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Notice to Trelpassers -

The author begs to point out, once
again, that all the charaéters in this
booky mcluding himself, are fictitious.



DEATH PF A*GOD
(For Alice)

Tur chief difficulty under which, at the moment of
writing this story, the creativg artist, more especially the
novelist, labours is this: that the violent agitation, frotn
end to end, and frpm top to bottom, of the background
dgainst which his figures are placed, renders the move-
ments of these characters meaningless and unimportart.
As well try to concentrate upon a game of chess in an
earthquake! The act of writing (if you think of it —
which fortunately the born writer seldom does) is com-
parable to the action of the band which played, a hymn
as the gredt ship Titanic was sinking. . . . Well, the loss
of the Titanic, *“ the luxury liner on her maiden vdyage ”,
as the papers of that day loved to describe her, was
symbolic of things o come, but not more than the dis-
appearance from this earthly scene of Mr. Snowberry, . ..
With him, for many others as well as for me, went the
whole of the nineteenth-century panorama, and especially
the works of Henry James and George Meredith, Even
more than the novelist of convention, Mr. Snowberry
belonged fo a dying age.

Ever since I could remember, my life —and long
before that, the lives of my parents and their ncighbours — -
nad been regulated and set in motion every week by Mr.
Snowberry. Without him we should have been lost. He
wa$ our god, gontrolling the life of each week. Eachng
his aid, the vague, Meredithian life of childhood in 2

ountry howse would have some to nothing. Dressed in
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DEATH §F A GOD

a faded livery of dark'suit, Bowler hat, heauwy gold chain,
which divided his little body "into two halves, hus face’
adorned, with moustache an whiskers, he drove over the
mvors Lo us every eighth ddfy from Bakewell #0 winil the
clocks. Theé chain I have mentionesl supported a heavy
gold hunter watch: and by this watch he get the clocks.
Jhese machines were numerous in all the houses he
visited. At home there was the stable cloak (the pendulum
of which subsequently proved, appropriately enough, to
be the seventeenth-century sundial from the old formal
garden, removed to make way for a landscape in the mode
of Clapability Brown), the %acquered Queen Anne clock,
on the stairs, with flamboyant flamingos blown in gold
upon the surface of its case ; the Louis Quatorze bukl clock
i the Cocked Hat Room; the tall walnut clock with a
silver dial, surrounded by patterns of fruit, in the Ball-
room; in the Boudoir, the Directoire clock, which played
a minuet by Mozart at the end of every hour ; the tortoise-
shell clock, with a gold figure of Father Time and his
Scythe, in the Great Parlour; and the inlaid and domed
clock which my father had brought back some years before
from Sicily. This stood in the dining-room, and with an
extreme display of individuality, indulged at odd hours in
almost any form of dissonance that it chose. . . . (And
all these instruments of time were still ticking, perhaps,
in the age appropriate to them, controlling on some other
plane of vision the movement of their coeval puppets;
Dutch figures with periwigs and large feathered hats were
walking hand in hand in a tulip garden to the-ticking of
the walnut clock, and, already coming up the other side of
the Revolution, the Merveilleuses were conducting their
exaggerated lives to the beating heart of the little gold
clock ; while my parents and their friends, in the bowler
hats, tight trousers and coats, the tailor-made skirts znd
leg-of-mutton-sleeved coats, of the ’nincties were still
playing croquet to the rhythm of that littl¢ clock in a
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leather, case which my mothe- told me had been given to
heras "a wedding present.) Thus everything we, did,or
sgid, our every function and{ thought and dream, was
instigdted by Mr., Snowberrt, We could hardly have
eateny without him.

* Moreover, the same thing was true of daily life in all
the country houses round ; that existence which has npw
so completely disappeared. On Monday he drove, let us
say, to Chatsworth—a full day’s work there!—on
Tuesday to Hardwick; on Wednesday — I remember
it was always Wednesday — to Barlborough and Reni-
shaw ; on Thursday to Clumber; on Friday to Welbecks;
on Saturday, perhaps, to Wentworth Woodhouse. On
Sunday I imagine h& must have wound his own clock (but
of that I have something to say later). He was the local
god of time : albeit sometimes a breakdown in it caused
him to be summoned earlier, so that he became the healer
of time, as well as its overlord. At his nod innumerable
clocks sounded their silver tinkling, or echoing, thythmic
or cracked»notes over the little corner where the counties
of Derbyshire, Nottinghamshire, Yorkshire and Isincoln-
shire meet. Week afler week for nearly fifty years this
amiable, good little deity had progressed from temple to
temple — this prince, from palace to palace.

Round Mr. Snowberry, then, the whole invisible
mechanism of many great estates revolved. The wood-
man in the shrill green light of summer mornings, whers
the call to action! from the ground seemed to sound clear
as a hunting-horn on a frosty morning, rose to his chimes.
Later, when the sun had rolled above the horizon, and its
rays glowed among the feathery tree-tops of the avenue,
the horses would begin to neigh in the stables, but the
grooms did not get up until Mr. Snowberry’s clock
sougded the correct hour. In the spring, when, fter the
hard winter of the north, the bulbs could almost be seem
growing, whble russet choirs of birds sang uninterruptedly
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from the earliest dawn, bui =ven they sesmed m cease
fram their carolling, when gne’of Mr. Snowberry’s clacks
struck the hour. In the bt ttle, icy winter, when trees as
tall as a sh1p s masts wert ropcd with frosh, and every
blade of grdss became a crackling spfire, it was Mr. Snow-
berry who roused the sullgn housemaids from warm
slugnber.

On the other hand, while Mr. Snowberry made time
advance for others, it seemed, equally, to stand still for
him. I had grown from childhood to man’s estate without
being able to observe the slightest change in him — none
at all; not by the greying of a hair, nor by any vanation or
loss of strength in his voice (whlch 50 often betrays the
ageing of those who do not show it inother ways), had he
altered.

What life did the god of time lead at home, I wondered,
between these ceremonial visits to great and lesser houses ;
between thc greetings of grooms and footmen: “ Good

morning,’ Mr. Snowberry!” “ Good morning, John!”
“Pony going well, Mr. Snowberry?”  “Yes,thank you,
John, . ) ¢ Lovely morning for the time of year, Mr.
Kembley.” “Yes, Mr. Snowberry, what we want is

three munths o’ this, and then tak’ oop.” How did he
spend the crisp October evenings, or the lazy summer
twilight up there on the moor near the site of the Roman
» camp, so close under the sky, where heather and bilberries
supplied the only vegetation? Justasan emperor 1s always
said to live so simply, to lie on a camp-bed in prefercnce
to a state four-poster, and to prefer a glass of fresh milk
and a rusk to meals prepared by a most skilled French.
_ chef; so, too, doubtless this Mexican Prince-Priest, this
Maya Time-God preferred, when he considered the nches
and extent of his kingdom, to live on goat’s cheese, and
on bilbrries which stain the inside of the mouth to-the

“lue-black of a chow’s tongue.
As a child his trade fascinated me and I nsed to con-
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Jecturc, what Iss own clock vby which he set his gold waltch,
coudd Qe like; the clock th'x governed this god, ,though
equally gover ncd by him; tMe central clock, asdt were,
of thé whol® universe. . . . ¥And, finally, I found ou"t
when' I went to tea svith him and was thus Able, on the
ga’fne Saturday,afternoon, toysatisfy®my curiosity concern-
ing his house. It was a very small house, not a cottage,
, with mullion windows, and the stone between them quilted
with ittle pink roses, In the porch stogd an enormous
very clean—looklng wooden spade, which showed very
distinctly its grain, and which was for shovelling away, the
snow, so it should not even m the winter prevent
from reachmg the varlous temples so dependent upon lurn
The sitting-room was full of feathers, feather-flowers and
stuffed birds and patchwork cushions, . . . But when he
, showed me his bedroom, I was d1smayed to find that the
all-lmportant clock upon which he, and, in consequence,
our whole world, depended was an alarm clock, a common
machine of base metal, the tintinnabulations of which
awoke hinr every morning, . . . I must have shown my
surprise and disappointment, for he added, “ Well, my
dear young man, you see I'm alone here now : Mrs. Snow-
berry and Esther have been dead these last ten ycars.”
Somchow, I had not previously connected him, so
highly did he stand above mortals in my regard, with
earthly ties, and it was only then that I realized that the
monster over which he reigned had dared to devour thoses
dearest to him ; sb that his own life was an insecure tenure,
his seat on~the throne shaky in the extreme. But even
when I grew up, I still continued to feel that he should be
immune from time’s laws. . . . It didnot surprise me,
therefore, that he showed no signs of growing old. And,
in consequence, I was 1n no way prepared either for his
ows final disappearance, or that of the system of which he
seemed the mainspring.
Right up} to that moment the machine was tickine
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away without a sign of any “ntsrnal corrosien, There had
been changes, of course: one or two mansions had” paﬁscd
to newer and richer owners'(Mr. Snowberry dlsapproved
of such usurpers): no grooms now salutéd hinfy but
though the ¢hauffeurs were more independent and wished
him * Good mornmg‘” in colder, less rural and ratlfer
condescending voices, nevertheless, the fact that the
motor had replaced the horse seemed omly to cmphasmc
the beneficent influence of Mr. Snowberry s activities,

The whole world seemed to be working up, like a
magnificent and 1ngcn1ous clock, to strike, under Mr.
Enowberry’s govcrnmg, it comfortable full, rich, tradi-
tional chimes. . . . Towards the end of June, howeve1
something went wrong. An Austrian®Archduke, who had
eften been entertained in one of Mr. Snowberry’s palaces,
now, while driving in an open motor-car through a distant
Mohammedan town, fell victim to a bullet from the hand
of Gavril Princip. ... I was with my regiment in
Wclhnggon Barracks at the time, and my sister wrote to
me from my home to tell me how upset Mr. sSnowberry
had been at this regrettable occurrence. Just as if a
person under his protection hac been injured, some sense
of responsibility seemed to haunt him, she said.

In July I came home on leave for a month or two, and
in the peculiarly golden summer of that year, under the
old trees or-in the cool interior of the darkened rooms,
tumours from the outside world drified in sleepily. It
seemed as if the whole earth were walting, waiting for
bells to sound or a clock to strike. . . . Andgbeing of a
superstitious turn of mind, I was unhappy when on the_
first of August (fer by then the outside world had already
invaded us with clouds of flying, scurrying reports) [
counted the lacquered clock on the stairs outside my bed-
room srike thirteen at midnight. . . . It had never dpne
~this before, so it must have been my rcckomng, I supposed,
that waseat fault, . All the same, two vefns of uneasi-

6
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ness oW ram through the ..ubstance of my mind: one
com:e?mng Mr. Snowberry, and t¢h¢ other for the whole
world (and as it happens, lthave never in my life, so far
heayl a clétk strike thirteen tagain).

It went to Londen on the night of the gnd. On the
ight of the grd, I was among tlose who saw the Lord
Mayor’s gilded coach roll trundling up the Mall, moving,
unless my memory misleads me, along the nairower side-
path’ strewn with peal moss for riders,, to Buckingham
Palace; a sure sign of the imminence of the catastrophe
that was coming. On the 4th, war was declared, and on
the morning of the same day Mr. Snowberry met with his
accident. . . . Pan and Mars had broken loose together
and had set out to conquer the newer god, Mr. Snowberry.

In spite of the general progress, himself had never
approved of motor-cars, and he was driving his pony-cart
in the neighbourhood of Renishaw when this event
occurred. I know the place well. The cinder pyramid of
a small mine heaped an ugly screen agains{ a wide
expanse im which huge chimneys, plumed with smoke, and
stout furnaces raised their bulk. Behind the stag-heap
crouched an Elizabethan house, lost and desolate, and
then came a rustic prospect in which industrialism did not
exist. First, there was a lane between deep hedges, and
the other side of it stood a small stone farm, while beyond,
an abrupt perspective of stone walls and meadows that
lcapt and fell at improbable levels stretched towards tha
moors and the fir horizon,

Mr. Seowberry was coming down this lane. For all
that the coal-mines were so close, it was a lovely place in
summer, the old stone farm, the near meadows with two
spoilt donkeys stretching their furry muzzles across loose
stone walls in hope of sugar, the pigs grunting from their
stigs, or hurrying with their clumsy, fairy-storp bodies
inflated above “short, thin legs, across the green grass —
the mountatn grass, like the green hair of meymaids, of
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the high places in this district.c Bracken gruw tall along
the sideseof the lane, making intricate, lacy patterns,” Fhe
air comintg from the moors sr¥elt pure and mossy, and yoy
could hear the trout-stream”purling below. 'The whole
of this vista exhaled a primitive, Nouh’s-ark charmfand
offered a feeling of comiort; the green meadow and ston®
wall, pigs and chickens, donkeys and orchards and stone
trough, had always been there and, even in spite of changes
for the worse elsewhere, would prevail, and with them a
certain rough kindliness. It was this impression of com-
fort and kindliness that perhaps made the shock which
Mr. Snowberry was to receive all the worse.

He was driving quietly along, when suddenly he saw
before him a white billy-goat tethered tight, but wildly
rimning round a post, rearing up in pain and then jump-
ing down again on its four cloven feet; a pure white goat
that was like a flame in ils proud, white maleness against
the dark green of trees and grass. In front of the animal
were two.girls, fourteen or fifteen, with the flaxen and tow-
coloured hair of the countryside, rolling with lewd,
brutish laughter, and aiming as hard as they could at the
most vital part of the goat’s body. Something in the
masculinity of the goat maddened them beyond bearing,
for they were at that queer stage of adolescence when
young girls are no longer themselves, no longer in-
“dividuals, thtir consciousness joining that of all young
female things, so that they are able, as we see from time to
time in the cases of haunting by poltergeists, to produce
psychic phenomena mysteriously and with an isexplicable
ease. They were laughing under the influence of some _
horrible kind of-intoxication or control — perhaps at
other moments they were good children, perhaps they
would grow up to be reasonable human beings, but now
they were possessed. The god Pan was Joose in thém,
and they were in reality crucifying that which was within
themselvés. )

8



DEATHOF A GOD

Mr. Snowb"erry, a lover of animals, who was filled with
a 1ovm’f-k1ndncss towards all the created world, made no
allowance 1n his mind for sudth fury. Anger beat up in
him ‘\t the s1ght of this cruelty ; he pulled up, shouted,
and ‘vas just going 1q jump out of the pony-tart to stop
th&m torturmg;che poor beasft whefl all at once they saw
him and, in their {right, hurled a stone at him, which hit
the pqny. The pony ran away, and Mr, Snowberry was
thrown out and killed instantly, The watch he carried
with him stopped at the hour of his death,

Beyond the sea, as here, the primeval, brutish world
was breaking out, and it was several days before the Little
universe of which he was god discovered what had
happened to Mr. Snbwberry. Everywhere in Elizabethan
long-galleries, with their stucco figures in green and pink

, hose hunting through dark forests, in panelled drawing-

rooms, Palladian stables and Adam dining-rooms, the
machinery of the clocks ran down and no chlmes sounded
the hour. It seemed, my sister wrote to me, s if the
figures, too; had run down with the being that regulated
their lives. No one now knew what was going omr in the
world beyond : no one ir these houses knew the correct
time to take a walk, to eat, or to sleep. Everything was
running down. And in that priest’s cell high up on the
moors, the metal, clacking tongue of the alarm clock, the
central clock of the universe as it were, set by Greenwich,
itself remained silent and unwound.
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Barrie alters the face of the world, but defeat and
collapse may at first leave it intact, just as a gutied house
often shows no change, except for its dead, blank windows.
. . . So it was with the little town of Chéteau-Vignal,
forfnerly so prosperous. Ruin and chaos were implicit
in it, but, at first sight, did not show themselves. Its
structure was bony and enduring, “and its grey-white
streets ran from either side of the Loire like ribs from the
backbone of a carcase. The trams still creaked down
narrow alleys under the overhanging sculpture of gothic
churches; in the one broad boulevard the shops still
boasted “displays of goods at high prices; fruits and
vegetables lay heaped up in baskets, level with the knees
of the #ld peasant women who sold them, under the hot
and radiant sunshine of the open market, and, though
meat, sugar, spices were unprocurable, other, younger
peasant women carried hens under their arms and
cackled to each other across the struggling, feathered
bodies. Bemeath the tall, glossy-leaved trees on which
~magnolias, large and white as the soup-bowls of the alms-
houses near by, were flowering sweetly, the local idiot
still sat slobbering in the empty public gardens The only
change noticeable was that the tramps, who usually slept.
here at night, were now secking this escape during the
day-time and formed those almost inconjecturable mounds
of rags, lifeless save for a slight nearly imperceptible
heaving, which could be seen lying in several direciions
supon the yellowing grass. The fishermen still lined the
banks of-the river, with its high and, as it séemed at this

10
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season, unnegessary stone,walls, and one or two, more
‘intrgp, stood in the water up to,their knees. (Indeed,
owing o the scarcity of prowsions, there were, ﬁcrhajps,
morg®of the'm, and they werc even more patient.) The
cafésiwere still open,,too, though the regularsclients were
reffled at being unable to obtain dheir favourite drinks,
and 1 the chief café the Band of four ancient men in
dinner-jackets still played ° Selections from Carmen’, the
¢ Bararolle ’, and various waltzes, and a woman singer,
in a pink evening dress, and carrying with*her the invisible
prestige attaching to many diplomas from many provincial
conservatotres, still sang the JCwel Song from Fausi ung
various well-known airs from the operas of Puccini.

Little change manifested itself: nevertheless the poison
of defeat ran through the corpus of the people in the same
manner in which a poison circulates through the body
with its blood, by the aid of its own blood. And the out-
ward {orm that the poison took during this stage, which
resembled the unconsciousness of a patient, broken by fits
of delirium, was a chaetic, meaningless placidity, relief at
the coming of a peace that did not exist, varied bysudden
spasms of virulently anti-foreign, and especially anti-
British, sentiment. But this xenophobia did not extend
towards the conquerors. The German officers, the
German soldiers were even rcgarded momentarily with
a cerlain admiration, a certain wonder at,their hard,
mechanical bearing and cfficiency, and the women of the
town looked at them more curiounsly, and longer, than at
their own Jmen, yet covered, many of them, with dust,
slouching past impassively in twos and threes, unshaven,
‘silent, vacant-eyed, puffing at cigarettgs that never left
their lips even when they exchanged a few words.

, It was a Sunday afternoon. On the terrace of the
public gardens, under the delicate fluttering ofyacacia
leaVes, the usual Sunday family groups, the usual Sunday,
combinatiors — like a family tree in reverse — of grand-

I1
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fathers, grandmothers, uncles, aunts, parents, all in dark
clothes, with, as ther -culmination, a single, smal}, pale

child, wandered and stared 1/ithout purpose, and from the

iriterior of the Café de 'Univers came the fimilialrdull

crack of billtard balls ang shuttered -laughter. Van'shed

were the Algerian, Moroccan and Tunisign troops who_
usyally lent colour to the scene, but at a few tables some”
French soldiers were playing cards, and at another sat a

:@pﬂﬁnjnjbrgﬁcndaznmﬂ the young gir] to whom he

was engaged, and her mother, . . . Not far away, near

the entrance from the pyublic gardens and divided from

it by the usual line of gréén boxes containing nameless

evergreen shrubs, a German officer, with a creased neck,

ox-eyes, a monocle, and a tunic that fppeared to contain

a.wooden body, was conguming a bock.

The Captain did not look at him. He had only
returned home yesterday, His cyes were entirely reserved
for his younger compapion, the daughter of Doctor
Dorien ; in a way she wag pretty, but her essential correct-
ness — the result in conjunction of a convent upbringing
and the inherited burgess virtues of her home -, her
clothes, with the typical dowdy shic of the French provin-
cial town, and her caref‘ully coiffured hair, all combined
to impart to her an air of insipidity, of primly decorated
nullity, as though she had long been prepared, and was
still waiting,efor the vita] forces to descend and give her
life. Her smile, on the giher hand, was quick and alert,
and her eyes soon warmed, soon lost their emptiness and
gained fire.

The face of the Captajn sensitive and, in spite of the
several ribbons he.was Wearing, almost feminine in fineness
of cut and expression, was drawn and exhausted, for he
had only stopped fighting three days before, and within
him hiessoul was dead. Notwithstanding, the bond that
united him to Estelle, that mutual but indefinable flow of
sympathy, which seemed to pour into every cell of each

12
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body [rom th other, comforted him, They had been
friengs r*from childhood, and their marriage had been
arranged since their earliest iufancy. . Pexhaps theirs
was mot lové in the romantic sense, but from the Latin
approach, it constltuzjed love. On his side composed of
tendcrness affection and physical desire, on hers it rose
dut of her respcct for his qua%tles of command and valour,
and from a need for mental and physical subservience.
He fully appreciated the nature of it, that Estelle looked
up to him, and he was relieved to find th3t this feeling of
hers still pcr51sted after what had happened. . . . But he
knew it was deserved, becaust he was no coward and,
where many brave men had been routed, he had stood
his ground.

He realized — and she had been able to make him
realize — that this respect for his valour, like his valour
itself, had suffered no diminution {rom defeat — ° defeat’

. He supposed it must be because he was so tired, but
through the tinkling phrases of the Delibes ballet music
now being played, the words ¢ defeat ’, ¢ defeat’, * defeat’
drummed in his ears, and with his inner eye he still
watched — and, he thought, would watch eternally — the
armoured columns advancing, those immense and senseless
machines, trundling and thundering along at a rate no
Frenchman could have anticipated, could still see them,
hear them, crushing the heads of men like suts ground
under the heel, could still see the cowering, surging waves,
of humanity upcn the roads, the household goods, upon
barrows and carls, the clocks and trunks and wvases,
for better protection covered beneath the best mattress,
‘could still see the old women and the ill Jeft behind, fallen
in the ditches beneath the grey and suffocating hedges,
could still hear the nearing remorseless thunder, and
1atﬂ1ng machlne-gun fire from the dive-bombers, swarm-
ing "above the civilian crowds, scattering them and round-,
ing them upeas they ran hlthqr and thither, all wearing, as

13
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though in self-protection, the sheep-colovked, shameful
livery of the dust. Swuch sights and sounds were ag yet
more real to him than the silvery perspective of tall,
shivering poplars and flowing river, its cobl islafjds of
willow and tamarisk lying like full baskets of featherstupon
the water, upon which his glance now rested, and were
not far from him even when he gazed into the calm and
l1mp1d brown depths of Estelle’s eyes.

He must pretend to be the same ‘or it might shock her

. But he kiew that he had changed, and the world
w1th him, and he wished the band would not continually
play the old, gay melodiés of a dead life; it was like
seeing the ghost of someone you had loved. ¢ Defeat.
. . . And yet there were in it certair pleasant pI‘OSpCCtS‘,
though tinged with the year’s shame. The war, a bad
war, badly begun, had stopped. His men would no longer
be slaughtered. Above all, his marriage, hitherto delayed
first by the previous economic collapse and then by the
war, could take place almost immediately, their parents
agreed. " And their old affection remained steadfast. . . .
But sometimes he almost wished that the kind of affection
he read in her eyes, that respectofor a man who was brave
and could command, had ceased to exist, replaced by
some other kindred but more reasonable sentiment; for
of what use was courage, individual courage, now,

- against this .armoured mass; how could flesh pit itsell
JAgainst iron ?

Meanwhile their conversation, albeit desultory, was,
on the surface, gay enough. They avoided all. mention of
the war, but teased one another and preened themselves
like any other young couple in ordinary times. They
discussed how they would live after their marriage, and
seemed to forget for a while the presence of her mother, and
then, g}l at once, to remember it and try to make amends,
JAll three of them made their cakes and #sane — for there
was no ceffee — last as long a time as possibte,
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o Kememﬂycr, 1 shall h';we to ﬁnd a trade now,” the
Cﬂ,ptam said, ““ I shall no longer he in the aimy. I shall
have tb get, up every mornmg to go to the office, and
probably my temper will be very bad, for T am not used
to it« . . . And you, will have to prepare fer my home-
cmmmg, and walk back with me soshat I get air, or other-
*wise I shall take the tram % be with you the sooner, and
so'shall soon grow old and fat.” (Her {ace fell, he noticed,
wher! he told her that he would leave the army; evidenﬂy
she had not fully grasped that the Fredch army was in
dissolution.) “ And I shall dine every night with you
and Maman,” he continued, faking the older woman®ingo
the conversation, ““ but I shall be very cross unless you
both give me the*ood I like.” (But, inside.his head
the words ‘dcfeat’, ‘defeat’, sounded like advancing
columns.)

“ And what about me? » Estelle answered ; “ you will
have to study me now, and come home early so as to be
with me. If you leave the regiment, there will be no talk
of being ‘on dutly’, or of ‘having to dine in thé Officers’
Mess . . . . No excuses will exist any more.”

But all this talk, he feli, meant so little. Like the scene
itself, it was curiously on the surface, with no shades or
undertones. The sun glowed down now through the
acacia leaves, seeming 1o consume them, and rested full on
the faces round them. The woman in the pink evening
dress had, amid much applause, stopped singing, and
conversation andl laughter swelled up from the tables.

Then the band struck up again, a waltz, the * Wiener
Wald’ by Johann Strauss. . . . Hardly a place empty.

. A party of four or five gaping soldiers came in, near
the entrance by which the German officer was sitting.
They passed him, and came towards the Captain; they
dmggcd their_feet, were dishevelled and untidy, talked
lotidly and smoked cigarettes. He recognized them ; they
were men awho for long had served under hin, but they
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stared at him idly, without saluting, and fiouched past
him to g table beyond, They were noisy, but possessed
the very look of men who have lost all spirit, except a
new will to insolence. (° Defeat’: this was defeat.) ) [ He
looked away®and did not glance at Estelle, fixing histeyes
upon the distance, whére the water rlpple;:l by the edde
of rushes and ﬂowermg clumps of yellow iris. . . But,
suddcnly, a guttural sound obtruded and made h1m take
notice. (The conversation stopped "at the ne1ghbour1ng
tables, though tfie aproned waiters continued to perform
their clever acts of equﬂlbrmm, with arms pmsed and
tray§ uplifted above the heads of their customers, in the
manner of jugglers.) It was the German officer, summon-
ing and beckoning to the men ; the Cédptain’s men. Now
they pulled themselves togethcr Their false aggressive-
ness ebbed away and they filed back solemnly and saluted
the foreigner, as he bade them.

“ Now go back and salute your Captain,” the enemy
continued’ in his thick, distorted French.

The men sheepishly did as they were told. . The
Captaine acknowledged their salute in the customary
manner, nonchalantly and as though at his ease, and his
soldiers returned to their table. . . . Defeat. Defeat,
This was Defeat. And the world lay broken round him.
He felt, perceived immediately, that nothing in his own
life would ever be the same again. This incident had
transformed Estelle’s view of him, and her new attitude
towards him was defined and without the possibility of
retrieval : it was final; he knew it, deep in his bones,
The bond had snapped. Never now would they be
married. It was as though for her the virtue had gone

out of him. His manhood lay shattered for both of them,
wrecked by the clumsy courtesy, or who could teli? th»
cruel ceartesy of a victor. . . . But he was tired, so tied
that he scarcely suffered. It was over.

.
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i1IE MAN WHO DROVE
STRINDBERG MAD

Srrring in this large old house, in this Afreezing winter,
in this winter of the world, w1th wcicles clustering their
stalactites round every old 1éad pipe, transforming’the
implements of utility into shapes of glittering fantasy,
much as the mind 6f the poet changes all that he sees, or
the magic of time touches the forest in which lies buried the
palace of the Sleeping Beauty, transforming every dull
material object into something brilliant and crystal-clear,
I thought of lands across the grey and sw1rling waters
where every year these processes take place. I tnought of
the north — but my mind recoiled from the horrors of
Finland and Russia. Sweden, whatever the iminediate
future may hold in store *for it, is still (as I write) itself,
and so I thought of the snowy slopes and bare trees of
Upsala, so like a Hoxton print in their clear blue-and-
white tinsel precision, and of the life, on skate and
sleigh and ski, so suited to its conditions, which prevailed
there. . . . Here the snow drifted in long, upward curves,
towards the talt eighteenth-century windows, and we
watched for the thaw: but all the pipes were solid, and
even the telephone wires had in some fashion given way
to the spite of winter. . . . And now, as I thought of
Sweden and Upsala, of Upsala -always more than of
Stockholm, all the electric bells in the house began to ring
without stoppipg -— the frost and snow working en them
in some manner unknown to me, I suppose : but I do not
understand ;the ways of machlnes or of currentsp can form
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no conception of the tI‘leS by which 111alﬁmate objects,
pursue their careers.

* Yor an hour or more the bells continued, and, thir l{kmg
of Sweden, fny mind reverted to Stl;.mdberg, the greatest
artist Sweden ever pfoduced, and I wondered how he
would have treated this incident, from what cocoon of
fiery and unbalanced poetry the episode would have
emerged. Because, as you, Gentle Reader, will remetnber,

he was ever assailed by the spite of inanimate objccts,

trying to plague him, trying to drive him mad. In many
hooks, but especially in The Inferno, he tells us of their dull
but deadly machinations, the sponge that threw itsclf into
his bath from the wrong and ominous"corner, the picture-
frame that fell as he passed, and, above all, the bells, the
bell. The front-door bell, especially, was rung at intervals,
day by day, and only stopped when he went to answer it
and found no human being waiting there . . . above all,

the bells, and as I thought of him, pursued by these in-
numerable inanimate materializations of fate, suddenly I
recalled an incident which I had forgotten, and longed to
record it. Not only did it in itwelf appeal to my way of
thinking, but, in addition, it carried me to a distant
equatorial land where the heat broods all the year over
mirror-like lagoons and where, at dawn and dusk, the
thousand little winged inhabitants of the jungle open and
close their day with such a shriek of pride and possession
as can only be imagined by those who hfuve heard it; so
loud and victorious a paean that listening to 1t throbbing
through the ground, through ear and throat and limb,
one was obliged fo doubt its very existence, it was too
loud and insistent 10 be, just as the heat was too hot to
appear genuine.

- I suppose it was because I have so great a reverence
for Strindberg and understand so well hot his mind
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worked, and why in its pantlcular directions, and because
T thmr‘ alt 1ough I usually do not care to admlt it, that
his thcory f life contains more truth than would seem
possible to the dull disciples of everyday (indeed this war
is the culmination of his theories, the fulfilnlent of them
Jupon the world, instead of upon the individual), that this
"incident occurred to me. Blt however that may be, when
I was seventeen or eighteen and attached to a cavalry
regiment, I discovered two stars for myself, the dire
radiance of Strindberg — a light, mndeed, from another
planet — and the middle-class comf‘ortmg doctrines of
that lesser luminary, Samuel Butler. With Strindberg, 1,
too, watched the conspiracies of little objects, the way they
precipitate the imaginative into disaster, and it seemed to
me then — as it seems to me still — that in his work was
a beauty that, also, lay beyond the world of rcason. His
heromes could live 'for years in cupboards, then halfway
through the play turn into parrots, and yet they existed in
their own burning world of unreason, quite as’surely as
you or I in ours. . . . In any case I have a special and
personal feeling for this sad and tortured authos; even
though I suppose — I do not know — that I have little
in common with him, for fun comes easily to me and I
was — I hope the reader will excuse my boasting — born
with wit in the tips of my fingers as much as on the tip of
my tongue. I have a natural vitality, born of centuries of -
riding and not-thinking (as opposed to not being able tq
think) ; a vitalily which it has taken two world wars to
destroy. . . . But all the same, in spite of my own innate
_attitude towards life, I reverence Strindberg as a great
" writer with, for me, a personal illumination.

» The rains were coming in San Salvador: the boot~
bl’-cks kneeled listlessly at their work and the dark-
skinned smgers were silent, All day long, grey clouds
drifted over the top of the palm trees and a~hot wind
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rufﬂed and scurried thelr plumes An dmanatlon of
former massacres seemed to invest the city, the fgrc‘r of
the Inquisition seemed still to smoulder Justi below the
ground, and the rain of bullets that, only a lew mitnths
before, had Been responsible for the d‘caths of ten thousand
Commumsts, shot d la%usse in droves of fifly by machine-
guns, seemed hardly to have sfient itself in the air. At the”
windows, relentless parrots clacked their iron tongues like
castanets and gave way to bouts of Delphic prophecy in
Spanish. Old gentlemen were eating enormous ices in
the windows of the clubs, and marimbas sounded their
haufiting, icy music down "fhe lost alleys of the city. . . .
The world was waiting — it, for the rains, and I, for a
boat — and so I, too, sat in the clubf reading the newly
arrived Furopean papers and hearing in them the six-
weeks-old rumble of impending tragedy. . . . Every day,
as it came, seemed to contain a number of siestas, but of
such a kind as to be free of peace, invaded by poisonous
thoughts ;* every night brought the glamour of southern
nights, their sounds and scents and relaxations; and to
these last I added my private gambler’s joy.

At ten-thirty every night I weuld sit, in that tremend-
ous heat, in a large over-illuminated room, helping, for
once, the dull spite of inanimate objects as an ally, or
being, in turn, its victim. I love even the sound of the

sroulette wheel, and often it has seemed to me that some
gpecial link connects its spirit temporarily with those of
some of its devotees. For hours at a stretch, without a
hint of boredom, I could play this game in which only
good — or usually bad - fortune exists, where there is no
such thing as skill or intellect : only swift action and luck, ’
and an ability to be for an instant in league with the spirit
of the inanimate, the blind, the thing without thought —
yet as you watch its revolutlons it seems very surelysto

possess an individuality, to have its own inexplicable
preferencas.
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Somehmc ¥ can win -,,though even then the quick-
ness mnc*palcrmess which, in order to gain, must accompany
good oriune| soon desert me, rapxdly worn dowa, like
every®other gamb1e1, by worry, excitement, fatlgue and
heat : - generally, like all gamblers, I lost. Even then, in
thm chimate, I would find it 1mpos51ble to go to hed. The
Beat was too great, the exlitement too recent. ... I
would stand for a time on the balcony, watching how the
very fireflies in thewr curves were trymg to outline the
numbers that lie between zero and thirty-six, watching
therr scintillating implications, trying to gather their mean-
ing. Then, for a moment, forgetting that I had lost all
my money, I would return to the table; only to find my-
self obliged to assunfe a passive role. Fortunately I had
exhausted every shilling thal was on me and so [ would
sit in a sullen sweat and observe the intricate design in
*numbers woven by the wheel spinning,

Every night the man of whom I am going to tell you
came in very late and by himself, with a pile of chlps and
played with an cnviable — and yet in a sense, it scemed
to me, uncnviable — good fortune. At first I thought he
was English. He was still young-looking, and rather
handsome. He was certainly well dressed and dressed
with a touch of vanity, but his appearance exhibited also
a touch of over-sleekness, while his eyes, hard and yet
pleading, seemed to belong to some other bedy than his
own. Their blue and rather cruel, if cringing, inconsist-
ency did not seeth to match the physique of the athlete,
the rhythmic body, the fair hair and fair skin. For the
eyes were cold, very cold for all their strange and incon-~
jecturable pleading. He played with courage, conviction,
and an almost diabolic luck. I had mever seen a man who,
ak certain times, seemed more sure of what was coming.
Hismlong, well-s‘haped fingers — one, with a sapphiwe and
plafinum ring on it — knew exactly where to place his
stakes: nevtr, for a moment, did he show indecision,
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although his system was founded, so far asd aould see, on
nothing but a belief in his own good fortune] There-was
about him, as he played, something immens :ly atiractive
and repellent, an air of mystery. He never ¥poke :"“but I
could see rrow that he was not English: nor German, I
was sure, he was too"like an Enghshman for that, sonhc
must bclong to Denmark &« Sweden or Norway
Yet he seemed at home here. He suited, for all his
northerliness, the tropics, as a snake suits the burning
ground over which it darts. He seemed very much at
home, too, without speaking; and to be on good terms
with the world, with people and with things; above all,
with things — hence his diabolic fortune at roulette. .
But there was nothing mysterious about him. I made
inquiries, and was told that he was a prosperous Swedish
merchant. He possessed an interest in the railways herc,
and he also exported coffce and spices to Sweden. . . . It
was true that he won great sums. He would not bring his
wife to tiie Casino, for people distracted him: hence, too,
he always entered late, when the majority of gamblers had
met their destiny, and his icy judgment came fresh to a
community of soiled and broken players and of tired,
despising croupiers. In this disruptive world he could hold
his own. If he lost, he left: if he began to win, he scized
with a cold imaginative power upon his good fortune, and
left as soon.as it began to desert him. . . . But in the
Phrase of the gamblers there, ‘ the table liked him’. He
was its favourite. The dull, inanimate7creation beamed
upon him as upon one of its own.

Then I met him at luncheon in a pavilion under a tree.
The vultures alighted ponderously on their observation
posts and watched us with the heavy, hooded eyes of
armament kings, Occasionally they staggered, as though
from sleep, and turned reflective profiles to the sky. Inithe
darkness of the scrub beyond, many other birds yelled out.
“The clougls, day by day, hour by hour, were drifting down.
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There were o1 _ly present my host md hostess — American
tr1e-1ds~—myself and the gambles and his wife,, After
lunch,con our hostess, together with that other p].am and
resor.ant-voiced woman, left the table and I sat next to
him and we talked. He spoke excellent English, but with

a <ypical northern inflexion, I tofl him with how great
an nterest I watched his play, and we discussed many
things and places; drifling towards Sweden and then to
Strindberg. He did not seem to be proud of the greatest
poet his country had produced, though he had lived for a
long while in the same small town in which Strlndberg
had lived while he was writing, among other books, *The
Inferno. I told hum how deeply I admired the great
writer, but he did flot seem interested in such a subject,
and wanted Lo talk of other things or, perhaps, not to talk
at all. And then presently, as I msisted, as I continued to
dwell on Strindberg (for I felt he must know something
of him), I noticed for the first time a light, other than that
cold light T had observed in the Casino, illuminehis eyes ;
they flickered with the memory, you would have said, of
some past joy, became alive, animated in a plea\surable
way. Presently he said im his soft, low voice: “As a boy
T used to make fun of him. . . . Often I would run into
his garden, ring the front-door bell, and then hide until
he had opened the door, and had gone away again, finding
no one there, . . . And then, ever so many times, I would
creep out, dart up the stairs and ring again. . . . An
how puzzled he would look! . . . One never has fun Iike
that nowadays; too sophisticated, I suppose But I was
silent, overcome by horror at this being in league with the
‘inanimate in its dull, cold vendetta against a man of
genius. . . .  Childish pleasures are the greatest of all,”
he continued in his mechanical, meaningless, sing-song
vo':“ce.
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POMPEY AND SOME*PEACHES

A Stereoscopre Story in Two Parts

(For Lorna Andrade)

r 1

Ovp Mulready Maure had been at one time the leading
English art critic. He had known evety great figure of his
period.  But when he retired to the gaunt couniry house
near York whence he had originally emerged, his neigh-
bours complained that this lean, angular, quixotic man
was a bogre. Stories of Rossetti and Whistler, of Swin-
burne and Morris, meant nothing to these faces that
looked permanently °blooded’, indelibly tainted with
the smear from the fox’s brush. Though my nature
prompts me to dislike critics, seking in them members of
the opposite team in the game of Gentlemen ». Players or
Foxes v. Birds of Paradise, I liked listening to the old man’s
talk, and 1t was he who first told me, one day when I went
to see him, the story about the peaches.

~ “Even towards the end of Dubosque’s life, you could
have bought a picture of his, not for a Song, but for the
mere trouble of crying * Rags and Bones * out in the street.
Whereas now that he’s dead (where the dealers wanted.
to get him), only a millionaire can afford to look at his
work, let alone buy it’

“ And what an extraordinary man he was, what an
extraordinary painter, more particularly for an Englksh-
~man ! ‘

“ Sonre great artists construct, like Rubengfor Titian or
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Tiepolq or If)elacroix, theirown gigantic and overwhelm-
ing-1an{s of*fantasy, new Indies of the imagination upon
whose, shore¢ men have never yet set foot: others, like
Rembrandt or Chardin or Gézanne, reveal a world equally
new, whether dark or glittering with light, within the most
fathiliar objects., And it was to this latter, perhaps almost
rarer, division that Richard ’abubosque belonged.

“In appearance, 3s well as in the way in which he
approached the art of painting, he resemkled much more
a Frenchman than an Englishman, and, as his name
showed, he was of French blopd; I believe, Huguenot.
Even before he came to live up here, the life he led was
extremely ascetic, By that, I don’t mean that as a young
man he had not had his fling, for he was full of tempera-
ment, but that his life was dedicated : his desire to paimt
oousted every other passion, and he would rather look at a
glass of Margaux, let us say, and study it, than drink it.
But the austerity of his life compared strangely with the
greed — if you see what I mean — of his painting, in
which I always felt a sense of consuming appetite. No
French master, not even Cézanne, possessed a more
complete understanding "of material objects, a greater
fecling for their texture, their volume and the unseeable —
if T may phrase it like that — organization of the interior
as expressed by their contour and surface. With his
painting of an apple, for instance, he seemed to tell us
everything that was known, not only of this particular
apple, but of evely other apple in the world, and by the
voluptuousness of its presentation it was plain that Eve
had confided to him the secret hissed into her ear by the
serpent. That is what gave him his unique place in
English art; he painted objects,* material objects, as
only a lover could paint them.

¥ He did naot really like sceing people, his life vas too
much occupied by his painting, and he had no wish for
distraction. J And so his cottage up here on the wolds
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suited him perfectly. It wae a dear litile 15ugh. white-
walled.house, with ,a -garden divided into fgur {ompart-
ments by box hedges, and with a wall ofj loosestones
énclosing it, an oasis in the vast prospeci. This was his
part of the country top, and he loved it and understood 1t,
and the fact that the nearest village to hjs home was five
or six miles away appealed tC, him as a positive advantage.
Of course, various admirers — for he always had a little
circle of fervent lovers of his art — used from time to time
to stay in the district, so as to be near him. . . . Then,
tog, he and I were old frignds, and now that I was living
in the vicinity as well, I used to see a good deal of him,
Indeed I believe my chief claim to remown after I have
gone, will be that my articles on Dubosque’s paintings
kelped to place him as a great modern master : but I don’t
think he liked me any more for that. He could have done_
without any of us. Even if he had made money in his
lifetime it would have meant nothing to him — but, as
you know, it is his widow who reaps the benefit of the vast
sums his pictures fetch to-day.

‘“ He had married this woman a few years before he
settled in the neighbourhood. Perhaps he had not known
much about her (for in matters of life, as opposed (o those
of painting, he always showed the vagueness of the dis-
interested) except that she had been his mistress, could
cook, and liked looking after men and things. She did

~not, of ¢ourse, he must have realized, understand his
pictures, or care for them : but after ali, how few people
did. And if they married, she could superintend the
house, and so he could have more hours in which to
paint, . . . There was always so little time, it seemed 1o
him. ’

‘“ Deborah was tall, large-framed, a handsome creature;
aboutadforty then, some fifteen years younger than Sher

- husband. And she could be pleasant, in a natural
sort of way. But soon after their marriage, She began to
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change, . .. Of course, m.bp1te Of the general neglect of
him, .h@ was'always the centre of interest to a chosgn — or
rath%, choclpmg — few, a prince of a territory cemposed
of princes. And, now that she met his friends as equals,
she became aware ofit. . . . What it was all about she
co‘uld not comp;ehend but of one thmg she was certain :
he could make money if he wyinted. But he did ot want to,
he was obstinate — pig-headed, she called it. And then,
as he was poor — at any rate poor compared with many of
his friends — he should not be so wasteful. Beautiful plates
of apricots and peaches in the_summer, Just lefi to rot so
that he could paint them! °Mustn’t touch this’ and
¢ Mustn’t touch that’! Never even asked if she’d like to
eat one. And oftehr he wouldn’t even paint them, he
would just sit there staring at the fruit in a way that
1rr1tated her bcyond bcarmg, gazing at them as though
'he were consuming them in a sort of silent, mystic passion
of the eyes. (I have often seen him do 1t) Well, why
didn’t he eat them? He always seemed to keep the best
fruit for painting, and when once in the morning, just
before he woke, she had stolen into the studio and eaten
two of the peaches on the'plate, he had made a row; an
awful, vulgar row, to her way of thinking.

“ But she’d given him as good as she got: that was
one good thing. He’d never had the rough side of her
tongue before, she had always treated him different from
other people. But now he was her husband, and she
meant to show hit, just like she had shown Jack and Andy
in the old days. . . . After all, if she stayed there, hour
after hour, staring at the slops or the unmade bed instead
‘of doing the chores, how would he get on, she would like
to know! . . . Of course, she was"fond of him, she ad-
mitted 1o herself (let anyone else venture to criticize him
to her!), but he was silly, soft, let anyone treat hi= any-
how, so long as he could go on painting or staring. .

And he hardly ever looked at 4er. She was justew ﬁxture
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If only she had been an old tsrnip or an ap nlc oL some;
thing, ke would have sat gazing at her for hou! s with tliose
love-sick eyes, she supposed. No, all he caredl for was his
painting ; and what came of it? Never even a picture in
the Academy : (they ppight think she knew nothing about
Art, but she knew that painters ought to have pictures™in
the Academy). And no moiey. She was surprised his
friends weren’t ashamed of him, instead of crying and
fawning round,. with their ‘ Yes, Dubosque’ and ‘ No,
Dubosque ’ and ¢ Do you really think so, Dubosque ? *
¢ As for Dubosque himself, I imagine, from what I
saw, that, as he grew ever more used to her, he became
more stcadlly attached to her. . . . I don’t know, but I
think, all the same, that he hatcd her change of voice;
for, as his wife, and so the equal of his friends, she had
adopted a new voice, like theirs, she thought-—a new _
¢ accent’, as she would have said. The old rustic burr,
that had been one of her chief attractions for him, had
vanished, except when she was angry and momentarily
reverted. I used to notice, when I was with them, how
her new voice continually surprlsed him, in the same way
as the new attitude of supermﬁty she had developed in
order to match it; the jump he gave, for instance, at her
¢ Gharstley Crcatchah 1’ ... He had a pet tortoise in
the garden, a wise tortoise that loved him, and, silently
and slowly plodding, never interrupted him during his
~painting, though it entered the studio whenever it liked.
‘Pornpey,” he wused to call it, ¢ Pompcy, armoured
proudly as the greatest of Roman warriors.’  And in the
autumn, Dubosque said, Pompey would go, just like a
Roman General, into winter quarters, embedding him-
self till the spring in” 2 mound of dry grass and sweet
herbs specially prepared for him every year in the
gardew,
“ Dubosque loved to paint Pompey. He would gaze
at the tortoise for hours, enraptured, unravelling the
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design ,pf 1ts"armour the n‘farkmg and corrugation of its
shell.s . ( ou would have thought, Deborah used to
say t@herseh; that he was in love with it, ghastly creature !
And, whenever Pompey was mentioned — and Dubosque’s
frlends always madgq a point of, inquiring after the
toftoise —, she would scream out ¢ Gharstley Creatchah !’
in her new, affected voiczé. .+ . Waste of time, she
thought, looking after it; in the same way that it was
waste of money to send her to buy those goses in York, in
the middle of the winter, just because he ¢ wanted to paint
roses’, and waste of good peaches, to leave them there,
rotting on the dish ! :
“ As her husband grew o]der, he seemed to her to grow
more obstinate, She saw in him no longer that ardent,
romantic youth of thirty years before, as she had ﬁrr»t
known him, and in whom she had in some dim, groping
way d1v1ned the genius, but a tired elderly man whom it
was her duty to look after, but who always tried (o0 escape
and to raise difficulties. . . . As a matter of fact, in a
kind of way, perhaps she was right : as often occurs with a
genius, with the passing years the fire had left him, and
entered exclusively into hls work. It flamed through his
canvases, but no longer showed in word or look or action.
He was gentle now, still without guile, and he did not want
to talk much even to those who could understand what he
said. He seemed to enjoy, chiefly, the company of my
two daughters, who were then little girls; he loved the.
society of childrén. As for Deborah, he always treated
her kindly, and with respect in front of his friends, how-
gver trying she might be. But he was determined not to
encourage her to chatter in private about the high cost of
housekeeping in this part of the colntry, or to complain
about the tortoise, when he could be alone in his studio,
eitier painting that old bottle he had found, and glass
and some oranges, or looking at them. ., .. And why
did she botjer about money? — she had ncvc" enjoyed
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much gow.

