhat abated, interest.


  He had been called in by the Gilmans, at the Court, to attend one of the maids, he wrote; they were the richest people in the neighbourhood; it was a good connection, in fact, and the Gilmans themselves seemed rather jolly.


  Strong had recalled Mrs. Gilman as he mentioned her name with a momentary feeling of curiosity. He had only exchanged half-a-dozen words with her, and she was not pretty, but she had certainly a curious charm of manner.


  Mrs. Gilman stood by the window in her drawing-room some days later, and, half concealed by the heavy velvet curtains, watched the doctor’s dog-cart whirl down the drive. She did not return to the fire till the last flash of wheels had disappeared round the bend by the lodge. Then, with a little shiver, she pulled the curtain further over the window, and turned away, a smile struggling ineffectually with a somewhat pronounced yawn, as she came back to the sofa. She pulled the cushions on to the floor close to the fire, and threw herself down upon them, leaning back against the couch. A half-opened book lay upon the padded arm of the sofa, just above her head. She stretched a lazy hand for it, found it was out of reach, and indifferently abandoned the effort.


  Nestling more luxuriously among the cushions, she clasped her slender hands round her knees, and looked dreamily into the fire.


  Occasionally a little amused smile robbed her face for a moment of its jaded expression, but her listless attitude, the droop of her 254 shoulders, and a restless movement of her head now and again, spoke eloquently of hopeless, unmitigated boredom.


  The room in which she sat, though small—Barbara Gilman hated big rooms—was furnished luxuriously. The folds of the heavy curtains over doors and windows gleamed in the firelight, which flashed also on the silver toys with which the many small tables were loaded, on the shining cushions tossed on the floor, and on the fragile china and glass of the tea-table.


  Mrs. Gilman glanced at the linen-covered tray on which the tea-cups stood, and at the almost empty cake basket, and smiled again.


  “He was a very unsophisticated boy—and awfully amusing when he talked with so grave an air about Dawson’s tiresome illness—just as though it wasn’t sufficiently annoying to have one’s maid ill, with the hunt ball coming on and not a rag to wear, without discussing her stupid symptoms by the hour! However,” Mrs. Gilman shrugged her shoulders with a sensation of lazy satisfaction, “we drifted pretty far from Dawson’s cough before tea was over.”


  “I really didn’t know such men existed in this age,” she told herself, her thoughts wandering languidly. “John-Bullism I know, and decadence (in the happy day in town), but what is this? It’s the sort of thing one used to read about in stories that were not oblivious of the young person. High ideals, youthful enthusiasms, innocence—or is it ignorance—of evil? They are all such exhausting things in their way, but how curious to find them combined in one individual—and that a man. Really one might almost derive a new sensation from the study of such a being. And a new sensation here, of all places in the world! No, it’s certainly not to be despised.”


  She moved a little to shield her face from the fire, and then 255 turned her head, her quick glance lighting now on one, now on another part of the room. She regretted she had not bought a white-and-gold screen she had seen in town, for the corner by the door, and determined to send for it. She remembered, too, a wonderful Eastern jar, of green metal, the colour of a peacock’s neck with the sun upon it; but there was no place for it. She satisfied herself that every niche of the room was occupied before turning with a dissatisfied air to the fire again. There was absolutely nothing more to be bought for the room, unless she made a thorough change in its style, and turned out the present furniture. She entertained the idea for a moment, but it was too much trouble to think out, and her vague plans drifted aimlessly for a breathing space, and dissolved, and she yawned again. Life was a dull affair, and things were only desirable till one obtained them. How she had longed for pretty rooms and dainty clothes to wear and delicious things to eat, in the old day, at home, in the shabby little villa at Wandsworth. Well! a miracle had happened, or so it had seemed to her, on her engagement to Jim Gilman, and now she had her heart’s desires. Were they disappointing? Yes—but they were also well worth keeping. A hastily summoned vision of the draughty dining-room at Eglantine Villa, of the roast mutton and boiled rice puddings at the mid-day dinner, assured her of this. Mrs. Gilman was always frank with herself. Her material advantages were well worth keeping, even at the price of playing the part of the affectionate wife, a rôle which in itself was irksome. Still, as she reflected, every one pays in some form or other for cakes and ale, and Jim, though straightforward and good to the point of exhaustion, was providentially dense in proportion—and he was out a great deal, and there were always visits to town, and—Mrs. Gilman smiled quietly, and twisted the rings on her white fingers, 256 without pursuing reflection further, at this point. But visits to town were far too infrequent, and in the meantime here she was mewed up in a wretched country house, and Jim hated visitors, and if you wanted to rely on a man’s good nature it wasn’t safe to urge things he disliked, too frequently—and then her thoughts all at once drifted to the doctor again.


  “He was awfully puzzled,” she told herself. “I can’t think why I didn’t laugh! I wonder what he thought of me?”


  As a matter of fact, Strong was thinking of her at the moment: sitting frowning in his armchair, holding an extinct, half-forgotten pipe listlessly in his right hand. The mixture of admiration and instinctive repugnance which coloured his thoughts as he recalled her, could she have divined his mental state, would probably have filled her with a half-resentful sense of flattered vanity.


  The sound of whistling, followed by the answering, hoarse bark of dogs, roused her from her lazy musing. She rose slowly from her nest among the cushions, stretching herself daintily, with soft, slow movements, which recalled the action of a graceful little cat, reluctantly leaving the warmth of the fire. She picked up the pillows, and threw them hastily in their right positions on the sofa, and then crossed the room to a high-backed chair, on which an embroidered work-bag hung. She had taken out its contents, a strip of needle-work, and was bending over its intricate meshes with an absorbed air, before the door opened.


  “Hullo, little woman! how cosy and domestic you look.”


  A breath of upland air entered the room with the man who stood in rough shooting-suit and gaiters, on the threshold. His face was bronzed with daily exposure to rain, sun, and wind, and an outdoor atmosphere surrounded him like an exhalation.


  “I can come in, I suppose? I’m not very dirty,” he assured her, glancing at his thick laced boots. “This room always 257 makes me feel a clumsy brute,” he said, sinking down in an arm-chair opposite his wife. “A sort of rhinoceros in a parrot’s cage!”


  “Thank you,” she murmured, with a little grimace. “What pretty similes you choose, Jim.”


  He laughed.


  “They were never my strong point, I admit—but it’s a very nice little parrot.”


  He got up, crossed the room to where she was sitting, and bending down, playfully pinched her ear.


  She raised her face with a smile full of wifely devotion, and he stooped to kiss her.


  “Had visitors?” he asked presently, with a glance at the still uncleared tea-table.


  “No. Oh! yes—I forgot,” she added, carelessly rising to ring the bell. “Dr. Strong came in; he called to see Dawson, you know.”


  “Ah! What sort of fellow is he?” He took a piece of cake out of the basket as he spoke, and placed a large crumb on the nose of the terrier, which had followed him into the room. “Trust!”


  “Oh! a nice boy, I think. He’s very attentive—seems to think Dawson’s had rather a severe touch of influenza.”


  “Paid for!” Milman exclaimed, and the dog seized the cake with a snap of his jaws.


  “We’d better ask him to dinner, Bab.”


  “Yes, I suppose we must,” she replied, going on with her needlework.


  Strong’s fears with regard to the seriousness of the maid’s illness were not unfounded. A sharp attack of pleurisy followed 258 the influenza, and, as a consequence, his visits at the Court grew more and more frequent.


  Mrs. Gilman was generally standing in the hall as he came downstairs.


  Behind her lithe, graceful figure, framed in the heavy drapery round the doorway, there was a glimpse of the richly scented, little room, glowing warmly in the firelight.


  “Do you think she is better?” was her usual, anxious question; it was accompanied by a necessary, upward glance at the doctor who stood on the stairs above her.


  “Come in and tell me about her.” And then Strong followed her into the room, and sat down on the divan drawn up close to the fire, before which stood the tea-table, with its white, fringed cloth and burden of dainty silver.


  By the end of the month he had spent many half hours in Mrs. Gilman’s drawing-room.


  The thought of them and of his hostess, remained with him during the long evenings he spent in his own little study, smoking and gazing into the fire, with Mrs. Gilman’s red hair against a background of emerald-green cushion, vividly present to his imagination.


  Strangely enough, he did not think less often of Mollie Kendall. She was as clearly present in his mind, when he recalled the little room at the Court, as was Mrs. Gilman.


  Indeed, he never thought of one woman without the other; they were inseparable, incongruously linked in his thoughts. It was, could he conceivably have expressed the situation in metaphor, as though he held bound together a violet, fragrant, blue-eyed, breathing frankly its story of English woods, of streams babbling through deep moss, of the children’s ringing laughter and a fantastically delicate orchid, scentless, mysterious, its pale lips closed.


  259 Strong was perplexed and baffled. Unfitted as his downright objective nature made him for the task of mental analysis, he strove, with an almost pathetic honesty, to unravel the web of conflicting sensations which, he felt uneasily, grew more involved as time went on.


  Two things were, however, clear to him. One, that he was not in the faintest degree in love with Mrs. Gilman; the other, that his love for Mollie, his tenderness for her, his desire for their marriage, were intensified by his involuntary habit of constantly contrasting her with the woman who shared his thoughts of her.


  This conviction seemed to him to make it unnecessary to contrive any means of lessening his intimacy with the Gilmans, a course which, in view of the fact that the Court people were the acknowledged leaders of the neighbourhood, would have been in the highest degree impolitic. Nevertheless, and he was glad to feel assured of this, he would have risked any loss to his position through taking such a step, if he had felt it necessary.


  He knew nothing of the modern claim for the imperative, almost sacred nature of impulse; he knew, indeed, little of modern thought on any social subject, partly because of the engrossing, objective character of his work, but chiefly, perhaps, that his nature was so opposed to its teaching, that it was not so much that he failed to assimilate, or entirely rejected it, as that he passed it by unheeding.


  He did not understand his own hesitation in accepting the Gilmans’ hospitality, and he was vaguely irritated by his own undefined, irrational scruples.


  Why in the world should he not value the acquaintance of a clever woman of the world, who drew his thoughts from their accustomed channels, and forced them to recognise that there 260 were other paths worthy to be followed? Paths that led in the direction of art and literature, as well as towards science. It was good for him to talk to her, he argued; he was narrow, it was the fault of his profession, he acknowledged it, and wished for a wider outlook.


  At this point, the point where a little of the modern atmosphere he ignored would have saved him, his reflections invariably ran off the right track. To his unsophisticated intelligence, Mrs. Gilman was brilliant, witty, profound, simply because he had never had an opportunity of comparing her counterfeit coin—the catch-words, the allusive jargon, the borrowed paradoxes and epigrams of a modern school—with what was its genuine claim to brilliance and distinction. It is easy to make a cheap glitter for a man of Strong’s type, and Mrs. Gilman practised the economies for which no alternative was possible. He was, moreover, so flatteringly dazzled by paste that, in any case, diamonds would have been sinfully thrown away upon him.


  Such as it was, however, her conversation represented for Strong the only culture obtainable in Crewford, and he strove to consider the fact powerful enough to account for the influence she undoubtedly exercised upon him.


  But in his heart of hearts, when he began patiently to sift motives and emotions, he knew this did not solve the mystery of the attraction which drew him day after day to her room.


  “Confound it!” he found himself exclaiming, half aloud, one evening. “What is it? I don’t care for her. Good heavens, no!” with a short laugh. “I believe I—rather dislike her than otherwise.”


  He paused a moment, pondering over the idea, and dismissed it with another bewildered laugh, as one more insoluble problem.


  “Don’t even know whether I dislike her? Hang the woman, 261 any way, she occupies too much of my time. I won’t see so much of her,” he resolved suddenly; “the girl’s all right now. I can make that the excuse.”


  With the determination, his perplexities at once vanished. He looked at Mollie’s photograph for a moment before going in search of his candle, and a very tender, boyish smile came to his lips before they framed themselves for the soft whistling which meant that his mind was at rest.


  “What do you and I care for any stupid woman, little girl!” he would have said, had Mollie herself been there to hear him.


  “She is much better,” he said, following Mrs. Gilman, the next day, into the drawing-room, after his visit to the maid. He stood talking by the mantel-piece, as though in readiness to go as soon as necessary conversation should be over. “I think if I look in again on Thursday or Friday I needn’t trouble you again. She will do now, if you take care of her for a little while. She oughtn’t to begin work for a week or two. If you could send her home for a fortnight, or——”


  “Two lumps?” Mrs. Gilman interrupted. She held the sugar suspended over the tea-cup, and glanced up at him.


  He hesitated.


  “I really oughtn’t to stay, I haven’t made an end of work for to-day,” he began.


  “But tea is one of the pleasures of life,” she returned, passing the cup to him, “not a mere duty to be scrupulously avoided.”


  There was a moment’s pause before he took the usual low chair near the fire, with a laugh.


  Mrs. Gilman helped herself to one of the tiny cakes out of the cake basket.


  262 “I always associate you with that chair, or the chair with you—whichever you consider the prettiest way of putting it,” she said, with a little movement of her head towards Strong. She addressed him in the slow, lazy voice in which one intimate friend might speak to another.


  “It seems quite natural for you to be there. And this is practically your last visit; I’m sorry. I shall miss our talks.” There was the faintest note of sadness in the last words. She lifted the cup to her lips, set it down untasted, and gazed a moment absently into the fire.


  Strong flushed, and moved a little uneasily, glanced furtively at her, and was glad that at the moment she was so obviously unconscious of him.


  “Yes,” he said, awkwardly, “we seem to have talked a great deal. I was a regular ignorant Philistine before you took me in hand, Mrs. Gilman, and I’m afraid I haven’t made much progress in spite of your teaching. I’ve ordered some of the books you talk about, though, and I’m trying to cultivate a taste for art; but—I’m really awfully sorry—I still prefer my old hunting pictures to Whistler. I’m afraid you’ll have to give me up as a bad job. I’m not a quick pupil.”


  She turned her head slowly, and let her eyes dwell for a moment on his face.


  “You are an interesting one,” she said, wistfully. “I have so enjoyed our talks. I”—she paused, hesitated a little, and dropped her eyes—“I am rather lonely. Don’t quite forsake me.” She looked up at him again, with a half-pleading, half-smiling glance, and her voice was a little tremulous.


  Strong’s heart beat quicker.


  “I shall be glad to come whenever you ask me,” he murmured.


  There was a short silence.


  263 His eyes were riveted in a sort of fascinated gaze on her half-averted face.


  He was thinking, confusedly, how wonderfully she was dressed, and how Mollie would tease him about his efforts to describe what she wore. Her gown seemed to him a mist of soft, yet brilliant colour, the firelight flashed on the jewelled girdle at her waist, and her white hands, clasped on her lap, lay like gathered lilies on a bed of dimly glowing flowers. What was it that made her face so attractive? It was not pretty, even framed as it was in low, falling masses of glorious red hair—not pretty, but curiously fascinating. Her eyes were beautiful, yet he had hitherto always thought it was the expression of her eyes that repelled him.


  “How is the little lady!” she asked at last, turning sharply to him. Her voice had regained its accustomed half-mocking brightness. The trend of Strong’s reflections was suddenly deflected.


  Instinctively he resented the tone of the inquiry, and drew himself up a little stiffly before replying, “She is well, I believe.”


  She raised her eyebrows ironically.


  “You believe!—you know you write every day. And how soon are you going to act Benedick to her Beatrice?”


  “Not so soon as I could wish,” he replied, putting the cup down on the table.


  “You intend to hug your chains, I see,” she returned, leaning her head back against the cushion with a nestling movement with which he had grown familiar.


  He did not reply, and she sat turning the rings on her finger absently, and looking into the red heart of the fire.


  Strong wished to rise, make some excuse about work, and go, but something irresistibly impelled him to sit watching her. 264 The droop of her mouth, and her downcast eyes gave him an odd uncomfortable sensation. She moved at last with a half sigh.


  “I want you to see these,” she said at last, rising as she spoke and moving slowly towards the mantel-piece.


  She drew an envelope from behind a little clock, and took some photographs from it.


  “They have just come home. Do you think they are like me?” she asked, leaning over her shoulder at Strong, who rose and followed her to the mantel-piece.


  He took them from her and examined them one by one.


  “Well, what do you think of them?” she asked, softly. She was standing close to him, and as she bent over the photographs her thick, wavy hair touched his hand. Strong withdrew it hurriedly.


  “They are charming,” he said, with an effort, and laid them on the mantel-piece.


  She gave a little, low laugh of half-caressing mockery.


  “You are not going to ask for one? What a good boy! Now see virtue rewarded.”


  She chose the prettiest, and held it towards him, raising her eyes at the same time.


  They were brilliant with laughing mockery, and something else which for one sudden moment sent the blood to his heart. Her rich hair fell low against her faintly flushed cheek, the fragrant folds of her dress brushed his hand. For one second he stood penetrated by her rare tantalising beauty before an irresistible impulse seized him, and he bent swiftly, drew her to him, and kissed her.


  She drew back, but kept her eyes on his face, and then in one brief moment, with all his faculties quickened, intensified by the 265 swift reaction from sudden passion, Strong read intuitively Barbara Gilman’s history of the past few weeks.


  The flash penetrated the obscure recesses of his own mind at the same moment, and in the pitiless glare he saw what had before been hidden from him—the secret of her influence. It was miserably, ludicrously simple after all. As he looked at the woman before him, he recognised that in spite of the fact that accident had made her the honoured wife of a man near his own rank in life, she belonged, by nature, to a class which she herself probably held in virtuous contempt and horror.


  It was one of those moments of mutual revelation when speech is recognised as a clumsy, unnecessary middleman between soul and soul.


  As she looked at him, Mrs. Gilman’s eyes slowly dilated. Their expression of half insolent triumph faded. Resentful anger took its place. This boy, who, lacking all the qualities that go to the making of a man of the world, had filled her with contemptuous amusement—this boy, dared to despise her.


  Her forehead contracted into a sudden frown.


  “What are you thinking about?” she asked sharply, the words involuntarily escaping her lips.


  Strong still kept his eyes on her face. He was pale. She noticed that he looked all at once years older.


  “I think I had better not tell you,” he replied deliberately, taking up his hat.


  She flushed.


  “I thought you might have been considering an apology,” she said with dangerous coldness, “but I don’t think you need trouble. No apology, however abject, could atone for your disgraceful conduct. Please go.” She pointed to the door.


  266 Strong continued to look at her, without changing his expression.


  “Nevertheless, I apologise,” he said quietly. “It is a man’s rôle to offer an apology, I believe.”


  She drew a deep breath.


  “I am sorry I cannot accept it. It is perhaps fair to warn you that I never conceal anything from my husband,” she added over her shoulder, as Strong moved towards the door.


  He bowed, turning with his hand on the door-handle, and the faintest smile on his lips. As he walked down the hall, the smile deepened unpleasantly, and he wondered vaguely that he could at the moment find her icily virtuous demeanour so grimly comic.


  She saw the smile, and her lips whitened. Her heart beat fast for anger. He was master of the situation. She, a woman of the world, had been out-matched and despised by a green boy! The photograph she had given him lay on the mantel-piece. She snatched it up with a sudden movement, tore it again and again, and flung it on to the fire.


  She stood motionless a moment, gazing at the leaping flames, her eyebrows drawn together, then, in a frenzy of rage, she struck her hand against the marble side of the fireplace.


  It was bruised, and the pain brought tears to her eyes, as she put it to her lips in a fury of self-pity. There was a step outside, the door-handle was turned, and her husband entered.


  “All in the dark, Bab!” he called cheerfully, stumbling against a chair.


  She turned from the fire, and went swiftly to meet him, breaking into sobs.


  Then, as he caught her in his arms with incoherent, wondering, soothing words, she clung to him, caressing him.


  “Oh! I wanted you so badly,” she murmured through her 267 tears. “You dear Jim—you dear Jim, don’t be angry, will you? I want to tell you something—something dreadful!”


  * * * * *


  Two months later, Strong stood by the window in his dismantled study, reading a letter in the waning light of a December afternoon.


  The same packing-cases that had lumbered the room three months before, stood again on the skirting against the wall. They were full of pictures and books. The walls were bare; the tables without covers. A travelling-rug and a half-filled portmanteau lay on the floor. His face, thrown into relief by the light that entered through a side window, was terribly altered. It had the grey pallor that comes of anxiety and suspense. There were hollows in his cheeks, and the hand that held the paper nearer to the light, trembled like the hand of an old man. The letter was from his sister, giving him particulars of his father’s death. It was incoherent, as words written under the strain of grief usually are, but the keynote of the letter was struck in the stress she laid on the fact that her father seemed to make no effort to rally from his illness, when he heard that Strong was giving up the Crewford practice. “He was weak before, of course,” she wrote with unintentional cruelty, “but when he heard the news, he seemed utterly crushed and broken, and hardly spoke again. I did all I could to keep from him the reports we hear about you, and the reason you are leaving Crewford, but ill news flies, Jack, and we couldn’t help hearing the gossip. I have not heard from Mollie, since Major Kendall went down to Crewford a week ago. Do write plainly—but it doesn’t seem to matter now father has gone.”


  There was more of the letter, but he threw it down unfinished with a laugh.


  268 “No, it really doesn’t matter,” he repeated half aloud, and began to search in a leather case which he took from his breast-pocket for another letter which he knew by heart. It was a broken-hearted little note from Mollie. He glanced through it, crumpled the paper fiercely in his hand, and then smoothed it again to read the last sentence.


  “We sail for India to-morrow. Father’s leave is over and he insists on taking me out with him; we shall not come home for years. I dare not think of it—I hope I shall die before——”


  Strong looked again at the date. She had sailed the previous day.


  He drew a chair up slowly before the empty table and deliberately tore both letters, Mollie’s and his sister’s into shreds. He took great pains to fold the paper exactly, and apparently gave his whole mind to the task. When they were reduced to a heap of infinitesimal fragments, he rose, opened the window, and scattered them to the wind. The white scraps whirled and eddied over the bare rose bushes before the window, and drifted like flakes of snow on to the earth at their roots. When the last flake was at rest, he closed the window softly, as though some one lay dead in the room, turned the key in the lock, stooped over the portmanteau a moment, and took from it something which he put on the table.


  There were a few trifles still unpacked on the mantel-piece, and he turned to it and began to collect them mechanically and place them neatly in the packing-case. He surprised himself in the act, and laughed aloud. What would packing-cases and pictures matter in a few moments? He turned over the last photograph and glanced at it. It was of his sister. As he looked, his left hand slid over the table, feeling for what he had laid there. He grasped it presently, and stood a full minute looking from it to the 269 portrait in his other hand. All at once with a groan, he flung the pistol from him, and at the same time dropped the photograph savagely into the packing case.


  “Damn it!” he muttered. “A fellow mustn’t even die. He’s got to live, and to try and keep a sister he doesn’t care for out of the workhouse.”


  * * * * *


  Five or six years later, Mrs. Gilman was driving down Piccadilly. There was a crush at the corner of Bond Street, and the carriage drew up close to the curb. As she sat idly watching the passers-by, she saw with a start of recognition Strong’s face amongst them. He stopped at the edge of the pavement, waiting to cross, and in a moment their eyes met. Involuntarily, with a woman’s instinct, she glanced first at his clothes, as the best source of information as to prosperity, or the reverse. He was as well dressed as she remembered him at Crewford, years ago, and, as she noticed this, her heart began to beat fast with a sense of resentful anger. He was doing well then after all. His eyes were still fixed upon her, and she forced herself to meet his gaze. Once more, as in the drawing-room at the Court five years ago, their long look was eloquent. She saw before her a man prematurely aged, his face lined, with work perhaps, possibly with suffering, though of that she could not guess. All traces of the boy had vanished; it was a calm, inscrutable face, the lips closely pressed together, the eyes steady and quiet. He looked full at her, calmly, indifferently even, and as she returned his glance the flame of anger flared more fiercely. She had robbed him of life’s joys, it was true, but he had conquered—she felt it. Again he was master of the situation. His look, too impersonal to be even critical, scorched her.


  With a swift, violent movement she leant forward in the carriage.


  270 “Drive on,” she called savagely to the man, who started, flicked the horses suddenly, and they plunged forward, narrowly escaping the wheels of a hansom. Before she was whirled past him, she saw for the second time in their acquaintance the ghost of a smile upon his lips. Her face was white as she leant back in the corner of the victoria, her hands clenched under the carriage rug.


  The same evening she and her husband were in the private sitting-room of their hotel at Westminster. She was putting some feathery branches of chrysanthemum into tall jars about the room. Two or three of the flowers, flame-coloured, with long, curling petals like the tentacles of some sea creature, lay on the table. These she presently took up, and fastened at her waist in the loose folds of her evening dress. The harmony of the gorgeous colour of the flowers with the gown she wore, gave the supreme perfecting touch to her appearance.


  Her husband sat in an arm-chair by the fire, a cigarette between his fingers, and watched her. She felt the admiration in his eyes and turned to him lingeringly, with the slow smile which never failed of the effect she intended, in whatever direction it was bestowed.


  He rose immediately, put his arm round her, and turned her face up to his.


  “’Pon my word, I believe you are prettier than when I married you, Bab!” he declared with an awkward laugh.


  She touched his cheek with her hair, and stood a moment while he stroked it tenderly, then gently moved away.


  “Middleton’s late,” he observed, with a glance at the clock.


  “Yes,” she returned, carelessly, “but there’s really plenty of time.”


  271 “I heard something about that fellow, you know who I mean—Strong—to-day,” he said presently, after a short silence.


  She half-turned her head, then paused, and reached for a fan on the mantel-piece.


  “Yes?” she said, indifferently.


  “The brute’s doing better than he deserves, though that’s not saying much,” he went on, his face darkening. “He’s scraped some sort of practice together in some God-forsaken suburb—Hackney or Clapton, I believe—and his sister’s keeping house for him.”


  “How did you hear?” She was shielding her face from the fire with the fan she held.


  “Dr. Danford was talking about him, curiously enough, after dinner last night. It seems one of his children met with an accident—thrown from a pony or something—and was taken into Strong’s place.”


  There was a pause while Gilman puffed in silence, a frown gathering.


  “Danford spoke enthusiastically of the chap,” he went on after a moment, knocking the ashes from his cigarette; “says he’s bound to come to the front. He’s read a paper before some medical congress or other that’s considered pretty brilliant. Confound our smooth, oily, nineteenth-century manner of doing business like this,” he broke out fiercely, “What wouldn’t I give to have put a bullet through him that time, instead of being driven to ruin his practice by making the place too hot to hold him! One can’t let one’s wife’s name get bandied about, though. One has to keep her out of it—that’s the worst of it,” he added, gloomily, “or else——”


  “Why do you talk about him! What does it matter?” she asked, vehemently, rising and crushing the fan in her hand as she 272 spoke. How she hated the man! The sound of his name brought vividly before her the quiet, indifferent glance he had that morning bestowed upon her. It roused once more the fury of impotent anger with which she recognised her utter powerlessness to affect him. And Jim, of course, blundering idiot that he was, must needs remind her. “I hate the subject,” she exclaimed. She was trembling, and her voice shook.


  Her husband was on his feet in a moment.


  “What a fool I am!” he said, seizing her hand. “Poor little girl, how could I remind you! You are too good for me, Bab,” he murmured tenderly, bending over her. “I ought to have realised what a good woman feels when a brute like that dares to insult her. But we’ll never speak of it again, dear.”


  She lifted her face for his kiss, and then gently disengaged herself as a man’s voice became audible outside.


  As she turned her head, an almost imperceptible smile curled her lip, and she laid her hand for one second against the front of her low gown, where she felt the edge of a stiff envelope, and heard its faint rustle.


  The door opened at the moment, and, for a breathing space, the eyes of the man who entered sought and met hers.


  “Hullo, Middleton! you’re late,” Gilman exclaimed. “We shall have to start at once if we’re going to hear the overture. Bab and I had given you up, and were just settling down to a Darby and Joan evening, weren’t we, Bab?”


  ·  ·


  273 At the Article of Death


  By John Buchan


  Anoiseless evening fell chill and dank on the moorlands. The Dreichil was mist to the very rim of its precipitous face, and the long, dun sides of the Little Muneraw faded into grey vapour. Underfoot were plashy moss and dripping heather, and all the air was choked with autumnal heaviness. The herd of the Lanely Bield stumbled wearily homeward in this, the late afternoon, with the roof-tree of his cottage to guide him over the waste.


  For weeks, months, he had been ill, fighting the battle of a lonely sickness. Two years ago his wife had died, and as there had been no child, he was left to fend for himself. He had no need for any woman, he declared, for his wants were few and his means of the scantiest, so he had cooked his own meals and done his own household work since the day he had stood by the grave in the Gladsmuir kirkyard. And for a little he did well; and then, inch by inch, trouble crept upon him. He would come home late in the winter nights, soaked to the skin, and sit in the peat-reek till his clothes dried on his body. The countless little ways in which a woman’s hand makes a place healthy and habitable were unknown to him, and soon he began to pay the price of his folly. For he was not a strong man, though a careless onlooker 274 might have guessed the opposite from his mighty frame. His folk had all been short-lived, and already his was the age of his father at his death. Such a fact might have warned him to circumspection; but he took little heed till that night in the March before, when, coming up the Little Muneraw and breathing hard, a chill wind on the summit cut him to the bone. He rose the next morn, shaking like a leaf, and then for weeks he lay ill in bed, while a younger shepherd from the next sheep-farm did his work on the hill. In the early summer he rose a broken man, without strength or nerve, and always oppressed with an ominous sinking in the chest; but he toiled through his duties, and told no man his sorrow. The summer was parchingly hot, and the hillsides grew brown and dry as ashes. Often as he laboured up the interminable ridges, he found himself sickening at heart with a poignant regret. These were the places where once he had strode so freely with the crisp air cool on his forehead. Now he had no eye for the pastoral loveliness, no ear for the witch-song of the desert. When he reached a summit, it was only to fall panting, and when he came home at nightfall he sank wearily on a seat.


  And so through the lingering summer the year waned to an autumn of storm. Now his malady seemed nearing its end. He had seen no man’s face for a week, for long miles of moor severed him from a homestead. He could scarce struggle from his bed by mid-day, and his daily round of the hill was gone through with tottering feet. The time would soon come for drawing the ewes and driving them to the Gladsmuir market. If he could but hold on till the word came, he might yet have speech of a fellow man, and bequeath his duties to another. But if he died first, the charge would wander uncared for, while he himself would lie in that lonely cot till such time as the lowland farmer sent the 275 messenger. With anxious care he tended his flickering spark of life—he had long ceased to hope—and with something like heroism, looked blankly towards his end.


  But on this afternoon all things had changed. At the edge of the water-meadow he had found blood dripping from his lips, and half-swooned under an agonising pain at his heart. With burning eyes he turned his face to home, and fought his way inch by inch through the desert. He counted the steps crazily, and with pitiful sobs looked upon mist and moorland. A faint bleat of a sheep came to his ear; he heard it clearly, and the hearing wrung his soul. Not for him any more the hills of sheep and a shepherd’s free and wholesome life. He was creeping, stricken, to his homestead to die, like a wounded fox crawling to its earth. And the loneliness of it all, the pity, choked him more than the fell grip of his sickness.


  Inside the house a great banked fire of peats was smouldering. Unwashed dishes stood on the table, and the bed in the corner was unmade, for such things were of little moment in the extremity of his days. As he dragged his leaden foot over the threshold, the autumn dusk thickened through the white fog, and shadows awaited him, lurking in every corner. He dropped carelessly on the bed’s edge, and lay back in deadly weakness. No sound broke the stillness, for the clock had long ago stopped for lack of winding. Only the shaggy collie which had lain down by the fire looked to the bed and whined mournfully.


  In a little he raised his eyes and saw that the place was filled with darkness, save where the red eye of the fire glowed hot and silent. His strength was too far gone to light the lamp, but he could make a crackling fire. Some power other than himself made him heap bog-sticks on the peat and poke it feebly, for he shuddered at the ominous long shades which peopled floor and 276 ceiling. If he had but a leaping blaze he might yet die in a less gross mockery of comfort.


  Long he lay in the firelight, sunk in the lethargy of illimitable feebleness. Then the strong spirit of the man began to flicker within him and rise to sight ere it sank in death. He had always been a godly liver, one who had no youth of folly to look back upon, but a well-spent life of toil lit by the lamp of a half-understood devotion. He it was who at his wife’s death-bed had administered words of comfort and hope; and he had passed all his days with the thought of his own end fixed like a bull’s-eye in the target of his meditations. In his lonely hill-watches, in the weary lambing days, and on droving journeys to far-away towns, he had whiled the hours with self-communing, and self-examination, by the help of a rigid Word. Nay, there had been far more than the mere punctilios of obedience to the letter; there had been the living fire of love, the heroical attitude of self-denial, to be the halo of his solitary life. And now God had sent him the last fiery trial, and he was left alone to put off the garments of mortality.


  He dragged himself to a cupboard where all the appurtenances of the religious life lay to his hand. There were Spurgeon’s sermons in torn covers, and a dozen musty Christian Treasuries. Some antiquated theology which he had got from his father, lay lowest, and on the top was the gaudy Bible, which he had once received from a grateful Sabbath class while he yet sojourned in the lowlands. It was lined and re-lined, and there he had often found consolation. Now in the last faltering of mind he had braced himself to the thought that he must die as became his possession, with the Word of God in his hand, and his thoughts fixed on that better country, which is heavenly.


  The thin leaves mocked his hands, and he could not turn to 277 any well-remembered text. In vain he struggled to reach the gospels; the obstinate leaves blew ever back to a dismal psalm or a prophet’s lamentation. A word caught his eye and he read vaguely: “The shepherds slumber, O King, … the people is scattered upon the mountains … and no man gathereth them … there is no healing of the hurt, for the wound is grievous.” Something in the poignant sorrow of the phrase caught his attention for one second, and then he was back in a fantasy of pain and impotence. He could not fix his mind, and even as he strove he remembered the warning he had so often given to others against death-bed repentance. Then, he had often said, a man has no time to make his peace with his Maker, when he is wrestling with death. Now the adage came back to him; and gleams of comfort shot for one moment through his soul. He at any rate had long since chosen for God, and the good Lord would see and pity His servant’s weakness.


  A sheep bleated near the window, and then another. The flocks were huddling down, and wind and wet must be coming. Then a long dreary wind sighed round the dwelling, and at the same moment a bright tongue of flame shot up from the fire, and a queer crooked shadow flickered over the ceiling. The sight caught his eyes, and he shuddered in nameless terror. He had never been a coward, but like all religious folk he had imagination and emotion. Now his fancy was perturbed, and he shrank from these uncanny shapes. In the failure of all else he had fallen to the repetition of bare phrases, telling of the fragrance and glory of the city of God. “River of the water of Life,” he said to himself, … “the glory and honour of the nations … and the street of the city was pure gold … and the saved shall walk in the light of it … and God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.”


  Again a sound without, the cry of sheep and the sough of a lone 278 wind. He was sinking fast, but the noise gave him a spasm of strength. The dog rose and sniffed uneasily at the door, a trickle of rain dripped from the roofing, and all the while the silent heart of the fire glowed and hissed at his side. It seemed an uncanny thing that now in the moment of his anguish the sheep should bleat as they had done in the old strong days of herding.


  Again the sound, and again the morris-dance of shadows among the rafters. The thing was too much for his failing mind. Some words of hope—“streams in the desert, and”—died on his lips, and he crawled from the bed to a cupboard. He had not tasted strong drink for a score of years, for to the true saint in the uplands abstinence is a primary virtue; but he kept brandy in the house for illness or wintry weather. Now it would give him strength, and it was no sin to cherish the spark of life.


  He found the spirits and gulped down a mouthful—one, two, till the little flask was drained, and the raw fluid spilled over beard and coat. In his days of health it would have made him drunk, but now all the fibres of his being were relaxed, and it merely strung him to a fantasmal vigour, but more, it maddened his brain, already tottering under the assaults of death. Before, he had thought feebly and greyly; now his mind surged in an ecstasy.


  The pain that lay heavy on his chest, that clutched his throat, that tugged at his heart, was as fierce as ever, but for one short second the utter weariness of spirit was gone. The old fair words of Scripture came back to him, and he murmured promises and hopes till his strength failed him for all but thought, and with closed eyes he fell back to dream.


  But only for one moment; the next he was staring blankly in a mysterious terror. Again the voices of the wind, again the 279 shapes on floor and wall and the relentless eye of the fire. He was too helpless to move and too crazy to pray; he could only lie and stare, numb with expectancy. The liquor seemed to have driven all memory from him, and left him with a child’s heritage of dreams and stories.


  Crazily he pattered to himself a child’s charm against evil fairies, which the little folk of the moors still speak at their play.


  
    Wearie, Ovie, gang awa’,


    Dinna show your face at a’,


    Ower the muir and down the burn,


    Wearie, Ovie, ne’er return.

  


  The black crook of the chimney was the object of his spells, for the kindly ingle was no less than a malignant twisted devil, with an awful red eye glowering through smoke.


  His breath was winnowing through his worn chest like an autumn blast in bare rafters. The horror of the black night without, all filled with the wail of sheep, and the deeper fear of the red light within, stirred his brain, not with the far-reaching fanciful terror of men, but with the crude homely fright of a little child. He would have sought, had his strength suffered him, to cower one moment in the light as a refuge from the other, and the next to hide in the darkest corner to shun the maddening glow. And with it all he was acutely conscious of the last pangs of mortality. He felt the grating of cheek-bones on skin, and the sighing, which did duty for breath, rocked him with agony.


  Then a great shadow rose out of the gloom and stood shaggy in the firelight. The man’s mind was tottering, and once more he was back at his Scripture memories and vague repetitions. Aforetime his fancy had toyed with green fields, now it held to the darker places. “It was the day when Evil Merodach was king in 280 Babylon,” came the quaint recollection, and some lingering ray of thought made him link the odd name with the amorphous presence before him. The thing moved and came nearer, touched him, and brooded by his side. He made to shriek, but no sound came, only a dry rasp in the throat and a convulsive twitch of the limbs.


  For a second he lay in the agony of a terror worse than the extremes of death. It was only his dog, returned from his watch by the door, and seeking his master. He, poor beast, knew of some sorrow vaguely and afar, and nuzzled into his side with dumb affection.


  Then from the chaos of faculties a shred of will survived. For an instant his brain cleared, for to most there comes a lull at the very article of death. He saw the bare moorland room, he felt the dissolution of his members, the palpable ebb of life. His religion had been swept from him like a rotten garment. His mind was vacant of memories, for all were driven forth by purging terror. Only some relic of manliness, the heritage of cleanly and honest days, was with him to the uttermost. With blank thoughts, without hope or vision, with nought save an aimless resolution and a causeless bravery, he passed into the short anguish which is death.


  ·  ·


  281 Children of the Mist


  By Rosamund Marriott-Watson


  
    The cold airs from the river creep


    About the murky town,


    The spectral willows, half-asleep,


    Trail their long tresses down


    Where the dim tide goes wandering slow,


    Sad with perpetual ebb and flow.

  


  
    The great blind river, cold and wide,


    Goes groping by the shore,


    And still where water and land divide


    He murmurs evermore


    The overword of an old song,


    The echo of an ancient wrong.

  


  
    There is no sound ’twixt stream and sky,


    But white mists walk the strand,


    Waifs of the night that wander by,


    Wraiths from the river-land—


    While here, beneath the dripping trees,


    Stray other souls more lost than these.

  


  
    282 Voiceless and visionless they fare,


    Known all too well to me—


    Ghosts of the years that never were,


    The years that could not be—


    And still, beneath the eternal skies


    The old blind river gropes and sighs.

  


  ·  ·


  283 Three Pictures


  By Aline Szold


  I. Maternity


  II. Grief


  III. A Study of Trees
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  291 A Forgotten Novelist


  By Hermione Ramsden


  There is no sufficient reason to account for the manner in which Robert Bage has been forgotten, while numbers of his contemporaries have been canonised among the classics. It may be true that his works have not the enduring qualities of Samuel Richardson’s many-volumed novels, yet they are not without many of the attributes which go towards the making of popular romances, and in many respects they are better calculated to appeal to the reading public of our time. His style is brighter than Richardson’s, less sentimental than Fielding’s; his good men are less priggish, and his young women have more of nature in them; while, as regards his subjects, he may be said to have much in common with some modern authors, who would find it no easy matter to surpass him in the boldness with which he upholds his opinions.


  Bage was born on the 29th of January, 1728, at Darley, where his father was a paper manufacturer, which profession he afterwards followed. In politics he was a Whig, while in religion it is said that, for a time at least, he was a Quaker, which would account for his peculiar way of writing; but if this was the case, he does not appear to have remained one long, for, to use the expression of a contemporary, he very soon “reasoned himself into 292 infidelity,” and all the traces that remained of his former religious persuasion were a sincere esteem for the Quakers and an unconquerable dislike for the clergy. The characters of Miss Carlill in Man as He Is, and of Arnold in Barham Downs, are delineated with a touch of sympathy which is quite unmistakable, while Mr. Holford and the Rev. Dr. Blick, who differ so little as to be virtually the same man, are both of them the beau-idéal of the sporting parson of the period, and are described as the toadies of a rich lord, for ever holding up the example of the patriarchs as an excuse for the behaviour of their wealthy patrons. Mr. Holford “was a sound divine, orthodox in preaching and eating, could bear a little infidelity and free-thinking, provided they were accompanied with good wine and good venison.”


  But to return to Bage’s own life. Shortly after the death of his mother, his father removed to Derby, and Robert was sent to school, where it seems that he soon proved himself a distinguished scholar, for at the age of seven he was already proficient in Latin.


  In 1765 he entered into partnership in an iron manufactory with three persons, one of whom was the then celebrated Dr. Darwin; but the business failed, and Bage lost a considerable portion of his fortune. It was partly as a distraction from these pecuniary troubles that he wrote his novels. Of these, Mount Henneth was the first, and it was written, as he informs his readers in the preface, in order that he might be able to present each of his daughters with a new silk gown. The fashions appear to have been as tyrannical in those days as they are now, for our author declares that it was with feelings approaching to dismay that he observed that his daughters’ head-dresses were suffering “an amazing expansion.”


  This novel was written in the form of letters, and was published in 1781, when the copyright was sold for the sum of £30. 293 It is filled with the most surprising and improbable situations, while many of the characters appear to have been introduced for the sole purpose of relating other peoples’ histories, the result being awkward and unnatural. Mount Henneth was speedily followed by works of a similar nature; Barham Downs, two vols., published in 1784, which, by some, was considered his best; The Fair Syrian, two vols., 1787; James Wallace, three vols., 1788; and, finally, his two masterpieces: Man as He Is,[21] and Hermsprong, or Man as He Is Not.[22]


  The epistolary style in which Richardson had succeeded so well was not suited to the lighter substance of Bage’s novels, and it was not until he dropped it and developed a style of his own that he can be said to have achieved anything worthy of immortality. It was his careful studies of character, no less than the fidelity with which he pictured the manners and customs of the times, to which he owed the wide-spread reputation that he enjoyed in his life-time, when translations of his novels were published abroad in France and Germany. In his own country, fresh editions were continually called for, and after his death in 1801, they were republished under the editorship of Mrs. Barbauld and Sir Walter Scott. The poet Cowper may also be counted as one of his admirers, for, in a letter to William Hayley, dated May 21, 1793, he writes as follows:


  … “There has been a book lately published, entitled Man as He Is. I have heard a high character of it, as admirably written, 294 and am informed that for that reason, and because it inculcates Whig principles, it is, by many, imputed to you.”


  And the same year, in a letter to Samuel Rose, dated Dec. 8, he writes:


  “We find it excellent; abounding with wit and just sentiment, and knowledge both of books and men.”


  According to his friend, William Hutton, Bage cared little for the world, although he seems to have resembled Richardson in the preference which he evinced for the society of ladies, and he undoubtedly surpassed the latter in his manner of describing some of them. Maria Fluart, for instance, in Hermsprong, is a woman of the same type as Charlotte Grandison, yet it cannot be denied that her character is better drawn and her frivolous moods more consistently sustained; for Charlotte, in spite of her flightiness, partakes too strongly of the Grandison temperament, and there are moments when she relapses into conversations worthy of her brother.


  Of Bage’s domestic life we know very little, beyond the fact that he had three step-mothers, and that he married, at the age of twenty-three, a lady possessed of beauty, good sense, good temper, and money. In a letter, written a few months before his death, we learn that his wife sometimes scolded him to the extent of spoiling his appetite at breakfast, but that he bore it patiently we may conclude from the following passage, quoted from Man as He Is, which seems likely to have been the result of personal experience:


  Every man whose education has not been very ill-conducted, has learned to bear the little agreeable asperities of the gentle sex, not merely as a necessary evil, but as a variety, vastly conducive to female embellishment, and consequently to man’s felicity.


  In Bage, as in almost all authors, the autobiographical note is 295 not absent, and when we come upon sentences as astounding as the following, we cannot avoid the suggestion that one or other of those three step-mothers must have inspired it:


  “Ladies,” said Sir George, “have no weapons but their tongues and their nails…..”


  But Lady Mary Paradyne by no means confined herself to these, for when suffering from one of her periodical attacks of gout, a “slipper or a snuff-box thrown at the head of her nurse or her woman gave her tolerable ease.” And on one occasion “she enforced her observations with a knife,” and inflicted a wound on the nurse’s arm which resulted in “an eloquence superior to her own.”


  Domestic happiness is decidedly not a characteristic of Bage’s novels, and here, as elsewhere, it is the women who receive all the blame.


  “What shall I say of our women?” exclaims Mr. Mowbray. “Heavens! What pen or tongue can enumerate the evils which arise from our connections, our matrimonial connections, with this frail and feeble sex? Which of our corruptions may we not trace to their vanities? …. In every connection with woman, man seeks happiness and risques it—and the risque is great. It is so much the greater, because in the usual mode of connection, the laws come in to perpetuate it, and the misery is for life. Gentlemen endeavour to avoid this …. and no doubt that ‘as long as we love,’ is a more advantageous formula than ‘as long as we live.’ Yet there are drawbacks.”


  Mr. Fielding, a friend of Sir George’s, goes further still in maintaining that “matrimony kills love, as sure as foxes eat geese.”


  Sir George Paradyne was a model son, and always respectful in his behaviour towards his mother, although her complaints, 296 poured forth over five glasses of Madeira in succession, must often have been a severe trial to his patience. It was Lady Mary’s desire that he should be the most accomplished gentleman of his age, and in order that this wish might be realised, she was anxious to procure him a tutor who had studied manners under Lord Chesterfield, in place of the worthy Mr. Lindsay, whose views on education were the direct antithesis to her own. Of Lady Mary it is said that “her affections went to the whole duties of a mother….. It was she who regulated his taste in dress, who superintended the friseur in the important decoration of his head.”


  Poor Sir George! What a vision of powdered hair and pig-tail, flowered satin waistcoat and velvet coat, to say nothing of the shoes with diamond buckles! He was only just twenty when the story begins, and as yet quite unspoilt by the world; his chief delight at this period was to converse with Lindsay on Cicero and Demosthenes, Horace and Virgil, or to spend a quiet evening “in moralizing upon the various follies of mankind.” It was not without reason that he had asked Lindsay to become his friend and guide, for he sadly needed some one to whom he could confide his love for Miss Cornelia Colerain. Mr. Lindsay was a man of parts; he had met with a variety of misfortunes, and was a philosopher, if, also, somewhat of a pessimist. His chief aim at this time seems to have been to warn his pupil against the dangers of matrimony, because, as he says:


  “The love of woman and the love of fame lead to different things; no one knows better than myself how fatal love, as a passion, is to manly exertion.”


  Even the worthy Lindsay does not seem to have held the ordinary views on the subject of marriage, for on one occasion he shocks the fair Quakeress by observing that:


  297 “If it was the law or usage of the country for men and women to make temporary contracts, no one would call it a vice.”


  “According to thee, then,” said Miss Carlill, “vice and virtue are mode and fashion?”


  “Not wholly so, perhaps,” Mr. Lindsay said, “nor wholly otherwise….. It is a pity a tender mistake, as it often does, should involve two people in wretchedness for life.”


  Yet he is not afraid to risk his happiness with Miss Carlill, and she condescends to marry him at last, in spite of their differences of opinion.


  “I like not the doings of thy steeple-house,” she tells him; “there is much noise and little devotion….. If I take thee, it is out of pity to thy poor soul.”


  And with this reason he is obliged to be content.


  Sir George, on the other hand, is no pessimist with regard to marriage; he feels assured that a good wife is the greatest blessing that Heaven can bestow; but when Miss Colerain will not accept him because she considers that their acquaintance has been too short, the effect upon his character is not all that could be desired. These circumstances result in a strained relationship with Lindsay, they part in anger, and Sir George is left to continue his “airy course.” “Youth,” he argued, “must have its follies; the season would be over soon; a few years oeconomy would free him from their effects,” … and for the time being he forgot Miss Colerain.


  The author here excuses himself for his hero’s conduct by saying that the rules of probability would be violated were he to depict the character of a young gentleman of quality in the reign of George III. with too many virtues.


  Sir George goes to Paris, gets into debt, and is obliged to have recourse to Lindsay to help him out of his difficulties. Three 298 years he intends to devote to the business of regeneration; the remainder of his life to his country, to friendship, and, if he can obtain her, to Miss Colerain. But the lady in question requires to be fully convinced of the sincerity of his repentance before she will marry him, and because of this delay “his spirits flagged; his appetite ceased; his bloom changed; and it was too apparent that he must soon be lost to his friends and to himself.” His days were spent in the contemplation of Miss Colerain’s picture which he had hung in a temple in the garden, and so great was the depression of his spirits that he would most certainly have died but for the timely intervention of a certain Mr. Bardo, who thus addressed him:


  “Paradyne,” said he, “you are a fool.”


  Thus roused, Sir George regained his courage, and before long the fair Cornelia consented to become his wife.


  If we may trust the combined testimony of eighteenth century authors, Man as He Is may be studied as a faithful representation of a time when emotional natures were more common than they are now, when young men wept because their mothers scolded them, and turned dizzy at an unexpected meeting with the lady of their choice. Sir George, on one occasion, after he had been severely reprimanded by his mother for fighting one of the many duels in which he was constantly engaged, “withdrew to his library with his handkerchief at his eyes.” With women, fainting was more than a fashion, it was an art, and Cornelia, like other fair ladies of her time, could faint at a moment’s notice.


  Another very interesting point in Bage’s novels is the important part played by the lady’s maid and the valet. That this was actually the case, and was not merely an invention of the author’s, is proved by the frequency with which like incidents occur in the works of contemporary novelists; readers of Richardson will 299 remember how a dishonest footman assisted the villainous Sir Hargrave Pollexfen in the abduction of Miss Harriet Byron, and how that that young lady herself sees no harm in cross-questioning her friend’s maid on the subject of her mistress’s love affairs. Miss Grandison’s maid was the daughter of a clergyman, and it does not appear to have been at all unusual for young ladies in distressed circumstances to earn their living in this way, for even the learned Mrs. Bennet, in Fielding’s Amelia, had some thoughts of going into service and was advised by her aunt to do so, in spite of her knowledge of Latin.


  In Man as He Is, the ladies’ “women” and gentlemen’s “gentlemen” are persons of influence, and Sir George Paradyne, the first time that he is refused by Miss Colerain, drives off, leaving his purse in the hand of Susanna, her “woman,” with the request that she shall pray for him three times a day to her mistress. And another time, whilst he is discussing the subject of his sister’s matrimonial happiness with Mr. Lindsay, his “gentleman,” who happens to be in waiting at the breakfast table, suddenly assumes the air of having something of importance to say, and, upon being pressed, he reads a love-letter which he has just received from the above-mentioned lady’s “woman,” which serves to confirm Sir George’s worst fears.


  Bage’s last and best work, Hermsprong, or Man as He Is Not, marks a new stage in contemporary thought, and this time the change is brought about by a woman. Nora realises that she is being treated like a doll! In other words, the “woman question,” which had slumbered since the days of Mary Astell, had just made its re-appearance in the person and writings of Mary Wollstonecraft, whose Vindication of the Rights of Woman first saw the light in 1792. That Bage was strongly influenced by it is 300 proved by the fact that his hero—who, it must be remembered, represents man as he is not—is very eloquent in his arguments in favour of the higher education of women. Women, he maintains, are allowed too little liberty of mind, and he adds:


  “Be not angry with me … be angry at Mrs. Wollstonecraft … who has presumed to say that the homage men pay to youth and beauty is insidious, that women for the sake of this evanescent, this pitiful dominion permit themselves to be persuaded that their highest glory is to submit to this inferiority of character, and become the mere plaything of man. Can this be so?”