“ His health gave way before such a collapse wm(s duc
or could have been foretold. The fire had burnt him up.
He cannot have beep more than sixty. I know that,
because we were about the same age, and that was eightcen
years ago. . . . 1 suppose tot,:vyou it sounds a great age:
but I can assure you, as one gets op, it seems nothing at
all. . . . But iq continue. . . . It was that final winter
on the wolds that finished him. In the autumn, when the
last flowers, belated white, roses and scarlet snapdragon,
siill nodded in the parucular misty, golden sunshine of
its early mornings and late evenings, we warned him.
Already he had begun to cough. His"friends, my wife and
myself among them, implored him to go abroad, to [taly
or the South of France, for the winter. But he would not
hsten to us. Though the hours during which he could”
paint at,this season were so few and fitful, this was his
chosen light, the light by which he saw, in which he lived
and all objects lived for him.

* Just as the painters of Italy and the Netherlands have
recorded for ever the quality and texture of the days in
their countries, so it has been left, it scems to me, to iwo
English painters alone, to Constable first, and then to
Dubosque, to sum up and present the look and feeling of
the light of their native land. This peach or this jug could

~have been painted nowhere else in the world: and an
apple or an egg, which to the ordinary eye has so little
individuality, was to him, in this clear, pure light, more
beautiful, more worthy of being looked at, examined,
searched, as it were, than were the most sumptuous objects
elsewhere, the great mosaics of Constantinople or the
jewelled enamels of medieval France.

“I» was this light which ‘sang’ to him. , . . But,

- alas, in the winter, his beloved light failed him. It was
not that is eye31ght had begun to go, but that the light
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itself suﬁ‘erc‘;l a change, fornthe snow, when it first fell, did
not* melt i m a day or two, as usual but rolled aver the
abruﬁgt and’ breath—takmg perspective of these parts its
thick ugly carpet. It was impossible for him to indulge,
even, in that laziest and most agreeable winter pastime of
tht painter, to Jook at the pictures he had pamted in the
Summer and criticize them. 47 He could not “see them’, he
complaimned. (Grumbling dgain, Deborah said to herself,
as 1if no one had ever seen snow bgfore! . .. Why
couldn’t he set to work, hard, and make money? . .
Portraits, for example. . . . Why, they’d easily bg in
time for the Academy, if he started them now. She saw
it in her mind’s eye, ¢ Study in Scarlet and Silver: the
Artist’s Wife’. . . ) And everyone stopping before it in
admiration.) .
“ Day after day the snow lay there, or it snowed again :
day after day, in consequence, lost interest for him. There
was nothing to do. 'Wise Pompey slept in his, mound :
there was no fruit to look at, and even if there had been, it
would have signified nothing. Every morning the same
white light entered when he pulled the curtains, -a hard,
pitiless whiteness that gldred up through the windows of
the cottage from the ground, reached the white ceiling, to
fall back with a redoubled while numbness on to the
objects in the room or studio. He could see nothing, look
at nothing. He wandered about continually, in and out
of the house, wondering when the sky would alter, and the.
whole world with it. Surely it could not go on, day after
day? Within himself, he asked which of his peers in
Jpainting would have derived inspiration from these scenes.
Manet, perhaps, would have intoxicated his senses with
this new light, and its effect on'familiar things: the
swooping lines of the wolds and the movement of the
thiek, foreshortened figures on the frozen mereybelow
would have brought ecstasy to the heart and hand of
Breughel thg Elder; but to him, Dubosque, thi? world in
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which the ground in the distance was palell and more
perceptible, and stretched further, than thef sky”abdve,
held a terrible quality of sterilization, as though the fyhole
céuntry had been transformed into a hospital ward.

‘““So he fidgeted, gnd grew to look more and more
miserable, Deborah, who usually attacked him for work-,
ing too hard, and thinking oﬁ;nothing but his work, now
reversed the engine, as it were; and, in the old language of
her unregeneratg days, ¢ ticked him off proper * for being

azy. Why didn’t he go to sleep for the winter, and bury

bimgelf in a heap of leayes, like Pompey, © Gharstley
Creatchah’? But, even if k¢ could, she couldn’t afford to
stand about talking all day: any more than she could
afford to leave peaches about like his"Lordship. (Ch no,
she didn’t forget those things!) Skhe had work to do. She
must, somehow or other, and it wasn't easy in this weather,
get to the village for shopping — otherwise hc’d have
nothing {0 eat, and how would he like that? And also to
see the ngw boy, who was coming in twicc a week, as soon
as the weather altered, to help keep the garden tidy. (She
didn’t like his friends to go away and say she didn’t know
how to keep the place decent for him, even if ke didn’t
mind!) . . . But there it was, if he went on mooning
about like that, he’d catch another cold, and then she’d
have to nurse him, into the bargain, she supposed.

‘“ And catch cold, sure enough, he did. . . . By then
it was February, and the cold settled on his lungs. I saw
him. In the morning, Deborah said, he had been quite
clear in lus mind, but in the afternoon he was both listless
and feverish. Deborah did not seem to think much of it:,
it would pass. But I was disturbed about his condition,
And though I didn’t like the two children to see anyone
serionsly ill, for they were only about fifteen and sixteen
then, » told them to ride over and call on him one (ay
soon. I knew he was particularly attached to them —
and they %o him — and I thought their visit would cheer
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him up. When they wentb they took with them — dear
girly;, it was' their own idea — a basket of South -African
peacl%cs which they had bought specially for him+in York
put of their own money.

“It was, appareptly, a lovely, afternoon that they
cHose for their yisit, mild and full of a serene light, for at
last the weather had chang/'?d, and the snow had melted.
Deborah took them in to see him. °Look, Rich, what
lovely peaches they've brought you,” she said, as they
entered the room. . . . But he had seemed very odd, that
afternoon, hardly noticed the ghildren, they thought, and
they returned home very distressed about him. From
what they said, I don’t believe he recognized them at all.
He mumbled sometnmg when they came in, and then his
eyes followed the basket of peaches, that swam that aftes-
L noon in a perfect painter’s hght. His eyes devoured them,
he appeared to see nothing else. . . . And then suddenly,
as he remained 1n this rapt staring at the fruit, large tears
began to roll down his finely sculptured cheeks; rolled
down them. But he did not speak. . . . The children
thought 1t better to go home . it was too painful. As they
left, they heard Deborah, behind them, reproving her
patient for his manners. ‘That’s a nice way to say
“ Thank you” for a present. . Such lovely peaches,
too. I shouldn’t think they’d brmg you anythlng another
time.’

““ When the children told me, it sounded to me like his«
farewell to the visual world he had loved and served so
faithfully. . . . After that, during the next three days I
can only piece together what happened, from things
Deborah and the doctor told me : I did not like to go over
and interfere myself, and, indeed, 'now that pneumonia
had set in, there was nothing one could do. I am sure
Deborah Jooked after him well in her own way. »But a
year or two before, when they had the quarrel (about-
which I told you) over the peaches, he had said to me,
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laughing — for he told me ab@ut 1t at the tim, making g
joke ofs it — “ If ever I see her eating ancftheh of ‘my
peaches; I'm afraid it will kill me !’ And that, I béiieve,
15, in a sense, exactly what occurred.

‘“He was only allpwed orange juice, nothing to eat,
the doctor said, when 1 telcphoncd to ask if there was a?ly
food I could send over for him, He had been told he could
have a peach. But he would not; he just lay there,
Deborah complained, staring at the basket, looking at the
peaches with gooseberry eyes. Just the same he was, well
oriJl. She priced them up,in her mind. They must have
cost from 1s. 6d. to 1s. gd. each, at least. And they’d been
there three days, wouldn’t last another twelve hours, and
if there was one thmg she hated, it was waste! . N ow
that it was growing too dark to go on starmg at the
peaches, he had shut his eyes. He must be asleep, she
thought, so she snatched a peach. He wouldn’t notice,
was fevepish all the time.

“ Delpctous, it was, but difficult to eat, there was so
much juice in it. It ran down the corners of her chin, and
she had to gobble it to prevent the juice from spoiling her
dress. (There, that was better.) But just as she was
finishing it, a glow shone in through the window. Some-
thing must be alight in the garden; a bonfire. It showed
her face very clearly and outlined her figure against the
darkness. The dying painter opened his eyes and saw her,

~huge and dominating to his sick brain, agamst the dark-
ness, her face, very clear, as she munchcd with the little
r1vulets of juice wetting her chin. For a moment he sat
up and watched with intensity. °Richard, Richard!”
she cried, but he had fallen back, and his panting for
breath had ended. "

“ Qutside in the garden, the bonfire began to die down.
Near s still incandescent heart, Pompey, that ¢ Gharsfley

~Creatchah °, ¢ armoured proudly as the greatest of Roman
warriors % rhad been sleeping. . . , The new.garden boy
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had forgottan, had though* the mound in which Pompey
passed {nis royal winter sleep was rubbish to be burned

«d “Later, his gutted shell was found in the ruins of his
funeral pyre. For a long time Deborah would not throw
it away. After all, she said to herself, it was torloise-shell
,ndw, and might be worth something to the right person,
to someone who was lookir"g for such a thing. I helieve
when she left, she 1qok 1tup with her to London, .
That was cighteen years ago, or so. But it was only two
years ago that she parted, for eight thousand pounds, with
the famous ‘ Pompey and Some Peaches’, which used to
hang over the chimney-piece of her house in South
Audley Street.”
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‘Evervrume is the same,” Miss Gertrude Stein says
somewhere, “ and everything is different.”” When the
doctor told me the same story, it sounded different.

“If T were an artist feller, [ wouldn’t mind painting
that view myself,” he said to me one ‘day, looking out of
the window of the bedroom in which I layill. “ But I'm
surprised you never have a shot at it! 1 should have
thought painting was in your line. — Besides, a man
ought ta. have hobbies. You'd find your health much
better if you took io one.

“ You're so artistic and all that, you ought some time
when you're in London to go and call on Mrs. Dubosque.
I’ve often wondered why you don’t.  She’d be pleased to
see you, I know. And I’m sure the pictures would interest
you: a wonderful collection. . , . Oh, my God, no!
Real pictures; not by her husband. She got rid of most
of those ages back. The last went two years ago —

~fetched eight thousand pounds, if you please !

“Never could make out how they brought those
prices. Extraordinary thing. . . . Of course, I'm only
a country doctor, so I know nothing about it. I don’t.
pretend to be a judge. But to my mind they were just
daubs, anybody could have done them, (The other day,
the wife showed me a drawing in coloured chalks, what
they call crayons, by Elise, our little girl, and I can Rell

~you it was a masterpiece compared to many of his thmgs )
He just didn’t know how to put the paint on.. I’ve never
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seen any other painter puttit on like that. Never could
uncfe,gstfmd how he got it across — and yet some-sof the
critics' thought the world of him. It’s my belief you or T
could hoodwink them, if we wanted to. . . . Anyhow, as
I was telling you, w1th the money she made out of the sale
ofhis pictures, she bought a house in South Audley Street
and some magnificent pailtings, new as well as old.

After her husband died, she ‘ased to go round the Academy
every year and pick out the best, didn’t.mind ‘what she
paid for ’em. Real high-class thmgs with no nonsense

about them.

“ Oh, Deborah’s got taste' You can see it dlrcctly
you enter the house Youw'd be surprised at the dining-
room, a huge great room, painted like that green stuff
from Russia, with black ‘marble pulars, and over the
. mantelpiece a magnificent portrait of her by Laszls. It’s
a stunner: real good style, in a silver dress with a tiara
and white fox fur, and her pearls. (Lovely peaxls, she’s
got.) It might be she herself — and opposite, ,another
one, nearly as good, by Simon Elwes.

“ Of course her hair is white now (by Jove, didn’t
Laszl6 know how to paint’white hair well 1), but she’s still
a fine-looking woman. You know, one of those figures,
like that,” and the doctor stuck out his chest, and drew
Mrs. Dubosque for me on the empty air. * Very striking,
with wonderful eyes.

“1I first came up to this mouldy part of the country
just after I'd qu£11ﬁcd Knew nobody, Of course, I've
got used to it, but it seemed funny then, after always living
at the governor’s tidy little place at Wimbledon. One
was at the heart of things there, and could always run up
to town for a show and supper afterwards, and get back
easily, . . . So it seemed very cut-off and uncivilized
hes. No tennis. And I missed my people arg the
girls (three sisters, I had then). No one to talk to. .

So I suppose I was rather taken by Deborah — Mrs.
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Dubosque —, and I often usec! to walk up there and talk
to her. In time we became very good friends,. for we
¢ spoke-the same language’, as they say. \

“ People used to have it that she’d been a bit gay in
her time, but I never saw a sign of it. She was handsome
then, very handsome, but what I liked mogt about her was
the way she spoke. A lovels voice: you know, re_ﬁned:
Quite different to all the people round here. And much
too good for Aim, in my opinion. Always thought he was
a fake, with nothing to him. And funny, too. Often I've
seep him sit for hours without speaking, just staring at
something. She was the real thing, worth a hundred of
him. . . . And if, after his death, his pictures fetched
those ridiculous prices, it must have been her doing, A
clever woman, with her head screwed on the right way,
and always very carcful, keen on her money’s worth and
hating waste. . . . He was a lucky man, if only he’d had
the brains to realize it. You don’t find many womep like
that nowadays.

It used to make my blood boil, the way he ireated
her. . = . Of course, looking back — I suppose one gets
more tolerant as one gets older — I can see that, though
different from other people, he wasn’t all bad. By, by
Jove, he was a queer chap. Couldn’t pamnt at all — {hat
was obvious — and yet you’d have thought that nothing
but painting interested him. I wonder it didn’t get more

~»on her nerves, the way he behaved. . . . You know, all
sorts of little things. . . . Often when I‘went to see them,
he’d fasten his eyes on one particular thing, a bagket of
fruit it might be, or a bunch of flowers, or that beastly,
smelly tortoise he always had about the place in the
summer, and just stare and stare, as if hypnotized. When
she spoke to him, he’d often make no reply, but just go an
staring. And the same with me — would hardly speak to
-~ me, didn’t seem to see me. (I tell you, I’ve attendeq cases
no worse than his — Dementia Praecox, theg call jt —in
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the County Asylum before :now.)7 Wouldn’t answer when
I trieg 2o be polite : but then, 'm a2 man, and it didn’t
mattsr. But you can’t treat a woman like thats (The
governor was always pretty strong about that sort of thing
with me, when I was,a youngster, I can tell you. If any
mén had daredto treat the Mater in that way, he’d have
knocked him down.) Yet, “vhen some of his friends came
to see him from London —'¢heir gross flatiery of him used
to make me feel sick —, he’d fairly talk his head off. All
rot, of course, but still, it showed he ¢ould make himself
pleasant, if he wanted. And his friends would repeat what
he’d said, and even go on repeating things he’d said years
before, as if they were wonderful.

“ Dubosquc was™ always painting that tortoise and
making a fuss of it. I can understand a chap making =

.friend of a fox-terrier or an airedale — after all, they’re
very like us — much more intelligent, I often say, than any
human I know. . . . You know my dog ‘ Spot’.? Well,
often he’ll bark at me for half an hour at a time, and I’ll
answer him. Tach of us understands every word the other
says. . . . But a tortoise! I wouldn’t touch onewith a
pair of tongs. 4 lortoise! And I'm sure Deborah can’t
have liked the way he used to stroke it, and talk to it and
stare at it, while paying no attention to her. But she never
said much, not even to me. . . . Sometimes, she’d just
look at it and say, in a voice that showed how much above
that sort of thing she was, ¢ Ghastly Creature !’ Just like
that, ¢ Ghastly Cfeature!® Withering!

* And then he was so mean. I suppose he wasn’t rich,
but he didn’t seem to want to make money, (It was as
though it didn’t interest him, extraordinary chap.) Still,
he had a little put by : she’d seen té that. But he seemed
tov grudge her every single thing, even the fruit he was
pafnting. Often I've seen him forbid her to eat a peach,
or even an apple, just because he happened to be painting
it. (‘The poet of still life’, indeed ) No, it had to be
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treated like something sacredé not dusted, not tQuched.
Sometimes — there weren’t any people up thereffor her
to talk ¢o — she’d confide in me. And I remembdr her
telling me that once she’d taken two peaches off a plate in
the studio, because shesaw they’d be bad by the next day,
and had eaten them herself] so as not touleel that they’d
all been wasted. But, when e noticed, he made a fearful
rumpus, went right off the ‘deep «nd. . . . Well, you
know, it’s’ not nice, that sort of thing. It isn’t playing
the game with a woman. It wasn’t straight. . . . And
anqther thing. Inthose days — though you wouldn’t think
it to look at her now — she used to do most of the house-
work herself, and liked sometimes to sing as she worked,
But he wouldn’t let her, Said 1t disfracted him from his
painting ! Imagine it! . . . At the same time, nothing
was good enough for that beastly tortoise. ‘ Pompey’, as
lus friends used to call it, could have anything he damned
well likeg. Mulk in saucers all over the place at all hours
of the day, lettuces and fresh fruit and rose petals in the
summer, and in the winter a special mound of grass and
stuff for him to sleep in, piled up for him in the garden.
“ As for Dubosque, summer dr winter you could hardly
get him out of the house. I’m surprised the muscles of his
legs didn’t atrophy! Never took any exercise, and I
spoke to him about it — he was my patient (we doctors
can’t pick and choose our patients, unfortunately; have
~to place our scientific knowledge at the disposal of anyone
who needs it), and it was my duty to look after him, what-
ever I thought of his “art’. When I told him, straight out,
that he must walk more and take more fresh air, what do.
you think he replied? . .. That he ‘hadn’t time’!
That'll show you the sort of feller he was. Lazy as they’re
made. And did nothing but paint — and paint badly at
that, )0 my mind! . . . Alfter all, it’s not a matter® of
-argument, but of fact, What would happen to me if
I diagnosed measles, and it proved to be dallstones or
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‘s . K . .
appendicitis? In the samd way, a peach is a delicate
thing, nd one can pretend it isn’t, so it’s obviously had art
to pai.it it with great, heavy, clumsy strokes. All thumbs,
as you might say., (Next time you come up to see me,
when you’re better, I'll show you a Jittle gem of a water-
colour of some pgaches and a bit of mimosa that the wife
did on our holiday at Cannes?ast spring. . Tappreciate
good work when I see.it.) ‘oo it used to make me cross
to hear his silly friends discussing his way of painting in
their mincing, arty jargon: ‘Richard’s brushwork is
superb !’ or ¢ Just look at the.broad treatment of those
roses ! * or ¢ I feel I've never seen a tortoise before, till I
looked at that picture!’ Affected set of beggars, if ever
there was one ! °

“ He didn’t show it much to me, but he had a nasip
temper. Sulked about things that wouldn’t affect you
and me. So, one year, when the snow came down nearly
every day for two months, it happened not to suit him, and
he fell ill and developed ‘pneumo’.  After all, it’s never
exactly the Riviera touch in this neighbourhood during
the winter ; he ought to have known that, being barn up
here. Besides, you’d think’that any real artist would have
liked the snow. Lovely, it was. But I think he’d begun to
go a bit balmy as well; and ‘ pneumo’ always attacks
mentals, No resistance, you see. . . . Well, for weeks be-
forehand, he’d been skulking about the house and garden,
sulking, and now, when he fell ill, he’d hardly speak;
hardly even speak to me, though I was his medical adviser.
Deborah behaved like an angel, the way she nursed her
husband : and all the pipes bursting from the frost, all
over the place; worked her fingers to the bone for him.
He never so much as said ‘ Thank ydu’, just lay there, in
bed, and even when the weather changed and became
milé, he didn’t get any better. Made no effort. And no
doctdr can cure a patient unless he tries to cure himself.

“Then dne afternoon, some friends of hés — the
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daughters of ‘ Old Malsne al, they call him here, aflected
old blighter — brought h1m a basket of pcachd§ Nery
kind of the children, really, don’t you know. Haly J paid
for them themselves. But when he saw the fruit, he paid
no attention to anygne or anything else, but began to
blubber, without even speakmg to the ligtle things who’d
brought it; there he lay for hours, tears running down
his face, and staring at the peacheg — which, I must say,
looked very good —in a way that made one’s blood curdle.

- Perhaps he knew he wouldn’t see any fruit where he
was going. But he should; have been more considerate to
his wife, and not shown his feelings. Besides, they’d been
got for h1m to eat. (I allowed him fruit and things like
that and orange juice: one day when we've got more
time, I’ll give you my views on orange juice.) But he
wouldn’t touch them. Just left them there in the basket,
and stared and stared, perverse devil that he was.

“ There the pcaches stayed, on a table by his bed for
two or three days. I went back to visit him one day in
the evening; when I entered the room, it was difficult to
see at first, it was dark, but there was a sort of glow coming
through the window. The patient was lying back, asleep,
~— a good sign, for he’d been very restless — and Deborah
was standing in the middle of the room. I’d walked up the
stairs quietly, and she didn’t see me, and, I don’t know
why, but I stood still in the doorway. There seemed
something important — perhaps dramatic is the right
word — about it. There she stood, ybu know, a great,
big woman, outlined by that funny sort of light. ° Eerie’,
1 suppose, people would call it. I remember thinking
how fine she looked, monumental. The windows were
opposite, and this dueer red glow wavered round her
body, and shone full on her face. She was eating one of
the peaches because he wouldn’t eat them, and they’d
have gone bad by the next day. But what struck me “was,
I’d never seen anyone enjoy anything so jnuch as she
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enjoyed that peach. It did ne ghod to watch her (that’s
what I %dmired about her, the way she made you feel
she’ d‘%znjoy things), and you could see it was a Iove]y,
juicy peach. . . . At that very moment he sat up in bed,
suddenly, w1thout warning. And there was just enough
light to see him stariffg and staring at Deborah, without
shying a word. “When she saw him, for at first she was
intent on the peach, I couldfsee it gave her a fright, and
she uttered a cry. Then he fell back, st111 without saying
a word.

“T had to sign the death gertificate. I very nearly
entered ¢ Temper ’ as the cause of death: for that is wllat
it was, in my humble opinion. Sheer rage, because she
was eating one of hir peaches. Real dog-in-the-manger :
wouldn’t eat it himself, and wouldn’t let anyone elsg
eat it. Much rather it went bad. . . . Now can you
“imagine a man’s mind working like that? Extraordinary.
Just Temper! . But, of course, he’d undermined his
constitution, too by never going out and by onr.lng at
all sorts of hous.

“ And, do you know, that tortoise died at thg same
time? A new garden lac mistook the creature’s mound
for a rubbish-heap, and had set alight to it. And that’s
what the glow came from, in the room. . . . Of course,
Dubosque didn’t know that, or he’d have died twice over
from rage. . . . Funny thing,” he added, rising unex-
pectedly to a point of imagination, ‘‘ the way those two
died together, likoa witch and what they used to call . .
what was it? . . . a familiar spirit.

* Then, after he was dead, the dealers and critics set
to at their games and, between them, rushed the prices
up. . And Deborah, I must say, got out while the
gomg was good, though — the most odd thing of all —
thq., prices, I'm told, are higher than ever. . But I
always say, 1t can’t last. After all, it’s people hke yo'fi and
me who arethe final judges. . . . And I woulda’t pay a
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penny, not for one of them/ . . . Anyhow, shes made
good ;, she’s a rich woman. Anrd charitable!® Always
doing her bit at those balls and supper parties and *things
you read about in the papers. . . . Sometimes I wish I'd
had more time for painting, myself,”’



SEPADOW PLAY

You must imagine three yeung girls, each an only child,
all beautiful and all rich, immensely rich._ They were not
related, but among their parents prevallcd that particular
sentlmcntal fecling, stronger than friendship, composed of
intimacy, good-fellowship and complete interdependence,
that exists only among the cosmopolitan-millionaire class.
. Well, these thPee children had been brought up
together, had played together, had spent each Christmas
togcther shared the same governesses, the same instructors
In riding and dancing. Together they had learnt French,
Italian and German (which, unlike the mcmbcrs_of_thelr
mothers’ generation, they could speak with ﬂuency and
correctness). They had been trained, too, to be “simple ’
and ‘unspoilt’ and slightly infantile, as the super-rich
like their children to be, bt they had been taught nothing
about how to manage their fortunes, how these had been
amassed or why they would one day inherit them.
Finally, they had been sent to the same fashionable
finishing-off schools in Florence and Paris. Now they
were eighteen, and the waiting earth lay at their feet.
With the hard? brilliant prettiness of a diamond, Zoé
carried prettiness to an extreme, Her hands and feet
were exquisite, and her voice, though in no way ugly,
was so distinct it would have cut glass. Pauline was like
crystal, a little larger in her lovelineds, so clear but by no
means soft, with the body and carriage of a young goddess
walkking over hills in the dawn, and a deep, throaty laugh.
Her hands, too, were small and beautiful. Both of them
looked outwhrds on the world: but they fastemed their
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bright gaze upon it with sfch eagerness that they saw

nothi e

The 'third friend, Lorinda, was different. Slin and

tall and dark and restless, she had large mournful eyes
that looked inwards gn hersclf and so sometimes saw the
world, Perhaps because of a lateht softness of heare in
that long, slender body, othgrs, not of her sort, and living
in the wild places beyon the .gold bars, interested
her: her blood beat in common with the blood of all
human beings.” In consequence, she seemed to herself
among her own friends alyays a little unpopular, a little
upon the edge of life. Being very young, moreover,
though occasionally she made her own observations, she
had not found out how to deduce {ivm them.
. Zoe, Pauline and Lorinda, in that dawn of ihe world
as it was for them, spent much time together. It was as
though this had been ordained. No one had ever sug®
gested to them that they would he happier apart, and so
they met continually, went expeditions, visited shops and
art-galléries together. Their mothers, as they played
bridge, of an afternoon in their drawing-rooms, so full of
light, among the French furhiture — signed pieces —,
and formal photographs of plumed and helmeted person-
ages — signed pieces — and Ritz and Fabergé bibelots,
said to each of them, in their tired voices, ““ All right,
darling, you can go, so long as the other two girls are
going. Don’tstay outtoolate. And you’d better take your
fur coat, and arrange not to be called tdo early. . . . And
don’t forget to come and say good-night to Mummy
before you leave the house.”

That kind of life was only just starting. It was in the
‘twenties, and the ydung and rich, if they would promise
to remain content with the gold bars behind which they
were fastened, would find their pleasures in plenty sand
bnrﬁfmmg over. They would have, as their mothers said,

‘a glorious time””, In the spring, of this, tlfeir first year,
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the families of Zog, Pauline’and Lorinda went to stay in
Paritsy they took up their quarters, two in their own
houses, onc in the Ritz. In May, they would return to
London; after that, in the autumn, they would go to
New York. A @
., During this vjsit to Paris, then, there was to be one
afternoon a sale of stuffs, silks and velvets and brocades,
and the three girls desided <o attend it. They had been
there for about ten minutes, in an enormoys, crowded, hot
room, and Lorinda had been looking inside herself not
paying much attention to the frenetic yet dawdling tumult
around her, when suddenly she saw Zoe and Pauline as
though for the first time. Schooled 1n the arts of elegance
though they were, tficy had for the moment shed these
accomplishments. Their hands, always so cool and
retty, had become claws, like those of an Egyptian Hawk-
Goddess, and all the possessiveness and greed of those
ancestors, generation after generation, robber harons,
Dutch from New York, railway kings and market-nggcrs
and New England farmers squeezing the last ear of wheat
out of the soil, who had built up these vast fortunes now
tottering under their own® weight, manifested themsclves
in their furious, grabbing fingers, swollen by the excite-
ment of possible bargains., Their eyes remained fresh and
glittering as usual, their features cameo-clear, but their
hands grasped and wrenched and plucked and clutched
and tugged at the stuffs on the counters.

And this appelred to be the point, too, at which the
touching camaraderie of the super-rich broke down, for
peither of the girls seemed, during this delirium of shop-
ping, to be conscious of the other’s presence — let alone of
that of a third, and non-possessive, party. When they
saw her, they elbowed her out of the way; she was no-
thimg, thistledown. They, Pauline and Zoé, were worthy
1o ﬁght between themselves for a prize, or bid in competl—
tion at an aliction, where the race and reward+s to the
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richest, but, for all her wealth{ Lorinda, so their grappling,
despoling hands and kmfc-sharp elbows Lold Kerg/must
Jjust keep herself out of the way ! '

Directly they left the shop, they were themselves again,
with a well-defined sweetness and steely distinction, their
hands pretty as flowers. But for Loringa, the scene %he
had witnessed retained an extraordinary, almost apoca-~
lyptic quality. These two tother. young creatures had
become amazons, beings to be feared. Sometimes in night~
mares she saw their hands once more turning the stuffs on
the counters, pulling and grabbing them, [eeling their
web and the texture. The hands then held some ful-
filment in them, a hint of menace that eluded her when
she awoke, became vast raven-hued Clouds overshadowing
her whole future.

Lorinda was young, and the lines of her life were as
yet vague, unset. When she gazed within herself, the
vista.agas indistinct ; while outside herself things seemed
almost as she had heen told they were; almost, for she
was one€ of those who develop late, and already she noticed
that they did not tally absolutely How was it that she
saw in some directions differehitly from her mother and
her mother’s friends? Why did the idea of staying in
nearly every afternoon to play cards, so much appal her?
And what was the world, for example, to which the work
of the great musicians carried her; a world wherein her
closest friends, Pauline and Zoé€, appeared to have no part,
nor her family, neither her father nor fer mother ?

But she only attained to the kingdom of art long after-
wards. . . . Now she was eighteen. Every night she
attended dances, so as to meet the young men with one of
whom it was supposéd that, after a few months, or even
a year or two, in which to decide her preference, she must
spengd the rest of her life. A semblance of gaiety masked
the fseriousness which underlay these occasions. FHuge
awningse flowered in red and white outsifle the great
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yellow-stucco houses, and 'the rhythm of dance music, a
beating®and tattooing without tune, drifted out from them
into the squares and gardens, and down to the het pave-
ments where always stood a few lonely watchers, silent,
hungry, curious, theeir ragged powerty consuming with
stfaining eyes these riches. On the balconies the young
couples would look at them and say “ What a funny old
man down there!”, and frem top to bottom, rooms, stair-
cases and halls were full of happy, meaningless chatter,

This kind of life seemed to continue for a long time,
she could hardly tell, so confused did the delicious, long
slumber of late hours render her, how long. . . . And
gradually she found that she had fallen in love— or thought
that she had fallen in love — with Ivor Harley, a young
man who was shortly saihng for India with his regiment.
It was understood between them that they should marry,
*He was young and gay and good-looking, and his eyes
were full of truth. —_

He was leaving England in August, and so, some time
soon, shie must tell her mother, and then, next year, she
would join him in Delhi, and they would be married. , .
She did not think that her mother would welcome the
idea, for though he was rich, he did not belong to the
super-rich ; in whom, alone, virtue resided. It would be,
she expected to be told, throwing her fortune away, —
two fortunes, for one was to come to her from her father
and one from her mother. She foresaw difficulties, but
she knew she could obtain her parents’ consent in the end,
since it was a match to which no reasonable person of their
world could object, and, in her own way, Lorinda could
assert her dark, mute will, if her mind was made up.
Besides, her mother, she knew, wduld like Ivor, for his
gqod looks, his manners, his quickness. . . . She would
ted them in August, before he left for India, but at present
she’ did not want any awkward discussions to may the
happiness of their meetings.
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However, in the early paflt of July a dreadfyl thing
happeyed. Her mother died suddenly fronf heart-
failures The event convulsed Lorinda’s whole lif¢ and
outlook. To the young, death is so remote as not to exist
at all and, in spite of the difference between their tempera-
ments, she had always heen very close to her mother. “In
the days that followed she had gone down to their country
place with her father. She felt so sorry for him that she
almost forgot about Ivor, though they exchanged letters;
at first, every two or three days. As if the yawning of the
grave had for the time chilled his emotions, the warmth in
theém had a little died down. She could understand that,
No doubt he did not wish to intrude his own sentiments,
did not quite know what to say, excépt to offer sympathy
and continue to offer sympathy. She could hardly ask
him here at present, so she would be compelled to go up
to London to see him, and arrange matters before he left,”
It wauld be quite easy, because the house was near
London.

Under the grey and sulphurous skics that herald
thunder the early August heat brooded, lying heavy upon
the gardens and the old trees, and in the large, hot, dark
rooms, padded with brocade and full of expensive objects,
china, bronze, furniture, pictures, the loneliness of their
lives became more apparent to Lorinda and her father.

. The only thing that comforted her was the splendid
way in which Zoe and Pauline behaved ; kindness itself.
She had written to Zoe, soon after leaving London, con-
fiding in her about Ivor, and asking her to look after him,
in case, without her presence there, his last few weeks in
London should prove dull. And Zoe -—it was evident
from Ivor’s letters —'could not have taken more trouble
to be helpful. While Pauline, in order to cheer her {riepd
up, cagme to live with them for the summer and, with ker
practical nature, took off Lorinda’s shoulders the doméstic
burdens of secing the servants and orderin} the food.
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(How much she hated thes: things! And her life would
be $ull ©f them now, for, by her mother’s will, she was
already a rich woman.) In consequence, Lormda was
able more fully to give way to her grief.

It wassillyin a way, she knew, ta grieve continually as
she was doing. PEveryone told her it would do no good
and could not bring her mother back tolife ; but she could
not help it. (Pauline was sensible and left her a great deal
to herself. she appreciated that.) Her days were
poisoned by the shock and by the sense of her loss, al-
though they possessed a trancerlike quality, unreal in the
extreme. And she could not sleep. Uneasy slumper
came to her for a few hours, but even then, full of dreams,
sinister dreams, with grasping, dominating hands. . .
But perhaps they would stop when she went up to London
to see Ivor. Her father, now that Pauline was here, could

“surely spare her for two or three nights! And she could
stay with Zo€. She could not at present face her. own
home, after what had happened there, It really was kind
of Zoe Lo stay on 1n London, right into August, when all
the gaieties were over, in order to look afler poer Ivor.

. Lorinda thought of Ivor, and it calmed her. In her
mind, she looked into the candid depths of those blue eyes,
in which all truth and frankness dwelt, and presently she
fell asleep.

The next morning she wrote to Zoe, explaining that
she was obliged to come up to London for a few days the
following week t0 see Ivor, and asking if she might stay
with her. The reply came by telegram, ¢ Certainly
darling and may I motor to lunch with you to-morrow
Zoe”, Lorinda was enchanted. She longed to see her
old friend again, and they could talk of Ivor. (He hadn’t
wgitten, she remembered, for some days.) . .. It was
cugious, though, Pauline did not seem to be at all pleased
when she heard that Zoe was coming down, anc- said
something about how reluctant she herself weuld have
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been to push her way in likf that! . . . Ratheg sily of
her, Lorinda thought, as she was there already. ?Bugfthat
was orly Pauline; she got into these moods sometimes.
They meant nothing, so Lorinda let it pass.

When Zot arrivedg driving her own motor and looking
enchantingly pretty and competent, they, kissed, and tlien
Lorinda took her into the garden. . . . The leaves lay
flat as cardboard on the airein the curious hush of full
summer, no sound to be heard except the heavy droning
of insects, which seemed, from the surrounding silence, to
obtain a new and menacing tone. The enormous trees
towered up, leaf upon leaf above them, towards the sullen,
dove-coloured sky. It was very beautiful; a sort of peace
descended on her at last, and as shé® walked between the
huge green masts of the avenue, she felt a presentiment
that all her life she would remember walking here with,
Zoe. . . . At first they did not talk much. How silent it
was hwliorinda, looking at the leaves of the horse-chestnuts
which composed the avenue, noticed how they extended
towards her, motionless ; (like swollen, stretching hands,
she thought to herself). They made their way to a
pillared temple by Kent at the ‘end of the avenue, so that
they could sit and talk undisturbed.

Zoé looked lovely to-day, prettier than she had ever
seen her, Lorinda decided. Zoe took off her gloves and
placed them beside her on the old carved and painted
garden seat. And Lorinda, who seemed to find herself
nearer the surface, as it were, to-day, perhaps from the
pleasure and surprise of her friend’s visit, thought to
herself, as she examined Zoe’s hands, how silly — and
jealous, too, she supposed — she had been before to
imagine that, even for a moment, they had not been
pretty. They were beautifully formed, slender, with
almond-shaped nails. . . . Zo¢ was holding up her deft
hand at arm’s length, staring at it in an absent-minded
manner. - What a lovely ring she was wearirfg! It must
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be new. Lorinda had never seen it before. It was not the
sort »f) sthne she liked, but it was a beautiful stone,: her
mother would have admlred it, she thought with a pang;
the pang of one who had forgotten for a moment the newly
dead. . And so for a while site pursued her own
sord ow, her own thoughts, not attending to what Zo& was
saymg Zoe had put on her gloves agam, and was laugh-

ing and talking almosttoo rauch. . Lorinda began to
listen. N '

“ So I shall sail for Bombay on the 7th of next month,”
she was saying. »

“J had no idea you were going there,” Lorinda
interrupted, “ but isn't it rather early? Won’t it still be
frightfully hot? . . ."I wish you’d stay here. I shall miss
you dreadfully, darling.” .

¢ But I've got to go. I can’t help myself I was
telling you ; Ivor and I are to be married in October

Pauline was horrxﬁed when Lormda told her of it after
Zoe had left. Lorinda had related it quietly, “without
comment. She was becoming trained to life., »

“I should have thought her family would have
stopped Zoe from making such a fool of herself,” the
other said ; “ after all, they’re both very young. And he
isn’t such a rich man as all that, . . . I think you are
well out of it, Lindy, if you ask me,” Pauline continued,
“ but then young men bore me. I like people of experi-
ence,” and she flourished a hand, a pretty hand.

At the time, Lorinda thought she was merely trying
to be kind. But, some considerable time afterwards, she
saw her friend had meant what she said. For it was not
until a full year after her mother’s déath that Pauline and
hex father announced their engagement.

58



LOVERS’ MEETING

T was the ideal afternoon of a May day. Down below,
ants moved along their tracks, and we flew over a model
of Petworth, over miniature bare slopes, over towns and
then across a marbled sea, The plane was crowded. A
fetv ‘ good-timers’ were still there, faithful to an ideal
that grew mncreasingly difficult to follow, loyal to their
favourite beat: Paris for Whitsun, «

“I may as well have a hohday,” my neighbour
remarkcd a smooth-faced, rather handsome Jew of the
Stock Exchanges 1 shall never have another. I j joirt
up next month.”

In the enormous omnibus, dashing up from Le
Bourgef, several fat women, rolling luxuriously at each
turn of the road against their neighbours, made friends
with them in this way. The men rolled back at them, hip
to hip, with a can-can-like audacity : (the local atmospherc
must have affected them). Though so near, the noise
forced them to shout to one another.

“1 always say there’s no place like Paris!” they
yelled. “You feel different directly you get here.
Especially now, with all the chestnuts in flower. Tt ought
to be lovely. . . . And Josephine Baker is back at the old
Casino! 1 love her don’t you?

“ Shar’t we 1ook silly 1f the Germans invade Holland
and Belglum and we can’t get back? . . . But they won’t:
they can’t: of course they won’t, or our peOplc wouldn’t
have let us come. . . . Yes, it was quite easy. I gvas
surr{nsed But I felt I wanted a changc ; growing “stale
in Brighton all those months. . . . Look, there’s Le Lapin
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Vert | It s still open then? Someone said it was shut.”

Bhe hext morning, Fnday, I was woken at five by
wailing sirens, and again at eight by the voice of the
speaker on the French Radio, his calm and politeness
exaggerated a thousandfold by themrnpcrsonahty of the
instrument. Moreover, the very loudness of its amplifica-
tlon made it sound as though the announcer were glad
and the necws were good. Ng one would dare to give bad
tidings in such a tone. ... The German armies had
invaded Holland, Belgium and Luxemburg during the
night, and had launched their great attack on the West.

It was difficult for me to know whether to continue
my journey to Italy, I had been told not to go ““if the
situation deteriorate®”’. At moments I thought that the
dissolution of three further independent states marked
such a stage. Besides, I knew that Italy was planning to
enter the war, was convinced of it. Accordingly I cabled
to the authorltles “Shall T still proceed Italy”
After three days of suspense, and of mingling with crowds
walking up and down in the holiday sunshine, tfie reply
came, on the very afternoon on which my train was due
to leave. '

“ Think you had better continue but must be on your
own responsibility.”

I cabled back, “ Proceeding Italy this afterncon but
consider Tennysons celebrated lines theirs not to reason
why theirs but to do or die would have lost in vigour had
poet added further line on their own responsibility
Sitwell ”, and drove to the Gare de Lyon.

. The train happened to be the last permitted to reach
Italy by the Simplon route. When we left, there was
still some doubt as to whether tht Swiss Government
wquld allow it to enter Switzerland. But the conductors,
who, looking in their hats and uniforms like overgrown
teledraph-boys, stood poising pencils above cParts,
remained s§nguine. It was impossible to divine their
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race,mthey belonged to the blue-chinned international
tribes, of the European wagons-lits, super-gipsics »ith a
languid c¢hc all their own. They showed no animus.
Nothing would happen: why should it? The Italians
would not enter the war. . .. But Sanctions, those
Sanctions !

As usual T reached the station too early, 50, havmg
secured my compartment, I~ walked up and down the
platform; watching fellow-passengers arrive: Balkan
d1plomats with sleeked hair and high, giggling voices,
returning home, French Rusiness men, Americans en routs
for their ships at Naples; and an enlarged — you could
not have said fat — middle-aged Frenchwoman, much
painted, with very golden hair and dark eyebrows and
with several extensions of personality outside herself;
jingling bangles prov1ded for example, music for every
gesture, and there were cigaretie cases and holders, bags
in which to lose things and, finally, a minute, high-
stepping griffon which, with a collar of bells, also con-
tributed its own music for each step 1t took. A coat was
strapped to its middle to keep it warm. (It was so small,
the creature, that it made mé think of Jean Cocteau’s
story of the woman who bought from a Paris dealer a
little angel of a dog, in a coat, with little shoes even, on its
feet. Naturally she was obliged to give a large sum for
such a treasure, but none the less delighted with her
purchase, brought it home. Once safely there, she left it
for a few minutes alone in the drawirg-room while she
found it some food. . .. When she returned the little
creature had run up the curtain; it was a rat, disguised.)

The owner of bangles and griffon was certainly very
conspicuous. . . . Névertheless the least conspicuous per-
son on the platform was at the same time the most notice-
able to myself, as she walked slowly up and down it. &he
was fa woman of between sixty and seventy, bulky,
dresied in black, with a puffy, emotional fice, its flush
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emphasxzcd as is so often the case, by the whiteness of her
hair.s, Ithwas a kindly, silly face, and of a type often
encountered. She was, no doubt, a person who obcyed
the conventions and who while good in the sense of being
generous and amiable, was also greedy and, to some mild
extent, pleasure- lovmg, indulgent to hersclf as to others.
SBe might have béen the original of Frances Cornford’s

O why do you Wwalk ifl the fields in gloves,
Missing so much and so much? h
O fat white woman whom nobody loves . .

Yes, somewhat self-indulgent. "And she had the air of
one who was used invariably to kindness, had always been
protecied. Yet her fece held the attention, for there was
more in it than that; something mad and tragic, the_
dignity of Lear in his appﬂhng abnegation and abandon-
thent. Her blue-grey eyes, unimaginative and rather
.protruding, were strained, and straining, full of emotion,
“did not sce, but ncverthcless saw, sutely, beyond ‘the
“objects at which she looked. Her mouth, whicli many
years ago must have been so pretty — though its pouting
had now, at her age, grownvidiculous — worked the whole
time as if she were talking. . .. One could not help
wondering about her, because of the contrast between her
appearance of being so ordinary, her mobile, puffy face,
and the attitude and the mask of classic griel which her
pose and countenance somctimes assumed. . . . But the
passengers were getting in, the tramn was starting.

Next morning I sat in my wagon- lzt watchlng the touch-
ingly beautiful Ttalian landscape roll by, under the tender
early light. This country of mountain and lake pulled at
the heart-strings, even if this were the first time you saw
it} ,.stﬂl more i{ you were familiar with trees and flowers,
and Toved the people as I did. But under the lightness and
sweetness ofthe air could be detected the stench of the
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treachery infecting it. Now we were passing Baveno, and
Stresa, and Isola Bella with its marble decks and sinnacles,
and old trees in shrillest green leaf, lay hke a full-rigged
ship above the calm, mirror-like water, . . . How often
had 1 seen it, hOWr,often had I done this journey! It
seemed just the same. . . . Sudc enly I heard a veice,
hes1taung and sad, speaklng behind me, from the door—
way, in broken Enghsh -

Therg stood the old woman in black, her eyes seeming
fuller and mor€ brimming as the light from the windows
fell Yirect on her puffy, discoloured face. Her whole
aititude, even through the jolting of the train, seemed
inspired by some unbearable dignity, forced upon her in
rigid, unwelcome mould, as if a great sculptor had chosen
_for once to shape a conception out of 2 medium so unsuit-
“able as to make the effect of it all the more astonishing.

“ Do you speak English? > she asked. * Forgive mé,
buf I must talk to someone. I cannot stop talking. I
am a bit crazy, I know. But I do not know what to do
or wha I should have done. I come from Belgium; you
cannot believe what I have seen; my only child, my son,
home on leave, seized out of-my own house before my
eyes by German soldiers, before I knew we were at war,
I could not follow him. I do not know whether he is
alive or dead. Perhaps I should have stayed there, but I
did not know what to do, and all my {riends were leaving.

. And the roads, the refugees, the poor refugees; two
days to go a few miles that in peace-time would take an
hour. No pity, no pity anywhere. Isaw Louvain burning
for the second time, . . . I do not know; what could I
do? Oh, what could I have done? I could not follow
my son, they would not let me. My friends made me go
to Paris, and from there, from the Embassy, I telephoned
to my husband in Venice, where I am joining him — he
is gar Consul-General, All my life I have loved hing, “but
now he is old, and when, at last, we were akle to get him
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on the telephone, he could not hear well. He could not
undeystand about our son. He thought I should not have
left him — but what could I do? They caught him and
took him away. And I never stop thinking of him, saying
to myself, what could I do or have done? . . . The poor
refiegees, strugglin‘g, riznning down the roads, all of them
the colour of dust, and some lying where they fell in the
ditch, not troubling to,get up. . . . You don’t mind my
talking. I must talk to someone, or I shall go mad.
(But I am a little mad already, I know.) 7. . I could not
have believed what I have seen, All my life I have been
dévote, but now 1 ask l¢ bon Diev how He could have
permitted it. The fires, the people, the poor people,
running. . . .7 °

There was a pause. The sweet, calm Italian country,
sped past the windows. In the corridor, just outside,
fhe fussy, spindle-legged, petit-maitre griffon danced and
pranced and sneezed and thrilled with pleasure, his hells
jingling at each movement and curvet, while his mistress
sounded her bangles, giggled in the manner she “had for
more than a generation found successfully attractive, and
shouted, slapping the front of her thigh with a fat hand,
“ Ninon, Ninon chéri, viens voir Maman.” The dog danced
more than ever, its eyes bulging with pleasure,

The monologue in the doorway started again. ‘* All
in three days! The roads choked, and I saw the faces of
the German airmen as they dived and machine-gunned
us, saw them laughing. . . . No pity anywhere in the
world. . . . And my son! . . . What am I to say to my
husband? He will be at the station. He is perhaps angry
and I do not know how to explain, do not know what to

»

say . . .
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I po not yet know how this-story.ends: for what I am
going to tell you happened only yesterday morning, before
1 left the boat at Suez,

With a plle of books and an empty soup-cup beside
me, I sat in a deck-chair, staring out into mist-edged
nothmgness where not even a dolphin or a flying-fish
leapt~for the diversion of the paSsengers. Everything
seemed to be warm and damp, very damp. The edge of
the sky was hung with ragged banners of cloud, and the
edge of the sea melted into it. My neighhour, also with
sevgral books by his side, and one lying open upon his
knee, stared, with a similar fixity, into the watcry, empty
perspectlve The vast melancholy of the sea— only
suppostable because of the laziness it engenders, and of
the manner in which it cause$ one day to telescope into
another, inducing in many persons the subscquent con-
viction that they must have enjoyed the voyage for the
time to have passed so quickly — hung over both of us:
that much was clear. Tall, thin and with rather fine

hands, my neighbour displayed in his physique an unusual
" sensitiveness, and I wondered, idly, %ho he was. . . .
The books afforded no clue, for they were of several sorts ;

a translation of the Greek Anthology, a novel by P. G.
Wodehouse Dunne’s Experiment in Tume, a new biography
of some dead diploniat by Mr. Harold Nicolson, a volume
of short stories by the late D. H, Lawrence and +— I
noticed now — one of my own books, The Man Who lLost

Hugself. Suddenly he turned his eyes from the watef and
addressed me.
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“Do you like the sea? ”’ he asked,

“Yesp I love it, in a way,” I answered, * in spite of the
boredom — and, w1th me, alas, of the terror. For I'm
quite a good sailor: but when other people are lying in
their bunks, wishing they could drdwn, I’'m lying, fully
dressed, on mine, praying that I shan’t, and thinking of
the wastes of water on which a man’s head would be
almost imperceptible. ., Thatls why 1 prefer the Mediter-
ranean, where you can usually see land. . . . Bul 1t seems
to have disappeared altogether to-day.” . . Or, better
still, give me the Suez Canal ; I look forward to an cnjoy-
able afternoon.” )

“Oh, I know: I'm a bit like that myself,” he said.
“ In fact, as you re arwriter, I’ll tell you a story about it.
But I hope you’re not superstitious ?

“ Perhaps you can hardly call it a story, really,” he
Added; ““it’s an illustration, more than a story, or the
proof of a theory. . . . And in this instance the thgory
or the moral is the old, obvious one, which D. H. Law-
rence was so fond of emphasizing, that what you Feel is —
and must always be — more true than what you merely
think © judge by touch, as®it were, rather than sight. But
people don’t have the courage nowadays to act on what
they feel: they act by reason, and then try to invent
rational explanations afterwards, of the smgular things
that happen to them. Bul it’s no use: no use at all.

“ The ship, bound for South America, left Tilbury on
a wet December afternoon : but the next day and for two
days afterwards the sea, even when we crossed the Bay of
Biscay, resembled a blue summer lake. In spite of the
calm, though, we were late in arriving at Lisbon, while,
once there, the interminable argumients of the harbour
authorities scemed specially calculated to make us later
stil} in leaving it. I stood, watching the departing
passtngers, and listening to a fierce Portuguesc quarrel
that spluttered like a damp firework, between the,ship’s
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agent and an official of the custom-house. . . . Lhere
were only two new arrivals of whora to take notice, an
Englishwoman and her husband. She was certainly
beautiful in a curious way, like one of the Fates. Her eyes,
wide open, had the blue depths of an oracle, in which
many meanings, one true and man; false, could be read.
There was something classical, or pre-classical, about
that startled and stony visage, something of Cassandra,
something of the doom of the House of Atreus. . . .
Something, too,” I thought — or should I say, I felt? —
at the time, of 2 mermaid: for her eyes belonged to the
sefi, . . . And yet it was at Mpycenae, in the broken
palace above the deep ravine, on that hill which seems to
be alone for ever with the sea and tle sky, as though they
yere washing it free of that doom, and the taint that
caused it, that she would have been, I think, most at
home. . . . Beside her, her husband looked pleasantly
matter-of-fact : but it was only her appearance which was
unusual ; her clothes seemed specially designed to destroy
the parﬁcular kind of beauty she possessed, to degrade it
and make it ordinary.

“ The following morning, sitting on deck, as we are
now, I found myself next to them, and, after playing for
a while with our books in the listless manner which the
movement and vibration of all ships — for there is a very
strong link between sea-sickness and print — enforce, we
began to talk a little. , . . They gave an ordinary enough
impression, too, when they spoke, and her voice — quiet,
busy, comfortable, though rather empty —had no
element in it of either prophecy or tragedy. . . . And
yet I knew, I felt, I was aware — informed, 1 supposc by
the exploring of those antennae which so much excel the
faculties of the mind — that, somehow or other, she was
inextricably associated with these qualities. . . . We
talked in a desultory manner for two hours or more,“and
during the whole of that time the sea, which had been up
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till now so unruflled — even in those latitudes where you
would. hive expected it to be at its most swelling and
boisterous — began indubitably to show increasing symp-
toms of a change of mood. It felt as though it were trying
out its powers, though only, as yct, with some future
occasion in view. Liltle winds whistled m the corners,
and there was a roll on the boat that caused the usual
jokes and laughter among the younger passengers,
tiamping noisily round the deck, and instilled in the
players of quoits and other games a desire to be more
hearty and jolly than ever, 1n order to cover up a certain
incipient queasiness. . . . You ask what we’d been talk-
ing about? . .. Well, I forget, but all sorts of things,
politics and books —®afe, dull books — and travel,

“ With every minute, though, conversation became,
more difficult, for there were sounds of things crashing
from time to time, and the wind howled ever more loudly,
though ours was a comparatively sheltered corner, . .
They were gomng, she told me, to Buenos Airgs —or
*B-A’, as she called it, with her affectation of ordinariness
— for the voyage, weren’t even going on shore for.a day
or two at Rio. No, a week at * B-A’, and then straight
back home; °that’s the place for us,’ she said. Mr.
Ruevinny — for that was their name — had been ill, it
appeared, and had been ordered this voyage by the
doctor. ‘I tried to persuade my wife not to come,’ he
explained, ‘ but she insisted. I didn’t persuade you to
come, did I, darling ?’ he added, turning to her. °I did
everything I could to stop you.’

. “No, I don’t recall the whole conversation with any
distinctness : only one or two things like that. I remember
Mrs. Ruevinny saying, in her practical, putting-up-with-
no-nonsense and yet singularly empty voice —a voice
which said things as though it did not mean them —
‘ Well, I'm a fatalist: you can’t escape what’s cominy to
you -— so thére you are! You must make the bestof it.
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No fox can escape for long, if the pack is out afier him.

. I recollect that very well, for-at the morhent this
-emark — so ordinary, and of a kind to which we have all
1ad to listen against our wills so often — irritated me
ilmost beyond endullance. It accorded so ill, I thought,
with that curious beauty, with that face which seemed
waiting for one of the great emotions — and it was fear,
[ felt sure — to make it a sypreme vehicle of expression.

. But in that way, people so often disappoint one by
enunciating sedtiments which do not suit them.
Then she went on to talk of bazaars in the home counties,
and gave way to little bursts of self-importance, equally
inappropriate.

“And yet were they, I wondcred at the time, in

reality bursts of self-importance? She brought them into
the conversation, I felt, not so much to impress a stianger
as to comfort herself, Because such functions belonged to
everyday life, as a rule lacking in both heroism and
disaster, Just as the opirons she voiced were the opinions
of everyday life: and she clung hard to them because she
was desperately anxious to impress upon herself that life
was really of this pattern for her, and that some dim, huge
existence of antique catastrophe, to which she belonged,
and from which she had once fled, possessed no actuality.
Every opinion she uttered, every occasion to which she
referred, was as though she pinched herself to be sure that
she was awake, and that the nightmare had passed.
So, I felt, might one of the Atridag; Clytemnestra or
Elektra, in the intervals of those catastrophic events to
which thelr names are, for us, indissolubly attached, have
told acquaintances of the Sale of Work she was getting
up in order to aid tlie honest poor of Mycenae.

¢ Rougher and rougher it grew; and I did not _see
them again that day. Certainly it had grown too stopmy
noy for one to take any sort of pleasure in the voyage, Ii
was not even possible to sleep : though storms, as a rule.
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make me feel sleepy ; and at night, if for a single moment
yow,doztd off, you were sure to be woken at once by the
flying open, ﬂappmg and slamming of cuphboard doors,
or by the sensation that the soul itself, the psyche round
which the body is built up, had slightly shifted its habita-
tion. ‘ Why,” al? the PAssengers, as 5o often during a
voyagc were askmg themselves, ‘why did I do it?’ .

But my own chief cmotlon,,.‘and one that I nearly always
experience on the Atlantic, though it has been.my lot to
travel a good deal upon it, was of fright: I did not feel
sick, I felt frightened of those cold valleys beneath, endless
and undulating, as deep, we are told, as the island
mountains are high. . . . Incidentally (forgive me for
mterrupting my own story), hasn’t it grown much
rougher since we began talking, or is it my imagination ?

I had to admit that the weather had changed. The
"boat had begun to pitch about in an unexpected way.

“1 thought so,” he said, and paused a moment.
¢ Suill, it will at least be smooth in the Canal. . . . But
let me proceed,” he continued. ‘ Fortunately I was
leaving the boat at Madeira, and that was only two days
ahead. But how sincerely during those hours I longed
for it, that nest of purple bougainvillea and peroxide
blondes, poised in mid-ocean under its cosy of Atlantic
cloud.

“ The next day was of too unpleasant a character for
one to be able to take an interest in anything, in food or
drink or sleep orrpassengers: but I noticed, all the same,
that Mr. Ruevinny was alone at luncheon. . .. The
following morning the storm appeared to have abated a
fittle, though not much, and, while walkmg up and down
the deck I met hum.

¢ Good morning !’ I cried, with false sea-heartiness.

“ And how are you this morning? . . . I’m sorry to see
yol're alone.’ -

“‘Yes,dt's a nuisance,” he replied. I had s much
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hoped it would be fine. . . . After all, we're getting near
Madeira now, and it ought no! to be dike this, . & .. 1 tell
you, it worries me. . . . You see, it isn’t so much that my

wife’s a bad sailor — she doesn’t really feel ill now; the
truth is, she’s frighten®d in a ship !’
¢ That’s nothmg to be ashamed of,’ I said. ‘1 am,

too. . 1 believe a good many people are, if only they’d
allow 1hemselves to admit it.’, n
“¢J daresay, . . . But you see, it’s different for her:

the last time she was on a proper voyage was in the
Titanic : her twin brother went down with it, and she was
only rescued herself by a miracle. . . . Why, for years
she wouldn’t go abroad at all, even refused to take on the
hour’s journey across the Channel ; thongh, before that,
she used to love Paris. . . . And I’ll tell you a peculiar
thing : the sea can be as smooth as anything, and the
moment she sets her foot on board, sure enough, it begins®
to gat stormy. I’'ve seen it happen in the Channel, scores
of times, so that often I wished I hadn’t persuadcd her to
change Ber mind and come with me, even for that short
distance. . . . I ought never to have let her come on this
journey ; never ; I ought to have forbidden it absolutely,
from the start. . . . But she had been worrying about
me — I’d been ill a long time, and those damned medicos
said a long sea voyage was the only thing to put me right
— and she insisted. I couldn’t stop her: it seemed as
though she must come, although she dreaded it, if you can
" get my meaning.’ . . . So that was itk. . . no wonder
she was fiightened, even at the surface level. I thought
of the magnificent ship on her maiden voyage, of the two
bands playing, and of that sudden ice-cold crash, and
silence, as the breath ‘of destruction reached it ; and then
of the watery confusion, of the strange, voiceless last meet-
ings in green, deep allcys between the waves, where thqse
whogcould swim bobbed up and down; or were knocked
together like corks, but, their voices being bost already
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beneath the sound of the ocean, could not communijcate
in apy Way, and thus, it must have seemed, had become
hostile to each other. . . . So that was 1t! . .. That
was the meaning in those wide-open, eyes, like the eyes of
a statue in bright sunlight : that wasthe meaning, Perhaps
subconscious, under her casual, silly yet intent words,
¢ No fox can escape for long, if the pack is out after him.’
. . . No, nor a human being, if the whole pack of Furies
attend his coming and his going. s

“ That afternoon we arrived at Madeira, and I said
good-bye. The Ruevinnys — beset though they were on
deck by the islanders, who were trying to sell them em-
broideries, flowers, sandals, boxes of palm-wood, models
of bullock-carts, native dresses and budgerigars — waved
to me as I left for the shore in a motor-boat: and I
noticed, again, the singular lack of expression in her face,
which yet showed, when once you comprehended, so much
more terror than terror itself. She gave a look, tos I
thought, of longing towards the land : but I was too far
away (o see clearly. . . . At any rate, they should pe alf
right now. The rest of the journey, especially at this time
of year, should be one df tropical calm, of deep, blue
phosphorescent gardens beneath the waters, ang of
flying-fishes leaping over them as birds skim a lawn,

“ Tt was not until a fortnight later, not until g fort-
night after it had happened, that I saw the newspaper:
¢ Hurricane in South Atlantic Seas. Coastline Towns Su;gpt by
Tidal Wave®, 1 1ead. ° British Liner Sinks Off Rw, AJ
Lives Lost.” I thought at once of Mrs. Ruevinny. . , | So
it was over now. . . . She belonged in some way to the
sea, and it must reclaim her: she had always known that,
1 reflected ; even though she could not always ratigna]ly
believe it. Al any rate, it was over, whatever it might
mean : the end of some long pursuit, of which one could
not“tell the beginning; or perhaps — who knows? it
was only the middle act of a drama laid over several
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centuries, or epochs. . . . I wondered how that lovely
face had looked at the end, and, krowing wha? was in
store for her, how much more matter-of-fact she had
contrived to make her voice, when she talked to her
husband for the lasi time. . .. And yet, as so often
happens, actuality and its {orctellinly had been a hitile at
odds. . . . I turned over to the stop-press news. © Survior
Rescued’, 1 read. ° Strange floincidlence. . . . Mrs. Rue-
vinny, who was rescued yesterday afternoon in a state of
exhaustion, proves to be one of the survivors of the
Titame: her twin brother perished with that ship. It is
feared that Mr. Ruevinny, well known in the sporting
world, and all the other passengers and hands are lost.’
. . . So it had not got her after all : ~the fox was free once
more. The last act, poor woman, had not been played.

“. . . I suppose you’d call it superstitious of me to
feel like that? But life sometimes seems easier to under”
stand, if one is superstitious. . . . Well, that was thirtecn
years ago. . . . And, touching wood, she’s on this ship,
bound for Ceylon to see her son. (I spoke to her this
morning : doesn’t look a day older.) But what ought one
to do, act on superstitious belief or defy it? . . . Some-
how I lack the courage to do anything so silly as leave the
boat at Suez.”

He stopped talking, and became silent, pondering —
while I, though obliged to hold on to every object I saw
in order to preserve my balance, managed to get down-
stairs to send a cable.
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My parents had sent me-into a nursing-home. The
hours were of the usual grey monotony, and ~the day-
nurses seemed to spend their periods of duty in whisking
flowers in and out of the room, pouring more water into
the vases of spilling a little out of them, in offering me
glasses of a thick, viscous barley-water, very tainted in its
taste, and in talkmg interminably —it was spring —
about © daffies’,

The night-nurse, though in spite of her plainness, was
not ordinary; in her quietness, she was unusual. Her
voice was a human voice containing no special inflections
for the * cheering up of patients. She brought into the
room a certain air of humanity, a quahty of comfort.
Reserved, placid, her lashless eyes — the irises, not the
whites — shone sometimed with a glow of their own, as
she sat gazing absorbedly into the embers, while her tall,
spare body rocked a little, and by this movement rescued
itself from the immobility of sculptured stone.

One night, I believe she told me her story. . But
I could never be quite sure, for every evening I became
feverish, and she wever referred to the mcident afterwards.

When she came in, the day-nurse had only just left me
and had omitted to turn down the lights. I saw the new-
comer breathe heavily as she entered, her nostrils dilating.
Then, their scent attracting her attentlon she noticed a
vase of flowers — wallflowers, they werc—wluch her
predecessor had forgottien to remove, and at once carried
it aWay into the passage. -

This actjon I thought out of keeping with hes usual
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dignity and slow-moving restraint, just like that of any
other nurse. . . . On her return, Shﬁ stood watdhing’ me
for several minutes without spcakmg, then said, suddenly,
with great force, “ 1 vate flowers ! *, switched off the lights
and went out.

I woke up later, a.nd could dissinguish her figureehy
the firte, She was rocking a little, as though her body were
still seeking that marvellous. balarce which her soul at
such cost, and with so little reason, had long found.
Sleepily I asked her, speaking partly to myself, “ Why do
you hate flowers?” And perhaps the fact that I was
then very young, or perhaps merely the anonymity of
darkness, made her tell me. But alas, from this distance
I can no longer offer you her precise- words ; can only tell
vou what I remember. And some of the details will be
inaccurate, for it is long ago; but I can give you the
general impression of what I believe she told me,

~Aurelia Graybourne had come out of a comfortable
home in the suburbs of Dublin, but it nevertheless con-
tained 4 spiritual suffering that outweighed material
circumstances. Her father had long been dead, her three
sisters were married, and her fother drank with ardour
and endurance, devoting her life to this almost touching
appetite. For its sake, she would brook any discomfort,
mental, physical or of the soul. Even the priests proved
unable to restrain her in her pursuit of it.

The outward respectability of Aurelia’s middle-class
home, the chintzes, the bureaus, the fringcd cushions, the
calendars, the °easy-chairs’, the °occasional tables’,
the Victorian knick-knacks in silver, all threw into a
greater rehcf the’ grotesquc horror of life within its walls.
Hogarth’s * Gin Alley* would have supplied a far more
apposite background for the squalor of dozens of empty
whisky bottles, mgemously but often madequatcly con-
cealad, and for the snoring torpor or crazy gaiety that
resulted from them. The working-up of scenes, the horrid,
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dull satisfaction of the drunkard in the pain which her
inspired” words could give, and the subsequent maudlin
scenes of reconciliation, poisoned eqw.{ally the whole exist-
ence of this young girl.

Even when drunk, Mirs. Graybourne as the daughter
of ene officer and the widow of another, felt obliged to
keep up appearances, so she sought no convivial cromes
but vented all the techniqug of her recurring bouts upon
her youngest daughter. In the morning, when well
enough, she went out shopping alone,”a sort of mar-
tyred, mystical sweetness, together with a very red nose,
being the only visible tokens of those hectic afternoons
and evenings which she spent in the torture, conscious
and unconscious, of the being most dear to her in the
world.

Eventually, after a very bad outbreak, the doctors and
Priests intervened and insisted on the eldest daughter,
now a widow herself, coming to look after Mrs. Gray-
bourne. They said she needed someone of experience
with her, . . . During this interlude, Aurelia declared her
intention of entering a convent. Ada, her sister, who,
though perfectly aware of*what had been going on, had,
until the priests sent for her, never offered to help in any
manner, now took sides openly against her. But Aurelia
was just of age, and could do what she hiked : she possessed

"a hundred and fifty pounrds a year of her own. No one
could move her, hitherto so gentle.

Mrs. Graybouene, too ill to argue, wept a great deal,
but could not succeed in persuading Aurelia to remain at
home. At last, though, she relented sufficiently to promise
that for the ﬁrst two or three years she would work as a
lay sister, thus giving herself time to' see whether she was
fitted for the novitiate. But this affectation of lowlincss,
as she chose to consider it, yet further embittered the
conValescent.

When Aurelia left, Mrs, Graybourne was still cenfined
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to her bed. Sweetness and resignation, with a dash of
menage and a hint mof prophecy, were her specilities at
the moment.

“To think that y “u should leave a loving mother and
a comfortable home, all because of your own unnatural
selfishness,” she had begun, when the cab was at the door.
But sobs choked her at this point, and she had been
obliged to pause. °‘ I've nothing tesay against convents,’
she had eontinued, in her wily brogue. “I'm a religious
woman, I hope. But I warned Father Clement .
* That glrl will bring disgrace on St. Ursula’s, just as she
has on her poor mother ’,”

Aurelia had drivcn up to the cdhvent in an old cab,
through pouring rain, but in spite of the clouds that lay
low upon the mountains, her heart was at rest. From the
first moment when the Abbess received her, she felt she
had done the only thing that could give her peace. The
rain, the calm, the routine, soothed her nerves and made
her happy. Through serving so humbly, she regarded
herself- already as dedicated to God’s service. Perhaps
Mrs. Graybourne’s reproaches had touched her, and
underneath her extreme devoutness may have cxisted the
apprehension that only by an entire surrender of herself
could she atone for abandoning the earthly ties of duty,
however degrading and destructive. Henceforth no task
could be too menial for her.

The severity of the life suited her. "Her eyes took on
reflections of sea and lake and cloud and mountain, and
her skin attained the delicate suffusions of colour that
tinge Irish cheeks alone, nourished by generations of soft,
continual rain. Notw1thstand1ng her desire for self
suppression, a sort of animal radiance, derived from a
new contentment with her surroundings, became manifest
in dier, showed through the movements of her limbs,
encurrbered by their heavy, medieval garmeht, and, with
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the conviction it carried of youth and innocence, appealed
to eYesy aeart. >

The seasons were quickenced in t?xe1r passing by the
regular tenor of her existence. Twi e she had seen the
winter disappear. Soon she would become a novice, and
sever the last tie with her old self. Meanwhile a thousand
tasks employed her time, cleaning the rooms and passages,
gentle gardening, picking fryit. Since she had soon won
the trust and affection of the nuns, she would often be left
alone at such pursuits. Or it would be her duty to sweep
out and adorn the chapel; that Irish-Gothic edifice of
the nineteenth century, vast and ill-proportioned, every
pillar and arch too narrow and too poor, but built,
nevertheless, with a s€nse of the theatre, full of bright light
and deep shadow and incense through which the realistic~
ally painted saints trailed flaring and tawdry dresses, their
shrines decorated with arrangements of tinsel and 1m1ta-
tion flowers.

Outside now, the days of spring were thick and heavy
with a pagan, impermanent joy. The sunlight issued in
spears and shafts from behind fat, lolling clouds. -It lay
like cream upon clustered blossom of apple and pear tree,
and gilded with a warm effulgence the grass at their roots,
throwing into vivid individual relief the flowers among it.
The wallflowers, with their turrets of crumpled tawny
velvet, growing by the base of the chapel walls, hummed
with drowsy insect life, and their sweetness, which
appeared to be le$s a scent than the very perfume of the
golden day itself, hung above the paths and entered a little
way into the chapel, there to be defeated by the Christian
smell of incense. Oflen, the glittering lances of the showers
in their sudden charges similarly dispersed it for a time in
the garden itself. . . . But directly the sun came through,
those sweet odours mounted once more into the air.
Vaglie, luxurious longings of the flesh assailed her, ond
she would return to the chapel for the seeming perm»nence
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of its meagre arch and pillar, cold stone and hard benches,
to allay them. These by now fariiliar objects offered
their own assuranc:; here things were as they always
were, had been, wc»uld be, unaltered and inalterable as
the love of God. The life in the garden, though tempo-
rarily disturbing to the senses, was fitful, seasonal. ¢
But how sinful, she reflected, that the flesh of men and
women should be subject to these earthy and godless
permutations,

Nevertheless, as she swept clear of dust the ugly
ecclesiastical patterns of the tessellated floor with her
medieval broom — composed, like a gardener’s, of twigs
bound together — she was conscious that the joy from
outside had invaded the most sacied places. The well-
4ng up of life in her body, as much as in every tree and
flower, now tinctured for her every inamimate object, sp
that the paper flowers appeared io blossom morc bravely,
tht patterned floor to assume harder, brighter colours, the
incense, even, to become less spiritual in its appeal.

One day, when she was sweeping the chapel, she
thought she would look into the street, and, just as she
opened the door, it happened that a man she had known
in Dublin passed by. About ten years older than herself,
he was a musician (indeed, many thought that he possessed
great talent as a composer), and her mother disapproved
of him, which had added to his already considerable
charm. In spite of the change in her attire, he recognized
her at once. (She supposed, afterwards, that when he
called her name she ought not to have answered. But
how could she have refused? It would have been rude and
unkind.) She stood there in the warm shadow, and he in
full sunlight, so that it beat down on his dark, handsome
face and bold Juttmg features, and showed her a flattering
admiration, surprise and p]easure in his large, dark ewes,
usally nonchalant and melancholy. As he spoke to her,
her wkole body came to life beneath the heawy, stonc—hke
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folds of her dress, as though a statue were starting to
breathe.s .

After that, she dié not so clearly yemember the course
of events, Some intoxication of thi; senses appeared to
have aflected her, leaving behind it a state bordering on
oblivion. For about swo months, however, she struggled
for her beliefs; then she began to meet Terence Marlowe
by appointment on many ogcasions. After all, she would
argue with herself, she was free, she had as yet,taken no
VOWS.

Chance favoured their love for each other; almost
miraculously, they were never seen together. The months
passed. But though gay and happy when in his company,
at other times a conscsousness of the wickedness of what he
had asked her — and what she intended — to do, weighed
her down. For he pleaded with her continually to
Abandon the idea of the cloister and run away to London ;
where, later, he would come to marry her. . . . Notat
once, or the Abbess and the nuns would talk, and would
no doubt find a way of injuring him in the eyes of tnembers
of his family. And that neither he nor Aurelia could
afford, because by copyng out parts and by playing the
organ, he was earning little enough money: but he
possessed expectations of a moderate sort from his relatives.

Many were the nights when desolation of the spirit
kept her awake, and by day in the garden, as she swept
the paths and inhaled the perfume of the wallflowers, her
face often burneds with shame. But at other moments,
when she recalled that Terence loved her, just as she loved
him, a certain feeling of joy and pride comforted her. . . .
1t was indeed fortunate, she would then reflect, that she
had allowed her famlly to persuad€ her to wait, before
making any irrevocable decision. She could still escape.
Thg life of the convent would soon be behind her, just as
was the life of her old home. . . . Almost she had forgoten
the existencg of her mother and sister, the protegis and
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ofits meagre arch and pillar, cold stone and hard benches,
to allay them. These by now faniliar objecds oﬁered
their own assuranc:; here things were as they always
were, had been, wonld be, unaltered and inalterable as
the love of God. The life in the garden, though tempo-
rarily disturbing to the senses, wai fitful, seasonal. ..
But how sinful, she reflected, that the flesh of men and
women should be subject *o these earthy and godless
permutations.

Nevertheless, as she swept clear of dust the ugly
ecclesiastical patterns of the tessellated floor with her
medieval broom — composed, like a gardener’s, of twigs
bound together — she was conscious that the joy from
outside had invaded the most sacfed places. The well-
dng up of life in her body, as much as in every trec and
flower, now tinctured for her every inanimate object, so
that the paper flowers appeared to blossom more bravely,
tht patterned floor to assume harder, brighter colours, the
incense, even, to become less spiritual in its appeal.

One’ day, when she was sweeping the chapel she
thought she would look into the street, and, just as she
opened the door, it happened that a man she had known
in Dublin passed by. About ten years older than heiself|
he was a musician (indeed, many thought that he possessed
great talent as a composer), and her mother disapproved
of him, which had added to his already considerable
charm, In spite of the change in her attire, he recognized
her at once. (She supposed, afterwards, that when he
called her name she ought not to have answered. But
how could she have refused? It would have been rude and
unkind.) She stood there in the warm shadow, and he in
full sunhght, so that it beat down on his dark, handsome
face and bold Juttmg features, and showed her a flattering
admiration, surprise and pleasure in his large, dark ees,
ustally nonchalant and melancholy, As he spoke to her,
her whole body came to life beneath the heasy, stone—hke
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passed. But though gay and happy when in his company,
at other times a conscaousness of the wickedness of what he
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her down. For he pleaded with her conunually o
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Many were the mghts when desolation of the spirit
kept her awake, and by day in the garden, as she swept
the paths and inhaled the perfume of the wallflowers, her
face often burneds with shame. But at other moments,
when she recalled that Terence loved her, just as she loved
him, a certain feeling of joy and pride comforted her. . . .
It was indeed fortunate, she would then reflect, that she
had allowed her family to persuade€ her to wait, before
making any irrevocable decision. She could still escape.
The life of the convent would soon be behind her, just as
was the life of her old home. . . . Almost she had forgogten
the existencg of her mother and sister, the protegfs and
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uproar that would arise when they heard that she was
taking their advice. o . . Meanwhiles she could riot biing
herself to tell the Abpess or consult the nuns, though, but
for her fear, there \was nothing to prevent her. No
obstacles would have been placed in her way, whatever
she had decided to do. . . . But in her own mind Ghe
still regarded herself as dedicated to the service of God,
not of man, . . . She loved ghe sisters, so she must run
away without saying good-bye to them.

When she ran away, leaving behind her a letter to the
Abbess, worded in a business-like, brisk manner, she
hardly experienced the remorse she had anticipated. It
seemed no more than the changing of her old-fashioned
livery for the dress of the times. Ia the same style, her
old life was folded up, hidden out of sight. She stood
on deck now-—so she felt—a modern figure, finished
with restraints, welcoming the lifc of the day. And though
numbered among those in whose hearts, however much
they may transgress its teachings, religion had taken root,
and would never die, of this she was unconscious, and she
rejoiced as the sea and air sang the word © freedom’ in
her ears. i}

She was to wait a month in London for her lover. At
first time sped by, but, as day followed day and six weeks
and more had elapsed, it began to drag. His early letters,
long and affectionate, had been frequent as even she could
wish, but they were now few. And, although she was
living cheaply in a boarding-house irr Bloomsbury, her
money showed signs of becoming exhausted. She began
to lose interest in this city, so new to her. . . . And still
he did not arrive to claim her. . . . Not even now, how-
ever, not for a momient, did she doubt him. If she did,
the world would fall in ruins round her. .

Letters started to arrive from her mother and sistexs,
wh» had succeeded at last in tracing her, These contdined
dull x:gplroachcs, coarse taunts and much,talk of the
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suffering she had brought upon them. “You have”, Mrs,

Graybpusne wrote, 2cast a slur upop your own father’s
good name.” . W 0 was the man? yne chorus demanded
and reiterated. . + . Aureha did noy; answer. . . . Then

Ada came to see hcr, and talked of their mother as a
mantyr, never even allowed herself to admit that Mrs.
Graybourne drank. Who was the man ?

All right, if she would npt say, they would find out.
But, whoever he might be, he was after her fortyne. (To

many men, it might seem a lot.) Of that, both Ada and
Mrs. Graybourne were sure.

At last a letter arrived. It could not have been an
easy letter to write. .+ . She opened it in her room. He
was afraid, he said, that she might think he had been
sxlly, but he was sure that if they had gone on, they would
only have regretted it. He had just marued an old
friend of his. He hoped Aurelia would be scnsiblc end
would not write to him, as Naomi might see the letter and
it would upset her, since she knew nothing abdut their
friendship. .

So they were wrong! *He was not after her moncy ;
nor after herself. It had been merely a matter of play.

. He had waited two months — until the spring had
come again — and then had married this woman of whom
she had never heard.

* Nothing ’, that was the word that haunted Aurelia.
Nothing. It had meant nothing; nothing. She was not
even to be given the crown of a great betrayal. It was all
paltry, insigniﬁcant She felt sick, suddenly, as though
she were going to die. (She could not bear that scent of
wallflowers: on her dressing-table Stood a small bunch
she had bought yesterday. She got up, took it from the
vage, went to the window, and threw it out into the yard.)
Nothing. . . . For days shc stayed in her room, shunming
the light, sit,ting dully in her chair in her sordid,‘damp-
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stained atlic, for she {eared the repercussion, cven from a
distance in a great gity, of the humming ccstasysof apple
trees in blossom and: the indefinable, pervading sweetness
of wallflowers. Shg\feared the air itself.

At any rate this intolerable misery had been 1real.
Soon — afler the passage of these first fzw days, and then
of a month or two — she wag real w0 longer, even to her-
self; nothing. Now she could go out again, buy news-
papers, walk in” parks, reply to letters; reply to them,
moreover, hit by hit, kick below the belt by answering
kick. But she was nothing.

Her religion, dormant i her, proved of no avail, for
she had betrayed it, as Terencc hatl betrayed her. She
could not face a confessor. . . . To what could she turn,
so as to escape the misery of the senses, to avoid trees and
music, sunlight and moonlhight and, above all, flowers?

=~She found the answer. Hospitals resembled convenis
in their routine ; only the religious core was absent. She
was inteiligent and soon learnt her profession. And in this
world of order, devoted to healing the body, she found an
anodyne for her wounded soul” Iis matter-of-factness, its
strict rules, its divisions of light and darkness, were helpful
to her, and the antiseptic smell of ward and corridor
drove out the scent of the day and season, triumphed over
the perfume of the flowers in the wards, sterilized them.

It was, she thought, as though her heart had been
cauterized. She altered in her aspect, Hecame part of the
hospital and its routine. Her body now seemed rhythm-
less and without purpose, except for giving medicines and
smoothing pillows. Her efficiency transcended kindness,
a loveless, sublimated love. And, if she felt no pleasure,
she felt no pain. . . . Night-duty she enjoyed, for then
she saw no daylight, slept through it, and the flowers bad
been put away by the time she arrived in the evening.

Fox.many years (endless years, they appeared to her)
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this kind of existence continued; until you would have
thought dhat Fate had forgotten her ,ahad thrown her Iife
aside, intending to make no pattermout ofit. . . . And
then, one night, a case was brougiit into her ward a
drunken man who had been knocked down and crushed by
a motor-car. . . . Sha recognized him at once. He had
become poor and 0ld, his talent for music had come to
nothing. His wife had eft hign. He had no children. . , ,
There was no one to look after him except Nursa Aurelia.
She used to sit with him in the day-time, as well as
nurse him at night. The great bare windows were
flooded with the golden light of unforgettable spring days,
and the scent of the flowers that had been brought to the
patients by relativess and {riends, apple blossom and
cherry, tulips, narcissus and wallflower, was often over-,
owering under the strong sun. . Day by day the old
man grew worse, and after ten days he died. He had
never been fully conscious, so she was not sure how much
he knew or whether he recogmzed her. . . . But some-
how or other, through looking after him, she had regained
her faith.
After it was all over, “he had left the hospital and
taken a post in a nursing-home. She had felt she needed
a change, she said.

Nurse Aurelia was silent for a while, staring into the
embers, and then she turned to me, the irises of her eyes
glowing with that®strange fire of the animal world, and
added, ¢ But I still hate flowers.”
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By his entire nature the Italiar is both simple and
subtle. VYincenzo, though He came from Sicily, was no
exception to this generalization. His remarkable good
looks, his delightful, tumbling English, spoken with an
Italian lisp, accompanicd by a smiling and innocent
character (innocent in the sense that a young animal is
innocent), but with, in contradiction, a certain almost
Chinese wiliness over matters of buymg and selling, had
served him well. In the space of twenty years he had risen
from being a waiter, with no friends, no money and little
education, to owning two fine businesses — he dealt in
antiques — which necessitated knowledge and judgment,
numerofis clients and a fair amount of capital,

He had spent his first year as a waiter in London, and
had then taken a job in an hotel in Oxford. During his
spare time there he had attended lectures in order to
educate himself, in a cap and gown given him as a tip by
an undergraduate who was leaving, Then in about 1908,
in that brief glory of Edwardian days, he had returned to
work In London, and had lived somewhere near the
Crystal Palace (Il Palazzo di Cristallo: that figure of
speech so compelling to all of Italian race who know the
rock-crystal cups and jewelled crystal dragons of Ben-
venuto Cellini and his followers, and who see in the phrase
some towering, overwhelming, superlative creation of the
same kind),

He had lodged with Miss Miranda Starbotile, "the
grapddaughter of a Sicilian refugee from oppression. “Her
grandfather had served Garibaldi and had been obliged,
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with his daughter, to seek sanctuary in England during the
forties oithe last century (his wife had.died on the journey).
In those days refugees had glamour,i were not the broken,
pitiful creatures that they are to-day, and this girl, who
was beautiful, had soon married an Englishman, a mer-
chant, who had fallen passionately in love with her.
Matemally, it was a better match than she could have
hoped for at home. But Mjss Starbottle certainly proved
a queer offspring of so romantic a marrlage Her mother
had died when she was three, and she had never been to
Italy, could speak no Italian, and, except in her dark hair
and now faded yellow complexion, showed little sign of
southern descent. Indeed, she had always appeared some-
what ashamed of even this element of nonconformity to
English Victorian standards.

When Vincenzo first met her, her father, too, had long
been dead and she must have been about sixty years old,
or perhaps more ; equally, she might have been severity,
She seemed never to alter, a typical late-Victorian
spinster, frozen mnto whalebone stays and layers of thick
clothes covered with meaningless, fussy ornament, with
lace and embroidery and*filigree, and with a fringe that
crept in black, Medusa-like curls over her forehead; a
style which she made no attempt to modify or soften. If
she went out — which was seldom — she carried on her
head a large black creation, crowned with purple and
white ostrich feathers, and in her gloved hands a mauve-
silk sunshade with a filigree silver handle. Over her left
temple and the upper part of the cheek spread a large
birth-mark : but her face, apart from this livid continent,
was sallow and lined, for she possessed the chtorlan
horror of face cream and rouge, of lipstick and ¢ enamel ’.
She still occupied her father’s substantial house in Penge,
bq% she had come down in the world, money was scarce,
and she now took in a few lodgers — a few, I say, bus no
doubt as many as the house would hold. Under her vague
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superintendence and direction two or three servants
attended to their wa\nts She, as a pule, did little hefself
for them,

All Sicilians, whelher nobles, bureaucrats or officials,
are related, and Vincenzo, being in some manner a con-
nexion of hers had been rccommepded to her care. At
first her frigid manner of living — to an Italian so empty
and desolate — her severe abstainet’s outlook, her horror
of wine and good food, of comfort and of warmth, had
repelled him: but gradu'tlly he had grown to like her
and respect her admirable characteristics, her hidden kind-
ness, her shrewdness — except in business matters — and,
above all, her reliability, And perhaps the Italian sun,
so strong in his blood and skin and Wones, called out some
response in her, . . . At any rate she thawed, became his
chief confidante and adviser, a very kind and devoted
friend, willing to forgive in him various trifling and
impulsive faults which mn others she would with severity
have condemned. S50/

Thus his occasional excesses of various kinds were
overlooked. Perhaps she reflected, in a heart now hidden
away, that he was a foreigner” and knew no better, or
perhaps, even, some similar but repressed strain in her
own nature made her exult secretly in his southern
conduct. ‘While Vincenzo lived in her house, his parents
died in Sicily, and the sensc of tus loneliness gave her a
new and motherly affection for him. * Poor boy,” she
used to repeat to herself, “ poor boy?* And, though
formerly she had, because of the same taint in herself,
despised foreigners, she now encouraged him to bring his
Ttalian friends to see her. Moreover, Vincenzo drama-
tized and presented her, until, to a whole circle of Italians
living in England, ““ Miss Miranda ”, as they called her —
for their tongues could not form the alien, syllabic music
of Miss Starbottle —, became for them, like the Crystal
Palace,.a symbol of England And though, indeed, they
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laughed at her, they respected her, revelled, even, in her
thotights* and sayings, as being these of an unfailing
representative of her nation and period. And no doubt
their coming and going made her blessom a little, softened
the hard edges of that drying heart.

Meanwhile, Vincenzo had started his antique shop in
Oxford Street, and was making money.

. . - . .

When he returned to London in 1919, aftes the war,
Vincenzo decided to open a branch establishment in
Naples, and to have a flat there as well, for he was longing
for Italian hife once more. But, though his shop had
prospered, owing to the boom in old furniture during the
war years, Miss Mirahda and her affairs had, on the other
hand, gone very much further downhill. All her small
investments had collapsed, and she could no longer afford
to keep on her old servants: yet without them, she was
lost. She could not do the houscwork herself and Ier
general inefficiency aggravated the situation. . . . She
must, by now, have been seventy or over (some people
said seventy-six), but outwardly she remained just the
same, with no diminishing' of the settled richness of curled
fringe or lace or jewellery. Her large hat still sported the
ostrich feathers; no paint or powder disfigured her face
and only the birth-mark seemed to have become empha-
sized in its wrinkled pallor. Just the same; except that
she cried a little when she saw Vincenzo, and that he had
never seen her cry® before.

Directly he ohserved the state of the house, he realized
what had occurred. Something must be done to help her,
and his warm, impetuous nature decided him at once what
to do. With her permission, an English friend of his, a
lawyer, examned her affairs. It transpired that if she
sold her house, she would be left with about eighty or
ninéty pounds a year upon which to live. In those days
the pound was beginning to buy many lire andeso that
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income would suffice her in Italy.

Vincenzo arranged, therefore, jhat Miss Miranda
should dispose of her belongings and come to live with
him in his flat in Naples. In order to overcome her
possible objection, he told her that it would aid him
financially if she were to pay him a-small sum every week
and ““look after the flat”® (though, sincé it was plain that
she could not look after her pwn kouse, and could speak
no Italian, this aid was problematic). . . . Indeed, she
must have been‘lonely while he was away, have craved
his company and that of his friends, because though her
character always led her to oppose any plan, even when
she secretly wished for it, she soon acquiesced, after a few
protestations that she would ‘““only«be in the way”, and
that before long he would want to marry and be rid of
her, . . . Previously she had shown little enthusiasm for
Italy, but now, at the age of over seventy, she faced thé
total change of climate and living that awaited her with
complete equanimity.

By the spring of 1920 they were settled in Naples.
Their flat, the top storey of an eighteenth-century palace,
faced the Castel dell’ Uovo (the fortress that grew, so the
Neapolitans say, out of a magic egg placed there by the
sorcerer Virgil), against the classic Neapolitan view of
sea, island and mountain. Furnished with part of the
stock from the shop, the magnificence of its big and lofty
rooms, its gilded beds and chairs and' painted hangings
and later Empire furniture, might have proved somewhat
overpowering to one fresh from Penge. Further, though
Miss Miranda’s self-respect was propped up on a small
weekly contribution to Vincenzo for food and rent, she
exercised from the beginning only the empty shcll of
house-keeping prerogatives, A woman, Maria, came, in
to ook and do the work, and Pancrazm —a relatmn of
Vincenzo, a boy of sixteen who aided him in,the shop —
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slept in the other spare bedroom and occasionally con-
desceénded to help wi‘rp odd jobs in the house,

Pancrazio was lazy, everyone saw that at once. He
was also untrustworthy and a liar : yjbut the sleepy warmth
that broods on the ruined Greek temples of Sicily, where
flowers grow from stones and snakes lie baking under them,
glowed in his cyes, in his smile, in the movements of his
limbs, and this birthright b;ought him with ease many
friends, persuading them to condone the oxecrable
qualities of his nature. His voice, his Fands even, had
this warm, animal glow that pleaded so eloquently for
him. Moreover, in the shop, he was quite useful, a born
salesman (people liked to buy things from him), and in the
house he was quiet. . * . Something of the old apprentice
attitude o life still lingered in Italy, and so Pancrazio —
or Pancras, as Miss Miranda uncompromisingly called
Rim — bcmg, as it were, both friend and servant, would
always accompany Vmcenzo and Miss Miranda on their
excursions and picnics,

His duty it was to unpack and arrange the lincheon
and pour out — and help to drink — the wine. . . . Yes,
wine; for Naples was helping to thaw Miss Miranda’s
disposition still further, and already she drank a little
wine, And perhaps — for it could not surely be the
beginning of vanity ? — perhaps the heat of this spring,
when summer had for once started in April, was respon-
sible for other changes. Certainly she had modified her
clothes. Her hatst had ceased being architectural, were
now flimsy, quite gay affairs, suited at any rate to the
climate, and she must have steeled herself to throw away
several petticoats and tight stomachers, with the result
that she had become — though no younger — by several
degrees more human and less like an African idol in the
pracess. Even her fringe she had discarded, and Vincenzo
had *persuaded her to consult a former London friendy a
hairdresser, now chief of his trade in Naples, who was
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enchanted to advise her concerning the best fashion for
her 1o assume. Indfact, Vincenzo was obliged 4o confess
to himself that she had come out or her shell nicely, and
reflected credit, and nof ridicule, as subconsciously he may
have feared, on her rescuer, her Perseus.

Nor did she appeat to fecl homesick or ill at ease in
this strange cily, though there was nothing for her to do
but to sit on the little arboured terrace, dawdle round the
flower-pats, fetch the London papers, or occasionally call
al the English Tea-rooms for a chat. . . . No, she was
not bored: for her, she was cheerful and jaunty. She
loved particularly their excursions: for once or twice a
week he would run them out to lunch at Sorrento, La
Cava, Castellamare or Pompeii in his little motor.

How much they had all three enjoycd Pompeii! How
often and how long they had laughed during the meal !
They continued frequently to refer to this with pride
(ecause simple minds scem to consider laughter as a
virtue in itself) : how much thcy had laughed ! . They
had nof been able to have a picnic within the walls, but
had been obliged instead to go to a Swiss restaurant, just
outside them. This place, created for tourists, might
almost have been built by Bulwer Lytton himself, so full
of ancient Roman colour was it: but the food proved to
be good. They had eaten [asagne, had drunk gragnano —
that purple, sparkling wine of the district, with its faint,
sweet taste of sulphur and strong, deep taste of iron —
had listened (o an over-ripe warbling ef * Sole Mio’ by a
fat Neapolitan determined to resemble Caruso, had heard
blind men clawing at mandolins and singing with a
horrible false gaiety °Funicull, Funicula!’ and had,
further, watched the antics and grimaces of an old man
and woman, dressed in exaggerated peasant costumes of
a hundred years before, who had danced the tarantella
with a scrawny exaggeration of youth and graCC—-—all
for thq;En'ce of a rather expensive luncheon, They had
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drunk a lot of wine which had flushed their faces and given
fire to.their laughter, and Pancrazioshad sprung to life:
his words, usually few, had now torrented over one another.
He was transformed. All his sleefy grace became active
and vigorous. But Miss Miranda, though she looked at
hinroften, could not, of course, comprehend what he said,
though she must have understood his mood. . . . They
stayed there, drinking Coffee pand strega, until long after the
other luncheon guests had departed on the1r easnest task
of sightseeing.