  “Now, the devil take me,” said Sumelin, “if I know what either you or this Mrs. Wollstonecraft would be at. But this I know, that the influence of women is too great; that it has increased, is increasing, and ought to be diminished.”


  “Well then,” Mr. Hermsprong answered, “let it be diminished on the side of charms; and let its future increase be on the side of mind.”


  “To what purpose?” the banker asked. “To invade the provinces of men? Weaker bodies, you will allow, nature has given them, if not weaker minds.”


  “Whatsoever may be the design of nature, respecting the sex, be her designs fulfilled. If she gave this bodily weakness, should education be brought in to increase it? But it is for mind I most contend; and if ‘a firm mind in a firm body’ be supposed the best prayer of man to the gods, why not of women? Would they be worse mothers for it? or more helpless widows?”


  “No,” said the banker; “but they would be less charming figures.”


  “Let us be more just, Mr. Sumelin. They are our equals in understanding, our superiors in virtue. They have foibles where men have faults, and faults where men have crimes.”


  301 Hermsprong is the necessary complement to Sir George Paradyne. He is the ideal, while the other is the real. Hermsprong is a native of America, and in many respects he resembles the Alien of Mr. Grant Allen’s hill-top novel. In Bage’s time, America was still sufficiently unknown to supply the novelist from Mrs. Aphra Behn[23] onwards with an original character for which now-a-days he is obliged to seek among the phantoms of the twenty-fifth century, or in the person of an angel visitant. Hermsprong, like the Alien, or Mr. H. G. Wells’s angel, is a thoroughly unconventional being who finds it impossible to accustom himself to the ways and habits of British barbarians. He is, according to his own description, a savage whose wish it is to return to nature, and who holds up the habits and customs of the American Red Indians as worthy of being imitated. He is in fact an Anarchist, who maintains that virtue is natural to man, and that a return to nature is a return to the primeval state of innocence before the laws had taught men how to sin.


  Hermsprong’s views, however, do not assume any very dangerous proportions. The utmost that he does to astonish the natives is to announce his intention of going to London on foot, a journey which is likely to occupy three days. But if he had suggested flying, the announcement could hardly have excited more surprise.


  “Surely, Mr. Hermsprong, you cannot think of walking?”


  “Oh, man of prejudice, why? In what other way can I travel with equal pleasure?”


  “Pleasure! Pleasure in England is not attached to the idea of walking. Your walks we perform in chaises.”


  302 “I pity you for it. For myself, I chuse not to buy infirmity so dear….. I must be independent, so far as social man can be independent. In other words I must be free from the necessity of doing little things, or saying little words to any man…..”


  It is said of him that his singularities of character unfit him for the society of English gentlemen; he eats only to live, instead of living to eat; he cares nothing for the pleasures of the bottle, nor for the still greater pleasures of cards and dice, yet his manners are such that he never fails to please. An English dinner he considers melancholy:


  “If to dine,” says he, “were only to eat, twenty minutes would be ample. You sit usually a couple of hours, and you talk, and call it conversation. You make learned remarks on wind and weather; on roads; on dearness of provisions; and your essays on cookery are amazingly edifying. Not much less so are your histories of your catarrhs and toothaches….. It is said that physicians have much increased in your country; one great reason may be, because you dine.”


  He has, moreover, a secret, but deep-founded contempt for the forms of politeness, and is often found to err on the side of plain speaking, to the intense anxiety of those who are anxious to befriend him.


  “I have often been told,” he says, “that in very, very civilised countries no man could hold up the mirror of truth to a lady’s face, without ill-manners. I came to try.”


  In this experiment he is fairly successful, for the ladies do not resent his truthfulness as much as might have been expected. His mission, like the Alien’s, is to rescue a lady from tyranny, only this time the tyrant is a father and not a husband. By degrees he overcomes her filial prejudices by bidding her lay aside 303 all pre-conceived notions of duty, and declaring that “in vain would the reasoners of this polished country say everything is due to the authors of our existence. Merely for existence, I should have answered, I owe nothing. It is for rendering that existence a blessing, my filial gratitude is due.”


  The lady of his choice is a certain Miss Campinet, the daughter of Lord Grondale, but the latter does not favour his suit, which is the less surprising when we consider that it is one of the characteristics of the savage that he does not love lords. It will be remembered that the Alien did not love lords either, and that he, too, was equally contemptuous of rank and riches. The conversation which takes place between Hermsprong and his father-in-law elect is sufficiently original to be worth transcribing:


  “Before I condescend to give you my daughter,” says Lord Grondale, “I must have a more particular account of your family, Sir; of its alliances, Sir; and of your rent roll.”


  “Upon my word, my Lord; here is a great deal of difficulty in this country to bring two people together, who are unfortunate enough to have property. For my part I have thought little of what your lordship thinks so much. I have thought only that I was a man, and she a woman—lovely, indeed, but still a woman. Nature has created a general affinity between these two species of beings; incident has made it particular between Miss Campinet and me. In such situations, people usually marry; so I consent to marry.”


  We must observe that it was a gross inconsistency on the part of Hermsprong that he should be guilty of one of the most barbarous customs of the times. When applying to Lord Grondale for permission to marry his daughter, he never contemplates the necessity of first consulting the wishes of the young lady 304 herself; these he takes for granted, and when reproached for his lack of humility, he defends himself by saying:


  “I consider a woman as equal to a man; but … I consider a man also as equal to a woman. When we marry we give and we receive. Where is the necessity that man should take upon him this crouching mendicant spirit, this excess of humiliation?”


  All this is very plausible, of course, but his notions of love-making were curious, to say the least, and it is difficult not to feel some compassion for Miss Campinet. In course of time however, his arguments convince her, and his efforts on her behalf are crowned with the success they deserve. He turns out to be none other than her long-lost cousin, Sir Charles Campinet, the lawful heir to Lord Grondale’s estate, and the son of his ship-wrecked brother. A reconciliation takes place, Lord Grondale dies, and the young couple are happy ever after.


  As an author, Robert Bage resembles Mr. Grant Allen in more than one respect, for in the first place his publisher was one named Lane, and in the second his object was to instruct women. Instruction intended for them can only be offered in the form of a novel as they are not likely to read works of a more serious nature, and Man as He Is is intended especially for the fair sex, amongst whom he hopes to find twenty thousand readers; in it he treats of the subjects which he thinks will be most agreeable to them, i.e., love and fashion. In like manner, Mr. Grant Allen, in his British Barbarians, informs us that he writes not for wise men, because they are wise already, but that it is the boys and girls and women—women in particular—whom he desires to instruct.


  The study of Man as He Is and Is Not, or rather, as he was and was not, in the years 1792 and 1796, is very instructive and 305 also distinctly salutary, and as such it deserves to be recommended as an antidote to pessimism. Both these books prove in the most convincing manner that a great change for the better has taken place in the ways and customs of English men and women since the close of the eighteenth century. Men no longer fight duels at the smallest provocation, nor weep in public, and women have long ceased to cultivate the art of fainting, nor do they—in polite society—use their nails as weapons of defence, while even the art of writing fiction has made considerable progress since the days when Robert Bage first began to write his romances.


  ·  ·


  306 A Fire


  By Stephen Phillips


  
    Dazzled with watching how the swift fire fled


    Along the dribbling roof, I turned my head;


    When lo, upraised beneath the lighted cloud


    The illumed unconscious faces of the crowd!


    Beautiful souls I knew and spirits dire,


    A moment naked, and betrayed by fire;


    An old grey face in lovely bloom upturned,


    The ancient rapture and the dream returned;


    A cautious face, now brilliant and rash,


    The scheming eyes hither and thither flash;


    The experienced face, with all emotion crushed,


    Now, as at some great wrong indignant, flushed;


    The hungering tramp with indolent gloating stare,


    The beggar in glory and devoid of care:


    That grey and trivial face, made up of needs,


    Now pale and recent from triumphant deeds!


    A mother slowly burning with bare breast,


    Yet her consuming babe close to her prest;


    That prosperous citizen in anguish dire,


    Beseeching heaven from purgatorial fire,


    Souls unaware by sudden flame betrayed


    I saw; then through the darkness stole, afraid.

  


  ·  ·


  307 Two Pictures


  By Charles Pears


  I. Ferry Bridge†


  II. The Harvest Moon†
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  313 At Twickenham


  By Ella D’Arcy


  When John Corbett married Minnie Wray, her sister Lœtitia, their parents being dead, came to live under his roof also, which seemed to Corbett the most natural arrangement in the world, for he was an Irishman, and the Irish never count the cost of an extra mouth. “Where there’s enough for two, there’s enough for three,” is a favourite saying of theirs, and even in the most impecunious Irish household no one ever dreams of grudging you your bite of bread or sup o’ th’ crathur.


  But Corbett was not impecunious. On the contrary, he was fairly well off, being partner in and traveller for an Irish whiskey house, and earning thus between eight and nine hundred a year. In the Income Tax returns he put the figure down as five hundred, but in conversation he referred to it casually as over a thousand; for he had some of the vices of his nationality as well as most of its virtues, and to impress Twickenham with a due sense of the worth of John Corbett was perhaps his chief preoccupation out of business hours.


  He lived in an imitation high art villa on the road to Strawberry Hill; a villa that rejoiced in the name of “Braemar,” gilded in gothic letters upon the wooden gate; a villa that flared up into pinnacles, blushed with red-brick, and mourned behind sad-tinted 314 glass. The Elizabethan casements let in piercing draughts, the Brummagen brass door-handles came off in the confiding hand that sought to turn them, the tiled hearths successfully conducted all the heat up the chimneys to disperse it generously over an inclement sky. But Corbett found consolation in the knowledge that the hall was paved with grey and white mosaic, that “Salve” bristled at you from the door-mat, that the dining-room boasted of a dado, and that the drawing-room rose to the dignity of a frieze.


  Minnie Corbett, whose full name was Margaret but who preferred to be called Rita, although she could not teach her family to remember to call her so, and Lœtitia, who had recently changed the “Tish” of her childhood to the more poetical Letty, dressed the windows of “Braemar,” with frilled Madras muslin, draped the mantel-pieces with plush, hung the walls with coloured photographs, Chinese crockery, and Japanese fans. They made expeditions into town in search of pampas grass and bulrushes, with which in summer-time they decorated the fireplace, and in winter the painted drain-pipes which stood in the corners of the room.


  Beyond which labours of love, and Minnie’s perfunctory ordering of the dinner every morning, neither she not Lœtitia found anything to do, for Corbett kept a cook, a house-parlourmaid, and a nurse to look after Minnie’s three children, in whom her interest seemed to have ceased when she had bestowed on them the fine-sounding names of Lancelot, Hugo, and Guinevere. Lœtitia had never pretended to feel any interest in the children at all.


  The sisters suffered terribly from dulness, and one memorable Sunday evening, Corbett being away travelling, they took first-class tickets to Waterloo, returning by the next train, merely to pass the time.


  When Corbett was not travelling, his going to and fro between 315 Twickenham and the city lent a spice of variety to the day. He left every morning by the 9.15 train, coming home in the evening in time for a seven o’clock dinner. On Saturdays he got back by two, when he either mowed the lawn, in his shirt-sleeves, or played a set of tennis with Lœtitia, or went with the girls for a row on the river. Or, if Minnie made a special point of it, he escorted them into town again, where he treated them to a restaurant table d’hôte and a theatre afterwards. On Sundays he rose late, renewed his weekly acquaintance with the baby, read through the Referee from first line to last, and accompanied by his two little boys, dressed in correct Jack Tar costume, went for a walk along the towing-path, whence they could watch the boating.


  Humanly speaking, he would have like to have followed the example of those flannel-shirted publicans and sinners who pushed off every moment in gay twos and threes from Shore’s landing-stage, but consideration for the susceptibilities of Providence and of Twickenham held him in check.


  It is true he did not go to church, although often disquieted by the thought of the bad effect this omission must produce on the mind of his next-door neighbour; but he salved his conscience with the plea that he was a busy man, and that Sunday was his only day of home life. Besides, the family was well represented by Minnie and Lœtitia, who when the weather was fine, never missed morning service. When it was wet they stayed away on account of their frocks.


  Sunday afternoons were spent by them sitting in the drawing-room awaiting the visitors who did not come. The number of persons in Twickenham with whom they were on calling terms was limited, nor can it be maintained that “Braemar” was an amusing house at which to call. For though Corbett was one of the most cordial, one of the most hospitable of young men, his womenfolk 316 shone rather by their silences than by their conversational gifts.


  Minnie Corbett was particularly silent. She had won her husband by lifting to his a pair of blankly beautiful eyes, and it did not seem to her requisite to give greater exertion to the winning of minor successes.


  Lœtitia could talk to men, provided they were unrelated to her, but she found nothing to say to members of her own sex. Even with her sister she was mostly silent, unless there was a new fashion in hats, the cut of a sleeve, or the set of a skirt to discuss. There was, however, one other topic which invariably aroused her to a transitory animation. This was the passing by the windows in his well-appointed dog-cart, of a man who, because of his upright bearing, moustache, and close-cut hair, she and Minnie had agreed to call “the Captain.”


  He was tall, evidently, and had a straight nose. Lœtitia also was straight-nosed and tall. She saw in this physical resemblance a reason for fostering a sentimental interest in him.


  “Quick, Minnie, here’s the Captain!” she would cry, and Minnie would awake from the somnolency of Sunday with a start, and skip over to the window to watch a flying vision of a brown horse, a black and red painted cart, and a drab-coated figure holding the reins, while a very small groom in white cords and top-boots maintained his seat behind by means of tightly folded arms and a portentous frown.


  “He’s got such a pretty horse,” observed Minnie on one occasion, before relapsing back into silence, the folding of hands, and a rocking-chair.


  “Yes,” Lœtitia agreed pensively, “it has such a nice tail.”


  Although she knew nothing concerning the Captain, although it did not seem probable that she ever would know anything, 317 although it was at least a tenable supposition that he was married already and the father of a family, she saw herself, in fancy, the wife of the wearer of the drab coat, driving by his side along the roads of Twickenham, up the High Street of Richmond. She wore, in fancy, a sealskin as handsome as Minnie’s and six inches longer, and she ordered lavishly from Gosling and the other tradesmen, giving the address of Captain Devereux of Deepdene, or Captain Mortimer of the Shrubberies. The names were either purely imaginary, or reminiscent of the novels she constantly carried about with her and fitfully read.


  She sat nearly always with an open book upon her knee, but neither Hall Caine nor Miss Marie Corelli even in their most inspired moments could woo her to complete self-forgetfulness. She did not wish to forget herself in a novel. She wished to find in it straw for her own brick-making, bricks for her own castle-building. And if a shadow fell across the window, if a step was heard along the hall, she could break off in the most poignant passage to lift a slim hand to the better arrangement of her curls, to thrust a slim foot in lace stocking and pointed shoe to a position of greater conspicuousness.


  On Sunday evenings at “Braemar” there was cold supper at eight, consisting of the early dinner joint, eaten with a salad scientifically mixed by Corbett, the remains of the apple or gooseberry pie, cheese, and an excellent Burgundy obtained by him at trade price. When the cloth was removed he did not return to the drawing-room. He never felt at ease in that over-furnished, over-ornate room, so darkened by shaded lamps and pink petticoated candles that it was impossible to read. The white, untempered flames of three gas-burners in the dining-room suited him better, and here he would sit on one side of the hearth in an arm-chair grown comfortable from continual 318 use, and read over again the already well-read paper, while Minnie, on the other side of the hearth, stared silently before her, and Lœtitia fingered her book at the table.


  Sometimes Corbett, untaught by past experience, would make a hopeful appeal to one or the other, for an expression of opinion concerning some topic of the day: some new play, some new book. But Minnie seldom took the trouble to hear him at all, and Lœtitia would answer with such superficial politeness, with so wide an irrelevance to the subject, that discouraged, he would draw back again into his shell. At the end of every Sunday evening he was glad to remember that the next day was Monday when he could return to his occupations and his acquaintances in the City. In the City men were ready to talk to him, to listen to what he said, and even to affect some show of interest in his views and pursuits.


  The chief breaks in his home life, its principal excitements, were the various ailments the children developed, the multifarious and unexpected means they found of putting their lives in jeopardy and adding items to Dr. Payne’s half-yearly accounts. Corbett would come home in the happiest mood, to have his serenity roughly shattered by the news that Lancelot had forced a boot-button down his ear, and was rolling on the floor in agony; that Hugo had bolted seventeen cherry-stones in succession and obstinately refused an emetic; that the baby had been seized with convulsions, that the whole family were in for chicken-pox, whooping-cough, or mumps.


  On such occasions Minnie, recovering something of her ante-nuptial vivacity, seemed to take a positive pleasure in unfolding the harrowing details, in dwelling on the still more harrowing consequences which would probably ensue.


  When, on turning into Wetherly Gardens on his way from 319 the station, Corbett perceived his wife’s blonde head above the garden gate, he knew at once that it betokened some domestic catastrophe. It had only been in the very early days of their married life that Minnie had hurried to greet his return for the mere pleasure it gave her.


  The past winter had brought rather more than the usual crop of casualties among the children, so that it had seemed to Corbett that the parental cup of bitterness was already filled to overflowing, that Fate might well grant him a respite, when, returning from town one warm May Saturday, his thoughts veering riverwards, and his intention being to invite the girls to scull up and have tea at Tagg’s, his ears were martyrised by the vociferous howls of Hugo, who had just managed to pull down over himself the kettle of water boiling on the nursery fire.


  While the women of the household disputed among themselves as to the remedial values of oil, treacle, or magnesia, Corbett rushed round to Payne’s to find him away, and to be referred to Dr. Matheson of Holly Cottage, who was taking Payne’s cases. At the moment he never noticed what Matheson was like, he received no conscious impression of the other’s personality. But when that evening, comparative peace having again fallen upon the Villa, Lœtitia remarked for the twentieth time, “How funny that Dr. Matheson should be the Captain, isn’t it?” he found in his memory the picture of a tall fair man, with regular features and a quiet manner, he caught the echoes of a pleasantly modulated voice.


  The young women did not go to service next morning, but Lœtitia put on her best gown nevertheless. She displayed also a good deal of unexpected solicitude for her little nephew, and when Matheson looked in, at about 10 a.m., she saw fit to accompany him and Corbett upstairs to the night-nursery, where Minnie, in 320 a white wrapper trimmed with ribbons as blue as her eyes and as meaningless, sat gazing into futurity by her son’s bedside.


  Hugo had given up the attempt to obtain illuminating answers to the intricate social and ethical problems with which he wiled away the pain-filled time. For when by repeated interrogatives of “Mother?” “Eh, mother?” “Well, mother?” he had induced Minnie at least to listen to him, all he extracted from her was some unsatisfying vagueness, which added its quota to the waters of contempt already welling up in his young soul for the intelligence of women.


  He rejoiced at the appearance of his father and the doctor, despite some natural heart-sinkings as to what the latter might not purpose doing to him. He knew doctors to be perfectly irresponsible autocrats, who walked into your bedroom, felt your pulse, turned you over and over just as though you were a puppy or a kitten, and then with an impassive countenance ordered you a poultice or a powder, and walked off. He knew that if they condemned you to lose an arm or a leg they would be just as despotic and impassible, and you would have to submit just as quietly. None of the grown-ups about you would ever dream of interfering in your behalf.


  So he fixed Matheson with an alert, an inquiring, a profoundly distrustful eye, and with a hand in his father’s awaited developments. Lœtitia he ignored altogether. He supposed that the existence of aunts was necessary to the general scheme of things, but personally he hadn’t any use for them. His predominate impression of Auntie Tish was that she spent her day heating curling-irons over the gas-bracket in her bedroom, and curling her hair, and although he saw great possibilities in curling-irons heated red-hot and applied to reasonable uses, he was convinced that no 321 one besides herself ever knew whether her hair was curled or straight. But women were such ninnies.


  The examination over, the scalds re-dressed and covered up again, Matheson on his way downstairs stopped at the staircase window to admire the green and charming piece of garden, which ending in an inconspicuous wooden paling, enjoyed an illusory proprietorship in the belt of fine old elm trees belonging to the demesne beyond.


  Corbett invited him to come and take a turn round it, and the two young men stepped out upon the lawn.


  It was a delicious blue and white morning, with that Sunday feeling in the air which is produced by the cessation of all workaday noises, and heightened just now by the last melodious bell-cadences floating out from the church on the distant green. The garden was full of flowers and bees, scent and sunshine. Roses, clematis, and canariensis tapestried the brick unsightlynesses of the back of the house. Serried ranks of blue-green lavender, wild companies of undisciplined sweet pea, sturdy clumps of red-hot poker shooting up in fiery contrast to the wide-spreading luxuriance of the cool white daisy bushes, justled side by side in the border territories which were separated from the lawn by narrow gravel paths.


  While Corbett and his guest walked up and down the centre of the grass, Minnie and Lœtitia watched them from behind the curtains of the night nursery window.


  “He’s got such nice hands,” said Lœtitia, “so white and well kept. Did you notice, Minnie?” Lœtitia always noticed hands, because she gave a great deal of attention to her own.


  But Minnie, whose hands were not her strong point, was more impressed by Matheson’s boots. “I wish Jack would get brown boots, they look so much smarter with light clothes,” she 322 remarked, but without any intensity of desire. Before the short phrase was finished, her voice had dropped into apathy, her gaze had wandered away from Matheson’s boots, from the garden, from the hour. She seemed not to hear her sister’s dubious “Yes, but I wonder he wears a tweed suit on Sundays!”


  Lœtitia heard herself calling him Algernon or Edgar, and remonstrating with him on the subject. Then she went into her bedroom, recurled a peccant lock on her temple, and joined the men just as the dinner gong sounded.


  Matheson was pressed to stay and share the early dinner. “Unless,” said Corbett, seeing that he hesitated, “Mrs. Matheson … perhaps … is waiting for you?”


  “There is no Mrs. Matheson, as yet,” he answered smiling, “although Payne is always telling me it’s my professional duty to get married as soon as possible.”


  Lœtitia coloured and smiled.


  * * * * *


  From that day Matheson was often at “Braemar.” At first he came ostensibly to attend to Hugo, but before that small pickle was on his feet again and in fresh mischief, he was sufficiently friendly with the family to drop in without any excuse at all.


  He would come of an evening and ask for Corbett, and the maid would show him into the little study behind the dining-room, where Corbett enjoyed his after-dinner smoke. He enjoyed it doubly in Matheson’s society, and discovered he had been thirsting for some such companionship for years. The girls were awfully nice, of course, but …. and then, the fellows in the City … he compared them with Matheson, much to their disadvantage. For Matheson struck him as being amazingly clever—a pillar of originality—and his fine indifference to the most cherished opinions of Twickenham made Corbett catch his 323 breath. But the time spent with his friend was only too short. Minnie and Lœtitia always found some pretext to join them, and they would reproach Matheson in so cordial a manner for never coming into the drawing-room, that presently, somewhat to Corbett’s chagrin, he began to pay his visits to them instead.


  Then as the summer advanced, the fine weather suggested river picnics, and the young women arranged one every week. They even ventured under Matheson’s influence to go out on a Sunday, starting in the forenoon, getting up as far as Chertsey, and not returning till late at night. Corbett, half delighted with the abandoned devilry of the proceeding, half terrified lest Wetherly Gardens should come to hear of it, Providence deal swift retribution, was always wholly surprised and relieved when they found themselves again ashore, as safe and comfortable as though the day had been a mere Monday or Wednesday. And if this immunity from consequences slightly shook Corbett’s respect for Providence, it sensibly increased his respect for his friend.


  Corbett would have enjoyed this summer extremely, but for the curious jealousy Minnie began to exhibit of his affection for Matheson. It seemed to him it could only be jealousy which made her intrude so needlessly on their tête-à-têtes, interrupt their conversation so pointedly, and so frequently reproach Corbett, in the privacy of the nuptial chamber, for monopolising all the attention of their guest.


  “You’re always so selfish,” Minnie would complain.


  Yet, reviewing the incidents of the evening—Matheson had been dining perhaps at “Braemar”—it seemed to Corbett that he had hardly had a chance to exchange a word with him at all. It seemed to Corbett that Lœtitia had done all the talking; and her light volubility with Matheson, so different to the tongue-tiedness of her ordinary hours, her incessant and slightly meaningless 324 laugh, echoed in his ears at the back of Minnie’s scoldings, until both were lost in sleep.


  But when the problem of Minnie’s vexation recurred to him next morning, he decided that the key to it could only be jealousy, and he was annoyed with himself that he could find no excuses for a failing at once so ridiculous and so petty. The true nature of the case never once crossed his mind, until Minnie unfolded it for him one day, abruptly and triumphantly.


  “Well, it’s all right. He’s proposed at last.”


  “What do you mean? Who?” asked Corbett bewildered.


  “Why, Jim Matheson, of course! Who else do you suppose? He proposed to Tish last night in the garden. You remember how long they were out there, after we came in? That was why.”


  Corbett was immensely surprised, even incredulous, although when he saw that his incredulity made his wife angry, he stifled it in his bosom.


  After all, as she said with some asperity, why shouldn’t Matheson be in love with Lœtitia? Lœtitia was a pretty girl … a good girl … yet somehow Corbett felt disappointed and depressed.


  “You’re such a selfish pig,” Minnie told him; “you never think of anybody but yourself. You want to keep Tish here always.”


  Corbett feared he must be selfish, though scarcely in respect to Lœtitia. In his heart he would have been very glad to see her married. But he didn’t want Matheson to marry her.


  “Jim’s awfully in love,” said Minnie, and it sounded odd to Corbett to hear his wife call Matheson “Jim.” “He fell in love with her the very first moment he saw her. That’s why he’s been here so often. You thought he came to see you, I suppose!”


  325 Her husband’s blank expression made her laugh.


  “You are a pig!” she repeated. “You never do think of any one but yourself. Now hurry up and get dressed, and we’ll go into town and dine at the Exhibition, and after dinner we’ll go up in the Big Wheel.”


  “Is Letty coming too?” Corbett asked


  “Don’t be so silly! Of course not. She’s expecting Jim. That’s why I’m taking you out. You don’t imagine they want your society, do you? Or mine?” she added as an afterthought, and with an unusual concession to civility.


  Henceforward Corbett saw even less of Matheson than before. He was as fond of him as ever, but the friendship fell into abeyance.


  It seemed too that Matheson tried to avoid him, and when he offered his congratulations on the engagement, the lover showed himself singularly reticent and cold. Corbett concluded he was nervous. He remembered being horribly nervous himself in the early days of his betrothal to Minnie Wray, when her mother had persisted in introducing him to a large circle at Highbury as “My daughter Margaret’s engagé.”


  On the other hand, Corbett could not enough rejoice at the genial warmth which the event shed over the atmosphere of “Braemar.” Both young women brightened up surprisingly, nor was there any lack of conversation between them now. Corbett thankfully gathered up such crumbs of talk as fell to his share, and first learned that the wedding was to take place in October when Minnie informed him she must have a new frock. She rewarded him for his immediate consent by treating him to a different description of how she would have it made, three nights in the week.


  Lœtitia thought of nothing but new frocks, and set about 326 making some. A headless and armless idol, covered in scarlet linen, was produced from a cupboard, and reverentially enshrined in the dining-room. Both sisters were generally found on their knees before it, while a constant chattering went on in its praise. Innumerable yards of silk and velvet were snipped up in sacrifice, and the sofas and chairs were sown with needles and pins, perhaps to extract involuntary homage from those who would not otherwise bow the head. The tables were littered with books of ritual having woodcuts in the text and illuminated pictures slipped between the leaves.


  There were constant visits to Richmond and Regent Street, much correspondence with milliners and dressmakers, a long succession of drapers’ carts standing in the road, of porters laden with brown paper parcels passing up and down the path. Lœtitia talked of Brighton for her wedding tour, and of having a conservatory added to the drawing-room of Holly Cottage. Friends and acquaintances called to felicitate her, and left to ask themselves what in the world Dr. Matheson could have seen in Letty Wray. Presents began to arrive, and a transitory gloom fell upon “Braemar” when Lœtitia received two butter dishes of identical pattern from two different quarters, neither of which, on examination by the local clockmaker, proved to be silver.


  In this endless discussion of details, it did occasionally cross Corbett’s mind that that which might perhaps be considered an essential point, namely, Matheson’s comfort and happiness, was somewhat lost sight of. But as he made no complaint, and maintained an equable demeanour, Corbett supposed it was all right. Every woman considered the acquisition of fallals an indispensable preliminary to marriage, and it was extravagant to look for an exception in Lœtitia.


  327 Matters stood thus, when turning into Wetherly Gardens one evening at the end of August, Corbett perceived, with a sudden heart-sinking, Minnie awaiting him at the gate. He recited the litany of all probable calamities, prayed for patience, and prepared his soul to endure the worst.


  “What do you think, Jack,” Minnie began, with immense blue eyes, and a voice that thrilled with intensity. “The most dreadful thing has happened——”


  “Well, let me get in and sit down at least,” said Corbett, dispiritedly. He was tired with the day’s work, weary at the renewal of domestic worry. But the news which Minnie gave him was stimulating in its unexpectedness.


  “Jim Matheson’s been here to break off the engagement! He actually came to see Tish this afternoon and told her so himself. Isn’t it monstrous? Isn’t it disgraceful? And the presents come and everything. She’s in a dreadful state. She’s been crying on the bed ever since.”


  But Lœtitia, hearing her brother-in-law’s return, came down, her fringe, ominous sign, out of curl, her eyes red, her face disfigured from much weeping.


  And when she began, brokenly, “He’s thrown me over, Jack! He’s jilted me, he’s told me so to my face! Oh, it’s too hard. How shall I ever hold up my head again?” then, Corbett’s sympathy went out to her completely. But he wanted particulars. How had it come about! There had been some quarrel, surely some misunderstanding!


  Lœtitia declared there had been none. Why should she quarrel with Jim when she had been so happy, and everything had seemed so nice? No, he was tired of her, that was all. He had seen some one else perhaps, whom he fancied better, some one with more money. She wept anew, and stamped her foot upon 328 the floor. “I wish you’d kill him, Jack, I wish you’d kill him!” she cried. “His conduct is infamous!”


  Matheson’s conduct as depicted by the young woman did seem infamous to Corbett, and after the first chaotic confusion of his mind had fallen into order again, his temper rose. His Irish pride was stung to the quick. No one had a right to treat a woman belonging to him with contumely. He would go up, at once, to Matheson, this very evening, and ask him what he meant by it. He would exact ample satisfaction.


  He swallowed a hurried and innutritious meal, with Lœtitia’s tears salting every dish, and Minnie’s reiterations ringing dirges in his ears. She and Lœtitia wanted him to “do something” to Matheson; to kill him if possible, to horsewhip him certainly. Corbett was in a mood to fall in with their wishes, and the justice of their cause must have seemed unimpeachable to them all, since neither he nor they reflected for a moment that he could not have the smallest chance in a tussle with the transgressor, who overlooked him by a head and shoulders, and was nearly twice his size.


  This confidence in righteousness is derived from the story-books, which teach us that in personal combat the evil-doer invariably succumbs, no matter what the disparity of physical conditions may be, although it must be added that in every properly written story-book it is always the hero who boasts of breadth of muscle and length of inches, while the villain’s black little soul is clothed in an appropriately small and unlovely body.


  Corbett, however, set off without any misgivings.


  He found Matheson still at table, reading from a book propped up against the claret-jug. He refused the hand and the chair Matheson offered him, and came to the point at once.


  “Is this true what I hear at home? That you came up this afternoon to break off your engagement with Lœtitia?”


  329 Matheson, who had flushed a little at the rejection of his hand-shake, admitted with evident embarrassment that it was true.


  “And you’ve the—the cheek to tell me that, to my face?” said Corbett, turning red.


  “I can’t deny it, to your face.”


  “But what’s your meaning, what’s your motive, what has Letty done? What has happened since yesterday? You seemed all right yesterday,” Corbett insisted.


  “It’s not Letty’s—it’s not Miss Wray’s fault at all. It’s my mistake. I’ve made the discovery we’re not a bit suited to each other, that’s all. And you ought to be thankful, as I am, that I’ve discovered it in time.”


  “Damn it!” exclaimed Corbett, and a V-shaped vein rose in the centre of his forehead, and his blue eyes darkened. “You come to my house, I make a friend of you, my wife and sister receive you into their intimacy, you ask the girl to be your wife….. I suppose you admit doing that?” Corbett interpolated in withering accents, “and now you throw her away like an old glove, break her heart, and expect me to be thankful? Damn it all, that’s a bit steep.”


  “I shouldn’t think I’ve broken her heart,” said Matheson embarrassed again. “I should hope not.” There was interrogation in his tone.


  “She feels it acutely,” said Corbett. “Any woman would. She’s very——” he stopped, but Matheson had caught the unspoken word.


  “Angry with me? Yes. But anger’s a healthy sign. Anger doesn’t break hearts.”


  “Upon my soul,” cried Corbett amazed at such coolness, “I call your conduct craven, I call it infamous!” he added, remembering Lœtitia’s own word.


  330 “Look here Jack,” appealed the other, “can’t you sit down? I want to talk the matter over with you, but it gets on my nerves to see you walking up and down the room like that.”


  Corbett, all unconscious of his restlessness, now stood still, but determined he would never sit down in Matheson’s house again. Then he weakly subsided into the chair his friend pushed over to him.


  “You call my conduct craven? I assure you I never had to make so large a demand upon my courage as when I called upon Lœtitia to-day. But I said to myself, a little pluck now, a bad quarter of an hour to live through, and in all probability you save two lives from ruin. For we should have made each other miserable.”


  “Then why have engaged yourself?” asked Corbett with renewed heat.


  “Yes … why … do you know, Jack, that the very morning of our engagement, five minutes even before the fateful moment, I’d no more idea … you know how such things can come about. The garden, the moonlight, a foolish word taken seriously. And then the apparent impossibility of drawing back, the reckless plunging deeper into the mire…. I don’t deny I was attracted by Letty, interested in her. She is a pretty girl, an unusually pretty girl. But like most other girls she’s a victim to her upbringing. Until you are all in all to an English girl you are nothing at all. She never reveals herself to you for a moment; speaks from the lips only; says the things she has been taught to say, that other women say. You’ve got to get engaged to a woman in England it seems, if you’re ever to know anything about her. And I engaged myself, as I told you, in a moment of emotion, and then hopefully set to work to make the 331 best of it. But I didn’t succeed. I didn’t find in Letty the qualities I consider necessary for domestic happiness.”


  “But Letty is a very good——”


  Matheson interrupted with “In a way she’s too good, too normal, too well-regulated. I could almost prefer a woman who had the capacity, at least, for being bad! It would denote some warmth, some passion, some soul. Now, I never was able to convince myself that Lœtitia was fond of me. Oh, she liked me well enough. She was satisfied with my position, modest as it is, with my prospects. My profession pleased her, principally as she confessed to me, because it necessitates my keeping a carriage. But fond … do you think she is capable of a very passionate affection, Jack?


  “Of course, I know this is going to do me a lot of harm. Twickenham, no doubt, will echo your verdict, and describe my conduct as infamous. I daresay I shall have to pull up stakes and go elsewhere. But for me, it has been the only conduct possible. I discovered I didn’t love her. Wouldn’t it be a crime to marry a woman you don’t love? I saw we could never make each other happy. Wouldn’t it be a folly to rush open-eyed into such misery as that?”


  Which was, practically, the end of the matter, although the friends sat long over their whiskey and cigarettes, discussing all sublunary things. Corbett enjoyed a most delightful evening, and it had struck twelve before he set off homewards, glowing outside and in with the warmth which good spirits and good fellowship impart. He reaffirmed to his soul the old decision that Matheson was undoubtedly the cleverest, the most entertaining, the most lovable of men—and suddenly he remembered the mission on which he had been sent nearly four hours ago, simultaneously he realised its preposterous failure. All his happy 332 self-complacency radiated off into the night. Chilled and sobered and pricked by conscience, he stood for a moment with his hand upon the gate of “Braemar,” looking up at the lighted windows of Minnie’s room.


  What was he going to say to her and to Lœtitia? And, more perturbing question still, what when they should hear the truth, were his womenfolk going to say to him?


  ·  ·


  333 Two Prose Fancies


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  I—The Silver Girl


  Sometimes when I have thought that the Sphinx’s mouth is cruel, and could not forget its stern line for all her soft eyes, I have reassured myself with the memory of a day when I saw it so soft and tender with heavenly pity that I could have gone down on my knees then and there by the side of the luncheon table, where the champagne was already cooling in the ice-pail, and worshipped her—would have done so had I thought such public worship to her taste. It was no tenderness to me, but that was just why I valued it. Tender she has been to me, and stern anon, as I have merited; but, would you understand the heart of woman, know if it be soft or hard, you will not trust her tenderness (or fear her sternness) to yourself; you will watch, with a prayer in your heart, for her tenderness to others.


  She came late to our lunch that day, and explained that she had travelled by omnibus. As she said the word omnibus, for some reason as yet mysterious to me, I saw the northern lights I love playing in the heaven of her face. I wondered why, but did not ask as yet, delaying, that I might watch those fairy fires of emotion, for her face was indeed like a star of which a little child 334 told me the other day. I think some one must have told him first, for as we looked through the window one starlit night, he communicated very confidentially that whenever any one in the world shed a tear of pure pity, God’s angels caught it in lily-cups and carried it right up to heaven, and that when God had thus collected enough of them, he made them into a new star. “So,” said the little boy, “there must have been a good deal of kind people in the world to cry all those stars.”


  It was of that story I thought as I said to the Sphinx:


  “What is the matter, dear Madonna? Your face is the Star or Tears.”


  And then I ventured gently to tease her.


  “What can have happened? No sooner did you speak the magic word ‘omnibus,’ than you were transfigured and taken from my sight in a silver cloud of tears. An omnibus does not usually awaken such tenderness, or call up northern lights to the face as one mentions it, … though,” I added wistfully, “one has met passengers to and from heaven in its musty corners, travelled life’s journey with them a penny stage, and lost them for ever….”


  “So,” I further ventured, “may you have seemed to some fortunate fellow-passenger, an accidental companion of your wonder, as from your yellow throne by the driver….”


  “Oh, do be quiet,” she said, with a little flash of steel. “How can you be so flippant,” and then, noting the champagne, she exclaimed with fervour: “No wine for me to day! It’s heartless, it’s brutal. All the world is heartless and brutal … how selfish we all are. Poor fellow! … I wish you could have seen his face!”


  “I sincerely wish I could,” I said; “for then I should no doubt have understood why the words ‘omnibus’ and ‘champagne,’ not unfamiliar words, should … well, make you look so beautiful.”


  335 “Oh, forgive me! Haven’t I told you?” she said, as absent-mindedly she watched the waiter filling her glass with champagne.


  “Well,” she continued, “you know the something Arms, where the bus always stops a minute or so on its way from Kensington. I was on top, near the driver, and, while we waited, my neighbour began to peel an orange and throw the pieces of peel down on to the pavement. Suddenly a dreadful, tattered figure of a man sprang out of some corner, and, eagerly picking up the pieces of peel, began ravenously to eat them, looking up hungrily for more. Poor fellow! he had quite a refined, gentle face, and I shouldn’t have been surprised to hear him quote Horace, after the manner of Stevenson’s gentlemen in distress. I was glad to see that the others noticed him too. Quite a murmur of sympathy sprang up amongst us, and a penny or two rang on the pavement. But it was the driver who did the thing that made me cry. He was one of those prosperous young drivers, with beaver hats and smart overcoats, and he had just lit a most well-to-do cigar. With the rest of us he had looked down on poor Lazarus, and for a moment, but only for a moment, with a certain contempt. Then a wonderful kindness came into his face, and, next minute, he had done a great deed—he had thrown Lazarus his newly-lit cigar.”


  “Splendid!” I ventured to interject.


  “Yes, indeed!” she continued; “and I couldn’t help telling him so…. But you should have seen the poor fellow’s face as he picked it up. Evidently his first thought was that it had fallen by mistake, and he made as if to return it to his patron. It was an impossible dream that it could be for him—a mere rancid cigar-end had been a windfall, but this was practically a complete, unsmoked cigar. But the driver nodded reassuringly, and then 336 you should have seen the poor fellow’s joy. There was almost a look of awe, that such fortune should have befallen him, and tears of gratitude sprang into his eyes. Really, I don’t exaggerate a bit. I’d have given anything for you to have seen him—though it was heart-breaking, that terrible look of joy, such tragic joy. No look of misery or wretchedness could have touched one like that. Think how utterly, abjectly destitute one must be for a stranger’s orange-peel to represent dessert, and an omnibus-driver’s cigar set us crying for joy….”


  “Gentle heart,” I said. “I fear poor Lazarus did not keep his cigar for long….”


  “But why? …”


  “Why? Is it not already among the stars, carried up by those angels who catch the tears of pity, and along with Uncle Toby’s ‘damn,’ and such bric-a-brac, in God’s museum of fair deeds? We shall see it shining down on us as the stars come out to-night. Yes! that will be a pretty astronomical theory to exchange with the little boy who told me that the stars are made of tears. Some are made of tears, I shall say, but some are the glowing ends of newly lit cigars, thrown down by good omnibus-drivers to poor, starving fellows who haven’t a bed to sleep in, nor a dinner to eat, nor a heart to love them, and not even a single cigar left to put in their silver cigar-cases.”


  “That driver is sure of heaven, anyhow,” said the Sphinx.


  “Perhaps, dear, when the time comes for us to arrive there, we will find him driving the station bus—who knows? But it was a pretty story, I must say. That driver deserves to be decorated.”


  “That’s what I thought,” said the Sphinx, eagerly.


  “Yes! We might start a new society: The League of Kind Hearts; a Society for the Encouragement of Acts of Kindness. How would that do? Or we might endow a fund to bear the name of 337 your ’bus-driver, and to be devoted in perpetuity to supplying destitute smokers with choice cigars.”


  “Yes,” said the Sphinx, musingly, “that driver made me thoroughly ashamed of myself. I wish I was as sure of heaven as he is.”


  “But you are heaven,” I whispered; “and à propos of heaven, here is a little song which I wrote for you last night, and with which I propose presently to settle the bill. I call it the Silver Girl:


  
    Whiter than whiteness was her breast,


    And softer than new fallen snow,


    So pure a peace, so deep a rest,


    Yet purer peace below.

  


  
    Her face was like a moon-white flower


    That swayed upon an ivory stem,


    Her hair a whispering silver shower,


    Each foot a silver gem.

  


  
    And in a fair white house of dreams,


    With hallowed windows all of pearl,


    She sat amid the haunted gleams,


    That little silver girl;

  


  
    Sat singing songs of snowy white,


    And watched all day, with soft blue eyes,


    Her white doves flying in her sight,


    And fed her butterflies.

  


  
    Then when the long white day was passed,


    The white world sleeping in the moon,


    White bed, and long white sleep at last—


    She will not waken soon.

  


  338 II—Words Written to Music


  It is one of the many advantages of that simplicity of taste which is ignorance, that an incorrigible capacity for connoisseurship in the sister arts of cookery and music should enable one to be as happy with a bad dinner eaten to the sound of bad music, as others whose palates are attuned to the Neronian nightingales, and whose ears admit no harmonies less refined than the bejewelled harmonies of Chopin.


  I have eaten dinners delicate as silverpoints, in rooms of canary-coloured quiet, where the candles burn hushedly in their little silken tents, and the soft voices of lovers rise and fall upon the dreaming ear; but I confess that it was the soothing quiet, the healing tones of light and colour, and the face of the Sphinx irradiated by some dream of halcyon’s tongues à la Persane, rather than the beautiful food, that inspired my passionate peace. Mere roast lamb, new potatoes and peas of living green had made me just as happy, gastronomically speaking, and I dare not mention what I order sometimes, and even day after day with a love that never tires, when I dine alone. Alone!


  
    … the very word is like a bell


    To toll me back from thee to my sole self;

  


  for even this very night have I dined alone in a great solitude of social faces, low necks, electric lights, and the spirited band that has given me more pleasure than any music in London, always excepting my Bayreuth, the barrel-organ. Yes! strange as it may seem, I had come deliberately to hear this music, and secondarily to eat this dinner. What effect selections from Sullivan and “The Shop Girl,” in collaboration with the three-and-sixpenny 339 table d’hôte, would have upon more educated digestions its concerns me not to inquire; on mine they produce a sort of agonised ecstasy of loneliness—and to-night as I sat at our little lonely table in a corner of the great gallery and looked out across the glittering peristyle, ate that dinner and listened to that music, I shuddered with joy at my fearful loneliness.


  I might have dined with the Beautiful, or have sent a telegraphic invitation to the Witty, I might have sat at meat with the Wise; but no! I would dine instead with the memories or dinners that were gone, and as the music did Miltonic battle near the ceiling, marched with clashing tread, or danced on myriad silken feet, wailed like the winds of the world, or laughed like the sun, my solitude grew peopled awhile with shapes fair and kind, who sat with me and lifted the glass and gave me their deep eyes, ladies who had intelligence in love, as Dante wrote, ladies of great gentleness and consolation, for whom God be thanked. But always in my ears, whatever the piece that was a-playing, the music came sweeping with dark surge across my fantasy, as though a sudden wind had dashed open a warm window, and let in a black night of homeless seas.


  For in truth one I loved was out to-night on dark seas. She fares out across an ocean I have never sailed, to a land of which no man knows; and for her voyage she has only her silver feet, walking the inky waters, and the great light of her holy face to guide her steps. Ah! that I were with her to-night, walking hand in hand those dark waters. Oh, wherefore slip away thus companionless, fearless little voyager? Was it that I was unworthy to voyage those seas with you, that the weight of my mortality would have dragged down your bright immortality—youngest of the immortals…. But from that sea which the Divine alone may tread, comes back no answer, nor 340 light of any star; but there has stolen to my side and kissed my brow, a shape dearer than all the rest, dear beyond dearness, a little earthly-heavenly shape who always comes when the rest have gone, and loves to find me sitting alone. She it is who leans her cheek against mine as I try to read beautiful words out of the dead man’s book at my side, she it is who whispers that we shall be too late to find a seat in the pit unless we hurry, and she it is who gaily takes my arm as we trot off together on happy feet. The great commissionaire takes no note of her, he thinks I am alone; besides we seldom go in hansoms, and seldom sit in stalls…. Enough, O, music! be merciful. Be lonely no more, lest you break the heart of the lonely.


  “Ah! you have never seen her!” I whisper to myself as the waiter brings me my coffee—and I look at him again with a certain curiosity as I think that he has never seen her. Never to have seen her!


  And then presently, as if in pity, the music will change, perhaps it will play some sustaining song of faith, and strike a sort of glory across one’s heart, the haughty heart of sorrow; or it will be human and gay, and suddenly turn this solitude of diners into a sort of family gathering of humanity, throwing open sad hearts that, like oneself, appear to be doing nothing but dine, and giving one glimpses into dreaming heads, linking all in one great friendship of common joys and sorrows, the one sweet beginning, and the one mysterious end.


  In this mood faces one has seen more than once become friends, and I confess that the sight of certain waiters moving in their accustomed places almost moved me to tears. Such is the pathos of familiarity.


  So my thoughts took another turn, and I fell to thinking with tenderness of the friends about town that the Sphinx and I had 341 made in our dinings—friends whom it had cost us but a few odd shillings and sixpences to make, yet friends we had fancied we might trust, and even seek in a day of need. If they found me starving some night in the streets, I think they would take me in; and I think I know a coffee-stall man who would give me an early-morning cup of coffee, and add a piece of cake, were I to come to him bare-footed some wintry dawn.


  I have heard purists object to the smiles that are bought, as if smiles can or should be had for nothing, and as if it shows a bad nature in a waiter to smile more sweetly upon a shilling than a penny. After all, is he so far wrong in deeming the heart that prompts the shilling better worth a smile than the reluctant hand of copper? Besides, we are never so mean to ourselves as when we are mean to others. A few shillings per annum sown about town will surround the path of the diner with smiles year in and year out. The doors fly open as by magic at his approach, and the cosiest tables in a dozen restaurants are in perpetual reserve for him. I am even persuaded that a consistent generosity to cabmen gets known in due course among the fraternity, and that thus, in process of time, the nicest people may rely on getting the nicest hansoms—though this may be a dream. Certain I am that it brings luck to be kind to a pathetic race of men for whom I have a special tenderness, those amateur footmen, the cab-openers. Have you ever noticed the fine manners of some of them, and their lover-like gentleness with the silk skirts that it is theirs to save from soilure of muddy wheels? A practical head might reflect how much they do towards keeping down your wife’s dressmaker’s bills. I daresay they save her a dress a year—and yet they are not treated with gratitude as a race. How involuntarily one seems to assume that they will accept nothing over a penny, and how fingers, not penurious on other occasions, 342 automatically reject silver as they ferret in pence-pockets for suitable alms. No! not alms—payment, and sometimes poor payment, for a courtesy that adds another smile to your illusion or a smiling world.


  Among the many lessons I have learnt from the Sphinx is one of the fair wage of the cab-opener. It was the very afternoon she had seen that cigar fall down from heaven, and her mood was thus the more attuned to pity. As we were about to drive away from the place of our lunching, having been ushered to our hansom by a tatterdemalion of distinguished manners, but marred unhappy countenance, I fumbled so long for the regulation twopence, that it seemed likely he should miss his reward or be run over in running after it. But at that moment the Sphinx’s hand shot past mine and dropped something into the outstretched palm. The man took it mechanically, and in a second his face flashed surprise. Evidently she had given him something extravagant. She was watching for his look, and telegraphed a smile that she meant it. Then you never saw such a figure of grateful joy as that shabby fellow became. His face fairly shone, and for a few moments he ran by our cabside wildly waving his hat, with an indescribable emotion of affectionate thankfulness.


  “What did you give him dear?” I asked.


  “Never mind!”


  “It wasn’t a sovereign?”


  “Never mind.”


  So I have never known what coin it was that thus transfigured him, but of this I am sure: that when the time of the great Terror has come to London, when the red flags wave on the barricades, and the puddles of red blood beneath the great guillotine in Trafalgar Square luridly catch the setting sun, the Sphinx and I will have a friend in that poor cab-opener.


  343 There is another friend to whom we should fly for safety in those days of wrath. He, too, is a cab-opener, but, so to say, of higher rank—for he is the voluntary manager of a thriving cab-rank which we often have occasion to patronise. For some unknown reason he is always addressed as “Cap’n,” and we never omit the courtesy as we salute him. So we have come to know him as The Captain of the Cab Rank. He is a short, thick-set, sturdy little man, with an overcoat buttoned straight beneath his chin, hands deep in his pockets, a firm, determined step, and a fiery face. He walks his pavement like a veritable captain on his quarter-deck, and his “Hansom up!” rings out like a stern word of command. At the call a shining door of the tavern opposite is thrown open with a slam, and a wild figure of a driver clatters across in terrified haste, and with his head still wrapped in the warm glow he has just forsaken, he climbs his dark throne, and once more shakes the weary reins. Then, as the little Captain briskly shut us in, with a salute that seems to say that he has thus given us a successful start in life, and it is not his fault if we don’t go on as we’ve begun, he blows a shrill note upon his whistle, half to call up the next cab to its place in the rank, half to signalise our departure, as when sometimes a great boat sets out to sea they fire guns in the harbour, and excited crowds wave weeping handkerchiefs from the pier.


  Yes! There are many faces I meet daily, faces I do business with and faces I take down to dinner, faces or the important and the brilliant, that I should miss much less than the little Captain of the Cab Rank. Our intercourse is of the slightest, we have little opportunities of studying each other’s nature, and yet he is strangely vivid in my consciousness, quite a necessary figure in my picture of the world—so stamped is every part of him with that most appealing and attaching of all qualities, that of our 344 common human nature. He has the great gift of character, and however poor and humble his lot, failure is surely no word to describe him, for he is a personality, and to be a personality is to have succeeded in life.


  Yes! I often think of the Captain as I think of the famous characters in fiction, or notable figures in history; and I should feel very proud if I could believe he sometimes thought of me.


  Well, well…. it is late. The bill, waiter, please! Good night! Good-night!


  ·  ·
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  11 The Blessed


  By W. B. Yeats


  
    Cumhal the king, being angry and sad,


    Came by the woody way


    To the cave, where Dathi the Blessed had gone,


    To hide from the troubled day.

  


  
    Cumhal called out, bowing his head,


    Till Dathi came and stood,


    With blinking eyes, at the cave’s edge,


    Between the wind and the wood.

  


  
    And Cumhal said, bending his knees,


    “I come by the windy way


    To gather the half of your blessedness


    And learn the prayers that you say.

  


  
    “I can bring you salmon out of the streams


    And heron out of the skies.”


    But Dathi folded his hands and smiled


    With the secrets of God in his eyes.

  


  
    12 And Cumhal saw like a drifting smoke


    All manner of blessedest souls,


    Children and women and tonsured young men,


    And old men with croziers and stoles.

  


  
    “Praise God and God’s Mother,” Dathi said,


    “For God and God’s Mother have sent


    The blessedest souls that walk in the world


    To fill your heart with content.”

  


  
    “And who is the blessedest,” Cumhal said,


    “Where all are comely and good?


    Is it those that with golden thuribles


    Are singing about the wood?”

  


  
    “My eyes are blinking,” Dathi said,


    “With the secrets of God half blind.


    But I have found where the wind goes


    And follow the way of the wind;

  


  
    “And blessedness goes where the wind goes


    And when it is gone we die;


    And have seen the blessedest soul in the world,


    By a spilled wine-cup lie.

  


  
    “O blessedness comes in the night and the day,


    And whither the wise heart knows;


    And one has seen, in the redness of wine,


    The Incorruptible Rose:

  


  
    13 “The Rose that must drop, out of sweet leaves,


    The heaviness of desire,


    Until Time and the World have ebbed away


    In twilights of dew and fire!”

  


  ·  ·


  14 Two Pictures


  By Muirhead Bone


  I. Winter Evening on the Clyde


  II. Old Houses off the Dry Gate, Glasgow
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  19 Merely Players


  By Henry Harland


  I


  “My dear,” said the elder man, “as I’ve told you a thousand times, what you need is a love-affair with a red-haired woman.”


  “Bother women,” said the younger man, “and hang love-affairs. Women are a pack of samenesses, and love-affairs are damnable iterations.”


  They were seated at a round table, gay with glass and silver, fruit and wine, in a pretty, rather high-ceiled little grey-and-gold breakfast-room. The French window stood wide open to the soft June day. From the window you could step out upon a small balcony; the balcony overhung a terrace; and a broad flight of steps from the terrace led down into a garden. You could not perceive the boundaries of the garden; in all directions it offered an indefinite perspective, a landscape of green lawns and shadowy alleys, bright parterres of flowers, fountains, and tall, bending trees.


  I have spoken of the elder man and the younger, though really there could have been but a trifling disparity in their ages: the elder was perhaps thirty, the younger seven or eight and twenty. 20 In other respects, however, they were as unlike as unlike may be. Thirty was plump and rosy and full-blown, with a laughing good-humoured face, and merry big blue eyes; eight and twenty, thin, tall, and listless-looking, his face pale and aquiline, his eyes dark, morose. They had finished their coffee, and now the plump man was nibbling sweetmeats, which he selected with much careful discrimination from an assortment in a porcelain dish. The thin man was drinking something green, possibly chartreuse.


  “Women are a pack of samenesses,” he grumbled, “and love-affairs are damnable iterations.”


  “Oh,” cried out his comrade, in a tone of plaintive protest, “I said red-haired. You can’t pretend that red-haired women are the same.”


  “The same, with the addition of a little henna,” the pale young man argued wearily.


  “It may surprise you to learn that I was thinking of red-haired women who are born red-haired,” his friend remarked, from an altitude.


  “In that case,” said he, “I admit there is a difference—they have white eyelashes.” And he emptied his glass of green stuff. “Is all this àpropos of boots?” he questioned.


  The other regarded him solemnly. “It’s àpropos of your immortal soul,” he answered, nodding his head. “It’s medicine for a mind diseased. The only thing that will wake you up, and put a little life and human nature in you, is a love-affair with a red-haired woman. Red in the hair means fire in the heart. It means all sorts of things. If you really wish to please me, Uncle, you’ll go and fall in love with a red-haired woman.”


  The younger man, whom the elder addressed as Uncle, shrugged his shoulders, and gave a little sniff. Then he lighted a cigarette.


  The elder man left the table, and went to the open window.


  21 “Heavens, what weather!” he exclaimed fervently. “The day is made of perfumed velvet. The air is a love-philtre. The whole world sings romance. And yet you—insensible monster!—you can sit there torpidly——” But abruptly he fell silent. His attention had been caught by something below, in the garden. He watched it for an instant from his place by the window; then he stepped forth upon the balcony, still watching. Suddenly, facing half-way round, “By my bauble, Nunky,” he called to his companion, and his voice was tense with surprised exultancy, she’s got red hair!”


  The younger man looked up with vague eyes. “Who? What?” he asked languidly.


  “Come here, come here,” his friend urged, beckoning him. “There,” he indicated, when the pale man had joined him, “below there—to the right—picking roses. She’s got red hair. She’s sent by Providence.”


  A woman in a white frock was picking roses, in one of the alleys of the garden; rather a tall woman. Her back was turned towards her observers; but she wore only a light scarf of lace over her head, and her hair—soft-brown, fawn-colour, in its shadows—where the sun touched it, showed a soul of red.


  The younger man frowned, and asked sharply, “Who the devil is she?”


  “I don’t know, I’m sure,” replied the other. “One of the Queen’s women, probably. But whoever she is, she’s got red hair.”


  The younger man frowned more fiercely still. “What is she doing in the King’s private garden? This is a pretty state of things.” He stamped his foot angrily. “Go down and turn her out. And I wish measures to be taken, that such trespassing may not occur again.”


  22 But the elder man laughed. “Hoity-toity! Calm yourself, Uncle. What would you have? The King is at a safe distance, hiding in one of his northern hunting-boxes, sulking, and nursing his spleen, as is his wont. When the King’s away, the palace mice will play—at lèse majesté, the thrilling game. If you wish to stop them, persuade the King to come home and show his face. Otherwise, we’ll gather our rosebuds while we may; and I’m not the man to cross a red-haired woman.”


  “You’re the Constable of Bellefontaine,” retorted his friend, “and it’s your business to see that the King’s orders are respected.”


  “The King’s orders are so seldom respectable; and then, I’ve a grand talent for neglecting my business. I’m trying to elevate the Constableship of Bellefontaine into a sinecure,” the plump man explained genially. “But I’m pained to see that your sense of humour is not escaping the general decay of your faculties. What you need is a love-affair with a red-haired woman; and yonder’s a red-haired woman, dropped from the skies for your salvation. Go—engage her in talk—and fall in love with her. There’s a dear,” he pleaded.


  “Dropped from the skies,” the pale man repeated, with mild scorn. “As if I didn’t know my Hilary! Of course, you’ve had her up your sleeve the whole time.”


  “Upon my soul and honour, you are utterly mistaken. Upon my soul and honour, I’ve never set eyes on her before,” Hilary asseverated warmly.


  “Ah, well, if that’s the case,” suggested the pale man, turning back into the room, “let us make an earnest endeavour to talk of something else.”


  23 II


  The next afternoon they were walking in the park, at some distance from the palace, when they came to a bridge over a bit of artificial water; and there was the woman of yesterday, leaning on the parapet, throwing bread-crumbs to the carp. She looked up, as they passed, and bowed, with a little smile, in acknowledgment of their raised hats.


  When they were out of ear-shot, “H’m,” muttered Hilary, “viewed at close quarters, she’s a trifle disenchanting.”


  “Oh?” questioned his friend. “I thought her very good-looking.”


  “She has too short a nose,” Hilary complained.


  “What’s the good of criticising particular features? The general effect of her face was highly pleasing. She looked intelligent, interesting; she looked as if she would have something to say,” the younger man insisted.


  “It’s very possible she has a tongue in her head,” admitted Hilary; “but we were judging her by the rules of beauty. For my fancy, she’s too tall.”


  “She’s tall, but she’s well-proportioned. Indeed, her figure struck me as exceptionally fine. There was something sumptuous and noble about it,” declared the other.


  “There are scores of women with fine figures in this world,” said Hilary. “But I’m sorely disappointed in her hair. Her hair is nothing like so red as I’d imagined.”


  “You’re daft on the subject of red hair. Her hair’s not carrot-colour, if you come to that. But there’s plenty of red in it. It’s brown, with red burning through. The red is managed with discretion—suggestively. And did you notice her eyes? She 24 has remarkably nice eyes—eyes with an expression. I thought her eyes and mouth were charming when she smiled,” the pale man affirmed.


  “When she smiled? I didn’t see her smile,” reflected Hilary.


  “Of course she smiled—when we bowed,” his friend reminded him.


  “Oh, Ferdinand Augustus,” Hilary remonstrated, “will you never learn to treat words with some consideration? You call that smiling! Two men take off their hats, and a woman gives them just a look of bare acknowledgment; and Ferdinand Augustus calls it smiling!”


  “Would you have wished for a broad grin?” asked Ferdinand Augustus. “Her face lighted up most graciously. I thought her eyes were charming. Oh, she’s certainly a good-looking woman, a distinctly handsome woman.”


  “Handsome is that handsome does,” said Hilary.


  “I miss the relevancy of that,” said Ferdinand Augustus.


  “She’s a trespasser. ’Twas you yourself flew in a passion about it yesterday. Yesterday she was plucking the King’s roses: to-day she’s feeding the King’s carp.”


  “‘When the King’s away, the palace mice will play.’ I venture to recall your own words to you,” Ferdinand remarked.


  “That’s all very well. Besides, I spoke in jest. But there are limits. And it’s I who am responsible. I’m the Constable of Bellefontaine. Her trespassing appears to be habitual. We’ve caught her at it ourselves, two days in succession. I shall give instructions to the keepers, to warn her not to touch a flower, nor feed a bird, beast, or fish, in the whole of this demesne. Really, I admire the cool way in which she went on tossing bread-crumbs to the King’s carp under my very beard!” exclaimed Hilary, working himself into a fine state of indignation.


  25 “Very likely she didn’t know who you were,” his friend reasoned. “And anyhow, your zeal is mighty sudden. You appear to have been letting things go at loose ends for I don’t know how long; and all at once you take fire like tinder because a poor woman amuses herself by throwing bread to the carp. It’s simply spite: you’re disappointed in the colour of her hair. I shall esteem it a favour if you’ll leave the keepers’ instructions as they are. She’s a damned good-looking woman; and I’ll beg you not to interfere with her diversions.”


  “I can deny you nothing, Uncle,” said Hilary, by this time restored to his accustomed easy temper; “and therefore she may make hay of the whole blessed establishment, if she pleases. But as for her good looks—that, you’ll admit, is entirely a question of taste.”


  “Ah, well, then the conclusion is that your taste needs cultivation,” laughed Ferdinand. “By-the-bye, I shall be glad if you will find out who she is.”


  “Thank you very much,” cried Hilary. “I have a reputation to safeguard. Do you think I’m going to compromise myself, and set all my underlings a-sniggling, by making inquiries about the identity of a woman?”


  “But,” persisted Ferdinand, “if I ask you to do so, as your——”


  “What?” was Hilary’s brusque interruption.


  “As your guest,” said Ferdinand.


  “Mille regrets, impossible, as the French have it,” Hilary returned. “But as your host, I give you carte-blanche to make your own inquiries for yourself—if you think she’s worth the trouble. Being a stranger here, you have, as it were, no character to lose.”


  “After all, it doesn’t matter,” said Ferdinand Augustus, with resignation.


  26 III


  But the next afternoon, at about the same hour, Ferdinand Augustus found himself alone, strolling in the direction of the little stone bridge over the artificial lakelet; and there again was the woman, leaning upon the parapet, dropping bread-crumbs to the carp. Ferdinand Augustus raised his hat; the woman bowed and smiled.


  “It’s a fine day,” said Ferdinand Augustus.


  “It’s a fine day—but a weary one,” the woman responded, with an odd little movement of the head.


  Ferdinand Augustus was perhaps too shy to pursue the conversation; perhaps he wanted but little here below, nor wanted that little long. At any rate, he passed on. There could be no question about her smile this time, he reflected; it had been bright, spontaneous, friendly. But what did she mean, he wondered, by adding to his general panegyric of the day as fine, that special qualification of it as a weary one? It was astonishing that any man should dispute her claim to beauty. She had really a splendid figure; and her face was more than pretty, it was distinguished. Her eyes and her mouth, her clear-grey sparkling eyes, her softly curved red mouth, suggested many agreeable possibilities—possibilities of wit, and of something else. It was not till four hours later that he noticed the sound of her voice. At dinner, in the midst of a discussion with Hilary about a subject in no obvious way connected with her (about the Orient Express, indeed—its safety, speed, and comfort), it suddenly came back to him, and he checked a remark upon the advantages of the corridor-carriage, to exclaim in his soul, “She’s got a delicious voice. If she sang, it would be a mezzo.”


  27 The consequence was that the following day he again bent his footsteps in the direction of the bridge.


  “It’s a lovely afternoon,” he said, lifting his hat.


  “But a weary one,” said she, smiling, with a little pensive movement of the head.


  “Not a weary one for the carp,” he hinted, glancing down at the water, which boiled and bubbled with a greedy multitude.


  “Oh, they have no human feelings,” said she.


  “Don’t you call hunger a human feeling?” he inquired.


  “They have no human feelings; but I never said we hadn’t plenty of carp feelings,” she answered him.


  He laughed. “At all events, I’m pleased to find that we’re on the same way of thinking.”


  “Are we?” asked she, raising surprised eyebrows.


  “You take a healthy pessimistic view of things,” he submitted.


  “I? Oh, dear, no. I have never taken a pessimistic view of anything in my life.”


  “Except of this poor summer’s afternoon, which has the fatal gift of beauty. You said it was a weary one.”


  “People have sympathies,” she explained; “and besides, that is a watchword.” And she scattered a handful of crumbs, thereby exciting a new commotion among the carp.


  Her explanation no doubt struck Ferdinand Augustus as obscure; but perhaps he felt that he scarcely knew her well enough to press for enlightenment. “Let us hope that the fine weather will last,” he said, with a polite salutation, and resumed his walk.


  But, on the morrow, “You make a daily practice or casting your bread upon the waters,” was his greeting to her. “Do you expect to find it at the season’s end?”


  28 “I find it at once,” was her response, “in entertainment.”


  “It entertains you to see those shameless little gluttons making an exhibition of themselves!” he cried out.


  “You must not speak disrespectfully of them,” she reproved him. “Some of them are very old. Carp often live to be two hundred, and they grow grey, for all the world like men.”


  “They’re like men in twenty particulars,” asserted he, “though you, yesterday, denied it. See how the big ones elbow the little ones aside; see how fierce they all are in the scramble for your bounty. You wake their most evil passions. But the spectacle is instructive. It’s a miniature presentment of civilisation. Oh, carp are simply brimful of human nature. You mentioned yesterday that they have no human feelings. You put your finger on the chief point of resemblance. It’s the absence of human feeling that makes them so hideously human.”


  She looked at him with eyes that were interested, amused, yet not altogether without a shade of raillery in their depths. “That is what you call a healthy pessimistic view of things?” she questioned.


  “It is an inevitable view if one honestly uses one’s sight, or reads one’s newspaper.”


  “Oh, then I would rather not honestly use my sight,” said she; “and as for the newspaper, I only read the fashions. Your healthy pessimistic view of things can hardly add much to the joy of life.”


  “The joy of life!” he expostulated. “There’s no joy in life. Life is one fabric of hardship, peril, and insipidity.”


  “Oh, how can you say that,” cried she, “in the face of such beauty as we have about us here? With the pure sky and the sunshine, and the wonderful peace of the day; and then these lawns and glades, and the great green trees; and the sweet air, and the singing birds! No joy in life!”


  29 “This isn’t life,” he answered. “People who shut themselves up in an artificial park are fugitives from life. Life begins at the park gates with the natural countryside, and the squalid peasantry, and the sordid farmers, and the Jew money-lenders, and the uncertain crops.”


  “Oh, it’s all life,” insisted she, “the park and the countryside, and the virgin forest and the deep sea, with all things in them. It’s all life. I’m alive, and I daresay you are. You would exclude from life all that is nice in life, and then say of the remainder, that only is life. You’re not logical.”


  “Heaven forbid,” he murmured devoutly. “I’m sure you’re not either. Only stupid people are logical.”


  She laughed lightly. “My poor carp little dream to what far paradoxes they have led,” she mused, looking into the water, which was now quite tranquil. “They have sailed away to their mysterious affairs among the lily-roots. I should like to be a carp for a few minutes, to see what it is like in those cool, dark places under the water. I am sure there are all sorts of strange things and treasures. Do you believe there are really water-maidens, like Undine?”


  “Not nowadays,” he informed her, with the confident fluency of one who knew. “There used to be; but, like so many other charming things, they disappeared with the invention of printing, the discovery of America, and the rise of the Lutheran heresy. Their prophetic souls——”


  “Oh, but they had no souls, you remember,” she corrected him.


  “I beg your pardon; that was the belief that prevailed among their mortal contemporaries, but it has since been ascertained that they had souls, and very good ones. Their prophetic souls warned them what a dreary, dried-up planet the earth was destined to 30 become, with the steam-engine, the electric telegraph, compulsory education (falsely so-called), constitutional government, and the supremacy of commerce. So the elder ones died, dissolved in tears; and the younger ones migrated by evaporation to Neptune.”


  “Dear me, dear me,” she marvelled. “How extraordinary that we should just have happened to light upon a topic about which you appear to have such a quantity of special knowledge! And now,” she added, bending her head by way of valediction, “I must be returning to my duties.”


  And she moved off, towards the palace.


  IV


  And then, for three or four days, he did not see her, though he paid frequent enough visits to the feeding-place of the carp.


  “I wish it would rain,” he confessed to Hilary. “I hate the derisive cheerfulness of this weather. The birds sing, and the flowers smile, and every prospect breathes sodden satisfaction; and only man is bored.”


  “Yes, I own I find you dull company,” Hilary responded, “and if I thought it would brisk you up, I’d pray with all my heart for rain. But what you need, as I’ve told you a thousand times, is a love-affair with a red-haired woman.”


  “Love-affairs are tedious repetitions,” said Ferdinand. “You play with your new partner precisely the same game you played with the old: the same preliminary skirmishes, the same assault, the same feints of resistance, the same surrender, the same subsequent disenchantment. They’re all the same, down to the very same scenes, words, gestures, suspicions, vows, exactions, recriminations, 31 and final break-ups. It’s a delusion of inexperience to suppose that in changing your mistress you change the sport. It’s the same trite old book, that you’ve read and read in different editions, until you’re sick of the very mention of it. To the deuce with love-affairs. But there’s such a thing as rational conversation, with no sentimental nonsense. Now, I’ll not deny that I should rather like to have an occasional bit of rational conversation with that red-haired woman we met the other day in the park. Only, the devil of it is, she never appears.”


  “And then, besides, her hair isn’t red,” added Hilary.


  “I wonder how you can talk such folly,” said Ferdinand.


  “C’est mon métier, Uncle. You should answer me according to it. Her hair’s not red. What little red there’s in it, it requires strong sunlight to bring out. In shadow her hair’s a sort of dull brownish-yellow,” Hilary persisted.


  “You’re colour-blind,” retorted Ferdinand. “But I won’t quarrel with you. The point is, she never appears. So how can I have my bits of rational conversation with her?”


  “How indeed?” echoed Hilary, with pathos. “And therefore you’re invoking storm and whirlwind. But hang a horseshoe over your bed to-night, turn round three times as you extinguish your candle, and let your last thought before you fall asleep be the thought of a newt’s liver and a blind man’s dog; and it’s highly possible she will appear to-morrow.”


  I don’t know whether Ferdinand Augustus accomplished the rites that Hilary prescribed, but it is certain that she did appear on the morrow: not by the pool or the carp, but in quite another region of Bellefontaine, where Ferdinand Augustus was wandering at hazard, somewhat disconsolately. There was a wide green meadow, sprinkled with buttercups and daisies; and under a great tree, at this end of it, he suddenly espied her. She was seated on 32 the moss, stroking with one finger-tip a cockchafer that was perched upon another, and regarding the little monster with intent, meditative eyes. She wore a frock the bodice part of which was all drooping creamy lace; she had thrown her hat and gloves aside; her hair was in some slight, soft disarray; her loose sleeve had fallen back, disclosing a very perfect wrist, and the beginning of a smooth white arm. Altogether she made an extremely pleasing picture, sweetly, warmly feminine. Ferdinand Augustus stood still, and watched her for an instant, before he spoke. Then—


  “I have come to intercede with you on behalf of your carp,” he announced. “They are rending heaven with complaints of your desertion.”


  She looked up, with a whimsical, languid little smile. “Are they?” she asked lightly. “I’m rather tired of carp.”


  He shook his head sorrowfully. “You will permit me to admire your fine, frank disregard of their feelings.”


  “Oh, they have the past to remember,” she said. “And perhaps some day I shall go back to them. For the moment I amuse myself very well with cockchafers. They’re less tumultuous. And then carp won’t come and perch on your finger. And then, one likes a change.—Now fly away, fly away, fly away home; your house is on fire, and your children will burn,” she crooned to the cockchafer, giving it never so gentle a push. But instead of flying away, it dropped upon the moss, and thence began to stumble, clumsily, blunderingly, towards the open meadow.


  “You shouldn’t have caused the poor beast such a panic,” he reproached her. “You should have broken the dreadful news gradually. As you see, your sudden blurting of it out has deprived him of the use of his faculties. Don’t believe her,” he 33 called after the cockchafer. “She’s practising upon your credulity. Your house isn’t on fire, and your children are all safe at school.”


  “Your consideration is entirely misplaced,” she assured him, with the same slight whimsical smile. “The cockchafer knows perfectly well that his house isn’t on fire, because he hasn’t got any house. Cockchafers never have houses. His apparent concern is sheer affectation. He’s an exceedingly hypocritical little cockchafer.”


  “I should call him an exceedingly polite little cockchafer. Hypocrisy is the compliment courtesy owes to falsehood. He pretended to believe you. He would not have the air of doubting a lady’s word.”


  “You came as the emissary of the carp,” she said; “and now you stay to defend the character of their rival.”


  “To be candid, I don’t care a hang for the carp,” he confessed brazenly. “The unadorned fact is that I am immensely glad to see you.”


  She gave a little laugh, and bowed with exaggerated ceremony “Grand merci, Monsieur; vous me faites trop d’honneur,” she murmured.


  “Oh, no, not more than you deserve. I’m a just man, and I give you your due. I was boring myself into melancholy madness. The afternoon lay before me like a bumper of dust and ashes, that I must somehow empty. And then I saw you, and you dashed the goblet from my lips. Thank goodness (I said to myself), at last there’s a human soul to talk with; the very thing I was pining for, a clever and sympathetic woman.”


  “You take a great deal for granted,” laughed she.


  “Oh, I know you’re clever, and it pleases me to fancy that you’re sympathetic. If you’re not,” he pleaded, “don’t tell me so. Let me cherish my illusion.”


  34 She shook her head doubtfully. “I’m a poor hand at dissembling.”


  “It’s an art you should study,” said he. “If we begin by feigning an emotion, we’re as like as not to end by genuinely feeling it.”


  “I’ve observed for myself,” she informed him, “that if we begin by genuinely feeling an emotion, but rigorously conceal it, we’re as like as not to end by feeling it no longer. It dies of suffocation. I’ve had that experience quite lately. There was a certain person whom I heartily despised and hated; and then, as chance would have it, I was thrown two or three times into his company; and for motives of expediency I disguised my antagonism. In the end, do you know, I found myself rather liking him?”


  “Oh, women are fearfully and wonderfully made,” he said.


  “And so are some men,” said she. “Could you oblige me with the name and address of a competent witch or warlock?” she added irrelevantly.


  “What under the sun can you want with such an unholy thing?” he exclaimed.


  “I want a hate-charm—something that I can take at night to revive my hatred of the man I was speaking of.”


  “Look here,” he warned her, “I’ve not come all this distance under a scorching sun, to stand here now and talk of another man. Cultivate a contemptuous indifference towards him. Banish him from your mind and conversation.”


  “I’ll try,” she consented; “though if you were familiar with the circumstances, you’d recognise a certain difficulty in doing that.” She reached for her gloves, and began to put one on. “Will you be so good as to tell me the time of day?”


  35 He looked at his watch. “It’s nowhere near time for you to be moving yet.”


  “You must not trifle about affairs of state,” she said. “At a definite hour I have business at the palace.”


  “Oh, for that matter, so have I. But it’s half-past four. To call half-past four a definite hour would be to do a violence to the language.”


  “It is earlier than I thought,” she admitted, discontinuing her operation with the glove.


  He smiled approval. “Your heart is in the right place, after all. It would have been inhuman to abandon me. Oh, yes, pleasantry apart, I am in a condition of mind in which solitude spells misery. And yet I am on speaking terms with but three living people whose society I prefer to it.”


  “You are indeed in sad case, then,” she compassionated him. “But why should solitude spell misery? A man of wit like you should have plenty of resources within himself.”


  “Am I a man of wit?” he asked innocently.


  Her eyes gleamed mischievously. “What is your opinion?”


  “I don’t know,” he reflected. “Perhaps I might have been, if I had met a woman like you earlier in life.”


  “At all events,” she laughed, “if you are not a man of wit, it is not for lack of courage. But why does solitude spell misery? Have you great crimes upon your conscience?”


  “No, nothing so amusing. But when one is alone, one thinks; and when one thinks—that way madness lies.”


  “Then do you never think when you are engaged in conversation?” She raised her eyebrows questioningly.


  “You should be able to judge of that by the quality of my remarks. At any rate, I feel.”


  “What do you feel?”


  36 “When I am engaged in conversation with you, I feel a general sense of agreeable stimulation; and, in addition to that, at this particular moment—— But are you sure you really wish to know?” he broke off.


  “Yes, tell me,” she said, with curiosity.


  “Well, then, a furious desire to smoke a cigarette.”


  She laughed merrily. “I am so sorry I have no cigarettes to offer you.”


  “My pockets happen to be stuffed with them.”


  “Then, do, please, light one.”


  He produced his cigarette-case, but he seemed to hesitate about lighting a cigarette.


  “Have you no matches?” she inquired.


  “Yes, thank you, I have matches. I was only thinking.”


  “It has become a solitude, then?” she cried.


  “It is a case of conscience, it is an ethical dilemma. How do I know—the modern woman is capable of anything—how do I know that you may not yourself be a smoker? But if you are, it will give you pain to see me enjoying my cigarette, while you are without one.”


  “It would be civil to begin by offering me one,” she suggested.


  “That is exactly the liberty I dared not take—oh, there are limits to my boldness. But you have saved the situation.” And he offered her his cigarette-case.


  She shook her head. “Thank you, I don’t smoke.” And her eyes were full of teasing laughter, so that he laughed too, as he finally applied a match-flame to his cigarette. “But you may allow me to examine your cigarette-case,” she went on. “It looks like a pretty bit of silver.” And when he had handed it to her, she exclaimed, “It is engraved with the royal arms.”


  “Yes. Why not?” said he.


  37 “Does it belong to the King?”


  “It was a present from the King.”


  “To you? You are a friend of the King?” she asked, with some eagerness.


  “I will not deceive you,” he replied. “No, not to me. The King gave it to Hilary Clairevoix, the Constable of Bellefontaine; and Hilary, who’s a careless fellow, left it lying about in his music-room; and I came along and pocketed it. It is a pretty bit of silver, and I shall never restore it to its rightful owner, if I can help it.”


  “But you are a friend of the King’s,” she repeated, with insistence.


  “I have not that honour. Indeed, I have never seen him. I am a friend of Hilary’s; I am his guest. He has stayed with me in England—I am an Englishman—and now I am returning his visit.”


  “That is well,” said she. “If you were a friend of the King, you would be an enemy of mine.”


  “Oh?” he wondered. “Why is that?”


  “I hate the King,” she answered simply.


  “Dear me, what a capacity you have for hating! This is the second hatred you have avowed within the hour. What has the King done to displease you?”


  “You are an Englishman. Has our King’s reputation not reached England yet? He is the scandal of Europe. What has he done? But no—do not encourage me to speak of him. I should grow too heated,” she said strenuously.


  “On the contrary, I pray of you, go on,” urged Ferdinand Augustus. “Your King is a character that interests me more than you can think. His reputation has indeed reached England, and I have conceived a great curiosity about him. One only 38 hears vague rumours, to be sure, nothing specific; but one has learned to think of him as original and romantic. You know him. Tell me a lot about him.”


  “Oh, I do not know him personally. That is an affliction I have as yet been spared.” Then, suddenly, “Mercy upon me, what have I said!” she cried. “I must ‘knock wood,’ or the evil spirits will bring me that mischance to-morrow.” And she fervently tapped the bark of the tree beside her with her knuckles.


  Ferdinand Augustus laughed. “But if you do not know him personally, why do you hate him?”


  “I know him very well by reputation. I know how he lives, I know what he does and leaves undone. If you are curious about him, ask your friend Hilary. He is the King’s foster-brother. He could tell you stories,” she said meaningly.


  “I have asked him. But Hilary’s lips are sealed. He depends upon the King’s protection for his fortune, and the palace-walls (I suppose he fears) have ears. But you can speak without danger. He is the scandal of Europe? There’s nothing I love like scandal. Tell me all about him.”


  “You have not come all this distance under a scorching sun, to stand here now and talk of another man,” she reminded him.


  “Oh, but kings are different,” he argued. “Tell me about your King.”


  “I can tell you at once,” said she, “that our King is the frankest egotist in two hemispheres. You have learned to think of him as original and romantic? No; he is simply intensely selfish and intensely silly. He is a King Do-Nothing, a Roi Fainéant, who shirks and evades all the duties and responsibilities of his position; who builds extravagant châteaux in 39 remote parts of the country, and hides in them, alone with a few obscure companions; who will never visit his capital, never show his face to his subjects; who takes no sort of interest in public business or the welfare of his kingdom, and leaves the entire government to his ministers; who will not even hold a court, or give balls or banquets; who, in short, does nothing that a king ought to do, and might, for all the good we get of him, be a mere stranger in the land, a mere visitor, like yourself. So closely does he seclude himself, that I doubt if there be a hundred people in the whole country who have ever seen him, to know him. If he travels from one place to another, it is always in the strictest incognito, and those who then chance to meet him never have any reason to suspect that he is not a private person. His very effigy on the coin of the realm is reputed to be false, resembling him in no wise. But I could go on for ever,” she said, bringing her indictment to a termination.


  “Really,” said Ferdinand Augustus, “I cannot see that you have alleged anything very damaging. A Roi Fainéant? But every king of a modern constitutional state is, willy-nilly, that. He can do nothing but sign bills which he generally disapproves of, lay foundation-stones, set the fashion in hats, and bow and look pleasant as he drives through the streets. He has no power for good, and mighty little for evil. He is just a State Prisoner. It seems to me that your particular King has shown some sense in trying to escape so much as he may of the prison’s irksomeness. I should call it rare bad luck to be born a king. Either you’ve got to shirk your kingship, and then fair ladies dub you the scandal of Europe; or else you’ve got to accept it, and then you’re as happy as a man in a strait-waistcoat. And then, and then! Oh, I can think of a thousand unpleasantnesses attendant upon the condition of a king. Your King, as I understand it, has said to 40 himself, ‘Hang it all, I didn’t ask to be born a king, but since that is my misfortune, I will seek to mitigate it as much as I am able. I am, on the whole, a human being, with a human life to live, and only, probably, three-score-and-ten years in which to live it. Very good; I will live my life. I will lay no foundation-stones, nor drive about the streets bowing and looking pleasant. I will live my life, alone with the few people I find to my liking. I will take the cash and let the credit go.’ I am bound to say,” concluded Ferdinand Augustus, “that your King has done exactly what I should have done in his place.”


  “You will never, at least,” said she, “defend the shameful manner in which he has behaved towards the Queen. It is for that, I hate him. It is for that, that we, the Queen’s gentlewomen, have adopted ’Tis a weary day as a watchword. It will be a weary day until we see the King on his knees at the Queen’s feet, craving her forgiveness.”


  “Oh? What has he done to the Queen?” asked Ferdinand.


  “What has he done! Humiliated her as never woman was humiliated before. He married her by proxy at her father’s court; and she was conducted with great pomp and circumstance into his kingdom—to find what? That he had fled to one of his absurd castles in the north, and refused to see her! He has remained there ever since, hiding like—but there is nothing in created space to compare him to. Is it the behaviour of a gentleman, of a gallant man, not to say a king?” she cried warmly, looking up at him with shining eyes, her cheeks faintly flushed.


  Ferdinand Augustus bowed. “The Queen is fortunate in her advocate. I have not heard the King’s side of the story. I can, however, imagine excuses for him. Suppose that his ministers, for reasons of policy, importuned and importuned him to marry a certain princess, until he yielded in mere fatigue. In that case, 41 why should he be bothered further? Why should he add one to the tedious complications of existence by meeting the bride he never desired? Is it not sufficient that, by his complaisance, she should have gained the rank and title of a queen? Besides, he may be in love with another woman. Or perhaps—but who can tell? He may have twenty reasons. And anyhow, you cannot deny to the situation the merit of being highly ridiculous. A husband and wife who are not personally acquainted! It is a delicious commentary upon the whole system of marriages by proxy. You confirm my notion that your King is original.”


  “He may have twenty reasons,” answered she, “but he had better have twenty terrors. It is perfectly certain that the Queen will be revenged.”


  “How so?” asked Ferdinand Augustus.


  “The Queen is young, high-spirited, moderately good-looking, and unspeakably incensed. Trust a young, high-spirited, and handsome woman, outraged by her husband, to know how to avenge herself. Oh, some day he will see.”


  “Ah, well, he must take his chances,” Ferdinand sighed. “Perhaps he is liberal minded enough not to care.”


  “I am far from meaning the vulgar revenge you fancy,” she put in quickly. “The Queen’s revenge will be subtle and unexpected. She is no fool, and she will not rest until she has achieved it. Oh, he will see!”


  “I had imagined it was the curse of royalty to be without true friends,” said Ferdinand Augustus. “The Queen has a very ardent one in you.”


  “I am afraid I cannot altogether acquit myself of interested motives,” she disclaimed modestly. “I am of her Majesty’s household, and my fortunes must rise and fall with hers. But I am honestly indignantly with the King.”


  42 “The poor King! Upon my soul, he has my sympathy,” said Ferdinand.


  “You are terribly ironical,” said she.


  “Irony was ten thousand leagues from my intention,” he protested. “In all sincerity the object of your indignation has my sympathy. I trust you will not consider it an impertinence if I say that I already count you among the few people I have met whose good opinion is a matter to be coveted.”


  She had risen while he was speaking, and now she bobbed him a little courtesy. “I will show my appreciation of yours by taking flight before anything can happen to alter it,” she laughed, moving away.


  V


  “You are singularly animated to-night,” said Hilary, contemplating him across the dinner-table; “yet, at the same time, singularly abstracted. You have the air of a man who is rolling something pleasant under his tongue, something sweet and secret; it might be a hope, it might be a recollection. Where have you passed the afternoon? You’ve been about some mischief, I’ll warrant. By Jove, you set me thinking. I’ll wager a penny you’ve been having a bit of rational conversation with that brown-haired woman.”


  “Her hair is red,” Ferdinand Augustus rejoined, with firmness. “And her conversation,” he added sadly, “is anything you please but rational. She spent her whole time picking flaws in the character of the King. She talked downright treason. She said he was the scandal of Europe and the frankest egotist in two hemispheres.”


  “Ah? She appears to have some instinct for the correct use of language,” commented Hilary.


  43 “All the same, I rather like her,” Ferdinand went on, “and I’m half inclined to undertake her conversion. She has a gorgeous figure—there’s something rich and voluptuous about it. And there are depths of promise in her eyes; there are worlds of humour and of passion. And she has a mouth—oh, of a fulness, of a softness, of a warmth! And a chin, and a throat, and hands! And then, her voice. There’s a mellowness yet a crispness, there’s a vibration, there’s a something in her voice that assures you of a golden temperament beneath it. In short, I’m half inclined to follow your advice, and go in for a love-adventure with her.”


  “Oh, but love-adventures—I have it on high authority—are damnable iterations,” objected Hilary.


  “That is very true; they are,” Ferdinand agreed. “But the life of man is woven of damnable iterations. Tell me of any single thing that isn’t a damnable iteration, and I’ll give you a quarter of my fortune. The day and the night, the seasons and the years, the fair weather and the foul, breakfast and luncheon and dinner—all are damnable iterations. If there’s any reality behind the doctrine of metempsychosis, death, too, is a damnable iteration. There’s no escaping damnable iterations: there’s nothing new under the sun. But as long as one is alive, one must do something. It’s sure to be something in its essence identical with something one has done before; but one must do something. Why not, then, a love-adventure with a woman that attracts you?”


  “Women are a pack of samenesses,” said Hilary despondently.


  “Quite so,” assented Ferdinand. “Women, and men too, are a pack of samenesses. We’re all struck with the same die, of the same metal, at the same mint. Our resemblance is intrinsic, fundamental; our differences are accidental and skin-deep. We 44 have the same features, organs, dimensions, with but a hair’s-breadth variation; the same needs, instincts, propensities; the same hopes, fears, ideas. One man’s meat is another man’s meat; one man’s poison is another man’s poison. We are as like to one another as the leaves on the same tree. Skin us, and (save for your fat) the most skilled anatomist could never distingush you from me. Women are a pack of samenesses; but, hang it all, one has got to make the best of a monotonous universe. And this particular woman, with her red hair and her eyes, strikes me as attractive. She has some fire in her composition, some fire and flavour. Anyhow, she attracts me; and—I think I shall try my luck.”


  “Oh, Nunky, Nunky,” murmured Hilary, shaking his head, “I am shocked by your lack of principle. Have you forgotten that you are a married man?”


  “That will be my safeguard. I can make love to her with a clear conscience. If I were single, she might, justifiably enough, form matrimonial expectations for herself.”


  “Not if she knew you,” said Hilary.


  “Ah, but she doesn’t know me—and shan’t,” said Ferdinand Augustus. “I will take care of that.”


  VI


  And then, for what seemed to him an eternity, he never once encountered her. Morning and afternoon, day after day, he roamed the park of Bellefontaine from end to end, in all directions, but never once caught sight of so much as the flutter of her garments. And the result was that he began to grow seriously sentimental. “Im wunderschönen Monat Mai!” It was June, 45 to be sure; but the meteorological influences were, for that, only the more potent. He remembered her shining eyes now as not merely whimsical and ardent, but as pensive, appealing, tender; he remembered her face as a face seen in starlight, ethereal and mystic; and her voice as low music, far away. He recalled their last meeting as a treasure he had possessed and lost; he blamed himself for the frivolity of his talk and manner, and for the ineffectual impression of him this must have left upon her. Perpetually thinking of her, he was perpetually sighing, perpetually suffering strange, sudden, half painful, half delicious commotions in the tissues of his heart. Every morning he rose with a replenished fund of hope: this day at last would produce her. Every night he went to bed pitying himself as bankrupt of hope. And all the while, though he pined to talk of her, a curious bashfulness withheld him; so that, between him and Hilary, for quite a fortnight she was not mentioned. It was Hilary who broke the silence.


  “Why so pale and wan?” Hilary asked him. “Will, when looking well won’t move her, looking ill prevail?”


  “Oh, I am seriously love-sick,” cried Ferdinand Augustus, welcoming the subject. “I went in for a sensation, and I’ve got a real emotion.”


  “Poor youth! And she won’t look at you, I suppose?” was Hilary’s method of commiseration.


  “I have not seen her for a mortal fortnight. She has completely vanished. And for the first time in my life I’m seriously in love.”


  “You’re incapable of being seriously in love,” said Hilary.


  “I had always thought so myself,” admitted Ferdinand Augustus. “The most I had ever felt for any woman was a sort of mere lukewarm desire, a sort of mere meaningless titillation. 46 But this woman is different. She’s as different to other women as wine is different to toast-and-water. She has the feu-sacré. She’s done something to the very inmost soul of me; she’s laid it bare, and set it quivering and yearning. She’s made herself indispensable to me; I can’t live without her. Ah, you don’t know what she’s like. She’s like some strange, beautiful, burning spirit. Oh, for an hour with her, I’d give my kingdom. To touch her hand—to look into those eyes of hers—to hear her speak to me! I tell you squarely, if she’d have me, I’d throw up the whole scheme of my existence, I’d fly with her to the uttermost ends of the earth. But she has totally disappeared, and I can do nothing to recover her without betraying my identity; and that would spoil everything. I want her to love me for myself, believing me to be a plain man, like you or anybody. If she knew who I am, how could I ever be sure?”


  “You are in a bad way,” said Hilary, looking at him with amusement. “And yet, I’m gratified to see it. Her hair is not so red as I could wish, but, after all, it’s reddish; and you appear to be genuinely aflame. It will do you no end of good; it will make a man of you—a plain man, like me or anybody. But your impatience is not reasoned. A fortnight? You have not met her for a fortnight? My dear, to a plain man a fortnight’s nothing. It’s just an appetiser. Watch and wait, and you’ll meet her before you know it. And now, if you will excuse me, I have business in another quarter of the palace.”


  Ferdinand Augustus, left to himself, went down into the garden. It was a wonderful summer’s evening, made indeed (if I may steal a phrase from Hilary) of perfumed velvet. The sun had set an hour since, but the western sky was still splendid, like 47 a dark tapestry, with sombre reds and purples; and in the east hung the full moon, so brilliant, so apposite, as to seem somehow almost like a piece of premeditated decoration. The waters of the fountains flashed silverly in its light; glossy leaves gave back dim reflections; here and there, embowered among the trees, white statues gleamed ghost-like. Away in the park somewhere, innumerable frogs were croaking, croaking; subdued by distance, the sound gained a quality that was plaintive and unearthly. The long façade of the palace lay obscure in shadow; only at the far end, in the Queen’s apartments, were the windows alight. But, quite close at hand, the moon caught a corner of the terrace; and here, presently, Ferdinand Augustus became aware of a human figure. A woman was standing alone by the balustrade, gazing out into the wondrous night. Ferdinand Augustus’s heart began to pound; and it was a full minute before he could command himself sufficiently to move or speak.


  At last, however, he approached her. “Good evening,” he said, looking up from the pathway.


  She glanced down at him, leaning upon the balustrade. “Oh, how do you do?” She smiled her surprise. She was in evening dress, a white robe embroidered with pearls, and she wore a tiara of pearls in her hair. She had a light cloak thrown over her shoulders, a little cape trimmed with swan’s-down. “Heavens!” thought Ferdinand Augustus. “How magnificent she is!”


  “It’s a hundred years since I have seen you,” he said.


  “Oh, is it so long as that? I should have imagined it was something like a fortnight. Time passes quickly.”


  “That is a question of psychology. But now at last I find you when I least expect you.”


  “I have slipped out for a moment,” she explained, “to enjoy 48 this beautiful prospect. One has no such view from the Queen’s end of the terrace. One cannot see the moon.”


  “I cannot see the moon from where I am standing,” said he.


  “No because you have turned your back upon it,” said she.


  “I have chosen between two visions. If you were to authorise me to join you, aloft there, I could see both.”


  “I have no power to authorise you,” she laughed, “the terrace is not my property. But if you choose to take the risks——”


  “Oh,” he cried, “you are good, you are kind.” And in an instant he had joined her on the terrace, and his heart was fluttering wildly with its sense of her nearness to him. He could not speak.


  “Well, now you can see the moon. Is it all your fancy painted?” she asked, with her whimsical smile. Her face was exquisitely pale in the moonlight, her eyes glowed. Her voice was very soft.


  His heart was fluttering wildly, poignantly. “Oh,” he began—but broke off. His breath trembled. “I cannot speak,” he said.


  She arched her eyebrows. “Then we have made some mistake. This will never be you, in that case.”


  “Oh, yes, it is I. It is the other fellow, the gabbler, who is not myself,” he contrived to tell her.


  “You lead a double life, like the villain in the play?” she suggested.


  “You must have your laugh at my expense; have it, and welcome. But I know what I know,” he said.


  “What do you know?” she asked quickly.


  “I know that I am in love with you,” he answered.


  “Oh, only that,” she said, with an air of relief.


  “Only that. But that is a great deal. I know that I love you—oh, yes, unutterably. If you could see yourself! You are 49 absolutely unique among women. I would never have believed it possible for any woman to make me feel what you have made me feel. I have never spoken like this to any woman in all my life. Oh, you may laugh. It is the truth, upon my word of honour. If you could look into your eyes,—yes, even when you are laughing at me! I can see your wonderful burning spirit shining deep, deep in your eyes. You do not dream how different you are to other women. You are a wonderful burning poem. They are platitudes. Oh, I love you unutterably. There has not been an hour since I last saw you that I have not thought of you, loved you, longed for you. And now here you stand, you yourself, beside me! If you could see into my heart, if you could see what I feel!”


  She looked at the moon, with a strange little smile, and was silent.


  “Will you not speak to me?” he cried.


  “What would you have me say?” she asked still looking away.


  “Oh, you know, you know what I would have you say.”


  “I am afraid you will not like the only thing I can say.” She turned, and met his eyes. “I am a married woman, and—I am in love with my husband.”


  Ferdinand Augustus stood aghast. “Oh, my God!” he groaned.


  “Yes, though he has given me little enough reason to do so, I have fallen in love with him,” she went on pitilessly. “So you must get over your fancy for me. After all, I am a total stranger to you. You do not even know my name.”


  “Will you tell me your name?” asked Ferdinand humbly. “It will be something to remember.”


  “My name is Marguerite.”


  50 “Marguerite! Marguerite!” He repeated it caressingly. “It is a beautiful name. But it is also the name of the Queen.”


  “I am the only person named Marguerite in the Queen’s court,” said she.


  “What!” cried Ferdinand Augustus.


  “Oh, it is a wise husband who knows his own wife,” laughed she.


  And then— But I think I have told enough.


  ·  ·


  51 Sonnets


  From the Portuguese of Anthero de Quental

  By Richard Garnett, C.B., LL.D.


  I


  
    With thistle’s azure flower my home I hung,


    And did with redolence of musk perfume,


    And, robed in purple raiment’s glowing gloom,


    Low prelude to my coming carol sung.


    Spikenard, from Orient groves transported, clung


    To brow and hand; if so my humble room


    Might undishonoured harbour her, for whom


    Soon should its welcoming door be widely flung.


    What princess, fairy, angel from above,


    Some radiant sphere relinquishing for me,


    Bowed to my habitation poor and cold?


    Princess nor sprite nor fay, but memory


    Of thee it was that came to knock where Love


    Expecting sat behind a gate of gold.

  


  52 II


  
    Royal I dream myself, and realm is mine


    Isled far apart in Oriental seas,


    Where night is lustrous glow and balmy peace,


    And the full moon doth on the waters shine.


    Spices their aromatic breath consign


    To lucid space untroubled by a breeze,


    And ’neath the shadow of the fringing trees


    Gleams the light foamwork of the lipping brine.


    There I in ivory pavilion keep,


    And question with myself, and find no end;


    But thou, my Love, dost wander through the glade


    Of sward secluse, where moon and night contend;


    Or couched beneath a palm dost taste of sleep,


    Low at thy feet thy guardian lion laid.

  


  III


  
    When, hand in hand enlinked, we hie to fill


    Our baskets with the valley’s modest flowers;


    Or at a bound the grassy crest is ours


    Of the high mount, where dews are sparkling still;


    Or, gazing from the solitary hill,


    View the pale sea remote, as evening lours


    And clouds, like ruins of fantastic towers,


    Are piled and crumbled at the breeze’s will:


    How oft doth silence seize on thee at once!


    With light, whence caught who know? thine eye is rife,


    53 Thy clasped hand throbs in mine, thy bloom departs.


    The water and the wind chant orisons;


    And the eternal poetry of life


    Little by little steals into our hearts.

  


  IV


  
    May rose and lily on thy bosom shower!


    And hymns triumphal peal around thy way!


    Glory and peace to thee, whose spell doth sway


    This captive soul submissive to thy power.


    Sky dedicate her star, and earth her flower!


    Shade, scent and song thy summons all obey!


    Sea roll thee dreams from her resounding bay


    When slow tides ripple in the moonlit hour!


    Preserve no memory of me who weep;


    Be all my worship banished from thy thought;


    But should’st thou pass regardless by, the while


    I sit lamenting, from my tears be wrought


    A fragrant carpeting, a flowery heap


    For thee to crush, or scatter with a smile.

  


  V


  
    O let her go, the bird of brood and nest


    By wicked hands despoiled! forth let her fare


    On wings to the illimitable air


    Dispread to waft her from the spot unblest.


    The drifting bark that tempest from the west


    Smote at sunsetting, let the billow bear


    O’er the void deep, of mast and rudder bare,


    Till the abyss engulf, let drive, ’tis best.


    54 The spirit waning to its hour extreme,


    That faith and joy and peace may never know,


    Away with it to death without a dream!


    The last faint notes that falter in the flow


    Of dying strains, and dying hope’s last gleam,


    Last breath, O last love—O let them, let them go!

  


  VI


  
    Where at the precipice’s foot the wave


    Ceaseless with sullen monotone doth roar,


    And the wild wind flies plaining to the shore,


    Be my dead heart committed to the grave.


    There let the suns with fiery torrents lave


    The parching dust, till summer shines no more,


    And eddies of dry sand incessant soar


    Around, when whirlblasts of the winter rave.


    And with its own undoing be undone,


    And with its viewless motes enforced to flit,


    Rapt far away upon the hurricane,


    All sighs and strifes that idly cumbered it,


    And idlest Love, sunk to oblivion


    In bosom of the barren bitter main.

  


  VII


  
    This sable steed, whose hoofs with clangour smite


    My sense, while dreamful shade on earth is cast,


    Onward in furious gallop thundering past


    In the fantastic alleys of the night,


    55 Whence cometh he? What realms of gloom or light


    Behind him lie? Through what weird terrors last


    Thus clothed in stormy grandeur sped so fast,


    Dishevelling his mane with wild affright?


    A youth with mien of martial prowess, blent


    With majesty no shock disquieteth,


    Vested in steely armour sheening clear,


    Fearless bestrides the terrible portent.


    “I,” the tremendous steed declares, “am Death!”


    “And I am Love!” responds the cavalier.

  


  ·  ·


  56 The Christ of Toro


  By Mrs. Cunninghame Graham


  I

  The Prediction


  Very many centuries ago, when monastic life was as much a life of the people as any other life, a man resolved to enter a certain monastery in a small town of Castille. He had in his time been many things. The son of a wealthy merchant, he had spent much of his youth in Flanders, where he went at his father’s bidding to purchase merchandise and to sell it. Instead of devoting himself to the mysteries of trade, he learnt those of painting from the most famous masters of the Low Countries. His father dead, his father’s fame as one of the greatest merchants of the day kept his credit going for some time, but at last he fell into difficulties. Menaced with ruin, he became a soldier, and fought under Ferdinand and Isabella before the walls of Granada. His bravery procured him no reward, and he retired from the wars and married. For a few years he was happy—at least he knew he had been so when he knelt for the last time beside his wife’s bier. And then he bethought himself of this monastery that he had once seen casually on a summer’s day. There he 57 might find rest; there end the turmoil of an unlucky and disappointed life. He saw the quiet cloisters flooded with sunlight looking out into the greenery of the monastery garden. He heard the splashing of the drops from the fountain fall peacefully on the hot silence. Nay, he even smelt the powerful scent of the great myrtle bushes whose shadows fell blue and cool athwart the burning alleys.


  His servants’ tears fell fast as he distributed amongst them the last fragments of his once immense fortune; they fell faster when they saw the solitary figure disappearing over the ridge of the sandy path, for, although they knew not of his resolution, they felt that they should see his face no more.


  But we cannot escape from ourselves, even in the cloister. There he felt the fires of an ambition that untoward circumstances had chilled in his youth. The longing to leave some tangible record of a life that he knew had been useless, fell upon him and consumed him. He opened his mind to the prior. The prior was a man of the world (there have always been such in the cloister), and knew the workings of the human heart.