When at last they entered the dead city, the heat of
the sun, beating down upon them and reverberating up
from the tufa pavements, seemed to bring with it a life of
its own, so that instea? of the individual existence of man
or beast, brick and stone formed an entity, lived and,

uivered. The droves of visitors had passed on, and the
%rce of them were able to laugh and joke by themselves
alone, except for the custodians of the rums. The anima-
tion, derived equally from sea, sky, air and landscape, of
which formerly this extinct pleasure-town had been the
scene, seemed to inspire them, so that they laughed on
through the streets of broken houses, feeling no fatigue,

It had been, in fact, an unforgettable day; one of those
few occasions that happen to come flawlessly right, so
Vincenzo thought ; a day with memorable quality of both
satire and perfection. Even the phalluses carved on pave-
ments and walls, and always so carefully indicated by the
guides, albeit explained vaguely away as ‘fecundity
symbols’, appeared in no way to shock Miss Miranda.
(Notwithstanding, Vincenzo, with the curiosity of all
Italians in these matters, could not help wondering what
the old lady made of them and of their frequency in this
buried past.) She had seemed positively anxious to enter
cerfain houses, forbidden to her sex by the authorities, in
order to exanune the erotic paintings therein. But the
custodian ohliged her to sulk impatiently in the_atrium,
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while he showed her instead articles of feminine vanity,
scent-bottles from which the perfume had evaporated two
mullenniums ago, and pots of rouge cracked and riven by
two thousand years oftcinders. . . . But soon the others
joined her, and they were outside again, laughing and
talking, or sat on a roof watching the faintly glowing plume
of smoke that blew just above the baked, purple cone of
Ld

the volcano. s
Naples and the long, viridian spring appeared alto-
gether to soften and humanize Miss Miranda, . . , But

in the month of May the atmosphere began to change.
At that season the country invades this great city with a
magic unknown elsewhere. It turns stones and pilasters,
pedestals and broken columns to life. Flowering weeds
flamed down in festoons from every cormice and every
roof. Age-old and fecund, every scrap of ground, even in
the centre of the city, is covered with innumecrable and
diverse flowers; purple and blue and pink and yellow,
they grow from the feet and shoulders of statues and under
the trampling hooves of bronze horses. The air itself
blossoms with an indefinable life and scent, and a peculiar
excitement and heightening of human senses pervades the
square and street and room — a sense of expectancy, A
subtle uneasiness seems to spread circumambient to every
object and every person, and as thus day followed day,
Miss Miranda appeared, equally, to become increasingly
different, increasingly more human; a touch of coquetry,
even, started to manifest itsell now ih the style of her
dresses and her hats,

Presently, indeed, Vincenzo thought that he had
noticed that she had begun to use a little rouge and
powder. But the idea was untenable. It just could not
be, knowing her prejudices. . . . Certainly though, it
looked as if the birth-mark had begun to fade out beneath
a Coat of some thick paint, That was different: probably
the corgciousness of it had long haunted her,and now, in
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her new independence, she wanted to be rid of it. Then,
t00,” her *hair surely had become fairer? . . . He would
try and allude to it some time, in a non-committal, in-
offensive way. . . . But before ldgng, there could be no
doubt that she was using scent — and a good, French
sceril. Vincenzo was®pleased : he felt it a tribute to his
powers of civilization.

The whole time that these gradual yet comparatively
sudden changes were in progress, the full Neapolitan
spring was entering into the darkened rooms. The sun,
reflected from a thousand walls painted pink and scarlet
and tawny red, crept through the shutters and played
quiveringly upon the objects within. On the terrace
outside, the massive®foliage of orange and lemon was
sprinkled with white stars, gold-dusted, and the heavys
obsessing fragrance swept through the apartments on
every puff of warm air. The vine of the arbour, tgo,
had released tight golden coils, like the hair of the Parian
statues of Antinous and Ganymede which still littered the
bed of the sea that now, day after day, exhibited a
hundred different suffusions of blue and lilac and green
and silver. The Greek frieze of mountain and island
that lay above the water on the horizon, every moment
adopted 1n this golden month new aspects, legendary
and fantastic in their beauty. Sometimes Capri opposite
looked hazy and remote as the Hesperides, sometimes so
near that those who gazed at it felt they could clasp its
white houses in thtir hands.

Within the apartment, shuttered in order to obtain cool
air, the atmosphere became darkly oppressive. It was
often too hot to talk, and things unformulated in speech,
and almost in thought, lay behind the lips of these three
people, as they sat staring at the sea, waiting for its cool
evening breath, or moved with a sullen dream-like quality
throtigh the ponderously ornate rooms. Their silerfte,
masked with an unreasoning irritability, held im it no
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contentment of mind or body.

Even Vincenzo, ¢n spite of his happy and elsy-gbing
disposition, must have shown his feelings. He often longed
to be alone, and wishéd with fervour that Miss Miranda
would not smother herself in scent and — there could be
no secret about it now — thus daab hersell with rouge.
She looked, he admitted to himself at this moment,
grotesque, with her hair turning golden (alleged to be its
natural colour revived by camomile shampoos), and with
her old, wiinkléd face smeared so badly with paint that
the spot of high colour on each cheek flared up in contrast
against the dead white powder of the rest. Her birth-
mark, shaped like South America, showed, too, through
its camouflage. Why, she was like 4 Goya; exactly like!
-All she needed was a bridal veil and a wreath of orange
blossom to make her into one of his Caprichos. She was
old enough in all conscience, and, as cvery Italian knows
dignity and reserve belong to old age. This fantastic
mask, and these short dresses and short sleeves, accorded
but ill with the corrugated, tortoise-like neck! It would
cause any man a passing shudder.

By June, everyone agreed that it must be an unusually
hot year. ... Yet Miss Miranda, who had never
hitherto set foot abroad, remained unaffected, scarcely
seemed to feel it, except that the dark substance she spread
in the hollows under and over her eyes, began to run,
tingeing the pmk and white. But she was never ill for
a day, was always there. And Panfrazio, too; silent,
furtive, brooding no doubt over some unpleasant secret of
adolescence. . . . Well, by the look of him, Vincenzo
thought, he would Jhave adventures. But there it was;
the boy was probably bad, he admitted, yet, in spite of
his lies, he liked him for his young and sulky grace. _

Towards the end of June sleep became impossible.
Al night long the crowds from the slums of the old city
soughtygool air on the promenade below, laughing, talking,
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singing. Odd fragments of unconnected song —- silly
Neapolitan songs — floated in at theswide-open windows
until four or five o’clock in the morning. (What could
these revellers be doing, Vincenzp wondered.) During
the long nights, as he lay there, he began to question
whether the flat wassnot perhaps haunted. Or was it
merely that he was so exhausted by the heat and by trying
to sleep? . . . Certaihly og several occasions he had
imagined that he heard sounds and movements and
whisperings in the darkness. Stealthy steps crept along
the passage, boards creaked, or there was a secretive
shutting of a door; shutting was scarcely the right word,
it was too muffled and padded and gentle a sound for that.
The hushed sibilance ®f voices, the suppressed and distant
echo of a laugh, seemed to lie under the noise from out-
side, and to come from within the large old flat itself.
Yet, it may be because he was tired, he did not wish to
investigate. Something, though he had little belief in
ghosts, held him back. The sounds must be, he told him-
self, of his own imagining, But he did not mention them
to the others, did not wish to give his companions any
information, or they might'start a scare, and begin talking
and talking and talking about it in the heat of the day.
Then one night — it was just before three - he heard

something. . . . Unable to bear the mystery any longer,
he sprang out of bed and flashed on the light in the
passage outside. . . . There, dazzled and blinking, creep-

ing and sidling along from the direction of Miss Miranda’s
room, was Pancrazio. He wore an old pair of trousers,
but was naked above the waist. FEven in these strange
circumstances, a certain grace and beauty surrounded
him, Vincenzo saw, but something was wrong — he could
see that too — and shouting ‘“ What are you doing
there? , Vincenzo seized him, dragged him into his
room, shook him until his bones rattled. A silly smile
stretched over the boy’s face, but he made no effort to
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struggle or escape. In his hand, Vincenzo found a
hundred-lire note. < Ladio! > he shoutcd striking lim,
“ Thief!” But Pancrazio, though”he cowered, seemed
stupefied. * She gaveliit to me, Vincenzo,” he sa1d “1
am not trying to deceive you. She gave it me. I have
spent the night with her — many mghts la vecchia putenal
You never told me I was not to. .. . But it was no
pleasure to me, so why should she not give me money?

. Butdt is true, I’ll prove it. You can tell for yourself,
You know English. She taught me to say these words,
though I don’t know what they mean.” And then out
of his mouth 1ssued, pronounced with extreme care, a
repetition of words and phrases of the most obscene and
erotic significance. He articulated asyllable after syllable,
bui without cmphasis, ke a child who has learned a
lesson. Word afler word blossomed lewdly, evilly from
his lips in the surrounding and culminating silence — fof
at the moment there came no other sound.
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Now the flights of pigeons that executed their strange
symphonies far above us — for each bird had tied to its
body a wooden whistle — had stopped their music. The
sky had become an immense blue dome, deepening in
colour, and no wings seemed to be beating in it, or against
it. . . . The evening belonged to the first spring heats,
and the air was scéhted with the lilac, which in this
climate had sprung to blossom in a day. We sat out in the
courtyard, five of us, talking and drinking cool drinks, and
to us, through the immediate and outlying silence,
reached the cries and sounds of a great Chinese city; cries
and sounds which were to continue without ceasing, drums
and gongs and bells and wooden clappers (no one who has
not visited China can imagine the variety of sounds that
wood striking wood can produce), each one denotling a
trade — peddler or juggler or mountebank or fortune-
teller — until the morning, when the terrible anthem of
the pigs being killed, thousands of them having their
throats cut at the same moment, would complete the
concert.

The talk, like ®ne of the kites that could, in the day-
time, be seen zigzagging up into the sky, veered hither
and thither — first touching on people in general, thence
to criminals, to crime, and then on to what part, as it were,
the scenery might play in a drama. . . . I had seen, I
said, in a far, decad island in the western Mediterranean, a
house which had the reputation of being cursed : in every
genération some terrible, irremediable event occurded
within its precincts. This miniature palace lay nestling
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only a little way above the tideless blue waters that lapped
the very foot of the garden; a beautiful, pink marble,
eighteenth-century house, surrounded by giant olive trees
and by palms. On iis scented terraces, broken and
crumbling, brooded the doomed, Latin decadence of
D’Annunzio’s novels; here mothrr k1lled son in -one
generation, and brother killed brother'in the next. And
the criminals whom this little sea-palace bred were hand-
some andenoble, terrible in their crimes. Through the hot
days and nights the house smouldered in that dark wood
by the sea. There was nothing gloomy about 1t, only
something infinitely passionate and beautiful, but in-
definably wicked, so that it was impossible not to wonder
whether, at least in this instance, the house had not in
reality influenced its inhabitants towards their various
cruel deeds and inexorable fates, rather than that the
inhabitants had influenced their shell. . . . This delicaté]
pdle rose-coloured dwelling, so elegant, so lovely in pro-
portlon and design, was yet an expr ession of the dark and
ancient soil out of Wthh it had grown; its strength — one

had almost written °virtue’®— rested in the earth in
which it was rooted — and what strange histories haunt
that luxuriant, desolate shore! . . . Thus it may be that,ifa

modern palace were built at Mycenae, on that tremendous
and terrible hill, the Furies would come to life again and
rush full tilt through the ravine below, till the air would
sweep shuddering up to its halls for a moment, as now the
tops of the trees, after the aeroplanes kave passed, cower
down and tremble under the very icy breath of doom.

So, too, the peace that pervades many monastic dwellings
— even though, long ago secularized, they have sunk to
being hotels — may be due more to their structure and site
than to the monks who laboured. Why, for example, had
they chosen this position? — because it was, to their
mrads, blessed. What spirit inspired the humble, white-
washed yet aspiring beauty of the design, fitting as closely
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to the rock, and belonging to it as much as a barnacle to a
ship botstom and why, before that,*had a temple stood
here?  Similarly, thidk of the now domesticated temples
near us in the Western Hills, w1t1&} their sweet wistarias,
their apple trees in flower, thelr pools and slanting eaves ;
the Buddhist priests hid surely chosen them because the
outlook from them 1nfluenced the mind towards peace and
virtue ? *

Christopher Standish took on the argument in a
different, more material vein, telling us, ffom his medical
experience at Liverpool and in industrial Lancashire, how
typhus can haunt the soil, so that the ground may never
be cleared of infection. Thus a slum could be destroyed
and a new palace er@cted instead; yet, however many
times the buildings on this site were burnt or pulled down,,
the typhus would inevitably return. . . . But then, this
disease is carried by vermin, and vermin can survive fire,
and sword, and even sanitation: (think of the gaol-fever
that used to make Enghsh prisons such haunted and
horrible places of incarceration, attacking even at times
the judges and the juries, so that it seemed as though this
fever, born of criminals, were secking to enact a revenge
for them upon society !). . . . Such fevers are intelligible ;
nevertheless, 1t would perhaps be true, he thought, to say
that typhus haunted the site of such a buildng. . ..
Standish became silent, and again the cries and various
metallic musical sounds of the night reached us. A
fortune-teller was tupping his way down the lane outside,
and one could hear the creaking wheels of the carts; (so,
in England, centuries ago, must have sounded the plague-
carts as they creaked through the sireets of the city at
midnight, their husky drivers crying, “ Bring out your
dead ! ).

Now Angus Rockingham struck up for the first time.
‘I suppose you will think that it is putting the cart before
the horse,” he said, “ but somehow it seems to fit what
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you are saying. . . . You know that before I came out
here, I was in Cypfus I lived there for five years - in
that outpost of empire, where every day in the broiling
heat the Briton takes ot’f his topee, and eats roast beef and
steak-and-kidney pudaing, roly-poly, and then, as an
offering to local colour, devours a wiscous, melting sqfuare
of Turkish delight, to the accompaniment of sticky, sweet
wines. It is the only Greek jsland with no Greek statues,
no Greek temples no shape to its landscape; nothmg
except its one 1nc0mpa1 able Bcl Paese — a French Gothic
building, flowering in a beautiful but inapposite position
— and a few, as they seem, whitewashed English parish-
churches masquerading as mosques. The natives, too —
you must call them natwes — are for the most part not
Greek, but descended {rom the slave races of Roman
times, dirty, stupid, cringing and for ever unfortunate.
However, you won’t want to hear my views about
Gyprus for whencver an English paper reaches us, you
always read that it is the Jewel of the Empire. Further, I
lived, admuttedly, in the most beautiful part of the island;
in an ancient Turkish city some three miles from the sea,
There, at least, as one walked’ by the tideless, deep-blue
waters, something of Greece lingered. Although there
were no temples, not even a pillar of them surviving, the
shore was lined with fragments of marble wall and pave-
ment, and with shells that seemed, equally, to be the
work of some great, long-dead architect. Acanthus and
asphodel grew from the broken, shaptless masonry, and
anemones turned their fluttering eyes to the sun from any
bank where there was soil: and any bank where there
was soil indicated foundations lying buried beneath it.
. On the surface there were neither ancient nor any
modern buildings: at least, only one, a large, unused,
melancholy-looking low structure with the damp- stamed
phaster peeling from its walls. . . . It had been builf as a
smallpgx hospital some twenty ycars bcfore, 1 found out:

g6



PLAGUE-CART BEFORE HORSE

and then, since smallpox here had been eradicated and
extinguithed — that much, at least, i3 to our credit — had,
for some reason or other, never been adapted to any other
purpose, but had remained virgin@and desolate — though,
as for that, had i1t been used, @he desolation would, T
thought, have bgens of the very same kind, In this
climate — for so far as I could see, no attention had been
paid to the fabric — it hadyemained marvellously whole.
Flowering weeds grew on the roof, but the roof itself was
still perfect. ?

I have said that the building was desolate, but this
does not mean that I want you to think that 1t was ugly:
it was not ugly. On the contrary, it was spacious and
well-constructed, staftding upon an exquisite site; a poern,
as 1t were, a fleur du mal 1n brick and plaster. The govern-
ment official who had designed it must surely have been
"a genius, for, with the little money at his disposal, he had
symbolized the idea of illness in general and smallpox in
particular. Just as Vanbrugh piled up Blenheim Palace
into a triumphal ode for the Great Captain’s victories, so
this obscure, perhaps unconscious, artist had made out of
his rather pitiful materials an absolute expression, a
personification, of smallpox, that horrible and disfiguring
disease. . . . Not for a moment could you have mistaken
it for a prison, nor even for an ordinary isolation hospital.
No: smallpox was expressed in 1its every aspect. It
seemed dedicated, in some way, to the development and
flowering of this particular plague. Long before I knew
1ts history, I had formed a correct copclusion — as it turned
out — concerning its original purp%?e.

“ After I had been there for a year or two, a retired
merchant from Bombay came to settle in the town with
his wife and children. It was cheap and warm, and after
a 1dng sojourn in the East he could not support the English
climate. . . , But even here life was difficult; he Was
never well, he could not find a house, and he did not like
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the only hotel in the town. (Indeed this was not surpris-
ing, for the Cyprus hotel combines the worst poings of ‘the
English inn and the Turkish caravanserai. . ..) The
arrival of the Verskills jvas a great comfort to me, for I
was growing more and more tired of the place, and the
family afforded me pleasant companionship. I quickly
formed a friendship with Clare, the daughter: a Jovely
girl and worthy of better things. Her charm, like that of
her brothers, was obvious, and consisted in her vitality
and health and food spirts. . . . But all the same she
was charming, and charged with an energy’ delightful in
this environment. I don’t think any of them had much
imagination, but they possessed the good-nature of all
things that are young and healthy. ®©

» “Certamnly the father was not imaginative, yet he
allowed the town to get on his nerves. He could not bear
the system of life he found in the hotel there, for he was
used to being master of a house. . . . And then one day,
walking among the deserted foundations of temples,
down paths, lined with asphodel and acanthus, that had
once been great roads, he saw this low building I have
described, and in his dismal discontented fashion fell in
love with it. He liked its air of space. Perhaps he even
liked its air of loneliness — in any case, with his family
about him, he could never be lonely. Scrvants werc easy
to secure in Cyprus, though difficult, perhaps, to drill;
and he could run it. It would give him something to do.
He, rather than his wife — that placidg silent woman —
would assume the organization of the house, inside and
out ; he would draw yp charts for the servants, so that they
should know when tojget up, and what to do. As for the
outside, he would decorate this terrace with geraniums
(they grew here as easily as wild flowers), and there he
would plant a grove of fruit trees, so that ‘the missus’ cohld
matke fier jams again, as she had done, long years agg, in
England, . . . I tried — I hardly know why, except that
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I liked Clare — to dissuade him, invented reasons for not
takthg the house, said it was damp, artd that the provincial
government would ndt sell it. It was silly of me, for afier
all there was nothing against it —fthere had never been a
case of illness there. However, ¢ arguments were of no
avail ; the authoritjes Jesponded more quickly than usual,
and, in spite of my pleadlng, Mr. Verskall acqulred his
bargam and was dehgnted with it . . . Here it is only fair
to say that, to my surprise, he made his new dwebling 1n 1ts
own way charmmg and agreeable. It bdcame much less
depressing, s€emed to have come into its own. The
colours were cool and gay, the furniture quiet and very
English. Even the fruit trees didn’t look out of place, and
I much enjoyed sittidg out in the garden of an evening
with the family. . . . I dined there, I remember, the last
Eight before my leave.

“ When I returned,” he continued,  they were dead,
all dead of smallpox; the first cases in the island for
twenty years. . . . And do you know, such a massacre, a
family of five, and eight servants, lacks the poignance of an
individual tragedy, leavds little but horrified surprise
behind it. . . . This is not to say that I did not miss them ;
I could never bear to pass that way. But sometimes I had
to. . . . The house, I suppose, had been fumigated ; the
windows were shut and barred, the eyes closed again;
no air ever blew in. Poor Clare ! ”

His voice trailed awaw, to be lost in the sounds of the
Chinese night, drums and gongs and bells and wooden
clappers, sounds that would contmlj}; until the morning ;
when the terrible anthem of the pigh being killed, thou-
sands of them having their throats cut simultaneously,
would complete the concert.
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One of the most peculiar qualities of gambling is the
power it possesses {o make cven the laziest man work hard,
if only for a limited period ; the period being, of course,
limited by the money he has — or can borrow — to lose.
Any gambler will toil through long, exhausting hours
until daylight creeps cruelly through the curtains to reveal
columns and shafts of cigarette-smOke and a suflocating
atmosphere in which only germs could thrive; toil, at
that, only in order to squander as much money as he
could gain elsewhere by honest work in an infinitely
shorter time. . . . Certainly I laboured far harder in the
Casino — or ¢ the Studio ’, as, for that reason, I preferred
to call it — than I do now in writing this story.

Roulette was the game. We were both of us far too
poor to afford to gamble, and we both liked to lose our
money in different ways. John Treguze had invented a
real system for it, and whenever he had lost at the tables
the whole of the money he had taken in with him, would
comfort himself with the same vague sentiment : ““ It’s no
good breaking off now. I ought to give my system a fair
trial.” As for myself, I relied for-my efforts upon intuition
—a gift which can prove quite as expensive as any more
intellectual method, for he who is endowed with it just
scatiers the counters over all the numbers that catch his
eye or take his fancy. On the other hand, should he win,
the laurels that crown prophecy are added to those of
triumph.

“We often argued the faults of our various ways of play.
To begin with, I would point cut to John, his methods
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were too complicated: for, if you were determined to
exptriment with a system, this neccssitated taking with
you to the table an ifimense quantity of counters of every
sort, from ten-thousand and five-tflousand francs down to
hundreds and tens — far more thlan you could afford to
lose but the posgibilities of a system, a thing so high
above mere chance, justified in your mind the slight risk,
as you saw it, of losing'them, Indeed, 1t became a duty.
(If you had lost heawily before, it was not becanse your
system had betrayed you, but because you had not played
it long enough) And then, always just as the end to
which you had so long been progressing was at last begin-
ning to come in sight, human frailty entered too; either
you forgot for a single throw to back one of the essential
numbers, or the ball might be started over-soon (so that,
you were not given the time in which to complete your
dsual lay-out of counters), or you found that you had
already, without noticing 1t, lost all the money you had
brought in, and so were obliged to miss the very spin that
would have made your foriune. Whereas my lack of
system — which, in itself, almost amounted to one —
was simplicity itself, easy td manage: you took as many
counters as you wanted, placed them where you liked, and
when you had forfeited them all, you either left the build-
ing or obtained some more — and lost them in addition.
No fuss or brain-fag. . . . Nevertheless, at times when 1
scanned John’s face, looked at his dark, luxuriant hair, his
regular and determined .featurcs, his eyes that, though
short-sighted, were so far-seeing, om regarded his large
frame, his system seemed to me scﬁlwell to match and
express his physique that I wonderefl whether he might
not win with it after all.

That night at dinner, on the terrace in front of the
hotél, we discussed these problems again. Dinner
lightened the sense of our losses: it was a warm nighteof
early summer, and the grass, of so vivid a green, and grow-
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ing singly from the soil like the tendeily nurtured hairs on
the head of a bald fhan, the flowers and palm trees and
kiosks and cupolas of this holy city”of chance, presented
the enchanting vistas fof a mid-Victonan stage-setting.
And all this beauty hdd been created out of the money
lost by gamblers!| We began to feel that we, too, -had
* done our bit ’ towards it, for this evening we had been

victims. . . . But soon, over qur brndy, we began to talk
of other shings, until it was nearly time to go, to start
again, . . . Johh chose a cigar — to smoke later, he said,

when he was winning, for it helped him to’keep his head
cool; and then we spoke of cigars, how expensive in
France and England, how cheap and good they were in
Holland and Germany — and in Afstria ; where, he in-
formed me — for he had at one time lived there — even
women, and especially those of the former, aristocratic

régime, smoked them in preference to cigarettes, . . . I
wondered if I had ever secen a woman smoke a cigar
in England. . . . But I was sure I had not, for it would

have looked so odd that one would remember it.

We walked across to the Casino and found its marbled
saloons, smelling so strongly of“post-offices and old scent,
unusually crowded, airless to the point of suffocation. A
pleasure-cruise had touched here this afternoon, and the
pleasure-crusaders were standing round the tables in
staring groups, ox-eyed with Swiss or Scandinavian
wonder, and getting very much in the way of the habitual,
as it were resident, gamblers:. those old ladies with
delicate complexions gnamelled over thousands of cobweb-
like wrinkles, with ff::l‘;.ny vels and bags, and a slight,
harassing twitch, whi, harmless old flotsam of Edwardian
days, compose the steady population of such places.
Little processions of black-clothed croupiers, with down-
turned eyes, hike the mutes at a funeral, marched through
thl rooms, guarding a coffinful of counters.

The public rooms were too thronged to-night for John
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to be able to obtain the share of the croupier’s attention
which hig system demanded ; besides, it was far too hot
and one fclt penned-in at the table, as though one were
waiting to be sheared, so we entered the Salle Privée, usually
to a certain degree free of tourists! It was now about a
quarter to eleven, andsthe gambling was in full swing ; it
.scemed much cooler, though we found that the cruising
parties had even penetrated, here in their urge to gape.
In addition, there was, of course, the usual Sulle Prwée
circle of old witches, with tousled white hair, sitting round
the table, staring at the wheel, mumbling spells and curses
through nut-cracker jaws. They themselves never played
now, all their losses were in the past, but they paid money
still to enter, in ordef to inconvemence as much as they
could the real players by taking all the chairs so that the,
others had to stand up, thus too far from the table to be
able properly to place their stakes.

John, however, found a good seat, next the croupier,
and began sorting out and arranging his columns of
counters as a preliminary. I stood for a moment to watch.
The old lady who had at the same time taken the empty
chair next him, attracted — and held — my attention,
She differed so greatly fiom those all round her who so
plainly lived in the town and made this their headquarters.
Unused as she must obviously be to the Casino, she
appeared too good — too morally good, I mean — for her
environment, Well over seventy, I should say, she was
slight in figure, her»complexion was that of a girl of seven-
teen, and her eyes still had a youthfm{, meaningless caress
in them when she looked at you. Shit was dressed quietly
in black velvet. A sort of biack lacefmantilla framed her
head and flowed over her soft, white hair, being tied in a
wimple under the chin, thus emphasizing a profile that
was, even now, of a du Maurier-like calm and purtty ; and
she carried, as her only impedimenta, two fans, one
painted, the -other of black lace: these she put down on
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the table by her. Regarding her, one saw that she was, in
fact, one of those rave creatures, an old lady wit, bemdcs
retaining her beauty, had retained ‘her prettiness — a far
more difficult aclnevexilent

I reflected how lucky John was to find her as a neigh-
bour instead of one of the usual slaying harpies of the
Casino, and then left him, in order to have a drink in the
bar. There people were sw.allowfng coflee and cocktails
and brandy and every sort of drink for every hour, For a
while T listened®to their desultory fragments of talk. An
elderly, voguish American gigolo with very smooth, black
hair, and hands flapping like a seal’s flippers, was heard
remarking to a much older American woman, dressed in a
low evening dress of white lace sprinkled with pink roses,
¢ My dear, it’s chic, and it’s soignde (swanee), but it gets

ou nowhere !

When I returned to the table John was immersed in
his system and had lit hus large cigar. Smoking was, of
course, allowed, but I noticed (as he did not, for he was
too busily occupied) that the pretty old lady next him,
with her soft white hair and large, soft blue eyes, had begun
to show symptoms of distress,” to cough and fan herself
gently. John’s great frame, posed next to hers, scrved to
make her look still smaller and more shrinking. The
coven of QCasino witches round the table, with their
gnarled, veined, grabbing hands that might have been
carved from the root of a box tree, their hard faces and
circular parrot’s eyes, seemed by no rmeans impressed by
this display of sensitiveness, and glared cynically at the
victim (this, no doulbt, would have been their attitude to
any show of natura fechng), but the strangers near by,
and the barricade behind her of Scandinavian and Swiss
tourists, soon became interested and sympathetic, solicitous
on her behalf. What a shame for a great big man to
sraoke a huge cigar like that, next to her, their plain faces
said plainly ! Probably in thc old French manoir whence
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she must have sprung, she had never even seen a cigar, far
less smeltat.  (How curlous, indeed, lo sce a lady of that
kind in the Casino: siie was not at all of the type they had
expected to discover; must, somehow, have wandered in
here by mistake.) But that was the rich all over, tramp-
ling on the feelings of the poor and refined. Why, though
she was sitting down, if you looked, she was not even
playing! Too poor to afford it, that must be the explana-
tion. There was self-restraint for you! But you did not
see people of that stamp nowadays; too Zentle and good
for this gas-madsk, weakest-against-the-wall world.

The old lady was by this time fanning herself vigor-
ously, first with one fan, then with the other. She would
take one up, use it, an@ then lay it down again on the table,
near John’s counters. Her manipulation of these insiru-
ments was wonderfully expressive. Like that of a geisha,
dr a great Chinese actor, every movement bore its burden
of significance. She turned her exquisite profile away
from her neighbour, and his vile habits, as though to
obtain air, By now both the cigar and the system were
well under way, and I do not think that, until this minute,
John had been at all aware of the growing interest and
disturbance round him. But suddeanly the old lady be-
came vocal, began to complain audibly, partly to herself,
partly to the crowd, in beautiful old-world French; and
the crowd started to take her side, to murmur in their
various doric tongues. (As she spoke, I wondered was
there not, after alh a hint of foreign intonation in that
telling, vibrating voice ; was not the use of idiom a little
too perfect for a woman speaking 1 (\,er own language ?)
The croupiers alone remained wimoved, their eyes
glazed with fatigue and boredom, or with a slight, fur-
tive and reminiscent smile hovering round their colourless
lips, according to their types. Now she fanned herself,
almost truculently for one of so gracious a personality,
grimaced, showed her distaste in many evident ways, and
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finally made an open protest to the croupiers and the
world in general, £ The croupiers remained slent{ in-
different, but the world in genefal responded. Once
more she appealed to the nearest croupier, who, waking
himself from a despoffdent trance, in which, obviously,
he despaired of humanity and its greed, declared that he
could do nothing ; smoking was allowed.

She demanded to see the chef-du-parti, and plied the
{ans incessantly, taking them up, putting them down,
holding them 4t angles, in order to protect herself, and
using them to attract the crowd’s attentich and to point
out to them the delinquent. Meanwhile, John had grown
conscious of the tension in the air, and had become
thoroughly annoyed, for his neighbour had created and
.worked up this scene without ever addressing a single
request to him personally : so he continued to smoke, and
endeavoured, against increasing odds, to maintain out-
ward calm and to concentrate successfully on his compli-
cated system of gambling. Eventually, however, the
muttering, and the general carefully cultivated feeling of
antipathy towards him, affected his nerves, and, accosting
the pretty old lady, he offered <o put out his cigar, adding
that he would have been delighted to do so at any previous
moment, had she seen fit to ask him. She did not even
reply. It was too late: she was offended beyond repair.
Elegantly, with conspicuous grace of carriage and dignity,
she collected her fans, rose from the table, and glided out
of the room in a rustle of resentful black velvet. The on-
lookers glared furioysly at John, who, in return, blew out
defiantly a small Elggud of smoke. Poor old lady, they
said, to treat her like that! What a shame! A great big
brute, with no respect for age or delicacy. But how truly
she had shown her breeding! How beautifully she had
walked out, without a word! Why, she could not have
done it better if she had practised it for years! There was
a real lady for you! You didn't see that sort nowadays.
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John certainly felt uncomforiable at her ostentatiously
quiet departure (moreover, he had bten losing again for
some time, though he'had begun well this evening, when
he first arrived. Because gambling has an element of
exhibitionism 1n it: the player, to) win, must compel the
wonder and admiration, even the envy, of the spectators ;
but their disapproval and dislike will ruin his game). The
whole affair had depressed him and spoilt his evening —
but it was not until ten minutes or so after sheshad left,
that he realized that all his high counter had gone with
her. The betfer system had won.

The pretty old lady, I was told afterwards, was an
Austrian, in spite of the elegant and lovely French she
spoke. And it was he? custom always to select an evemng
when the rooms were crowded with Swiss and Scandin-,
avian naifs for the testing of her system. The smoke-
screen was a regular trick, and one that usually worked
well, since large cigars and quantitics of counters seemed
to go together in the Casino: like the chatter of a con-
jurer at the moment of counterfeiting his magic, her
protests were designed to distract the attention, both of
her audience and of her chosen dupe, from the sleight-of-
hand which was in progress before them. The opaque
film from the cigar resembled, too, the cracking of the
magician’s pistol, while the smoke itself afforded some
disguise, comparable to the cloud of ink thrown off by an
octopus when engaged in combat, in order to mask its
manceuvres — exc®pt that, in this instance, it was the
oclopus, still more wily, who compelled her prey to emit
the concealing veil. But, had she been cjected by the
authorities, doubtless aware of her igame, a riot would
most surely have ensued, so firmly did she always establish
herself in the hearts of the onlookers.

T did not stay in the Casino long enough that evening
to see the end of John’s system. (We weie leaving the
next day.) The rooms were far too hot, and I strolled out
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towards my hotel. The night was delicious. The feathery
palm leaves lay. mot{onless on the air, laden witlpthe $cent
of orange blossom and strong-smelling night flowers. On
my way back I passed a large café, like an illuminated
conservatory, with a fmiformed Tsigane band stationed
near the entrance, playing waltzes. . The chairs set outside
looked so inviting that I took one and ordered a drink.
In the opposite corner sat the preity old lady, nodding
her headein time to the waltz the band was playing ; she
had evidently jhst finished her supper; an empty half-
bottle of champagne stood in a silver pail of ice by her
side. And, as I got up to go, I noticed that in the manner
of many compatriots of her sex in the old days, she was
just lighting a cigar.
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Evew when I first knew him — and it must be many years
ago — Carey Totnell appeared to be an old man, with
the bearded face of Socrates, only in appearance a more
clegant philosbpher, tinged, in the passage of time, by the
epicurean. IHe seemed to survive as a type, the perfect
bachelor of the eighties of the last century, suave in
manner, cultivated i mind, leading a life both ordered
and orderly. He might — except that his mind was morg
cmanmpated — have stepped straight out of the first act
df one of Pinero’s plays, set in Albany. Well read, m 2
fashion now almost extinct, a lover of the classics, so that
he would often read Greek and Latin poctry for his own
enjoyment, he displayed in his choice a natural taste for
all good things, and he showed, too, a great respect for
food and wine. I much a'ppreciatcd his taste and intelli-
gence and culture, his tired wisdom and kindliness; but
sometimes I wondered at the garmshed emptiness of his
existence,

Only once, I think, did I hear him cnunciate, in a
deliberate, very individual voice which gave point to
every word he said, sentiments that sounded as though in
some way bound up with his life. And the theory that he
had then propounded, fantastic as it feemed that evening,
returned to my mind later when I hiard of his death.

I had been dining with him — in Albany, of course —
and he was talking to Robert Hovingford — then a young
poel — and to myself in a corner of the library, while the
others played bridge. Both Robert and I were in cur
twenties at the time, and he was rallying us on a supposed
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desire to avoid famil responmblhtms and ties. “ My dear
boys,” I remember 1¥1s concluding, * it’s no use your ever
trying to escape. You are provided with only a few
people among whom to play during your life. Some enter
at birth, others drift inflater. You can hate or love them
as the threads that are their lives touch and knot yours,
inextricably or loosely, as it may pgove but that doesn’t
matier; there they will be at every turn in your life,
whcreas athers, whom you may like better, appear only
once, for a month or two, and it will be no use your trying
ever to see them again. . . . Better at once to accept defeat
and try to like those with whom Destiny has thrown you.
Tt saves trouble ; for there they’ll be, sure enough, at the
end! And so 1t is, too, with places* In normal times —
pot, of course, during wars or revolutions—onlya few scenes
are provided as background to the action of your whole
life: to these you seem chained throughout your career
on earth, and even when Death himself arrives for you.”
All those who had ever stayed in Miss Pomfret’s house
liked to return at least once a week to see her, because it
was easy to look in at St. James's Place and they were sure
of welcome and amusement. Moreover, she could boast
that strange gift, given to so few, of making all her friends
their friends. Originally, I had found my way thither by
chance, her lodgings having been recommended by the
porter of my club. But I had soon — in company, indeed,
with all her guesis — taken a great Kking to her. She
was a personage altogether uncommon, surviving from the
age of Shakespeare, audacious and robust as Juliet’s
nurse, and with a natural gift for original observation and
trcnchant phrase. By nature Elizabethan, it had been
her earthly lot to live through more than half of the
Victorian reign, and so she had learned that people could

new be shocked, and that a great many of them deserved
the sensation.
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Howevcr to tow this warm-blooded, vigorously re-
acting hnman being, built on so magmﬁcent a scale, both
morally and physicafly, with her keen, peasant under-
standing of men and women (raie, because reached
entirely through her individual eyés, in an age when the
whole population has been taught to read and write), t
attempt to tow her then, and anchor her within the
limited space of a short story, is a little hike trying to
introduce a whale within the'confines of a swimming-pool.
We will only, therefore, take a single glahce at her large
frame, its many rotund contours encased in black silk, on
which were disposed several gold ornaments, and at the
high black collar round her neck, surmounted by a little
white ruff, which intparted to her smiling and rather
creased face the shining geniality of a Frans Hals; so that,
most of all, her visitors liked to see her — as sometimes,
But not often, they did — holding up a wineglass under
the light, drinking to the health of a friend.

One evening, I found, as usual, a good many people
in her sitting-room on the ground floor; and among
others, Carey, . . . I had not realized before that Miss
Pomfret and hc were friehds. I remember the occasion
well, because she gave us a lively description of her new
lodger, above, in the best suite. She had taken a great
fancy to him — though he was a spiritualist, a faith of
which she could not altogether approve — for he sent her
enormous bunches of flowers from time to lime, and she
admired, too, the way in which he had done up his sitting-
room, with, as she said, ‘“ Hindian ’angings and Hegyptian
bronzes on marble pedestrians ’, cats, bulls and hawks.
“ Five thousand years old, some of,’em are,” she said
confidently. But now came the sound of a bump over-
head, followed by intoning, and Miss Pomfret broke off
to 1?:rnark ¢ That’s im. Pr'ying to that blooming *awk
agine, I suppouse.” ~

She liked to stay up talking as late as she could, tlll two
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or three in the mormng if possible — perhaps because this
to her was a symbol®of being her own mistress atelast, 'with
no need to get up early. So, to gratify her propensity in
this matter, I staycd behind after the others had gone, and
it was then that she ftold me she had been nurse and
personal maid to old Mrs. Totnell, Carey’s mother, from
about 1882 till her death in, 1909, and had known n-
timately her numerous — there were seven sons and
daughters — offspring. Theéir father, a famous counsel,
had long been dead, and Carcy was the eldest son, the
cleverest, the pride and despair of his Tamily. . . . I
obtained from her, Ltile by little, a picture of my old
friend as a young man; a full-length portrait in the
pointillist manner, acquired by plkacing a blob of paint
Jhere, a blob there.

In spite of those same responsibilities, about which he
liked continually to harangue me, the inhabitant of thdt
elegant, empty shell of to~day had been, it appeared, fierce,
wild and untrammelled, a source of anxiely, instead — as
now — of quict comfort to his relatives. And in any
particular difficulty that arose — or, more generally, that
himself had created — it had been his very sensible habit
to consult Miss Pomfret, since she could understand any-
thing, however unglossed, that belonged to human nature,
to ask her advice, and to request her to act as intermediary
between himself and his family. Moreover, whatever he
did, or whatever she may have pretended to the contrary,
she was, in reality, fonder of the gay, exquisite, audacious
¢ Mr. Carey ’ than ofrall his brothers and sisters, with their
better regulated lives — of everyone, indeed, except his
mother, to whom she was devoted.

I gathered that by far the greatest imbroglio (one could
not say scandal, but difficulty is altogether too mild a word
for 1t) in whlch Carey had been involved, was a tretmen-
deuglove-affair with an Italian prima donna of international
fame. For two years he had lived with Forelli in a house
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in Welbeck Street, and during that comparatively brief
perfod there had arisen a succession of tempests and
hurricanes, born of the hot suns of her native Neapolitan
country, and often culminating in episodes of intense
strangeness and absurdity. ']

Always bounded by the conventions of the Italian
operatic form, limited to weeping, storming and threats of
suicide, even to the pretence of madness, they were
followed by scenes excruciatingly sweet, for alk that their
airs were yet unformulated, but nevertheless peculiarly
unsuited to the social life of the English capital and the
quiet of the London clubs. (I mention clubs advisedly
because on several occasions Forelli invaded the up-
holstered seclusion of the Mausoleum in quest of Carey,
and had to be barred from a search of its cloistral apar-
ments by an unspeakably shocked, if comprehending,
‘hall-porter.)

The effect of this upon his relatives can be imagined.
They had accused him of bringing scandal on the family,
and of neglecting his affairs in the City. Accordingly,
Miss Pomiret had often been designated to approach him
with suggestions of reform. But, as it happened, Miss
Pomfret was, rather surprisingly, a devotee of grand opera ;
which, together with racing, constituted the twin lights of
her Iife. Moreover, Forelli had taken a great liking™to
her, and this flattered such an amateur. . . . Indeed, in
only two matters had Miss Pomfret stood against the
lovers: she blamed him for causing continual worry to
his mother, and she did not want them to marry. (“It
wouldn’t do.”) But in any case, nothing would have
persuaded Forelli to marry him, apd this had been, in
fact — though his relatives were too proud to believe it —
the most frcquent cause of the quarrels between them.

Opera has fallen low in man’s esteem, and no one now,
I am aware, ever falls in love with a prima donna, bum in
those halcyon days of waists and bustles and bonnets, of
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hansom cabs and top- -hats and frock-coats, when life was
serenc and unruffied ‘except for the disturbances that you,
as an individual, chose to make for' your own diversion,
nightingales were lovely of feather, as of voice. Into thc
brief space of their sihging lives they crammed whole
careers of artistic and amorous experience. When, for an
immense fee, paid m gold soyerelgns, such a dlva con-
sented to sing at a private house at the mere opening of
her lips talk would die away as though the archangel of
music himself hadl entered the room and clapped his wings
for silence. And the crowds that applaudéd her singing
would be interested, equally, in the events of her private
existence, would be in possession of a great many true, as
well as false details, and would discuss them eagerly.
Every night elegant, ardent young amateurs waited out-
side the stage door to see Forelli emerge and drive off with
Carey in his private hansom, and nearly every day, too;
he could be seen attending her in the Park or escorting
her through a restaurant with something of the pride of a
drumming peacock. Bouquets and messages, lyres and
harps and wreaths of roses and carnations, arrived for her
at all hours. And these tributes helped to charge the
atmosphere suitably for scenes of passion in real hife.

In spite of their reasonless and perpetual differences,
in spite of incongruity, in spite of her willingness to live
with, and yet steadfast refusal to marry him, each had been
in reality devoted to the other. Carey was in love with
her voice as much as her person, and for him she would
sing as for no one else. Notwithstanding frequent
ludicrous and painful situations, there had existed in their
relationship a quality not only genuine, but tragic and
unforgettable, and this Miss Pomfret had seen for herself
and somehow managed to convey to me, even after the
passing of many years, Here, then, in the drawing-rdom
ofhis house in Welbeck Street, thc turmoil of both their
lives had spent itself (for, being a born prima donna, Forelli
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preferred scenes set in the drawmg—room t@%as it were,
bedroom’scenes), and they had loved and quarrcllcd with a
vehemence and ebullition unsuited to this city and its sur-
roundings, had often parted for ever only to return, dove-
like, within a {ew hours. Here, wah her back to the huge
piano smothered np in a Chinese shawl, with many
objects standing upon it, she had practised her parts, and
trilled her joys and griefs in coloratura.

Miss Pomfret described the room well, could even
remcmber the identity of some of tHe silver-framed,
enthusiastically autographed portraits of tenors with
whom Forelli had sung; for she had often been sent
there with messages from anxious relatives, or had been
summoned by one dr other of the lovers themselves.
Evidently Carey had furnished it for his mistress with ap
ostentation born of the recent romances of Ouida and of
the influence of Sarah Bernhardt; had filled it with
arabesque hangings, with Persian rugs and flowers and
palm trecs, with bronzes and fine pictures, ancient and
modern ; and Forelli, for her part, had added’ operatic
trophies, crowns and sheaves of flowers, photographs of
elephantine tcnors in armdur, or with lace collars and hats
crowned with flowing feathers. Certainly for him the
place had been charged with vital vibrations such as he
was never to give out, or receive, again. 'The battery, the
dynamo of his soul, had been, for those two short years,
working at its highest pressure. After that, he became the
shell I knew. ~

Eventually the lovers had quarrelled and really
parted for good, much to the satisfaction of all concerned,
except themselves. And not long after, Forelli had died
in Paris, still in the height of her powers and her celebrity,
so that only the echo of that golden voice lingered in the
mirkls of men,

.

It was Miss Pomfret who told me first of Carey’s
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death. He had been nearly seventy —a good span, 1
suppose: but somchow, all his qualities, physical and
mental, had appeared to be specifically calculated to
support him into extreme old age, so that the news came
as a shock to his friedds. Though, as I perceived, she
deeply felt his loss, and his sufferings, yet, reverting again
to her Elizabethan character, she cpuld not help manifest-
ing something of Webster’s fascinated delight in death,
She showed hersell determined, in spite — or, perhaps,
because — of my affection for him, to spare me no detail of
Carey’s final distress and dissolution. One could almost
hear in her voice, as she talked, the rhythm of the poet’s
lines

Of what 15t fools make such®vain keeping ?

Sin their conception, their birth weeping,

Their hfe a general mist of error,

Their death a hideous storm of terror

When he sent for her, she had found him in a typically
fashionable nursing-home, made up of several old houses,
superficiaily aftered. The [ift, she had noticed, was hardly
wide enough to hold her, but possessed a curious, long
rectangular shape, just able td receive a coffin when it
came down.

“ Oh yes, he’s getting on nicely,” the sister had said
in a ‘ pleasant’® voice, cool and clear, * and much more
¢ comfy ’ than he would be at home. . . , There’s always
a nurse with him, even at night, to cheer him up. And
he’s less grumpy : quite affable to everyone now.”

Carey Totnell lay] propped up on pillows, in a large
front room on the first floor; rather dark, and to Miss
Pomfret’s way of thinking, ‘‘ too cold-looking ”, with its
sanitary surfaces and enamelling. It contained, also, a
litter of pseudo-scientific apparatus, lamps and cylinders
and bed-tables, and of spindly fittings in aluminium*and
steel, the uses of which remain fortunately unknown to the
lay mind. “ Why, the very bed ’e P’y hin ’ad more the
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look to me of a dentist’s chair than a Christian bed,” Miss
Pomfret "remarked to me. . Nevcrtheless, she had
rather liked the room ; it had scemed in some way {amiliar
and, in consequence, comfortable and not to be feared.

But she was shocked at the ahange she saw in the
invalid, for he had.paid her one of hus usual visits, appar-
ently in his normal hezlth, pnly a few evcnings previously
Carey had betrayed from. the first, it seems, “that nasty
blue look ’, his voice had come from far away when he
spoke, his naxls “’ad no life in them ”, arfd his hands kept
plucking at the sheets; all these symptoms being well-
known harbingers of death in the system of divining
which she had projected for herself. ¢ You’ll never come
hout of ’ere, except a corpse, laid hout flat in that lift,
my man,’ Hi said to myself,” she added, “but, of course,
I didn’t let *im see anything, Hi couldn’t ’elp crying a
hittle, and jest said, ¢ Oh, Mr. Carey, dear, to think of
seeing you like this !’

The sister had first turned the nurse out of the room,
then, after indulging in a miniature power-dive, patting
and tugging at the pillows which he had managed at last
to make comfortable for *himself, and pulling cords for
windows and ventilators, she had squared her chin,
saying, ¢ Now T'll go. T know I can trust you not to tire
the patient or stay too long,” and had left them.