  The monks began to whisper to each other that Brother Sebastian was changed. Sometimes, at vespers, one or other would look at him and note that his eyes had lost their melancholy, and were as bright as stars. Then it got rumoured about amongst them that he was painting a picture.


  The monastery is, and especially a mediæval one, full or schisms and cabals. In it the rigour of the ultra-pietists who stormed heaven by fire and sword, and whose hearts were shut to all kindliness and charity, was to be found side by side with mild and gentle spirits, who, through the gift of tears and ecstatic revery, caught sight of the mystic and universal Bond of Love, which, linked together in one common union, Nature, animal, 58 and sinner. To them all things palpitated in a Divine Mist of Benignity and Tenderness—the terrorist and the rigorist on the one hand; on the other, serenity, charity, and compassion.


  Now there was a certain Brother Matthias in this convent—the hardest, bitterest zealot in the community, whom even his own partisans looked at with dread. Of his birth little was known, for all are equal in Religion, but the knotted joints of his hairy hands, the hair which bristled black against his low furrowed brow, were those of a peasant. No arm so strong or merciless as his to wield the discipline on recalcitrant shoulders (neither, it is fair to state, did he spare his own). The more Blood the more Religion; the more Blood the more Heaven. He practised austerely all the theological virtues as far as his lights and his mental capacity permitted, and it was as hard and as stubborn as the clods which he had ploughed in his youth. He did not despise, but bitterly loathed, all books or learning as the works and lures of Satan. If he had had his will he would have burnt the convent library long ago in the big cloister, all except the Breviary and the offices therein contained. The liberal Arts, and those who practised or had any skill in them, he would fain have banished from the convent. The flowers even that grew in the friars’ garden he neither smelt nor looked at. They were beautiful, and Sin lurked in the heart of the rose, and all the pleasures of the senses, and all the harmonies of sound. It was a small, black, narrow world that mind of his, heaped up with the impenetrable shadows of Ignorance, Intolerance, Contempt, and Fear.


  “Better he went and dug in the vineyard,” he would mutter sourly, when he saw some studious Brother absorbed in a black-letter Tome of Latinity in the monastery library. Once when Fray Blas the sculptor had finished one of his elaborate crucifixes 59 or ivory, he had watched his opportunity and, seizing it unperceived in his brawny hand, waited until nightfall and threw it into the convent well with the words, “Vade Retro! Satanas!”


  One day, as he passed through the corridor into which opened Sebastian’s cell, his steps were arrested by the murmur or voices which floated through the half-open door. He leaned against the Gothic bay of the marble pillars that looked into the cloister below, uncertain whether to go or stay. The hot sunlight filled the dusky corridor with a drowsy sense of sleep and stillness. The swallows flitted about the eaves, chirping as they wheeled hither and thither with a throbbing murmur of content. The roses climbed into the bay, lighting up the dusky corridors with sprays of crimson; they brushed against his habit. He beat them off contemptuously. The eavesdropper could see nothing, hear nothing, but what was framed in, or came through, that half-open door.


  Suddenly the two friars, the Prior and Fray Sebastian, were startled by a tall figure framed suddenly in the doorway. Blocking the light, it loomed on them like the gigantic and menacing image of Elijah on the painted retablo of the High Altar. Its face was livid. From underneath the black bushy brows the eyes burned like coals of fire. The figure shook and the hands twitched for a moment of speechless, unutterable indignation. In that moment Sebastian turned, and placed the canvas, which stood in the middle of the cell, with its face against the wall, and the two men quietly faced their antagonist.


  Fray Matthias strode forward, as if to strike them.


  “By Him that cursed the money-changers in the temple,” he thundered, “what abomination is this ye have brewing in the House of the Lord? What new-fangled devilries are here? This 60 is fasting, this is discipline, this is the prayer without ceasing ye came here to perform. One holy monk daubing colours on a bit of rag, and this reverend father, who should be the pattern and exemplar of his community, aiding and abetting him!”


  “Silence!” the Prior said. The one word was not ungently spoken, but it was that of a man accustomed to command and to be obeyed, and imposed on the coarse-grained peasant before him; nay, even left his burst of prophetic ire trembling on his tongue unspoken. The Prior had drawn his slender figure up to its full height; a spot of red tinged his cheeks, as with quiet composure he faced his aggressor. Never before had Matthias seen him as he was now, for he had always despised him for a timid, delicate, effeminate soul, scarce fit to rule the turbulent world of the convent. For a brief moment the Prior of Toro became again that Count of Trevino who had led the troops of his noble house to victory on more than one occasion, and whose gallant doings even then were not quite forgotten in the court and world of Spain. The habitual respect of the lowly-born for a man of higher station and finer fibre asserted itself. He stood before his Prior pale and downcast, like a frightened hound.


  “Listen,” the prior continued. “Oh you, my brother, of little charity. What you call zeal, I call malice. To you has been given your talent. It led you to these convent walls. Develop it. To this, my brother, and your brother, although you seem to know it not, has been entrusted another talent. Who are you, to declaim against the gifts of God? There are talents, ay! and even virtues, that neither fructify to the owner nor to the world. Will you have saved other men from sin or helped the sinner by your flagellations and your fastings? He who has so little kindness in his heart, I fear me, would do neither. Yea, he would scarce save them if he could. Nay, brother,” he added softly, “I doubt me 61 if ye would have done what He did.” Moving swiftly to the wall, he turned the picture full on the gaze of the astounded brother. “Behold Love!”


  It was a marvellous picture, fresh and living from the brain of its creator. Every speck of colour had been placed on with a hand sure of its power. Christ nailed to the cross; His hands and feet seemed to palpitate as if still imbued with some mysterious vestiges of life. The drops of blood which fell slowly down might have been blood indeed. But it was in the face—not in the vivid realism of the final scene of the tremendous drama—that the beauty lay. One doubted if it did not retain some strange element of life, some hidden vitality, rather felt than actually perceived, under the pallid flesh. As the light flickered over them, one would have said that the eyelids had not yet lost their power of contractability, as if at any moment one would find them wide open under the shadow of the brow; the mouth seemed still fresh with ghostly pleadings.


  “Go, brother,” said the Prior, “and meditate, and when you have learnt to do even such as this for your brethren, then turn the money-changers from the hallowed temple. I tell you”—and his face grew like one inspired—“I tell you this picture shall yet save a soul, unbind the ropes of sin, and lead a tortured one to heaven. Perhaps when we who stand here are gone,” he added musingly. “Go, brother, and meditate.”


  When the picture was finished and its frame ready, the sculptured wood dazzling in its fresh gold and silver, on the day of St. Christopher, borne high amidst a procession of the monks, it was taken and hung up before the high altar.


  62 Whether Brother Sebastian painted any more pictures; whether Brother Matthais learnt love and charity when they and the Prior passed from the generations of men, the old chronicles which tell the story omit to state, or whether they left any further record of their lives in the convent beyond this scene which has been kept alive by a monkish chronicler’s hand.


  It is even a matter of doubt what cloister slab covers the dust of the Count of Treviño, Prior of the Augustinian monastery of Toro, or of Sebastian Gomez, the painter, or of Fray Matthias, the peasant’s son.


  But now comes the strange part of the relation, for the picture, the miracle-working picture, is still to be seen in the monastery of Toro. The Prior, the painter, the peasant died, but the picture lived. For a century at least after their death it listened from its station above the high altar to all the sounds of the monastery church. Vespers trembled in the air before it and the roll of midnight complines. It felt the priest’s voice strike against its surface when he sanctified the sacrifice; the shuffle of the monks’ feet as they took their places in the choir above, the echo of their coughs, the slamming of the doors were the familiar records of its life. In the redness of the morning, when the friars slept after their orisons, and the birds began to sing in the first light of dawn, it looked on the pavement of the church suffused with the wavering reflections of the painted windows, and watched the thin stains advance, as the day lengthened, and then recede in the weird pallor of the dying day. In the gloaming it watched the mysterious greyness sweep towards it and envelop it as in a shroud. All night long, as from a mirror, it gave back the red flame of the lamps that swung before it, and yet the words of the Prior seemed no nearer their fulfilment. And the picture mourned.


  63 Then it fell from its high estate to make place for some gilt stucco monstrosity placed there by a blundering prior, and was hung amidst the cobwebs of the duskiest corner of the monastery gateway.


  II

  The Fulfilment


  Now there lived in Toro, in the reign of Philip II., a certain hidalgo—Don Juan Perez. Besides his possessions in the neighbouring country, he had amassed a large fortune as oidor of his native town. He and his wife had one son. They would that they had none—or more! On this son they lavished all their love, and all their riches. None so handsome, none with so fine an air as he in Toro. When he came back to them, a young man of twenty fresh from the schools of Salamanca, the old people trembled with joy at the sight of him. It was true that they had paid his debts at cards, that they had condoned a thousand scandals, but they had put it down to the hot blood of youth—youth was ever thus—blood which would calm down and yet do honour to its honourable ancestry. The lad’s conduct soon dispelled any such hopes. In a short time, it seemed to them as if he was possessed by a very devil. All Toro rang with his misdeeds—his midnight brawls, his drunken frolics. Don Juan and his wife looked at each other in anguish as one story after another reached their ears of dishonour and disgrace, of maidens seduced, and duels after some low tavern squabble over wine and cards. Each wondered which would succumb the first to the sorrow that was bringing them to the grave, and yet neither of them confessed to the other the cause. Their happiness fled. A shadow fell 64 over the house, which seemed to have been stricken by some appalling calamity. One day the son suddenly disappeared—none knew whither, except that he had fled—oh! sacrilege of sacrilege!—with a professed nun, from the convent of the Clarisas. His gambling debts had well-nigh exhausted his father’s coffers, but this time he had broken open his father’s money chest, and made away with all of value he could find. This time, too, he had broken his mother’s heart, and yet she died, tortured with an unextinguishable desire to see her scapegrace son once more. If a mother cannot condone her children’s crimes, whatever they may be, who else shall do so? When the old hidalgo looked on the dead face of the wife of his youth, stamped with so lasting an expression of pain that death itself was powerless to efface it—his soul burnt with a resentment almost as deep as the grief which bowed him to the earth.


  When at the end of a few months, a ragged, travel-stained wayfarer reappeared at his father’s house, the latter said nothing. Without a word, without a gesture, he accepted his son’s presence at the board, as if he had never been away. A deep gulf yawned between the two which nothing could bridge. The son was too cynical to promise an amendment which he did not intend. When he had appeased his hunger, and exchanged his dirty raiments for those of a gentleman of his rank, he began his old course of dissipation and wickedness. The old hidalgo looked on and said nothing. He knew remonstrance was useless, but on his death-bed he called to him his son. They were the first words that had passed between them since the mother’s death, and they were the last.


  “I have,” he said, “the misfortune to call you my son. Had your mother not been so holy as she was, I should have thought you had been devil’s spawn. To all that you have left me, you 65 are heir. In that chest in the corner are my ready money, my bonds, mortgages and jewels. By my calculations they will last you just six months. It matters little to me whether you spend it all in one day or not, that is your business, not mine. I make myself no illusions. You broke your mother’s heart, you have killed your father. I attempt no remonstrance, for, I know, it would take another Christ to come down from the Cross to save such as you. Still I gave you, when you were born, an old and honourable name and a proud lineage. To save these at all hazards from being tarnished further than they have already been, I give and bequeath to you this oak box. Swear to me that you will not open it until you are in the extremest necessity, until there is no help left to you from any living man. Nay, hardened as you are, false to the marrow of your bones as you are, you dare not break an oath sworn by the Body and Blood of Christ. Swear!” said the old man, “as you hope to be saved!”


  “I neither wish nor hope to be saved,” said the son, “but I will swear, and moreover, I will keep my oath. I will not open the box until there is no hope to me in Life but Death!”


  The storm swept over mediæval Toro. The narrow street imprisoned amidst the stern grey houses, whose shadows had shut it in for centuries with their menacing presence and the mysterious records of their lives and crimes, was now a yellow turbulent torrent, washing against the palatial gateways. The wind howled and moaned with the sound of creaking woodwork, and eddied in gusts through the hollow gully, rather than a street, which separated the great, gaunt buildings. Through the thin rift, left by the almost meeting eaves, scarce a hand-breadth across, a flash of lightning, every now and then, broke through the lurid sky, and zigzagged for a moment across streaming façade and running 66 water; followed by a gigantic and terrific peal or thunder which shook and rolled against the heavy masonry and then died away in faint repercussions in the distance. Then all was still except for the battering and tearing of the rain against the walls, as if it sought to gain an entry by force and permeate the very stones. In heavy sullen drops it dripped from knightly helmet and escutcheon with the monotony of a pendulum, or soaked into the soft films of moss and tufts of grass which filled the time-worn hollows of the sculptured granite.


  The city was as one of the dead. It was no day for a Christian to be abroad. The beggars even had sought the shelter of a roof, and the very dogs—the half-starved curs that haunted the gutters for garbage all day long—lay cowering and silent in the shadow of some deep-mouthed gateway.


  And on this unholy day, from one of the frowning palaces, a man emerged, his soul riven by a tempest as deep as that which raged around him. The great gates shut to with a clang that shook the street, and dominated for a moment the strife of the rain and the groaning wind. He might have been himself the spirit of the storm, this black figure, cloaked to the eyes, which brushed furtively against the houses, as if afraid to face the light of day. He turned back once to take a last look at the house he had left. That house which only a few hours before had been his until on the stroke of midnight he had played his last stake and lost. Even now he heard the slow clanging of the bells as they woke the silence of the street, the knell to him of ruin. He lived through every detail of the last hateful hours. One hope had remained to him. His father’s box; that box he had sworn never to open until no remedy was left in life but death. The time had come. It could not be otherwise, but that the old man, foreseeing this final crisis, had saved for him the means to repair 67 his fortunes, and stored up in that little chest shut in by its triple locks of iron which bore the gilt escutcheon of his family, jewels, bonds, censos of great value, which might save him even now. As his footsteps resounded through the empty streets, and his sword, clinking against the pavement, roused hollow echoes, he had made plans for the future. He would amend his ways. He would marry. He would eschew gambling, drink, and women. He would have the masses said for his father’s soul in the Monastery of Sto Tomé, even as the old man had charged him to have done in his will. He would dower a poor maiden in the Convent of the Clarisas. Let him have one more chance!


  He knew that in that small chest lay the sentence of his Life or Death. Yet he opened it boldly, nor did his fingers tremble as they struggled with the intricacies of the triple lock, nor yet did any added pallor blanch his face when he threw back the lid and saw a rope, a new rope coiled neatly within the small compass of the box and tied into a noose, adjusted to the exact size of a man’s neck!


  The moonbeams trembled in at the narrow window. The lamp burnt red in the shadow of the vast space of the empty chamber. He wondered vaguely why the moon should be as bright and the lamp as red as yesterday. The old housekeeper was startled by his peals of laughter. He called for wine and she brought it. He held it up to the light, watched the moonbeams die in the bubbles and he thought it glistened like blood. He wondered if she saw the resemblance, and holding up the cup high above his head, he waved it in the air:


  “To the memory of my father and of his most excellent jest,” and then forced her to drink the toast. That was only a few hours ago.


  Now he was hurrying headlong through the beating of the 68 tempest, and he pressed his arm against the rope lying nestled at his side as if to assure himself that it was still there. It was the last friend he had left; his only friend! With it he would seek——


  “Hell!” a voice seemed to ring through his brain. Juan Perez, brave as he was, felt a sudden chill.


  The rain had penetrated the thick folds of his cloak and soaked into his doublet, and still he urged on, pursued by Fate. Whither? That he knew not. Let Chance, the gambler’s God, decide that. What he had got to do was to obey his father. The time had come, and no man can struggle against Fate, especially the Fate he himself has made. After all it was only an unlucky throw of the dice. He was even happy as he strode on, the gale singing in his ears; happier he thought than he had been for years. He knew not—cared not where the deed was done. All he knew was that before night closed over Toro, there would be a dead body hanging somewhere that had once been a man. It was the simplest and best solution—the only one possible.


  As he turned a corner, a gateway standing open arrested his attention. He entered and shook the raindrops from his hat. He had an excellent idea, almost as good, he thought, as his father’s. He recognised the place as the locutory of the Augustinian Friars where he had often come with his mother as a boy—never since.


  “Strange that the old fools should leave the gates open on such a day as this!” he muttered.


  He looked around. All was still. He smiled quietly. “Why not here? What a pleasure for the saintly hypocrites to-morrow morning to find a dead man’s body hanging from their holy walls. Oh, my father! you have been an excellent jester, but your son is almost as good.”


  69 He looked for, and found, a nail in the whitewashed wall. He tried it. It was firm and strong, quite able to bear the weight of a man’s body. He carefully attached the rope, and then examined the space below with a faint smile of irony, as if he sought to fix in his memory for ever the slightest detail of the breadth of line which would soon be covered by himself. Now that this matter was settled, there was no hurry, and he sat him down on the rough bench that lined the locutory—the bench made for beggars and suppliants and ruined men such as he. One thought gave him intense delight. “If my father was a good jester, I am as good!”


  He sat himself down on the bench with his head between his hands pondering over many things. It would seem that all he had ever done, all the places he had ever seen, the faces he had kissed, those whom he had ruined or fought with and wounded, one or two he had killed, had joined together as if he must behold them—see them—be tortured by them in this moment. The oath of the man he had run his sword through rang through his brain. Tremulous hands seemed to clutch at him from space. The wind as it entered seemed to bring sighings, wailings, reproaches. He saw his mother’s face, and he wondered how it was he had forgotten to visit her grave. Then he laughed inwardly at the scandal of the town to-morrow—he should not hear it—it would be no morrow to him, and at the clatter of tongues his death would arouse amongst the gossips of Toro. Death! Well, there hung Death! that rope dangling across the wall. A rope and a gurgle in the throat, that was Death. Nothing so terrible, after all, except to fools—not to men like him of blood and valour, who had faced and defied it every day for the last fifteen years of his life.


  Then he rose, and with bended brows leant against the gatepost. 70 In vain the torrential storm swept over the cornfields and vineyards of Toro, obscuring them in mist. He had no need of eyes, for he knew every league of the country; every undulation of the plain framed in the narrow space of the gate-posts was burnt on his brain. He could see them without eyes, and remember every familiar feature. He had ridden them in the hot sun, he had paced every weary step of them. He could have sworn that he still smelt the dust of it in his nostrils, and saw the magpie which had flown across the track when he returned to Toro after his mother’s death. The innate egotism that lies in us all, making each one think himself the pivot of the world, arose within him in an intense revolt. That the sun should rise on the morrow and sparkle on the yellow cornfields, or that the morrow should again waken over them soaked in rain, as if he had never been, seemed to him unnatural, monstrous, incredible.


  The pattering of the rain on the flagstones of the locutory, the moaning of the wind, formed a sort of symphony to his shapeless meditations. He turned from the door, and in the vacancy of his mood scanned the whitewashed walls. A few old pictures of saints—he recognised them as old acquaintances from the time he had come there with his mother; they burnt themselves into his brain now. If there was some remembering faculty in man that lived after the extinction of the body, he felt that he should know them again through all Eternity. There was one picture, half hidden in a dusky corner almost under the beams, that roused his curiosity. It must have been placed there since—life still presented problems to solve. He rose and stood before it, shading his eyes. “A fine picture,” he muttered; “how in God’s name has it got stranded here,” and he looked again—looked intensely. There was something in it that touched him as he had never been 71 touched since he was a boy. Why? Because he, too, was to suffer presently, by his own Free Will, something of the same torture which still writhed in the pale limbs, still seemed to quiver in the eyelids of the man before him. Something in the image fascinated and subdued him, seized, held him, bound him so that his feet were as if they had been riveted to the floor with lead. A great pity, a supreme tenderness for the other man who had also suffered, not as he was about to do, for his own sins, but for the sins of the world, thrilled through his soul with a spasm of pain. His mother’s eyes seemed to shine down on him from the canvas, swept away the next moment as if by a swift river. She too had suffered for his sins. She had thought of him, the son who had killed her, even in her death throes. Perhaps if she had been alive, his death, if not his life, might have been different.


  And then happened what no words, colours, or sounds can translate, for it seemed to him (it is the Chronicler who speaks) that the dusky corner grew full of a soft radiance which suffused itself out of and about the picture. It seemed to him too that he heard strains of melody, now faint, now louder, which must have come from the harps and psalteries of the angels, so far away, so strangely sweet it floated in the atmosphere about him. It seemed too as if the locutory was full of motion, as if invisible figures were passing to and fro in a glad joyousness. It was as if a gentle flapping, a noiseless beating of wings that fanned his brow and stirred his hair, accompanied that marvellous music. And as he still looked confounded, and as it translated, the figure in the picture became distinct and more distinct, grew larger and still larger until he could see neither frame nor picture, but only the gigantic figure of the crucified looming from a celestial light—and in the excessive radiance that enveloped him, he saw the 72 eyelids stir, the mouth open, and He, the Son of God, with outstretched arms was gazing on him with an ineffable smile.


  For what Juan Perez had taken in his frenzy to be a lifeless picture was a living thing—with breath and motion! A living thing—a living man, but a man clothed with glory! A living man who, how he knew not, had left the Cross and was even then moving towards him with arms extended as if he would clasp him to his heart. Was he dreaming? Nay, he was not dreaming. For a touch as soft and noiseless as a flake of snow had fallen upon his shoulder—lingered there wistfully. Eyes looked into his that confounded his senses and bewildered his brain with their sweetness.


  And he, Juan Perez, the lawless gambler returned their compassionate gaze, and as he did so, his soul melted.


  He often wondered afterwards whether he had heard it in a dream, or if it was only the soughing of the wind, or a voice borne from Eternity, so faint, so diaphanous that uttered no sound, woke no responsive echo in his brain. It might have been the breath of the wind. It might have been the very breath of the Holy Ghost. “Juan,” it seemed to say—and it might have been the breath of the wind—“Juan Perez, thou hast sinned greatly, but much shall be forgiven thee. Great is my love, deeper than a mother’s. Be your sins scarlet, yet they shall be whiter than snow! Sin no more but live, even for My sake! I have waited for you—waited for years—for a century. You have come. Go! and sin no more!”


  Fray Juan de la Misericordia de Dios is still remembered in the annals of the Monastery of Toro. Thrice was he prior, and when the Bishop of Salamanca preached his funeral sermon, he described him as a man sent from God, so great the consolation 73 he had administered to souls, so boundless his compassion for the poor. It was in his time that the miracle-working picture was restored once more to its old place over the High Altar, and in any great and poignant distress, the inhabitants of Toro to this day betake themselves to the Good Christ of Fray Juan de la Misericordia de Dios.


  ·  ·


  74 The Question


  By Stephen Phillips


  I


  
    Father, beneath the moonless night,


    This heavy stillness without light,


    There comes a thought which I must speak;


    Why is my body then so weak?


    Why do I falter in the race,


    And flag behind this mighty pace?


    Why is my strength so quickly flown?


    And hark! My mother sobs alone!

  


  II


  
    My son, when I was young and free,


    When I was filled with sap and glee,


    I squandered here and there my strength,


    And to thy mother’s arms at length


    Weary I came, and over-tired;


    With fever all my bones were fired.


    Therefore so soon thy strength is flown,


    Therefore thy mother sobs alone.

  


  75 III


  
    Father, since in your weaker thought,


    And in your languor I was wrought,


    Put me away, as creatures are;


    I am infirm and full of care.


    Feebly you brought me to the light;


    Then softly hide me out of sight.


    Now sooner will my strength be flown,


    Nor will my mother sob alone.

  


  IV


  
    My son, stir up the fire, and pass,


    Quickly the comfortable glass!


    The infirm and evil fly in vain


    Is toiling up the window pane.


    Fill up! For life is so, nor sigh;


    We cannot run from destiny.


    Then fire thy strength that’s quickly flown,


    Hark! how thy mother sobs alone!

  


  ·  ·


  76 The Black Cockade†


  By Katharine Cameron


  ·  ·
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  79 Concerning Preciosity


  By John M. Robertson


  I


  It is permitted in these days to have doubts on all matters; and as French critics (following the German) have set us the example of doubting the artistic infallibility of Molière, a Briton may make bold to confess to one more misgiving in regard to that great artist. It was in witnessing recently a performance of Les Précieuses Ridicules at the Théâtre Français that there forced itself upon me, across the slight boredom of a third seeing, a new question as to the subject-matter of that classic farce. First it took shape as a certain wonderment at the brutality of the argument, still complacently followed twenty times a year by audiences for whom, in real life or modern drama, the classic exploit of the young seigneurs and their valets would have been an enormity, supposing anything on the same scale of feeling and taste to have been done or imagined in this generation. It distantly recalled the mediæval argument in Much Ado About Nothing, in which the more serious scheme or masculine vengeance might be supposed to suggest to Shakspere himself the reflection of Touchstone on some of the things devised as sport for ladies. It also recalled the recent episode of the killing of a French usher by a gang of 80 young collegians who seized him in bed, bound him, and forced him to swallow a litre of rum, whereof he died. One cannot imagine that proceeding handled as a farce for the amusement of gentlemen in these days, even without the tragic finish. But there is a distinct savour of its spirit in the farce of Molière. What M. Stapfer gently avows of the satire in Les Femmes Savantes must be avowed here: “Let us confess it: this is not fine. Infatuation pushed to this degree and parading itself with this effrontery is too invraisemblable.” And we accept M. Stapfer’s untranslatable phrase: “Molière à le comique insolent” Evidently there is a gulf fixed—except in the theatre—between the taste of the seventeenth and that of the nineteenth century.


  Of course we must allow for the fact that Molière was farcing, as he generally did, as the usages and atmosphere and “optic” of the theatre forced him to do. We need hardly look there, in any age, for life-size portraits and scrupulous colour. It is with the characters as with the actors’ faces: they must needs be “made-up.” But if we ought to make this allowance in our criticising of Molière, we ought also to make it in our estimating of the types he criticised. And this his complacent audiences have never done. In the matter of les précieuses they have always been unquestioningly on the side of the laughers, of the farce-maker, of the young seigneurs, of the valets; and even though the whole episode be consciously set by the onlooker in the Watteau-land of last-century comedy, there always subsists a distinct impression that the préciosité which Molière satirised was just some such imbecility as it appears in the talk of those poor preposterous provincial young ladies of the farce. That is evidently the impression left on the complacent reader as well as on the complacent theatre-goer. It is avowed in the literary histories. Some have noticed that by adding the term “ridicules” Molière implied 81 that all précieuses were not ridiculous; but the prevailing assumption is that what he showed up was the current preciosity. Yet the fact clearly could not have been so. Supposing any one to have ever talked the jargon we hear in the farce, it could not have been such types as these. It was not perked-up middle-class Audreys, gullible by valets, blunderingly bewraying themselves, who arrived at the fine frenzy of “Voiturez-nous les commodités de la conversation.” No; preciosity was not quite what the judicious Molière supposed it to be; and the précieuses—and this he must have known—were not at all what he represented them.[24] He had merely used the immemorial stratagem of satirising the practice by fictitiously degrading the practitioners. He convicted it of gross and vulgar absurdity by first masking them in gross and vulgar absurdity. As a matter of fact, preciosity is the last fault to which gross and vulgar absurdity can attain.


  II


  What then is it, in essence and origin? We can take it from two points of view. Scientifically speaking, it is an attempt to deviate widely and wilfully, waywardly, from the normal forms of 82 phrase in a given language. Now, as normal diction is as it were common property, and as every flagrant innovation in words or phrases is thus apt to be a trespass on the comfort of neighbours, or to seem a parade of superior intellectual wealth, it is likely to provoke more or less objection, which often rises to resentment. Ethically, then, preciosity is an assertion of individual or special personality as against the common usage of talk; in other words, it is an expression either of egoism or of cliqueism in conversation or literature. But to call it egoism and cliqueism does not settle the matter, though both words are apt to signify decisive censure. Even when used censoriously, they point, sociologically speaking, only to some excess of tendencies which up to a certain point are quite salutary. Every step in progress, in civilisation, is won by some departure from use and wont; and to make that departure there always needs a certain egoism, often a great deal of cliqueism. And as the expansion of language is a most important part in intellectual progress, it follows that to set up and secure that there must come into play much self-assertion, and not a little cliqueism. The new word is frowned upon by the average man as “new-fangled” whether it be good or bad: the more complex and discriminated phrase is apt to be voted pretentious, whether it be imaginative or merely priggish. And between the extreme of wooden conservatism, which is the arrest of all development, and the extreme of fantastic licence, which is unstable and unhealthy development, the only standard of wholesome innovation is that set up by the strife of the opposing forces, which amounts to a rough measure of the common literary good of the society concerned. The most extravagant forms of preciosity are sure to die, whether of ridicule or of exhaustion. The less extravagant forms are likely to have a wider vogue; and even in disappearing may leave normal style a little brighter and 83 freer, or a little subtler, for their spell of life; though on the other hand all preciosity tends to set up a reaction towards commonplace. But in any case, all forms alike represent a certain ungoverned energy, an extravagance and exorbitance of mental activity, an exorbitance which is of course faulty as such, but which has nothing in common with mere vulgar absurdity. Molière’s provincial pecques, once more, are impossible. The victims of Mascarille and his master might have committed malapropisms, affectations, and absurdities innumerable; but they are glaringly incapable of preciosity.


  III


  If we trace the thing historically, this will become more and more clear. For it is much older, even in France, than the Hotel de Rambouillet or even the Pléiade. It would be safe to say that it rises periodically in all literatures. There is something of it in Euripides; and it is this element in the later Roman poets, as in the prose of Apuleius, that has brought on the whole post-Augustan literature the reproach of decadence. And this sets us questioning what it is that underlies alike the prevailing “false” style of an age later seen to have been decadent, and some of the “false” styles of an age later seen to have been vigorously progressive. We have the pedantic preciosity that is caricatured in Rabelais; the fanciful preciosity of the English and other Euphuists of the latter half of the sixteenth and the beginning of the seventeenth century; the aristocratic French preciosity of the seventeenth century—all affectations of vigorous periods; all more or less akin to the style of Claudian and Statius and Apuleius. Lastly, we have the self-willed preciosity of Mr. Meredith, who may or may not belong to an age of decadence, but who certainly writes 84 viciously alongside of many good writers. What is the common element or symptom in all these cases?


  Clearly, as we said before, the explanation is never that of vulgar absurdity; in all, we are dealing, it may be, with egoism, with unbalanced judgment, with juvenility of intelligence, with lopsidedness, with certain faults of character; but in none with raw fatuity. Rather we are struck everywhere with a special sort of sensibility, a curious cleverness, an incapacity for commonplace—to say nothing of higher qualities in any one instance. Preciosity, in fact, is a misdirection of capacity, not at all a proof of incapacity for better things. And we have to look, finally, for the special conditions under which the misdirection tends most to take place. In terms of our previous conclusion, they will amount in general to some defect of regulative influence, some overbalance of the forces of individual self-will and literary sectarianism. Such defect and overbalance, it is easy to see, may arise either in a time of novelty and enterprise or in a time of dissolution, since in both there are likely to be movements of thought and fancy ill-related to the general development of judgment and knowledge. Of all the social forces which regulate the play of speech and literature, the healthiest are those of a vigorous all-round culture; and an all-round culture is just what is lacking, in the terms of the case, alike in an epoch of decadence and in an epoch of novelty. Decadence means a lack of healthy relation among the social forces, an elevation or excessive enrichment of some elements and a degradation of others. In imperial Rome certain prior forms of intellectual and civic energy were absolutely interdicted: hence an overplus or overbalance in other forms, of which factitious literature was one. Energies repressed and regulated in one sphere could play lawlessly in another, where formerly the force of regulation had been a general discipline of common sense, now 85 lacking. The former rule of old and middle-age over youth was dissolved under a régime which put age and youth equally in tutelage; and the faults of youth, of which injudicious and overstrained style is one, would have a new freedom of scope. A factitious literature, an art for art’s sake, would tend to flourish just as superstition flourished; only, inasmuch as bad intellectual conditions tend ultimately to kill literature altogether, that soon passed from morbid luxuriance to inanition, while superstition in the same soil grew from strength to strength.


  The preciosity of the Renascence, again, is also in large part a matter of the unrestrained exuberance of youth—in this case exercising itself one-sidedly in a new world of literature, living the life of words much more than the life of things and the knowledge of things. Not only the weak heads but the headstrong would tend to be turned by that intoxication. What ultimately came about, however, was the ripening of the general taste by the persistence of conditions of free strife, which nourish common sense and make the common interest in speech prevail over the perversities of pedants. The latinising Limousin student of Rabelais’s caricature[25] suggests in the Rabelaisian manner what the actual latinists did. He speaks of Paris as the “inclyte et celebre academie que l’on vocite Lutece,” and tells how “‘nous transfretons la Sequane [= Seine] au dilucule et crepuscule; nous déambulons par les compites et quadrivies de l’urbe.’ … A quoy, Pantagruel dist, ‘Quel diable de langaige est cecy? Par Dieu, tu es quelque heretique’”—the spontaneous comment of the robust Philistine of all ages. “Segnor no, dist l’escolier, car libentissement des ce qu’il illucesce quelque minutule lesche du jour, … me irrorant de belle eau lustrale, grignotte d’un transon 86 de quelque missique precation de nos sacrificules…. Je revere des olympicoles. Je venere patrialement le supernel astripotens. Je dilige et redame mes proximes.” After which Pantagruel comments again, “‘Je croy qu’il nous forge ici quelque langaige diabolique et qu’il nous charme comme enchanteur.’ A quoy dist un de ses gens: ‘Seigneur, sans nulle doubte ce gallant veult contrefaire la langue des Parisiens, mais il ne fait que escorcher le latin, et cuide ainsi Pindariser; et il lui semble bien qu’il est quelque grand orateur en françois, parce qu’il dedaigne l’usance commun de parler.’” And when Pantagruel, anticipating Molière, has proceeded to “escorcher” the offender, Rabelais tells how the latter after a few years died in a certain manner, “ce que faisant la vengeance divine, et nous demonstrant ce que dist le philosophe, et Aulu Gelle, qu’il nous convient parler selon le langaige usité, et, comme disoit Octavian Auguste, qu’il fault éviter les motz espaves, en pareille diligence que les patrons de navires evitent les rochiers de la mer.” It was Caius and not Octavian; but no matter. Rabelais’s own book, with its rich store of “motz usités” and “espaves,” gave the French people a sufficiency of “langaige” to live by; and the vainer pedantries passed, as they needs must, leaving their memory not only in Rabelais’s caricature but, after all, in his own exuberant vocabulary,[26] as in that of Montaigne, whose French speech was inevitably enriched by that other which his father had made for him equally a mother tongue.


  IV


  A far subtler preciosity is that which we find flourishing as Euphuism in England under Elizabeth, and as a more grotesque 87 perversion of fancy in the later “metaphysical” poets down till the Restoration, and even after that. The development throughout is perfectly intelligible. In its beginnings, Euphuism is evidently for England the tumultuous awakening of a modern nation to the sense of the possession of a living and growing modern speech, such as had taken place in Italy some generations before, and in France but recently. In all three nations successively we see the same comparison of the new language with the dead tongues, the same claim to compete with the Greeks and Romans, even while imitating them. And Lyly represents once more the exuberance of youth and strength playing one-sidedly on a newly-gained world of words and books, unsobered by experience and hard thinking. It is a world with more words than knowledge, with a vocabulary constantly widening itself from the stores of other tongues, and an imagination constantly kept on the stretch by the impact of other literatures. Artistic judgment could not quite keep pace with the accumulation of literature, even in the greatest brain of the time. For Shakspere is not only euphuistic in his youth, even when bantering Euphuism; he retains to the last some of the daring exorbitance of speech which is the essential quality of Euphuism; only with the difference that the later style is strengthened by a background of past passion and vital experience, as well as chastened by intellectual discipline. Here beyond question preciosity can be seen to be a creative and liberating force, and far from a mere riot of incompetence. Even where the Elizabethan drama escapes the direct charge of preciosity, it is visibly warmed and tinted by that tropic neighbourhood; its very freedom of poetic phrase is made wider by the modish licence of the surrounding aristocratic world, in which Euphuism is as it were a many-coloured fashion of speech on a par with the parade of splendid 88 costume. M. Taine has well seen, in the case of the Elizabethan Euphuism, what Molière has prevented us from seeing in the case of the later French preciosity, that it is the foppery of power and pride, not of folly.


  “A new, strange, and overcharged style has been formed, and is to prevail until the Revolution, not only in poetry but also in prose, even in sermons and ceremonial addresses; a style so conformable to the spirit of the time that we meet it at the same period throughout Europe, in Ronsard and D’Aubigné, in Calderon, Gongora, and Marini. In 1580 appeared Euphues, the Anatomy of Wit, by Lyly, which was the manual, the masterpiece, and the caricature of the new style, and which was received with a universal admiration…. The ladies knew by heart all the phrases of Euphues, singular phrases, far-fetched and sophisticated, which are as enigmas for which the author seems determinedly to seek the least natural and the most remote expressions, full of exaggerations and antitheses, where mythological allusions, reminiscences of alchemy, metaphors from botany and astronomy, all the medley, all the pell-mell of erudition, travel, mannerism, rolls in a deluge of comparisons and conceits. Do not judge it from the grostesque painting made of it by Sir Walter Scott. His Sir Piercy Shafton is but a pedant, a cold and dry imitator; and it is warmth and originality that give to this language an accent and a living movement: it must be conceived not dead and inert, as we have it to-day in the old books, but springing from the lips of ladies and young lords in doublets broidered with pearls, vivified by their vibrating voices, their laughter, the light of their eyes, and the gesture of the hands that play with the hilt of the sword or twist the mantle of satin…. They amuse themselves as do to-day nervous and ardent artists in a studio. They do not speak to convince or comprehend, but to content their high-strung imagination…. They play with words, they twist and deform them, they cast up sudden perspectives, sharp contrasts, which leap out, stroke upon stroke, one after the 89 other, to infinity. They throw flower on flower, tinsel on tinsel; everything that glitters gives them pleasure; they gild and embroider and plume their language as they do their clothes. Of clearness, of order, of good sense, they have no thought; it is a festival and it is a riot: absurdity pleases them.”[27]


  Allowing for differences of time and culture and class, this holds more or less true of preciosity always. It is a wilful play of bias. In an age in which culture is mainly scholarly and imaginative, and science and criticism are only nascent, the tendency will go far to colour all literature; and, as innovation goes on in form with little or no deepening of thought, the licence of expression goes from bad to worse, poetry giving place to pedantry and technicality and verbal metaphysic, till the test of skill has come to be strangeness of expression, and polite literature in general is become a masquerade, remote from all actuality of feeling and conduct. This occurred in England during the seventeenth century, in which we pass from Shakspere and Spenser to Donne and Cowley; and in which the admirable new art of the young Milton, a brain of supreme artistic faculty nourished on a long study of antiquity and vitalised by new and intense living interests, is still neighboured by the perfectly vicious art of the young Dryden, whose culture is so much slighter and whose interests are so much shallower, and whose first verses are masterpieces of bad taste. Milton shows us the long sway of the fantastic verbalist ideal in scattered phrases which partly mar his strong art—though not more than do some of his plunges into a crude simplicity, such as the famous “No fear lest dinner cool.” The weaker Dryden shows it at his outset, in his complete acceptance of the fantastic ideal.


  90 What had happened in the interval between Shakspere and Milton was the diversion of the mass of mental energy from imaginative to ratiocinative literature, from questions of æsthetics and poetry to questions of life and conduct; so that the drama passed to ineptitude in the hands of weak imitators, and poetry became essentially a pastime, though one pursued by some intelligences of remarkable eccentric power. The great work of Milton marks the reaction that might have been made under a continued Puritan régime, could that have escaped the freezing influence or judaising fanaticism in this any more than in the other arts; the concrete literature of the Restoration and the next century was the reaction possible in the political circumstances. Dryden’s early verses on the death of a young lord from the small-pox mark the limit of endurance. As M. Taine puts it, “the excess of folly in poetry, like the excess of injustice in politics, prepares and predicts revolutions.”[28] And from the preciosity of literary specialists we pass rapidly to the language and the sentiment of the new man of the world, coloured only by the reminiscence of the preciosities of the past. Literature becomes the interest, if not of all, at least of all men and women of any education; and language conforms of necessity to common sense and common thought. The reign of preciosity, which is wayward one-sidedness and strenuous limitation, is over. It may be that the new literary commonweal is relatively commonplace, charmless, and unsubtle in its speech and thinking; but none the less it has the strength which comes of standing on Mother Earth. Its tongue is the tongue of a new philosophy, a new science, a new criticism, and a new prose fiction; and in these exercises lies the gymnastic which will later redeem the new-fashioned poetry itself from the 91 new preciosity that is to overtake it when it in turn becomes but a pastime and a technique.


  V


  The common-sense literature of the “age of prose and reason” in England, however, represents not merely the reaction against the previous preciosity of extravagance; it connects with the movement of regulation in France, with the campaign of Molière and Boileau against the preciosity of their time—that which Molière burlesqued and degraded in his farce. Here we come to a preciosity that seems in a manner the contrary of that of the Euphuists, seeing that it is consciously rather a fastidious process of purification and limitation than one of audacious adventure in language. But the essential characteristic remains the same; it is still an innovation, a manifestation of egoism and cliqueism in taste; only the egoism is that of a very select and exclusive type, a taste which has passed through times of commotion, and calls with its unemployed nervous energy for elegance and finesse; the cliqueism is that of certain fastidious members and hangers-on of a formal and aristocratic court or upper four hundred. The new preciosity has the period of vigorous euphuism behind it, in the earlier energetic and expansive literature of Ronsard and Montaigne. In the euphuism of the sixteenth century the intellectual limitation or one-sidedness was that involved in a lop-sided culture, in a cultivation of language and fancy without a proportional knowledge of things or analysis of thinking. Limited on those sides, the mind played the more energetically and extravagantly in the phrasing of what ideas it had. In the Hotel Rambouillet the limiting principle is seen to be an ideal of bon ton. The new preciosity is thus indirect and fantastic with a difference. Seeking 92 to refine even on the habit of elaborate and artificial expression which had never ceased to prevail since the outburst of modern poetic literature in the previous century, it is not creative but restrictive, save in so far as the rejection of common speech involves a resort to the fantastic. It expresses, in fine, mainly the effort of a new upper class—formed since the close of the wars of religion—to make for itself a fitting literary atmosphere, free of the associations of the despised common life outside. It further partly represents, just as the expansive preciosity of the previous century had done, the influence of Italian models; the superior refinement of Italy being now as much felt by a class craving for elegance as the greater literateness of the south had been formerly felt by a generation thirsting for letters. And as seventeenth-century Italy represented above all things fanciful dilettantism, the native energy of Italian literature being destroyed, the French dilettantists could draw thence only a limitary inspiration. Thus, in so far as they swayed the new academy and the new literature, they undoubtedly impoverished the French language in point of colour and force, while giving it elegance and precision. But then, as we saw, the same thing was done in England later by the Restoration writers and the Popean school, who represented at once the reaction against Elizabethan and later preciosity and the final French reaction against the preciosity of the salon. The English reactionists were limitary in a less degree, because it chanced that England did not become aristocratised and royalised nearly so fully as France; and a constant upcrop of middle-class intelligence kept the language more robust and informal. Yet in England also, under the rule of a sophisticated common sense, as in Boileau’s France under the same rule, there was limitation of the intellectual life, with the old result. Poetry and drama fell into, and for two generations adhered to, new stereotyped and 93 factitious forms, which again fostered preciosity of a kind, the preciosity of artificial and falsetto style. So much is there in common between an apparent contraction and an apparent expansion in human progress.


  For, to come back to our starting-point, even the restrictive preciosity in both countries represented after all a play of intelligence, a new exercise of thought. In rejecting parts of the irregular vocabulary of the preceding age, it rejected also the vagueness of its thought and the frequent puerility of its fancy. Its own formative preciosity, arising by way of the exclusion of the common, was of course a new puerility: and when “voiturez-nous les commodités de la conversation,” or anything near it, became a way of asking a servant to bring chairs, the preciosity of the salon had reached the point where common sense must needs protect and avenge itself, in the manner of Pantagruel if need be. After all, there may have been an obscure justice in Molière’s mode of vengeance, suggesting as it did that this self-conscious torturing of a language was a fitter occupation for conceited and ignorant provincials than for noble ladies in a great capital. But the fact remains that Molière and Boileau, in their vindication of good sense against finikin absurdity, were really standing at the point of departure from which that absurdity had been reached. They stood in the main with Malherbe; and Malherbe’s purism had been a judicious restrictive preciosity to begin with. The line of heredity is clear. All of the first generation of the French classicists, as M. Bourgoin rightly insists, were touched with preciosity; and Corneille stands out not as rejecting it but as bringing it to bear on new notions, new themes, a new dramatic inspiration. And the best prose writers of the time before Pascal, as M. Brunetière again reminds us, were chronically precious in their elaborate indirectness and sophistication of phrasing. 94 Molière and Boileau, bourgeois both, though with a great difference in their culture, represented the wholesome intrusion, even in that undemocratic age, of the larger world, of the more general interest, on the mincing cliques of the court, who had now ceased to represent any fresh intellectual force; and they were keeping the language sound, in its modern form, for the coming generations who were to use it to such manifold new purpose. But when we reflect that the language of Montesquieu and Voltaire and Rousseau remains substantially the sonorous and sinewy language of Bossuet and Pascal, and that that is the language as formed in an age of restrictive preciosity; when further we recollect that the language restricted by the English writers of the Restoration and of the reign of Anne is substantially the language of Hume and Goldsmith and Sterne; we are forced to recognise once more how far is Molière’s vivacious farce from letting us see what preciosity originally and essentially is; how far the thing is from being a mere vulgar silliness. It indeed needs the faculty of the Bossuets and Pascals, the Humes and Voltaires, the Sternes and Rousseaus, to save the corrected tongue from sinking to triviality; and, once more, it is only by turning finally to the common good of national speech the results of their creative revolt that individual energy and the specialism of clique justify their audacious dealings with language.


  But we see that such gain has accrued to the common stock or language from preciosity again and again; and the knowledge should make us considerate, not only in our estimate of the preciosities of the past but in our reception of what looks like preciosity in the present. First, it may only be necessary neology. But even downright constructive preciosity, albeit it stands for self-will, or an excess of innovating zeal and of appetite for change, is not blank absurdity. It comes from the young, the headstrong, 95 the self-absorbed, the revolutionary, the whimsical, the one-sided, the imperfectly developed; but it never comes from mere fools—unless we are to fall back on the definition (which sometimes seems a truth) according to which fools in all ages have done a great deal for civilisation by their habit of preparing the way for the angels.


  VI


  It is not difficult to look with patience into the preciosities of the past, of which we have had the good and are now spared the vexation. But it is not so easy to be dispassionate before an energetic preciosity of our own day, when it is carried on by a writer whom we feel in a manner constrained to read, while recognising his preciosity for what it is. Hence many explosions of irritation over the preciosity of Carlyle, over that of Mr. Browning, over that of Mr. Swinburne, and above all over that of Mr. Meredith. There may, however, be some little compensation to be had even now from the process of classifying these forms in relation to preciosity in general, especially as they all seem to be brief if not abortive variations, not destined to dominate periods. In each of the four cases mentioned, preciosity is simply an expression of the defiant idiosyncrasy of one man, which only to a slight extent creates a school or clique. Each one had been snapped at by the critics and disregarded by the public for his idiosyncrasy at the start; and each one—here we come to the moral lesson—has persisted and worsened in his idiosyncrasy instead of correcting it. Carlyle reached his on two lines—partly by way of reproducing the manner of talk of his strong-headed and dogmatic old father, partly by way of imitating the declamatory French writers of his youth and of the previous age, as well as the German humoristic style which alone is usually 96 specified as having influenced him. The French influence on his style has apparently passed unnoticed; but it will probably not be denied by those who will turn over the literature out of which he composed his History of the French Revolution. The essential thing is, however, that he constructed for himself a preciosity of a kind, a preciosity of dramatic manner, of dramatic pitch, of archaic style, of factitious concision, of Puritan colour, of “thees and thous,” of prophetic airs and cynic humours. A few serious writers partly caught his manner—Mr. Forster and Mr. Masson, for instance; and to some extent Kingsley and Dickens—but it says something for the independence of our age that despite the great reputation which Carlyle gradually attained, the manner never became a fashion. Even by those who admired the doctrine, it was generally recognised that such a manner could be sincere only at first hand. As for its indirect effects, we can say to-day, when it is recognisable as a preciosity of a sort, a display of wayward egoism in matters of language, that in its earlier phases it has no little artistic force, and that the sense of this has given later serious writers the courage to be more vari-coloured, more emotional, more individual in their writing than they otherwise would have been. Even such an unCarlylean book as Mill’s Liberty probably owes something to Carlyle’s example; and perhaps Green’s Short History owes no less, though neither exhibits any direct imitation whatever. On the other hand, the growing exaggeration of Carlyle’s special preciosity with his years, showing as it did how far mere temperamental self-assertion was its motive, undoubtedly repelled part of the rising generation, and undermined his influence in advance. The “extraordinary arrogance” which Mr. Froude[29] confesses him to have shown in private had thus its Nemesis.


  97 With Mr. Browning the case is somewhat similar. His is the preciosity of a genius formed in semi-isolation, an original mind communing much with itself, and too little with vigorous and expert contemporary minds at the time when the friction of free comradeship has most disciplinary value. Such an elliptic style as his could not well have been formed at Oxford or Cambridge: even Carlyle did not write Carlylese till he went to dwell in the wilderness at Craigenputtock. Browning’s style was substantially formed or hardened abroad, where the society of Mrs. Browning, herself magnetised by it and so on the way to a preciosity of her own, had no corrective influence. The poet in his prime was aloof from present-day English problems as well as from present-day English life; his poems, whether written at home or abroad, deal for the most part with either foreign or unlocalised and ideal life; and he finally impresses a reader as writing rather for himself than for any public. Public indifference and critical disrespect had for a time the effect of making him consciously antagonistic to his public—witness the apostrophes in The Ring and the Book—and in Pacchiarotto he has put on record how he felt towards some of his critics. His preciosity is thus that of an energetic, self-poised, self-absorbed, self-exiled artist, defiant of the general verdict even while obscurely craving it, and able to be so defiant by reason of financial independence; and it followed the usual course of becoming exaggerated with age. It thus falls readily in its place as a form among others. And here as usual we can trace good indirect results, while, as in the case of Carlyle, the activity of modern criticism and the modern prevalence of the common interest in speech over egoisms and cliqueisms have prevented any direct contagion of the faults. While preparing for himself the penalty of future neglect, as regards not a little of his over-abundant output, Browning has pushed contemporary English poetry 98 towards vivacity, towards variety, towards intellectuality, without setting up a Browning school even in the Browning Society. It is somewhat grievous to think of the coming neglect, after the preliminary contemporary penalty of indifference. But by such quasi-martyrdoms is progress made in the age of tolerance; and after all Browning found life abundantly sweet, and is sure of immortality for a score of things.


  Of Mr. Swinburne, little need be said. His preciosity too is that of a marked idiosyncrasy of utterance—this time a superfœtation of phrase, a plethora of vocabulary. His vice of style, too, was hotly persisted in when the matter of his first volume was denounced; and a life of semi-seclusion, in uncritically sympathetic company, has excluded whatever chance there may be supposed to have been of a corrective action of normal literary intercourse or outside criticism. Thus, though we notice in his case the usual tendency of the press to pay tribute to the aging writer when his faults are no longer novel, Mr. Swinburne has partly outlived his early influence as well as the early antagonism to his work; and of him too it may be said that what was new and strong in his performance, his enlargement and special tillage of the field of rhythm, has counted for good in English poetry; while his preciosity, consisting in his tautology and his archaism, has been but slightly contagious. It was not really a new way of speaking, not really a widening of expression, so much as a congestion of it, a heaping up of words for lack of valid ideas; differing here from the other modern preciosities just mentioned, which visibly come of a sense of something special to say. Hence Mr. Swinburne has not been the main influence even in the return to archaism. The other archaistic poets of the day are so independently of his influence.