At once Carey had turned his face to Miss Pomfret
and said (he seemed to have to make an effort, she had
thought, even to speak); “ Mary, my old friend, I'm a
dying man. I know. Itis only a flatter of hours, not of
days. . . . So I wanted to see you once again, to thank
you for everything you’ve done for me, always . . . and
to ask you one question. . . . You've seen so much of
the course of my life : do you recognize this room? . . .
And then, as she looked round, she had understood ; the
enamelled cornices and doors, the distempered walls, the
metal furniture, had taken on other colours, other lines.
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A gold-lacquered paper flowered again over the walls, a
Chinese screen stood in front of the door, a Symphony in
White, by Whistler, hung over thé mantel. (The fire-
place was now filled 1n, to hold an electric heater.) In
the far corner, on the muffled piano, stood rows of silver-
framed photographs of Forelli in the roles of Carmen, La
Sonnambula, Lugia and a hundregd other operatic hero-
ines, or of mellifluous male singers decked for their parts,
and on the tables, the vases df sick-room flowers had been
ousted for the ifistant by vast, formal trophies of roses,
orchids and lilies. . . . He lay now dying in the very
room of the very house in which his life had been
crowned and consumed.
. . - € .

He told her that he had fought — as she had been
certain he would — against the idea of leaving Albany
at all. But the doctor had ordered him to be taken at
once in a motor-ambulance to his favourite nursing-home.
Carey had not even known where it was situated, and had
felt too 1l to ask questions. On arrival, when the old
atmosphere had begun to distil itself round him in the
room, he had felt sure that this‘was the result of his fever:
but during the night, as he lay awake there, he had become
convinced, on the contrary, of its reality. And a curious
mingled sense of comfort and inquietude had assailed
him, . . . However, the slight effort of describing his
feelings evidently tired him out, and as he seemed to be
growing sleepy, Miss Pomfret had soow left him.

Next morning she had returned again to see him.
But this time he did not know her. . . . He was appar-
ently talking Italian to someone on the other side of the
bed. She tried to make out what he was saying, but it
was no use : she only knew a few words of Italian. Then
he fell silent again, intent, as though listening. . . . *And
was it her imagination, she wondered, or did she really
distinguish, just for a moment, a coloratura trill; high up
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and far away, almost out of hearing? . . . She wished
her earsshad been sharper, for it sounded oh beautiful ;
heavenly, you mght 3ay.
Probably it was a gramophone or radio somewhere
néar by, You couldn’t get away from them nowadays.
But she was never gure.
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It was in the ‘afternoon, for there were no evening
performapces. We had both of us seen Les Sylphides a
hundred times, and much betier danced, so we left the
theatre and waited in the empty jfoyer dntil the next
hallet began.

Painters are apt to talk well, writers badly; for by
the end of the day they are tired of words. (The members
of no other profession are obliged to express themselves
Solely by means of their wares.) Robert Hovingford,
though an excellent writer — no less original and celé
brated as an author than his wife is as a painter —, stands
out, an exception to this rule. I love to listen to him,
however preposterous may be the theories which he con-
tinually expounds, for underneath the queer brand of
decorative nonsense in whick invariably he indulges,
gleams a vein of truth; a vein strange and at first un-
convincing, because so unlike the truth of other people.

A man passed, without seeing us, and Robert smiled
and called out to him, “ Good luck ! B

* That’s my mascot,” he remarked to me. ““ And he
knows 1t. I feel elated, for wheneversgood fortune is in
the wind for me, I se= him — though I have never got to
know him very well. But he understands that, too. It’s
part of his contract, so to speak.”

“If you both 11ke the Ballet, it’s inevitable that you
should see him,” T began to argue. “I don’t think much

of your reasoning, Robert.” .
v ‘Inevitable’, inemstable,” he repeated, ““don’t use
that word, please. . . . Did I tell- you about The
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Mesgenger : ? ., . No? Then I must tell you now. . . .
¢ Inevitable * 15 thc word I dread. All my life I have been
able to hear the Juggeinaut creaking down the immutable
course of its steel rails towards its destiny, I cannot
explain the reason why things happen as they do; I can
only humbly note fragments of the design, the vast scale
of its conception, here @nd there the minute working out
of the details attached to it. . . . You know that I have
long held that, if you are fmghtened of something happen-
ing, that event 1s brought so much the nzarer to you by
your fear: or*you may even be treated to a counterfeit
semblance of it, or a rchearsal for it, in order further to
terrify you. The sort of thing I mean is that, if you have
peculiar dread of, shall we say, smallpox, and think you
have been exposed to infection, then, the very day on which_
you expect to develop the disease, your body will come’
out in a rash : but, instead of smallpox, it will prove to be
some lesser, children’s illness. . . . But I mustn’t wander
away from the question of inevitability. |
“Do you remember old Carey Totnell dnd his
theories? T T used to make fun of them, but events have
since converted me to them. I believe, too, now that we
are born into the world with certain people for our com-
panions; these alone we may see, play with, quarrel
with: we cannot avoid them. We are confined with
them, as it were, in a compartment of eternity of which
the walls are invisible, so as to give us the illusion of the
whole earth at our shoice, It is futile to try to cscape the
reiterant impacts of these people on dur lives. They may
bore us, they may enchant us, but there, sure enough,
they will stand at our life’s end as at our life’s beginning.
. And this story — an episode morc than a story —
whlch I want to tell you, shows at least how superb is the
t1m1r=g of Destiny, and proves that it is of no use attempt-
ing to delay the effects she wishes to obtain.
1 See “True Lovers’ Knot’ (p. 109).
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“ Tirst of all, let us for a moment cxamine the nature
of the playmates provided for us. I hope I amrnot over-
superstitious, but I observe coincidences. . . . There is
the man who passed by just now, for instance : my mascot.
Obversely, there are those whose presence darkens the ai
for me, the harbingers of evil. ThlS whole genus, an
important one, can be divided, I ‘thmk into two species ;
the first, halmless chatterers who, as the whole world
reels for you though you must not show it, rush up to worry
you about thimgs that do not matter. They seem to
emerge suddenly, from nowhere, with @ certainty of
technique that belongs only to the virtuwoso — for their
mere appearance discloses whole avenues leading back
into the past, down which Disaster stalks towards you.
_They like to ask questions: ‘How is your dear Aunt
"Emily; have you heard from her lately? * or * Did you
ever get the address of that shop I wanted you to go td?
You never let me know’, or ‘I thought of going down to
Dorset in April to stay with your cousins; will you be
there® " or * Have you seen Dicky lately?’ (a man you
have been avoiding for years). Indeed, this branch of

" the tribe never fails to collecte the friends you have shed
in the course of a lifetime. (And, let us be f{rank, the
friends we possessed at eighteen are not, if we dcvelop
normally, those we should choose, or choose to see, at
forty.) They are like retrievers, producing corpses for
you, with an air of pride, just at the moment you least
expect it. They specialize alsp in knowing, never the
celebrated man umself, but always his duller connexions ;
had they then been alive, they would have concentrated
their attention upon Leonardo da Vinci’s maiden aunt
or Michelangelo’s cousin (‘ So much more original, yet
simple’, they would have, no doubt, explained), though
occasmnally, of course, they would havc materialized in
spme moment of agony, 1o ask the Master after the tedious
relatives whom he had for so long striven to forget,
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+ The second species, however, is more incisive in
action. Retrievers, too, to a man, they are also essentially
the bearers of tidings. If there 1s something 1t would be
better for you not to know at a particular moment, they
spring out of the earth, like a jinmie out of his hottle, to
tell you, with a grisly savouring of their pleasure, 10lling
the words round 1n their mouths in the_same way that a
connoisseur allows the flavour of good wine to linger upon
the palate. They belong to a race apart, the witless
avengers of forgotten injuries; their” whole bearing,
inspired by their subconscious minds, testifies to it. The
countless indignities inflicted unaware upon the dwarf by
the man of ordinary siature, upon the ugly by the beauti-
ful, the stupid by thetlever, boil up suddenly within their
brooding blood. .

“ You may think I exaggerate; but let me tell you.
? .. Do you know Ralph Mudey-Mulhall? Well, he
has the attributes of both the species I have described.
Please don’t mistake me. He is kind — more than kind,
tender-hearted. He possesses many invaluable ‘qualities
that in someone else we should all of us estimate at their
true worth. He works hard, supports several idle relatives,
is a faithful friend, and does good 1n many directions.
I could never dislike him, never be rude to him. I wish
him well, infinitely well, but from a distance — it must be
from a distance. . . . To begin with, when I meet him
he always talks to me, immediately, of those friends of my
parents whom I mest dislike., They speak of me, he tells me,
continually, and he repeats some of ‘ the nice things they
say’. Thus his conversation, always bringing with it the
memory of distant but unhappy days, lowers the tempera-
ture of mind and heart and body. ¢ You cannot escape
us’, the voices of the Gorgon sisters moan in your ear.

% Both Frida and I have known Ralph since we were
children — before we had ever met each other, He had
attended all the same children’s parties to which we went.
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And then, when we had grown up and frequented hall-
rooms, there, too, he would be ; now a very tall, Glooping,
lanky figure, dark, with a bumpy forchead, a small,
clipped moustache, and brown eyes, intent buE curiously
empty, and a voice, decp and deliberate, summoned up
like the voice of a ventriloquist rathgr than seeming a
natural mode of expression. On these occasions he would
appear always to be rather lonely, would dance seldom,
so that one wondered why hetame. But to us he was very
friendly, and, #t the time that Frida and I became
engaged, just before and just afier, he would invariably
suggest joining us for supper. It was difficult to refuse,
but you know, when you are in love, you want to be alone
and don’t relish extraneous company ; so that, though we
still liked him, we tended to try and escape his presence,
but that only added, you would have thought from the
result, to the fascination we cxercised upon him. He was
willing — and able — to ferret us out anywhere.

““ The years-went by then, and we saw less of him,
because, as he grew older, his utter contentment, the fact
that he was so happy with the collection of old silver and
of our old-style-calendar friends that he was forming —
for this, too, had become really a collection — irked us. He
was quite rich; so, feeling the necessity of perpetuating
his likeness, he sat, of course, to Laszld, and it was very
trying to be invited to see that painter’s flashy misrepre-
sentation of him as a dashing Magyar magnate rather
than a mild English businesssman. e grew tired of
hearing of his garden{ the new kind of sweet peas he was
growing, and the perfection altogether of his way of life.
In fact, he was so enchanted with himself —in a lesser
degree, often a delightful characteristic — that it became a
bore, as did his quirks and quips, his little jokes and sallies
and imitations, Much more full of talk than formerly, he
liked to tell you all about himself, what he ate every day,
what he felt, at what time he was called and when he went
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to bed: these things were all of intense concern to him
and so hethought they would equally interest his listeners.
And he would give us] too, the opinions of his friends on
many matters; he seemed to Iive in a perpetual house-
party of those who had been dead to us since we had
reached years of digcretion. While, therefore, he has no
spite in his whole composition, not a grain of it, he is
himself 1ts blind and unavowed instrument, the Mercury
of the forces that govern the lower regions. -

“You can understand how bad things have been for
us lately, becalise you know the circumstances; cruel for
Trida and bad enough for me. John is our only child,
and it would have been dreadful to see any child, even 1f
he had not heen our dwn, suflering like that, so il and
helpless and unable to understand what was the matter,
or tell us what he felt. And, in order to be near the right
doctors, we had to stay in London through the bombing,
exposing him to dangers of that kind as well.

“ As a mother, Frida is sometimes a bit vague. She
has always adored John, but, all the same, her whole life
goes usually into her painting. (And, what’s curious, I
believe the little chap comiprehends it and isn’t jealous.)
But, when he fell ill, the full strength and resilience of her
character came out. She gave up her work entirely, and
nursed the boy night and day. I don’t know how she did
it, for she wasn’t used to that kind of fatigue: but I think
that was what pulled him round; because it’s a rare ill-
ness, and the doctlors cannot help much as yet, though
they do their best. For a whole fourteen days, she never
had a thought for anyone but John. I was completely
forgotten. She would hardly ever allow her sister, Isa-
belle, to help her. The strain must have been — and
anybody could see it was — immense, . . . At last, onc
morring, about a fortnight ago, the specialist pronounced,
“If the child gets through the next twenty-four hours, his
temperature will drop. He will live, and the illness will
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leave no mark on him. . . . It is a terrible thing to have
to say to his father and mother, but I must warn you; it
all depends on the next twenty-four hours.’

“ Isabelle had been splendid. Her kindness and tire-
lessness, her support of Frida, and the consideration she
showed for her in everything, great.or small, won my
affection more than ever. (And {'ve always sald that I
would have married her, if I hadn’t married Frida.) On
the morring that the crisis” of John’s illness began, she
came to me and said :

‘¢ Robert, what are wetodo? . . . Natasha Danbury
is dead. She has died of pneumonia following on influ-
enza. We can’t tell Frida at a time like this. And if we
don’t, she is sure to find out.’ ¢
. ‘““Natasha — I don’t believe you ever met her — had
been an old neighbour of Frida’s parents in the country,
and Frida and she had soon become great friends. As her
Christian name tells you, she was Russian by origin, and
she had married a delightful old man, much older than
herself, Bill Danbury, He was rather an extraordinary
character i his way, a squire, devoted to country pursuits,
but loving books and music as much as hunting. Really,
very exceptional. Natasha was beautiful, like a grey-
hound, and, while Bill was alive, passed for an intelligent
woman. Alas, when she became a widow, the full extent
of the influence her husband had exercised upon her
became apparent. She had absorbed his taste. But now
she showed that she had no opinions of her own, though
she produced everyeliché with an impressive manner.
She needed someone like Bill to grow round, and to take
her out of herself. Now that he was no longer there, she
brooded in a mystical way upon the intricacies of her
own uninteresting nature, and expatiated upon them in-
cessantly to her friends, in a special voice she reserved for
tkis subject, slow and emphatic. The high points she
marked, sometimes by affected spirals of laughter, some-
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times by a trick she thought attractive, of putting out her
tongue at right angles, and in the opposite direction from
that in which she rolled her eyes. (A very difficult feat of
facial acrobatics; you try it in front of the mirror when
you get home!) . . . Poor Natasha! She expected her
friends to give the whole of their time up to her. In the
end, a year or two ago} Frida, who has all the hardness, as
well as all the softness, of the artist, came to me and said :

‘¢ Robert, I’ve got to choose between Natasha and
my painting. I’ve chosen my painting. I am fond of
her, but she’s inflated hersell into a whole-time job, and
I can’t take 1t on. . . . Besides, she has plenty of other
more suitable fricnds. I know she’ll pretend to mind my
neglect of her. I fe¥l a brute, myself. But she won't
really mind, though she will enjoy being huffy and mysteri:
ous when my name i mentioned. She won’t 1eally mind,
because she knows how interesting her character is, how
important to the world, and she knows, too, that we "don’t
know it.’ 3

“I dont blame Frida. Her first duty was to her
painting. All the same, since she is genuinely kind, I
thought I saw, from tinfe to time, signs that Natasha
weighed on her conscience. And so now the news of this
sudden death — Natasha who was so healthy and had
never been known to be il for a day — was bound,
especially in the circumstances in which we found our-
selves, to upset Frida beyond reason.

“ Her sister amd 1 talked it over. We sett;led to keep
The Times away from her — Natasha’s death wasn’t in the
other papers —, at least until our own crisis was over. If
the boy took a turn for the better, she would be more
fitted to hear the news; 1f he grew worse, nothing would
matter any more. . . . The hours dragged on, the strain
increasing all the time. How we got through that day
and night I shall never know. They scemed interminab'e.

. Then. all at®once, about cleven o’clock the next
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morning, the danger was over, — John’s temperature had
fallen, and he breathed without dlfﬁculty and Slept, for
the first time forsa fortnight, the easy, unstirring sleep of
childhood. The change was incredible at first.

“ It was only, though, 1n this moment of utter relief,
that the full fatigue of what we had bgen through settled
upon Frida, Isabglle and myself. You can’t imagine how
tired we felt.

“ None of us had lefi the! house for many days, none

of us had eaten ‘a proper meal, or felt that we could eat
one, and now, in spite of our exhaustion, there suddenly
welled up in us a sense of gaiety, a nced for relaxation.
It was as though we had been on a long and very rough
ocean voyage and had at last reached land. There was
no reason to stay at home any longer; John could be
safely left to the nurse’s care. So we decided to dine out
tired or not; but, since we did not feel inclined as yet
to face people who had not shared our experience, we
selected Le Perroquet Vert; because it’s amusing, the food is
excellent and you never see anyone you know there,
And since Frida still had not looked at the paper, and was
in this mood, we determined again to put off telling her
about Natasha, to leave it till the next day; otherwise, it
would only spoil her evening.

“We had ordered a table, but when we arrived we
found the maitre d’hdtel had made a mistake, and that it
had been set for four persons; a nice table with a wall-
sofa and two chairs. . . . It really was enjoyable to be
out of the house agaiﬁ, to be able to order a dinner, to be
able to eat it. And there were no sirens to-night, none
of those wailings which are the signature-tune of the
twentieth century. . . . We might as well have a cock-
tail, we thought; it was an occasion.

** Indeed, we were feeling care-free in spite of therwar
—r and I believe both Isabelle and I had, for the time
being, completely forgotten about the~death of Natasha,
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which had been haunting us all day, because of its possible
effect upbn Frida.

“ < How lovely,” Isabelle said, ¢ to be thy ourselves, but
to have the whole evening bcfore us withbut anything on
our minds. . . . Ilong to hear you talk again about other
things than medicines.’

“ Almost as she said the words, we saw Ralph Mudey-
Mulhall, sitiing there, alone, in the middle of the restaur-
ant, reading a book. » -

“It’s all r1ght he doesn’t see us,” Frida reassured us.
¢ And it’s a good thing. I'm happy, but I’'m too tired to
deal with people — especially Ralph. I only want to see
you two.’

““Oh, he sees us3 never you fear,” I replied. ‘He is
preparing somethmg, an eclectic joke of some kind or

other, I should say.” I could deduce it from the manner 1n
which his head never moved {rom behind his book.

“ Isabelle urged, ¢ Have the fourth place removed at
once ! Orhe’ll come and sit through dinner, this heavenly
sense of being at peace will be broken and we shall none
of us be able to talk at all. . And T have masses to
say; Idon’t know if you ﬁave? Pleass call the waiter and
have it taken away.’

“*We can’t,’ I said. ‘It will take too long and look
too rude.’

“ Now a waiter hurried up to us, with a note written
in pencil: ‘Herr Hitler would like to look at you’, The
waiter pointed outrihe table (we pretended not fo know it),
and we gazed across. Suddenly Raiph dropped his book.
Then he pulled — for imitations of Hitler were fashion-
able at the moment, and Charlie Chaplin’s © Great
Dictator * was the popular film of the hour — a lock of
hair over his bumpy forehead and treated us to an
impersonation of the Nazi Leader. I must say, with the
hair and his little mousiache, he succeeded in looking
though one would®never have expected it — terrifyingly
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like him, or, at any rate, like other imitations of him one
had seen. . .. We smiled and laughed, in what we
hoped was a conwincing manner, although the astonished
expression on the faces of the people sitting at tables
between us and him made us feel a little self-conscious.

‘ Ralph then reassembled his features, laughed a good
deal at the joke, as he considered if, that he had played
on us, and got up and stalked towards us, rather like, I
thought 2 walking lighthouse, with his lanky form and
projecting eyes, 'shallow but burning. He still laughed
and chuckled as he approached us. Once near enough
to speak, however, his expression changed to one of sym-
pathy and commiseration. . . . For an instant, I thought
he had heard, somehow or other,“about John's illness.
Then I realized.

‘“‘Trida, dear Fiida,’ he was saying. ‘I was so
grieved to hear of Natasha Danbury’s death. I know what
friends you two were. Though I never knew her very
well, I had seen more of her lately, and had grown
to appreciate her, and her wonderful powers of intro-
spection and self-analysis, Introspective people are so
interesting, don’t you think? ‘I can quite see why you
two got on so well.’

““ Two spots of colour leapt suddenly into Frida’s pale,
tized face, and she said :

“‘ Natasha? Natasha dead? . . . Surely not? We
should, have heard,” and she gazed at her sister and my-
self with a sort of shockcd inquiryand reproach in her eyes.

“ There was no hclp for 1it. We had to explain.

“ * Isabelle and I decided it was better not to tell you,
darling, at present: you’ve had so much worry lately.
We were going to break it to you to-morrow. . . . She
died two days ago.” And to Ralph I said, ¢ You see,
Ralph, I didn’t let her know, because she has been nursing
opr little boy — and it’s been a great strain. He has been
very ill for the last fortnight. But the crisis is over now.
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. .». This is the first time we’ve been out since his illness
began: *and I didn’t think we should see anyone who
would be likely to tell her’ . . . Meanwhile, Frida was
mastering her surprise and shock. !

“ Ralph 1s kind, really very kind. An agonized look
came over his face. ‘ Oh, how dreadful! 1 am so sorry.
You didn’t know? Hdw stupid of me!. I wouldn’t have
done such a thing for the world.’

““ Then he stopped apoldgizing. I saw the thought go
through his head, ‘T must help them’, and he said, in his
ordinary, delibcrate way :

“Well, as it’s your first evening out, you'll want
cheering up, so let me sit down here and talk to you.’

“ All through our’dinner — for he had finished his —
he sat in the fourth place at the table, theieby in his owp
Jmind atoning for his lapse by charity — I never saw a man
work so hard, either, to be kind, . . . At first, to distract
Frida’s attention, he talked of friends, old friends, friends
of her parents, all of them longing to seecus, he said, and
often wondering how it was they never ran across either
of us. Of course, they didn’t approve of my wife’s paint-
ing, he added, or of her marrying a man who wrote for
his living : but they were fond of her, oh, so fond, and
anxious to #elp. And they liked me, too, it appeared,
would hike to get to know me better; they thought there
was probably a lot of good in me, when they got to know
me. Similarly, he said, he had seen many old frignds of
my parents, and they were eager to get to know Frida
better, were sure they would perceive things in her that
they had not hitherto noticed, if only they saw more of
her. And they were quite sensible, and stated openly that
they did not expect even to understand — or like — her
paintings. It was so much better to be frank, like that,
and™not to pretend, wasn’t it ?

“1 am afraid be saw this line was not proving~a
success, so he imitated Hitler again, in order to give
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himself time to think. We all three laughed a lot. Then
he told us about the last few bits of sﬂver he had bought
before the war, and where he had fent them for safety.
From that subjedt he passed on to his life in the country,
to his evacuees, and how it had turned out — you’d never
guess, he said } — that my old tutor and Frida’s governess
were among them, They were always talking of us, telling
stories of our childhood, and of what absurd children we
had been.. * Mind you,” he said, ‘ they're fond of you;
don’t think they'te not.” Now he veered towards more
congenial subjects. f

“ He confided in us what he ate, and what he drank.
Sometimes, owing to the organizing genius of his cook,
he had meat three times a week, sofnetimes four. Good
meat, too. The cooking was good bourgeois cooking, and
there was nothing better! On the whole, perhaps, he ate
less than in peace-time, but he felt none the worse for it —"
if anything, better. (He had got into his stride by now,
" and at times stopped the flow, copious but deliberate, to
regard us, most severely, to make surc we were paying
attention. The slightest failure in this respect, the flicker
of a single eyelash in another“direction, he seemed in
almost psychic fashion immediately to divine.) Often he
drank cider now, he avowed, or ginger-beer, even. After
all, it was war-time. And coffee, lots of coffee. He was
called at 7.30, or, it might be, on one or two days a week,
at 8. . We seemed almost to be watching the hours
going round

“We did not speak there was no necessity, he did
not expect it. We did not dare, even, to catch one
another’s eye. We, gave —had to give — our whole
attention, concentrated on the vast vista he was unfolding.

. Suddenly he broke off, looked at his watch, and
said : .

#** What a time you’ve kept me here! . . . Why, it’s
tcn, long past ten, and I see the waiters"are trymg to clear
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awar. We mustn’t delay them. T always say it’s unfair
on them fo sit on and on. So I shall leave you now. I
ought to have gone ah hour ago, for I'd promised to go
in, Robert, and see your Auni Muriel for” a few minutes
on my way home. We often talk of you, she seems so
onely and loves to talk of past days. . . . Now you've
made me late.

 He went to get his coat and hat and then, just as we
thought him gone, returned to say, ‘I forgot te tell you,
Frida, how I stuck up for you the other day. . . . No, I
won’t tell you who they were, or what they said, but I
always stick up for you with everyone. You can depend
on that.’

“ He had forgotteh all about Natasha Danbury, I
think, and went home quite happy.”

_ Robert stopped speaking, and we got up to go into the
theatre, for the next ballet, Peirouchka, had already begun,
and the puppets were moving their feet and arms within
the open booths, while the old magician watched them.
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Liooxing back, the story of the friendship between the
old Duchkess of Martenburg and Princess Mouratinzky,
the actual length of it, and the opposing points of view
upon which 1t thrived, scems to me to possess all the
fascination of a nursery rhyme, such as ® Jack Sprat’,
or of a fairy-tale similar to the ‘ Three Bears’, exhaling
in its essence a numerical, repetitive beauty implicit and
continuous throughout its unfolding. . . . And for this
reason I want to tell it to you.

I knew them both for what to me was a very lengthy
period, but no doubt to them, out of their great age,
merely represented the time occupied by the flashing of
an angel’s wings. . . . When I was a child, I first knew
the Duchess of Martenburg. By birth a Princess of
Southern Germany she had, with her wrinkled skin and
brown eyes, rather bulbous now, albeit full of fire, all the
charm of a well-educated and cultured (oad, but a toad
that was talkative, warm-blooded and loved dancing.
(Indeed, she danced well, when I first remember her,
though~even then she was much over sixty.) With all the
good-humour and high spirits of the Southern Germany
of former uncontaminated days, she was witty in a straight-
forward way, and courageous: very downright and sure
of her own mind :, further, she was religious, intensely
devoted to her Church — rather unexpectedly, the Pro-
testant Church of the North. According to the ritual of
the seasons, she moved with considerable pomp frore one
place to another, from one set of Italian rooms decked
out with plaster cupids, red brocade, and pillared cabinets
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showing false perspectives of tortoise-shell, coral and lapis,
from onc grouping ef plumed' fountains and cut trees, to
another. . . . And dvery autumn, for g fortmght — the
equivalent perhaps of a Catholic retreat— she came to
England to stay with a bearded bighop, with whom, to the
pride and pleasurg of his wife and eleven moustached
daughters, she was carrying on one of thgse mild flirtations
so often manifested among the devout. . . . How well I
remember her then, the Parma-violet-colouged velvet
toque and dress which she always at that time affected,
and the way she had of wrinkling her already wrinkled
nose when she laughed.

But the 1914 war — still more perhaps the coming of
Nazidom — had obliged her to alter completely her
manner of life. . . . So that when I saw her again, after
a lapse of twenly years, she had become a dignified
%efugee, banished from Germany because of her too great
love for her Church, and because of her alleged conse-
quent anti-Nazi activities. In the interval she had grown
(and one could have expected nothing else) ifnmensely
old and very poor — for her, very poor. Nevertheless,
she could still indulge in"a certain style of living, {or she
dwelt now in a small pension on the very shore of the Lake
of Geneva, and against this economical background, could
still afford a maid (who, in any case, after fifty years
would have refused to leave her), a footman and a
sitting-room. But though her exile was easy, siiéqgscntcd
her place of refuge. Adter the pleasant Bavarian Alps,
these mountains seemed to her exaggerated and melo-
dramatic. Despite her Lutheran affinities, she missed the
graces of old Catholic Germany, the Madonnas at the
corners of buildings high above the junctions of streets,
the bunches of flowers upon the ledges of rustic shrines,
the deep purple petunias hanging from the window-box
of every window ; things for which not all the blue agd
yellow tinsel stars of the Swiss spring sweeping over
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meadows and dark, damp carth, spread with scented pine-
needles, could compensate her. . . .ﬁ-She was old, far too
old for exile, she would say (indeed, she was over ninety),
and what harm “ould a poor old woman like herself have
accomplished, she asked, even if she had been wicked
enough to wish to injure her own country ?

Still, one must make the best of it. The fish was good
(those nmice pink trout); that was one thing. . .. And
there were — yes, there were — a few mnice people here.

* She admitted it$ that was why she was at-home every
evening from four until seven. For at that early hour she
retired for the night, being called at six the ncxt day,
and bhreakfasting on fine mornings at seven under a
glossy-leaved magnolia by the side of the Lake,

_ Indeed, she possessed a fanatical love of fresh air, lived
in it the whole spring, summer and autumn. Even during
the winter in this chmate, her windows were always wide’
open. Sometimes I used to try to soften her feelings
concerning her place of exile, by saying to her how good
the air was, ““ Look at the way you can sit out here under
the magnolia all day long'” I used to urge, but nothing
would mollify her. I know,”%he would reply;  that
is why I chose 1t — that, and to be'near my dear old friend
Princess Mouratinzky (I fear she is getting very old and
infirm now, though she makes out that she is a few years
younger than 1 am). Butl do notlikeit: no, I do not.”

A Jj#fent hurricane had blown hither the Princess.
In her youth a greaj and famous beauty, still, at her
present vast age (for she was a contemporary of the
Duchess, though, as we shall see, the vanity of former
years prohibited her from boasting of this), she retained
the manner and bearing of one; even a certain worldly
wit, which sometimes goes with this kind of appearance
and renown. Coquettish, alluring, full of brio, she talked
cgatinually, laughing and fanning herself the while —
she was always opening and shutting a<fan. And into the
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quajity of her attraction yet entered a great deal of
feminine shard work, none the less arduous because it was
unconscious. Apart from her animation, apart from her
beauty, she might have seemed at first sight a more usual
character than the Duchess ; just,a very pretty old lady
with round blue eyes, beautiful and undimmed. But
such a conclusion would have been false. . . . So [ar as
her history was concerned, this fascinating old woman had
become an orphan at an early age. Brought up at the
Smolny Institute, she had, through the-influence of the
Tzarina of the day, been marricd on her seventeenth
birthday to a great Russian nobleman and landowner,
and had become one of the leaders of fashionable life in
Petersburg. Subsequently, for thirty years she had been
lady-in-waiting to the Grand Duchess Vladimir Con-
stantine, and had been driving with her mustress in the
fecond carriage, at the moment when that clever, gigantic
monster, the Grand Duke, with his courage, his immense
stature, his brutality and fatalistic wit, had.been blown up
by Nihilists as he was returning from a review of the
Imperial troops. For a further twenty-five years, until
the Revolution, it had been her lot to comfort the beautiful
and saintly Grand Duchsss in her widowhood.

But the assassination of Russian royalties had now
ceased to be an individual martyrdom, and had become
degraded to mass-murder, a holocaust: (a dead man may
trail a shadow behind him as a memory, but a dvad army
has none; wars ard revolutions leave no ghosts). The
Grand Duchess herself, who had formerly been so beloved
and respected, had now been murdered these many years,
her body robbed and thrown into the Black Sea. . . .
But fortunately her lady-in-waiting, the Princess, had
been staying with a married daughter in the South of
Franse when the war had broken out in 1914, Unable to
return to Russia, she had so escaped sharing this fateg
though the death of her mistress in such a manner was
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something from which she could never recover. It had
been, in fact, more of a grief to her than the less of her
own Tortune — for now she was petiniless, living here, in
the middle of apittle Swiss town, m a boarding-house.

This establishment, however, was less unfriendly and
1mpersona1 than it sounds. Her daughter and son-in-law
managed it, and they looked alfter her as well as they
could. Her room, at the top of the house, was excessively
small, ang though I think the Princess herself remained
unaware of thisk it had been in this same attic in which
she was now dwelling, then cold and bare, that Lenin, a
bitter fugitive, had existed for two years, working all day
and all night, turning letters into cypher to send to Russia,
writing endless pamphlets and books; eating nothing except
when forced to do so by Kroupskaya, talking seldom —
though when he talked a faint line of foam flickered from
his sneering lips. Now, however, it was no longer a Swis
garret, for the Princess bclonged so completely to her
dead world of slgighs and (urs and jewels and musical-boxes,
that everything round her still proclaimed her adherence
to it. No trace of Lenin here now, only endless photo-
graphs, signed, of murdered Rassian royalties: the Tzar
and Tzarina; the unfortunate young Tzarevitch and his
four lovely sisters; Grand Dukes and Grand Duchesses
and their children; photographs of their palaces and the
gardens; photographs of them sleighing and skating and,
for thﬁtﬁ*f;t, many brightly coloured ikons and bits of fur
and lace — all that was left! But there was also a large
stove, out of all proportion to the size of the room, and
some small vases of flowers. . . . And these, for the
mornentary comfort they gave hcr (and all through that
long life, after the manner of most Russians, she had lived
from moment to moment), enabled her to bear her age
and misfortunes more lightly.

For seventy years she had been the Duchess of Marten—
purg’s most intimate friend. Neither of them had allowed
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so big a thing as being on different sides in the bitterest, so
far, of allbwars to make a difference to their friendship.
There existed, nevertheless, hitle hindrgnces.  Though
they lived so near to each other — in ordeyr, they said, to
be together — it was not easy for them to meet at all, and,
further, proved stillqmore dufficult for them, despite their
mutual affection, to meet without quaraclling; because
the Princess for her part rose at five every evening and
retired to rest at five every morning. (You may,ask how,
in a neighbourhood not famed for the gaiety of its night
Iife, she spent the small hours. . . . Well, there was
always tea and cigarettes; and often there were parties,
for the boarding-house was full of Russian relatives and
connexions, all engaged in trades which apparently
obliged them to come in, from time to time, during the
night — and, of course, to reach their work late. And so
they clustered round the tall china stove, in the communal
sitting-room, talking to the old lady ; otherwise she would
have died of ennui long ago. . . .)

It was only, then, during that single hour between 6
and 4 P.M. — before dinner for the Duchess, and after
breakfast for the Princess - that the two old ladies could
meet. Nor was this the sple obstacle to their companion-
ship even during that short space of time, all too briel, one
would have said, For in the summer the Princess would
not sit out in the garden with her friend; it was too
draughty, very treacherous, she would protest. “ﬁﬂll less
would she remain out of deors in the y¢t hot but shortening
evenings of the early autumn, when the mist rose from the
Lake, like the wraiths of the murdered (certainly the
Duchess's mind would never have eniertained such
fancies), and filled her bones with a chill depression.
Sometimes at this season, the Duchess would insist on
remaigning out of doors, and so reaching a compromise
they would face each other angrily across the window-sil
for nearly the full kour, handing cakes and tea sullenly
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across this bar which divided the Teuton from the Slav.
In the winter, the Princess, fitted out in the remhants of a
fur coat which, .though tattered, still possessed a certain
air, could only »ear to sit 1n a room with the windows fast
shut, and an enormoys stove burning in it; while the
Duchess, dressed as though for a heat-wave, {elt 1t essential
for her health to _have all the windows wide open. It was
an cspcclal offence to her, as well, that the Princess should
live in an-attic in the town, in the very heart of noise and
heat and dust, when she might dwell in this glorious, cool
air by the s1de of the Lake,

It was not easy, then, this friendship. To each of them,
their years had now become a source of pride. They had
grown — though originally the cOntrast between their
natutes and outward appearance had been the foundation
of the feeling between them — into rivals, competitors for
the palm of old age, and, in consequence, the two old
friends allowed themselves in this hour of frost for one, and
fire for the other, to quarrel a good deal. . . . Tor, years
ago, many long years ago, when the Princess had been
forty, the, as it seemed now, needless fear of growing old,
combined with a certain vanity, had driven her to under-
estimate her age, so that even io-day, when she was in
reality over ninety, her former deceit debarred her from
any hope of ever catching up in the race. The Duchess,
of course, knew her friend’s age quite well, for 1t was the
samegTuer own, but she intended to see that the Princess
never staked a full claim, or that if ske did, she would be
convicted in no uncertain terms, and possibly before other
people, of lying and self-pride. So she must remain a poor
eighty-seven to the Duchess’s sell-avowed ninety-two;
a sad eighty-eight to her ninety-three. Of course,
even the cighty-eight to which she could admit was
creditable, but ninety-three, ninety-three, ninety-shree !

. How deeply, how frequently, the Princess regretted

that now so distant moment of coquetry ! . . . Moreover,
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though she knew that the Duchess was well aware of her
real age,she must neyer allude to it. On the other hand,
the Duchess could, when it suited her, jaunt her with it
in a veiled way. . Sometimes their cogversation would
be in English, a neutral tongue, fof the Princess refused to
talk German and the Duchess to talk French.

‘“ Anastasie, I can’t believe you arg cold in that fur
coat, and with such a fire! . ., But if you are 5o, why
fan yourself continually? Even I should fee} cold if I
fanned myself the whole time! I'm sure that house of
yours is unhcalthy . Perhaps you have a fever like
one gets in one’s youth ”

“No, I can’t help it, Rita, I always fan myself. It’s
like you, how you d¢* all that embroidery, so pretty, with
your good German taste! . . . Besides, if you suddenl
fecl hot, you can ask your mald to open the window for
you ; but I can’t, . I have to do everything myself.”

“ But work is useful Anastasie: fanning oneself is
not. . . . Why, you fan yourself enough +o turn a wind-
mull: and at your age, it is not good ! . . . But I forget,
I was back in years long ago. You are younger, much
younger than I am now, 4re younot? . . . You must look
after your old friend. .¢. . How I wish you would come
to live here in this glorious air, where you can hear the
birds !

“ But I do not wish to hear the birds, Rita, I ha-a-te
them ! They are so cruel, with their beaks! \“4;

Nor were thesesthe sele sceds of discord. The Duchess
thoroughly disapproved of the Orthodox Church and all
its ways, and though a service was only held in the
minute Russian Church here, with it§ mad, painted domes
and bulbs, once a month, and though, even then, the
Princess did not attend it, since she was in bed and
aslesp in the mormngs, the Duchess would often make
pointed references to *“ mummery * and to “ gingerbread
places of worship **, while the Princess would in turn feel
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herself called upon to defend the cause, and to attick
in return the undecorative Lutheranism of (ermany.
Further, the Duchess would very seldom visit the Princess,
would always irsist on her coming to the pension to see
her. This was becausg she pretended not to like Anas-
tasie’s daughter; it was a fiction, long kept up. . ..
Really, I think, they had long grown fond of each other;
but pride prevented them from publicly admitting by a
reconciliatton that their misfortunes had to this extent
softened their natures. Nevertheless, on the rare occasions
of their meeting, they got on well, seemed pleased to sce
cach other, When the Princess was unwell, however, the
Duchess would continue always to say “ That stupid gurl
of hers 7 (she was sixty-seven), ““ siie does not look after
her mother properly.”

Then, too, though originally the Duchess and the
Princess had thought — or should one write, felt? —°
alike, of late years the direction of politics in their coun-
tries had tended to separate them. ... The Duchess
possessed a radio, with which, from t1me Lo time, she
fiddled, producmg the sounds of whole covens of witches
riding through the air on broomisticks over snow-covered
peaks, snrieking, singing, screamng; she seemed, even,
to like these noises. But, occasionally, she would during
that hour, and always by mistake for some concert or
entertainment, tune in to one of the speeches of the
dictatqrc; and the Princess could, in those days (for it was
before the Hitler-Stalin pact), no morz help applauding
the words of Hitler, who then saw *‘ the Bolshevik demon
as the chief opponent of avihization, than the Duchess
could prevent herself from showing enthusiasm at the
utterances of the Paladin of Bolshevism when he so
piously acclaimed democracy and denounced Hitler and
persecution, Thus from six o’clock to seven would eften
grow poignant enough. -

In spite of their differences of view, in spite of their

142



DEAD HEAT

disagreements, however, if either of them ailed or was
unhappy,*the other fglt it as though 1t had happened to
herself. Through the long days spent without her, though
she was so near by, the Duchess would conginually refer to
Anastasie, her friend, just as dugng those long nights
round the stove, drinking tea and smokimg cigarettes
through long paper holders, the Princegs would talk of
Rita, her energetic and lively compeer. In addition to
the warm fecling that existed between them, i& became
clear to those round them that the contirrued existence of
one supported that of the other, they resembled the
balanced scales of a machine finding an equihbrium, the
equilibrium of truth. If one fell, the other would rise
unduly. . N

Both, on the contrary, continued to prosper. The,
senstbilities of those who have lost profoundly become
hardened except in small things, and the perpetual tragic
developments of the ’thirties seemed now to worry them
but little. They lost no faculties. The Ruchess, in her
charming way — in, even, her beautiful way — with her
skin infinitely wrinkled and yet soft, her glowing brown
eyes and uptilted nose, hwtmorous and contemptuous and
proud, grew still more ygly, her manners more typical,
more imperative and abrupt : the Princess more vivacious,
her blue eyes, still so large and full of light, more rounded,
her white hair, that had formerly been golden, now still
more white and soft — she seemed to smoke?hxmore
cigarettes, as she sat in the corner hy the stoye, fanning
herself, while through her head ran the nostalgic, circular
melodies of Tchaikowsky, so that once more there came
back to her the swinging movement of the Court Balls, the
uniforms and crinolines and scents and swooping shoulders,
the pink champagne, the whiskers, and the dying hum of
talk af the ratile and drumming of the tall golden maces
on the floor when the Imperial Family entered the room-
As though the exileswhich cut them off from the circum-
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stances and places that had formed their characters hall yet
still further defined their respective traits, made each of
them more typical, the Princess could now detect a
draught at one/hundred yards, the Duchess feel faint in the
frostiest winter room 1f a jonquil scented it. The Princess
would sit almost at the side of the stove, like a cat warming
itself, while the Duchess would complain, even, of the heat
of her unheated church. They altered little, very litile:
though tlre Princess would, from time to time, shuddering
in her furs, allow herselfl the indulgence of a cold, while
eau-de-cologne and smelling-salts would aid the Duchess's
headache, caused — after one of her rare visits fo the
boarding-house — by Anastasie’s stove. . . . For the rest
the two old ladies were sound in wind, hair, eye, ear and
tooth.

And so they lived on through the changing seasons by
the side of the Lake, watching the glacial shadows of greén
deepen to summer blue, watching the magnolias extend
white cups that later turned to tawny vellum on the glossy
trces, the mauve chalices of the autumn crocus starring the
lawns, until even the Princess could admit to ninety-two
and the Duchess was undeniably within sight of her
century. Both ladies grew morz and more revered each
year; for death is the chief — if last — dishonour to the
living (and one which most of us will go a long distance
out of oup way to avoid), and so, in consequence, great
age 1wﬁéywhcrc honoured, because the overdue survival
of any indjvidual preves that in the dong run humanity
in the mass can lengthen, albeit only by ever so little, the
normal span of its days.

Nevertheless the end was, naturally enough, drawing
near. . . . This particular year had been, as usual, an
unusual one. In March, it had been August; in May all
the flowers of the vines had been destroyed by a hail-
storm; in July there had been such a drought that the
Lake had evaporated far enough down to show the lake-
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dwellings of paleolithic times, still fixed in primeval mud ;
Scptember had exhibited the borders of the Lake again
with all 1ts luxuriant gardens flooded agd drowned; and
now, at Christmas (admittedly for opce at the right
season), came the Great Frost., The whole Lake was
frozen over, a thing that had not occurred for a century,
and people accepted the event with joy,

For a full weck the entire population skated day and
night, with a strangely anti-Calvinistic fervaur. TFlares
could be seen after dark, in every direction, gilding the
flanks of the mountains, "and bandsmen, with faces and
hands blue from cold, blared out Waldteufel waltzes,
leaving a dragon’s-tail of breath behind them on the arr,
while dumpy, Bredghel-like figures, in their warm,
padded clothes, danced and glided in ecstatic time o
them. Huge fires were lighted on the ice, and oxen were
"roasted whole.

Frigid as was the air, the Princess could not resist this
gatety. And so, when it was at its height, she persuaded
the Duchess to walk down with her to the edge of the Lake
to watch the carnival. The Princess moved a little
tremblingly with the aid of a very delicate, tortoise-shell-
topped cane; the Duclfess walked boldly, supporting her-
self with a stout country stick. The Princess wore her fu1
coat; the Duchess, a thick woollen outfit of some sort.
had not been long dusk; the fires were Rlazing, thc
torches flickering in a light breezc flecked with pirsticles of
ice. Both of them stood there in their snow-shoes in this
icy world on the border of the Lake — on, as it were, the
very edge of eternity — watching and listening. What a
delighttul scene!

“ Do you remember the first time you came to stay
with us in Petersburg, Rita, and all the bells ringing as
we tore through the night on sleighs . . . and how we
thought those times would newer end? ” . .

“ And that wiiniter in Munich, Anastasie, the skating
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and the supper-party in the Pavilion?” . . . o

The Duchess looked at her watchs “ But that was all
long ago — and pow it is my bed- time.” . . Indeed it
was ten minutes, past seven, very late for her, and they
both returned to their, homes, one plodding her way
along, the other swaying a little on her,feet.

It proved to be their last appearance together. The
next day the Duchess developed a fever which she attri-
buted 1o the heat of the fires, that had flamed, waving
their golden wings, high above the ice; whilst the
Princess was attacked by ague, due, she said, to the
intense cold of the previous evening. Within forty-c1ght
hours they were both dead.

Their illnesses were not painful, afid merely seemed the
ailments of two children. . It was nothing, the
Duchess said, and would soon yleld to fresh air. Through
wide-open windows she had listened to the music on the'
ice and had enjoyed it. When darkness came, she would
not have the curtains drawn, but watched thc fires —
which she considered responsible for her present state —
being rekindled. At seven in the evening, the hour,
originally, of her retirement, shé sat up in bed and with
great vigour asked her maid to pish up the windows still
further. Elsa, the woman who had for so long attended the
Duchess, did as she was bidden, and to her surprise, heard
the old lady croak a few notes, harsh but gay: then the
voice sﬂﬁt’id. And, when she turned round, it was to
find that her mistress was dead. « "

The Princess had not slept. All day long in her room,
so high up, with panes of glass misty from the heat, she
had bent across the vases of anemones and narcissus to
peer at the flying figures on the ice. From time to time
she would retire to bed again, but always the distant
sound of the music drew her back tremblingly tor the
wjndow. The curtains wers drawn as soon as 1t was dusk ;
the music only reached her faintly and she lay stlll
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When she looked at her watch it was about six o’clock —
she was lfte ! It wasast the time for her to begin getting
up, she said. . . . But she was tired. She shivered, and
fumbled with the things by her side, boxes, bottles, ikons.
She pressed a button, and up out gf a box sprang a httle
enamelled nightingale, moving from side ¢o side with
fluttering wings, and for a moment sang., She smiled and
listened, and then, as it fell back into the darkness of its
box, her heart, too, fell suddenly, and all her encmories
went with it, . . . Even from the neighbouring houses
her relations could be heard crying the whole night long,
and the whole of the next day.
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Ixn the Tuscan towns the sound of trams creaking, their
bells ringing, and of the open exhausts of motors blares
through the narrow streets at sundown ; streets, tawny as
a hion, but in which it 1 nevertheless impossible to observe
the full drama of the autumn, so intense on the outskirts
and in the country behind, where it drags a hem of purple
over the dusty hills and into the woods of ilex, the leaves
of which glisten like the glossy night forests in the canvases
of Uccello. Through the middle of each town flows
desultorily a dwindled yellow river. The palaces, balanced
and proportioned as a mathematical formula or a problem
in Euclid, hang above streets 100 narrow, again, for the
passer-by to be able to judge of their pure, incredible
beauty, now for the most part remote and dead as that of
the Parthenon or of the clustered, broken towers of San
Gimignano. The streets, for ali their bustle, are similarly
dead ; It is the activity of the de‘«“ouring worm more than
of life itself. The palaces, except for the cobblers and
fruit shops on the ground floor, are dead too; but the
cobb}:i'l)ammcrs all day long at his last, and the old
womesZ; who gossip or haggle over soldi, peering from
behind their auiumnal mounds of greer: figs and purple figs,
of grapes and of orange persimmons, fit into these elegant,
slightly rusticated arches so well that they seem as much
part of them as a snail of its shell. . . . Up above on the
prano nobile, either a dressmaker, as if engaged in black
magic, stabs a silken bust with pins, her mouth still full of
them, or a lawyer interviews his sullen peasant client, so
amable to explam himself, or an American is giving a
cocktail party. For the most part, tht former owners, the
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renown of wnose ancestors has echoed down the centuries
from the®time of Dante — just as a footstcp now echoes
through the mirror-like view of door aﬁter door, ceiling
after ceiling, room after room —, have d).sappeared have
sunk like stones to the bottom of thesc clear pools, leaving
only the enlarging circles of their proud mames to float
upon the darkening surface.