  Contrasted with the exaggerated egoisms of such writers as Carlyle, Browning, and Mr. Swinburne, some recent styles that 99 have been called precious are hardly perceptible as such. That of the late Mr. Pater, for instance, has been so blamed; and probably some who so criticise it will contend that in his case the word is rightly applied, and that in the three other cases above discussed it is not. Carlyle and Browning and Mr. Swinburne, it may be said, are mannerists, not précieux. Mr. Pater’s style, it may be said, is really precious. But this, I would answer, is a misconception arising from a one-sided idea of the nature of preciosity. There is no constant radical difference betweeen [between] mannerism and preciosity; but a writer may be mannered without being precious. Normal speech is tolerant of mere manner; it is either the apparent consciousness of a need to speak abnormally, or a self-absorption too complete to realise how far its utterance varies from the normal—it is one or other of these aberrations that constitutes preciosity. And it is finally true that on the one hand all special self-absorption, and on the other hand all anxiety to write in a noticeable and unusual way, tend in the direction of preciosity. Dickens’s manner often approaches it; and perhaps there is a faint suspicion of it even in the delicate concern of Thackeray to be exquisitely simple, to avoid Dickens’s over-ambitious way. A certain unconsciousness is the last grace of a good style. And this being so, there may be just an occasional savour of preciosity in the extreme preoccupation of Mr. Pater with his. This had the surprising result of making him commit oversights which a less anxious craftsman could hardly have fallen into—for instance, his way of running a favourite epithet to death, as when he introduces the adjective “comely,” in one or other secondary or metaphorical sense, some five or six times in a few dozen pages; and the syntax of some of the more elaborate sentences in one of his last volumes gave openings to fault-finding. But Mr. Pater’s style is in the main so fastidiously 100 unexaggerated, so guarded against all violence and all pedantry, that he must be finally cleared of the charge of either constructive or restrictive preciosity in his writing as a whole. He sought excellence in style, not singularity or self-indulgence. He was really an admirable workman in whom the need for utterance, the burden and impulse of ideas, though not small, were apt to fall short of his exceptional craving for beauty of statement.


  VII


  Whatever dispute there may be over the foregoing criticisms, there can be none, I think, over the judgment that Mr. Meredith’s style is the most pronounced outbreak of preciosity in modern English literature. There, if ever, we may allow ourselves a quasi-Pantagruelian protest. It is indeed impossible for a reader who respects Mr. Meredith’s genius to read him—or at least his later works—without irritation at his extraordinary ill-usage or language. Old admirers, going back to his earlier works, never free from the sin of preciosity, recognise that there has been an almost continuous deterioration—the fatal law of all purposive preciosity. In the earlier novels there were at times signal beauties of phrase, sentences in which the strain towards utterance was transmuted into fire and radiance, sentences of the fine poet who underlay and even now underlies that ever-thickening crust or preciosity and verbal affectation. Even in One of Our Conquerors there seemed, to the tolerant sense, to be still some gleams of the old flame, flashing at long intervals through the scoriæ or unsmelted speech. But in Lord Ormont and his Aminta neither patience nor despair can discover in whole chapters aught but the lava and cinders of language. In mere tortuosity the writing is 101 not worse; it could not well be; but now, after the first few chapters, one has given up hope, and instead of desperately construing endless paragraphs of gritty perversity one lightly skips every mound in the path, content to follow the movement of a striking story behind a style that in itself has become a mere affliction. With the exception of Zola’s La Terre—hard reading for a different reason—One of Our Conquerors was the hardest novel to read that I ever met with; but I have found Lord Ormont and his Aminta easy enough. After a few chapters I no longer sought to read Mr. Meredith. I made a hand-to-mouth précis of nearly every page, and soon got over the ground, only pausing at times to reassure myself that all was ill.


  Hardly once, so far as I have read, do we find an important sentence really well written; never a paragraph; for the perpetual grimace of expression, twisting the face of speech into every shape but those of beauty and repose, is in no sense admirable. Simple statements, normal reflections, are packed into the semblance of inspired fancies and brilliant aphorisms. As thus:


  “That great couchant dragon of the devouring jaws and the withering breath, known as our London world, was in expectation of an excitement above yawns on the subject of a beautiful Lady Doubtful proposing herself, through a group of infatuated influential friends, to a decorous Court, as one among the ladies acceptable. The popular version of it sharpened the sauce by mingling romance and cynicism very happily; for the numerous cooks, when out of the kitchen, will furnish a piquant dish.”


  The violent metaphor, thrust into the fore-front of the sentence to impress us in advance, remains a grinning mask which moves no more; the dragon becomes “the numerous cooks.” And the satire baulks no less than the poetry; for when society’s problems 102 are thus admittedly contemptible, what becomes of the satirist’s story based upon one of them? A few paragraphs further on we set out similarly with “the livid cloud-bank over a flowery field,” which at once lapses to “the terrible aggregate social woman … a mark of civilisation on to which our society must hold.” It is after a grievous tirade of this sort that we have the avowal: “The vexatious thing in speaking of her is, that she compels to the use of the rhetorician’s brass instrument.” Well, we have really heard no note concerning her that does not belong to Mr. Meredith’s own orchestra; and yet when we attempt, as we are so often moved to do, a translation of the passage into sane English, it is hardly possible to save it from the air of platitude. So little security does strangeness of style give for freshness of thought.


  The case is past arguing. Short of the systematic counterfeiting of the Limousin student, nearly every element that men have agreed to vituperate in preciosity is found in this insupportable idiom. And all the while we recognise it as the writing of an artist of unusual insight and originality; a novelist, if not of the very first rank, yet so powerful and so independent that to apply to him the term second-rate is not allowable. He must be classed by himself, as a master with not worse limitary prejudices than those of Balzac; with more poetic elevation than any novelist of his day; a true modern in many things, despite a fundamental unrealism in his characters and an almost puerile proclivity to old-world devices of circumstantial plot. How, then, is the egregious vice of style to be accounted for?


  Why, by one or other of the antecedents which we have seen to be involved in all preciosity; and as there is and can be no Meredithian school or clique, we go at once to the solution of individual self-will, defiance of censure, persistence in eccentricity, and self-absorption in isolation. It is all sequent. His first 103 novels, with their already eccentric style, were given to a generation unable in the main to appreciate the originality and importance of their problems and the subtlety of their treatment; and the denunciations of dull critic snettled him. In a letter to the late James Thomson, published some years ago, he spoke with due causticity of the usual spectacle of the author hailed up, with his hands tied behind his back, before the self-elected and enthroned critic, who tries and scourges him for the offence of writing his own book in his own way. Contemning those who contemned him, Mr. Meredith persisted in being cryptic, eccentric, fantastic, elliptic. As if it were not enough to be artistically too subtle for his generation, he must needs persist in being gratuitously difficult and repellent as a writer, perverting a fine faculty to the bad ambition of being extraordinary, nay, to that of seeming superior. The prompt appreciation of the few good readers did not teach him to look on the reading-public as what it is, a loose mass of ever-varying units, in which even the dullards have no solidarity: he entrenched himself in the Carlylean and Browningesque manner, personifying the multitude as one lumpish hostile entity, or organised body of similar entities. Thus when, after an interval of silence, he produced the Egoist, and the accumulating units of the new generation, the newer minds, appreciated the novelty of the problem and the solution so generally as to make the book the success of its year, he was understood to be cynical over the praise given to a work which was in his opinion inferior to its predecessors. The new generation has since proceeded to read those earlier works; but Mr. Meredith had fixed his psychological habits, and no sense of community with his generation could now avail to make him treat language as a common possession, which any one may rightly improve, but which no one may fitly seek to turn into impenetrable 104 jungle for his own pleasure. Ill health may have had something to do with Mr. Meredith’s æsthetic deviation from “the general deed of man”; and his contemporaries have their share of responsibility; but we must recognise in him what we have recognised behind all forms of preciosity—a specific limitation or one-sidedness, a failure to develop equably and in healthy relation to all the forces of the intellectual life. It cannot indeed be said of him that he has not grown. In his last book, despite the visible survival, in part, of the commonplace Jingoism of which he gave such surprising evidence in some violent verses eight or ten years ago, he has touched a position that is much better; and he has ventured on one solution of a sex problem which in former years he shunned. But the very lateness of these advances is a proof that he lost much by his isolation. Lesser people had got as far long ago. It has been recently told of him that he now reads in few books save the Bible and a few Greek classics—a regimen which would ill nourish even smaller minds. What he long ago confessed of himself in Beauchamp’s Career—that he had acquired the habit of listening too much to his own voice—is now too obvious to need confessing. It all goes to produce, not only that defect of relation to current life which we see in his unhappy style, but that further defect which consists in his lapses into unreality as a novelist. For many of us there is such unreality in those devices of plot complication to which he so inveterately clings, and which so vexatiously trip up at once our illusion and our sense of his insight into the dynamic forces of character. A recent illustration is the episode of the concealment of Weyburn and Aminta in the wayside inn while their pursuers ride past—an episode which belongs to the art of Fielding and Smollett. While, however, some readers may still see no harm in these venerable expedients, every reader who knows enough to be 105 entitled to form a judgment must be startled by the amazing episode of the swimming-encounter of Weyburn and Aminta when the former is on his way to the Continent. That is the imagination of a man who either never knew what swimming is or has forgotten what he knew. The occurrence, as related in the novel, is an impossible dream. Mr. Meredith may be in touch with the developments of fencing—an old hobby of his—but his conception of what people do or can do in the water is pure fantasy. In this, indeed, there is pathos; and perhaps the ideal reader would see only pathos—or literary picturesque—in the kindred aberration of the novelist’s prose. But when writers are still so imperfect, there can be few perfect readers.


  We end by deploring, as contemporary criticism always must, a particular case of excessive preciosity, after setting out to find the soul of goodness in the thing in general. As it was in bygone instances that we could best see the element of compensation, the saving grace, it may be that the difficulty in seeing it in contemporary cases, and above all in Mr. Meredith’s, is one which will lessen for posterity; though it is hard to believe that posterity, with its ever enlarging library, will have the time to ponder all of that tormented prose, supposing it to have the patience. A misgiving arises as to whether much of Mr. Meredith must not inevitably go the way of Donne. But whether or not, his case clinches for us the lesson that is to be learned from more ancient instances; and that lesson may be summed up as consisting or ending in a new view of the meaning of democracy. It is in the democratic age that we seem to find, after all, at once the freest scope for individual literary idiosyncrasy and the least amount of harmful contagion from it—the maximum of the individual freedom compatible with a minimum of the harm. It would 106 thus seem that language, at least, is becoming effectively socialised. And here, let us hope, lies the security against that mild form of the malady of preciosity which is apt to follow the wide diffusion of an imperfect culture. The preciosity of democratic half-culture, in an age of knowledge, is at the worst a much less extravagant thing than the preciosities of the upper-class culture of ages in which all culture was narrow. So that the so-called process of “levelling-down,” here as in other matters, turns out to give the best securities for a general levelling-up.


  ·  ·


  107 Sir Dragonet’s Quest


  By F. B. Money-Coutts


  I


  
    King Mark came riding, in great despite,


    Seeking Sir Tristram to slay,


    And chanced on a merry and courteous knight,


    But knew him not for that jesting wight


    Sir Dinadan, brave and gay.

  


  II


  
    As saddle to saddle they paced along,


    Hoving afar they saw


    Horses and knights in a gallant throng


    Under the forest shaw.

  


  III


  
    Said Dinadan, “Lo! by yon cloth of gold


    Launcelot rides this way!”


    And Mark, like a man that shakes with cold,


    Said, “Launcelot here? Then I cannot hold


    Longer with you to-day!”

  


  108 IV


  
    When Dinadan spied he might scarce abide


    For terror, he cried, “I see


    Sir Launcelot’s shield! On a silver field


    Three lions and lilies three!”

  


  V


  
    But he said it to shape a jest and jape,


    That cowardly King to school;


    For lions and lilies emblazoned thrice


    He wist full well were the new device


    Of Dagonet, Arthur’s fool.

  


  VI


  
    Now Mark had turned him about, to slip


    Back, like a snake, for fear;


    But Dinadan rode to his fellowship,


    Who made of him passing cheer.

  


  VII


  
    He told them his craft and all agreed;


    So Dagonet, armed to fight,


    Adventured his spear and spurred at speed,


    Crying, “Ho! ye caitiff of Cornish breed!


    Keep ye, ye craven knight!”

  


  109 VIII


  
    Now out, now in, through thick and through thin,


    Mark fled from that shield aghast;


    Through thick and through thin, with dindle and din,


    Sir Dagonet followed fast!

  


  IX


  
    Then the knights chased after, with Ho! and Yield!


    And he ran like a rated hound;


    And the cry rose high and the laughter pealed,


    Till wood and water and forest and field


    Rang with the noise and sound!

  


  ·  ·


  110 The Runaway


  By Marion Hepworth-Dixon


  I


  “Iam sorry to say, Mrs. Reinhart, that your son is—a profligate.”


  Mr. Knowler was visibly distressed in giving voice to the words, and, in order to hide his evident emotion, drew a faded silk handkerchief from the pocket of his lengthy frock-coat and blew his nose irritably, as he gazed somewhat foolishly over the top of the bandanna round the dingy office, and out on to the bare yellow-brick wall which faced the solitary window.


  He was a small, narrow-chested little man with innocent blue eyes, and a shrill voice, a little man who had cultivated a certain abruptness of manner in order to give weight and authority to his otherwise unimposing personality. Not that Mr. Josiah Knowler’s personality lacked impressiveness in the eyes of the woman now seated in front of him. A poor physiognomist at any time, Mrs. Reinhart saw in Mr. Josiah the very form and front of visible and determinating forces. Was he not the senior partner, forsooth, in the great firm of Knowler Brothers, piano-makers, and the actual recipient, some thirteen months back, of her horde of five and twenty pounds paid in exchange for the indentures promising her 111 son lessons in piano-tuning? In the widow’s eyes Mr. Knowler’s pockets figuratively bulged with the sum of her small savings, a sum it had taken her well-nigh as many years to amass as it represented actual coin of the realm.


  “He hasn’t been to his work?” she queried evasively, as her eyes dwelt on Mr. Josiah’s profile and on the meagre cheek made ruddy by the curious little red veins which spread, fibre-like, over the averted cheek-bone.


  “Your son,” said Mr. Josiah, turning to her and replacing his pocket-handkerchief with a superfluous flourish, “your son, Mrs. Reinhart, has attended on two occasions—or, to be absolutely correct, on three occasions—only during the last seven weeks.”


  The woman’s voice faltered as she answered:


  “Then you’ve not been paying ’im, sir?”


  “Apprentices are paid at the end of their week’s work—their full week’s work,” Mr. Knowler reminded her.


  “He was to have four-and-six given ’im the first year, five-and-six the second——”


  “For work done, Mrs. Reinhart, for work done.”


  Mr. Knowler had been fussily replacing a stray paper in his desk at the moment of speaking, and the sharp snap with which the little gentleman reclosed the lid made the reply seem, in a sense, final and unanswerable to Mrs. Reinhart.


  In the vague labyrinth of her mind she dimly felt the logic or the master’s attitude, while she at the same time cast about for some solution of the inexplicable problem presented by a new presentation of facts. A suspicion which she as yet dared not put into words forced itself upon her. Surely the thing she feared most in all the world could not be true? Yet there was the sovereign missed from the mantelpiece; the gold brooch—given her by her poor dead husband on their wedding-day—which she 112 had mislaid and could not put her hand upon. Was it conceivable that her son——


  In the pause that followed Mrs. Reinhart heard the faint monotonous sound of repeated chords, chords indicating the tuning of a distant piano, from an opposite wing of the building, and then the gruff laughter of two or three workmen, apparently lifting some heavy object, in the asphalt court below the window.


  Mr. Josiah Knowler fidgeted. He wished it to be understood that his time was valuable, and half rose from his seat as he made a mechanical movement in the direction of the office bell.


  “He’s not been home for a fortnight; he hasn’t earnt anything here—— Where did he get it from?”


  The ellipsis in Mrs. Reinhart’s speech made it in no wise unintelligible to her listener. He was accustomed to deal with the class from which Mrs. Reinhart sprang, and answered with a perfect appreciation of her meaning:


  “Your son appears to have plenty of money to spend, my good woman.”


  “I don’t know how he comes by it!” she ejaculated.


  “He would appear to have resources,” ventured the senior partner.


  “He hasn’t a farthing, sir. Not one. It’s just what I can earn, and that at the best is half a crown a day, by going out to sew at ladies’ houses. And then the work’s precarious; there’s weeks and weeks when there’s nothing doing.”


  “His companions appear to be—to be the least advisable for a lad,” suggested Mr. Knowler. “My brother and I have both personally represented——”


  “Oh! He never will have nothing said,” groaned the woman; “he’s stubborn, he’s terrible stubborn.”


  “He’s incorrigibly idle,” supplemented Mr. Josiah Knowler.


  Mrs. Reinhart’s face twitched nervously as she half turned with 113 a shrinking movement and clasped the back of the chair she had been sitting on. Was it to be eternally and indefinitely the same story? Was hers to be that weary round of endeavour which meets only with disappointment and failure? It was impossible to forget that the boy had already run away from the electric light works, where he had earnt his eighteen shillings a week, or that he had been turned away for non-attendance at the musical instrument makers’, she had got him into with her brother’s influence, at Hounslow. And now that she had actually staked her last farthing at Messrs. Knowler Brothers, her efforts seemed as fruitless as heretofore.


  Without, in the cheerless northern suburb in which she found herself in a few moments’ time, there was little outward presage of the coming spring. Everywhere were the stain and soil of winter. April was already at hand, but soot hung on the skeleton tracery of the rare trees which overtopped the garden walls; only a bud, on some early flowering shrub, told of a world of green to come. Yet a wind blowing from out the west, and flapping its damp fingers in her tired face, seemed to speak of other and less sordid surroundings. The wind blew from out the west bringing its message from the sea, and with it the ever-recurring memory of the sailor husband who had been so loyal a companion to her in the brief years of their married life. Though a Swede, the elder Reinhart had suffered from exposure to the cold, a severe winter on the Atlantic helping to aggravate the chest complaint to which he succumbed at Greenwich Hospital. The end had been sudden, and it was hardly an hour before the final spasm that Mrs. Reinhart promised the dying man that their son should be spared like hardships.


  Hardships! …. the wet sea wind lifted the pale hair from the anæmic face and the dull eyes lighted as she thought of the 114 wide sea’s open highways. The life might be hard for those who do business in great waters, but it was not mere hardship, as she knew, which wore away body and soul. It was the smirch of big cities which dulled the wholesome buoyancy of the blood.


  And instinctively Mrs. Reinhart felt for the foreign envelope she had received from Sweden the same morning, and which she had thrust into her pocket on starting out on her errand to Mr. Knowler. It was from her dead husband’s mother, to whom she wrote regularly, but whose letter she had forgotten in her anxiety of the morning. She was glad of anything to distract her thoughts now, and tore it open in the street.


  “Come, my daughter,” the cramped foreign writing ran, “I am fast growing old and need younger eyes than mine about the farm. If you fear to cross the seas alone, my brother is plying between London and Gottenburg. You will find him at Millwall till Saturday. Delay no more, my child. Come when he sails. Ask only for the Eidelweiss, [Edelweiss,] and he will bring you surely to me ….”


  The offer was one that had been made many times, but that the widow had regularly refused on account of her determination to remain near her son.


  “Had her presence availed anything?” she asked herself, as she turned down a neglected-looking street running eastward off the Hampstead Road, and climbed the mildewed steps of a squalid house, guarded by a somewhat forbidding row of rusty railings, which stood on the left-hand side of the way.


  “Had either entreaty or remonstrance availed?” The reiteration of the thought was disheartening during the long hours of the afternoon as her work fell from her lap and her eye wandered to the rocking tree-tops, which now and again touched the blurred window pane. The room was directly under the roof, so that the 115 outside message from the world came in gusts which shook the crazy bolts and fastenings. Presently she rose and loosed them, and pushing down the sash, braced herself to the wild air which somehow seemed to calm the harassing trend of her thoughts. In herself there was confusion, doubt, and misery, and, added to misery, a fearful misgiving she could not name. There was life and stir, in a sense hope, in that swaying world without. The vanishing mists, the larger horizons, the opening of unknown aerial spaces, all spoke of the expansion of external things. She could not put the thought into words, but it was God’s open air, and spoke in some inexplicable way of life’s larger and more wholesome purposes. It spoke of the virile satisfaction of accomplishment, of an existence in which endeavour is not fruitless, in which even a weary woman’s output has some sort of reward. So she let the buoyant gusts sweep through the dingy little room, which it shook as autumn winds sway a rotting leaf. And here, too, was the sterility of autumn. Lifeless, empty and unreal, in the woman’s eyes everything that had been born there was dead—all her ambition for her son, all her hopes of living with him in happy comradeship. The very round of effort which had kept her cribbed within those four walls seemed to show itself a vain thing. It had availed nothing. The boy for whom she had sacrificed her last sovereign would not work.


  “Had she not been paying good money for an empty room this fortnight past?” she asked herself in comical anti-climax to her forerunning mood. Worse than that—the thought took the very salt and flavour out of life—he had not been to the manufactory for seven weeks.


  116 II


  It was with an effort that Mrs. Reinhart at length closed the window and took up the forgotten sewing which had slipped on to the floor. How behindhand she was! A skirt had to be finished that night. Without a pause the long monotonous hours of the afternoon passed until it was time to rekindle the bit of fire and grope about for a candle-end.


  The scrap of supper was soon eaten, and then, while the fragments still strewed the table, she found her gaze wandering round from one familiar object to another. It was strange how to-night the room—the scene of her last fourteen or fifteen years’ labour—stood bared to the flickering eye of the solitary candle. There was the little bed, with its faded grey shawl for a covering, on which she had tossed those years of lonely nights; there, the faded velvet sofa, once the pride of the young married couple’s parlour, on which she had lain weak, but ridiculously happy, in those long summer days following the birth of her child. Now, in the rare moments in which she threw herself upon the couch, it was when she returned at night, too faint and worn out to eat, after ten or eleven hours’ sewing. There was little else in the room: nothing but the gamboge-coloured tin box, artlessly painted to simulate grained wood, which contained some poor clothing and the gimcrack rosewood whatnot, relic of the triumphs of early married gentility, and on which still stood a dusty ornament off a wedding-cake and a cheap desk, the receptacle of all her treasures. She had not opened it for a week or two, she remembered, and wondered what she had done with the key.


  Of course. It was in the crock on the mantelpiece. And in a moment she was fitting it, with trembling fingers, into the lock. 117 What … what was this? The key did not turn. Like lightning the terrible thought seized her. The lock had been tampered with. Good God! what she most feared, then, was true! Sleeping on the same floor, her son had access to the room at all times. No one in the house would bar his entrance at any hour of the day when she was away at her work, and it was while she had been away at her work in distant parts of London that the mischief had certainly been wrought. The desk was broken open; her watch, the half-sovereign she had hidden in the little wash-leather case which held it, the locket containing the coloured portrait of her husband, her mother-in-law’s old-fashioned Swedish ring, the half-dozen krone and two-krone pieces, all were gone!


  No one but her son could have taken the things, for no one but her son knew where she hid the key of her room when she locked it up on going out for the day. It was in an inaccessible chink in the rotten boards of the passage which flanked her door, and was covered not only by a loose piece of the woodwork but by the mat she had placed there some years later to keep out the draughts of an exceptionally bitter winter. The boy, when a little fellow, had always insisted on hiding the key for her whenever they had to leave the house, and found it again with delighted chucklings on their return. Yes, certainly her son knew——


  The thought almost choked her. The secret of the missing brooch, the missing sovereign, his long absence, all was made clear. She knew now that while he had money he would not work. Had he not run away from two excellent situations, one after another, when he was little more than eighteen? Had he not been recovered from some disreputable den the year after, when she was three weeks searching the town? Yes…. On each occasion, she recollected, in looking back, she had missed 118 money, though she had in no way suspected the thief at the time. It was, then, her earnings that he spent on the slouchers at tavern bars, on the riff-raff of both sexes that haunt street corners? There was no thrusting the miserable fact aside.


  A convulsive shudder ran through her, the four walls of the little room which held her seemed to rock with a misery too great to put into words. All was dumb and confused as she sank on her knees on the floor, pressing her forehead against the hard rim of the wooden table. It was the only thing she was conscious of feeling physically for a time which might have been minutes or hours. The face of her son—flaccid, loose of lip, and shifty of eye, as she had caught sight of it in the street some fortnight ago—held her like some hideous phantasm. The very oath with which he had repelled her seemed to reiterate in her ears.


  Why had she been sent this scourge? She had toiled for twenty years for this son, but now, for the first time in her life, an extraordinary gulf appeared to open between them. What was it, and how had it been compassed? A numbness was creeping up from her very feet. A curious lassitude followed the tumult of half an hour before. It was over. That sensation at least was definite. It was all over. There was the feeling as if she had been frozen. Her pulse hardly beat at all.


  An hour—two hours passed. Then the sudden flare and stench of the guttering candle recalled her to her surroundings and made her crawl to the window, where the yellow light from a street lamp gave a faint gleam from the pavement below. She did not trouble to find another candle, but sat crouched on the ground, listlessly hearing the other lodgers climb the steep stairs and one after another go to bed. Where was her son? Or did she any longer actually care? Soon after all was silent in the house, and, as the draught from the window made her shiver, she 119 dragged the worn shawl which acted as coverlet over her shoulders, and threw herself, all dressed as she was, on the bed.


  She did not know how long she had slept, when a familiar sound startled her. It was the well-known noise of shuffling feet on the landing outside, accompanied by a thick voice muttering somewhat superfluous imprecations to the four walls.


  Mrs. Reinhart held her breath to listen. It was her son! He had returned then; his money must be spent. What if just to-night he should force his way in? Surely that was his hand on the door handle? She could feel nothing but the throb of her heart the following moments in her intense anxiety to catch the next sound. It came after what seemed a laggard interval. A shuffle, another exclamation, then the grating of a match, and while her heart stood still, a chink of light flashed, steadied itself, and then fell through the long crack in one of the upper panels of her door. It formed a streak in the darkness which cut a clean shaft of light across the room, and for nine or ten seconds illumined with a lurid ray the empty desk still open on the table.


  The woman on the bed set her teeth. A grim expression passed into her eyes. No one had dreamed, and least of all herself, that there was any latent force in her. Yet the very shape and form of the open desk seemed visible to Mrs. Reinhart long after there was silence in her son’s room, and when the phantom tap of the skeleton tree on the window and the dull moan of the wind in the chimney were the only sounds which reached her ears. It haunted her as the grey light of the dawning smote the rain-stained window, and when the sparrows’ noisy chirrup advertised that the gruesome night was at an end.


  It was the signal for her to slip on to her feet. Where was the letter from Sweden? Yes; a glance at it showed her that it was the day the boat sailed. She would keep it by her for reference. 120 “Ask for the Edelweiss,” it said, and she repeated the name in an unconscious whisper as she stole noiselessly to and fro in the room. It would be futile, she knew, to leave anything in writing. In the time to come the broken-open desk, the empty room would effectually tell their own tale. One or two things from the gamboge-coloured box, a pair of thick boots which she did not put on, this was all she needed. Her bonnet and shawl were on the chair.


  A few minutes later, when the sun rose majestically above the horizon, the effulgent light of a radiant spring morning touched the spare figure of a woman who emerged with a bundle from one of the houses and cautiously put-to the door. The face was pale, the movements agitated, but once outside, she did not look back. Her eyes were set, and seemed to look eagerly eastward as she vanished down the deserted street.


  It was close on noon before it was ascertained that Mrs. Reinhart had thus unostentatiously set out on a journey. By that time, as a matter of fact, the outward-bound bark Edelweiss had slipped her moorings and the widow had started for her new home.


  ·  ·


  121 Pierrot


  By Olive Custance


  
    Pierrot …. Pierrot …. at first they said you slept,


    And then they told me you would never wake ….


    I dared not think …. I watched the white day break,


    The yellow lamps go out …. I have not wept.

  


  
    But now I kiss your dear cold hands and weep;


    Shaken with sobs I cower beside the bed ….


    At last I realise that you are dead ….


    Drawn suddenly into the arms of sleep….

  


  
    Love! … you will never look at me again


    With those rain-coloured, heavy-lidded eyes,


    Closed now for ever …. Pierrot, was it wise


    To love so madly since we loved in vain?

  


  
    In vain! in vain! … but Pierrot, it was sweet


    To stem the stealthy hours with wine and song! …


    Though death stood up between us stern and strong,


    And fate twined nets to trip our dancing feet ….

  


  
    122 …. Too soon, alas! too soon our summer swooned


    To bitter winter …. and against the lace


    Of tossed white pillows lay a reckless face,


    With feverish parched mouth like a red wound….

  


  
    Yet still was our brave love not overthrown,


    And I would nestle at your side and see


    Your large sad eyes grow passionate for me….


    Love! wake and speak …. I cannot live alone…

  


  
    Blue as blue flame is the great sky above ….


    The earth is wonderful and glad and green;


    But shut the sunlight out …. for I have seen


    Forgetfulness upon the face of love.

  


  ·  ·


  123 Two Pictures


  By Ethel Reed


  I. An Introduction


  II. A Vision


  ·  ·
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  129 On the Toss of a Penny


  By Cecil de Thierry


  He leant back among the fern, tired out with his day’s tramp. Beside him rested his swag, too small and light for prosperity, and behind him his battered wideawake hat, which had fallen off when he threw himself down. All about him lay the mellow radiance of the setting sun.


  He should have been pushing on to the township, whose square outlines peeped out from the trees in the hollow; but the rest was a luxury too tempting to be resisted. For the moment the drowsy silence of late afternoon, so soothing after the heat and dust of the many miles he had walked since early morning, lulled to sleep his most crying necessities. The spring of the fern, too, was as grateful to his tired limbs as the finest upholstered couch; and its scent he would not have exchanged for the most costly perfume in the world.


  But presently the gnawing sensation of hunger began to assert itself again, and he slowly drew himself into a sitting position. Hard experience told him that, to get a meal, he must reach some habitation before nightfall. Later on he would be regarded with suspicion, and warned off as a thief.


  But still he lingered. Perhaps it was the characteristic weakness of the man, or it may have been he was loth to cut short hi 130 dreams in the open to face the realities of the settlement. Rebuffs were as familiar to him as the sunshine. The prosperous farmer in the country and the sleek tradesman in the town, alike, showed him contempt. They had got on in the world, and so, if they were only honest and industrious, could any one else, he as much as read in their looks and words. He had not got on in the world, therefore it was impossible that he should be either.


  A few paces from where he sat the road forked. One branch ended in the settlement, the other continued in a straight line to the gum field, for which he was bound. Indeed it was his uncertainty as to whether he should go on, or seek food and shelter for the night, that had induced him to halt.


  With a curious expression of countenance and the movement or a child about to produce a treasure, secretly regarded with superstitious affection or awe, he drew from his breast a penny, very much dented, and with a hole in it, through which had been run a blue ribbon, now faded and creased almost beyond recognition. It was the only coin he possessed, and had it not been refused by every storekeeper in the district, would have been parted with long before.


  “Which o’ them shall it be?” he said aloud; and then a trifle bitterly, “so far as comfort goes, either. But let the copper say: the open, heads; yonder, tails.”


  Then, with the ease of practice, he spun it round and tossed, catching it deftly in his palm.


  “Heads,” he murmured, sighing; “I might ’a known it.”


  Twice he repeated the process, and each time the result was the same.


  But he made no attempt to go. For another hour he sat in the sunshine, toying idly with the penny and whistling snatches of a bush ballad. Then he lumbered to his feet as if crippled by age 131 or rheumatism, put on his battered hat and, shouldering his swag, set briskly forward.


  But, as he had done all his life, he took the easiest road. The omens had been in favour of the other, but indecision will learn neither from misfortune nor experience. However clearly destiny or duty indicated the path for him to follow, his weakness led him in a direction entirely opposite.


  He had hardly proceeded a dozen yards when he was startled by hearing the loud report of a pistol and a smothered cry, sounds on the quiet afternoon air distinct to painfulness. Afraid without knowing why, he stood still and listened. But, before he could ascertain from whence they proceeded, a man sprang into the road in front of him and disappeared in the scrub.


  Hastening his steps the swagger reached a ti-tree gate, from which a narrow path, bordered by rose-bushes and tall white lilies, led to a cottage embosomed in greenery. There he paused, overcome by a curious sense of loneliness he had never felt, even in the heart of the wilderness. But, in spite of a strong desire to flee from the spot, a stronger drew him towards the wide-open door, on the threshold of which he could see the outline of a man’s form.


  It was evidently the owner of the house. He lay on his back, clutching in one hand a white rose, which he must have caught when he fell. From a deep wound in his temple blood was still slowly trickling, and from his fixed and staring eyes horror and dread looked forth. At his feet lay a pistol, as if the murderer had flung it down in a hurry at the sound of an approaching footstep, and on the ground a well-filled purse, fastened by an elastic band. Beyond these details the swagger’s gaze, now feverishly bright, saw nothing.


  In a dim sort of way he understood that he and the dead were 132 alone. But it stirred him less than the sight of the purse; on that his ideas were clear, though confined to the necessities of the moment. The young farmer, whose thrift had filled it, the shot of a murderer had sent beyond the need of it. But to him, hungry and penniless, the possession of it meant life itself. Not to take advantage of such a godsend was to deserve starvation or the worst treatment he might expect in the township. Robbery? Surely there could be no robbery in taking what was less than nothing to the dead! Like a true son of the wilderness he argued from the standpoint of his extremity, not from the higher ground or sentiment.


  With a furtive glance on either side of him, he stooped down and stretched out his hand. But, before he could grasp the prize, the door of the house creaked on its hinges and closed with a bang. As if the trumpet of judgment had sounded in his ears, the man sprang to his feet, and, in a fit of guilty dread, rushed to the gate. But, in his eagerness, he fumbled at the latch without unfastening it. The check, slight as it was, sufficed to disarm his fears. But it was not until he stood in the open roadway, that he paused to reconnoitre. The wind, indeed, swept through the trees, but there was nothing else to alarm him. The silence of the hour, intensified by the silence of death, held the little garden.


  Muttering a curse at his folly the swagger slowly retraced his steps to the body, whose eyes now looked up at him stonily. As if afraid delay might weaken his purpose, he stooped down for the second time, and, with averted head, hastily picked up the purse. But, in doing it, he exposed to view the underside, until then hidden. On it were three dark stains, which could only have been made by bloody fingers. From the light brown surface of the leather they stood out with that cruel insistence the imagination has grown to associate with human blood. As his eyes fell 133 on them, the swagger made a movement expressive of the most intense loathing, and the purse dropped to the ground with a thud and a clink. The body of the murdered man had only suggested to him a way of satisfying his hunger; the discovery of a ghastly bit of evidence in connection with it filled him with horror. Situated as he was, perhaps, this was natural. The one he could leave behind and forget; the other was a permanent record of the dead.


  The sudden descent of the purse loosened its elastic band, which had only been tied in a knot, and part of its contents streamed out on the path. The sight of it quickened the swagger’s faculties, if it did not entirely overcome his disgust. With a curious guttural exclamation of joy he gathered up all the silver, which had fallen out, and put it in his pocket. Then he stood still for a moment or two considering as to the wisdom of taking the purse also. But constitutional timidity rather than experience warned him of the danger he would run, and he, reluctantly, decided to leave it behind.


  Foresight was a stranger to this man, whose vagrant blood had driven him as far as might be from the haunts of his kind, but, as he turned away, he was suddenly struck with an idea which closely resembled it. Reason and fastidiousness, too thoroughly ingrained to be lost by a rude contact with life, alike forbade him to take the purse just then. But what was to prevent him from putting it in a safe place so that it would be ready to serve his necessities on some future occasion? The prospect stimulated him to energy; but, though he traversed the garden from end to end, he could find no hiding-place both weather-proof and certain to elude the trained observation of the police. And then, as he was about to give up the search in despair, his eye fell on the wall, which ran parallel with the road. It was built of irregularly 134 shaped stones, dug out of the volcanic soil of the farm, and piled one on top of the other without any cement. Near the gate they were small, except the two lower rows, which were unusually large. After carefully removing one of them, without disturbing those immediately above it, the swagger dug a hole with his fingers in the ground where it had lain. This done he went for the purse, shuddering at the blood stains as he picked it up, and dropped it in the hollow he had prepared for it; afterwards putting the stone back in its place, and marking the spot with a stick.


  Then, panic-stricken, he darted out of the gate, never once slackening his pace until he had put a good quarter of a mile between himself and the dead.


  As he neared the town, houses became more and more frequent. He heard the laughter and shouts of merry children, and fragments of the conversation carried on at open windows, or on the creeper-entwined verandahs of the houses. But, like one half-asleep, he heard them as it were afar off. Tired and hungry he had but one thought—to satisfy his craving for food; with a full pocket, a matter so simple that his face flushed and his blood flowed faster in his veins at the very thought.


  When he had eaten he was another being. He was no longer a miserable creature, shrinking from observation like a whipped cur, but a man even as others are. He sat back in his chair at the public-house as if he had a spine—and what was more a spine in good order. He even tried to look the world about him in the face, but that was beyond his powers, so he gave it up. To exert himself, physically or mentally, just then was impossible. He was, so to speak, pervaded by a glow, though his sensations were those of an old gentleman after his second glass of port rather than those of a swagger, who has just eaten his first square meal for a 135 week. His brain moved sluggishly, his life in the open took shape as a vague memory.


  Thus when he was arrested on the charge of murder, he showed so little surprise as to give an unfavourable impression to the police from the start. It was true he looked slightly bewildered, but no more than if he had been mistaken for an acquaintance by a stranger in the street. The peculiar sleepy sense of satisfaction, known only in its fulness to those whose meals are not so regular as they might be, dulled the force of the blow even more effectually than entire ignorance would have done. It was the animal, not the man, which was uppermost.


  The police were perplexed. As a rule, criminals might be classed under either of two headings—the coarse and callous, or the refined and crushed. But this man belonged to neither. He would have embodied the popular idea of a mild country curate, but of a murderer, never. The worst that could be said of him related to his ragged, unkempt appearance. Of evil his countenance showed not a trace. Weak it was without a doubt, but weak with the weakness of childhood or age, rather than of youth or manhood. Therefore it was without a suspicion of craft, a confused pain looked out from the sunken blue eyes, and that was all.


  During the succeeding weeks he awakened to a fuller sense of the gravity of his situation, but either he was indifferent to his own fate, or incapable of understanding that innocence might suffer for guilt; for of all those concerned in the case he was the least anxious as to its progress. Lawyers argued and pleaded, remand after remand was asked for and obtained; witnesses were examined and re-examined, but his demeanour never altered. He was more like a man in a trance than a man on trial for his life, and this the crowd, whose feelings had at first been excited 136 against him, at last came to see. The resentment, which had been expressed by fierce mutterings and black looks, died away ashamed before the forlornness of its object in the dock. Moreover the evidence was as far from solving the problem of his guilt at the end as it was in the beginning. He was a swagger, and had in his possession ten shillings in silver for which he could not, or would not account; beyond these two facts nothing could be proved against him. On the disappearance of the purse he could not be induced to say a word. The story he had told the evening of his arrest was never shaken in any one particular. Only that it had been found impossible to fasten the murder on any one else, the authorities would have been only too glad to let him go.


  But at length a clue to the ownership of the pistol, thrown into the bushes under the window of the house, was discovered and, as it could by no chance have come into the swagger’s hands, there was no longer any reasonable excuse for detaining him a prisoner. He was, therefore, acquitted with the usual forms, a piece of good fortune it took him some time to realise thoroughly.


  When he did at last grasp the fact, he was alone on the verandah of the court-house. But this was to him no source of anger and bitterness. He accepted it as he accepted every other ill of his lot—as a matter of course. Nothing else was to be expected when a swagger was under consideration. Besides, for the sake of appearances, none of the townspeople would care to be seen talking to one who had not been entirely cleared of the charge of murder. That it was less than their Christian profession demanded, they chose to forget: that it was more than convention could bear they had no difficulty in remembering.


  Stay, there was an exception. As the swagger slouched up the 137 deserted street from the court-house he met a man—tall, loosely knit, and dressed in moleskin trousers and a striped shirt—who was lounging in the doorway of a public-house at the corner.


  “Looky here,” he said, in a hoarse whisper, “you’d better git out o’ this.”


  “Yes,” said the swagger, halting; “I was thinking about it.”


  The other made an impatient movement at this tame reply.


  “Because that kind o’ thing sticks to a bloomin’ cuss as long as he lives—ye-es,” he continued, and his heavy brows met in a fierce scowl. “I’ve bin there, an’ I know. Now you git into shelter before night. See.”


  With that he flung a five-shilling piece into the road, and awkwardly retreated into the house.


  The swagger picked it up with more alacrity than he commonly showed. But the acutest observation would have failed to discover in him the smallest sign of gratitude. Either he had lost the power to distinguish properly between kindness or unkindness, or he had got into the habit of meeting both with the same apathy of mien. Possibly, also, he was conscious that, under like circumstances, he would have done the same.


  From habit he walked on without looking back, or he would have seen that he was followed by a man—a swagger like himself, but of evil countenance and rough appearance. As long as they were in the township, it was not noticeable, but, the further they left it behind, the more striking it became. The Shadow, however, instead of keeping to the road, hugged the hedges of the farms and the ti-tree of the open.


  Instinctively the other proceeded in a direction opposite to that by which he had entered the town a month before. Lonely under the summer sun, it was desolate beyond description at this hour of the evening, and almost impassable, owing to the heavy 138 rain of the previous few days; yet to him, after his narrow quarters in the prison, it was pleasant. Because of the personal discomfort he noticed the pools of water, into which he plunged, now and again, with a loud splash, and the heavy clay soil, in which he sank with a sucking sound at every step. But of the finer features of the landscape he saw nothing in detail. The sweet perfume of the ti-tree; the ominous sighing of the wind; the gray expanse of sky, over which dark masses of ragged-edged clouds were flying—these were not distinct parts of a magnificent picture, but a perfect whole, whose beauty he felt without attempting to analyse—perhaps the truest homage it is possible to pay.


  When he reached a point in the road where it branched, still unconscious of the Shadow, he sat down. In front of him the ti-tree had been cleared, but already a new growth, two feet high, had sprung up in prodigal profusion, hiding the yellow earth beneath with a mantle of green. Across it a band of deep orange, left by the sun in the west, cast a weird shaft of light.


  Suddenly, with the curious sound in his throat a horse makes when it is pleased, the swagger sank face downwards to the ground. Overcome by the necessity for expression, he hugged tufts of greenery passionately to his heart, and as heedless of the damp and spiky shoots as he was ignorant of the two evil blue eyes, curiously regarding him from an opening in the scrub, buried his head among it like a child on its mother’s breast. When he lifted it again his eyes were full of tears.


  Then, as if tired, he sat up again, and drew from his pocket the penny, tied with faded blue ribbon, with which he had tempted fate weeks before. Twirling it slowly between his thumbs, he fell to reasoning aloud.


  “It’s not much good,” he said, “but better than nothing. Heads this way; tails that way.”


  139 So saying he tossed. But the result was unsatisfactory. Twice tails were uppermost: once heads. To any one else the former would have decided the point, but to him, being the man he was, it was the latter.


  Rising to his feet in the laboured fashion peculiar to his kind, he shouldered his swag, and at once struck into the road directly facing him—as before, followed by the Shadow. It was time, as he could see by the wrathful sky above him, and heard by the soughing of the ti-tree on either side. To increase the gloom rain began to fall, and, before he had gone a quarter of a mile, the short twilight of semi-tropical regions faded, and night fell.


  Difficult as it was to proceed, he walked a mile before he paused to rest. Then, soaked to the skin and exhausted, he sought the shelter of a group of trees, standing near the edge of a field, and glanced about him to discover where he was, the Shadow halting not six paces distant. So far as he could judge he was no nearer a settlement than when he started, and could only suppose that, in the darkness, he had turned off the main road without being aware of it. What to do under the circumstances he had no idea. His long inactivity in the prison had enervated him to such an extent, that he was as unfitted for continuous walking as he was to stand the hardships of a night in the open. To go on was, therefore, out of the question; to stay where he was not less so. Hence he was forced to think of finding shelter, however scanty.


  To seek it at any of the farmhouses, whose lights twinkled here and there through the murky atmosphere, was out of the question. His appearance was now so well known in the district that the mere sight of him would not only chill sympathy in the kindest, but be the signal for an instant order to be off, or for 140 shutting the door in his face. Necessity is, however, seldom at a loss. He decided to continue on his way until he came to a homestead, built near the road, when he would try and creep into one of the outbuildings, and there lie down.


  Fortified by this resolution he splashed forward with a trifle more energy, and had hardly proceeded a hundred yards when he was rewarded by hearing the swinging of agate on its hinges. In another second a great shadow loomed up among the trees, in whose outlines he recognised the home of a settler. But there was no light in the windows, and, by the fitful gleams of a moon struggling with the inky blackness of the clouds hurrying across it, he saw that it was unoccupied. This was not a new experience, as, in the more lonely parts of the country, deserted homesteads are not unknown, so that he had no misgivings in taking possession of it for the night.


  The house consisted of two rooms and a lean-to; but, as he soon discovered by feeling along the walls with his hands, it was empty of furniture. He could, therefore, do nothing better than lie down in a corner furthest removed from the draught of the front door, which would not close, and get as much rest as he could before morning. At any rate the floor was dry, and there was a roof between him and the pitiless storm outside.


  But sleep refused to come. In a vain endeavour to find ease for his tired body, he tossed from side to side, or shifted his position entirely, until even hunger and cold were forgotten in a sense of utter prostration. And then, in the subtle way peculiar to such things, he began to fancy he was not alone—to be aware of another presence beside his own in the house. Instantly he was sitting bolt upright, every nerve on the stretch, and the very flesh creeping on his bones. What was it? He could see nothing; could hear no sound other than the howling of the 141 wind, the sobbing of the rain, and the swish, swish of a branch as it was swept backward and forward against the roof.


  At that instant the door swung forward with a bang, and the swagger, his hair almost on end, and perspiration dropping from every pore, sprang up with a loud shriek.


  He knew where he was!


  In that strange illumination of the mind, which neither depends on reason nor imagination, he remembered when he had last heard those same sounds, and the whole scene rushed before him with a vividness intensified by the hour and the place. Yet fascinated by the invisible, he stayed where he was, cowering in his corner like a wild beast in its lair. If he had only known it, within three paces of him stood the man who had followed him from the township!


  For some minutes—which seemed to him hours, so full were they of a nameless dread—he gazed straight in front of him, when all at once a stream of moonlight struck obliquely across the room, taking shape to his excited fancy as a white-robed figure of giant proportions and unearthly form. But it disappeared almost directly, and all was in gloom again.


  Half paralysed with fear, the swagger dragged himself along the floor to the door, which a gust of wind opened wide. He was thus able to crawl out into the air, and collect his scattered faculties. But the garden was as full of dread for him as the house. The rain had ceased, but the sobbing of the earth and the rush of the wind were, in his state of mind, fearsome things endowed with life. The moon, too, added to his terrors by casting strange and shifting shadows on the path, and investing the bushes and trees with terrible shapes. An equinoctial gale was blowing, and the place was alive with supernatural beings, yet the swagger was oppressed by its loneliness and silence.


  142 In a panic he resolved to recover the purse he had hidden, and put as great a distance between himself and this accursed spot as it was possible to do before morning. He found the stick he had thrust into the ground to mark where it lay, and, as carefully as his terror would let him, drew out the stone. Had he turned round just then he would have seen the Shadow standing immediately behind him. But he was too absorbed in his task, and too much afraid to think of such a precaution. Hence the glittering eyes watched his every movement undisturbed. The moment he stood up, however, the Shadow shrank back into the yielding greenery of a passion-flower, which had taken possession of a young pine-tree. For a moment there was an awful pause. Then the swagger, forgetting his fears in a triumphant sense of his own foresight, held up the purse to the moonlight to be certain that he had it. Instantly the Shadow stretched forth a bony hand, and seized it, the three fingers of the right hand exactly fitting the three bloodstains on the leather. With a shriek, which echoed sadly through the garden, the swagger started back, and rushed blindly up the path to the house, falling across the threshold with a heavy thud.


  And that was how the man, who had been accused of murdering the young farmer, came to be found in the self-same position on the doorstep as his supposed victim. A judgment said the settlers, but the doctor said it was heart-disease.


  ·  ·


  143 April of England


  By A. Myron


  (Written in South Africa)


  
    April of England,


    Oh, for the breath of you,


    Oh, for the light of you,


    Oh, for the heart of you.


    I am so far from you,


    I am so far from you,


    April of England.

  


  
    Hearts for the light of you,


    Hearts for the breath of you,


    Die for the lack of you,


    Die for the lack of the love and the kiss of you,


    Die for the lack of the kiss and the love of you,


    Kisses and love of you,


    April of England.

  


  ·  ·


  144 At Old Italian Casements


  By Dora Greenwell McChesney


  From a Tuscan Window


  Ahigh dark Florentine palace with frowning cornice and barred windows, rich torch-holders of wrought iron set beside the deep-arched doorway. In one of the casements stands a young girl; it is early morning and the fresh light shines over her. She has been, perhaps, at a banquet, for she is in gala dress—soft green worked with threads of silver; about her slim long throat is a chain with an ornament of enamel bright with shifting colours. She grasps the heavy iron with a small white hand and leans forward; the shadow of one bar lies like a dark band across the bright hair drawn smoothly back from her forehead. She is watching for her lover to pass in the dusky street; her lips are grave, but there is a smile in the brown eyes under the fine curved brows. She looks out through the sunrise and waits. Underneath the window, so close to the wall that he cannot be seen from above, lies a youth wrapped in a dark mantle—dead—he has been stabbed there in the night and fallen quite silently. His loose dark hair brushes the ground where he lies; his blood has made a stain on the grey stones. His white face is turned up; his eyes are open, looking towards the casement—the casement 145 where the maiden leans, watching for her lover to pass in the sunrise.


  In the Palace of the Duke


  The window is wreathed about with strange carvings, where mocking faces look from among the vines. Against the broad sill a youth is leaning, looking into the court below where his horse is being led out and his falconer is waiting. The lad is dressed with great richness, his close crimson doublet and hosen curiously slashed and his short cloak thick with golden embroidery. His dark hair makes a cloud about a delicate wilful face. In one hand he holds a casket of amber wrought with the loves of the gods, and before him on the ledge lie papers newly signed. Close by him are two figures; a man still young and a stately woman whose hair is grey beneath her jewelled head-dress and veil. They are mother and son, for their features are alike, and wasted alike before the time by some long hunger of desire. She has her left hand on her bosom, pressed hard, almost as though on something hidden there; with her right she holds a goblet of silver to the youth, who reaches backwards for it, not turning, with an indolent gesture. He glances carelessly to the court below, but the eyes of mother and son have met, unflinchingly, in a slow smile of terrible understanding.


  A Venetian Balcony


  Night on the waters, yet no darkness. On the still lagoons broad sheen of moonlight; in the canals and squares of Venice shifting and clashing lights of many lamps and torches, 146 for it is a night of festival. From a balcony set with discs of alabaster, purple and white, a woman is bending to look across the water. She is full in the mingling of lights, white of the moonbeams, gold of the wide-flaring torches; they shine on the warm whiteness of brow and throat and bosom and the gold of her hair which she wears coiled high, like a crown, about a jewelled dagger. She holds her mask in her left hand on which is no ring. There is a smile on her proud lips, but the great fire of her eyes is dying; into the triumph is stealing a touch of fear and the sense of a woman’s first surrender. The night is all but gone, the revelry at its close. She looks across the water where the moon has made a silver track, but her eyes seek only the track of a gondola which has passed—slipped from her sight. Back in the dusk rich room a single silver lamp is burning; it throws a gleam on her own picture. A master hand has set her there as the holy Saint Catherine, robed like a queen, as indeed she is this night, but kneeling humbly before the Blessed Babe and holding a spousal ring.


  A Brother of St. Francis


  Low and narrow, the window of a convent cell, but it commands the width of Umbrian plain, above which the sun is scarcely risen. A great band of saffron light outlines the far horizon, but the full day has not come. Close to the walls of the cloister rise slender trees, shooting up as if athirst for the sun, their tall stems bare and straight, only breaking at the top into leafage. These lift a delicate tracery of green against the rose-grey of the sky, but, beyond, the lower slopes are dim with the ashen mist of the olives. And still beyond the plain sweeps out, showing no wood 147 or stream, making ready wide barren spaces to be touched into beauty by the changing sky. The sun has hardly given full life to the colours beneath; the green and yellow and grey merge tremulously. The virginal air of early dawn is not yet brushed away. The plain lies dream-like—rapt in a great expectancy. From the casement a young monk looks out. He wears the brown habit of a Franciscan. His eyes are wide and fixed and he looks into the sunrise and beyond it. His face is worn and very pale, so that the early light seems to shine through it, meeting a light from within; his lips are parted, not in prayer but in some breathless rapture of contemplation. The morning brightness searches his barren cell, touches his coarse garments and his clasped hands. The marks of fast and vigil are upon him. In his face is the fulness of utter renunciation—and the peace of a great promise. Outside, above the narrow window of his cell, the mated birds are building.


  The Cardinal’s Outlook


  Wide splendour of the sunset beating down upon Rome; the statutes on column and church front stand aloof, and uplifted in the red glow the dark shafts of the cypresses are kindled by it into dusky gold. It shines in at the window where the Cardinal is sitting and dwells on his rich robes—then is subdued and lost in the room behind. Yet even there fugitive gleams respond to it, from rare enamel and wrought metal; most of all from the statuette of a Bacchante, the golden bronze of which seems to hold the sun-rays. The ivory crucifix looks wan beside it. The Cardinal does not see the sunset, though a bar of brightness lies across the book open before him on which his left 148 hand is pressed. The window is not all in light; outside, against the pageant of the sky rises a mighty bulk of darkness. It is the dome of St. Peter’s. Its shadow lies across the Cardinal’s dwelling and across the world of his thought. And there—close to the base of that dome, there in the heart of the Vatican, the Pope is dying. The Cardinal, new come from his bedside, sits waiting: soon the last mystic sacraments must be bestowed, soon the last throb of life must pass. He waits. He does not see the sunset; he sees instead the kneeling forms round the death-bed; he sees the shrouded halls and solemn gatherings of the Conclave He sees—beyond—a mystery of ever widening domination, at the centre of which is enthroned—not the old man who is dying yonder. Whose will it be—the solitary sovereign figure, soon to stand there where the dome rises and the great shadow lies? The Cardinal’s face has grown sharp and sunken in these hours; it is of a pallor like the ivory crucifix behind him. Round his lips lingers the unchanging inward smile of priesthood. His eyes beneath their drooping lids are intent—patient—menacing. His right hand is a little lifted with an unconscious movement of benediction: with such a gesture it is that the Pope—from above the portico of the Lateran—blesses the kneeling multitudes.


  ·  ·


  149 Fine Feathers make Fine Birds


  By A. Bauerle


  ·  ·
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  153 The Rose


  By Henry W. Nevinson


  (A mediæval citizen speaks)


  
    Stephen, clerk of Oxford town,


    Oh, the weary while he lies,


    Wrapt in his old college gown,


    Burning, burning till he dies!


    And ’tis very surely said,


    He shall burn when he is dead,


    All aflame from foot to head.

  


  
    Stephen said he knew a rose—


    One and two, yea, roses three—


    Lovelier far than any those


    Which at service-time we see,


    Emblems of atonement done,


    And of Christ’s belovèd One,


    And of Mary’s mystic Son.

  


  
    154 Stephen said his roses grew


    All upon a milk-white stem,


    Side by side together two,


    One a little up from them,


    Sweeter than the rose’s breath,


    Rosy as the sun riseth,


    Warm beside; that was his death.

  


  
    Stephen swore, as God knows well,


    Just to touch that topmost bud,


    He would give his soul to hell—


    Soul and body, bones and blood.


    Hell has come before he dies;


    Burning, burning there he lies,


    But he neither speaks nor cries.

  


  
    Ah, what might those roses be?


    Once, before the dawn was red,


    Did he wander out to see


    If the rose were still a-bed?


    Did he find a rose-tree tall


    Standing by the garden wall?


    Did he touch the rose of all?

  


  
    Stephen, was it worth the pain,


    Just to touch a breathing rose?


    Ah, to think of it again,


    Look, he smiles despite his throes.


    Did he dream that hell would be


    Years hereafter? Now, you see,


    Hell is here, and where is she?

  


  
    155 At my word, through all his face


    Flames the infernal fire within,


    Mary, Mary, grant me grace,


    Still to keep my soul from sin!


    Thanks to God, my rose was grown


    Not so sweet, but all my own,


    Not so fair, but mine alone.

  


  ·  ·


  ·  ·


  156 An Immortal


  By Sidney Benson Thorp


  The dusky little row comprising No. 79 quivered like a jelly as railway or post-office vans, making a short cut between two principal thoroughfares, roared over the boulders of Wickham Road, N.W.


  To the left front shone a public-house, another to the right. Before each an Italian musician had set up his rest (for it was ten o’clock and a fine, warm night), and thence, reckless of unhappy beings at the confluence, in friendly rivalry they teemed forth contradictory tunes. From a neighbouring street floated tepid air charged with the vibrations of inflated brass; the voices of the inhabitants, seeking on their doorsteps comparative cool at the close of a tropical day, fantastically varied the echoes. Linked bands of frolicsome youth patrolled beneath the window of No. 79, shouting a parody of Wagner wedded to words by an imitator of Mr. George R. Sims—the latest success of the halls. Splutters of gurgling laughter betrayed the whereabouts of amorous pairs.


  And the man staring from the open window of the first-floor front neither saw nor heard.


  Within the room a pale circle of light fell, from beneath the opaque shade of a single candle, directly upon a litter of manuscript and a few odd volumes of standard literature. The feebler rays 157 reflected thence disclosed the furniture indispensable for man’s dual existence: a narrow bed, from beneath which the rim of a bath protruded; the table, and a couple of chairs. The walls were unadorned, the boards were bare.


  The appearance of Henry Longton’s volume had been the literary event of a season. The new man had been recognised as standing in a solitude unapproachable by the twittering mob of a prolific generation. A great poet, who chanced to be also himself a great critic, had dared to stake his reputation upon the future of the new Immortal. And so for a while he had lived in a hashish dream of exultation. He knew his achievements to be high; and as he wandered by day or night through howling thoroughfares, lonely amid the turgid waves of half-evolved humanity, he forgot the cruel side of life, and hugged himself in the warm cloak of flattering memories: the tumult of the traffic sounded drums and trumpets to his song.


  Importunate came the hour when he must set forth once more to produce. A royalty on a limited edition may mount to a handsome dole of pocket-money, but it is not a chartered company. Longton’s small capital had long since melted away; and he sat down, therefore, to write immortal verse for the liquidation of his landlady’s bill.


  The time had been when a mere act of attention sufficed to the erection of jewelled palaces from the piled-up treasures of his brain. Now, to his dismay, the most assiduous research could discover among the remnants nothing but the oft-rejected, the discoloured, and the flawed. The heavy wrath of the gods had fallen upon him, and he was dumb: he must betake himself to the merest hack-work of anonymous journalism; and the bitterest drop in the cup of this set-back was the reflection that the tide was ebbing for one whom nature had framed unfit to profit by its 158 flood. A poet and no man is a crushed worm endowed with understanding.


  A tinkling hansom drew up at the door, and a moment after a well-dressed man came lightly up the stairs. He welcomed himself with a breezy confidence that suited well with his pleasant voice and handsome face, lighted all the candles he could find in his friend’s store-cupboard and, finally, reclined upon the bed; while his host, without any remonstrance against these revolutionary proceedings, hastened to produce a bottle, a couple of tumblers, and a half-empty box of his visitor’s own cigars.


  The brave shine of seventeen candles (ingeniously fastened to the mantelboard with a drop of their own wax) revealed a notable contrast between the friends, suggesting the not uncommon circumstance of an intimacy cemented by contrasting traits. The new comer was a man of extremely advantageous exterior; his masculine beauty of a type that is familiar among Englishmen, but seldom so perfectly exampled. Longton, on the other side, was contemptibly plain; nor was his barbarous shapelessness of parts redeemed even by such ensign of superior intelligence as he might justly have claimed to distinguish him from the general man. His mean face was dingy with a three days’ growth; the opening of his coarse lips disclosed sparse fragments of discoloured teeth; his eyes shone with a distressful expression of diffidential self-esteem; the greasy skin was unpleasantly diversified with patches of unwholesome red. His accustomed bearing was characterised by a deference that was servile without being humble; but among the few with whom he was intimate he betrayed a self-assertive petulance which might not be confounded with courage. That Freddy Beaumont, in spite of these defects, had never ceased to revere and to befriend the solitary creature was the most amiable feature in his otherwise tolerably selfish and purposeless life.


  159 “And what,” he presently demanded, “might be the sense of this document?”—producing, as he spoke, a crumpled scrap.


  “I wanted particularly to see you,” replied the poet, who lisped disagreeably.


  “So much I gathered: the appeal is in the name of the Deity.”


  “It was urgent.”


  “Very. I expected to find serpents coiling round the chairs and a fat toad squatting on the mantel-piece. It is nothing of that kind?”


  “Nothing, nothing,” replied the other in a tone of distressful impatience.


  “Well?”


  The poet strained his eyes helplessly up and around, with difficulty disjoined his sticky lips, wrung his clammy hands together, and at last, in an insecure voice and with a singular hesitancy, asked:


  “Are you fond of pictures?”


  “No,” rejoined Freddy, placidly; “but the first cousin of the wife of our gardener has a tame elephant.”


  “That is fortunate,” answered Longton, suppressing with an effort the irritation which his friend’s witticisms rarely failed to stir up. “Putting the elephant aside, however, for the moment—the fact is, I am in a difficulty.”


  “My dear fellow, why couldn’t you say so at once? ‘What’s the demned total?’”


  A van, the property of the Midland Railway Company, had made rapid approach, and the dialogue had risen in proportion on a swift crescendo. At this moment Freddy made as if he were clinging for his life to a bucker. When the turmoil had partially subsided——


  “A cheque won’t serve,” replied the poet, shaking his head sadly.


  160 “Anything in reason, you know, I am always ready to do for you,” the other reassured him.


  “This is easy,” cried the poet, “and it is not unreasonable.”


  “Just tell me what it is you want,” said Beaumont, “and you may depend on its being done.”


  “I am going to place my happiness in your hands.”


  “Snakes! What, a woman?”


  Exerting himself once more to master his nerves, the other continued:


  “Do you know the ‘Madonna degli Ansidei’?”


  “Never heard of the lady. Where’s she on? But really this is very new—very new and unexpected!” And his face shaped itself to an appropriate but displeasing expression of masculine archness.


  “The ‘Madonna degli Ansidei,’” the other explained with laborious precision, though within the decayed slippers his toes were curled into a knot, “is a picture, painted some years ago by one Raphael Sanzio, an Italian gentleman, and at present housed in a public building which stands (for the greater convenience of exploring Londoners) within a stone’s throw of the Alhambra and Empire Theatres. Do you think——”


  “Right you are,” responded Freddy, cheerily. “I don’t know it—the picture—of course; but I suppose one of the official persons would condescend to point it out. What then?”


  “You will find it in the third gallery; it faces the entrance; and the name is written beneath. You can read, I think you say?”


  “Oh, shut up! Well, what am I to do? Annex the thing?”


  “Precisely; if you can bring it away conveniently, without attracting attention.”


  “My dear chap——”


  161 “Otherwise I shall be satisfied if you will devote yourself, I won’t say to admiring it, but to observing it closely for a quarter of an hour.”


  “And therewith, as by a miracle, the Philistine shall put off his skin and the barbarian wash away his spots; is that the hope? Now, I take this real kind of you, little boy; and it pains me to have to assure you that I am incorrigible: you’ll have to put up with me as I am.” And twisting up his lips, he joined his pipe to a passing choir:


  
    “… mahnd ’aow ye ga-ow!


    Nahnteen jolly good boys, all in a ra-ow.”

  


  There was a pause.


  “From four o’clock to-morrow afternoon till a quarter past,” resumed the petitioner, gazing fixedly past his guest.


  Freddy’s blue eyes opened childishly. “What the devil are you up to?” he demanded curiously.


  “I have an engagement,” stammered the poet. A flow of blood flushed his face and ebbed.


  “You had better keep it, I suggest.”


  “I can’t: don’t you see?” he wailed, and threw out his hands with a gesture of despair.


  “Why? Who’s the party? I haven’t a dream what you are driving at, I tell you.”


  “To meet—to meet—the Madonna,” he replied desperately. “And you must represent me.”


  The excitement of the moment lent an unwonted rigidity to the crazy form, which to the young man’s eyes, as he looked at him pitifully, seemed to render it yet more lamentable.


  “My dear fellow,” he remonstrated, “don’t you think—seriously, you know—you had better knock it off for a bit—the 162 absinthe or chloral or whatever it is? Now, give it up, there’s a dear old chap. Look here,” he added, laying a kind hand upon the other’s shoulder, “get shaved and into some decent clothes, and come along to my chambers. I’ll put you up for to-night, and to-morrow we’ll run down to a little place I know on the coast: a week of it will make a new man of you.”


  The poet started up, a prodigy of wrath.


  “Ass!” he exclaimed. “It is life and death, I tell you. You call yourself a friend; will you do this nothing for me? I ask you for the last time.”


  “No.” The answer was given in a tone of quiet obstinacy which, seldom heard by Freddy’s intimates, never failed to carry conviction. “I will go no such fool’s errand,” he added, “for any man. And now I must be off. Good-bye. I’ll look round again in a day or two, and I hope I shall find a rational creature.”


  For a moment, while he held the handle, he faltered; the spectacle might have moved commiseration; but hardening his heart—


  “It’s too damned silly,” he muttered, as he descended the steep stairs.


  The poet heard him give a direction to the driver and presently the clatter of hoofs, as the hansom turned and tinkled away southwards.


  * * * * *


  Quarter after quarter chimed from the church of St. Pancras, and the solitary still sat crouching over the table. Involuntarily from the bitterness of present despair his mind strayed back into the past, and by an almost orderly survey reviewed the tissue of its web; picking out from it the gilded strands that here and there diversified the dun—the day when the long-sought publisher was found, the first handling of the precious volume, the article 163 in the National of which it furnished the subject. For a space he doted upon the brilliant imagination that had conceived these choice things and brought them forth. Then he was overwhelmed by the sense of present barrenness and of the defects that must in any case for ever link his days with solitude.


  He rose and extinguished the candle-flare upon the mantelpiece, then from a worn despatch-box withdrew a faggot of letters. They dated over two years: the last from that very morning. He read each one through; raised it devoutly for a moment to his quivering mouth; and held it in the flame till it was consumed. The last ran:


  “A strange idea of yours, my Poet—but what you tell me I shall do. To-morrow, then, I am to see the face I have searched a hundred crowds to find: for I should have known it, never doubt, if once chance had brought us near. Faces mirror minds: that never fails: and your mind, how well I know it! I am not to speak, you say, and that is hard. Yet I am humble and submit. In this, as in all else, I am your glad handmaid.”


  With glistening eyes he re-read the words; then, with a groan, held this letter also in the flame. The fire spread along the edge and marched in a tremulous blue curve across the sheet, leaving charred ruin behind. He gently placed the unbroken tinder upon the table and allowed the flame to consume the corner by which he had held it. While he hesitated to mix these ashes with the rest, his eye lit upon the tumbler. He crushed the brittle remnant into the glass, pounding it with his fingers till it was mere dust. Upon this he poured the contents of a phial; and having filled up the goblet from a carafe, stirred the contents with the end of a quill. He held the glass up towards the candle and watched the ashes circling and sinking in the yellow liquid.


  164 “I have eaten ashes as it were bread,” he murmured (as if to fulfil the magic), “and have mingled my drink with weeping.”


  He placed the draught upon the table, and kneeling at the low window-sill, looked out upon the road.


  The clamour thence had grown louder as the hour drew near to midnight; the choruses more boisterous and less abject to the conventions of time and tune. Above the din of perpetual harsh chatter, on this side and that, rose shrill voices into the extreme register of denunciation and vituperative challenge, buoyed higher to each response by antiphonal remonstrance in a lower octave. A mingled line of young men and women, in various stages of incipient intoxication, wavered past, and beneath the window of No. 79, attained the honeyed climax of their song:


  
    “She was one of the Early Birds,


    And I was one o’ the Worms.”

  


  The solitary lodger closed and bolted the window, and pulled the blind well down.


  * * * * *


  Upon Freddy’s mind the last view of the unhappy young man had left an impression which he would gladly have shaken off. It would be too much, indeed, to assert that the memory chased sleep from his pillow, but it was a fact—and he noted it with surprise—that even eight hours of dreamless slumber proved impotent to efface it. By noon, though still resolved that friendship should exact no irrational concession from common sense, he began to be aware that his purpose was less strenuously set than at breakfast-time he had supposed it to be. The attempt to stiffen it ruined his lunch; the last effort to hold out diminished the value of his smoke; and by three o’clock he owned himself vanquished. He presently despatched a telegram to his 165 arbitrary friend and strolled down Piccadilly towards Trafalgar Square.


  A little while he wandered, with a sense of reposeful well-being, through the wide rooms; sharing their spaciousness with some half-score of travellers from the Continent or the States; for it was the height of the season, and to lovers of art there was the Academy. Then, having found the Raphael of which he had come in search, with a little grimace he settled himself, as the clock of St. Martin’s struck four, full facing it upon a chair.


  Determined, now that he had gone so far, to fulfil to the uttermost his friend’s eccentric request, he focussed his eyes resolutely upon the masterpiece. “I will absorb culture,” he thought; “it is good form.” And he proceeded to concentrate his mind.


  But, good as was his will, he found it impossible to stir up in himself any poignant interest; nor could he help repining against the wayward taste of his friend, which had selected as the object of his study the inspired incongruities of this mediæval work, rather than a cheerful canvas representing an Epsom crowd, which had laid hold upon his imagination in one of the chambers devoted to the British and Modern Schools. Indeed, such was the tedium of this futile search after occult beauties that five minutes of the fifteen had barely sped before he was pressingly aware of a head in unstable equilibrium. The nod aroused him, and the next moment he was wide-awake.


  From the gallery on his right hand as he sat, from behind a screen which masked the opening, fluttered the panting figure of a girl. Her slender shape sloped forward as if the little feet were clogs upon a buoyant soul; her hands were pressed crosswise beneath her throat; cloud fleeces of evening gold pursued one another across her forehead, her cheek, her neck, as she stood gazing with shining eyes upon his face, her dewy lips apart.


  166 An older women, her companion, emerged and drew her away.


  “How sweet!” murmured the student. “Wonder who she can be?” And he arose.


  * * * * *


  It was almost midnight when Freddy drove into Wickham Road, swelling with great words, primed with confidences.


  About the door of 79 it surprised him to find a loose semi-circular crowd, radiating from the sheen of police-buttons. With some difficulty he made his way to the officer, and inquired of him the reason of the assemblage.


  The constable eyed him deliberately, and answered with composure:


  “Oh, ther’s been a bit of a tragedy: lodger’s done for ’i’sulf. They’ll stop here all night, some of ’em.”


  And he spat wearily upon the pavement.


  ·  ·


  167 The Noon of Love


  By J. A. Blaikie


  I


  
    Eastward each morning,


    Ever old, ever new,


    The radiant adorning


    Of day made for you


    Meets me, and lifts me, upspringing


    Over crag, over hollow,


    Over woodland and meadow,


    A glory all heaven, the earth its sun-shadow—


    I go with heart singing,


    And singing winds follow,


    I take my way winging,


    Where the gossamers fly, to the sun’s gold clinging,


    My sweeting, my darling, my One!


    Into the gold and the sun.

  


  II


  
    Unbreathing Noon, the hour of love’s dominion,


    Falls now, as yesterday, as ’twill to-morrow;


    168 Soft as the amorous dove’s uplifted pinion,


    Sweet as the fair first sleep of new-born sorrow.


    There’s not the least small stir on yonder wall


    Of grass or fern; hushed is the torrent’s throat


    Within the dark ravine, and in yon oak


    The woodpecker his many-sounding stroke


    Has stayed; the windless air bears not one note


    To vex the dreaming air this noontide fall.


    But we, my love, sleep not, but wake to prove


    The inconstant constancy o’ the noon of love;


    My kingdom lost! which once more I regain,


    And then do lose with every evening’s pain—


    A conqueror who takes his spoil, yet yields


    More than he wins of Love’s ne’er-conquered fields—


    Some unimagined treasure there must be


    That I from you may draw, or you from me,


    Some joy which we from envious time may wrest


    That shall make droop the proud o’er-topping crest


    Of yesterday; and so the exhaustless store


    Offers fresh marvels of love-lure and lore.


    Thus ours full harvest is; our noon of love


    Nor afternoon nor aftermath may know,


    With changeless change it does our spirits move


    And of love’s hours eternises the flow:


    Better than best of what is past, O Day!


    Until thou diest with thy last rose-ray,


    Better than best until to-morrow shines


    A-quivering through yon purple band of pines,


    Ever the best, beneath noon’s ripened skies,


    O Spirit and Heart that me imparadise!

  


  169 III


  
    Westward each nightfall


    When white lies the dew,


    Where the stream makes a bright fall


    Of moon-rays for you;


    While the night wind goes sighing


    Over crag, over hollow,


    Like a ghostly replying


    To the snowy owl’s crying,


    I the white waters follow;


    With lips still sweet from sweet lips kist,


    Like a spirit I pass


    O’er the gleaming grass


    Into the moon and the mist.

  


  ·  ·


  170 The Other Anna†


  By Evelyn Sharp


  ·  ·


  194 Two Poems


  By Douglas Ainslie


  I—The Death of Verlaine


  
    “Rien de plus cher que la chanson grise.”


    Verlaine.

  


  
    So the poet of grey slips away,


    The poor singer from over the strait,


    Who sat by the Paris highway,


    Whose life was the laughter of fate;

  


  
    The laughter of fate, but the woe


    Of the gods and the mortals who heard


    The mystical modes as they flow—


    Broken phrase, riven lute, broken word,

  


  
    Broken up as the attar is crushed


    By the steel of the mercantile weights


    From the soul of the roses that blushed


    Through the scroll of Elysian gates.

  


  
    195 As a sphynx-moth with shivering wings


    Hangs over the thyme in the garden


    But an instant, then fairyward brings


    The honey he gathers for guerdon;

  


  
    So you the oases of life


    Just touched with your frayed, rapid wings,


    Poor poet, and drew from the strife


    The peculiar honey that clings

  


  
    To your magical measures and ways,


    As they sway with the moods of the soul,


    Semi-conscious, through haze, in amaze,


    Making on toward a dim distant goal.

  


  
    “Be always a poet or saint”—


    Poor Lélian was saint and was poet,


    But not always—for sometimes we faint—


    Then he must forget that we know it;

  


  
    In iris and opal forget—


    His iris, his bow in the sky,


    Fickle bow for the storm, and that yet


    Was his only storm-bow to steer by.

  


  
    Good-bye, then, poor poet, good-bye!


    You will not be long there alone:


    Very soon for your help we shall cry,


    Lost souls in a country unknown.

  


  
    196 Then Lélian, king of the land,


    Rich Lélian will teach us the speech


    That here we but half understand—


    Kind Lélian will reach us his hand.

  


  II—Her Colours


  
    Rose, grey, and white—


    Roses, sad seas, and light


    Straight from the sun—


    These are your colours.

  


  
    Red necklet spun


    When the Eastern day was done


    By fairy fingers


    Of lotus flowers.

  


  
    In those white ivories


    Your arms, a charm there lies,


    Charm to conquer


    The bravest singers:

  


  
    And for your grey


    Sweet, deep eye-oceans—they


    Do yet declare


    Queen Venus lingers.

  


  ·  ·


  197 Four Pictures


  By Patten Wilson


  I. An Eastern Town


  II. Bookplate for Egerton Clairmonte, Esq.


  III. Bookplate for H. B. Marriott Watson, Esq.


  IV. Bookplate for S. Carey Curtis, Esq.


  ·  ·
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  205 A Melodrama—the Union


  By T. Baron Russell


  I


  Is it not almost unprintable? To give to it anything of actuality one would have—no, not to invent, but to suppress. As a bit of life it was too impossably dramatic, too fictional, too much—what can one say?—too much like a story in a Christmas number, and a story constructed in the worst style, at that.


  Yet, it happened! and the Organist is my witness. She had taken me to see the Workhouse Chapel: incidentally, to hear her play (for which purpose one would go much further than to this chapel), little purposing, as you may believe, to give me sheer Surrey melodrama thrown in. The beadle admitted us by a little door, cut in the black painted wooden gates. He admitted us with a smile. A Union Beadle can smile on occasion, and I was to find soon that the coming of the Organist was the signal for many smiles in this “Union.” One or two inmates were waiting in the paved courtyard. They all smiled, too, at sight of the Organist, and hovered forward to greet her. One man had a crutch, and walked with difficulty, but he shuffled quickly over the flag-stones, and followed us with the others into the chapel, where a good number were already waiting—just so many vacant-looking, 206 tired old faces, that brightened up and became animated, covetous of an individual recognition, when the Organist passed through to her seat.


  The most devout of the intending worshippers was a woman of, perhaps, no more than fifty, who alone took no heed, kneeling already with a rapt, ecstatic gaze that made her face almost “eerie.” She was, I learned, hopelessly imbecile, and had to be led into and out of church, the only incident of her life. An appalling amount of tribulation seemed to be collected here and personified in these old women. One felt a more instinctive sympathy somehow for them than for the men, poor fellows. Even a couple of younger women, who carried a baby apiece, did not convey the same aching sense of desolation as these shrivelled, wrinkling old crones, in their hideous round bonnets and grey shawls.


  The chapel was a gaunt structure, devoid of adornment; but some one had put a few yellow daisies in a tumbler on the close stove—cold now, and shining with blacklead. On the mean font, placed in emblematic neighbourhood to the doorway, stood a small crockery jug. “A christening afterwards,” the Organist whispered to me, in explanation.


  She took her seat. The organ, unscreened, stood in a corner, facing the congregation. An old, grey man, in spectacles, sat at the side, leaning on the bellows handle, ready to perform his duty when the Organist should give the sign.


  She pulled out a few stops and uncovered the single manual. The paupers moved in their seats, leaning forward, anticipant. It was easy to gather that the air was a familiar one. At the first notes, nods and smiles of delighted recognition were exchanged. The unmusical mind only takes kindly to tunes that it knows. Not a pauper moved until the last note had sounded and died away. 207 Then they leaned back, settling in their places with a wriggle of gratification, to wait, fidgeting, for Evensong to begin.


  The stroke of half-past six brought the surpliced chaplain, brisk and businesslike. The Organist played him in with slow, droning chords, dying away in muffled pedal notes as he kneeled awhile in his place. It was his only deliberate act, almost, through the service. The congregation shuffled hurriedly to its feet when he rose to gabble the exhortation. One of the babies—the subjects of the anticipated sacrament—woke up and had to be hushed after the fashion of babes at an age when, even for the infant pauper, food is easy to come by.


  Evensong was briskly performed. Then the clergyman made his way to the font, emptied into it what may have been half a pint of water from the little crockery jug, and began to read the Order for the Publick Baptism of Infants. “Have these children been already baptized, or no?”


  The mothers stood up, nervous and inaudible, the only sponsors. In the more essential parts they had to be prompted individually by the chaplain in a stage-whisper: “Say ‘I renounce them all’”—“Say ‘All this I steadfastly believe.’” One of them was a sullen woman, well over thirty, with a brutish face and disappearing chin; the other, a light-haired, rosy-cheeked girl, who hung her head and cried quietly all through the ceremony. Neither wore a wedding-ring. In the brisk time set by the clergyman, the ordeal was soon over, and the congregation—the women, old and young, intensely interested in the babies—rose to sing the baptismal hymn:


  
    “In token that thou shalt not fear


    Christ crucified to own,


    We print the Cross upon thee here,


    And stamp thee His alone.”

  


  208 There was an incongruity, an insincerity, in the ceremonial thus hurriedly bustled through, as though even the Sacrament must be brief for a workhouse brat. I do not say that it was done brutally or with indifference; but there was something perfunctory and unreal about it. I think we were all glad when it was over, and the awakened babies were being hustled off to sleep again in the usual manner. There had been an impersonal unreality in the whole service. These tired old women, chanting the canticles—it was wonderful, at their average age, how well the Organist had got them to sing—seemed to find nothing of promise, no hint of comfort even in the Psalms or the sublime Magnificat. But at least they were not indifferent to the music. That was personal; that “belonged” to them. There was no “playing-out” in the closing voluntary: the whole congregation sat it through, mothers and all, and beamed gratefully on the kind face of the Organist, their friend, when at last she closed the instrument and passed through the waiting people to the door.


  II


  As we crossed the courtyard, the Organist delaying to speak to one here and one there—she appeared to know every one by name and history—we became aware of a disturbance in the gateway. A young fellow, dressed like a sailor, had his foot inside the little door in the gate and was endeavouring to push past the beadle.


  “I tell you it ain’t visiting time,” said that functionary, sourly. “You can see ’er at the proper time: you can’t see ’er when it isn’t the proper time. I told you that before, and it’s no good your making a disturbance, because you can’t go in.”


  “What is it?” I was asking the Organist—she seemed to understand 209 so instinctively everything here, in this somewhat unknown territory, that I did not doubt her perfect familiarity with this kind of dispute—when there was a cry behind me, and the fair-haired mother, her child still in her arms, rushed past us like a whirlwind, pushed aside the outraged beadle, and fell, in a heap, baby and all, into the arms of the sailor.


  What followed, happened in an instant. There was no pause, no further altercation with the door-keeper, who would probably have demurred to the whole highly irregular proceeding. The sailor gathered up the woman in his arms, lifted her impetuously over the step into the street and banged the little door behind them. A little assemblage of paupers had crowded into the covered passage to witness this drama; and then, in a flash, it was over, the door closed, and the beadle—he was a small lean man, in a jacket, nothing like the conventional Bumble—was left gasping behind.


  * * * * *


  We overtook the couple—the trio, to be more exact—at the corner of the street. The sailor was carrying the baby now, and the woman was fastening her bodice. The red sunset rays glinted on her hair and made it brightly golden; a shower was drying up, and the air was clear and fresh-smelling. The lime-blossom on a tree that overhung a garden fence—for we are rural, here in the Southern Suburb—was giving off the beginning of its evening fragrance. The street was deserted and quite silent. A scrap of talk floated to us down the hill from the man and woman in front.


  “Only landed this morning,” the man was saying. “Couldn’t get no news of you off the old people; they wouldn’t tell me nothing, and I bin lookin’ everywheres for you, all day. Then I met yer sister, and she —— told me; and I come round in a rush 210 to fetch yer out. They didn’t want to let me in—ah! I’d ’ave showed what for, in about another minute—and then I see yer comin’!” The baby began to cry feebly. The man hushed it awkwardly, stopping in his walk to do so. He would not give it up to the girl though; and she hung on his arm looking up into his face, transfigured, unrecognisable; then they passed out of our sight.


  The Organist laid her hand upon my arm, her eyes glistening. “We may as well go home, I think, mayn’t we?” she said.


  III


  It was nearly a month later, when I found a letter from the Organist on my breakfast table.


  “If you could take me to the parish church on Saturday morning—yes, I mean Saturday, not Sunday—” she wrote, “I could show you the finish of an affair that I think you are interested in.”


  I wondered, vaguely, what the “affair” was, and, having been a little late in presenting myself, did not succeed, in a hurried walk to the church, in eliciting an explanation of the summons. “Make haste, and you will see,” said the Organist; and she would tell me no more.


  We found the church almost empty, save for a little group, facing an ascetic-looking young priest in the chancel.


  “Well, what is it, then?” I whispered. The Organist answered me by a motion of the head altarwards, and I recognised my friend the sailor, looking very uncomfortable in a stiff suit of tweeds. Then the words which the priest was reciting gave me a last clue to the situation.


  211 “Into which holy estate these two persons present come now to be joined. Therefore if any man can show any just cause, why they may not lawfully be joined together, let him NOW speak, or else hereafter for ever hold his peace!” We were witnessing that service of the Church which, as a cynic remarked, “begins with ‘Dearly Beloved,’ and ends with ‘amazement.’”


  A pew, half way down the aisle, gave us decent shelter, within earshot, and we paid attention to this reticent, informal, solemnisation of matrimony. There were no bridesmaids, as you may suppose—no groomsman—only a perfunctory pew-opener as witness, and an awkward youth in a large jacket, who officiated, blushing profusely, as “father,” giving “this woman to this man.” He may have been half a year her senior. The girl’s parents, apparently, had not yet forgiven her. At length, duly united, the couple followed the clergyman bashfully into the vestry, with their witnesses. The baby, apparently, had been placed in some safe keeping, as an unsuitable attendant at this ceremonial. We viewed the departure of the group, the ring proudly displayed on the girl’s ungloved hand; and my companion (whom I began to suspect of having abetted in this dénouement) had a word to say to the clergyman. Then, as we passed out of the gates, I asked her,


  “Well! How in the world did you follow them up?”


  “Oh, nothing easier,” she replied. “I had a notion of what would happen, and of course I knew the girl’s name through the Union people, so that there was no difficulty in finding out from Mr. Noster (that is the curate, who has just married them) when the banns were put up.


  “I thought,” she added, with her delightful smile, “that you would be glad to see the end of it!”


  And I was glad: but really it is hardly printable; it is too improbable, too melodramatic.


  ·  ·


  212 Oasis


  By Rosamund Marriott Watson


  
    Far spreads the desert before and the waste behind us,


    Grey and a-dust—but here the forest is green,


    Here nor the irons of Eld nor of winter bind us,


    Neither the grief of the known nor the unforeseen.

  


  
    Faintly the south wind stirs, with the woods awaking,


    Softly the kind sun shines, like a golden flower.


    Wake, O my heart, and remember …. the buds are breaking.


    Rest, O my heart, and forget …. ’tis the magic hour!

  


  
    Joy comes once more; once more through the wet leaves swinging


    Vistas of silver and blue in the birch-woods gleam;


    In the dusk of the cold spring dawn with a blackbird singing—


    Singing the Song of Songs by the Gates of Dream.

  


  ·  ·


  213 A Pair of Parricides


  By Francis Watt


  There is a new series of State Trials continuing the old and edited with a skill and completeness altogether lacking in its predecessor; yet its formal correctness gives an impression of dulness. You think with regret of Howell’s thirty-three huge volumes, that vast magazine of curiosities and horrors, of all that is best and worst in English history. How exciting life was long ago, to be sure, and how persistently it grows duller! What a price we pay for the smug comfort of our time! People shuddered of yore; did they yawn quite so often? Howell and the folk he edits knew how to tell a story. Judges, too, were not wont to exclude interesting detail for that it wasn’t evidence, and the compilers did not end with a man’s condemnation. They had too keen a sense of what was relished of the general; the last confession and dying speech, the exit on the scaffold or from the cart, are told with infinite gusto. What a terrible test Earth’s great unfortunates underwent! Sir Thomas More’s delicate fencing with his judges, the exquisite courtesy wherewith he bade them farewell, make but half the record; you must hear the strange gaiety which flashed in the condemned cell and by the block ere you learn the man’s true nature. And to know Raleigh you must see him at Winchester under the brutal insults 214 of Coke. “Thou art a monster, thou hast an English face but a Spanish heart;” again, “I thou thee, thou traitor;” and at Palace Yard, Westminster, on that dreary October morning urging the sheriff to hurry, since he would not be thought fear-shaken when it was but the ague; for these are all-important episodes in the life of that richly dressed, stately and gallant figure your fancy is wont to picture sweeping the Spanish Main in his Elizabethan warship. Time would fail to tell of Strafford and Charles and Laud and a hundred others, for the collection begins with Thomas à Becket in 1163 and comes down to Thistlewood in 1820. Once familiar with those close-packed, badly printed pages, you find therein a deeper, a more subtle charm than cunningest romance can furnish forth. The account of Mary Stuart’s ending has a finer hold than Froude’s magnificent and highly decorated picture. Study at first hand “Bloody Jeffreys’s” slogging of Titus Oates with that unabashed rascal’s replies during his trial for perjury, or again my Lord’s brilliant though brutal cross-examination of Dunn in the “Lady” Alice Lisle case, during the famous or infamous Western Circuit, and you will find Macaulay’s wealth of vituperative rhetoric, tiresome and pointless verbiage. Also you will prefer to construct your own Braxfield from trials like those of Thomas Muir in 1793, and of Alexander Scott and Maurice Margarot in 1794, rather than accept the counterfeit presentment which Stevenson’s master-hand has limned in Weir of Hermiston.


  But the interests are varied. How full of grotesque and curious horrors are the prosecutions for witchcraft! There is that one, for instance, in March 1665 at Bury St. Edmunds before Sir Matthew Hale, with stories of bewitched children, and plague-stricken women, and satanic necromancy. Again, there is the diverting exposure of Richard Hathaway in 1702, and how the 215 rogue pretended to vomit pins and abstain from meat or drink for quite miraculous periods. The trial of the obscurer criminal has its own charm. Where else do you find such Dutch pictures of long-vanished interiors or exteriors? You touch the vie intime of a past age; you see how kitchen and hall lived and talked; what master and man, mistress and maid thought and felt; how they were dressed, what they ate, of what they gossiped. Again, how oft your page recalls the strange, mad, picturesque ways of old English law. Benefit of clergy meets you at every turn, the Peine Fort et Dure is explained with horrible minuteness, the lore of Ship Money as well as of Impressement of Seamen is all there. Also is an occasional touch of farce, but what phase of man’s life goes unrecorded in those musty old tomes?


  Howell’s collection comes down only to 1820. Reform has since then purged our law, and the whole set is packed off to the Lumber Room. In a year’s current reports you may find the volumes quoted once or twice, but that is “but a bravery,” as Lord Bacon would say, for their law is “a creed outworn.” Yet the human interest of a story remains, however antiquated the setting, incapable of hurt from Act of Parliament. So, partly for themselves, partly as samples of the bulk, I here present in altered form two of these tragedies, a pair of parricides; one Scots of the seventeenth, the other English of the eighteenth century.


  The first is the trial of Philip Standsfield at Edinburgh, in 1688, for the murder of his father, Sir James Standsfield, of New Mills, in East Lothian. To-day New Mills is called Amisfield; it lies on the south bank of the Tyne, a mile east of Haddington. There is a fine mansion-house, about a century old, in the midst of a well-wooded park, and all round are the superbly tilled Lothian fields, as dulcia arva as ever the Mantuan sang. Amisfield got its 216 present name thus: Colonel Charteris, infamed (in the phrase of Arbuthnot’s famous epitaph) for the “undeviating pravity of his manners” (hence lashed by Pope in many a stinging line), purchased it early in the last century and renamed it from the seat of his family in Nithsdale. Through him it passed by descent to the house of Wemyss, still its present owners. Amongst its trees and its waters the place lies away from the beaten track, and is now as charmingly peaceful a spot as you shall anywhere discover. Name gone and aspect changed, local tradition has but a vague memory of the two-centuries-old tragedy whereof it was the centre.


  Sir James Standsfield, an Englishman by birth, had married a Scots lady and spent most of his life in Scotland. After the Restoration he had established a successful cloth factory at the place called New Mills, and there lived, a prosperous gentleman. But he had much domestic trouble, chiefly from the conduct of his eldest son Philip, who, though well brought up, led a wild life. Serving abroad in the Scots regiment, he had been condemned to death at Treves, but had escaped by flight. Certain notorious villainies had also made him familiar with the interior of the Marshalsea, and the prisons of Brussels, Antwerp and Orleans. Sir James at last was moved to disinherit him in favour of his second son John. Partly cause and partly effect of this, Philip was given to cursing his father in most extravagant terms (of itself a capital offence according to old Scots law); he affirmed his parent “girned upon him like a sheep’s head in a tongs;” on several occasions he had even attempted that parent’s life: all which is set forth at great length in the “ditty” or indictment upon which he was tried. No doubt Sir James went in considerable fear of his unnatural son. A certain Mr. Roderick Mackenzie, advocate, testifies that eight days before the end he met the old gentlemen in the Parliament Close, Edinburgh, whereupon “the 217 defunct invited him to take his morning draught.” As they partook Sir James bemoaned his domestic troubles. Yes, said Mackenzie, but why had he “disherished his son?” And the defunct answered: “Ye do not know my son, for he is the greatest debauch in the earth. And that which troubles me most is that he twice attempted my own person.”


  Upon the last Saturday of November 1687 the elder Standsfield travelled from Edinburgh to New Mills in company with Mr. John Bell, minister of the gospel, who was to officiate the next day in Morham Church (Morham is a secluded parish on the lower slope of the Lammermoors, some three miles south-west of New Mills: the church plays an important part in what follows). Arrived at New Mills the pair supped together, thereafter the host accompanied his guest to his chamber, where he sat talking “pertinently and to good purpose” till about ten o’clock. Left alone our divine gat him to bed, but had scarce fallen asleep when he awoke in terror, for a terrible cry rang through the silence of the winter night. A confused murmur of voices and a noise of folk moving about succeeded. Mr. Bell incontinently set all down to “evil wicked spirits,” so having seen to the bolts of his chamber door, and having fortified his timid soul with prayers, he huddled in bed again; but the voices and noises continuing outside the house, he crept to the window, where, peering out, he perceived naught in the darkness. The noises died away across the garden towards the river, and Bell lay quaking till the morning. An hour after day Philip came to his chamber to ask if his father had been there, for he had been seeking him upon the banks of the water. “Why on the banks of that water?” queried Bell in natural amazement. Without answer Philip hurriedly left the room. Later that same Sunday morning a certain John Topping coming from Monkrig to New Mills, along the bank of the 218 Tyne, saw a man’s body floating on the water. Philip, drawn to the spot by some terrible fascination, was looking on (you picture his face). “Whose body was it?” asked the horror-struck Topping, but Philip replied not. Well he knew it was his father’s corpse. It was noted that, though a hard frosty morning, the bank was “all beaten to mash with feet and the ground very open and mellow.” The dead man being presently dragged forth and carried home was refused entry by Philip into the house so late his own, “for he had not died like a man but like a beast”—the suggestion being that his father had drowned himself, and so the poor remains must rest in the woollen mill, and then in a cellar “where there was very little light.” The gossips retailed unseemly fragments of scandal, as “within an hour after his father’s body was brought from the water, he got the buckles from his father’s shoes and put them in his;” and again, there is note of a hideous and sordid quarrel between Lady Standsfield and Janet Johnstoun, “who was his own concubine,” so the prosecution averred, “about some remains of the Holland of the woonding-sheet,” with some incriminating words of Philip that accompanied.


  I now take up the story as given by Umphrey Spurway, described as an Englishman and clothier at New Mills. His suspicions caused him to write to Edinburgh that the Lord Advocate might be warned. Philip lost no time in trying to prevent an inquiry. At three or four of the clock on Monday morning Spurway, coming out of his house, saw “great lights at St. James’ Gate;” grouped round were men and horses. He was told they were taking away the body to be buried at Morham, whereat honest Umphrey, much disturbed at this suspicious haste, sighed for the “crowner’s quest law” of his fatherland. But on the next Tuesday night, after he had gone to bed, a party of five men, two of them surgeons, came post haste to his house from Edinburgh, and showing him an 219 order “from my Lord Advocate, for the taking up again the body of Sir James Standsfield,” bid him rise and come. Philip also must go with the party to Morham. Here the grave was opened, the body taken out and carried into the church, where the surgeons made their examination, which clearly pointed to death by strangulation, not by drowning (possibly it struck Spurway as an odd use for a church; it had not seemed so to a Presbyterian Scot of the period). The dead being redressed in his grave clothes must now be set back in his coffin. A terrible thing happened. According to Scots custom, the nearest relative must lift the body, and so Philip took the head, when lo! the corpse gushed forth blood on his hands! He dropped the head—the “considerable noise” it made in falling is noted by one of the surgeons—frantically essayed to wipe off the blood on his clothes, and with frenzied cries of “Lord have mercy upon me, Lord have mercy upon us,” fell half swooning across a seat. Strong cordials were administered, and in time he regained his sullen composure.


  A strange scene to ponder over, but how terrible to witness! Think of it! The lonely church on the Lammermoors, the dead vast and middle of the dreary night (Nov. 30, 1687), the murdered man, and the parricide’s confession (it is so set forth in the ditty) wrung from him (as all believed) by the direct interposition of Providence. What fiction ever equalled this gruesome horror? Even his mother, who had sided with him against the father, scarce professed to believe his innocence. “What if they should put her bairn in prison?” she wailed. “Her bairn” was soon hard and fast in the gloomy old Tolbooth of Edinburgh, to which, as the Heart of Midlothian, Scott’s novel was in future days to give a world-wide fame. The trial came on next February 6. In Scotland there is no inquest or public magisterial examination to discount the interest of the story, and the crowd 220 that listened in the Parliament House to the evidence already detailed had their bellyful of surprises and horrors. The Crown had still in reserve this testimony, sensational and deadly. The prosecution proposed to call James Thomson, a boy of thirteen, and Anna Mark, a girl of ten. Their tender years were objected. My lords, declining to receive them as witnesses, oddly enough consented, at the request of the jury, to take their declaration. The boy told how Philip came to his father’s house on the night of the murder. The lad was hurried off to bed, but listened whilst the panel, Janet Johnstoun, already mentioned, and his father and mother softly whispered together for a long time, until Philip’s rage got the better of his discretion, and he loudly cursed his father and threatened his life. Next, Philip and Janet left the house, and in the dead of night his father and mother followed. After two hours they crept back again; and the boy, supposed to be sleeping, heard them whisper to each other the story of the murder, how Philip guarded the chamber door “with a drawn sword and a bendit pistol,” how it was strange a man should die so soon, how they carried the body to the water and threw it in, and how his mother ever since was afraid to stay alone in the house after nightfall. The evidence of Anna Mark was as to certain criminating words used by her mother, Janet Johnstoun.


  Up to this time the panel had been defended by four eminent advocates mercifully appointed thereto by the Privy Council; there had been the usual Allegations, Replyes, and Duplies, with frequent citations from Mattheus, Carpzovius, Muscard, and the other fossils, as to the matters contained in the “ditty,” and they had strenuously fought for him till now, but after the statement of the children they retired. Then Sir George Mackenzie rose to reply for the Crown. Famous in his own day, his name is not yet forgotten. He was “the bluidy advocate Mackenzie” of 221 Covenanting legend and tradition, one of the figures in Wandering Willie’s tale in Red Gauntlet (“who for his worldly wit and wisdom had been to the rest as a god”). He had been Lord Advocate already, and was presently to be Lord Advocate again. Nominally but second counsel he seems to have conducted the whole prosecution. He had a strong case, and he made the most of it. Passionate invective and prejudicial matter were mixed with legal argument. Cultured politician and jurist as he was, he dwelt with terrible emphasis on the scene in Morham Church. “God Almighty himself was pleased to bear a share in the testimonies which we produce,” nor was the children’s testimony forgotten. “I need not fortifie so pregnant a probation.” No! yet he omitted not to protest for “an Assize of Error against the inquest in the case they should assoilzie the pannal”—a plain intimation to the jury that if they found Philip Standsfield “not guilty” they were liable to be prosecuted for an unjust verdict. But how to doubt after such evidence? The jury found the panel guilty, and my lords pronounced a sentence of picturesque barbarity. Standsfield was to be hanged at the Mercat Cross of Edinburgh, his tongue cut out and burned upon the scaffold, his right hand fixed above the east port of Haddington, and his dead body hung in chains upon the Gallow Lee betwixt Leith and Edinburgh, his name disgraced for ever, and all his property forfeited to the Crown. According to the old Scots custom the sentence was given “by the mouth of John Leslie, dempster of court”—an office held along with that of hangman. “Which is pronounced for doom” was the formula wherewith he concluded. On February 15 Standsfield went to his death “in manner alone prescribed.”


  The second case, not so romantic albeit a love-story is woven through its tangled threads, is that of Mary Blandy, spinster, 222 tried at Oxford in 1752, before two of the Barons of the Exchequer, for the murder of her father, Francis Blandy, attorney, and town-clerk of Henley-on-Thames. Prosecuting counsel described her as “genteel, agreeable, sprightly, sensible.” She was an only child. Her sire being well off, she seemed an eligible match. Some years before the murder, the villain of the piece, William Henry Cranstoun, a younger son of the Scots Lord Cranstoun and an officer recruiting at Henley for the army, comes on the scene. Contemporary gossip paints him the blackest colour. “His shape no ways genteel, his legs clumsy, he has nothing in the least elegant in his manner.” He was remarkable for his dulness; he was dissipated and poverty-stricken. More fatal than all, he had a wife and child in Scotland though he brazenly professed the marriage invalid spite the judgment of the Scots courts in its favour. Our respectable attorney, upon discovering these facts, gave the Captain, as he was called, the cold shoulder. The prospect of a match with a lord’s son was too much for Miss Blandy, now over thirty, and she was ready to believe any ridiculous yarn he spun about his northern entanglements. Fired by an exaggerated idea of old Blandy’s riches, he planned his death and found in the daughter an agent, and, as the prosecution averred, an accomplice.


  The way was prepared by a cunning use of popular superstitions. Mysterious sounds of music were heard about; at least, Cranstoun said so; indeed, it was afterwards alleged he “hired a band to play under the windows.” If any one asked, “What then?” he whispered “that a wise woman, one Mrs. Morgan, in Scotland,” had assured him that such was a sign of death to the head of the house within twelve months. The Captain further alleged that he held the gift of second sight and had seen the worthy attorney’s ghost; all which, being carefully reported to the servants by Miss Blandy, 223 raised a pleasing horror in the kitchen. Cranstoun, from necessity or prudence, left Henley before the diabolical work began in earnest, but he supplied Mary with arsenic in powder, which she administered to her father for many months. The doses were so immoderate that the unfortunate man’s teeth dropped whole from their sockets, whereat the undutiful daughter “damn’d him for a toothless old rogue and wished him at hell.” Cranstoun, under the guise of a present of Scotch pebbles, sent her some more arsenic, nominally to rub them with. In the accompanying letter, July 18, 1751, he glowingly touched on the beauties of Scotland as an inducement to her, it was supposed, to make haste. Rather zealous than discreet, she near poisoned Anne Emmett, the charwoman, by misadventure, but brought her round again with great quantities of sack whey and thin mutton broth, sovereign remedies against arsenic. Her father gradually became desperately ill. Susannah Gunnell, maidservant, perceiving a white powder at the bottom of a dish she was cleaning, had it preserved. It proved to be arsenic, and was produced at the trial. Susannah actually told Mr. Blandy he was being poisoned; but he only remarked, “Poor lovesick girl! what will not a woman do for the man she loves?” Both master and maid fixed the chief, perhaps the whole, guilt on Cranstoun, the father confining himself to dropping some strong hints to his daughter, which made her throw Cranstoun’s letters and the remainder of the poison on the fire, wherefrom the poison was in secret rescued and preserved by the servants.


  Mr. Blandy was now hopelessly ill, and though experienced doctors were at length called in, he expired on Wednesday, August 14, 1751. The sordid tragedy gets its most pathetic and highest touch from the attempts made by the dying man to shield his daughter, and to hinder her from incriminating admissions 224 which under excitement and (one hopes) remorse she began to make. And in his last hours he spoke to her words of pardon and solace. That night and again on Thursday morning the daughter made some distracted efforts to escape. “I ran out of the house and over the bridge and had nothing on but a half-sack and petticoat without a hoop—my petticoats hanging about me.” But now all Henley was crowded round the dwelling to watch the development of events. The mob pressed after the distracted girl, who took refuge at the sign of the Angel, a small inn just across the bridge. “They were going to open her father,” she said, and “she could not bear the house.” She was taken home and presently committed to Oxford gaol to await her trial. Here she was visited by the High Sheriff, who “told me by order of the higher powers he must put an iron on me. I submitted as I always do to the higher powers” (she had little choice). Spite her terrible position and those indignities, she behaved with calmness and courage. The trial, which lasted twelve hours, took place on February 29, 1752, in the Divinity School of the University. The prisoner was “sedate and composed without levity or dejection.” Accused of felony she had properly counsel only for points of law, but at her request they were allowed to examine and cross-examine the witnesses. Herself spoke the defence, possibly prepared by her advisers, for though the style be artless, the reasoning is exceeding ingenious. She admitted she was passionate, and thus accounted for some hasty expressions; the malevolence of servants had exaggerated these. Betty Binfield, one of the maids, was credibly reported to have said of her, “she should be glad to see the black bitch go up the ladder to be hanged.” But the powder? Impossible to deny she had administered that. “I gave it to procure his love.” Cranstoun, she affirmed, had sent it from Scotland, assuring her that it would 225 so work, and Scotland, one notes, seemed to everybody “the shores of old romance,” the home of magic incantations and mysterious charms. It was powerfully objected that Francis Blandy had never failed in love to his daughter, but she replied that the drug was given to reconcile her father to Cranstoun. She granted he meant to kill the old man in hopes to get his money, and she was the agent, but (she asserted) the innocent agent of his wicked purpose. This theory, though the best available, was beset with difficulties. She had made many incriminating statements, there was the long time over which the doses had been spread, there was her knowledge of its effects on Anne Emmett the charwoman, there was the destruction of Cranstoun’s letters, the production of which would have conclusively shown the exact measure in which guilty knowledge was shared. Finally, there was the attempt to destroy the powder. Bathurst, leading counsel for the Crown, delivered two highly rhetorical speeches, “drawing floods of tears from the most learned audience that perhaps ever attended an English Provincial Tribunal.” The jury, after some five minutes’ consultation in the box, returned a verdict of “guilty,” which the prisoner received with perfect composure. All she asked was a little time “till I can settle my affairs and make my peace with God,” and this was readily granted. She was left in prison five weeks. The case continued to excite enormous interest, increased by an account which she issued from prison of her father’s death and her relations with Cranstoun. She was constant in her professions of innocence, “nor did anything during the whole course of her confinement so extremely shock her as the charge of infidelity which some uncharitable persons a little before her death brought against her.”