The Palazzo Corineo, however, is an exception.
Built by Alberti, it lingers with reproachful parfection in
a crowded by-street where its fragile arcaded facade,
one of the surviving wonders of the world, hangs almost
out of 51ght so that the lover of beauty who wishes to
examine it will very soon be hooted out of his survey by a
motor-car ore belled dut of it by a cycle. Herein, how-

«ever, the descendants of those who caused it to be built
still live, far down their endless pillared vistas; there are
footmen in livery, and a vague air of the eightcenth
century still attends upon the public goings and comings
of the old Prince and Princess. Yet even for them the
view here is one that diminishes year by year, unceitain
to the point of certainty; for they are childless and have
few relatives. The last Palace will soon be uninhabited.

The Prince, a quiets$bearded scholar of the niandarin
type, sadly floating above the life of the day, possesses
manners as formal and beautiful as the rooms in which he
lives : but the Princess, on the contrary, 0ppq,s{t°0 them
a different and ebullient system of life, a ditichent up-
bringing, a different set of manners.. A Russmp Princess in
her own right, a Cossack by blood and inclination, she
was born during a Court Ball in the Winter Palace in St.
Petersburg, and was, so she says, haptized in a golden
ice-bucket filled with the pink champagne reserved for
the use of the Imperial Family. This indomitable old
ladysremains unaware that she appears as much a stranger
to the present day as would a Princess of Byzantium, The
double-headed eagle still flutters its wings about her: her
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hoarse, interminable chuckle fills the dead rooms with Life.
Many of them she has reduced to the level of an Oriental
bazaar; Russiap silver and ikons, jewelled watches and
boxes, tinsel brocades, swinging censers and the endless
junk of that lost civilization, litter and clutter-up the
delicate, finelv counterpointed perspectives. . .

The Princess’s day is a full one. Every morning she
rolls for half an hour on the floor, to keep her back
straight ard preserve her suppleness. Then she skips.
Then she has to dress, a complicated process, arrange her
wig and eyebrows, and colour her complexion. Her
morning is divided between prayer and the samovar.
About twelve, the ravages of tune repaired as far as she
can repair them, she comes downstairs in full splendour.
But by this time the Prince is working, disentangling the
pedlgrecs of noblemen long perished, restoring order
down these other perspectives of time — arches which”
have collapsed beneath their own weight and have become
overgrown, (Italian culture resides in these finely
balanced vistas which it has invented, vistas of rooms,
vistas of music — each note echoing under a vault~~
vistas of the theatre, fading and :llusory.)

Luncheon is at twclve-thlrty, and they eat often alone,
one at each end of an immense table. All through the
day, the table-cloth, very large and very white and clean,
is left or;;ge table and is thickly encrusted with ghttermg,
bulbous-Russian silver, with silver roses and silver flowers
(the dowry of the Pnnq'ess) ; even Nanina, her fringed and
fussy dog, eats off a silver plate in its own corner.

For the Princess, the day begins with the afternoon,
when she goes out dnvmg with Nanina and Count
Ranucci, her cicisbeo (for she is one of the last to preserve
this Italian habit). Barricaded against the wind behind
a cockaded and cloaked coachman and footman, wearing
Roussian capes of fur, they drive interminably through the
public gardens, round and round that-delta between the
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two yellow rivers, arguing, laughing, quarrelling at the
top of thair voices, while Nanina snarls and motors whzz
and hoot past them. “Then come interlulles of tea-parties
and cocktail-parties, or elsc the Princess recewves until
seven — when, unless there 1s a baﬂ which happens very
rarely, the day ends for her and the mght swallows her up.
She dines alone with Nanina and the_ Prince, or with
Count Ranucci. When the Count is there, the Prince
goes to bed, where he dreams of climbing famﬂ% trees and
swinging from heraldic branches. With the Count, her
loved Pepind, the Princess plays bezique in her boudoir
until*two or three in the morning.

Even in warm weather the room 1s very hot from a
porcelain stoye, and the chuckles and laughter, and the
angry interludes, are wheezy as the asthmatic breathin
of Nanina in her tight-laced coat; that odious, corsete§
dog, with her false voice continually rapping out com-
mands and saying things which she does not mean. And
Nanina is always hiding, always having, to be called,
replying with a horrible yapping, the direction of which
she yet contrives to disguise, so that both her mistress and
her friend have perpetual’ly to rise from their game and
hunt all through the loblg, dark vistas. Ever, with one
exception, since the Princess married and came to live
here nearly sixty years ago, there has been a Nanina: and
it has always looked like this, twelve years old, with a
pointed, dancing-master nose and a corseted bustjan air
of busy, fussy command,-wheezy but,inconsequent.

1 could never make out to what breed Nanina and
her four or five predecessors belonged, but it appertained
obviously to the sixties of the last century; a breed
imported into the cushioned, sitken boudoirs of Russia
from the Paris of the French Second Empire, a living
symbpl of western culture and emancipation. When she
was not carried, the {eet of this dog seemed to rap out, like
a step-dance, the mid-nineteenth-century French airs of
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Delibes or Offenbach upon the hard, polished #errazza
floors of these uncndmg vistas. . ;Somctlrncs T thought
that Nanina, t}Le apparently eternal was, despite her
western origin and affinities, — in this comparable with
the mounds of Russiap sﬂver and jewelled dolls —, but
another symptom of the emphatic opposition the Princess
offers to the classical and orderly life under the arches and
coffered ceilings of her palace: for the Princess’s blood
must acheat moments for the gipsy wailings and the songs
from barges, for the immoderate and unmodulated land-
scape of Russia — so large as to have no perspectwes —
for the glitter and illusion of the Old Régime, for the bulbs
and spires and crowns of the Kremlin and the amethyst-
quartz grottos in the frozen garden$ of Tsarskoe Selo.
One evening I sat with her, drinking honey-tasting
tea and eating complicated sandwiches (for the Princess
loved people to be with her, was especially kind to those
younger than herself and liked to examine them about
their love-aflairs). But for my presence, indeed, she would
haye been alone this evening, for there were no parties in
tewn, and she had indulged earlier in the afiernoon in
f&i of her violent, recurrent quarrels with Pepino, that
ldrge, Big-featured punchinello. rThrough the door of her
little sitting-room, crowded with ill-assorted objects (a
room which in its essence — though not, perhaps, in its
profusion =— so much resembled the dressmg room of a
great t¥atrical star), I could perceive the darkening vista
of the grand halls, room after roem, sala after sala, empty,
sad and echoing, yet full of beauty and courage and vision.
Usually their extraordinary quality vanquished the human
interest of the people who had lived in them . you did not
wonder concerning them, did not muse about the men
and women of succeeding generations — in armour, in
striped hose and doublets, in wigs and velvet, in crinplines
and pannmiers —, who through a lifetime had walked down
these perspectives until finally they reached the past: you
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did not try to catch the dying sound of their voices, their
accents ethoing dowy, through their descendants, in the
same way that, in their own day, they had, echoed up into
nothingness under these high ceilings. 1

It was a warm evening as we drank our tea, Our room
alone blazed with light, and from those beyond were
wafted darkness, coolness, and, it scemed, a fecling of
expectancy. . . . Someone out there, one might have
imagined, was waiting for us -— or were we waiting for
someone? There was a crackling outside, and Nanina

creaked her Bones about her and barked. . . . A ghost,
I wondered: and I recalled that the palace bore the
reputation of being haunted. . . . So few Italian palaces

possess ghosts ¢hat you® would have thought the story easy
to remember. As I talked, I tried to recollect what it was,
and to what age the haunter belonged. . . . Not later
than the time of Napoleon; because this whole system of
life had died with him and Stendhal. Now the owners pos-
sessed no souls to leave behind them, were ‘only animated
shells, for all the Princess’s energy. And certainly upon
this evening the past seemed nearer than the present.
After a time I gave ft up, and asked the Princess
openly about the ghost, 3nd if she had ever seen it. . . .
It had belonged, apparently, to the age of Romeo and
Juliet, a fifteenth-century appanition, a girl who had died
for love of a man whom circumstances forbada. her ever
to see, for he was a Guelph and she was a Ghibelline, or
vice versa (indeed, I dught to have remembered, for she had
been famous for her beauty, and her name was a house-
hold word here). It had been a romantic love, of swords
and flowers and cloaks and serenades; a fifteen-year-old
girl, with golden hair braided round her forehead, and
with the dark, golden skin, slanting blue eyes and softly
moulded aquiline nose of the Tuscans. There had been
a portrait of her in the palace, but it had been sold ande
carried off to America more than thirtz years ago. . . .
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Only the house itself remained, and its shadows, living
and dead. '

Even as we %alked, it seemed to me, at any rate tor the
moment, that fithe air began to alter, to inspissate, to
become colder; every teaspoon taken up or put down
redoubled its tinkle ; every plate was moved with a thud,
The house seemed, more than ever, to be waiting. It was
that hour of silence before the innumerable sounds of the
Ttalian evening begin.

“No, I have never seen the ghost, the. poor thing,”
said the Princess, *“ but once, long ago, I heard her yoice,
It must have becn soon afier I married, and long-before
we sold the Botticelli portrait of her in order to install the
electric light. (Now, you see how ‘comfortable it is!) It
was an evening like this, and in those days, after Peters-
burg, it seemed quiet here, and I was restless. I remember
what a beautiful disturbing day it had been, like this one ;
I could not sit still as T do now; I suppose it was my
nomad, Tartat blood. The Prince had gone out, and
my dog, my first dog, who was named Tita (though my
husband didn’t like my calling her that, because it had
been the name of his ancestress, the ghost, the famous Tita),
had disappeared, just as Naninaidoes — Nanina, darling,
where are you? — and I could not find her anywhere.
(She is always so naughty, my beautiful angel ! Although
my Tita kas long been dead, she was just the same to look
at, thdugh not so lovely — no, darling, not so lovely!)
The sun had not long hidden itself Behind Santa Croce
opposite, but 1t became very dark in this house and I
walked through room after room, calling ¢ Tita! Tita!
Tita!’; but there , was no sound of my dog, not a bark
from that angelic, furry throat. My voice echoed strangely
under those high ceilings that were now so black, and little
breaths of cold air swept over the bare floors. Even my
#ootsteps echoed, and if I~had not already come to know
the rooms so well, and how they were ‘disposed in a square
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round thc court, I would have been afraid of losing my
way. . Sull I wéat on calling, calhng, until the whole
air scemed full of the cries: ‘Tita!l Tita! Tatal’ .. .
You know, I am a Cossack, and I am notnervous. At the
age of seven I saw the peasants ot and try to burn our
house, and did not flinch when they were beaten and
mown down. I have —how do yeu say 1t? —no
Sancies. . . . And yet the number and size of the rooms,
room after room, their coldness and darkness; began to
weary me. [n the furthest sala one window was open, and
the plue dusk came in atit. I wondered for a moment, as
I entered, if I saw a figure standing by the balcony. . .
There was nothing. . . . I called again, ‘ Tita! Tita!
Tita!’ . . .*And, suddenly, a vowce —a lovely, golden,
warm Italian voice, sounding, though, as if] in spite of
being in the room, 1t came from a great distancc, down a
vista of centuries — answered me: ¢ Here I am, here 1
am! Eecomi!* and then seemed to diminish — diminuendo
— and die away back into those endless years down which
it had travelled. After that, the silence gathered round
again, with no sound except the thudding of my heart.
It had seemed cold, very/cold, during those moments, the
cold of the tomb or of an mﬁmte distance. It was a lovely
voice, though — poor thing, poor thing! But I never
saw her, saw nothing, only the blackness which gathers to
itself all shadows. . . . And I never again named a dog
Tita: my husband had been right for once. Now, if
Nanina is lost; I ¢an tdrn on the electric light and call
boldly — I never miss that picture. . . . Later, I found
the dog in the street outside.”

Beyond the windows the animation of the evening was
beginning. I heard the trams clanking and ringing, and
the resonant strong voices of workmen returning home;
and-in the room, too, the sounds had regained their
proportions. Nanina began to bark comfortably. No
one was waiting ' the story had expelled all shadows.
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IDYLL THROUGH THE
LOOKING-GLASS

“Tue service in this hotel is shocking, very bad indeed,”
the Count pronounced. ... At this point, as though
the*remark were in some way connected with what he
was doing or, further, had served to evoke his actien, he
rose from his chair to regard his image in the mirror
opposite, first examining minutely ‘eyes and mouth and
nose, the innumerable connecting lines incised by laughter
or anxiety, and then, sprucing himself, fingered his tie and
touched the grey hair on his temples.

Startled at such an irrational outburst — as it appeared
— of personal vanity, I, too, considered the features and
the rather small figure reflected in the tall glass. . . . At
any rate, he should be easy to recogmze, I decided;
except, of course, that he musl; have presented a very
different aspect as a young man. o

But then, somehow or other I had never thought of
Count Dragone di Dragora as a young man. . . . Ever
since I cguld remember him — and that was now for
some thfﬁ:y and more years — he had looked the same,
as though he had triumphantly défeated time by outliving
it. . . . Not that he was old, any more than that — so it
had seemed to us as children — he could ever have been
young: he must have been born thus, found inside a
cabbage, dressed in a frock-coat and high collar, and top-
hat. And in my mind this diplomat, with, despite a rather
tropical air, his Edwardian suavity and gloss, had been
posed, always, against the contemporary London back-
ground of Grosvenor Square, hansom ¢abs — those equip-
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ages as frail and delicately balanced as the shell of Venus
«— and rdoms {ull of halm trees and royal photographs in
silver frames; so that it was with dlfﬁuulty that I had
accustomed myself to the idea that his pr oper setting had
been one of prickly pears striking their attltudes from tufa
rocks, of orange trees and lemon groves, and the smoke-
tufted summit of a volcano. (Indeed, i, must have been
inside a cactus, rather than a cabbage, that he would have
been found as a baby, according to the innocent deceptions
of his period,)

All this had naturally lain beyond my vision, as a child
of seven, but, neverthelcss, in his English su1round1ngs he
had been able to exercise upon my mund a very special
fascination, an exotic tharm such as would have attached
to a Zulu chiefltain or Red Indian brave; and, since
Ttalians are 1nva.r1ab1y fond of children, we soon becamc
most intimate friends. . . . How clearly I can see him, as
he was then, when he came to stay with my parents in
the country; moving among the croquet hoops in the
summier, in white flannels with a thin black stripe, and a
panama hat; in the winter, for shooting parties, dressed
in the most elaborate chegk creations — Enghsh sportmg
clothes dramatized by a rich southern 1mag1nauon, S0
that, on him, these garments were in no way ostentatious,
matchcd his style, in the same manner that the mandolin-
like twang of his accent in French and English.— both of
which languages he talked fluently and well — suited his
speech. However,» to one of my wears he had seemed
vastly, immensely old, and, because we were such good
friends, I have little doubt that I must often have told
him so. .

Of course, as I now rather covertly considered his
reflection, I could sce that he did look, after all, a little
older; the lines were still more numerous than I remem-
bered, and the frizzled hair, grown grey, made his skin
of an even darker® tint than formerly. . . . His whole
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appearance proved his descent as plainly as did his choice
of clothes and personal adjuncts: for he was head of a

famous Neapol{tan family and possessed his share of

Spanish and Sitilian, and so of Arab or Saraceno, blood.
The whites of Fis eyescbetrayed a curious dark, shado

glitter, and kis skin was very thick and yellow, like that
of tough-hided, tropical fruit. Moreover, a southern love
of jewellery showed itselfin rings and tie-pins which would
have pleased the Gabriele D’ Annunzio of pre-1914 days,
. . . Never before had I tried to picture him as a young
man, and it had been a surprise to me to be told, a year or
so previously, when the conversation had turned on the
Dragon, as we affectionately called him, that, as a boy, he
had been very good-looking, in the flowery, volcanic
fashion of his neighbourhood. Nor had I realized, until
I learnt it at the same time — for he always seemed, when
I knew him, to have been destined for a bachelor exastence,
and the love-affairs in which he had been engaged (and
to which, as I grew older, he made frequent allusion), had
been those, plainly, of a very matter-of-fact, Edwardian
order — that as a young man he had been of an intensely
passionate and romantic natute, suflering deeply, con-
tinually threatening to emigrata, or to shoot or drown
himself. It was as though, in his soul, the tender and
amorous airs of the Italian seventeenth- and eighteenth-
century cemposers had yielded to the rather sodden har-
monies and tunes of Puccini, as though the scents of bath
salts and pemade had replaced the oddurs of jasmine and
orange blossoms in which he had spent his youth. Of his
sufferings and passions, nothing was left but an immense
tolerance for the weaknesses of others, and an intelligence
which was intuitive rather than intellectual. But intelli-
gent he certainly was, well read in several languages, and
with a fine taste in many directions: but all this he
subordinated to life; his sole aim, perhaps, being to curb
his sensitiveness, and so his powers of suffering, and only
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to make use of it sufﬁc1ently to enable him to obtain the
most enjoyment out &f existence,

Even after the Count had lefi the Embassy, he had
always spent part of the year in Lond(,n as well as a
month or two in Paris, Vienna, and Rome Friends
welcomed him in every cap1ta1 for he was»cosmopolitan
in the mode of the day; FEuropean, more than purely
[talian. And the reason for this, 1t may be, was principally
that as a young man he had developed (if we may suppose
a thing, so cqmmon to-day, to have, equally, existed then)
an ‘jnferiority complex’; because, if in those times'an
Italian hailed from any part of the country south of Rome,
he experienced certain disadvantages, even apart from
the main one, that, In addition, he would certa.mly be
poorer than someone from the north of similar origin ang
situation. Moreover Count Dragone could remember
better times, could just recall the old kingdom of the Two
Sicilies and 1ts decaying court, the disintegrating splendouis
of Caserta and of the capital itself: for he had been six or
seven yecars of age when the insurgent troops had invaded
Naples, and had finally driven the King and Queen to
Gaeta, where they had e/ldured a long siege, and then to
exile; an exile which the Count’s father, as Chamber-
lain of the Court, had shared until his death a year or so
later.

A fate similar to that which overtook the rxh families
of the Southern States of America after the Civil War had
now fallen to the lo? of mhny of the noble houses of Naples,
and specially of Sicily. Some became destitute and dis-
appeared entirely, while the palaces, even of those who
survived, lay empty. The long vistas,of rooms, with their
pillared, marble-panelled walls and mirrored ceilings,
their periwigged busts of ancestors, the gardens, with their
parterres and gesticulating statues, stood deserted through
the long, burning summer days; while the cactuses and
circles of prickly ptars grew more thicklv and violentlv
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round them, as though to hide their present void of
humanity with an African pullulatign of green hfc, |
But the Dragoné family had been more fortunate thay
many of their fifends and relatives, and the Count seemed
rich 1 a modest fashigp, though — or, perhaps, because
~ he had never yet inhabited, since he came of age, any
of his ten palacgs that, now largely unfurnished, were
scattered over the country from Naples to Syracuse, far
across the.Straits.

As a boy, he had lived with his mother, the old
Contessa, in the smallest of his houses, situateg at
Sorrento: a little rococo pavilion, very elegant and old-
fashioned, full of mirrors and tortoise-shell cabinets, with
twisted tortoise-shell pillars crowlied by little golden
c'apitals, and of gilded chairs and Neapolitan pictures of
the same epoch, displaying chiaroscuro processions of
camels and turbaned drivers winding under palm trees,
and many Madonnas melting into clouds. But, since I
had known hirmm, he had never until now visited any of his
ancestral estates, had never ventured further south than
Rome, as though, indeed, he had feared that, were he to
do so, the past would steal bagk upon him to his dis-
advantige. . . . When the 1914 war had come, however,
he had returned to Italy, to make it hus home. We heard
that he had been working in some capacity for the Italian
Governmegnt, and had settled in the capital, but other-
wise we had, during that period, lost touch with him
completely,; as, indeed, with all our other Continental
friends.

It was not, then, until a year or two after the war that
I saw our dear ‘Dragon’ again, meeting him thus by
chance one afternoon at Sorrento. . . . I supposed he was
about sixty: the mirror did not really, to my mind,
register much change in him, apart from the details I.have
noted. He had seemed pleased to see me, if only, it may
be, because of many visits, many yea.i'sr spent in England
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in younger and happier days, and overwhelmed me with
questiond concerning, his friends. In return, he told me
that he had been living here, i this hotel, for a whole
year ; during which time (for he was a sybarite by nature
— as, indeed, he should be, since,the sitf] of Sybaris itself
was in his possession and had for centuries helonged to his
family) his own little palace was being prepared for him.
Bathrooms and heating and electric light were being
mstalled, carpets were being introduced upow the bare
terrazza floors, and the furniture was being thinned out,
and rearranged in a more modern mode. (I thought these
last improvements sounded a mistake, but I was careful not
to say so.) The workmen had taken six months longer
than they bad estimlated already, and the alterations,
apparently, were by no means as yet completed. . . . Byt
he loved his house, he said, and would be quite happy
there, would never want to go abroad again, even if he
had been able to afford it . . . but think of the exchange !

“1I never thought to return to Sorrento,” the Gount
explained (how often have I wished that I could reproduce
his voice, how much I long now to be able to treat his
Ttalian accent phoneticelly, but these are tasks too com-
plicated and beyond my powers), ““ but I am getting an
old man — yes, I am, my dear boy, you know I am: I
saw you examining me just now in the mirror, . . . Don’t
make excuses: it’s quite natural when we kaven’t met
for years — and in the end something drew me home.
Do you know, it was over forty years since.] had been
here? I was nineteen when I left, and very different from
what I now am. . . . Sorrento, too, how different it was !
a joy to visit, for there was nothing like it in all Italy.
You should have seen the lovely English carriages driving
down the little Corso here, every bit as good as Naples
itself, with smart English coachmen in capes and with
cockades in their top-hats, and horses and.equipages all
shining and varnighed. . . . And even this hotel, in which
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we are talking (though I seem to be doing most of it!),
was, though smaller, infinitely mofe agreeablé, always
full — and full of people the like of whom you do not see
here now ; pcop’le from England and France and Austria
and Russm.—— ahd from America. . For those were
the days when American girls were bcginning to take
Europe by storm, and they were lovely, lovely, with their
beautiful, neat hands and wrists and feet, and their odd
little voices and use of words. . . . There was something
very strange about them to us Europeans : they showed
such an unusual combination of boldness and prudery, of
sophistication and naiveté. And such beautiful clothes;

for they bought them in Paris, when English and Russian
and Italian girls had to be content to buy them from the
nearest town in their own countries. . (Ah, you
young men laugh at such antiquated fashions, but then,
you can have no idea of the allure of the dress of those
times, the bustle, the small waist, no bigger than my neck,

the frmge the bonnet, trunmed with flowers or cherries,

all full of style and the rustle of the skirts as they walked. )

. And life here was such fun (I love that English word,

for whlch there 15 no translation)% for many of us Neapol—
itans then still lived in our villas,,and, you know, we are
not the Tuscans or Venetians, who will seldom ask a
friend, if he is a foreigner, inside their homes: but we,
even whenewe are poor, give dinner-parties and dances
and enjoy ourselves. So, though my mother, being a
widow, entertained dittle, ther¢ wa¢ my cousin, Leo
Casteleone, who received a lot, and Giuseppe di Banda-
nera and the Nestore di Noceras, Then there were the
Ouraveffskys, who had a villa here and were very generous
and hospitable, like all their countrymen, and the Mellins,
an American family, who lived up there on the hill, and
three English families, all cousns, the Cleghornes, who
were the great wine people and owned the whole valley
and mountain side towards Positano ;° there was always
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a great deal going on. All this, perhaps, may bore you,
but Just the same, 3 must tell you, even the climate
seemed better. It was never like to-day, with a cold wind
— hotter, though not too hot (but we none of us ever felt
the need of central heating, as ave do "iow) — and the
flowers sweeter. In the evenings, from the terrace, which
then only reached as far as that black reck down there —
you could watch the little feather of a cloud, which always
lay on the very summit of the volcano’s conep glow with
an inner yadiance shot with fame: (whereas now
Vesyvius, like Europe itself, seems always cither dead or
in eruption). A thousand boats would gleam, in {ront
here, on the softly rlpphng water, each with a bright
lantern (such as our ancestors used to say the mermaids
carried) to attract their prey, and every now and then the
fishermen would beat the boards of the ship with their
oars, for that sound, too, entices those poor, silly fish.
The lights would seem a thousand glowing stars reflected
in the water, the sea broke in the lightest foam upon the
pebbles, as though in accompaniment to the serenade of
the nightingales (how they sang then, day and night!),
and over every wall was larried the heavy scent of orange
blossom when a sudden, little warm breeze played among
the glossy leaves, . . . Whereas now, when you stand out
there in the evening, all you can smell is petrol!

“ And the hotel, though there were only two bath-
rooms in it (quite enough, people considered : think of it!),
was so well managkd. INever, as now, did a guest have to
ask for anything twice. . . . Of course, I lived mn our
little palazzo with my mother, but I often came here to
lunch and dine, though my mother — she was very old-
fashioned and thought I should only know the people she
knew — kept a strict watch on me; as strict a watch as
she was able. I suppose ¢ our misfortunes ’, as she always
called them, the loss of her King and Queen, and the
whole system of lifé — to which she had belonged — that
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had revolved round them, had made her proud : she was
not what you would call a ‘snob’, but she did"not like
the rich and the modern. According to her code, and to
that of her ancestors, I must marry a girl whose parents
she bad alwaysfknown, and whose grandparents had,
equally, knowa mine throughout their hfetimes : that was
the least upon which she must insist. . . . And so, m the
end, I never married at all.

“ It wae here that I fell in love (and though you never
tell me your love-affairs, I tell you mine, for I am from
thessouth), fell in love, you cannot imagine how deeply,
how violently, with an American girl, Ethel Burkefield-
Stoddard ; to me, this was a beautiful name then, making
my heart beat, my eyes flash. She whs rich, an only child,
and so beautiful: but we were never allowed to marry,
for I was only nineteen, and my mother became very
angry (she brought in those wretched priests to talk to me
by the hour, and I, though my heart was breaking with
love, had to lisien to them with respect and attention).
Nor did Ethel’s father like the idea, for I was too young,
he said, and he would not let the millions he had made be
wasted, I told him I did not w&nt any money from him,
but I fhink he disliked and djstrusted all foreigners,
especially if they possessed an old name. . . . But at any
rate my darling loved me, though I say it myself, and
though shes was a little older than I was, would have
married me, if only her parents had consented. Nor did
she have any distrust of me — but'then{ she was not /ike an
American girl, for she had a romantic and passionate
nature, similar to my own in those days. . . . And, of
course, I did not look then as I look now: by no means.
.« . I would bring her every day enormous bouquets of
flowers, and I believe her people laughed at me, saying
they were taller than T was — for to present flowers was a
southern custom, not Anglo-Saxon: many hours, too, I
spent under her window, for the wholé& world seemed full
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of music, and I could not sleep. Or sometimes I would
hire band} of Neapolitan singers (and in those days, again,
they were not merely hoarse beggars, trying to carn
money by blackmailing our ears, but had lovely voices,
soft and full) to serenade her. . .,. And)though to me,
thinking over it all, thinking back thc whole thing is sad
it was at the time beautiful and wondcr,ful and; bcsides,
as I have said, “fun’. . .. And then came a great
quarrel between our parents; her father ~took her
away. . . . And though we had so often pledged our
faith, our love, for all eternity, yet, as a matter of fact, I
never dieard from her, never heard of her, again. . .

Nor ever, after that, did I fall in love in the same way. . . .

“ As you see, then, Trom what I have been telling you,
I often came here. The entire place spells my youth tg
me, I know every inch of every path up the mountains,
of every rock in the bay, where I so often used to swim.

. . But now, I never bathe: the water is too chully . .
or perhaps it is my blood ... 1 do not know. In
youth, blood is hot, and one is strong” : and the Count,
after this typically Italian generalization, threw out and
squared his shoulders, as if about to box.

“No, everything is different,” he continued: “In
those days you asked for something, and 1t was brought
before you had time to say — who is it, I forget, Jack
Robinson ? : but now, as I started to tell you, she service
is very bad. You are left to ring the bell for ever; no one
answers it. I have*talked to you, cur’ amico, already far
too long: but let me tell you, at least, about that.

“When I returned to Sorrento a year ago, I came
straight to this hotel, and, though it scemed different and
is, of course, double the size, at first there did not seem to
have been such a big change — except that to-day everyone
is so independent. . . . But it was just the same weather as
it had been when I left, over forty years before, and at times
I had almost the.iflusion that I had never gone away.
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(Such weather now is rare, but I did not knowmthis.) As
T walked in the town, many of the shopkeepers, and of the
peasants, standing in groups by the market, recogmzed
me and saluted me, and my tenants hurried to kiss m
hand, so that fbecamc proud, and thought, after all, 1
seems a veryrlittle time ago, and it may be I have not
changed’ so mueh. . . . The hotel was rather empty:
and, though the waiters seemed more numerous than the
guests, none of them ever answered a bell : but they would
rush about, in opposite directions, with napkins 1n their
hands, looking eager and occupied. . . . Well, ong day
I saw an old lady, very fat and lame, get up with difficulty
from her chair, and waddle over to the mantelplece to
ring the bell. . . . No one answered. . r. So then I
rang the bell for her, a second .time. It was, as I have
said, a very hot day, and she wanted a glass of iced water.
But even when she had ordered it, no one hrought it. So
at last I became very angry, and I rang the bell again, and
said : ‘Unless"that glass of water is biought immediately,
I shall leave the hotel. Itis a scandal!’ And then, since
they knew me, they were frightened, and brought it at
once, . . . Well, that started 4n acquaintance with this
poor old lady, for whom I felt so sorry, because she was
so lame and looked so ill: and I think she was grateful
to me, and liked me. . .. And I wondered, once or
twice, hos she had appeared when she was young, for
if you stripped the fat from her face, and imagined a
different celouring, $he might hdve béen handsome in her
way. I asked her name of the concierge (she was a Mrs,
Clacton-Biddle). Every day at luncheon she would bow
and smile, and perhaps, afterwards, we would exchange a
few words in the hall, about the weather, or politics. . . .
Thien, one day, I said to her: ‘ So this is your first visit to
our beautiful Sorrento ?

 “No,’ she answered, & I stayed here once before, long
ago. . . . I shoyld hardly like to tqll you how long.
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Twenty-five years ; a quarter of a century. . . . Just such
days as these.’ "

*“ Thus interested me, and I said:  Did you know any
of the people in the villas here?’

“ And she replied : ¢ Yes, I kngw manly of them: but
they are all gone now, Nestore di Nocera and the Cleg-
hornes and the Mellins. »

“ ¢ They were all friends of mine too,” I said, ¢ though
you must excuse me for saying so, it is a longertime than
you think, for it is over forty years since Nestore was
drowned m this very bay. . . . I wonder if we ever met,
for I lived here too then?’

¢ But she was thmklng to herself, and paid no heed to
my remarks.» There ‘was a smile of reminiscence on her
face, which lit it and made it momentarily assume a
certain familiar beauty, and yet one which T could not
identify 1n my own mind: though now I saw that she
must, indeed, have been beautiful in days gone by.

¢ They were all friends of mine,’ I repeated,

“ ¢ And then,” she continued, ‘ there were the . Oura-
veffskys and the Bandaneras; so many friends: and my
particular friend, Count Dragone di Dragora. but he is
dead, too, they tell me.’,

¢ Madame,’ I cried, ¢ everything you tell me is true
except that. Count Dragone di Dragora is not dead : he
stands before you!’ . . . And then I saw who she was,
this fat, lame old lady. . . . It was Ethel Burkefield-
Stoddard : and, as"her tyes rested on mine, just for that
one instant I heard all the nightingales singing again 1n
the glossy darkness of the ora.ngc trees. . . .”

“ But do you know the queerest part ofit. afterwards,
now that she knew who I was, it seemed as though she
wanted to put a barrier betwcen us. . . . She became more
distant in her manner, grew unwelcoming, and spoke to
me little. . . . Isdo not know why, . .. Perhaps —

-
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who knows[:r’ — she regretted our intimacy; perhaps —
indeed, surely — I disappomted hers and she bore me a
grudge for it; perhaps she felt a chfferent person herself,
and thought I knew too much about her ; ; or, again, she
may have w1she€ that, as she now was, I had never recog-
nized her, and, thius been forced 1nev1tab1y to match against
her present appeprance the image of her which I must
retain from past years. . Or perhaps it was merely
that she had been marned — and widowed — in the
interval. . I co not know. . . . But, after a time —
. shogter, I behcve than she had 1ntended — she left, and
sailed home from Naples. . . . And, since then, F have
received only two letters from her thc first to ask me to
obtain for her one of those red lacqu®r boxes — you know
the kind that they make here —in which to keep her
Handkerchiefs: and the other, remote and bleak and
impersonal, to thank me for having sent it. . . . It was
all such a long time ago, I suppose.”

The Count stopped talking, and looked in the glass
again. And for a moment I, too, caught a glimpse of a
person'lost long ago; a different dragon warm and with

a, soft shell. And then again, it hardened nto everyday
armow"
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THE GLOW-WORM
(For L.D.)

Whaen the war broke out in 1939, Sebastian Gorble —
of coyrse you know the name — was nearly forty. At first
sight he still kept a look of youth, almost of being boyish ;
cxcept that he seemed too large, just as a chlld-lmperson-
ator on the stage often succeeds in giving an impression of
being childish, but 1n an over-life-size manner, His hair,
though a httle thinner than in Oxford days, still retained a
thick golden gloss as, in rather tattered array, aureole-like,
it encircled his round cranium. FEach individual hair,
each tooth, each pore, seemed to claim more value in the
whole presentation of his appearance than formerly,; that
was all. He was pale, and this lack of colour imparted to
him, if the light came strong enough and from the right
direction, a certain aspect of nobility, an air, almost, of
that holy illumination to be found in the transparent
countenances of the boyish saints depicted in late nine-
teenth-century church windows: but from this lack of
humanity, his charm — his all- pelvadmg, rather rancid
charm — rescued kim. ° .

In every succeeding generation, a journalist makes a
substantial fortune out of certain subjects: gardens,
fashionable chit-chat, spiritualism; but who would ever
have imagined that in a wicked age — for, to the good
people of to-day, it seems as though any age in which the
world was not dedicated to the high mission of destruction
and massacre must have beem a wicked age, lacking in
democratic ideals—, a fortune could have been made by
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the skilful cxp101tat10n of mere goodness and domest1c1ty ?
This, then, had been Sebastian’s discovery. To him it had
been left to find out and explain that relgion could be
“fun”, and eternity, “cosy . He could make his million
readers feel at flome in Heaven. A more masculine Mrs,
Beeton, he would sometimes begin an article by describing
the ““ divine”’ new cuitains in his bedroom, and end with
an account of his child, Little Tessa, talking to him of God,
But he did not bhelong to the Mrs. Winniver School, he
could be strong s well as good. Strength- rather than
sour whimsy, tempered so much sweetness, and he was
adept at scenting-out and denouncing moral dangers,
Such authors as D, H. Lawrence and James Joyce he had
flogged through his dally, and fayed in his weekly,
golumns, The peroration of his famous Sunday article
denouncing Joyce's Ulpsses is still remembered by many
who have never read the book: “ And after that I had
climbed a little hill to gaze into the eyes of God’s Prim-
roses, I rested] but still the foul miasma of that book
pursued me, until I ciied aloud, ¢ Pshah! Who will
sweeten my nostrils with an ounce of civet?’ . . . And
a small sweet voice behind me said, ‘ I will, Daddy!* ,
And there behind me, in the sunshine of that spring day,
stood Little Tessa. Rather would I that she quaffed the
hemlock cup than that one day she should read another
such book; if another such book there should be! *

Yet sweetness always followed such outbursts of
strength, and, on Sundays espécially, a great army of
admirers turned to him for comfort; and oh, the com-
fort, pressed down and of full measure, which they
received! Round them he distilled the sweetness of his
own home. Of difficult domestic material, even, — of
his wife’s telling him not to be silly or of Tessa having
German measles — he was able to make some of his most
appealing articles. He was never ashamed of sentimental-
ity, and when a rgader read one word, he knew what the
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next would be. To give a single instance, in no way
remarkable, I recall a< splash * headline of ¢ Wot’s Wong?
by Sebastian Corble’; a description of how Little Tessa
tottered up to him on her “baby feet”, and, ““ gazing up
into his eyes ”, *“ hissed out ”” — no, J am n¢t giving you the
right counter, I mean ““lisped pleadingly ”~— *‘Daddy,
wot’s wong ?’*’, while a linnet flew in at¢he window, and
trilled its way backwards and forwards over their heads
ag if in an effort to comfort them. w

And something was wrong : for, goo)d in the main as
Sebastian found both this world and the next, a sense of
discoutagement, an incvitable feeling of disappointment,
would sometimes assail him. For example, his fellow
writers were often unappreciative, seemed to perceive the
beauty of his writing no more than the peculiar virtug
of his life. Again, Margaret, his wife, whom he really
adored, was too retiring, even threatened to leave him if he
brought her into an article. She would not play any of the
parts he would have liked to assign to her, while Little
Tessa — to be frank — trod the boards too heavily, . . .
But then Tessa, everybody said, was ‘‘ just like her father .

Thus both father and daughter lived, you might almost
say battled, for publicity. She had become nearly as
popular as he was, yet he dared not stop it, for in a sense
they were complementary and, also, there were the funds
she brought in to be considered. Her vogue was, all the
same, fantastic. Every autumn, a calendar, specially
illustrated, was on sale for the New Year; reluctantly, no
doubt, edited and selected by her father, it contained a
gem, in the form of a question, for every day in the week :
Jan. 1: “ Why is the snow white, Daddp?” Jan, 2: “ Why
did God choose white, Daddy?”  Jan. 3: *“Is ot because white
is good, Daddy? ”, and so on, seasonally, until the enc of
the vyear. . . . Admiration grew, sales mounted. Her
adherents founded ‘ The Tiny,T'essa Tub ’ (she could not
say “ Club ”, her!father had written) and thousands of
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children who modelled themselves on her wore.a special
button, with a photograph of her znamelled upon it, in
the buttonholes of their coats.

Soon she wquld be six. . . . “ Nasty little publicity-
hound ! her fpther reflected to himself in an access of
irritatiory, If really was time for her to give up all that
baby-business, ahd be content to merge decorously into
his background. But such, plainly, was not her intention,

. And'she wgs as clever as she was good. Often she
sent for representatives of the press on her cwn imtiative
(al'ready she could use the telephone as well as if she -were
twenty !); and if he were to become too repressive, she
was quite capable of summoning interviewers, and with
those great, welling eyes of hers, of blurting out to them,

% You don’t think my Daddy’s jealous! It’s a wicked
‘fought’.” (That would be a nice sentiment to have to
record on the calendar for 1939.) . . . Of course, he was
devoted to the little thmg (he must bc, he knew) but
sometimes he wondered in his heart whether he really
cared mmuch for children. His wife would say, *“ Don’t be
irritable with her, Basty; she’s too much like you, that’s
all it is,” And then, in her turn, she would warn the
little girl, “ Now, Tessa! I've told you, Don’t irritatc
Daddy on purpose. . . . And I’ve said before, you're too
young to be photographcd for the Daily Murror! And
don’t whine ! ”

He knew that, for all his goodness, he was irritable.
The strain”of writing, the strain of money-making, the
strain of always being good, had in time caused him to be
afflicted with insomnia, His own goodness, as it were,
kept him awake at night. He found it difficult to endure
the ridicule of the music-halls, as well as that of the comic
papers — for, in addition to being a very popular writer,
his renowned virtue had made him a very popular _]OkC
(a combinatidn that could bnly exist in this country). But
he did not allow~such mockery to dedect him from the

“
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straight and narrow path. Virtue still offered him a very
glittering reward. "Think of those articles, those great
articles that rolled away mto infinity! The very titles of
some of them come back to me: I Believe in the Old
Stories ’, ¢ Saints Have Haloes ’, ‘Don’t Insure Your Life,
Insure Your Aftei-Life ! °, ¢ Cleanse the Stables!’, ¢ Who’s
Who in Heaven?’ Politicians praiseds him. 'add sought
his advice: but somehow, his popularity survived their
fleeting shadows. The immense esteera in which he was
held extendsd its bounds to the United States, the citizens
of which adopted with fury the new cult. Tessa, too,
remaihed more than a good second. . . . It was gratify-
ing. . . . Yet, as he would have phrased it, the maggot
bitterness sl dwelt in the heart of the rose. For some
people — some poor, lost, unregenerate and ungeneroys
souls — laughed at him in a disagrecable way: he knew
it. In a news-film, for example, he had been shown
making a speech at the opening of ‘ The Tiny Tessa
Garden of Friendship’ on the roof of ohe of the great
London stores, and the public had laughed till the words
were inaudible.

Then war came — and with 1t that great advance of
moral values everywhere in Great Britain that war is
always said to bring us. The valucs of peace-time were
precisely reversed. The Common Man, recognized as
arbiter, now in his generosity did not denounce the political
leaders and incompetent club-room soldiers who had
betrayed the men”and women of two generations, but
instead turned fiercely on the artists and writers of the last
twenty years who had given that period its chief claim to
distinction. Anything that helped us to kill was good, and
Sebastian’s goodness helped the killing, and so was better.
His former popularity became an all-devouring rage.
And many writers in the press openly gave expression to
an opinion that %ountless readers echoed :~* If only we
could have Sebadtian Corble or Our, Gracie as Prime
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Minister, the War would soon be over!”

He worked day and night. The.Government, observ-
ing his vast influence with public opinion, allowed him
special facilities for directing it. . . . Scarcely ever was
he at home in Hampgtead now. One night he would
spend in the Magmot Line (“impregnable as the front line
of Heavén ", heswrote), the second flying over the lines,
the third on board a submarine, the fourth in a tank, the
fifth on ardestroyer in the North Sea, the sixth in the
¢ Clipper * en route'for a week’s lecture in the United States.
Her was sent on picnics with soldiers and sailors and, air-
men and munition workers, he was allowed to attend
Divine Service in the Desert during the Libyan War, he
flew to Malta and back to collect money for*Spitfires. He
and War Publicity illumined each other equally. But,
though the aid he rendered was invaluable, he wore himni-
self to a shadow, spent himself utterly in the cause. For-
tunately, the good, the real good, he was doing gave him
new streggth (and think of the money he was earning, even
if half,of it went to the making of the war which was
making him!). ‘““You’re a Saint”, people used to say to
him, and he was able to feel that there was a grain of
truth in their praise.

There was something saintly about him now, and the
look of a saint, which he had always a little possessed, had
greatly de€clopcd And he was much less irritable and
nervous, though he missed dreadfully his home. . . . At
last, tired out but happy, in Septtmbetr 1940 — Just a few
days before the first intensive hombing of London began —,
he went home for a wcek of rest, a wcek of utter peace.

Tessa looked forward to his home-commg even more
thaa did Margaret, for, with the outbreak of war, she had
swung a little into the background. She was ncarly cight
now, and had been very excited ever sipce she had heard
the news. She smglt publicity again, her mother thought
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It was so_bad for her — and she prevented the child from
telephoning to editork. to tell them that Daddy was on
his way home ”, or, as she put it to her mother, “to give
the Boss the 1ow-down ”, ... She was allowcd to stay
up for dinner, an unusual treat, the night he arrived.

Everyone had always not1ced how vcry observant
Tessa was. “ So wonderful of a little thing liké that to see
everything ”’, her parents’ friends used to remark, with
a secret sense of unease, and would then add, with a
conscious ang shameful lack of frankness, ¢ But for all that,
she’s a thorough child; dear Little Tessal™ . . . After
being fairly quiet throughout the meal until she had finally
consumed the sweet, an ice-cream of which she was over-
fond, she then proceeded to bounce up and down on her
chalr on a new method she had discovered, until the room
shook. Sebastian expelled all feelings of irritation and
radialed love towaids her; also on a new method he had
discovercd. He comforted himself, moreover, with the
reflection that, if e were to dance about like that immedi-
ately afler dinner, he would feel sick, very sick — but that
was being uncharitable, he must be ever on the watch.
» “Tes-sa, dar-ling !’ he called lovingly to her, dwelling on
each syllable. . . . For_ a few moments she sat in silence,
motionless, watching him — with suspicion, you might
have thought, as if she imagined he was trying to gain
some advantage over her —, and then her reslraint broke
down, and suddenly, angrily, she burst out with:

“ Daddy, what’ thdt funny light round- your fore-
head ? ”

For a moment her father’s mood changed. * Silly
little beast!” he reflected uncharitably, in a spasm of
annoyance, *indulging in stupid fancies!” He said
nothing, however: but, as the words passed through
his mind, Tessa added, in a voice that showed traces of
rvelief :

“Tt’s gone nov. >Daddy!”
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Margaret regarded her daughtcr with curiosity, It
was evident to her that she had sden somcthmg, which
herself had missed.

“1 didn’t see anything, Tessa,” she said. “ What do
you mean?

But Tessaﬂjumpcd down from her chair and ran up to
the nurséry-witheut answering. When her mother later
went to say good-night, she found the child Jooking
earnesily at her qwn head in the mirror.

[

“The next day, Scbastian was busy. It was a Friday,
and he had to send off an article to the Sunday Debacle.
It was one of the best, literally the best, he had ever
written. But all the time, even while he was composing
it, Tessa’s strange remark had hovered in his conscious-
ness, behind every word and every thought. Probably
the child had meant nothing; but it was odd. . . . And
an unusual sense of contentment, of being at one with
Nature gnd the Universe, seized upon him; a feeling of
inner -pcace and satisfaction, as though he had been
engaged 1n utter fulfilment, physical as well as spiritual,
not so rpuch after the manner of a great painter executing a
great picture, as of a peacock expanding 1ts scintillant and
jewelled tail, or a swan exchanging the rufiled beige of
cygnetcy for 1ts adult and undying white.

After téa, Tessa continued to cye him at intervals with
a singular persistence : until her mother musinterpreting
the effect upon Sebastian (for this evehing her intent gaze
in no way troubled him), sent her to bed. She protested,
but it was long past bed-time already, and she had only
been allowed dowr to dinnertlast night on her solemn
promise not to expect such a treat again. So she was led
upstairs, moaning ““ But I want to see Daddy when it’s
dark.”