  Some were convinced and denied her guilt, “as if,” said Horace Walpole, “a woman who would not stick at parricide would 226 scruple a lie.” Others said she had hopes of pardon “from the Honour she had formerly had of dancing for several nights with the late P——e of W——s, and being personally known to the most sweet-tempered P—ess in the world.” The press swarmed with pamphlets. The Cranstoun correspondence, alleged not destroyed, was published—a very palpable Grub Street forgery!—and a tragedy, The Fair Parricide, dismal in every sense, was inflicted on the world. The last scene of all was on April 6, 1752. “Miss Blandy suffered in a black bombazine short sack and petticoat with a clean white handkerchief drawn over her face. Her hands were tied together with a strong black ribband, and her feet at her own request almost touched the ground.” (“Gentlemen, don’t hang me high, for the sake of decency,” an illustration of British prudery which has escaped the notice of French critics.) She mounted the ladder with some hesitation. “I am afraid I shall fall.” For the last time she declared her innocence, and soon all was over. “The number of people attending her execution was computed at about 5000, many of whom, and particularly several gentlemen of the university, were observed to shed tears” (tender-hearted “gentlemen of the university!”). “In about half an hour the body was cut down and carried through the crowd upon the shoulders of a man with her legs exposed very indecently.” Late the same night she was laid beside her father and mother in Henley Church.


  Cranstoun fled from justice and was outlawed. In December that same year he died in Flanders.


  ·  ·


  227 Four Pictures


  By E. J. Sullivan


  I. Helen


  II. The Sorceress


  III. The Couch


  IV. The Mirror
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  237 Kit: an American Boy


  By Jennie A. Eustace


  I


  His sponsors had called him Christopher Bainbridge Bryce. The boy would have preferred something shorter and simpler, perhaps even “a rusty name unwashed by baptism” so that it had been just a good, comfortable mouthful for the other boys to designate him by.


  It is not surprising therefore, that at an early age various curtailments were adopted; Kit, and Chris, and Crit; and some boys had fallen into the way, at one time, of calling him Stub. But his mother, resenting this on the ground that perhaps it had been suggested by the fact of his being such a little lad, and having such short, sturdy, round little legs, remonstrated with him on the subject to such effect that Stub enjoyed but a short-lived popularity.


  “I don’t want any one to call me Stub again. My name is Kit.” Being the respected leader of the majority of his fellows in spite of short legs, small bones, and few years—he was only twelve—that settled it. Kit he was to every one from that day.


  With one exception.


  Brawn and muscle yield unwillingly to diminutive superiority. 238 Goliath’s cry, “Give me a Man, that we may fight together,” was uttered in contempt of David’s size. But in the days of the Philistines, no less than now, a very small hand, directed by an accurate eye and a powerful conviction, was found quite large enough to inject a fatal significance into so simple a weapon as a slung-shot.


  Neil Morgan was only one year older than Kit, but he was several years larger and heavier, and he scoffed at Kit’s peaceful rule of his followers. He himself went in for tearing off his coat at the slightest provocation, and, in the parlance of the boys, “squaring up,” calling out as he did so:


  “Come on! If any one wants to fight, let him come on!”


  His combative fists had long burned to belabour Kit’s calm, well-tempered anatomy, and Kit’s attitude towards the use of his sobriquet furnished the opportunity. He publicly announced that Stub was in every way a suitable name for such a stub of a boy, and declared his intention of distinguishing him by it whenever he saw fit.


  This coming to Kit’s knowledge, he resolved upon Morgan’s early downfall.


  “Of course she will feel sore about it,” he reflected, “but that fellow must be settled.”


  Kit, like other leaders the world over, through all the ages, exercised his generalship, as he did all else, with the consideration of one fair goddess ever in his mind. He called his goddess Judy. Church records witnessed that she had been baptized Helen Judith, but Judy fell in with his theory regarding easy, comfortable names.


  Judy was the passion of Kit’s life, the lode-star of his existence. He knew no childish ambition whose realisation was not to benefit 239 her; he indulged no roseate dreams in whose radiance she did not shine pre-eminent. Every boyish triumph was incomplete until her approval crowned it, and her rebuke could rob the proudest victory of its glory.


  No boy ever lived who despised effeminate qualities in his sex more than Kit did, but whenever the service of Judy required it he could perform the offices of a maid with incredible delicacy.


  He knew a dozen little secrets of her toilet, and took pleasure in seeing that she always performed them to the enhancement of her beauty and her comfort.


  He had acquired the knack of arranging her veil to please her. He studied the weather to know what wraps she required. He buttoned her boots. If her head ached and she was tired, he brushed her hair with a soothing hand. And he took the fondest pride in carefully opening the fingers of her new gloves by gently blowing his warm breath into them before she put them on. This last was a special invention of his own which had found much favour in her eyes. He made her the trusted confidante of every secret of his heart, and her judgment on all subjects was as an oracle to him.


  And Judy, on her part, paid back this wealth of homage and devotion in equal measure and greater; for Judy was Kit’s fair young mother, and Kit was Judy’s all.


  Any serious difference of opinion between them was extremely rare, and when—as in the case of Morgan—the possibility of one arose, Kit knew no peace until, to quote himself, he had “had it out” with her.


  “It will have to come to it,” he announced to her one day.


  “What is it this time, Comfort?” Whenever Kit appeared particularly troubled Judy called him Comfort. She knew that it 240 flattered the proudest boast of his little life, and was a bit of strategy which never failed to reassure him.


  “Morgan; he insists on ‘Stub,’ and wants a fight.”


  He sat down on the side of her chair, coiled his arm about her neck, and with his round, red cheek resting comfortably against her shoulder, described the situation. Judy acknowledged a thrill of sympathy at the condition of affairs, and agreed to enter no protest against their better adjustment.


  His mind at ease respecting her attitude in the matter, his next move was to cultivate the society of a half-dozen doubtful spirits, respected only for their skill in sundry tricks of boyish warfare. With these he held frequent council in the roomy loft of the barn, greatly to the alarm and annoyance of Annie, the beautiful chestnut mare, in the stable below, who was Kit’s particular pride and special property. He had no foolish confidence in his own prowess as opposed to that of the young giant he proposed to lay low, and the purpose of this first step in his plan of action was to make himself master of the honourable science of wrestling—that potent art in serving the ends of agility against amplitude. Becoming familiar, however, with the startling efficacy of certain not altogether legitimate manœuvres of which his youthful instructors were the proud exponents, he found himself possessed at moments of a moral fear lest he should be tempted to resort to similar irregularities with Morgan in case honest means should get the worst of it.


  And when, during one unusually exciting session, little Ted Wilson, overhearing an uncomplimentary allusion to himself, suddenly brought his detractors sprawling to earth by a sly play of the tip of his boot, Kit could not control his enthusiasm, but threw up his hat and gave utterance to the most emphatic expression of approval in his vocabulary:


  241 “By Jove! But that is ripping!”


  Annie was not the only member of the family who was puzzled and distressed by Kit’s mysterious devotion to the barn loft. Judy had found it impossible to look with full favour upon his, to her, unaccountable devotion to his present associates. It had never been her plan to insist upon any confidence from him until he chose to give it. But for the first time this negative mode of procedure seemed about to fail.


  And so, on the morning of a certain May day, observing his impatience to bolt his breakfast and be off to the barn for an interval before school, she determined to follow and to learn as much as she might without positive eavesdropping. When she entered the barn she heard no sound but Annie’s familiar whinney. Above in the loft everything seemed quiet. She began to wonder if Kit could be alone, when a heavy sound like the quick falling of an inert body reached her. Kit, mastering a difficult turn, had thrown little Wilson forcibly to the floor. This was followed by shrill yells of approval, and Judy found herself hearing fragments of speech never intended for delicate ears, and of such a nature that for an instant she stood transfixed with angry indignation. Then, without pausing to consider any result but the desirable one of being rid of the young barbarians overhead, she went swiftly to the foot of the stairs, where, in sterner tones than he had ever heard from her, she called him:


  “Kit!”


  There was no mistaking the meaning in that call. To every boy who had been guilty of an oath or any other contraband expression it meant that she had heard him, and that in her judgment Kit was responsible.


  And Kit himself was so bewildered with the surprise of her being there, that for one swift moment he felt almost like a culprit. 242 This state was followed quickly, however, by a series of reflections which left him ill-natured and sullen, and for the first time in his life, disappointed in her.


  “She didn’t trust me. She sneaked!”


  That was his mental summary, and to do him justice it had some show of truth. He stood stubbornly at the head of the stairs waiting for her to call again.


  “Kit!”


  “Well?”


  “I want you.”


  He walked slowly down, followed by his abashed coadjutors, who lost no time in making their escape. Judy in the meantime had walked over to the stall, where she stood quietly stroking Annie’s soft nose. Kit remained by the door watching her, his hands thrust doggedly into his pockets, his hat on the back of his head, and a look of unmistakable mutiny in his eyes. Judy felt that her task was both delicate and difficult.


  “I am disappointed, Kit! That language, those boys! What can you see in them?”


  He had never known her to manifest so much displeasure at anything before.


  “I cannot understand it, Comfort.”


  A lump came into his throat at the name, but the sense of his disappointment in her still mastered him and kept him silent. At this point the school bell rang. The situation was becoming extreme.


  His mother realised it, and waited—devoting herself to Annie, talking softly to her and calling her by the pet names which Kit had invented for her from time to time. But all to no purpose, for when she looked toward the door again he was gone. She could see him disappearing in the direction of the school, his 243 hands still in his pockets, but his hat now was drawn low over his eyes.


  “Poor little man!” she sighed. She knew there were tears under the brim.


  The mid-day recess did not improve matters. Kit continued to maintain his sullen silence, and this time Judy did not attempt to break it. He found her busy finishing a flannel blouse which she had made for him to wear in some athletic sports that were to take place on the next day. They had modelled this garment between them, and the sight of her thus employed brought up the troublesome lump to his throat again. He made no overture to a peace, however, but finished his meal and hurried back to his lessons. Judy followed him to the door, and watched the little figure out of sight. When he reached the corner whose turning shut him from her view, he looked back and saw her standing there.


  “Oh, Judy, Judy!” It was a genuine sob that burst from him as he hastened on.


  “Dear, dear little Judy! But she finished the blouse just the same.”


  Altogether it was proving the most miserable day of Kit’s young existence, and he could never look back upon it without a certain degree of suffering.


  When school was dismissed, he set out for the athletic grounds with several companions for an hour’s final practice against to-morrow’s contests. Within hearing distance behind him were Morgan and his cohorts, bound for the same destination and with the same object in view. Kit was bent on excelling to-morrow—partly, to be sure, to outdo the other boys, but more than all just now to make Judy proud of him again. She would be there to see him, seated in the comfortable little phaeton behind Annie. 244 Indeed, what event had ever taken place in his little life at which she had not been present—and, for the matter of that, Annie, too, provided it had been any function at which a self-respecting horse could appear? After practice he would go home to her and straighten out the wretched affair of the morning, and to-morrow with everything between them smooth and right once more, why—A glad little sigh at the happy prospect was escaping him, when his ears caught an expression from the crowd in the rear that sent the angry blood into his cheeks. He felt his fingers suddenly tingle with a desire to clutch something, and even his sturdy little legs began to tremble with excitement.


  Could it be that on this of all days he was to settle scores with the enemy? It flashed upon him that no day could be fitter. His quarrel with Judy, her distress, his own miserable heart-ache—nothing could suit him better than to avenge these, and to accomplish Morgan’s downfall in the same hour.


  It is in the young male blood to scent battle and to gloat over it; and a significant silence had fallen upon both groups of boys. Kit himself strode on, waiting for the repetition of the attack which he felt would soon come.


  “His—mother’s—little—Stub!” He heard it drawled forth a second time. The words were Morgan’s, and there was a challenge in them. Quicker than it takes to tell it, Kit turned and faced the foe.


  “Come on!” It was Morgan who spoke again, but the words were no more than uttered, when, with the rapidity of lightning, out shot a determined little fist in a left lead-off for Morgan’s head, instantly followed up by a cut from an equally determined little right. And then, faster and faster, and more and more determined with each succeeding play, now here, now there, first for Judy and then for himself, his blows fell like hail 245 on face, on head, on ribs; and Kit seemed transformed into a living incarnation of physical dynamics. In vain did Morgan try to recover himself. Kit realised that it was the opportunity of his fighting career, and at the first return blow he proceeded to put into practice those arts which he had learned from his now deposed trainers. The hold, the heave, the click—it is not to be supposed that he knew them by these technical terms, but he executed them all with an effectiveness that was maddening and bewildering. Morgan would have been glad to cry quits, but nothing would satisfy Kit now but to see him literally in the dust; and watching his chance he suddenly sprang upon the other’s bulky frame, locking himself firmly about his waist by the knees, and with a quick downward and backward movement of his hands and arms, he pulled Morgan’s legs from under him and sent him to the ground an inert mass, himself falling with him and literally pinning the young blusterer to earth.


  For a few quiet seconds the two combatants eyed each other curiously; Morgan, still dazed from the concussion of the fall, stared at Kit in a half appealing way, while Kit, burning with excitement and conscious of victory, returned the look with one of calm disdain.


  “What is my name now?”


  “K—K—Kit!”


  Then he calmly rose—and went home and made his peace with Judy.


  II


  Need it be told that Kit was a victor in the next day’s sports?


  When a boy has thrashed his enemy and become good friends with his mother, who and what can beat him?


  246 But his victory was not an altogether easy one, nor was it an assured one until the very finish. Four lads besides himself—each a winner in at least one previous contest of the afternoon—were pitted against each other for the final affair of the day, a mile walk.


  The four were all taller than Kit, with longer legs and capable of greater stride. But he was known among the boys as a stayer. Moreover he possessed the faculty of keeping his wits about him notwithstanding much weariness of the flesh. Frequent practice had made him familiar with every foot of the track. He knew at what turns it declined and where it ascended, and just where over-tired feet would be apt to trip and fall.


  The five boys had circled the half-mile course once, and as they passed the judge’s stand each one was holding his own. Kit, Neil Morgan, and little Wilson were ahead and abreast, the other two slightly behind. In this order they continued for the next three hundred yards. Then Morgan pushed ahead, lengthening his stride and quickening his pace until he opened an awkward gap between himself and the others. Kit felt keenly the disadvantage of his short legs, but no effort he might make could disarrange geometrical certainties. The base of a triangle could not be made to measure more than the united length of its two other sides. He kept pluckily on, however, side by side with Wilson, neither gaining nor losing until they both reached a point on the track directly across from the grand stand, where for a distance of fifty feet a thicket of willows shut off their small figures from the judge’s eyes. When they emerged from behind this screen, Wilson was seen not only in advance of Kit, but leading Morgan also by several feet.


  Knowing his opportunity, he had taken advantage of it, and as soon as they were well within the shade of the trees he had broken 247 into a quick run for a space of twenty feet and more. Kit, not altogether surprised by this manœuvre—memories of the barn-loft were still with him—was unmoved by it save for an ominous tightening of the lips and a deepening of the red in his cheeks. But poor Morgan, certain of victory, and over-elated by the safe lead he had honestly won, was so confounded by the vision of Wilson passing him that tears of disappointment blinded him, and he ambled from side to side of the track, thus permitting Kit, doggedly plodding on in a straight line, soon to overtake and pass him.


  The fourth and fifth boys having fallen behind, the race now lay between Wilson and Kit. The former, jubilant over the advantage he had unlawfully gained, was swinging along with an air of great confidence, his head well up in the air and his eyes straight ahead. The crowd in the grand stand had already awarded the race to him, Kit’s followers no less than the others. Judy, sitting behind Annie over among the carriages at the right of the stand, felt her heart beat a little faster than usual at the prospect of Kit’s defeat, but not all her fond ambition could shorten that dangerous lead.


  Kit alone had not given up. He kept resolutely on, his eyes fixed on Wilson, and every muscle strained to its utmost. He knew that thirty feet this side of the wire there was a treacherous dip in the track. Twice in practice he had encountered it, and in emerging from it the unexpected rise under his feet had thrown him to the ground. Did Wilson know of it too?


  Kit based his one final hope on the answer to this query.


  And now the forward boy was directly in the line of the pitfall; nearer and nearer, and still he had given no sign of attempting to avoid it. Kit’s anxiety was becoming painful. And now Wilson was within half a dozen paces of the spot. Would he go straight 248 into it? Would he swerve to the right—to the left! But even as Kit calculated the chances, the other had reached it. He tripped, he stumbled, he recovered himself. He tripped again, again he stumbled, and with an angry oath which reached Kit’s ears and recalled with comical force Judy’s shock of yesterday, he fell his full length on the track. By the time he had well regained his footing, Kit had passed him and was under the wire.


  Half an hour later Annie was speeding Judy and Kit up the avenue toward home at a rollicking pace. No one knew better than Annie that Kit had won. Indeed, had he not told her so himself as he rubbed his cheek against her nose before climbing in beside Judy?


  “Did you see me get there, old girl?” And she had replied with a happy and intelligent neigh that she had seen him get there, and was proud of him.


  III


  The world was not quite right with Annie. Down in the large pleasant pasture field she spent much of her time in sad rumination. She had little else to do these days and might be seen standing for hours at a time with her chin resting lazily on the gate, which shut her in from the highway stretching along by the river. Sometimes Judy stood there too, looking out on the road, with her arm about Annie’s neck.


  But even Judy’s arm could not console her. Perhaps it only served to remind her more forcibly of how sadly she missed from her neck another arm, a smaller one, and two dear little stirruped feet from her sides, and a dear little figure from her back. What a time it seemed since she had felt them. How she longed for a race down the road with that light buoyant weight on her back. 249 She was becoming a veritable sluggard. Were her days of usefulness and activity over? Should he never need her again?


  At this point in her daily musing there usually came in sight at the bend of the road the cause of all her dolour. At first it looked each time to Annie like an immense ball rolling very fast. But as it approached it invariably resolved itself into that well-loved and sadly missed little figure mounted on what she felt convinced were two of the phaeton wheels, and working the dear little legs up and down with the vigour and precision of a trip-hammer.


  When it came quite in front of them Judy would laugh and clap her hands and cry, “Bravo, bravo,” as it sped by. And then Annie, recognising an obligation, would try to toss up her head with her old spirit and to follow with a glad neigh. But the stupidest horse in the world could have seen that she made a miserable failure of it, for there was no gladness in it—more of a sob, if a horse knows anything about a sob.


  To come to the point, Kit had surrendered to a bicycle.


  Morning, noon, and night, for the past two months, it had absorbed every spare hour. There had been a rather difficult argument with Judy at the first, but having once yielded, she became as enthusiastic a partisan as Kit himself. It was a distinguishing trait in her that she entered into every experience of his with as much active interest as though the experience were her own. She speedily made herself an authority, therefore, on gearing, and adjustment, and saddles, and pedals, and all the rest, that he might enjoy an advantage at every point. She took the keenest pride in his riding. It was not enough that he could make the best time and the longest distance; he must be the best to look upon as well. And so she devised the trimmest of costumes and the neatest of caps. And he must sit correctly and he must pedal properly, until, taking it all in all, Kit’s bicycle 250 period developed into the most engrossing one yet known to either himself or to Judy.


  And in the meantime Annie continued sad and neglected. Joe, the stable-boy, noticing her moping condition, said one day to Kit:


  “’Pears like she don’t feel first rate.”


  Then Kit went into the stall where Joe was grooming her and rubbed her nose and talked to her.


  “You are getting proud, old girl, and lazy. That is all that ails you. That ‘bike’ is the greatest friend you ever had. You can take it easy now for the rest of your natural life—a nice comfortable pasture, plenty to eat, and nothing to do. Oh, you lucky old lady! Give her a bran-mash, Joe; that will put her all right.” And he was gone.


  Annie’s soft brown eyes followed Kit’s figure up the lane with an appealing look. A bran-mash? What was a bran-mash to a faithful old friend, whose only illness was a longing for the baby boy who eight years before had first been put astride her back and who every day since, until these last miserable weeks, had fondled her and ridden her and driven her?


  How should she ever make him understand?


  Was a mere machine to supplant a lifetime’s devotion?


  Her friend, indeed! She would not have answered for that friend’s safety had it been just then within reach of two well-shod hoofs. Nothing to do for the rest of her natural life! There was the rub. She had always been such a necessary member of the family—so willing, so proud of her usefulness! And now, in the very hey-day of her powers, to be cast aside! Had she failed to carry him fast enough? She would challenge any wheel made to beat her. Had she ever rebelled at distance or time? Never! And yet—and yet—— No more mad rides down the river bank! 251 No more racing! No more wild charges home from the park, passing everything on the road, with Judy and Kit sitting proudly behind her! No more all-day rambles through woods and along the lake! No more of anything that was!


  Annie’s heart was as heavy as a horse’s heart could well be; heavy, and a little indignant as well. Accordingly, when Joe, following instructions, placed the bran-mash in the measure before her, she tipped it over with a viciousness never before seen in her and resolutely refused to take it.


  But that was her one and only offence. From that day she bore ills with the dignity of a dethroned monarch; and if Kit’s neglect wounded her, she only betrayed it by an added gentleness to him on those now rare occasions when he remembered her.


  And so the bright summer slipped away, and October with its mellow fulness was at hand.


  Judy, always more or less influenced by that subtle melancholy of the autumn, was this year particularly affected by it. It was a singular trait of Kit’s almost passionate affection for her, that whenever she was ill he bore himself toward her with something almost approaching harshness. It seemed to be his only method of pulling himself together against a nameless horror which any lack of her accustomed force always suggested to him. He could not look back to the time when that horror had not played a part in his thought of her. On that never-to-be-forgotten first day of his school-life, when his little feet had raced home to her and she had caught him to her heart after their first few hours’ separation, his first cry had been:


  “Oh, Judy, Judy! I was afraid I might not find you here!”


  And that had been the unspoken fear of all his home-comings ever since. Afraid he might not find her! And this fear had 252 grown and grown, and made riot in his imagination until every tiny ill to which she became subject developed into a possible monster of evil. One day a spark from the grate had caught in her dress and burned it. When he came from his lessons she laughingly told him of it, and for days after he had been almost afraid to go into that same room to look for her, lest he should find that a second spark had accomplished more ghastly results. Again, an irritation in her throat had produced a violent fit of coughing, and he had seen a speck of blood upon her handkerchief. Thereupon the horror took a new form, and for weeks he endured the agony of a new suspense. His bedroom was just across the passage from hers, and she, dreaming one night, had called out in her sleep. Wakened by her voice, he had rushed to her, only to find her lying white and peaceful. But the sight had so suggested that other “dreamless sleep,” that, awe-stricken, he had fled back to his own room, where he had locked himself in and sobbed the night away. And after this for many weeks, in spite of her entreaties, he closed his door at night and refused her the solace of calling across to him, as was her wont, until she fell asleep—for Judy disliked solitude and the dark. But his moist pillow had the same story to tell every morning.


  And Judy never knew.


  It was his one secret from her. He found it easier to be misunderstood, than to put the horror in words, and chose rather to appear hard and sullen to her than to yield to it in her presence.


  So it happened that on a particular day of this particular October, coming into her room and finding her lying on her bed, pale and weak, his heart suddenly leaped to his thoat in an agony of suffering, but he only said:


  “I cannot think why you lie about such a fine day, Judy. You would be much better out of doors.”


  253 And Judy answering that she felt a bit tired and ill, he abruptly left her—but only to linger outside her door heart-broken, hollow-eyed, and afraid. Later, when the doctor came, he comforted Kit and smiled at his anxious questions. His mother was sure to be all right in the morning. But Kit, with the keen prescience of intense affection, realised that she was as she had never been before. When night came, he stole quietly in to her and put his cheek against hers, but he could not trust himself to speak. Then he crept back to his own room, where he threw himself upon the bed, fully dressed, to wait for the morning. Before many hours had passed, however, a cry of pain aroused him:


  “Kit! Kit!” He was at her side in a bound. “The doctor, Kit! I cannot breathe.”


  In looking back at it afterwards he never could remember how he found his cap or how he got out of doors. His first distinct consciousness was when he found himself on the road in front of the house mounted on his bicycle and starting on what seemed to him a race against time for Judy’s life. What words can describe the tension of his feelings? All the accumulated suffering of that awful fear was at work within him. How he flew! What time he made from the start! Old Doctor Morton lived four miles down the river—but before he could strike the river road he must go a mile in the opposite direction, and then half as far again to the right. That mile and a half seemed a mile and a half of treason to Judy. But on, on, on—even while he was deploring it, he had accomplished it. And now he had turned into the smooth highway, running along by the river bank, and following Annie’s pasture for a quarter of a mile. Little thought of Annie, however, was in his mind to-night—little thought of anything but Judy and speed. The road, the trees, the moon, 254 the fences, even the blades of grass, seemed all to whisper her name—Judy—Judy!


  He remembered with a peculiar sense of thankfulness that he had spent an hour that very day in putting his wheel in condition. He had cleaned it, and oiled it, and pumped it, and every screw had been made tight and fast. And now, with head well forward and feet firmly working, he braced himself for his quick and noiseless flight. Almost unconsciously to himself he began to calculate the time he was making—how long it would take to reach the doctor, the delay there, the return. An hour should accomplish it all and find him back with her again. What gratitude he felt for this sure, silent steed he was riding! No loss of time in saddling and bridling! A horse was all very good when one had time, but not even Annie with all her speed could equal this quiet, swift carrier that had supplanted her. A sense of exultation mingled with his anxiety for Judy, as he realised how quickly he could bring aid to her. His hand resting easily on the bars, his body inclining farther and farther forward, his speed increased at every revolution. It seemed to him that wings could not have borne him faster. A mile! Another quarter! He knew every inch of the way. Another half! Here was Annie’s pasture! How he was going it! How Annie would prick up her ears if she could see his pace! And then—snap! A sound like the report of a pistol and Kit’s steed had failed him. Too tightly pumped for his mad haste, a tire had exploded. He was on his feet in a flash and studying the situation. He looked at the flattened, useless wheel—he thought of Judy’s plight, and for one weak moment all his strength forsook him. Down on his face he threw himself in an abandonment of suffering, and in one long, loud sob cried out his anguish:


  “Oh, Judy! Poor, poor little Judy!”


  255 But hark! His sob was not fully spent, when he lifted his head with a throb of returning hope. Could he believe his ears? Whose friendly voice had he heard ring out on the night in answer to his cry? With a shout he sprang to his feet, and called aloud. Again that welcome response, followed now by the sound of hurrying steps he knew so well.


  “It is! It is! Annie, Annie, Annie!” He had not been deceived. He was over the fence like a ball, and down at the gate as fast as his feet could carry him, calling in half-sobs as he ran:


  “Annie, Annie, old girl! Hurry! Hurry! It’s for Judy, Annie—it’s for Judy!” And in shorter time than pen can write it, he was on her bare back and away.


  What need to explain?


  Annie, nibbling the night away under the moon, in the pasture, had been startled from her pensive meditation by that heart-breaking cry of her young master. Catching its note of despair, like the loyal servant that she was, she had lifted her voice in loud, quick, sympathetic response.


  A neighbour was heard to say, the following day: “That mare of Bryce’s whinnied like she wanted to wake up the whole town last night.”


  As to Annie herself, she could not guess what catastrophe had brought Kit to her in such distress at this hour of the night, but she felt intuitively that the vindication of the entire equine race might depend upon her speed. With his hands gripped firmly on her neck, and his knees pressed well into her sides, Kit held his breath at the pace she set. On, on like the wind! And the clatter of her hoofs played good part too, for, long before the house was reached, their sound had struck Doctor Morton’s keen ears like a call to duty, and brought him to the door before Kit had turned into the yard.


  256 “She is worse, doctor. You are to come—come at once!”


  Then they raced back, and the old doctor mounted on his tall, raw-boned gray, came in no mean second.


  When the morning broke it found Judy better. Relief had come to her at a critical moment, and an awkward crisis was safely passed.


  A week later, almost herself again, she and Kit stood by the drive, while Joe led out Annie, harnessed to the little phæton.


  “She is a proud steppin’ beast, Master Kit—and no mistake—and have more spirit than a two-year-old.”


  “Yes, Joe; you are right.”


  When Judy was comfortably seated, and her cushions properly placed, Kit sprang in by her side and took the reins.


  “What have you done about that tire, Joe?”


  “Mended it, sir.”


  “Well—I am rather off wheeling for the present. The thing is yours, if you like. I shan’t want it again. Here! mind yourself, old girl. What are you up to?”


  But Annie could not help it. With a snort of triumph she dashed down the drive and out into the road, and refused to be reined up until she had gone a mad mile or two.


  Later, Kit explained:


  “A wheel is right enough for sport, Judy, but you can’t count on anything in trouble that doesn’t know how to feel. Annie is good enough for me.”


  ·  ·


  257 Forgetfulness


  By R. V. Risley


  Friend, the years to you have been Autumnal, and when the war-horns of life are filled with dust you will not be frightened at the silence. Do you still feel the want for remembrance, the horror of the future’s indifference? Do the faded figures experience has woven into the tapestry of your days still keep a reality for you that makes you sad to leave them? Do you dread the cold dark and the changelessness of oblivion?


  For some lives the world is a waste of every-days that are all accounted for by mean causes and are useless and without a significant great end. And some lives are for ever haunted by an unattainable triumph that is for ever a little beyond—and beyond. But you have been interested in things as a sad, wise man, and yet have heard no loud ambition calling. A nature that realises sadness is never expressive, and its depths exist in silence and hide away from men. So, your life has been on the defensive, and in your isolation you have been mournfully unprotected against dreams. Your instinct of knowledge allowed you illusive consolations, and loneliness, the loneliness that dwells upon the altitudes, the loneliness of a wise mind, interpreted mankind to you.


  Hope is God’s jest and Memory His curse: but Indifference is 258 His blessing. And you have lived indifferent, but kind from a great pity; and you have not been angry with men.


  Some souls move through the world to soft sounds, but some, more wildly strong, sweep through the years with uproar and endeavour. But the tune of your life has been silence, which is the divinest harmony when understood in love.


  If the unnumberable voices of the world’s years live and echo everlastingly around the globe, I wonder whether they result in a mighty music huge with the accumulated cries of ages. Or do they drown away into the unbroken silence of the distances between the stars? I wonder which is the more awful and pitiful.


  You have gazed from your isolation at the alien years as they trod unevenly past, and have seen how men must turn away from the faces of their old ideals, never looking back, lest former thought-friends become sad, as former world-friends, at re-meeting. Ideals are cruel in that they change, and the reason we pity them is because they cannot help being cruel to us. So, we constantly remove further along the paths of wonder, leaving the old places and levels empty. But time to you does not seem to progress, because you yourself do not change, and the moods of the years do not entice you.


  You have seen how in these days men search for laughter, the slighted jester-angel too wayward for long attendance. Sick of the ache for truth, we turn to amusement to soothe the eternal disappointment. But we must woo laughter, and delicately practise it just enough, and entice it, for the hands of our minds are become awkward with work and their gentle touch is gone. But you have found laughter ready to your call, for your mind has remained sensitive in solitude.


  You have seen how a spirit of discontent drives us, and how 259 weary we are, and you have seen our sorrow in the age’s dissolution, that man can not reverse time’s glass when the sands run out. But you have not found music enough in the world’s applause to care to listen for it, and you are so sad that you have become friendly with fatigue.


  Oh, my friend, is there anything piteous like the piteousness of life, life that stretches its hands to the empty sky and says—“I came from yonder, take me back again”? And old Hope has blind beautiful eyes and smiles, and Sorrow’s eyes are deep with sight, and she is always young.


  Are you so spiritual that you feel the pain of the world’s look? Does it see more than the reflection of itself? The world is a great dreamer though it credits only its exceptions with its dreams.


  Facts and reasons we acquire and leave off again, their use dead. Experience is impersonal, only our applications of it become any kin to us. Time fades out of us the distinctness of old things, merging them in association in his shadow—reason’s right is mixed with living’s wrong, and what has stood large and plain is fore-shortened into dimness in the years; it is events that stretch the spaces in memory. We know only the midway of things and the beginnings and endings are in the dark; for man’s knowledge is a lantern that he himself carries and the light falls round him. All this the world knows is true.


  But when we hear youth calling, and, turning our heads, find that we are old, we take a landscape view of life, and we realise that our light has been the light of dreams, and with the puny lantern of our wisdom we have been groping in an unknown country and have not seen the sun.


  Life tyrannises over us; ambition leads us on for ever after the illusive music of success played by the eternal invisible minstrels. 260 We burden our gods with useless prayers, and God is cruel when only His silence answers; or we pass our lives singing our consciences to sleep with excuses, its lullabies.


  We are founded on dreams and greatly planned, but we are smaller-minded architects than nature, and have built every-day dwellings on the foundations of palaces.


  The grassless path of generations still is resonant with the echo of ringing feet, now resting—the feet of the men whose minds struck a sharp note through the monotony of the years. But I think that beside the great ones there walk silently men as great, men who do not care so much for expression and whose souls sing to themselves alone.


  Silence is master of spirits, but we must speak to him in a tongue of great emotions that we are not often cursed with the memory of. For silence to let loose his legions of thoughts upon us, we must be in the extreme to receive them, else they become silence again. So we rush to sound, and as noise is the standard of our importance, so music is that of our beauty.


  Among men of keen senses the gate of the emotions most easily hinged is the gate of harmonious sound. Their souls are like guitar-boards—responsive innately to the running of the notes overhead. But in some men Nature’s dulling thumb rests upon the high strings of their souls, her slow fingers touching only the bass chords of their heavy reason, drawing flat notes and level.


  Surely our minds have many strings, and the harmony becomes a monotony by the twanging of any one of them. Surely it is the philosophy of the utter philosopher to spoil no harmony, though the vanity we call truth make a truthful discord. For when vanity has laid her painted hand upon our eyes we prate of truths we never saw before.


  But you, my friend, are cursed with too clear sight in men—261the cold sight, not like the tinged vision of the enthusiast. You have not the blessing of credulity, that soothing hand that strokes keen thought to slumber. Surely men whose sharp perception has never been corroded with the rust of reverence see too finely to be ever quite content. And contentment is what we strive for by many strange, sad paths, trod out by the tired feet of former men.


  One man’s self holds many natures, some of them sleeping: perhaps we should be much alike could we ever be quite awake. And to be content is the result alone of that which we never practise nor give care to—our own natures. We live eager after exterior things, and try to yield to what is acquired the place of that which we boast is everlasting and cannot be acquired—our personality. But this unnoticed possession sits on a shadowy throne that cannot be usurped, and our noisy every-days pass over it like foam on deep water.


  Once a story grew into a reality in my mind in the years, the story of an Indian beyond the Father of Waters. He grew mad and followed after the setting sun in its smoky crimson. But the place where it touched the earth receded and for ever receded across the plains, and the shadows grew suddenly out of the nowhere where they wait eternally. The gaunt hunter followed across the rolling lands and over the mountains, till, after many months, the ocean touched his hard feet. The strangers who watched from the shore saw his canoe lessen down the fiery path of the sunset, become small, very tiny, disappear into the sad last light; and the sun went down, and the dusk came, and the night came.


  This is sad to you and me, for there is disappointment in it and ecstasy of too high ideals.


  A boy walks in a cathedral, sacred and silent, in the city of reality. All round him rise the statues of his ideals, memorable 262 and prophetic. Some day he goes out into the city to listen to its voices. And when he tires of the voices and enters again into the quiet cathedral, a very old man, the statues are all fallen down from their pedestals, and he walks among their ruins where he walked many years before.


  Thus we hear the voices of thoughts calling, insistent, incomprehensible. They call to us in appeal, their questioning livens the dark—not only the voices of the shapes that we have passed within the staunch reality of the day, but the voices of the shapes that outnumber these, the shapes of loneliness and disillusion, and the wordless voices of those two are terrible. Our reveries are importuned by the past and the future, by that eternal future that we will not forget, by that eternal past that we cannot forget.


  What else is there worth living or learning or laughing for, but forgetfulness? Expedient forgetfulness! Old successes come to be standards against our failures, old energies against our new fatigues; old happy moods become slight-pained regrets, and age laughs sadly at unwise, dear youth. Men swerved in the all-desire to forget, embrace oblivion, and they are wise. Forgetfulness is a blessing, like the blessing of whole-hearted, unweary laughter to a world-tired man.


  But, my friend, thoughts, too sad thoughts, have dulled the world to the shade of ashes and disappointment, and we are become old too young. There are autumn leaves in the bowls of our spirits, withered flame of bright colour. We have lived too much with books, and books eat out a man’s youth; a spell of other days and other lives winds him in the melodious woof of dreams, and modern thoughts drown and die away in the unnoticed sound of modern years. To such minds the stones that bore the tops of history’s heels are not mere paving-stones, and in all places where 263 men have thought great thoughts invisible cathedrals erect themselves where understanding worships.


  Books pursue us through the long avenues of days that are not our own.


  He bows unalertly, Mephistopheles. He is always tired, and he never quite convinces us, this German allegory of the ancient evil.


  It is our dangerous friend Paul, of the subtle mind in debate, Paul the thistle-down-tongued, who spoke fetters aside.


  It is the gentleman whom we know through the imagination of that Spaniard of whom we know so little. His blade peeps and his stocking is darned with a differing coloured silk. He stands, the wittiest, wisest, realest, maddest of mankind, cursed with a Sancho who has blessed us ever since—he bends and bows grave welcome.


  The brittle laughter or the elastic cares of life find no response in the ceremonious welcome of their greeting.


  Men leave us, and moods depart, and perhaps hurt memory at re-meeting; but books have no unkindness, and it is we who change. Friends force on us their content, or exhibit their woes as sign-boards to say our laughter trespasses on life. But books gravely await our coming and are our hospitable hosts entertaining the moods of us, their guests.


  The better a book is the better it could be, yet it is a good book that for centuries can uphold reputation’s incessant challenge, for it is more difficult to bear a reputation than to make it.


  Now, our hurried days seldom admit of the building of a great fortress-book—our strong books are only outworks around literature. We are tired with eccentricity, the cheapest apology for originality. We are ashamed of the nakedness of sincerity and deal in transient things—from the shades no wail immortal of sad Orpheus ascends from his interminable search.


  264 You, my friend, see books from the standpoint of men, knowing men too well. Sorrow sees deep and is kind, and you know men yet you care for them. Yet surely it is more easy to feel friendly towards nations, for History is a cold-voiced minstrel, and her nonsense seems unhuman, and her griefs and laughter come from very far away.


  People are like the weather. Some discourage us into departure for sunnier climates by their overcoat faces, some soothe us into resistance by their long-drawn content, till our levelled senses ache for a discord, but these are sordid, stupid men the temples in whose minds were built with closed doors; and the stupid man is his own contentment, as a great man is his own destiny.


  A few cold winds have lifted voices sweet with the chill, pure wonder of the dawning air, and have spoken of the creations of their minds and called them loves. We have not such loves. Some men are blessed with never finding out that ideals live only in the ideal. The little door of Heaven does not turn on its hinges of light to our knocking, and only a ray of the luminous beyond steals out to us under its threshold.


  A few men whose minds are dark with sorrows and whose laughters are all asleep have spoken in huge, soft organ tones, and made the world colder in the shadow of their everlasting pain as when a great berg passes by on the ocean in the dark.


  But we cannot live upon the altitudes; our minds seek the balance of the valleys, and in our life’s ending we see that the sum of the year’s exaltations and depressions is nearly a level, and feel that it is well if our path has inclined but a little upward.


  All great thoughts are sad because they are lonely, and there are only two whole, lonely joys, that of creation and that of destruction.


  We try for distinction from the men about us, and our minds 265 become stages where our whims dance to the world’s amusement. The various moods of our lives colour our souls with shades of impression, till memory in the years becomes tinged like the fiery afternoon woods in the autumn.


  But loneliness is colourless, and remains as a shadow, for ever breeding strength. It is only in loneliness that a soul becomes defensive, as it is only in the silence of a great tragedy that it becomes impregnable. The growth of deep power in a mind implies a shady place aside from the surface sunlight of the day’s events, a secret city in one’s nature away from the noises of exterior happenings.


  I know a story of a man who became divine in loneliness one night on the long sand, where the solemn thought of the sea spoke in a whisper. But afterwards he could not express the divinity he had understood, but he laughed his way through life to no tense purpose among the every-days. Once the midnight questioned him in the Fall of the year, and he answered that he had become a part of that divinity and could not speak. Surely all of us have one time understood a divinity that eludes expression. We feel it possible to be our best, but the harmony of our souls is broken by the discords of life, which demand loudly, and give no care to the hesitating depths of thought that stand always upon the threshold. Perhaps we are all the trumpets of the Deity, but we cannot speak what the invisible lips have breathed into our being. Possibly we are all beautiful each with a self beauty of our own, only circumstance spoils us.


  We see this more easily in looking at the organised crowds of prejudices called Nations.


  Nations die, some violently, struggling against outward causes, and their fall is noticed, making a page of battles in history; some slowly, and like a very old man, and their end comes as a 266 transition, leaving a sentence as an epitaph. Sometimes the course of nations crimsons at their setting, sometimes it fades like a twilight. A man being thought of as one, and as of a single impressiveness, his loss passes on with him and with him is forgotten, but a nation being a union of many voices becomes suddenly impressive when it breaks, the voices scattering. Nations roar to their finish, or change and grow indistinct as when one river joins another.


  Death is always a tragedy because of its possibilities—perhaps it is change, perhaps oblivion, and the former is the more tragical, for when things change away and confute memory by dissemblance it is more pitiful than when they fall, becoming memories.


  Sometimes nations die of their own satisfaction, and the strength grown vigorous in combating adversity sinks into listlessness in their ease; so, they decline of their own content, and die, like over-feeding men in an after-dinner mood.


  Race, which is below nations, rests unseen for the reason of the silence, yet when, in its time, this deeper vitality that evolves nations, speaks, methods of rule are powerless, and governors seem insignificant.


  When that great captive animal we call a people roars its fatigue the voices of the trainers are lost; when race grows feeble and old, the noise of government sinks into complaining.


  Surely history, who was born old, is very tired, tired with the fatigue of the ages and their unoriginality, tired and sick, and sorrowful with knowledge of men. She has been so long ring-master in the circus of the generations, watching their ceaseless round to the cracked old music of the years, God must seem very cruel to her.


  You feel the balancing of the centuries very delicately, my friend, and their results are finely weighed in your understanding, 267 for your mind is sensitive to the characteristics of peoples, to the huge racial tones too large to be hurriedly heard. You know the roar of the ways of men, its sum and its insignificance. And, like God, in understanding man’s fallibility you pardon it.


  There are so few strong men. The strong man, self-willed and of no reverence, uses himself as a sledge, of which his will is handle, and bangs out the glowing shapes of his mind on the anvil of the world; he can look into the empty skies and tell his gods that he enjoys their life because he is their creator.


  The wise man may be a fool in all but other men’s gathered wisdom. The renowned man is a strange waster of the hours when he slights loud reputation. The fool may find his folly, in the end, applies to more of the world’s days than does the hesitation of the overlearned mind.


  But the strong deep man of modernity rests firm in self-reliance and command, and is not malleable; and he knows that he is strong. Egotism is a wageless labourer who begins our greatest works for us, and when our completions justify his grand beginnings we are as great as he whom we slighted is. A great man always has great egotisms. But modernity has given man a new sorrow, fatigue of man. We wonder which outbalances this weariness, and ingratitude, and sickness, and loss of companions, or laughing, the dear vanity of loving, careless thoughts, and the boisterous wills of the animal. Sometimes we have been hurried through these fancies when old moods hurt us, or when illness gave us tired knowledge of the persistent angles of a room. Time is tired of us, and we are tired of time.


  Each of us walks with a companion called delusion towards whom we some day turn, and when we look into his face we see that we have been walking with a voice, an air, a mere reflection of ourselves, that only our love has warmed into the semblance of 268 life. We are come from the country of youth where life cried with a sound as of triumph in the morning; now the valleys of evening hold us; our energy glows dully in the ashes of fatigue; and the wonderful voices of the dawn are whispers in the twilight of our lives.


  My friend, you know great cynicism, too sad to be trivial, and an indifference born of fatigue; but there is one thing that rests.


  There is one pure emotion for man on earth, one huge, simple thing that expression shrinks from, that noise shuns, that the days slight. It slights, and shuns, and shrinks from being known. It does not feel the want of pity, for it is beautiful in an ever-lasting strength, and with the indifference beyond sorrow. This is hate.


  Hate is a quiet giant who never explains himself to weak men. Anger, exasperation, envy, and jealousy pass by him unnoticed, and he sits brooding with an animosity that is too deep to stoop to revenge. He hopes that the soul he hates may know it, though, some day.


  Exasperation fades from distance of time or place, and anger is as short-lived as a fire. We cannot remain faithful in these things. As the years of our life pass by, and we learn how pitiful things are, as time teaches us our vanity, and thought becomes bounded in thinking, memory draws back to the years that are gone, and joins the shadows of our ancient selves that lag behind us. But great hate, the hate that we have met upon the way and have looked into the eyes of, which so walks on with us for ever—this admits of no anger, no exasperation, no tirades, or curses. Its nature is silence and it shall not be forgotten.


  Men are many-doored houses, and the visitors to our natures depart. But beyond the gaudy drawing-rooms, decorated with 269 our best and least loved, there rests a sanctuary that strangers do not enter; and here is such hate in place.


  Envy is the slim rapier, and the more we handle it the lighter it feels to our grasp. It is a delicate weapon and prolific of imagination. Yet, once dropped, the cunning feel of the blade leaves us, and its fickle laugh looks whimsical, not formidable, along the ground.


  Anger is sudden, or, like the storm long gathering, breaks in thunder and crooked lightning, that runs jagged over the face of the tumult, while our disturbed senses hurry across the lighter skies of our natures like clouds.


  Exasperation is physical, the itch inside the thumb, the transient wish for suffering. Like a dog growling, or the Arab stabbing up between the bloody hoofs, we turn the gaze back to savagery, and with a shrug cast off the painted blanket of our civilisation. Then our arms are free, and we crouch and are dangerous.


  Jealousy, the much maligned, yet a man’s quality, and more tragic than funny, is much, in minds hard of trust. The jealous have been laughed at as buffoons and all their sadness missed, for it is long before some men trust and belief comes struggling; yet once seated the fall of mountains is insignificant. Jealousy prompts men to rash deeds and often repented, yet it is but a winding path and it leads to a stronghold.


  But great hate; not dependent upon circumstances, not an elation nor a depression, unstorming, barren, lasting and unproductive—few natures have the silence to harbour it. Silence is the home of great emotions who feel the hopelessness of words. All great speech has broken silence, the noises scare it, and it remains underground; only it comes forth in the stillnesss of the night like the elves and flies at the trivial tread of the light. In such silence hate lives and draws its everlasting, imperceptible breaths.


  Great places or great deeds can lift little men to their level, but hate is not violent and requires great men.


  And there is a love in hate and a contentment; a love of itself and a contentment in its own existence. In the years it becomes a dear possession to a man as progressing with him, and its fidelity makes it firm-placed, and cared for as something to be trusted.


  Nothing can so lift a thoughtful man in his own eyes as the realisation that something in his nature is faithful to him. For fidelity is the most nobly human of all qualities and a man faithful to himself the strongest of men.


  So great hate becomes dear in the changes as something remaining beyond all things. Great hate and great love are pair, but love is the feminine and the most beautiful and is unhuman; while great hate is a man and its strength is earth-strength, not like the woman’s.


  Hate also is unthoughtful, being thought, for the action or thinking implies levels, but hate rests quiet, and is almost forgotten. Memory is fickle, and a man must woo constantly or she becomes indifferent. Hate may drowse into sleep. Memory as often implies struggle as calm and sadness is her companion. But great hate is quiescent and can smile in its sure fidelity.


  All large thoughts lift us on invisible wings broadening our horizon, yet make us sadder as seeing further; the gods must be very sad from so far on high. A man of little thoughts can understand grief, but never sadness or sorrow. Thus great hate brings a man’s position in self-command, and gives him sight in the distance.


  And large thoughts remove a man so far out of the trivial, 271 walling him apart from other men. And thus great hate gives a man distinction, as being individual, and not only relative as most of us are.


  Great loves do not see oblivion, trusting through it, but great hate, not of God, but of the nature below our feet, has neither care nor trust, its existence being sufficient for its satisfying.


  It leads in sleep the jangling emotions of the earth, while love stands by.


  ·  ·


  272 Lucy Wren


  By Ada Radford


  Agrey scholarly little person.


  She had no degree, but her testimonials were unusual. She would be an acquisition to any staff. Refined, cultivated, literary in her tastes, and above all thoroughly conscientious and reliable.


  And so although her health and her means had allowed her to do comparatively little in preparation, and although she was beginning later than some women, Lucy Wren found herself teaching in a large school, with a salary of £95 a year, and a prospect of a rise of £5 at the end of the year.


  She was very fortunate; she recognised the fact, although she did not give thanks for it quite as often as her friend Katharine Grey, with whom she lived.


  They sat one summer evening, exercise-books for correction piled in front of them.


  “Our life,” said Katharine, “is so delightfully free. Think of being a governess in a family.”


  Yes, Lucy Wren had been saved from that.


  “Imagine being one of those girls in an idle rich family, with nothing to think about except dress and flirtations.”


  Her healthy-minded brisk little comrade shuddered at the thought.


  273 Yes, she had been saved from that.


  She thought little of clothes, although the soft grey dress she wore, made beautiful lines over her slight figure. And flirtations! … All the satisfaction there is to be gained from having no flirtations was hers, and yet somehow she wished that Katharine would give her mind to her exercise-books, instead of sitting there thanking heaven that they were not as other women.


  “I don’t believe you would have lived long in a life of that kind,” Katharine said, looking at her broad quiet brow and long sensitive hands. “It’s impossible to imagine you without work and without a purpose.”


  “I confess there was a time when I liked a little of it; a little, you know.”


  Lucy Wren smiled and asked, “Of which? of dress, or of flirtation?”


  “Both I think,” and the blue and red pencil remained idly balanced in Katharine’s fingers, and the picture of good sense grew pensive.


  “I always feel that it has been knowing you that has made me look at things differently. After I knew you things seemed almost vulgar, that before I had thought only fun. In fact there are things I’ve never dared confess to you; they are nothing much, but I don’t think you’d ever quite forgive or understand.”


  Lucy did not protest that she would, and so no confidence was given.


  “I shan’t get through these books if you will talk,” was what she said, and she opened an exercise-book.


  “That child’s mind is a perfect chaos,” she murmured as she wrote “Very poor work” across the page at the bottom.


  Katharine had an unusual desire to talk; she fidgeted, and at last, finding Lucy absolutely unresponsive she left the table and her 274 unfinished work, and sitting in the horsehair easy chair, leant back, a volume of Browning in her hand.


  When at last Lucy looked up, Katharine spoke at once.


  “It’s a glorious love poem,” she said; her eyes shone, and the schoolmistress had disappeared. “Shall I read it to you?”


  To listen to a glorious love poem read by Katharine, at any time required the same kind of composure as the dentist’s chair, but to-night had she proposed to let loose the specimens of animal life she kept in bottles and boxes, all over the room, Lucy would have given the same involuntary shudder.


  “My head aches so, I must go to bed; good night,” she said firmly, and leaving her half-finished books on the table, she left the room, with what for her were rapid movements.


  “Good night,” said Katharine, and buried herself again in her book.


  * * * * *


  “I know you’ll be very angry,” said Katharine the next afternoon, as Lucy stood in her hat and cloak ready to go out, “but I never can understand your friendship with that little Mrs. Dawson. She doesn’t seem to me to have a thing in her.”


  Lucy smiled.


  “And you frighten the very little she has out of her; but I—well, I like to go and hear about things outside the school.”


  “But it’s all gossip, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, it’s all gossip.”


  “How funny of you, Lucy. What kind of man is her husband?”


  “We never get more than a few words together,” said Lucy. Then she added. “He looks unhappy.”


  It was gossip, and yet Lucy listened. Ella (Mrs. Dawson’s name was Ella) always apologised. “I know these things don’t interest 275 you,” she said, “but then after all you get quite enough of clever people,” and so she talked and Lucy listened, and learnt many things—to-day as usual. For instance:


  If Ella were Mrs. Spooner, she wouldn’t like her husband to spend so much of his time with Ethel Dayley. Not that she should be jealous, of course; jealousy is a small feeling, and would show distrust in Tom; still she should distinctly dislike it. “It depends so much on the woman,” she said, and looking in a kindly way at Lucy, whose tired head was resting against the back of her chair, she added: “Now I shouldn’t mind Tom being friends with you. But it isn’t always safe.”


  A vision of Ethel Dayley rose before Lucy, and she understood that she was the safer.


  Then she heard that Sophie Warren was engaged to marry a man years and years younger than herself. That his people were furious. That Ella herself thought it very wrong of Sophie.


  Didn’t Lucy think it a wrong thing to do?


  “I don’t know,” said Lucy.


  “But imagine yourself in such a position.”


  “I can’t,” said Lucy.


  With even so much encouragement Ella chatted and chattered.


  “People think I’m older than Tom, but really I’m a week younger; and I’ve always been so glad that it wasn’t the other way, for people can say such nasty things if a woman’s older than her husband.”


  “I wish Tom would come in,” she said suddenly.


  Lucy wished it too. She was not as good a listener to-day as usual.


  “He likes so few of my friends,” Ella sighed, “and when he doesn’t like them, although he doesn’t mean to be rude, he hardly speaks to them. He always has something to say to you. Really 276 Tom ought to have married a clever woman;” and Ella mentally determined to read more, in case Tom took to talking to her; but it is hard to work with such a remote end in view.


  When Tom came he was very quiet, and Ella was disappointed.


  “How very tired you look,” he said, fixing his eyes on Lucy’s face, as he gave her some tea.


  “I am, very,” said Lucy.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” broke in Ella, “you never told me. Why ever didn’t you tell me? And here I’ve been chattering and chattering, and you ought to have been on the sofa, quite quiet, with your feet up. Do put them up, now. Tom won’t mind, will you, Tom?”


  Ella was in such a charming little fuss that Tom and Lucy exchanged a smile.


  “Fancy not telling me!” said Ella.


  They smiled again. “To tell Ella you are tired,” the smile said, “is just putting a match to a dear little feminine bomb.” Lucy pacified Ella, then she looked at Tom again, and the smile died out of her face. She understood now Ella’s constant complaint that he never talked. Talk! How could he? And she? Why had she spent so much time with Ella, week after week?


  Only because she was dead tired and only half alive, that was all; but Tom was, and had to be, with her always.


  * * * * *


  A leaden sky, a leaden river. Lucy stopped and looked over the bridge. In the river there was a just perceptible movement, in the sky a suppression that promised a storm, and, for who could look so far ahead, freshness after it.


  Lucy thought of Katharine’s cheerful companionship and the cup of cocoa awaiting her, and still she lingered.


  “Low spirits are mostly indigestion,” Katharine had said; 277 Katharine, who was never original, but who threw down her commonplaces and let them ring.


  Good sense, good sense.


  Hadn’t even Lucy nearly enough of it? Wasn’t she earning her own living? Wasn’t she saving a few pounds for her own enjoyable old age? Wasn’t she frugal and quiet and hard-working, as any woman of the working classes? And this discontent that surged within her when she felt strong, that dragged at her spirits and clouded her brain when she was tired—it was just unreasoning womanish folly, and Katharine would say indigestion. Was it? Very well.


  To-night she would not make the usual effort to throw it off. “I mustn’t, I mustn’t,” she had always thought; “I shan’t be fit for my work to-morrow.” And resolutely she had turned and interested herself in some light book. To-night, in the leaden dulness, rebellion stirred.


  “Good heavens! Haven’t I even the right to be wretched!”


  Her work constantly overtaxed her strength. Economy prevented her from getting proper rest in her holidays. But she was sensible, and rested all she could, so that although always tired and draggled, she might not be noticeably so, and lose her post.


  That was the comfort common sense gave.


  She looked forward. She would never get a head mistress-ship, she had neither the acquirements nor the personality; and year after year young girls came up with their degrees and their inexperience, and after a time—it was years yet—but after a time, perhaps before she was forty, she would be told she was too old to teach.


  Then she would fall back on her savings. If she went on limiting her pleasures at the present rate they might be £50 by that time. Her prospects looked dark as the river.


  278 But it was the present that goaded her thoughts into the even darker future.


  She hated her work and the thought of to-morrow.


  She saw the rows of girls, she heard the chalk against the black-board.


  The girls, their often commonplace, heavy faces, their awkward, undeveloped figures, their dress already betraying vanity and vulgarity—she saw herself grinding them.


  They liked her, of course; every one liked her. She wished they would hate her. She was lonely—desperate. For friends, her colleagues; their outlook, their common shop, stifled her. “What are we doing with all these girls?” she asked herself.


  “We are making them upright, sensible women, who will not argue in a circle or manœuvre to get husbands,” Katharine had said. Would Katharine never see that not doing things is not enough for a woman? She believed they were overworking these girls. “We are killing the spirit in them,” she thought, “as it has been killed in me.”


  In the thought of her work there was no comfort.


  And then, had her own nature no needs beyond being sensible? She thought of life as it had been in her imaginings, in her dreams, and as it even might be in reality. What was her part in it?


  To be sensible.


  There was love, and there was home, and there was reasonable rest, and there was the exaltation of spirit that art can give, and music and poetry and nature; and the voice of a hideous mockery said:


  “You can be sensible.”


  As she heard it more and more clearly, as a voice outside, she defied it from within, where something told her that the crowning 279 act of common sense would be a plunge, death and darkness in reality, not this horrible pretence.


  And then she was walking along towards the station with Tom Dawson. Neither had spoken of the strangeness of meeting there. They were walking silently side by side. Neither spoke, but as they neared the station their steps grew slower and slower. In the light of a lamp she saw his face with sudden clearness.


  “You too,” she thought. “No, not you. I can bear it, but not you. Tom’s moody. Tom’s this and that”—came back to her in Ella’s voice, with its shallow, pleasant little clang. They walked, thinking—he of her face as he had seen it before she saw him, she of him. Her heart was beating with sudden sympathy, but she was living. For him, every day, Ella’s commonplaces—Ella’s affection.


  Every day to work hard at distasteful work, for an income barely sufficient for Ella’s little fancies. How had it ever happened? With his face, with his mind!


  On the short journey home they hardly looked at each other or spoke, but the few necessary words were spoken in the voices of loving friends.


  He stopped at the garden gate of her lodgings.


  “Is Miss Grey at home?”


  “No, there is no light in our room.”


  And he followed her in, and stood close at her side while she lit the lamp. She thought she heard his heart beating.


  Her common sense said “Speak—say anything—about Ella—about to-morrow, or yesterday, or the day before.”


  But she stood by him, motionless and trembling.


  Then her common sense made a fresh effort.


  “Speak”—it commanded: for the silence was drawing them closer each moment.


  280 The commonplace words that divide were slipping further and further from her thought.


  “Anything would do,” she said, vaguely, to herself—“anything about the bazaar—about—the school.”


  But the command had become mere words in her brain. It was the evening of her revolt. Instead of speaking she lifted her eyes—and he had been waiting, knowing that she must, and that he would hold her in his arms. She had not resisted—she had leant her cheek against his, and put her arms around his neck. Not until they had moved apart for a moment, her cheeks flushed and she was frightened.


  “Don’t think, my darling,” he said. “Don’t, don’t; we have such a little while together.”


  And he drew her close again.


  “My little one—my love—my life,” he murmured to her. “And I found you in all that darkness.”


  “And I you. The river was so dreadful, just as things are——”


  “Yes, I knew—I saw what you were feeling, and I knew—because I too——”


  “Yes—yes, I know—I knew——”


  There was a footstep on the gravel path.


  “Katharine,” said Lucy, despairingly, but without a start; and not until she heard her hand on the door she rose and stood by the mantel-piece.


  “May I introduce Mr. Dawson, Katharine?”


  Katharine was pleased to meet him, and she had plenty to say.


  Lucy picked her hat up from the floor, and stood silent. Katharine thought, as she had often thought, it was a pity Lucy would not talk to strangers; she did not do herself justice. She had said a good deal on several subjects, before Tom Dawson rose. 281 Public spirit in girls’ schools—vegetarianism—she wished to try it, as also, it seemed, rational dress and cremation. How long was he there? Neither he nor Lucy had the slightest idea, but he knew a moment would come when he must leave.


  But he must ensure seeing Lucy to-morrow.


  “We shall see you to-morrow,” he said to her; “it is Ella’s ‘At-Home’ day?”


  “Yes, I will come,” said Lucy.


  He was gone.


  “Well,” said Katharine, “I don’t think he’s very entertaining, do you? I don’t think he’s a great improvement on his wife. I thought you said he was interesting?”


  Lucy moved.


  “Don’t go to bed this minute,” Katharine pleaded.


  Standing, her cheeks still flushed, she heard, as though in the distance, Katharine’s tales.


  “I know it’s no use paying you compliments, but you’re looking wonderfully pretty to-night, Lucy; your hair suits you loose like that.”


  And then, at last, she let her shut her bedroom door and be alone.


  Lucy was at school again at nine o’clock the next morning.


  Four hours teaching, dinner, preparation, and then Ella’s “At Home.”


  She was counting the hours to Ella’s “At Home.” Seven hours more, seven hours more, six hours and three quarters, she kept saying to herself, as she explained to the elementary Euclid class the curious things about right angles.


  Five minutes between each lesson.


  She did not to go the teachers’ room, she stayed in the empty class-rooms, and whether she shut her eyes a moment, or whether 282 they rested on the blackboard or the maps, or the trees outside, she was absurdly, childishly happy.


  No questions—no conscience—she was Lucy Wren to-day—not the safe friend of Ella’s husband—not the best companion for girls—not the woman every one was the better for knowing—she was just herself. She saw a child talking in class. She ought to give her a bad mark. She did not do it, and she revelled in her little injustice.


  Another lesson and another little break.


  If he had not come! There by the river! What would have happened? She did not know. “Only if we had not found each other!” That was the thought that made her shudder. But they had! They had! Only five hours more to Ella’s “At Home!”


  It was Ella’s “At Home,” and Ella’s husband. But what had Ella to do with either? Ella, with her mind so full of little things, so content with herself and with Tom. Did she envy Ella? Envy Ella? What a funny idea, how had it come into her head?


  “Miss Wren, can I speak to you! I want to give you the fifth form next term. They are nice girls, but their tone isn’t just what I should wish. It’s a difficult age, their home influences are bad, frivolous. It’s more advanced work than you have had, I’m afraid you’ll find it hard, but I feel so sure that your influence is the best they could have.”


  It was the head mistress, and it was settled that next term Lucy should have the fifth form, and her salary would be raised; and there were only three hours now to get through before Ella’s “At Home!”


  * * * * *


  Ella was happy. She was having quite an intimate talk with one or two dear friends before the others came.


  283 “How shocking!” she said more than once, and when she said that, you might be sure that she was enjoying herself.


  Lucy sat apart—turning over a book. Ella thought she was reading and let her alone.


  Scraps of their talk reached her now and then—just now it was about some girl, a governess who had been flirting, and it seemed with somebody’s husband.


  “She was sent off at once.”


  That gave the dismayed ladies some small comfort.


  “But fancy carrying on like that,” one gasped.


  “And trusted so, and recommended by a clergyman.”


  “What really happened?” asked Ella. In low tones Ella was told that some one came into the conservatory—and they were there, kissing each other.


  “And recommended by a clergyman,” Ella repeated.


  “And dressing so quietly.”


  “Really one’s never safe.”


  And tale after tale of the audacity of their sex went the round of the party.


  It was a pity, even Ella thought it rather a pity, that just then Tom and a friend should come in, and the conversation should take another direction.


  There was a buzz of talk, and tea-cups were handed round.


  “If only she would undertake it, my friend, Miss Wren, would be an excellent person to take your girls abroad,” said Ella to a lady who was making anxious inquiries for a suitable person, “but she’s so much appreciated where she is. She’s over there,” she said in a lower voice glancing towards Lucy.


  The lady looked.


  “The girl your husband is standing by, a quiet reliable-looking little person?”


  284 “Yes, that’s Lucy.”


  “She looks the very thing. Not pretty, but not exactly a dowd. My girls wouldn’t care to be sent off with a dowd.”


  “Sugar?” said Tom, slowly.


  “No thanks,” said Lucy.


  He dropped a lump into her cup.


  “Tom!” exclaimed Ella, whose eyes and ears were every where. “Lucy said no—give it me, dear, I’ll take it out.”


  ·  ·


  285 Two Pictures


  By Charles Conder


  I. A Fairy Prince


  II. A Masque


  ·  ·
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  291 Sir Julian Garve


  By Ella D’Arcy


  Ayoung man, an American, the latest addition to the hotel colony on the cliff, spent his first evening as all new-comers invariably do; having dined, he strolled down the broad, villa-bordered road, to the Casino on the shore, and went into the gambling rooms to look at the play. He stopped by the baccarat table.


  The sitters were ringed round by a double row of men, who stood and staked over their shoulders. But the stranger, on account of his height, could follow the game easily, and had a good view of the individual who held the bank. This was a man of forty-eight or fifty years of age, handsome, and even distinguished looking. Noting his well-cut clothes, and his imperturbable, his almost stolid demeanour, the stranger guessed at once that he was British. And in spite of the heavy jaw, of the general stolidity, he was struck by something fascinating in the man, by something which suggested to him manifold experiences.


  He made these reflections as he idly watched the game. The dealer manipulated the cards with the rapidity and precision of the habitual player. Turning up his own hand he displayed the nine of spades and the ace of diamonds. He helped himself to a 292 third card, and in conformity with an assenting grunt from either side, flung cards to right and left. A murmur arose, half disgust and wholly admiration, for the continued run of luck, which gave the bank, for its third card, the eight of diamonds. The croupier raked together the coloured ivory counters and pushed them over to the Englishman, who swept them into a careless heap and prepared to deal again.


  The American, watching, found that his thoughts had travelled to a certain “Professor” Deedes, a professor of conjuring, whose acquaintance he had made at Saratoga during the preceding summer; an ingenuous, an amusing, a voluble little fellow, who had shown him some surprising tricks with plates and tumblers, with coins and cards. With cards, in particular, the little man had been colossal. In his hands, these remained no mere oblong pieces of pasteboard, but became a troupe of tiny familiars, each endowed with a magical knowledge of the Professor’s wishes, with an unfailing alacrity in obeying them. One of his tricks had been to take an ordinary pack of fifty-two cards, previously examined and shuffled by the looker-on, and to deal from it nothing but kings and aces; apparently fifty-two kings and aces. Then fanning out this same pack face downwards, he would invite you to draw a card, and no matter which card you drew, and though you drew many times in succession, invariably this card proved to be—say, the seven of diamonds. He would turn his back while you ran the pack over, making a visual selection; and the card selected not only divined your choice, but once in the hands of the Professor, found a means of communicating that choice to its master. The young man had been amazed. “But suppose you were to play a game of chance, eh?” The Professor had replied that he never permitted himself to play games of chance. “Without meaning it, from mere force of 293 habit, I should arrange the cards, I should give myself the game.” To demonstrate how safely he could do so, he had dealt as for baccarat, giving himself a total of nine pips every time, and although the young man had been prepared for an exhibition of sleight of hand, although he had been on the look out for it, not to save his life could he have said how it was done.


  Now, as he stood watching the play in the Casino, his interest in the game faded before his interest in the problem, as to why at this particular moment, the Saratogan Professor should rise so vividly before his eyes? It had been a mere twenty-four hour acquaintanceship, the distraction of a couple of unoccupied afternoons, a thousand succeeding impressions and incidents had superimposed themselves over it since, he had played baccarat a hundred times since, without giving a thought to Deedes. Why then did a picture of the man, of his good humour, his volubility, his unparalleled dexterity, usurp such prominence among his memories at this particular time?


  Preparatory to dealing again, the banker glanced round the table, first at the sitters, then at the circle of men who surrounded them. Here his eye caught the eye of the stranger, and during the brief instant that their glances remained interlocked, the Englishman came to the conclusion that the new-comer had already been observing him for some little time. Then he proceeded with the deal.


  When he looked up next he found the stranger occupying the fourth chair to the right, in the place of Morris, the Jew diamond-broker, who had gone. Instead of that gentleman’s pronounced Hebrew physiognomy, he saw a young face, betraying a dozen races and a million contradictions, with dark hair parted down the 294 middle, hair which had gone prematurely white on top. So that, to the Englishman, with a bit of Herrick running in his mind, the stranger had the appearance of having thrust his head into Mab’s palace, and brought away on it all the cobweb tapestries which adorn her walls.


  The young man had a broad and full forehead; wore a pince-nez which did not conceal the vivacious quality of his eyes, and a black beard, short cut and pointed, which did its best to supplement his lack of chin. “Intellectual, witty and humane, compliant as a woman,” commented the Englishman, summing up the stranger’s characteristics, and he was struck with the young man’s hands as he moved them to and fro over the cloth—long-fingered and finely modelled hands. He was struck with their flexibility, with their grace. He found himself looking at them with speculation.


  “Faites vos jeux, Messieurs,” cried the voice of the croupier, and the players pushed their counters over the dividing line. “Messieurs, vos jeux sont faits? Rien ne va plus.”


  The bank lost, won, lost again; seemed in for a run of ill-luck. Re-heartened, the players increased their stakes, and Fortune immediately shifted her wheel, and the croupier’s impassive rake pushed everything on the table over to the banker. The young man with the pince-nez lost five hundred marks, a thousand, two thousand, in succession. With a steady hand and insouciant air, he doubled his stake every time, but the bank continued to win, and the players and bystanders began to look at him with curiosity. He put down five thousand marks and lost it; he put down ten thousand and saw them raked away.


  “Well, that’s about cleaned me out,” he observed in a casual tone, and got up, to perceive that had he held on for but one more deal he would have recouped all his previous losses. For no sooner 295 had he risen than the bank lost to the side he had just left. His demeanour on receiving this insult at the hands of the jade who had just injured him, if not imperturbable like the Englishman’s—and on the contrary, it was all animation—was quite as undecipherable. Not the shrewdest scrutiny could detect whether or no the heart was heavy within, whether the brain which worked behind those astute blue eyes was a prey to anxiety, or in reality as untroubled as those eyes chose to proclaim.


  Yet the loss of a thousand pounds would break half the world, and seriously cripple nine-tenths of the remaining half.


  The Englishman followed him with thoughtful eyes, as he lighted a cigarette, and with his hands thrust into his trouser pockets, sauntered away into the vestibule.


  The young man wandered up and down the marble floor of the vestibule, coaxing his feet to keep straight along a certain line of green marble lozenges which were set at the corners of larger slabs. He amused himself by imagining there was a tremendous precipice on either side of the line, down which the smallest false step would precipitate him. Meanwhile, the man he liked best in the world walked by his side, and endeavoured to draw his attention to more weighty matters.


  “There was something crooked about his play, I’ll bet you,” insinuated this Other. “Why else did you think of the little Professor?”


  “Hang it all!” said the young man, carefully keeping his equilibrium, “why shouldn’t I think of him? And you see if I could have held on for another turn, I should have won everything back.”


  “Don’t tell me footle like that,” came the answer. “Don’t 296 tell me that if your money had been lying on the table the cards would have fallen as they did. But the bank could well afford to lose just then, since the players, intimidated by your losses, had staked so modestly.”


  The young man arrived safely at the last lozenge, turned, and began the perilous journey back. The Other Fellow turned with him, insisting at his ear: “The man’s a card-sharper, a swindler, some poor devil of a half-pay captain, some chevalier d’industrie who can’t pay his hotel bill.”


  “You’re quite out of it!” returned the young man warmly. “His whole personality refutes you.”


  “Let’s make it a question of character,” said the Other Fellow, “and I bet you—well, I bet you twopence that his character won’t stand the laxest investigation.”


  A moment later they both came across Morris. The diamond broker had rendered Underhill a small service earlier in the day. His condescension in accepting that service gave him the right now of putting a question.


  “Who was the chap holding the bank at the baccarat table?” he asked.


  “That was Sir Julian Garve, Bart.,” said Morris, rolling the words about, as though they were a sweet morsel under the tongue.


  “Genuine baronet?”


  “As good as they make ’em. Looked him up in Burke. Seats at Knowle and Buckhurst. Arms quarterly or and gules, a bend over all, vert. Though what the devil that means, I’m sure I don’t know. Supporters, two leopards, spotted.”


  “Progenitors of the common garden carriage dog, probably,” murmured the young man to his beard. Then, “Hard up?” he queried.


  “Looks like it!” answered Morris ironically. “Best rooms 297 at the best hotel in the town, his own cart and blood mares over from England; everything in tip-top style.”


  “It’s very interesting,” remarked the young man smiling, and when he smiled his eyelids came together leaving a mere horizontal gleam of blue.


  “Oh, he’s very interesting,” repeated Morris; “has done a lot, and seen no end.”


  “I think I should like to know him,” observed the young man nonchalantly, and resumed his peregrinations.


  The baccarat party broke up, and Garve, entering the vestibule, arrested Morris in his turn.


  “Do you know who it was took your seat at the table this evening?” he inquired.


  “Oh, yes; know him well. His name’s Underhill. He’s an American. Only landed at Hamburg this morning. I happened to be up at the Kronprinz when he arrived, and knowing the ropes there, was able to get him a better room than even the almighty dollar would have procured him.”


  Garve pondered. “It’s to be hoped he’s got the almighty dollar in good earnest,” said he. “Do you know he’s dropped a thousand pounds?”


  Morris whistled.


  “By-the-bye, has he any one with him?” asked the baronet.


  “No, he’s quite alone. Come to Europe to study art or literature or some tommy-rot of that sort.”


  “Then the money was probably his year’s screw. I feel very sorry about it.”


  Morris thought there was no need to fret; evidently he was a millionaire. How else could he afford to waste his time studying art?


  298 But Garve stuck to his own opinion.


  “Unless my intuitions are very much at fault,” said he, in an impressive undertone, “to-night has struck him a heavy blow. I’ve known men put an end to themselves for less. You remember poor O’Hagan two seasons back?”


  “Oh, yes; but O’Hagan was an emotional Irishman. This chap’s not a Yankee for nothing. He’s got his head screwed on the right way if ever a man had. Don’t think I ever saw a cuter specimen.”


  Garve looked at the diamond merchant with a tolerant smile. “Of course, being an American, he’s necessarily cute, while Irishmen are necessarily emotional, and Englishmen like myself necessarily slow-witted but honest. You allow for no shades in your character-painting. However, I’ll try to believe, in this matter, you’re right. Look here, he’s coming this way now,” he added in a moment; “can’t you introduce him to me?”


  Morris was proud to be in a position to gratify a baronet’s wish.


  “Allow me to make you and my friend Sir Julian Garve acquainted,” said he, as the young man with the pince-nez was about to pass them by. “Mr. Francis Underhill, of New York. You’ll be surprised at my having got your name and description so pat, but I took the liberty of reading it in the hotel book when I was up there to-day.”


  The young man removed his glasses, polished them lightly on his silk handkerchief, and readjusted them with care for the purpose of looking the speaker up and down. (“Damn his cheek!” the Other Fellow had suggested at his ear.)


  “No liberty taken by a member of your talented race would ever surprise me, Mr. Moses,” he replied.


  “My name’s Morris,” corrected the diamond broker, stiffly.


  299 “Ah, yes, I remember you told me so before; but you see I omitted to impress it on my mind by a reference to the Visitors’ Book.”


  Garve, listening with an air of weary amusement, again caught Underhill’s eye, and their glances again interlocked as before at the table. But Garve only said: “I was sorry you had such bad luck to-night.” And Underhill thought that the quality of his voice was delightful; it was rich, soft, harmonious. But then, all English voices delighted his ear.


  “Yes,” he admitted, “luck was decidedly against me.”


  Morris alone was unconscious of the dot-long pause which distinguished the word luck.


  “To-morrow night you will come and take your revenge,” Garve predicted; but there was a note of inquiry in his voice.


  “I shall certainly come and play to-morrow,” affirmed the young man.


  “That’s right!” said Garve, cordially. “We shall be glad to see you. We admired your coolness. You’re an old hand at the game, evidently.”


  The attendants were making their presence felt; they were waiting to close the Casino. The three men went out upon the terrace in front, and Garve prepared to take leave.


  “You are staying at the Kronprinz, I think?” he said to Underhill. “Then our ways don’t lie together, for I always put up in the town. I went there first, long before the cliff hotels were thought of. You came down the upper road, of course? Then, take my advice, and go back by the sands. They’re as smooth and firm as a billiard-table, and with this moonlight, you’ll have a magnificent walk. Presently you’ll come to a zig-zag staircase cut in the cliff, which will bring you up right opposite your hotel.”


  300 Underhill and Morris remained some little time longer leaning against the stone balustrade. Above them was a moon-suffused sky, before them a moon-silvered sea. The shrubberies of the Casino gardens sloped down on every side. Over the tops of the foliage on the left glittered the glass dome of the Badeaustaldt, with vacant surrounding sands, which gleamed wetly where the Dürren, dividing into a hundred slender rivulets, flows across them in shallow channels to the sea. Beyond, again, the wooded, widely curved horn of the bay closed in the western prospect.


  Only the extreme tip of the right horn was visible, for immediately to the right of the Casino the land rises abruptly and out-thrusts seawards a bold series of cliffs, crowned from time immemorial by the famous pine forests of Schoenewalder, and, within recent years, by a dozen monster sanatoria and hotels.


  Underhill leaned upon the balustrade and looked seawards. He had forgotten his insolence to Morris (he had forgotten Morris’s existence), and the Jew had entirely forgiven it. He forgave a good deal in the course of the day to the possessors of rank or wealth. But he was not destitute of good feeling. He was genuinely sorry for the young man, whose silence he attributed to a natural depression on account of his loss. He had a great deal to say next day on the subject of Underhill’s low spirits.


  When he turned to go, Morris escorted him through the garden. He wished he could have gone all the way with him, and said so. Terror of Mrs. Morris, whom he knew to be sitting up for him at the Villa Rose, alone prevented him. But this he did not say.


  Underhill responded with polite abstraction, and they parted on the crest of the Jew’s perfervid hope, that they should meet again next day.


  301 The young man sprang lightly down the path which wound to the shore. His first graceless sensation was one of relief that that little bounder had left him. Then, catching sight of the black shadow walking with him over the sands, he made it a courtly salutation.


  “For I must confess I’m never in such pleasant company as when I’m alone with you, my dear,” he addressed it. The shadow flourished its hat in acknowledgment, and the companions walked on amicably.


  “Yet I fancy that fellow Garve could be pleasant company too!” he threw out tentatively.


  “Only it’s a pity he cheats at cards, eh?”


  “Bah, bah! Who says that he cheated? Isn’t it less improbable to believe it was luck than to believe that a man of his position, his wealth, and his appearance—for you’ll admit, I suppose, that his appearance is in his favour—is a mere card-sharper, a swindler?”


  “Why, then, did you think of the little professor?”


  “Toujours cette rengaîne!” cried Underhill, with indignation. “What makes me think of the man in the moon at the present moment?”


  “Why, the moonlight, of course, you blooming duffer!” chuckled his opponent. “Which establishes my case. Thoughts don’t spring up spontaneous in the mind, any more than babies spring up spontaneous under bushes. The kid and the thought are both connected with something which has gone before, although I’ll admit that the parentage of both may sometimes be a little difficult to trace. But that gives zest to the pursuit. Now, up on the terrace with Moses, you were thinking that when your year in Europe’s over, you’ll go home, and ask your delicious little cousin, Annie Laurie, to be your wife.”


  302 Underhill broke off to murmur,


  
    “It was many and many a year ago,


    In a kingdom by the sea,


    That a maiden there lived, whom you may know


    By the name of Annabel Lee.”

  


  “Oh, stick to business!” urged the other. “What made you think of Annie?”


  “Well, if you really must know,” confessed the young man, “I was thinking of my indulgent father and my adoring mother. As Annie Laurie lives with them the connection is obvious.”


  “And what made you think of your parents?”


  “I was back in God’s country.”


  “How did you get there?”


  “Let me see…. Ah, yes! I stood on the terrace, looking out over the sea, and observed in the distance the smoke of a steamer. But I don’t surely need to follow the thread further, for a person of your intelligence.”


  “No, but you perceive that you can’t possess a thought that hasn’t its ancestry lying behind it, any more than you can get from the moonlight here to the shadow there by the cliffs without leaving footprints to show the way you went. Now, when you stood at the baccarat table this evening, what made you think of the little Professor?”


  “My dear chap,” said Underhill, “you make me tired. There is such a thing as pressing a point too far. And, since you were good enough to call my attention to the fact that the cliff throws a shadow, I’m going to extinguish your Socratic questionings by walking in it. Buona sera!”


  He rounded a spur of cliff, keeping close to its base.


  
    303 “This maiden she had no other thought


    Than to love and be loved by me;


    I was a child and she was a child


    In this kingdom by the sea.


    But we loved with a love that was more than love,


    I and my Annabel Lee.”

  


  “Now what’s the parentage of that quotation? The similarity of the initials of course. Oh, my dear, far be it from me to deny your cleverness!” he concluded gaily, and entered the next cove.


  Across it moved a figure, a real figure, not a shadow, going from him. The hands, holding a light bamboo, were clasped behind the back.


  “By Jove, it’s Garve!” thought Underhill and hurried after him.


  Garve turned round in surprise.


  “I didn’t think there was much likelihood of my overtaking you,” said he, “but it never occurred to me you could overtake me. You remained up at the Casino?”


  “And you didn’t go home after all, but put your advice to me into practice instead? Well, it was good advice too. The walk is superb. It’s the sort of night when the thought of bed is a sacrilege.”


  “Even when at home I never go to bed until daybreak,” remarked Garve. “In civilised countries, I go on playing until then. But here, a grandmotherly government shuts the Casino at twelve.”


  “A grandmotherly government knows that otherwise you wouldn’t leave a red cent in the place,” said the young man with a quizzical flash of blue through his glasses.


  Garve stopped to scrutinise him.


  304 “My luck isn’t altogether luck perhaps,” said he, walking on again.


  “No?” (With exaggerated surprise.)


  “No,” pursued Garve, “it’s keeping a cool head, and carefully regulating my life with a view to my play in the evening. I live on cards. I dine at four in the afternoon off roast mutton and rice pudding——”


  “Good Lord, how tragic!”


  “I go to bed at six and sleep till ten. Then I get up, take a cup of coffee and a biscuit, and come into the rooms with all my wits about me. Naturally, I stand a better chance than the men who’ve finished off a day of peg-drinking by a heavy indigestible dinner and half a dozen different wines.”


  The young man was amazed, interested, delighted with the absurdity of such an existence.


  “As an amusement cards are good enough,” said he; “or even at a pinch they might provide the means of livelihood. But why in the world a man of your position should make such sacrifices at their shrine——”


  “My position,” Garve broke in bitterly, “simply necessitates my spending more money than other men, without furnishing me the wherewithal to do it. I suppose it seems incredible to you Americans, that a man of old family, a man with a handle to his name, shouldn’t possess a brass farthing to bless himself with?”


  “Yet I understood from our friend Moses that you had town houses and country houses, manservants and maidservants, oxen and asses, not to mention spotted leopards and bloodstock over from England.”


  The impertinence of this speech was deprived of its sting by the friendly whimsicality of Underhill’s manner. Garve accepted it in perfect good part.


  305 “It’s just as well Morris and the rest of that crew should think so, but the truth is, I succeeded to an encumbered estate, the rent-roll of which barely suffices to pay the mortgage interest. Knowles is let furnished, Buckhurst is so dilapidated no one will hire it. I can’t sell, because of the entail. I can’t work, for I was never given a profession. I can only play cards; and by playing systematically and regulating, as I tell you, my whole life to that end, I manage to pay my way.”


  “Twenty thousand dollars in a night,” murmured the Other Fellow at Underhill’s ear, “would not only pay your way but pave it too. Not?”


  “Oh, dry up!” advised the young man. “You’re such a damned literal chap! Can’t you see he’s speaking metaphorically?”


  “So now, you understand the tragedy of the cold mutton,” Garve concluded smiling. They walked on a bit in silence, until Garve resumed in exactly the same even, melodious voice in which he had last spoken, “You thought I cheated to-night, didn’t you?”


  Underhill was inexpressibly shocked and pained by this sudden, naked confrontation with his thought. Besides, he thought it no longer. Garve’s explanations had convinced him of Garve’s probity; he was subjugated by Garve’s charm.


  “No, no, no! Don’t say such things!” he protested. “A thousand times no!”


  “All the same, you thought I cheated,” repeated Garve, standing still and looking at him oddly. “And—I did cheat! …. I lost only when it suited my purpose to lose. Every time I had forced the cards.”


  He remained imperturbable, cold, as he said this. It was, perhaps, only the moonlight that made his handsome face look haggard and pale.


  306 On the other hand, it was the young American who coloured up to the roots of his hair, who was overcome with horror, who was conscious of all the shame, of all the confusion which the confessed swindler might be supposed to feel. And when Garve sat down on a boulder, and covered his face with his hand, Underhill longed to sink through the earth, that he might not witness his humiliation.


  He tried to say something comforting. The words would not form themselves, or stumbled out disjointedly, irrelevantly.


  Garve did not listen.


  “I’ve lost the last thing I had in the world to lose,” said he; “my honour. I carry a besmirched name. I am a ruined, a broken man. You found me out to-night. Even if you spare me, another will find me out another night. And how to live with the knowledge that you know my shame! How to live! How to live!”


  He got up. His stick lay on the sand. He took a few uncertain steps with bowed head, and his hand thrust into his breast. He came back to where the young man stood.


  “There’s but one thing left for me to do,” said he, looking at him with sombre eyes, “and that’s to shoot myself. Don’t you see yourself it’s all that remains for me to do?”


  Underhill’s quick brain envisaged the man’s whole life, the infamy of it, the pathos of it. He recognised the impossibility of living down such a past, he foresaw the degrading years to come. He knew that Garve had found the only solution possible. He knew it was what he himself would do in the same hideous circumstances. Yet how could he counsel this other to do it? This other for whom his heart was wrung, for whom he felt warm sympathy, compassion, brotherliness. Oh, there must be some other way!


  307 While he hesitated, while he searched for it, Garve repeated his proposition. “There’s only one thing for me to do, shoot myself, eh? Or,” he paused …. “shoot the man who’s found me out? I might, for instance, shoot you.”


  Underhill was conscious of a smart blow on the ear. He started back looking at Garve with surprise. For the fraction of a second he thought Garve had really shot him …. but that was absurd …. a little blow like that! Yet what then did he mean by it? Garve stood staring across at him, staring, staring, and between the fingers of his right hand, which was falling back to his side, was a glint of steel. Motionless in air between them hung a tiny swirl of smoke.


  “Is it possible? is it possible?” Underhill asked himself. And all at once Garve seemed to be removed an immense way off; he saw him blurred, wavering, indistinct. Then it was no longer Garve, it was his father, over whose shoulder appeared his mother’s face, and Annie Laurie’s…. He tried to spring to them, but his legs refused to obey him. He dropped to his knees instead, and all thought and all sensation suddenly ceased …. the body sank over into the sand.


  ·  ·


  308 Two Prose Fancies


  By Richard Le Gallienne


  I—Sleeping Beauty


  “Every woman is a sleeping beauty,” I said, sententiously.


  “Only some need more waking than others?” replied my cynical friend.


  “Yes, some will only awaken at the kiss of great love or great genius, which are not far from the same thing,” I replied.


  “I see,” said the gay editor with whom I was talking.


  Our conversation was of certain authors of our acquaintance, and how they managed their inspiration, of what manner were their muses, and what the methods of their stimulus. Some, we had noted, throve on constancy, to others inconstancy was the lawless law of their being; and so accepted had become these indispensable conditions of their literary activity that the wives had long since ceased to be jealous of the other wives. To a household dependent on poetry, constancy in many cases would mean poverty, and certain good literary wives had been known to rate their husbands with a lazy and unproductive faithfulness. The editor sketched a tragic ménage known to him, where the husband, a lyric poet of fame, had become so chronically devoted to his despairing wife that destitution stared them in the face. It was 309 in vain that she implored him, with tears in her eyes, to fall in love with some other woman. She, she alone, he said, must be his inspiration; but as the domesticated muse is too often a muse of exquisite silence, too happy to sing its happiness, this lawful passion, which might otherwise have been turned to account, was unproductive too.


  “And such a pretty woman,” said the editor sympathetically. Of another happier case of domestic hallucination, he made the remark: “Says he owes it all to his wife! and you never saw such a plain woman in your life.”


  “How do you know she is plain?” I asked; “mayn’t it be that the husband’s sense of beauty is finer than yours? Do you think all beauty is for all men? or that the beauty all can see is best worth seeing?”


  And then we spoke the words of wisdom and wit which I have written in ebony on the lintel of this little house of words. He who would write to live must talk to write, and I confess that I took up this point with my friend, and continued to stick to it, no doubt to his surprise, because I had at the moment some star-dust on the subject nebulously streaming and circling through my mind, which I was anxious to shape into something of an ordered world. So I talked not to hear myself speak, but to hear myself think, always, I will anticipate the malicious reader in saying, an operation of my mind of delightful unexpectedness.


  “Why! you’re actually thinking,” chuckles one’s brain to itself, “go on. Dance while the music’s playing,” and so the tongue goes dancing with pretty partners of words, till suddenly one’s brain gives a sigh, the wheels begin to slow down, and music and dancing stop together, till some chance influence, a sound, a face, a flower, how or whence we know not, comes to wind it up again.


  310 The more one ponders the mystery of beauty, the more one realises that the profoundest word in the philosophy of æsthetics is that of the simple-subtle old proverb: Beauty is in the eyes of the beholder. Beauty, in fact, is a collaboration between the beholder and the beheld. It has no abstract existence, and is visible or invisible as one has eyes to see or not to see it, that is, as one is endowed or not endowed with the sense of beauty, an hieratic sense which, strangely enough, is assumed as common to humanity. Particularly is this assumption made in regard to the beauty of women. Every man, however beauty-blind he may really be, considers himself a judge of women—though he might hesitate to call himself a judge of horses. Far indeed from its being true that the sense of beauty is universal, there can be little doubt that the democracy is for the most part beauty-blind, and that while it has a certain indifferent pleasure in the comeliness that comes of health, and the prettiness that goes with ribbons, it dislikes and fears that finer beauty which is seldom comely, never pretty, and always strange.


  National galleries of art are nothing against this truth. Once in a while the nation may rejoice over the purchase of a bad picture it can understand, but for the most part—what to it are all these strange pictures, with their disquieting colours and haunted faces? What recks the nation at large of its Bellinis or its Botticellis? what even of its Titians or its Tintorettos? Was it not the few who bought them, with the money of the many, for the delight of the few?


  Well, as no one would dream of art-criticism by plébiscite, why should universal conventions of the beauty of women find so large an acceptance merely because they are universal? There are vast multitudes, no doubt, who deem the scented-soap beauties of Bouguereau more beautiful than the strange ladies of Botticelli, 311 and, were you to inquire, you would discover that your housemaid wonders to herself, as she dusts your pictures to the sound of music-hall song, what you can see in the plain lean women of Burne-Jones, or the repulsive ugliness of “The Blessed Damosel.” She thanks heaven that she was not born with such a face, as she takes a reassuring glance in the mirror at her own regular prettiness, and more marketable bloom. For, you see, this beauty is still asleep for her—as but a few years ago it was asleep for all but the artists who first kissed it awake.


  All beauty was once asleep like that, even the very beauty your housemaid understands and perhaps exemplifies. It lay asleep awaiting the eye of the beholder, it lay asleep awaiting the kiss of genius; and, just as one day nothing at all seemed beautiful, so some day all things will come to seem so, if the revelation be not already complete.


  For indeed much beauty that was asleep fifty years ago has been passionately awakened and given a sceptre and a kingdom since then: the beauty of lonely neglected faces that no man loved, or loved only by stealth, for fear of the mockery of the blind, the beauty of unconventional contours and unpopular colouring, the beauty of pallor, of the red-haired, and the fausse maigre. The fair and the fat are no longer paramount, and the beauty of forty has her day.


  Nor have the discoveries of beauty been confined to the faces and forms of women. In Nature too the waste places where no man sketched or golfed have been reclaimed for the kingdom of beauty. The little hills had not really rejoiced us till Wordsworth came, but we had learnt his lesson so well that the beauty of the plain slept for us all the longer, till with Tennyson and Millet, it awakened at last—the beauty of desolate levels, solitary moorlands, and the rich melancholy of the fens.


  312 Wherever we turn our eyes, we find the beauty of character supplanting the beauty of form, or if not supplanting, asserting its claim to a place beside the haughty sister who would fain keep Cinderella, red-headed and retroussée, in the background—yes! and for many even supplanting! It is only when regularity of form and personal idiosyncrasy and intensity of character are united in a face, that the so-called classical beauty is secure of holding its own with those whose fealty most matters—and that union to any triumphant degree is exceedingly rare. Even when that union has come about there are those, in this war of the classicism and romanticism of faces, who would still choose the face dependent on pure effect for its charm; no mask of unchanging beauty, but a beauty whose very life is change, and whose magic, so to say, is a miraculous accident, elusive and unaccountable.


  Miraculous and unaccountable! In a sense all beauty is that, but in the case of the regular, so to say, authorised beauty, it seems considerably less so. For in such faces, the old beauty-masters will tell you, the brow is of such a breadth and shape, the nose so long, the mouth shaped in this way, and the eyes set and coloured in that; and thus, of this happy marriage of proportions, beauty has been born. This they will say in spite of the everyday fact of thousands of faces being thus proportioned and coloured without the miracle taking place, ivory lamps in which no light of beauty burns. And it is this fact that proves the truth of the newer beauty we are considering. Form is thus seen to be dependent on expression, though expression, the new beauty-masters would contend, is independent of form. For the new beauty there are no such rules; it is, so to say, a prose beauty, for which there is no formulated prosody, entirely free and individual in its rhythms, and personal in its effects. Sculpture is 313 no longer its chosen voice among the arts, but rather music with its myriad meanings, and its infinitely responsive inflections.


  You will hear it said of such beauty—that it is striking, individual, charming, fascinating and so on, but not exactly beautiful. This, if you are an initiate of the new beauty, you will resist, and permit no other description but beauty—the only word which accurately expresses the effect made upon you. That such effect is not produced upon others need not depress you; for similarly you might say of the beauty that others applaud that for you it seems attractive, handsome, pretty, dainty and so on, but not exactly beautiful; or admitting its beauty, that it is but one of many types of beauty, the majority of which are neither straight-lined nor regular.


  For when it is said that certain faces are not exactly beautiful, what is meant is that they fail to conform to one or other of the straight-lined types; but by what authority has it been settled once and for all that beauty cannot exist outside the straight line and the chubby curve? It matters not what authority one were to bring, for vision is the only authority in this matter, and the more ancient the authority the less is it final, for it has thus been unable to take account of all the types that have come into existence since its day, types spiritual, intellectual and artistic, born of the complex experience of the modern world.


  And yet it has not been the modern world alone that has awakened that beauty independent of, and perhaps greater than, the beauty of form and colour; rather it may be said to have reawakened it by study of certain subtle old masters of the Renaissance; and the great beauties who have made the tragedies and love-stories of the world, so far as their faces have been preserved to us, were seldom “beautiful,” as the populace would understand beauty. For perhaps the highest beauty is 314 visible only to genius, or that great love which, we have said, is a form of genius. It was only, it will be remembered, at the kiss of a prince that Sleeping Beauty might open her wonderful eyes.


  II—A Literary Omnibus


  There were ten of us travelling life’s journey together from Oxford Circus to the Bank, one to fall away early at Tottenham Court Road, leaving his place unfilled till we steamed into Holborn at Mudie’s, where, looking up to make room for a new arrival, I perceived, with an unaccustomed sense of being at home in the world, that no less than four of us were reading. It became immediately evident that in the new arrival our reading party had made an acquisition, for he carried three books in a strap, and to the fourth, a dainty blue cloth volume with rough edges, he presently applied a paper-knife with that eager tenderness which there is no mistaking. The man was no mere lending library reader. He was an aristocrat, a poet among readers, a bookman pur sang. We were all more or less of the upper crust ourselves, with the exception of a dry and dingy old gentleman in the remote corner who, so far as I could determine, was deep in a digest of statutes. His interest in the new-comer was merely an automatic raising of the head as the bus stopped, and an automatic sinking of it back again as we once more rumbled on. The rest of us, however, were not so poorly satisfied. This fifth reader to our coach had suddenly made us conscious of our freemasonry, and henceforward there was no peace for us till we had, by the politest stratagems of observation, made out the titles of the books from which as from beakers our eyes were silently and strenuously drinking such different thoughts and dreams.


  315 The lady third from the door on the side facing me was reading a book which gave me no little trouble to identify, for she kept it pressed on her lap with tantalising persistence, and the headlines, which I was able to spell out with eyes grown telescopic from curiosity, proved those tiresome headlines which refer to the contents of chapter or page instead of considerately repeating the title of the book. It was not a novel. I could tell that, for there wasn’t a scrap of conversation, and it wasn’t novelist’s type. I watched like a lynx to catch a look at the binding. Suddenly she liftedit [lifted it] up, I cannot help thinking out of sheer kindness, and it proved to be a stately unfamiliar edition of a book I should have known well enough, simply The French Revolution. Why will people tease one by reading Carlyle in any other edition but the thin little octavos, with the sticky brown and black bindings of old?


  The pretty dark-haired girl next but one on my own side, what was she reading? No! … But she was, really!


  Need I say that my eyes beat a hasty retreat to my little neighbour, the new-comer, who sat facing me next to the door, one of whose books in the strap I had instantly recognised as Weir of Hermiston. Of the other two, one was provokingly turned with the edges only showing, and of the edges I couldn’t be quite sure, though I was almost certain they belonged to an interesting new volume of poems I knew of. The third had the look of a German dictionary. But, of course, it was the book he was reading that was the chief attraction, and I rather like to think that probably I was the only one of his fellow travellers who succeeded in detecting the honey-pot from which he was delicately feeding. It took me some little time, though the book, with its ribbed blue cover gravely lined with gold and its crisp rose-yellow paper, struck me with instant familiarity. “Preface to Second Edition,” deciphered backwards, was all I 316 was able to make out at first, for the paper-knife loitered dreamily among the opening pages, till at last with the turning of a page, the prose suddenly gave place to a page prettily broken up with lines and half-lines of italics, followed by a verse or two—and “Of course,” I exclaimed to myself, with a curious involuntary gratitude, “it is Dr. Wharton’s Sappho.”


  And so it was. That penny bus was thus carelessly carrying along the most priceless of written words. We were journeying in the same conveyance with


  
    “Like the sweet apple which reddens upon the topmost bough,


    A-top on the topmost twig—which the pluckers forgot somehow—


    Forgot it not, nay, but got it not, for none could get it till now.”

  


  with


  
    “I loved thee, Atthis, long ago.”

  


  with


  “The moon has set, and the Pleiades; it is midnight, the time is going by, and I sleep alone.”


  Yes, it was no less a presence than Sappho’s that had stepped in amongst us at the corner of New Oxford Street. Visibly it had been a little black-bearded bookman, rather French in appearance, possibly a hard-worked teacher of languages—but actually it had been Sappho. So strange are the contrasts of the modern world, so strange the fate of beautiful words. Two thousand five hundred years! So far away from us was the voice that had suddenly called to us, a lovely apparition of sound, as we trundled dustily from Oxford Circus to the Bank.


  “The moon has set, and the Pleiades; it is midnight, the time is going by, and I sleep alone,” I murmured, as the conductor dropped me at Chancery Lane.


  ·  ·


  317 A Shepherd Boy†


  By E. Philip Pimlott


  ·  ·
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    [1] Now Tirerrill, Co. Sligo.


    [2] Copyright in America by John Lane.


    [3] Copyright in America by John Lane.


    [4] But surely, in the Daily Chronicle, we have at least one notable exception.—Ed. Y. B.


    [5] The Yellow Book must note its dissent from the Yellow Dwarf’s observations, in so far, at least, as they affect the Spectator.—Ed.


    [6] A friend assures me that if I had pursued my wanderings a little further in Mr. Hall Caine’s garden of prose, I might have culled still fairer blossoms; and gives as a specimen this, from page 141: “She met him on the hill slope with a cry of joy, and kissed him. It came into his mind to draw away, but he could not, and he kissed her back.” How quaint Manx customs are. In London he would almost certainly have kissed her lips.


    [7] Napoli—on the western coast of Italy.


    [8] Sudermann’s “Die Heimath.”


    [9] The Cambridge Observer, Vol. I., No. 14.
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    [12] Journal of Education, April 1, 1891.


    [13] Lord Colerain’s Correspondence, page 101.


    [14] Contemporary Bucks, vol. i. page 73.


    [15] It would seem, however, that, on special occasions, his lordship indulged in odd costumes. “I have seen him,” says Captain Tarleton (vol. i. p. 69), “attired as a French clown, as a sailor, or in the crimson hose of a Sicilian grandee—peu beau spectacle. He never disguised his face, whatever his costume, nevertheless.”


    [16] I would refer my little readers once more to the pages of Contemporary Bucks, where Captain Tarleton speculates upon the sudden disappearance of Lord George Hell and describes its effect on the town. “Not even the shrewdest,” says he, “ever gave a guess that would throw a ray of revealing light on the disparition of this profligate man. It was supposed that he carried off with him a little dancer from Garble’s, at which haunt of pleasantry he was certainly on the night he vanished, and whither the young lady never returned again. Garble declared he had been compensated for her perfidy, but that he was sure she had not succumbed to his lordship, having in fact rejected him soundly. Did his lordship, say the cronies, take his life—and hers? Il n’y a pas d’épreuve. The most astonishing matter is that the runaway should have written out a complete will, restoring all money he had won at cards, etc. etc. This certainly corroborates the opinion that he was seized with a sudden repentance and fled over the seas to a foreign monastery, where he died at last in religious silence. That’s as it may, but many a spendthrift found his pocket chinking with guineas, a not unpleasant sound, I declare. The Regent himself was benefited by the odd will, and old Sir Follard Follard found himself once more in the ancestral home he had forfeited. As for Lord George’s mansion in St. James’s Square, that was sold with all its appurtenances, and the money fetched by the sale, no bagatelle, was given to various good objects, according to my lord’s stated wishes. Well, many of us blessed his name—we had cursed it often enough. Peace to his ashes, in whatever urn they be resting, on the billows of whatever ocean they float!”


    [17] All of these books are more or less difficult to obtain. The British Museum has a complete set. Mr. F. Kirk, 42 Melbourne Street, Leicester, has some of the volumes on sale.


    [18] Copyright in America by John Lane.


    [19] Pantagruel, book xi. ch. 30.


    
      [20] Per aver riposo


      Portato fu fra l’anime beate


      Lo spirto di Alessandro glorioso;
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      Machiavelli. Decennale Primo.
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