Margaretmand Sebastian went to hed early too that
night, and in his prayers he made a special recommenda-
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tion for notice and mercy on behall of his * dailing ¢child,
Little Tessa ™. °

When they were called the following morning, the
sunshine seemed to fall with peculiar strength upon the
pillows. Before long, Margaret had to ask Sebastian to
pull the blind down, so that the light did rbt catch her
full in the eyes. Then they had breakfast in bed, and
though himself did not so much noticr the brightness of
which she several times complained, .omehow he could
notsucceed in arranging the blind to suit her, Assgon as
he had jumped out of bed, she would — almost before he
had reached the window — cry “ That's better !, but
the moment~he got Back into bed, she would declare that
the light was dazzling her again. . . . A year ago, all this
jumping in and out of bed at a woman’s caprice would
have irritated him: but not so now. He was master of
himself. . . . He opened a letter. It proved to be from
an admirer, and began, “ You’re a Sainf, a real Samnt!”
« « - At this maoment a suspicion, hordeving ngon 2
certainty, of the immense and impossible truth entered
his brain. )

It grew dark about eight o’clock that evening and,
before dinner, he had a bath and changed. And it was
while he was brushing his hair, in the dusk, in front of a
looking-glass, that he first noticed the faint, Sluish-white
radiance spreading after the fashion of a diadem or crown
about his foreheall, . ! . He recognized it-at oncc: a
halo, it was a halo, plain, without the red bars to it one
sometimes sees in church windows. (He was glad of that,
he did not wish to be ‘ostentatious.) His spontaneous
feelings were those of gratification rather than of surprise,
together — and this was odd — with a wish to hidC his
new spiritual distincéion from his wife. . . . No, he had
to admit it, he djid not want her to see it — at any 1ate,
not yet! So he’Bad better avoid Tessa, who would be
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sure to spote it at once. . . . Otherwise, he was_pleased.
After all, it constituted an award frqin the highest author-
ity. And it would aid his popularity and circulation,
(In his mind’s eye, he could see the enormous placards
round the tops of the buges, * Corble, The Man With Halo,
Writes For The "Daily Dustbin Only %)

At diffnés, heturned up all the lights in the room so
that his new nimbus should not be observed. Tessa was
upstairs —he feltptoo tired, he said, to climb to say good-
night to her———ag‘xd Margaret noticed nothing unusual
abeut him. The evening passed quetly and pleasantly
enough, and they went to bed early. . . . Almost before
Margaret’s head touched the pillow she fell asleep. But
Sebastian, on the other hand, found it unusaally difficult
torelax. Thelight from his head kept getting into his eyes.
Even if he shut them, he could still perceive the glow.
Really, it was blinding now! . . . And the more patient
he grew, the more careful not to become flustered or
angry at_this uhnecessary waste of candle-power, and of
the time he so urgently needed for repose, the stronger
grew his aureole in intensity, a positive dazzle. . .
What a blessing, he reflected, that Margaret could not
see it —and then, all at once, as he experienced a contra-
dictory spasm of annoyance because she had not beheld,
or would not behold, it {a wilful manifestation of a sort of
spiritual bEndness that afflicted her), the light faded a
little of itself, and slugnber, m consequence, engulfed him,

. . . € . L -

Though he was on holiday he devoted the next morn-
ing, Saturday, to seeing his publishers and to good works.
He lunched at his club, and then visited old friends in the
Fast End, insisting on reading to them his favourite
extracts from Stones of Venice, and from a new book by the
head of the Foreign Office, entitledt The Trail of the Hun.
He wound up with “a fewdittle things of my own”. He
did not return hompe until after dark (they were going to
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have supper late that night). And, as he walked back
from the tube statiou. once or twice he heard an angry,
brusque voice calhng from the darkness, “ Keep that light
down, man, can’t you? ”” or “ Don’t flash it about like
that, or youw’ll find yourself somewhere ypu don’t expect.
Didn’t you hear the sirens? .

Tessa was already in bed, and her father » gzun alleged
that he was too tired to go upstairs and say good-night to
her, She was anxious to see him, m appeared. And
Margaret pleaded for her:

‘. After all, Basty,” she said, ‘ the chlld is devoted to
you. ‘You know she is, and you oughtn’t to neglect her.”

But he would not givc way. The doctors had told him
not to exert -himself or do anything that was against his
inclinations. )

Still Margaret noticed no change in him, and they
enjoyed a quiet evening until they had just finished
supper, when the bombs of the first great night attack
began to rain down on London. He must Write about it at
once for the New York paper. (‘ Hot News from Schastian
Corble’, he could already picture the caption, splashed
across the page.) What did danger matter, afteg all, he
asked himself, and slipped into the garden, alone, for
Margaret preferred to stop indoors. He repressed his
annoyance as he tumbled over a stone toadstool with a tin
gnome sitting on it, and had soon reached the little
terrace at the end. Once there, he forgot everything else
in the interest and horrdr of the scefie below.e

About a quarter of an hour later, the telephone bell
rang in the house. Margaret answered it. A voice said :

* Is that you, Mis, Cotble? Thisds North Hampstead
Police Station. We are informed that someone is signal-
ling from your garden, but we know you too weli to
suppose that you would permit any foreigners about the
place. You don’t think, perhaps, as Miss-Tessa as got
hout and is being mischievious with a light? ”
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Margaret promised to make mqumes, and, then to
speak to them again in a few minutes’ time. But no
sooner had she put the receiver down than she heard an
urgent knocking at the door. She opened it, and a very
angry and officipus air-raid warden informed her that he
had seen lights toating in the garden.

i Thcre s too mnuch of that sort of thmg going on,” he
added. “ Shooting’s too good for ’em.’

She cofitrived”"to calm the new-comer by telhng him
that she had alreidy promised to investigate the matter
for" the police, and that her husband, Sebastian Carble,
was there, and together they would search the” place
thoroughly.

“Oh, I didn’t know it was Mrs. Sebastian Corble to
whom 1 have the honour of speaking,” the warden
answered, “I’'m a great admirer of your husband’s.
There’s real goodness for you, and guts too *’ : and-he left,
mollified.

Sebasgian’s virtue had its uses, his wife thought, as she
shut the door, but, all the same, life was growing insup-
portable with all these silly scares. Was it likely that
anyone,could get into the garden and signal? . . . But
she had better tell Sebastian, sa she went out to join him,

. It was certainly mysterious that fwo complaints
should have been received. What could be the explana-
tion; just®hysteria, she wondered? . .. Then, as her
eyes grew accustomed to the darkncss, she understood !
Schastian’s* halo was visible, its pale yet scntillant
radiation coming and going like that of a firefly.

But the effect of it upon her was indecd unexpectcd.
Perhaps the noise of the bombing had unnerved her to-
night, though she had not been aware of it, for she
laughed out loud, and could not stop, laughed all the more
as, when this ribald sound asserted itself beneath all the
banging from earth and sky,she watcheda the aureole of her
husband’s sainthoed and suffering glow yet more brightly.
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Weak}y, ncarly crying, she said to him, * Basty, please
go inside, or you’ll bo fined ! ** . With a gentle air of
reproach and dignity, he asked hcr why she laughed, and
she told him that the police and the AR.P. authorities
thought they had caught a foreignspy signalling from the
gaden. “ And now,” she added, “1 must o into the
house too, and tell them what I’ve found. DA only my
husband’s new halo, Inspcctor e

Neither @f them slept well that mgh’i In the morning
he said to her apologetically :

“ Darling, I'm afraid all that dreadful bombing kept
you awake last night ? >

“ No, Sebastian,” she answered, ““ 1 didn’t mind the
noise, but your halo kept getting in my eyes. 1 can't
share my bed with a Saint; that’s all there 1s to it!”

They had a quarrel about this — both of them were
fecling rather on edge no doubt—, and his radiance
temporarily faded.

He looked in the glass before leaving the houne and
decided that in the day-timeit only slightly accentuated his
usual pallor, and a certain air of distinction which he
hoped he had always pgssessed.  Of course, if he put his
head back on a cushion, for instance, the light played
upon it, but that merely resembled the ¢ shaft of sunlight ’
which, in a romantic novel, always falls uponl the hero’s
face as he is saying good- bye -+, No, it was in the
evenings that it was a nhisance. .

He did not talk much to Margaret, for he wrote all
day in his room, and only saw her at luncheon, when she
was engaged 1n keeping Tessa’s mind-occupied. At seven
he had to address a meeting of the Golders Green Branch
of the Tiny Tessa Tub. . . . Usually he walked al%out
bare-headed, but to-night, without Margarct seeing him do
it — for he did nat wish to psovoke another of those very
trymg hysterical scenes, they must besso bad for her —
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he encircled his head with the two regulation thicknesses
of tissue-paper. That should prevent his being stopped,
or threatened with a summons: people would just ima-
gine that his cap was too big for him and he was trying
to make it fit. . . . In,the brightly lighted hall nothlng
would show. =  So he could take the whole thing off in
the cloak-rcom and leave it there until after the meeting.

Alas, on the return journey, after the meeting, he
found thatrhis attympts to comply with the regulations had
been of no avail. ;Men could not understand. For them,

» a halo was merely a reprehensible light, to be treated with
hard words and fury. The old complaints sounded from
the darkness. ‘“ Switch it out, man, can’t you?” “ Il
summon yer for this, young feller, if yer don’t alter yer
wise. D[l tike yer nime and address.” ““ Wot yer think
yer doing? A blarsted light’ouse, are yer?” . . . And,
which made the scene the more distressing, at each un-
deserved rebuke, the light of its own accord grew stronger.

No peace anywhere! But one must be good and meek
and gentle. He took off his coat in the darkness and
covered his head with it. Thus he managed to reach
home without being arrested.

He could not, when he arrived, avoid going to say
good-night to Tessa, for, as well as its being Sunday, they
were sending her away to-morrow to avoid the bombing.

. She had been unusually reserved the whole day, but
now she threw her arms round her father and said simply,
sleepily :

* Good-night, Daddy, I’'m a glow-worm too 1>

Her father looked at her, but she must have fancied
herself into the statement. It would be most unfair if the
daughter — even of such a father — were to receive the
same award. He could see no sign of it, not a ray.

e

That n1gh) alone in thc spare bedroom he thought

things out. . . . A Saint has no place for earthly ties, he
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decided. Like Saints of Old — was it St. AnHlrew, in the
hymn ? 2 he must 1¢ave home and kindred, He made
no charges, no allegations of want of faith, never even
reproached Margaret, but the next morning he left to
join the Fleet and gather materiaf for a new and stirring
article. He arrived just in time for the ﬁ‘amops Battle of
the Bombs, as the press called it — the orly Journalist
present. It was the first scoop of a Saint. But the
Admiral never discovered that it was the trail of a halo
that, by indicating the position of the sh*ps, was responsible
for so much damage. In whatever direction Sebasnan ¢
moved, he was sure to be followed by an explosion and a
cry, “* By Jove, that was a narrow squeak !

Always, Ie was in the thick of things. Even if he went
on a lecturc tour, every town at which he stopped the
night would be raided, and this, in turn, would provide
him with the mateiial for a splendid and heartening
article the next day. (To protect himself against the
police, he had now adopted a steel helmct with,a special
lining of cotton-wool. It appcared to be imparvious.
But oficn, when he was sure of being alone, its weight
would induce him to take it off for a moment.) His
rhetoric was unmatched, and he became the highest-paid
journalist in the country. Little Tessa was hopelessly
outclassed.

“He can’t always escape like that,” pecple used to
say as they read of his adventures. ‘“One day the enemy
will bag him ! But they never did. For,-in the end,
peace came, and with it the great deterioration of moral
values which is always said to manifest itself in a period
when killing again beconles a sin. In time —in a very,
very short time — the public changed its allegiance and
went whoring after new gods. The Common Man —
still, of course, arbitersof taste — no longer read Sebastian
Corble’s strong stnff on the eyils of peace, hut threw him,
together with Shakespeare, on the scrag-heap, and turned
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with relief {o the life-stories of the new Hollywood favour-
ites, Before long, a bilter note crept into Sebastian’s
denunciations: they grew still more strong, and, in these
degenerate days of which I write, as they grew stronger
the readers became fewer. And, as the note of hilterness
deepened, se lid the radiance fade, until Sebastian
Corble Wadmere,man again.
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A PLACE OF ON'S OWN
(For Sybil Cholmondeley)

Notz ——Thc ghosts i this story are purely jctitious, and
any of them attempting to materialize oumde 1t will be
prosecuted for fraud

Tue facts which follsw have long been known to me
and I have always intended to put them together; but,
remember, I do not pretend to offer any explanation?
can only record them as they were told to me.

The Dale, a green, residential valley enclosed between
steep hills, leads down to the sea and forms, as it were,
the backbone of Newborough, dividing the body of the
town inlo two parts. Behind the iall trees which liner
olhe broad grey road that flows through it, taking the
place, surely, of a stream now buried, stand houses and
gardens and, just as theotrees have been drawn up from
the darkness of the valley, so, too, these houses scem,
long ago, while they were being constructed — © long
ago’, I say, but they are ageless— (o have outgrown
their strength. Built of brick, eitherdn a dark colourless
red, with, over i, an insect-like bluc sheen, or the dirty
grey- whlte mtensely spectral yet matter-of- fact in which
seaside resorts love to indulge, they had upper windows
level with the rooks® nests that sway all the year through
with the northern winter’s bellow or on the thin, restless
wind of summer. From above, from the lofty iron bridge
which in a gale shuddcrs also a little, you look down on a
maze of tree-tops ahd slate galles, the very colour of rain,
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and a perpetual cawing, mingled with the striking of
innumerable clocks and, very often, with peals <rom bells
of countless frosty, mock-gothic Churches, serves as an
orchestration for all the happenings there below, where,
in the centre, a long pool with an island and, on it, a
summer- houscnof thdcch and contorted woodwork, to
which fratmerts of the original sheath still adhere, lend
interest to a wilderness of asphalt paths, spotted with
black and white after the fashion of 2 Dalmatian dog.

Down  these,! steep and slippery, in the long-eyed
months when da'wn and dusk were almost dne, droves of
trippers used always to stamp happily from the.sfation
towards a day of [rcedom on the beach, where the roar
of the summer sea and the summer crowd,s, the cries of
hokey-pokey men and of the sellers of bananas — an
cxotic novelly — and of chocolates, nougat and New-
borough Rock, the clamour of several packs ol stray dogs,
manceuvring over the sands to the waves’ edge for a
piece of wood- about to be thrown for them by a bark-
lover, and the singing of rival pierrot-shows, nigger
~minstiels and German bands, blended into an unforget-
table and intolerable whole.

With these gay months, then, during the golden
Edwardian reign, and not with to-day or with those
dark hours of winter when the town rocks with the
northern blast or wears a shroud spun of its own spume,
my story deals. For, so far as I can recollect, it must
have been in 1902 or 1903 that Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst
after four decades of successful shopkeeping in Lecds
and anxious now to pass some lotus-eating, if dechmng,
years in an agreeable neighbourhood, came to New-
borough to find a house, a place of their own in which
to settle. And, though admittedly they had been in a
good way of business and had always lived well in a
frugal Yorkshire fashion, their acquaintances were a little
surprised at ’lhen" purchasc of Bellingham House, one of
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the largest, though outwardly most plain and y¥t imposing,
of these mid-Victorian mansions i The Dale,

Solidity and respectability were Mr. Smedhurst’s
outstanding physical qualities. A stranger seeing him
for the first time felt immediately that the cloth he wore
and the leather of his boots might flot be the most splendid
or attractive, but were the most substantl.ﬁl and enduring,
the least pretentious in their composition. Even his white
moustdche and the wart at the side of his rosy nose would,
it was 0bv1ous stand as long as [lesh anc blood could bear
it, Further, everything was his own,?and its very lack,
of compromise with any standard of beauty proclaimed
it to be so. And, in consequence, for a man of between
sixty and seyenty years of age, he remained unusually
well preserved. Mrs. Smedhurst, however, was of a
lighter and more impecrmanent mould and, with her
clear skin, soft brown eyes and a ° transformation ’, made
of her own hair, was still pretty. Resolution, kindness and
a certain natural gaiety were the qu'xlitiea which showed
most in her regular-featured face, but, in a conventional
way, she was not unimaginative, .

Husband and wife were mutually devoted, and New-
borough had been connected always with the Story of
their lives. They had,” for example, they often used to
remind each other, spent their honeymoon here (in those
days, Mr. Smedhurst had been a shop-assistart; think of
1it!), and since that time, with one or two unfortunate
exceptions, had passed. all their holidays ip the same
place. In addition, Mr. Smedhurst had always tried to
attend the Newborough Cricket Festivals, early in Sep-
tember, if only for one match, because, afier the manner
of so many people of his sort, this game constituted the
sole link he possessed with the open air, and with the
careless life of boyhoog, and, in consequence, it infatuated
him and he read.the cricket averages and scores in the
papers every day durmg the shmmer months Moreover,

187



A 'PLACE OF ONE’S OWN

it reinforcec® his other love, already great ; they had, both
of them, long loved Newborough and had long deter-
mined hither to retire when the moment came; [loved it,

Any house, therefore, here, where thcy had enjoyed
so many happy times, would have pleased them, but in
Bellingham Hopse they had plainly secured a bargain,
... 0Of rzo‘iqtrse,’.lt,hey acknowledged, their new home was
too big for them, not guite what they had intended ; for,
being a cluldlessecouple, they had, with their northern
sense of thrift, made up their minds, even though they
coyld well afford it, not to keep more than one servant.
On the other hand, it was situated in the most aristocratic
part of the town, where all the best people in Newborough
lived, and the air, siphoning through the valley from the
sea, seemed always at its freshest, most invigorating.
And, though it had stood empty for several years, it was
so well fitted up ; you know, really good fittings. .

The house must have been almost the first in New-
borough to be equipped with electric light. The con-
verted_gas-brackets and chandeliers of former days dis-
Played a chiselled, decorative richness which later objects,
created solely for their own purpose, would have lacked.
If they"were a litle © old-fashioned | still, as Mrs. Smed-
hurst said, they were handsome,” undeniably handsome;
all their friends would marvel at them. And, what was
most uncemmon, nearly every room, certainly every
principal room, was provided with a speaking-tube, rearing
its head up,at the side of a heavy, whi“e-marble chimney-
piece. (Except in the best bedroom on the second floor.
There it was fixed to the wall, by the door — near the
place, evidently, where the bed had stood.) First of all,
to use this contrivance, now nearly extinct, you seized it
by .the supple, undulating neck, unhooked it from its
brass support, removed its crest-like stopper, and lifting the
vulcanite cup to your lips, receivingein the process a
suffocating mouthful of dust, blew down the tube to make
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it give a vibrant whistle in the room to which you wanted
to speak.s You then gave your instructions,

Actually, neither *Mr. nor Mrs. Smedhurst had
noticed the speaking-tubes at first — no doubt because
they had not been expecting them. (They were not
mentioned in the printed description.) ... . This is how
it was. Mr. Tidcroft, the young house ygent] yho bore
the reputation of being the most enterprising in the whole
town, "himself conductcd them to Belingham House;
partly becallsc he was most anxious to disp‘ose of the
property, which had been on his books fir a long time, and
partlys because he believed that what counted most in
business deals was ¢ the personal touch’. He had made
himself most, affable,stalking all the way there; such a
well-spoken gentleman. When they had arrived, he said
to them ;

“Its better for you to look round the place by your-
selves, Mis. Smedhurst ; you can talk so much more [reely.
T’ll stay down here in the hall.” o

It was a lovely October morning, and BCllil[gham
House wore none of the forlorn aspect that most’houses
untenanted for a long period manifest. Of course, as Mr.
Smedhurst said, 1t was a little dusty, but that would soon
clean up. And, as the cvisp autumn sunshine poured in at
the windows, it seemed, though empty of furniture, to
have quite a ‘lived-in’ look. That was swhat most
attracted Mrs. Smedhurst about it, a kind of living bright-
ness. . . . But both husband and wife had taken a fancy
to the place from the very opening of the front door. The
dining-room was splendid — too godd, really, for what they
wanted, and a very nice rpom behind it. Then they went
up to the former drawing-room, on the first floor (a lovely
room, too, though less original, and oddly cold to-day,
colder than the other rooms — because of the large
windows, no doupt), and it was there that a sudden
piercing whistle dreéw Mr. and Mrs. Smedhirst’s attention
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to the exissence of the speaking-tube. For a moment,
since she had not been expecting ijt, it had given Mrs,
Smedhurst quite a turn. . . . Shi answered, but there
came no reply. . . . And then, she guessed the explana-
tion : it must be that nice young Mr. Tidcroft, afraid that
she might oye?look thiese instruments because he had
omitted #otpoint them out.

Well, it showéd how useful they were in a house, even
without talking down them — and must have cost a lot
of money. Though the place appeared to be so large,

. communication Would be easy — especially” convenient
for a small number of people — and would sawve” the
servant so much trouble. You could just whistle, and then
inform her of your wishes. Thus yow would avoid all bells
and stairs; so Mrs. Smedhurst, urging him on to the
parchase of the house, explained to her husband as, after
a satisfactory tour of the whole premises, they descended
to rejoin Mr. Tidcroft.

“You gave me quite a fright, Mr. Tidcroft, I declare,”
she said to the young man, ““ whistling down the speaking-
tube like that. T wasn’t expecting it. Old people like us
don’t have the nerves of you youngsters ! ™

“ Oh, you weren’t expecting it, weren’t you ? ”” he had
replied, giving her rather a queerssort of look, and laugh-
ing nervously.

From h# manner, Mrs. Smedhurst deduced that he
must have felt that she was accusing him of being over-
familiar, so she triedt to convey in retyrn that she enter-
tained no grudge. But she did not make progress. He
continued to be unlike himself, diffident and absent-
minded. ) .

The work at Bellingham House had been finely
executed all through; no expense had been spared, you
could see that. The one monumental bath, which was on
the second floor, had mahogany casing and high brass
taps, really magnificent. Even the wall-papers were still
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in good condition; rather dark papers with incised
patterns,s they looked costly and impressive, the sort of
thing you could not obtain now that the Queen was dead
and everything was cheaply made. Though the nails,
from which some former owner’s pictures had been hung,
remained in certain instances, thistid not,seem to matter.
. . . Better not to remove them and so lrave the surface
of the wall pitted with little holes. Affer all, they were
scarcely noticeable, and the papers had hardly faded at
all, showed no darker oblongs and sgquares where the
frames had been.

There was no need, as Mrs. Smedhurst pomnted out,
to go to a lot of expense where it was not necessary. Their
own pictures,and ornaments would, admittedly, look very
small here, but the rooms were beautiful, that was the
main thing. Every house had its drawbacks, and, though
a lot of dusting would be needed — oh no, she did not
attempt to disguise that — well, Ellen, you could sce, was
a strong girl. In her last place, they had said she was
good at her work and took a pride in it. Elbdw-grease
could do a lot. . . . Besides, where was the necessity te
fuss with all the bedrooms ?  Just shut them up, and only
worry with the rooms they were using — for they had not
left many friends behind them in Leeds who would want
to come and stay with them here. On the contrary, they
had settled here in ‘order to make nicc new friends.

In fact, the size and grandeur of the interior appealed
to a streak of romgnticism present, albeit they were un-
aware of its existence, in both their natures. . . . And
1t was true : Bellingham House was unlike the ordinary
house, exhaled a character, of its own ; further, it had been
remarkably cheap — perhaps because the place had stood
vacant for so long. And, as things happened, no one
related to them the history attaching to it, for they were
newly arrived, ang, up to the present, had been too fully
occupied in house-hunting to’ have had thé time to meet
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many people, and such new acquaintances as they had
made were so {far mostly recruited {rom the same stratum
as themselves, rich, retired tradesmen and their wives,
hailing from the industrial cities and not long settled in
Newborough. A few said, “ Oh, you’ve taken that house,
have you? > in. a rathfer ominous tone of voice, but this
referencestd it fvas made from jealousy and not because
they knew the story.
J o . . . .

It was something about a rich old lady — no doubt
- the, house had bec&’l so well fitted up for her use. . . . Let
me try and recollect. . . . Yes, an old Miss Bezyre, an
uncommon name. 1 say ¢ old’, because she was old when
as a child I first remember her, but?she had-come to live
here some time in the ’sixties. Newborough, in addition to
bing in the two following decades a centre of northern
fashion, was, as it still is, the very metropolis of the halt
and maimed, yet you could not say that she was mad, or
that those people, Mr. and Mrs. Pont, whom I recall as
looking after her latterly, were her keepers. Nor could
tt be alleged against her, as against that blessed band of
glandular idiots — cieatures 5o permanent in their type
as to séem both eternal and eternally youthful, who, in
charge of a serenely smiling grey‘haired woman of deter-
mined mien, continually paraded the newly washed
expanse of gleaming sands, straining at their leashes, pick-
ing up, as it appeared, after the manner of a pack, some
invisible tra1l, underStanding nothing,rinient only on the
scent, their little eyes peeping in brutish fashion from
highly coloured cherubic folds of flesh, their foreheads and
cheeks and chins distorted and ill-proportioned as though
seen through the wrong end of a telescope — that she was
‘ odd-looking * or ‘a little dull’. With her slim, tall
figure, fresh colouring and finely shaped oval face, Miss
Bezyre remained, in spite of her grey hair, extremely
young for her age. Perhaps one physical trait alone
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afforded a clue to her inner lack of balance, and that was
her voice, which seemed not to tally with the rest of her;
a curious, childish, hdlf-strangled v01cc rather like that of
a male impersonator or as though another voice, not her
own, spoke from her body. Otherwise, she'was all of a
piece, well bred, even her hands and,fect showing a
natural distinction.

Sometimes for months together she Wwould appear to
be quite ordinary, only rather delicats, sensitive, full of
an elusive charm and an indefinable personal dignity;
a little singular, whimsical, perhaps;dthat was all,

And then suddenly her condition would change and ' for®
a few days at a time, she would become a lunatic of an
exceptional,.pcculiarﬂkind, a being composed entirely, not
necessarily of malice, but of mischief, exulting in pranks
and tricks, super-normally active and strong, able to plan
surprises and delighting in outbrcaks of meaningless
temper, breakings and grabbings like those of an un-
governable child, or, still more, it may be, of a pet
monkey, and dcmonstlatmg in thcsc cxplessmns of her
new and temporary self a curiously sub-human cunning,
very irritating to those who looked after her. She would,
for example, now find pleasure in smashing to ﬁ”agments
her own fine china vasts, generally so prized by her, and,
giving the prolonged and high-pitched cackle of 1aughte1
that was a habitual warning and symptom ofsthis state of
mind, would sweep them ofl' the mantelpiece or throw
them down into the road. Or she would barricade herself
in one of the rooms in which there was a speakmg-tubc
and blow down it until Mr. and Mrs. Pont’s ears nearly
split their drums, and, -when they came up to iry to
persuade her to stop and to open the door, she would laugh
again or say something stupid and incomprehengible,
until, in the end, her pehaviour would oblige them to Yorce
the lock and enter. Or at other times, she might hide
behind a curtains and jump out at vou, shrieking, or
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contrive any of a whole repertory of sad, zany devices,
thereto impelled at these moments by the inexhaustible
ingenuity of her ailing brain. It"was very difficult to
defeat such surprises.

These manifestations — of which, after they werc over

and she had relapsed {nto her usual dignified self, she
remembegeld no(,,lnng—— ill suited the appearance I have
tried to describe, Which, indeed, prepossessed strangers in
her favour. Ifther did not see her “in one of her méods >
as the Ponfs euphemistically termed it, everyone liked her
and was charmed {by her; for there was something very
lovable about her, a kind of unexpected, gay elegince
that infused her whole being. Moreover, the whole town
gloried in her as an exhibit; the last of a family that had
gathered distinction in many fields, though always its
members had tended toward eccentricity, had, in addition
to their attainments, been © beaux ’ and © macaronis’ and
 dandies ’, f{ashionable, self-willed and vicious, their
actions not to be conjectured by ordinary laws. She was
rich, too, and, it was said, “ could have married the Prince
of Wales himself in her time . But she had refused to
look at any of the men in love with her, because she had
been so proud, so erratic — or perhaps because she had
been aware of the doom lurking in her own blood.
And so, at the age of forty, she had fallen a viclim to 1t
and had come here to live in retirement, to escape un-
noticed. For she was not certifiable — or, if at moments
she were, people of her position,-it was felt, should not
suffer such an indignity. In any case, she was not
certified.

At the time of which I write, Miss Bezyre had resided
here thirty years and more — indeed, though I cannot
vouch for it, Bellingham House may have been built for
her and thus from the beginning have owed its individual-
ity to this strange woman. The old lad")@ s-maid, who had
looked after hér for so long, had died and Mr. and Mrs.
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Pont now served her, or guarded her, and hagl been here,
already,«leven years. Apparently, she now possessed no
relations, only trusteds, who seldom troubled themselves
to come down from London to vislt her. When they did,
however, ihey invariably found everything in perfect
order, the house well run. Indetd, Mr, and Mrs. Pont
bore all the semblance of an cxemplar)} couplg, perfect
custodians for an old lady of this typé, very calm and
respectful very fond of her, even if she did on occasion
give them trouble and obhge them to be firm with her.
. It might be that, having been cénstrained through
her ¢ own wilful behaviour to use force, to break open 'the
doors of the rooms in which she had barricaded herself,
they had found that a little violence paid in their dealmgs
with her and that, as, when she returned to her right mind,
she remembered so little of what had occurted, they
resorted to 1ts use more {requently as time went by. . . .
But the winter months in Newborough made people turn
in upon themseclves for news, and they.were therefore
wont to exaggerate. It was wiser to believe nothung.
Certainly in the town, though the legend grew, — ne
doubt from servants’ talk, for a great many were employed
at “Bellingham House and they were always eitler new
servanis or just on the rpoint of leaving and, further, the
supremacy of the Ponts in the house would be sure to
render them unpopular with jealous subordinades. It was
even sald, then, that, during her periodic outbursts, Mr.
and Mus. Pont 111-t1;eated old Miss Bezyre, tied her up and
gagged her to.keep her quiet, beat her without mercy and
inflicted many cruel little tortures upon her in the tradi-
tion of the cighteenth- century code for the treatment of
lunatics. Oeccasionally, late at night, issuing from her
bedroom on the second floor, at one place level with the
road that ran zigzagging up the hill behind it to" the
Promenade, passers-by affirmed that they had heard a
curious, loud, childish voice, sometimes laukhing, but not
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seldom whiming, or was it moaning ? — and that this
whimpering had risen now and again- to a high soream.

Probably, others maintained, i was all talk, and if
there were sounds at ail it was only the perpetual wind
whistling artd howling round the corners of the tall,
angular house, And thére was the roar of the sea ; alwa.ys
the roar of the s&a Her old doctor was dead, it was true,
but that nice, dapper young Dr. Favelle attended her —
though he §cldom(had to be called in except during’one of
her bouts, for her physical health was excellent. All his

~patients loved hinf. He would never allow such a thing.
Further, when she returned to her normal statey Miss
Bezyre never complained of the Ponts’ conduct towards
her, nor did she at any time appear to be timid of them,
And if, during ¢ her moods °, she indulged in wild assertions
afid injurious allegations agains. them, why, it could only
be a symptom of her malady, . . . Besides, she must have
liked and trusted the Ponts, as much as shc did Dr.
Favelle, becauss, when her old trustees had died, she
nominated, first the doctor, in place of one, and then Mr.
Pont, in place of the other.

Nevertheless, the legion of invalid old ladies in the
squares and crescents above, with servants, nieces dnd
companions subdued for a lifetime to their tyrannical
powers of will, of one kind or another, liked to believe
these rumouers and, in consequence, ignoring the total lack
of evidence, continued to do so. . . . And, one winter
day, faith epjoyed it®reward. - =«

“ Have you heard,” the watchers at the bedsides would
inquire of the indomitable mummies, embalmed in
shawls and propped, upon pillows, ““ Have you heard ** —
and then would pause again, conscious of being about to
spripg a pleasant surprise and, also, of being obliged to
spcak even more loudly and distinctly than usual, for the
north-east wind, which had roared all the night through,
was still blowing a pgale, — “=did the doctor tell you, when
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he called, that old Miss Bezyre has gone? »Committed
guicide, so they say.”

And the aunts and "mistresscs, melted by the news tq an
unusual geniality, would rcply either, * Stuff and non-
sense. Suicide, indeed ! It’s stiff, stark, told-hlooded
murder ! I've been waiting to hedr it for a long while ”*;
or, “I don’t call that old ; she ought to have’ heen good
for another twenty years ”’; or else, “’I’ve no patience
with that sort of thing; if one suffers, bne myst learn to
bear — ‘grin and bear it’, as my poor old aunt used to
say.” . . ut each, whatever her vitw, added in the
end, “.But tell me about it, all the same, my dear.”

It appeared that the old woman had been found
hanging, and, to exceute this design, must have jumped
off the chair. . . . At the inquest, a few days later, it
transpired that her body was covered with bruwses, But
though, various statements and questions in court, con-
cerning Miss Bezyre’s testamentary dispositions, caused a
certain amount of prejudice in the minds of those present,
the evidence of Mr. and Mrs. Pont, and of Dr. Favelle,
served to dispel it to a considerable extent. (There arey
of course, some people who persist in belicving evil report.)
Tle old lady, having no relations, had bequeathed a large
part ol her substantial fdrtune to charity (that, dissentients
maintained to be the cleverest touch in the whole affair 1)
and small legacies to servants still in her employ: for the
rest, Dr. Favelle came into thirty thousand pounds, the
London solicitor into five thousand, "while the bulk, some
eighty-five thousand pounds, together with Bellingham
House and its contents, went, in the phrase of the testator,
‘“to my friends Jeremiah»and Mary Pont, in some slight
token of my gratitude to them for their devoted service to
me for so many years . . . . Incidentally, thc docupent
was in perfect order.,had been drawn up a year or two
previously and had been witnessed by two servants who
were still with hemat the tinte of her death.
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Krs. Poat, a rosy-faced woman of middle age, with
frankness written upon her roungd, volumineus pink
cheeks, with dragged-back hair, ‘deep-set brown eyes,
bhnkmg honestly behifid very powerful spectacles, shghtly
protruding teeth and a very pronounced dint in her
resolute, cloven chin, héd been especially good in the part,
Her grzc.tlﬂnfJ matter-of-fact voice carried conviction, Miss
Bezyre, she tola “the Coroner, had seermed perfectly all
rlght that evening. There was no question of her being

“ in one of her moods’, and, that being so, and knowing
that when normalishe was safely to be trusted and hked
"to be left alone, Mrs. Pont had not slept in her roeth, as
was her wont when Miss Bezyre was ‘ bad’. If the old lady
wanted her during the night, she chad only to use the
speaking-tube — a great convenience in sick-rooms —
which was beside the bed. . . . Well, Mrs. Pont had gone
in, at about ten o’clock, to see that she was comfprtable
and to say good-night to her. Yes. That was the last
time she had seen her alive. Everything had been in
order, and she had seemed happy and sleepy, really
ﬁcomfy The night had passed without event, she had
heard nothing . . . but, in the morning, entering, she
had fouhd (here Mrs. Pont took off her spectacles, with
their strong, distorting lenses that,”by magnifying her eyes
and, as it were, floating them to the surface, so greatly
emphasized their appearance of ox-like frankness and
good-humour, and applied a handkerchief. The Coroner
ordered an attendamt to give her a chair and smelling-
salts, “Thank you, sir, I'm very sorry to:have broken
down. I'm all right now again ), had found her dead
in this dreadful faghion. . . .. Naturally, it had been
a great shock after eleven -— no, nearly twelve — years:
of waiting upon the dear old lady, anticipating her
every wish and guarding her agajnst her own erratic
impulses. n

Then Dr. Favelle took his stand and certified that
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death had taken place at about 2.30 on the mgrning of the

twenty-first, and that the bruises and abrasions on the

body of the deceased Bad been due to a fall she had suffered

a few days previously. Next, thé servants — the Ponts

thought them the nicest staff of servants they had ever had,

so willing and obliging — came fyrward and declared on .
oath that there had been no call from the speakipg-tube in

any of the upstairs bedrooms, and that tiley ha?heard no

sound°at all during the night. It waswrue, they added,

that the clamour of the sea had been very great, and the

wind had Howled round the house soyloudly that ather

noists. were more difficult to catch than usual, but they®
had heard nothing ; no, nothing but the screaming of the

wind — therye was always the wind — round the corners of
the house. . . . It must have been the wind.

The jury brought in a unanimous verdict, approved
by the Coroner, of “ Swicide while temporanly of unsound
mind . Nevertheless the Ponts soon decided, after all that
had occurred, to leave Newborough. .They felt they
needed a change. They missed the dear old lady so
greatly, they explained to their friends, and théy were
reminded of her nearly every day in the dear old house.
Besides, it was too large for their simple requirements ;
what would they want with all those servants? And
Newborough itself had changed so much, was not half so
refined as it had beén when they had first coms here. . . .
And the Doctor, too, chose to retire, though comparatively
young, and went tp reside in Sussex. ~ (I never heard what
happened to him after that, but it was a long time ago,
and he can hardly still be living.)] As a matter of fact,
however, Mr. and Mrs. Pont did not continue to enjoy
good fortune. It had been some time before they had
seemed able to settle down -— after a wrench like that, it
was not to be wondered at! And they were discovered
one morning, abaut two years after Miss Bezyre’s death,
gassed, in the chgrming small house they had recently
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bought in Rournemouth. They had not lived in it for
morc than two months, They appeared to have had no
worries to account for their suicide “— unless, of course, it
had been an accident.

Meanwhile, after the passing of a few months in
Newborough, the talk tlere had subsided. The behaviour
of rich st-*‘angers or of poor trippers offered other and
equally appetizing subjects for conversation. The strange
death of Miss Beyre was forgotten. Someone, I forget

who, had bought Bellingham House. But the newcomers
odid not stay, and the same autumn let it to a rich draper
"and his wife. Certainly there was no idea of theresbeing
anything wrong with the place until affer the death of the
Ponts. No doubt, the report of their suicide dn the news-
papers started it off. At any rate, ithe occupants now de-
clared that they were always being disturbed at night, and
gave notice. Since then, no one had seemed to remain in
the house for longer than a few months, or even weeks. In-
deed, it let more easily at first than later on, for, after six
or seven brief leases, it stood vacant for as many ycars —
tmtil, in fact, Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst bought it.

The new owners moved into Bellingham Heuse at the
end of November, so as to avoid spending another winter
in Leeds. Of course, it had been a sad moving, leaving
the old houte at Leeds ; such a comfortable, roomy home,
even if it were rather black. But the excitement of their
new dwelling had qdickly put it out of their minds, and
the past few weeks had been a turmoil of measuring,
choosing and matching with the aid of their friends — or,
rather, of fellow gugsts from the Eglantine Hydro, who
seemed almost as interested in the new house, and proud
ofit, as the principals themselves. (Really, they were very
kind, if scarcely ° the sort > that Mr,.and Mrs. Smedhurst
had migrated to Newborough to make friends with.)
But then, after all, 2s Mrs. Sthedhurst recognized when at
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night she communed with her own soul, it wasinteresting,
because 15 formed a culmination to all the worldly strivings
of two lives. On the duy itself, she tried to take the mafter
calmly, not to show anything as $he said good-bye. It
was bad to get over-excited, especially fore Mr. Smed-
hurst. All the same, as she paid dff the cab at the ddor
of their new home, where Ellen stood in her ne’\g uniform
to greet them, she was surprised to find that, in spite of
the many happy hohdays spent there, it was a relief to
have left the Eglantine and to be in a place of one’s own
agaim ; )

Sdon, after their own fashion, they had made them-
selves very comfortable. The rooms had, of course, heen
thoroughly washed, every inch of them, and it was
wonderful how they had cleaned up; really wonderful.
And since Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst had not been obliged
to spengd anything upon re-decorating, they could afford
to lay out a little bit extra upon the furnishing. “ You
know, nice ‘homey’ things”, as Mrs. Smedhurst ex-
plained, chintz covers and plenty of those new, round
cushions in bright-hued, pleated and embroidered tovers.
She had draped the massive, white-marble chimney-pieces,
'squre and uncompromising, with pretty, fringed méaterials,
with loops and borders und tassels, very stylish, and had
filled the sitting-room and Mr. Smedhurst’s ‘ den’ with
that delicate-looking wicker furniture in cream and pale
green, that had just come in as the fashion, and with
wicker stands, too, fpr plants, so that the rooms should not
look ¢ cold * on ° stiff °. .

The dining-room, done up in the Moorish style (it
must have cost hundreds to make!), they preserved as it
was, and bought for it a Spansh suite of ebony and ivory
— they had been lucky enough to find it at a sale; the
very thing. . . . Perhaps the room, with its horse-shoe
arched recesses amd high, honeycombed ceiling, was a
little dark, but it was a wonderful room r&ally, just the
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sort® of room, Mrs. Smedhurst thought, that an Italian
Cardinal might have built in order to give dinngr-parties
(a dmner-party, with little silver tmys of almonds, and of
chbcolates, wearmg glittering crystallized rose and violet
pgtals like tiaras, was something she had hitherto seldom
glimpsed ; as opposed ¢o high tea, it still constituted both
an ideal @nd a symbol. . . . And it would mean hiring a
waiter and, too! that Mr Smedhurst could not slop about
in his shppers) ¢ They made their sitting-room next the
dining-rodm, and there was, behind it, another smdll room ;
the perfect den fog Mr. Smedhurst, in which %o smoke his
pipe, read his papers and keep his letters. They 1ok the
whole of the first floor for themselves; the back part for
Mr, Smedhurst’s dressing-room, ansl the large apartment
in front — the former drawing-room -—as their joint
bedroom. (Perhaps it was 1ather foo big, after their bed-
room at Holmdene, Mrs. Smedhurst admitted this to
herself, but they would soon grow accustomed to it.)
And so Ellen,was particularly fortunate and got that
lovely big room on the second floor — it had been the
«best bédroom — for her use. It was bigger even than their
own, for it went right from the front to the back, and had
windows both sides !

“ You ought to think yourself a lucky girl, Ellen,” Mrs
Smedhurst said kindly. “ I don’t know another maid who
has such a,,lovely airy room.”

“ Yismoom,”
“ Any girl ought to be pleased to be in service in
Newborough. . . . Look at that view | YWhy, you can

see the ducks on the mere, and, if you lean out, like this,
there’s the sea with all the ﬁshlhng smacks on it!”

By this time, intoxicated with her own generosity,
Mrs, Smedhurst had given the girl the whole of the North
Sea’ and the herring fleet; but alas. as in hife so often.
bounty met with little response.

“ Yismoons.”
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“Look at those tints, too! ... Its jyst like the
country b Listen to the 1ooks and all the dogs barking
down there. . . . I ohly hope you’ll show your gratitpde
to Mr. Smedhurst and myself by Working hard and being
pleasant-spoken. . . . But all you girls are the sapie
to-day ; all spoilt.” A 4

Ellen made no reply this time. . Sgill, Mrs.
Smedhurst was pleased with her, a new aEqulsmon, about
twenty-six or twenty-seven years of age{ a good, healthy,
pleasant glrl from the wolds, reliable and well disposed,

ho"plamly understood, and enjoyed,yher work, even i)
she was somewhat solid, heavy of foot and hand; but that’
was better than being hysterlcal like most of the creatures
you were regommended nowadays. One did not want a
maid to chatter and behave in a {ast way.

The winter months passed quietly and agreeably, and
it was not until one Sunday morning at the beginning of
April that the trouble started. It was a lovely morning
and Mr. Smedhurst and Ellen had gone to church —
not together, of course. (Indecd Mr. Smedhurst felt mucl?
annoyed with her; she had done a very stupid thing that
mdrning. Perhaps church would cheer him up.) Mrs.
Smedhurst had a cold and was obliged to remain in the
house,.reading her chapter. It was a pity, becausc she
had been looking forward all the week to the austere
elegance of Church Parade, and people said that the tulips
in the beds at the side ofithe Promendtie had ngver been so
gorgeous as Lthey were this year, noy the lilac, that lay like
mauve rain-clouds poised on the terrace gardens which
rose, tier upon tier, from -the gull-winged sea. . . . Still,
it could not be helped.

Nevertheless, though the chapter, the twenty-eighth
of the first book of Samuel, usually interested her, she
found it hard to “concentrate this morning, was always
coming back to the printed page with the realization that
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for feveral gninutes it had meant httle to her, albeit her
Lips had shaped the sounds. She did not know what it
coyld be, but she felt, well, * fidgety’, as though waiting
for something. She nflst make an effort. . . . Her eyes
returned to the book, and she had just reached the words
* Then said Saul unto Mis servants, Seek me a woman that
hath a fapliliar spirit . . .”’, when suddenly a prolonged
whistle issued frém the speaking-tube.

“So the girl fcan’t have gone out after all!” How

queer; something must have happened!” Mrs. Smed-
hurst exclaimed sto herself. . . . What cotld it»be?

"Well-trained servant that she was, Ellen would normally
never dare to use the speaking-tube to her mistress unless
— as occasionally during the pmast few. weeks — to
announce visitors, But nobody would be calling at this
heur.

In the instant before she answered, while getiing up
from her chair and proceeding to cross in front of the
fireplace, Mrs.. Smedhurst felt, somechow, uneasy; the
room appeared to have increased in size, to be very large,
donely and cold; curiously cold, as though an instant-
aneous but marked drop in the temperature had occurred.
(The whistle sounded again. Surely it was not necesséry,
whoever it was, to go on whistling in that way!) She
looked at the ‘ daffies* (she had lately canght the habit of
calling daffodils ‘ daffies’ from Mrs. Beazley-Boggarde,
the wife of the Canon) that were standing near by in a
little three-lipped vase of iridescent glass — five or six
blossoms only — in order to reassure herself. (How silly
to get into this condition because of an ordinary, material
thing such as a whistle on a speaking-tube!) They looked
so yellow and transparent in the bright spring sunshine ;
very comforting. . . . And then, while she looked, a
single flower suddenly broke into a violent oscillation, as
sometimes you may see one leaf quivér upon a tree, its
leaves otherwise without mwtion, upen a still summer
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evening. But the flower stopped this warning,as swifily as
it had begun. . . . Well, it could only be due to a draught
— no wonder the roo?n was cold, though all the windows
and doors seemed to fit so well, Oh, that nose!

By this time, she had reached the spcakm»g-tube Sie
unhooked the instrument, and held it close to her ear,
listening. . . . But nobody spoke. She replacég it on the
hook. At once the strident insistence of the whistle began
again.” The process was twice repeated! The third time
she took it down however, a h1gh childish v01ce with a
sort of insare and querulous galcty in itacried, ¢ Come and
find'me! TI'm hldmg‘ ® ... Mrs. Smedhurst of codrse’
saw the explanation at once. With Mr. Smedhurst and
Ellen both qut, one af thosc naughty children from next
door must have crept in, unobserved, and be hiding some-’
wherc in the rooms above. (Mrs. Smedhurst, though she
had nope of her own, loved children, encouraged them o
come and sec her, and spailt thcm with barley sugar and
chocolate — the delicious new ‘ Swiss Milk Chocolate
that had just made its appearance.)

“Is that you, Hilary ?  she demanded loudly; bus
she reccived no reply. So she went upstairs. . In her
owh room, she had the impression — it was difﬁcult to
define — that somebody was there, quite near her, and in
the passage out51de she could have sworn for a moment
that she had been 'touched, sofily, on the face. But she
could find no one, though she made a thorough search,
everywhere, including in Ellen’s room. (The ypper rooms
were locked, so she did not hother about them. ) Directly,
however, she had shut the door, and was gomg down-
stairs, shc heard the shrilling of the whistle in the room
behind her. Patiently she climbed up again, although
she was a woman of spirit who disliked to be made to
look foolish : some instinct warned her that she must not
get angry or in any direction let go of hersell. She took
up the tube. ,The same vojce as before {it must have
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beeni Hilarys, but in spite of 1ts childish timbre it did not
altogether resemble hers —mno doubt the tube cdistorted
it g little) said :

. “You've been hot, fery hot. . . . Once I touched you, .
bttt you couldn’t see me !

“Full of mischief, the child sounded, Mrs. Smedhurst
said to herself, glossing over, for her own solace, the
alien quality sht"had noted. (It must be Hilary !) At
that moment, a ‘oor slammed. . Of course, “Hilary
escaping ! » But though Mrs. Smedhurst walked as fast
as she could 0 the window, she could see no%one passmg
‘through the garden.

She decided not to tell her husband. He dlshked
children — or said so —, and it weuld only make him
‘worse if he knew that she had been treated with such a
lack of consideration. Instead, to relieve her feelings, she
wrote a pleasant little note to Hilary’s mother, telling her
what had taken place and confessing that she was growing
old and did notlike to have tricks played upon her, though
she always looked forward to visits from the dear child.

»  She tried to show nothing of her feelings at dinner, but
that same afternoon she received an answer from Mrs
Thatcher, in which the injured mother protested that toth '
she and Hilary had been in church at the time mentioned.

. Mrs. Smedhurst now almost wished that she had
told M. Smedhurst, since, what with Her cold, the strange
ep1sode of the morning, and then this lettcr she felt
quite ‘queer’. She decided to resi It must be her
imagination, If she could be quiet for a little, shc would
soon forget all about it.

Everything was very still, for it was Ellen’s afternoon
off, and Mr. Smedhurst had gone out for his Sunday walk,
(She had explained that her cold was still very heavy and
prevented her from accompanying hlm) Certainly she
was tired. She lay down on the sofa’in her bedroom; such
a nice comforfable sofa that she had bgught at a sale. It
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was curious-how cold it was in the house tg-day; "Mr.
Smedhurst had said jt was quite hot out. Perhaps she
only f2lt cold because she was not well . Soshe pulled
a blanket over herself and wad aslcep before many
minutes had passed. . . . But she was woken, about'a
quarter of an hour later by tha? whistle — at least %he
thought so, but she could not be sure, as'theze was no
answer this time. . . . Perhaps she had dreamt it, All
the same, she said to herself she hoped her imagination
would calm down, or she would begin to {eel uncomfort-
abledn the hiouge. (She shivered suddenly. At the back
of Hes, mind, I believe, were two ideas: that uncon-
ventional things should not happen to people who led
conventional, lives, and — though this was still more un-
defined — that a man-made convenience, planned for the
use of human bemgs, such as a speaking-tube, rendered
the opportunity it here offered as a medium for haunting,
all the more horrible, in somewhat the same manner as,
to some minds, the application of electrisity to the old,
barbarous habit of putting a criminal to dcatH,‘always
invests that kind of cxeculion with a greater sense of
horror, even, than attaches to hangmg, which itsell’ is
primitive and savage as the senicnce it consummates,
But these thoughts nevertheless remained very much in
the background, unformulated, for she dlsrmssed such
reflections from the surface of her mind as®‘ morbid .
Nor would she allow herself to use, even to herself, the
word  haunted’ ip connection thh‘ Bellingham House
of which she.was so proud. . . . Once that word were
admitted, it would be 1rremed1ab1e )

Somehow or other, she,could not s¢ttle down 2gain for
two or three days, and the persistent cawing of the rooks,
as they flew backwards and forwards, laden with huge
twigs, much too big_for them, in their spring fever of
house-building and house-warming, for the first time
annoyed her. - And Mr., Smedhurst seenfed so irritable.
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think they had bought the whole town for the price of an
excursion, ticket (there was no such thing as Respest nowa-
days), life was exceedingly pleasant. Peonies and flags
offered their large faces flo the sun in the gardens of square
and crescent,~and the bushes of syringa were starred with
blostom, too fragrant and languorous for northern air,
And joys, %\{her than those of Nature tamed for residential
consumption, wef€ also at their height. Church Parade,
for example’z had Eecome really exciting.

For many years past, Mrs. Smedhurst had been locking
forward to being aple to study 1t every Sunda¥ instead of
for Snly a few hours torn from a normally humdrum;exxst-
ence. Between morning and dusk it was — except at meal-
times — full of beautifully dressed men and women ; just
fike Paris, she conJectured but without the horrid foreign
flavour. Nor was it in the least “spoilt’. The trippers,
for all their vulgar audacity, just did not dare, she sup-
posed, to frequent it, but confined themsclves to the roar
and clamour of the moth-coloured sands below. Of a
Sunday, the battalions of old genilemen with a nearing
eternity on their hands, so smart, in an almost military
manner, with their curled white moustachcs blue chins
and nicc’ly flushed faces — Mrs. Smedhurst liked a man
td have colour in his face —— exckanged their brown or
grey billycocks for brown or grey top-hats. (Mr. Smed-
hurst himsel now sometimes wore a grey tail-coat and a
brown bowler, though he had taken much persuasion;
he had rather the aif of a major, she thought, if only he
would brush the ends of his moustache up a-little more)
Fashionable family partles, with low-waisted Women in
toques anf feather-boas, and elaborate gowns of lace and
embroidery, holding their moon-faced children to them,
drove in carriages or smart open cabs along the road at the
side, ‘against a background of pillared, primly painted
Regency houses, with stout, round bow$windows, or deli-

cate balconies &f iron trelhs supporting Chipese canopies.
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The ‘Winter Garden runming down between the
Promenade and the, sea, stood also at its zenith. The
flower-beds were beﬁutlful, in thewr intricate, invojved
designs, and the groves of stunted drees were carrying their
fullest summer sail in the cool, refreshing wind, laden with
salt. All the shops were now open along the stone deck,
that, strongly fortified, rose from the sea ttself, when the
tide swcpt inj sweet—shops and leathenﬁshops and shops
full of attractive new © transformations * and — for fancy-
dress balls, of course — of white Pompadour wigs displayed
above waxy faces frozen into dimpled smiles. And, r1ght
in the middle of the terrace, there was a pavﬂlon ot
elaborate and gaily painted iron-work, [illed with trim
buttonholes, roses with a florist’s false dew lying upon
them and picotees striped like summer dresses, all mounted
on a shicld of green plush. (Even the holy band of cretins
and mentally defectives, those hopping, lolloping, loose-
eyed cherubs, now paraded here to lend an undeniable
interest to the scene, were brought to the Jsdosk in twos and
threes, so that a woman, with her mouth bristling with
pins, could select one from her lips in order to fasten a
neat flower on to cach of these distended coats in turn.
It "made the wearers look °jollier?, their grey-haired

guardians proclaimed.} And, on weck-days, the cele-
brated, Winter Garden Orchestla played selections from
Waldtqufel and Johann Strauss or, better still, from
modern pieces like Florodora or San Tgp ; three programmes
a day, morning, afterneon and, most enjoyable of all, in
the long gloaming when the lights shone yellow against
the prevalling blue, dark but luminous, and the glow of
their cigars replaced the.colour that,dusk remcyed from
the faces of the old gentlemen.

With this atmosphere prevailing throughout New-
borough, there were other things to do, besides sit méping
at home and wait for mysterious incidents! Nerves, all
nerves ! Hownsilly it seemeg, Mrs. Smedhlirst said, when
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you Tooked back on it! In this delicious sunny weather,
not too kot and not too cold, even The Dale, formal and
sober as it was, had grown ammatd"d The 1dle summey
repartee of tennis-bafls here and therc replaced the
prevalent cawing, the gardens were full of roses — rather
~chldrotic apd drawn up{ it 1s true, because of the tall trees
overhead 5 and flotillas of ducks proudly sailed on the
waters of the pod¥ that seemed to catch all the more light
because of the sur§ound1ng shade, and fussily trimmed their
chequered and streaked wings or waddled up on to the
}sland where now the rustic summer-house Was'nmbowercd
in pink cushions of Dorothy Perkins roses. .

How enchanting Newborough could be, and Belling-
ham House, too! Mrs. Smedhurst once. more con-
gratulated Mr. Smedhurst and herself on their joint choice
ofwa residence, and of the town in which to find it. There
was no doubt of it, in spite of its size, Bellingham,House
was comfortable ; though that, of course, was largely their
own doin'g. And they were making such nice new friends,
very refiged. A whole world of social activity had opened
ftself to them and they were thoroughly enjoying them-
selves, though sometimes things became a Lttle difficult,
sometimes conversation was not easy, because Mr. ét'nd
Mrs. Smedhurst had, as it were, been born, elderly and
fully dressed, on the arrival platform of Newberough
Station. The commercial past it would be bad form to
mention or admit, for it would taint their new friends as
much as themselves. * Nothing had exis{ed beforc they had
arrived here; nothing. . . . Among their acquaintances
now were a few Army people, and though” they un-
doubted¥y gave tone to any gathering, at Bellingham
House or elsewhere, they were over-given to inquisitive-
ness: both men and women shot questions at you, as
though they were bullets from a guick-firing machine-
gun: “Where did you live belore yi)u came here? ”,
“ Do you know Lord Ghoolingham? . “ Have you ever
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been to India?”, and many other such inguries. Yet
they cersainly lent an air, and added an exciigment of
their own. But life Ifere was full of pleasure and excjte-
ment. . . . And then, abruptly,dafter weeks of peace,
about the middle of July, everything changed again.

This time they were both present, sitting in ithes
‘drawing-1oom ’ (Mrs. Mtnmng-Tutthornc, the wife of
the Major, and almost the nicest of then;ﬂncw friends, had
gently’but firmly insinuated the drawing-room) after dinner
— or luncheon, as they were now obliged, with a certain
lack=of surenegs and continuity, to sall their midday
meal -, when a strident whistle announced a summons’
to the speaking-tube. (Somehow, though it was so
convenient, Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst had not used it much_
for the last month or two. ) Mrs. Smedhurst was nearest
to the instrument, and waited a moment, until the shrill,
childish voice she had heard before, said :

“You weren’t expecting me to-day: I can sce that.
I know when I'm not wanted.” »

Then there was a laugh, and nothing clse - except
that, though it seemed a quiet enough summer afiernoon®
out51de the French windows rattled with a singular
hafhmermg tremor, and finally, with a crash, blew wide
open. And a lovely little vase, to which Mrs. Smedhurst
was much attached — she had bought it at the Wedgwood
factory ;while on a holiday in the Potteries tany years
before —fell off the mantelpiece and was smashed. (It
could be riveted, gshe decided, examining the damage.)
Mr. Smedhurst said nothing, he did not ask who was
speaking. © . . For the first time she understood why
earlier in the year her hushand had been so irritale ; they
shared an unspoken secret.

Practically every day for a week or more — and such
lovely weather, whlch, made this inner fear seem so much
WOrse — one odd incident or another had occurred. Mr.
Smedhurst noy usually answered the ‘whlé'tlg and, every
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timé, heard a voice; it must be the same -that she
heard. ,But neither of them showed by a flicker of a
muygcle in their faces that anything might be amiss with
their house. After allf it might suddenly stop. . . . So,
by a servicegble compromise, each pretended to the other
«to think it was Hilary.r ** Really, Hilary is very naughty
to-day,” ?:nc of them would remark. ““I must speak to
her mother.” Bt this brave simulation deceived neither
of them. It was tonly a shield, a small, pasteboard’shield
contrived against the immensity of the universe.

In general, but not invanably, events wére heralded
by’the speaking-tube. Once, for example, withouf any
warning, Mr. Smedhurst, while going into supper, re-
ceived a blow on the temple. He sapposed he must have
bumped himself — after all, it could not be the voice,
ceuld 1t? . . . But it was strange: he could not remem-
ber how he had done it, and he did not teel inclined to go
back and look, for it had made him quite giddy and cold
— so cold. He could not get warm again the whole night,
not even'with the help of the cup of hot Van Houten cocoa
¢he always drank last thing. . .. Then, another time,
Mrs. Smedhurst had been watching Hilary’s younger

-

sister, Marbelle, who was five years old, laughing 2and '

‘playing by herself in the garden — she was allowed to
come into the garden of Bellingham House and pjay, for
Mrs, Thateher knew she could come to no harm there,
But really, when you came to think of it, the child was
behaving iny a very 0dd sort of way, talking and laughing
as though there were someone else there !~ Mrs, Smed-
hurst called to her rather sharply, *“ Marbelle ! What are
you doifig? Don’t, be silly, child!> But Marbelle only
looked at her, surprised, and answered, ‘“ I'm not being
silly, DI’'m playing with funny lady who lives with you.”
. . . It had been disconcerting.

At the ?Iid ‘of ten days or g0, Ellen askednleave to speak
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to them, and said she must give notice, could not stahd it
any longer. At first she would state no reasoy, except
that she was fughtencﬂ in her room and could not slegp ;
she would rather say no more. .}. . When presaed she
pleaded the difficulty of descnbmg her cxperiences; she
did not know how to put it, but dately she had begun to,
wake at one or two in the morning, disturbed by the sound
of voices, and though it had been dark,’jt hadkeemed as
though she could see shadows struggling in the darkness,
could feel the movement of these figurcs in the’air by her.
Several timds after long, violent dreamy in which she had
beer! ctrugglmg and fighting, she had woken up to 1ind’
heiself standing in the dark, close against one of the walls
of her bedrgom; the same place, always, because she
could tell it by a nail on the wall. And one night she had’
been attacked. She had been woken up — she was sure
she had not still becn dreaming — by violent blows, a
rain of them, on her body from each side of the bed.
Besides, she still bore the marks, and she lifted up the
sleeve of her dress to show a bruise on her arm. Nor even
did these happenings stop by day, for the other morning,
when she had got up, tired out by not sleeping, somebody
had been hiding behind the door of the housemaid’s
pantry and had sprung out at her with a horrid screech of
laughtgr; only Ellen had seen no one, had merely felt an

ice-cold wmd sweep past her. »
“The place must be ’aunted, moom, it mus’,” she
ended up stoutly. "

Haunted :+ the”two syllables fell on the air with an
astonishing impact, as though Mr. "and Mrs. Smedhurst
had been waiting for it. ,Neither of them lookdd at the
other, but they knew that now that the word had been
mentloned Bellingham House would never be the same
to them, (In her own mind, Mrs. Smedhurst admitted it;
ves  haunted, . But it scemed so sily, such a lovely

and so. cheaD tog. In her imagination she saw
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Ellen’s room. There was something she did not like about
1t; she knew she would never have, felt comforiable 1n it
her,self. .. . Perhaps it was onlyr just the size, much
bigger than ‘her own rfom.)
“ You muystn’t imagine things, Ellen,” Mr. Smedhurst
nsaid.  ““ Ghosts don’t rexist —if they do, 1t’s our own
wicked consciences.”
Mrs. Smedhufst added, kindly, ¢ You’re a litile over-
done, Ellen, thaths all, Your room is bigger than you are

used to, and it’s the strong sea air. . . . But we don’t
want to lose your services, so you had bétter take a
“month’s holiday.” "

A month was a long time. . . . Ellen was so pleased

At the idea of immediate release from the house, as well as
of a holiday, that she at once withdrew her notice and
started that very evening for the wolds, returning to her
native existence of placid, farmhouse life, of progessions
of geese to a pool, waddling unsteadily on their clumsy
webbed feet, of chickens and ducks and pigs and cows in
chorus 4t feeding-time, and fritllary-speckled guinea-
fowls, of loose stone walls and of tufts of mountain grass
like the flowing hair of the Nereids, and of apricots and

‘ pcachcs ripening upon their hchened trees through cthe
iong golden silence of the long afternoons.

During *her absence they managed without a regular
servant, going for their meals to one of those nice half-
timbered cafés that ‘had lately sprung up in the town, or
eating cold things at home. But Mrs, Kimber, the widow
of Kimber, the former captain of the Lifeboat, came in
every ddy ° to do the rooms’: for Mrs. Smedhurst had
retired, as it were, at the same time as her husband and,
whatever might happen, did not intend to demean herself
or to bring discredit upon her new frlends by making the
beds or dusting in person. Things went round the town
50 qulckly,refven without a servant in the Jrouse! People
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secmed to-know exactly what was going on.

For ahout a fortmght after Ellen had gone, home,
everything appeared ® be normal again. But this im-
,provement was not long maintaindd. Though Mr. and
Mrs. Smedhurst still continued to share their secret,
heavy and interminable as it seethed, in silence, never,
even now that their maid had brought it into the open,
mentioning it to one another, yet bofh of them had
obviously grown more nervous and, on days when the
atmosphere was serene and plainly there was nothing to
fear, would sit wariting, listening in a strained sort of way.
Mr. 3medhurst, indeed, now gave a jump at any litte
thing that occurred. (His wife decided that soon she must
take hum awgy for a lkttle holiday — only they could nof
very well leave Ellen alone in the house directly she came
back. . . . The best thing they could do at present, in th
lovely weather, was to go out a lot, benefit by the New
borough air.)

It was true: Mr. Smedhurst’s nerves were very bac
indeed. For so steady a man, he had become full o
fancies. . . . For instance, though he could never prowv
it, he was sure that someone was moving his things anc
“hidihg his letters, Every single object on his desk seemea
to be in a different placey or would vanish for a whole day”
and thep turn up again as unexpectedly. On the lowest
plane, if Mrs. Kimber were responsible — ahd it was
wiser not to ask her —, this proved extremely annoying.
Then, in the last few days, the creaking of the wicker
chairs in his den hdd grown beyond bearing. Sometimes
he could Rave sworn that he had not only heard, but
almost seen people getting up out of, them; th¥ hazy,
blurred outline, filled in, as it were, clumsily, with tobacco
smoke, of two squat and dumpy figures. . . . Of course,
though it had seldom troubled him before, 1t must be
his imagination, 'Tt’#ust be, because there were no
such things as I§r\hosqts. They,did not exist. © . . And yet,
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uncomfortable ideas shaped themselves in his head ; for

example, if chairs could for so long hold the impression of
the living body that had sat in tffem — his own wicker

chair was still creakinfy from the release of his weight —
why should mot a room, or a whole house, hold something

of its former occupants? long after they had gone? (Who

had thcyrbeern? he wondered ; though he would rather

not have “knowﬂ:‘ would never ask for fear of hearing.)

But all that whispering — the summer wind amdhg the

leaves, Mrs. Smedhurst had assured him —, all that

stealthy coming ard going, would make any man nervous;
even without the whistling. . "

For the whistling had begun once more, and had,
fur?her, grown so frequent that Mrse Smedhurst, who had
fallen a victim to the great Bridge epidemic which was
sweeping the leisured classes of the country, scarcely
dared to ask her friends in to make a four. (And she
would lose ground if she failed to do so. . . . After all,
what was the wse of having a place of one’s own — ““ one’s
own ”,, a mocking, high voice seemed to echo—if you
‘could not entertain your friends in it?) And what she
had feared would happen had now happened on several
occasions. People must notice that something was wrdng.
"They knew Ellen to be away, and of course they observed
the trembling of Mr. Smedhurst’s hand as he unhooked
the mouthfiece, and the sort of false cheery manner he
adopted when he replied — such non-committal answers,
too, -— though his Tace lost temporagly its accustomed
colour. (He had to apswer, he realized, had to pretend to
reply, even to carry on a conversation, or it would look
odder sfill.) Sometimes, when outsiders were present, the
voice would not talk at all, there was just the whistle, and
then only that high, meaningless laugh. It was very
difficult, when that occurred, to n‘}ak(e the conversation
sound natural.

Or, again, 'thervoicc might be quite lgfjuacious in an
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inconsequential way. Once, for instance, it hyd said a lot
about people called Pent. (* The Ponts can’t get me now,’

itr had remarked distinctly, and another time, Tmrn
them out of your room; the Poilts are sitting in your
room. Tell them to go.”) More than once Mrs. Man-
ning-Tutthorne had asked, point-blank, who was at *hes
other end, speaking to Mr. Smedhurst, and Mys. Smed-
hurst had found herself obliged to inve: M a li€, so as to
disguise the disreputable truth, ,

“1It’s a friend of ours upstairs, dear,” she had said;
“sh¢s an invalid. You've never met her, She’s spending,,
a little’ time with us, so as to get the Newborough air.”
Another time, when the Major had demanded why, it
might be, she had pretended it was a temporary servant,
asking for instructions.

“ By Gad, madam,” he had replied, “ I wouldn’t It
a servant of mine, temporary or not, whistle for Mis,
Manning-Tutthorne in that way ! Downmght impudence,
Tcallit!™

The Catterwicks, too, were observant. One really hbt
day Mrs. Catterwick shivered in the drawing-room and’

, had said how singular it was that this house should be so

cold in hot weather. She had harped on it with curious,
insistence, as if she suspected something. . . . But what
could you do? Mrs; Smedhurst asked herself. You could
not sit by yourself all day — or be out the whole time, for
that made you nervous of returning. You began to dread
the moment of arriying ut the gate. .

The fact was that they had come to hate the tubes
which had once —and how long ago it seemed!—
appeared to them as such a delightful comgmence
When alone in the house, they would no longer answer —
at least, they would try not to answer — the instrument.
But it exer(:lsed uppn them a kind of fascination. More-
over, often if they failed to reply, a little vase, or some
ochct they va"',led, would f311 down apd Be smashed or
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Mrs. Smedhurst’s thimble, even, be swept off'the table by
her side, as she sat mending, or em,brmdermg the centre
forea cushion cover. . . . Perhaps ft was best to give way
to the thing, to humoucﬁ 1t —, and yet this method was not
always successful either, since if they did not respond the
wery momgnt that the fistrument sounded, it would often
refuse to §Peak and just go on whistling whenever it was
replaced. Q

Then the manifestations began to alter their chatacter.
Mrs. Smedhurst, though she had not been conscious of it
before grew to dlshkc sitting in the drawing-room, because
*of the incessant creaking of those wicker chairs ofrwhich
she had been so proud. Probably, she said to herself for
,her own comfort, they had always done it, ox it might be
due to the wca.ther a fall in the temperature, perhaps,
But her own arguments did not convince her. Often, too,
she heard whisperings outside 1n the large, cold passage,
and when at last, in desperation, she would tiptoc to the
door and fling it open, nobody would be there. The hall
was empty, as she had known it would be, though the
*whispers had only stopped at the very moment she had
opened, the door and had started again as soon as she had
shut it. . . . What could they be saying so sccretvély?
‘what could they be plotting, or Irave been ploiting in the
past? was it somethmg fresh or something that had taken
place long ago? . .. Her heart told hcr they were
plotting.

So far, her hushand and she kad slept well but now,
two nlghts running, they were woken ap by the sound of
thuds and moans, as if someone were being aftacked up-
stairs uﬁEllen s room, and then-by a loud screaming.
Nothin‘.g there, either, for Mr. Smedhurst went up to
look, . It must be rats — though Mrs. Smedhurst
had’ never seen a sign of them —, they told each other;
rats made such strange scuffling soun 8. It must be thc

wind howling” It must be. [But how,sudfenly the wind
220



A PLACE OF ONE’S OWN

had swept down on this soundless summer night.)
After that, the darkness of the long, ]onq nights
became less active, more stealthy. It was silly to, be
, nervous like that, but sleep was rgpossible, there was an
inexplicable sense of expectation and tautness in the air;
no blows or moans, only all night the padding of too quiet,
feet, the clink or crack of httle objects that had been
moved, often in the room itself, the restrdined, vnbearable
stir of® voices hushed for some purpose, the feeling that
something — something appalling — was in preparation
behind thei velvely unfathomable silepce. And if you
turnéd, on the light, 1t was as though you had stopped 2°
play that was in progress by blundering on to the stage.
Then, just as the miscry of this life at Bellingfam
House had overwhclmed them altogether, and they had’
made up their minds, each of them, that they must face
the mystery, discuss it together, and take the decision to
leave and find another home, the disturbances stopped.
The atmosphere in the house cleared, begame ordinary,
so that it could no longer be recognized as the samg plaoe.
During the hours of August sunshine, when a honey-o
coloured haze lay on sca and land, the whole of the
expferiences through which they had passed appeared to
be remote, silly, impossible, though on certain nights theif
fears returned, for a short while and in a diminished form.
But thgy were able once more to sleep, amd thus, in
comparative peace, the days passed quckly.
& . . LI
Mis. Kimber Had been so careless, letting things slip
out of her hand, that Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst were quite .
glad she was lcaving the next day. You could fay what
you liked about Ellen, but she was a well-trained Jervant.
It would be a treat to see her about the place again. .
Mrs. Smedhurst fe]t so tired herself that she was sure'that
she and Mr. Smedhurst ought to go away soon. In spite
of her thriftin&ls, she decided to try and find another good
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servant temporarily to keep Lllen company, and then
Mr. Smedhurst and herself could take a holiday. You
sees it was important to get their merves right, for if i
lcaked out that they copld not sleep there and had become
‘ nervy ’, pegple might guess there was something wrong
with the hqusc and, if thtzy were even obliged to sell it, they
might thep lose on the transaction; a shame it would be,
such a firi e, wel\§ built residence; (that was the word
residence).  Or their friends might even think thenf mad.
¢ Ghosts, indeed !’ she could imagine, could a]most hear,
how Major Manning-Tutthorne would ,promouncco the
Wwords. The very curl of his white moustache by ftself
wo_g}d announce that, to his way of thinking, well-bred
people did not behave in such 2 manner, running away
like little children from a dark corner! It was not done.
« On the other hand, going away for a holiday was,
most emphatically, ‘ done’. She might not know, much
of fashionablc ways, but she knew that. Indeed ©a change
of air * would add to, rather than diminish, local prestige ;
sa%, first'ten days at Hlndhead with walks over the moors
and excursions to that extraordmary ‘ Devil’'s Punch-
Bowl’ —she would never forget it —, and then a few
good shows in London. . . . The train servicefrom New-
borough was wonderful ; one ought to make more use of
it. A change, that was what they needed to put ansend to
such fancie§. But they had better not ‘go away bcfore the
Newborough Cricket Festival, which was-due to open
now in a few days. Mr, Smedhuret always looked forward
to it so much and, besides, there was going-to be a great
- Cricket Ball in the Hotel Superb. They said it Would be a
lovely sjn‘;:'ht and she had persuaded her husband, in spite
of the expense, to take tickets, so that they could watch it
for an hour or two and have supper. (One must have a
little amusement; it took one out of oneself.) Mean-
while, it was nccessary to make the ‘best of things, go out
a great dc'alr dnd enjoy the jair, and thefsense, too, of
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mounting cxcitement which always accompanied ’the
coming of the Cricket Festival. In this perfect weather,
with a healthy crispness in the air and the golden clopds
of sunshine lying over the world, gltering every distance
and every prospect, lengthening or foreshortening it,
there was a charm which Mrs. Smedhurst could pot define.,
And the town was ‘filling up’, not with’ those horrid
trippers — their August orgy was nearly’pver, @hd on the
sands & certain flaccidity, a failure of the communal effort
to enjoy, already manifested itself — but with’nice, sub-
stantial perfong in flannel suits and panamas and the
esoteriy, striped ties of the cricket world, and with wonlen
neatly dressed in tweeds, who sat all day long waiting for
the approaching carmival round the canopied door#®&ys
of the chief hotels. And Major Manning-Tutthorne said”
it was difficult to recognize the Club as the same place,
full as full now, and always at least one member with his
eye clapped to the telescope in the bow window.

So, husband and wife clung to the exterior world,
hoping that its glare would blind them to other, vibra-
tions. Yet they were not cowardly. Moreover, Mr,»
Smedhurst, in spite of his ordinary and unimaginative
outlbok, and Mrs. Smedburst, in spite of her respect for
public opinion, were, bath of them, by nature kind and®
conscienptious. When, therefore, her husband announced
that he,proposed td pass the night in Ellen’$room up-
stairs, in order to be able, if necessary, to ‘assure her, when
she returned the next day, that he 1Tad slepg there and
found nothing wréng with it, Mrs. Smedhurst made no
objection, though she did not much relish the idea of
being alone in their big rpom for the whole niggt. . . .
Still, things had been quiet for the last ten days ordso, the
house seemed all right at present. And in fact, nothing
occurred to disturb her and she slept better than of 12te.

Mr. Smedhurst’s tight began well too. He went up-
stairs about eltven, said go’od-night to M¢2s. Smedhurst,

]
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undfessed, and fell asleep almost immediately. He
rcmembgre&' nothing more until he, woke to find himself
upgn his feet, standing somewhere fa the uncharted darlk-
ness of a strange roopr. . . . For a moment he could
not, try as he might, rccollect where he was. . . . Then
it game back to him.r So unusual was the expcmence
that, though tartled and alarmed, too, by the curious
atmospheu prevefiling around him, e did not have much
time for fear. Consciousness of danger— which,’ after-
wards, he‘could not explain to himself — overwhelmed
every other sensatjon. He must reach the switch at once
fand turn on the light. Groping, he stretched out hjs” arm,
and discovered that he was quite near, almost touchmg,
2 wall. Moving his hand along, he scraped,the edge of
‘a finger against something. He felt it; a large nail, he
perceived. But it was no helping guide to him through
the blackness, for he could not remember ever Jhaving
seen it in the day-time, though it seemed now — as every-
thing does in. the darkness —large enough to have
aktracted anyone’s attention. Presently, however, he
otouched the edge of a frame, and since there was only
one picture hanging in the room, he now knew where he
was and — albeit the process appeared, in the suspénse
e was enduring, to occupy a full hour or more — soon
attained the door and turned on the light.

Yet at first the flooding illumination from the naked
bulb did not help him, afforded no greater sense of
security. He recoiltd from the bmlhance of it as much as
formerly he had wanted to escape frof. the darkness. It
exposed him, he felt, like an animal out of its Hurrow, to
eyes he/éould not gee. He hated this room; something
was wrong with it, something mad and somethmg cruel.
Nevertheless, it was empty, superficially in order. He
could not tell the right tume, for his watch, he now
noticed, had stopped just before twé o'clock — though he
was sure he h&d wound it up before goirfy to bed. (It
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could net, he thought, have stopped lon%, however.)
But, notwithstanding that everything was so nogmal oyt-
wardly, the more helooked back on what had occuryred,
the more uneasy Mr. Smedhurstybecame. After all, he
had never been a sleep-walker. And at the back of his
mind, somethmg remained ; hestried to summon ih up,
to drag it up forward from the troubled recession of his
dreams — a dim, confused memory of’peing hauled out
of highed and propelled towards the wall.

Howbeit, as the minutes drew out, and the sleep he had
left=in so pecuhar a manner becamsg further away, his
fear§ began to be allayed. Now that h1s eyes had grbwu
accustomed to the light, everything was ordinary again
with no undercurrent to it. Almost, he was ashan@@d of
himself. It just showed what nerves would do, for hé
supposed he must have been — well, nervous, all the®
previqus evening, and his effort not to show it had only
made matters worse. (He went back to examine the nail
on which he had caught his hand; a mail stouter than
usual and driven well into the wall, about a foot aboveshis
head. . It was strange that he had not noticed it
before, it was so prominent.) No, he did not feel nervous
any longe?, only relieved for some reason or other to be
awake, to be alive. Hexmoked a cigarette — how delight-
ful to,be able to smoke a cigarette ! —, then returned to
bed and read a miagazine and dozed, with the light on,
until dawn ;~ when he fell 1nto a profoimd and delicious
sleep until Mrs. Kimbsr called him.”

The next m#rning his emotions of the mght before
and its ificidents scemed merely foolish, Why sp011 such,
a lovely day — 1t was the,first of Septgmber and® ;;16 of the
best days he ever remembered — by thinking abouk things;
why spoil 1t for Mrs. Smedhurst by confiding in her the
long rigmarole of his adventures ? After all, they amdunted
to nothing. So t0 18 Mrs. Smedhurst and himself enjoy,
instead. the Markle of the golden air, the indescribable
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cleanlimess of air and light which this northern town
manifested on such days as this — though, indeed, a day
such, as this was rare, even here, in dear old Ncwborough,
Mr. Smedhurst’s heart sjwarmed to the place. He loved
it, and was looking forward with the utmost eagerness to
the {Cricket Festival, which would open: the day after
to-morrow. Already, in his mind’s ear, he could perceive
the dull wdoden xsponse of the bat to the ball, the eager
hum of interest from the deck-chairs, the roars and cries
of delight or rage from the crowded tiers of seats at the
back; could see, ip his mind’s eye, the enormous tents
i the President and of the various cricketing clubg, the
confetti-like gaiety of the onlookers, and the shifting score
on e blackboards, let, like eyes,sinto the contorted
dcarlet pavilion. In the face of real things, such as

“cricket, how fantastic the events of last night seemed !

Besides, reaction had set in; now being at peace with the
world, he could not bear to upset anyone. He couyld see
that Mrs. Smedhurst had been worrying lately, so why
disturb fér further 7 How couid he, for nstance, tell her
of anything so ridiculous as the incident of the nail? He
could naot; he resolved, therefore, not to say anything,
And, having made this decision, he saw it was inpossible,
when he had not told his own wifeg to say anything about
it to Ellen either. .
Thus wifen, after Mr. and Mrs. Sthedhurst returned
from an excellent 'dinner — no, luncheon —at a café on
the West Cliff to {ifd that Ellen had made her appear-
ance, Mr. Smedhurst felt still more sure ‘f the correctness
of the line he was taking, and contented hinfself with
telling Ellen, in front of Mrs. Smedhurst, that he had slept
the prevfous night in her room and had found it quite all
right. (Subsequently, he blamed himself bitterly for this
* deception ’, he ought to have told hig wife and sought
her advice; he ought, further, to have possessed the
courage of his 6wn instincts, and to haye érdered Ellen
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not to sleepin that particular 10om again.) ,

For her part, Ellen had been restored by heg holiday
and was glad to be back in Beliingham House. The pay,
nineteen shillings a week, was goog‘l{l and she liked Mr. and
Mrs. Smedhurst.  In rather a shamefaced manner she
admitted that she had quite overcome her silly farxies,
She must have been tired, she supposed, what with getting
the house ready, and one thing and Janothdr. But it
should not happen again, she promised them that. .

“ And you look tired, too, moom,” she added. * It
must be the a%r like what you said. ” (Mus. Smedhurst
was glad the girl had proved so sens1b1e ; that was just it}
Mr. Smedhurst and herself would be all the better, too,
for a changg of air.)w

That night, as she foretold, Ellen was not in the least
nervows. She got out of bed to turn out the light, and
returned through the darkness to its shelter without a
qualm. . . . And Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst also felt the
safer because she was in the house. 5 ’

All the same, Mrs. Smedhurst did not like the ¢ feel ’
of the place that evening, and was glad Mr. Smedhurst
wal sleeping in her room. There was something odd about
it. Tor cxmmple though it was so late in the summer, and
the ais, in spite of its Newborough freshness, was warm,
warmeql through by an uncommonly hot Season, she
found 1t so chilly in her bedroom that she was obhged to
ask Mr. Smedhurst to~take an extra blanket out of the
cupboard and puf it on the bed. . She must not “let
herself go™, she reflected, as she 1ay ‘there waiting for Mr.»
Smedhurst to rejoin her. "It would never do. —\{n order
to avoid this process of disintegration, she concéntrated
upon pleasant things, thought how glad she was that
Mr. Smedhurst was loolnng forward so enthusmstlcahy to
the Newborough Cricket Festival —it would keep him
occupred — ahd meditatgd upon the perfeétion of Church
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Parade two mornmgs before. . It had been lovely,
. Then she dwelt on how comfortable they would be,
now that they had seen the last of Mrs. Kimber, . . . It
was a blessing, too, to ,rhave a third person in the housc
again.
. But that took her back ; why, she asked herself, should
it be such a rélief? In 1tself that was an admission that
_something kwas w{ong, must be wrong. . The lurking
"sense of uneasiness returned; she fixed her attention,
therefore, dpon the details, so satisfactory in their outer
aspect, of her big hedroom. (Materal objects, she must
Rave felt, were of help in tethering her to the ordinary
world of which she was an inhabitant.) She appraised
thé™Bamfort, beauty, solidity of thesvarious fixtures and
Dieces of furniture. . . . And then, how bright the room
" was, how airy! (A little oo airy, perhaps, too large; in
front of the windows the curtains stirred 1n a cold, strange
breeze that they alone caught in this stillness. . . . How
quiet Mr. Smedhurst was, next door!) Such a fine,
braight rpom. The brass bedstead looked splendid, she said
%0 herself, desperately clinging to the supports she knew.
(She must keep a hold on herselfl) It presented such
a dainty appearance with its cover — over the cenfral
rails — of quilted, tinned-salmon pink, embroidered with
mauve chrysanthemums, and with the brass knobs.catch-
ing the light. (There was no need to be frightened : Mr.
Smedhurst would be herc in a moment.) “And the big,
ivory-painted, cresfent-shaped dressing-table, with the
glass top and electricity attached to th¢ mitror, was just
-what she had always longed for. It was so — well, so
convenieft, like much else in the house; * Like those
spcakmé—tubcs, for instance,” another vo1ce, it seemed
almost, said to her. (Why must her mind revert to such
things? How stupid of her to think of them ! Would M.
Smedhurst neper come in?  She called him but he did not
hear.) Yes, that dressing-table was ideal! #How she had
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longed for one, nearly every day during the last ten years.

. What happy years those last, just beforé M. Smegl-
hursts relirement, h&d been, w1th the vision gradually
turning into reality before their eyies.

As she drew further back into those days, things be-
came better, more reassuring. $nd now, af last, sMr,
Smedhurst entered, in a pair of new pyjamas (he had
always worn a night-shirt until he cam® to li®e in New-
borouyh).

“1 thought you'd never finish undressing, Ernest,”
she nreproac?hed‘ him.

““Why, it’s only just eleven,” he said. “ I wasn’t nforé
than ten minutes.’

Mr. Smedhurst terned out the light, and before®n
they were both snoring in quiet, contented counterpoint.

Suddenly — it was difficult to tell how long they had

been asleep — something woke them. . . . What was it?
. . A heavy silence ensued of a few seconds’ duration,
and then a whistle, The speaking-tube ! . o0

Mr. Smedhurst lumbered out of bed and switched on'
the light as quickly as possible. They looked at each
other. . . ' This was new. Hitherto, the whistle had not
been blown during the might. Neither spoke, but both of
them understood that it would be better to answer, to try
and find out what' was wanted or what was dmiss. Mr.
Smedhurst approached the coiled 1nstrument carefully,
as though 1t were a serpent, unhooked it. . The loud
and prolongtd scream that reached him down it was
almost a word ; it seemed to be trying to form,the word®
“Help!”, An exclamatisn, at any rate, with an immense
urgency implicit in it. So loud was it, that 1t jaired the
air of the wholc room, and Mrs. Srnedhurst still in bed,
plainly heard it. .,. . Then nething more . . . nothlng

“ What 1s 1t what is it? ” Mr. Smedhurst demanded,
but there wad no;nhmg noy except this stepningly inter-
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minable and agonizing silence. . . . * What is»it, what
isdt? ” Qe implored.

‘Then, at last, a voice spoke a féw words; that highe
pitched and childish vopce he had come so much to dread.
But its bitter, senseless tones had now acquired a curious

andadespairing quietness. T
“ ..Mad...mad and useless.. . unwanted.
+ . But ffow it’ssomeone else. Comeup! Come up!”

“I think I’d better go upstairs, dear,” Mr. Smedhurst
said timidly.

““ Not without mre, Ernest,” Mrs. Smedhurst answered,
Putling on.her dressing-gown. And he did not 'try to
dissuade her.

it looked at his watch. It was yast two oiclock. . . .
Then, scmmg the poker — though everything seemed
“very quiet in the house, not a sound overhead — they
advanced into the passage, Mr. Smedhurst going first, and
crept upstairs by the light from their bedroom door, which
they left open behind them. They did not turn on the
switch at the top of the stairs, outside Ellen’s room,
because they could tell by the golden chinks between the
door ang its frame that the light was on in her room. . . .
Still not a sound. . Mr. Smedhurst turned the hardle
softly. . . . The bed was empty ;‘ that was the first thing
they notlced no sign of anyone. . Then by the brilliant
111ummatmﬁ of the one naked bulb they saw Ellen, Jooking
very lonely in this enormous room. She was sitting upon
the floor, against the wall by the door, and with her back
to it, in a curiously, listless att1tudc Her legs were
ﬁstretchedfm front of her, her arms lay limp at her side.
Her round, bucolic eyes were wide open in a fixed and
glassy sfare, and her neck was creased into bulges of flesh
by the cord of her dressing-gown, wound about it and
securtd tightly to a nail on the wall,

. B
Medical eviaence at the inquest proved, however, that
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the cause of death was not suffocation, due to hanging,
but heart-failure from shock. The noose was pot tight
enough to have killed® her. If, as was plain, she had just
been about to hang herself, death had intervened in an-
other manner, and she must have collapsed in the posture
in which Mr. and Mrs. Smedhurst had found her. Therg
was no indication of the nature of the shock she had
received, but her body showed bruise$ on i8, inflicted
appartntly very shortly before her death. ... The
Coroner, commenting on the facts, found tlem rather
diﬂiqult to B'ecgncilc, but said two things stood out: that
Ellen Pycroft was a very highly strung, nervous girl, ind
that death had been due to natural causes, as the jury
had found., No blame, he added, attached to Mr#and
Mrs. Smedhurst.

Soon Bellingham House stood empty again, to be let
or sold — and perhaps stands empty to this day —, the
windows dead, hike the eyes of a corpse, even though it
may be that a mysterious life, or reflectron of life, still
proceeded behind them. And sometimes, when"§ was a
boy and obliged to go through The Dale on a winter day,
when the grey clouds scudded only just over the house-
top? and the rooks’ nests swayed wildly in the north wind,
which ‘whistled at every-angle of every building, I would
notice how the passers-by seemed to hurry on the faster in
the wind’s teeth for the sight of its cold ahd derelict
desolation. And at night, it was said, the wind howled
and screamed and whistled round the torners pf the house
with a partictlar Vehemence. There always seemed to be
wind there, even on fine days. . . . There was alwayse
the wind. _
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Mliss LumsForp always put her aunt away upstairs before
she came down to"dinner, even in the summer. Tt was so
“draughty in the lounge. Usually she played patierice by
herself aft¢rwards until bedtime, or sometimes bridge
with three other ladies of her own age, whd were also
"ookmg afier relatives. Bul to-night she must begin her
packing, for they were gomg down to the country on
M®lay — the first time since the war — with dear old
Miss Flittock and her companion, Miss Brimbleby, and
~it would not do 1o leave everything till the last. Country
air for a month would do them all good — you could see
Aunt Fanny needed it. Aunt Fanny was not rich, and
s0, in addition,.it would be a comfort to be able to share
the expghse, as well as have somcone to talk to. All the
same, Miss Brimbleby was . . . well, rather worldly
and mercenary in her outlook: but then a paid com-
panion “was never like a niece, could not givé the szme
affection: how could she? It was different.

It seemed quite like old times having a holigay —
though lager in the year, September ;” perhaps that was
what was meant” by ¢ staggered holidays ’, ~of which she
had read in_the papers (the papers were so puzzling now,
and difficult to follow, not like what They-used to be).

sThey were taking two Daimler hire cars, 2nd Miss
Flittock’s Bedlington — dear dqg — and her maid would
go dowh with them. It was quite a short run, and the
motors were big enough to put a bed in. . .,. And when
they came back, they werg going to move into the Fair-
lawne Hotel so as to be together. It"would make a lot of
difference to the old ladies — much nicer, that way. Of
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course it°was really too cxpensive, but as Miss Flittock
was rich and took a lot of extras, and was a valuabie cliert,
#nd because Miss Brimbleby had told them how guiet
Aunt Fanny was, and that she a*e so little and gave so
little trouble, the management had agreed to.make spec1a1
terms for her, * -

It was really wonderful the Way-—wmh aﬂll her dis-
abilitics — Aunt Fanny made friends. People would.
often come up to look at her and say, “ Well, Ihope when
I’'m her agg, I shall be like that”. . . . Not that she was
reaﬁy old, bnly seventy-six — whercam Miss Pandlectoss,
who lwed in the room next door and still déd her owmn
hair, was ninety-two, but with all her faculties ahant
her — except for thoSe silly fits of hers, when she thougthet,
she was somebody else. . . . Somebody more important ;
who was it? . . . Miss Lumsford couldn’t remember. ¢

“You’re very distrait to-night, aren’t you?’ her
bridge partner inquired towards the end of the rubber,
and after Miss Lumsford had lost, and had gong upstairs
to bed, this acquaintance had confided in the por‘ter that
she thought Miss Lumsford was gﬁttmg qucer

A broad road and several sets of 1a111ngs still divideq
Hyde Park from Kensington Gardens, the statuc of Peter
Pan, Watts’s Horse, and the groups of shoutlpg, playing
chﬂdren By the Round Pond their cgies filléd the air
under the elm trees. But below, tpwards Kensington
Gore, there is a corner, funning from the Albett Memorial
to the beginning of Gloucester Road, that seems devoted
to old people. Deeply sheltered on each side by banks
loaded with flowers and Howering shrubs, is an asphalt
path, in fine weather lined with seats and chairs. ' From
here you see fothing of the town, only the golden dagoba
that forms the top of Albert the Good’s mosaic shrine.
The rich, closely cropped grass, with the undulating line
of its herbaceous bordersthe beds that fitted so cleverly
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into its shape; all this is varied with semi-exotic'trees and

Frubs, 2ach bearing its own zinc identity disc. And the
flower-beds themselves are full of new varietics of ofd
favourites, or of flowers that have been trained to come
out at thc wrong tlme and are now all ablaze in their
perverted sseason. . S Nature is tame "and easy here,
and the roses smell part1cular]y delicious as their fresh-
ness mingies with the acrid scent of tar {rom somewherc
hidden buf near by.

The sun usually seems to be out in this gorner, even
when it is late autamn, and 1t is here that~the 1nhab:£ants
of “those yellow-stuccoed hotels of South Kensington,
whgse tribes form a city, almost a nation, by themselves,
gather together to sit and talk and"knit. It was always
crowded and everybody appeared to know everybody else
—= or, at least, cerlain sets to know certain other sels — and
this inspired an air of seeming gaiety, of perpetual,”super-
annuated garden party. Passing by, you would hear
women say, while they gave a violent dig with a long
stiletto<like needle at a piece of knitting as in other ages
they would have lunged at a lover’s glowing heart,
“ Really, you would never think you were in London! »
so that, obv10usly, it was the resort of those who would
rather bc in the country or at 4 spa. You never — or
hardly ever — saw children here, but, dogs, lots of dogs.
A border of stegl hoops, and leashes and cries sof per-
emptory affection, kept these off the flowers.

If a child strayed hither with"a nyrse, he would feel
uncomfortable, and his supplanters and substitytes would
set up an intolerable barking. There were fox-terriers,
fussy and 1inquusitive, and rcugh-haired tersiers, with
square- “cut noses, Pomeranians, one or two Dalmatians,
dogs, shaggy a.nd dogs smooth-coated ; some dogs were
clipped and some wore jaZkets ; the,re"were Airedales and
Scotties and Sealyhams and pugs, and one or,two proud but
slinky Bedlirgtonswith mauve fringes,.curled like Parma
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violets. . % . These last looked out of place {ere, where
Quecn VlCtOI‘la. and her son still ruled. They seemed tc»
niodern among these quilted forms and trailing draperses,
'grey waistcoats and grey bowler #hats, as well as every
variety of soft hat,

Nevertheless, *fashion occupied "only the rgmd‘dle of “ther
path, and formed a self-provided pageant for the watchers,
the knitters, solitary or clustered. Somctimcs, it was
plain, those who loved trees and nature regented the
display; thgy would fix their gaze on the leaves, green or
goldn, and® puetend not to see the procession of pre-
sumptive colonels and their wives, though harelly able tc
resist giving a smile and a pat to the accompanying doss
They would®ay noththg, but keep their lips as straight as
parallel straight lines — though, after they had passed
they would bestow a glance of shrewd estimation upor
their Backs, or, 1f grouped, would whisper together. Ar
unwilling backward flicker of the eye on the part of the
victims who had run the gauntlet would show that they
were conscious of their ordeal: but this awareness nevd;
prevented them from walking past again in the ‘opposite
direction. .

But I have kept the chief feature of this walk until the
last. If you stood at eithier end and looked up and down’
the gay and flowery aisle, umbrageous yet dappled with
hot sun? looked at the silks and laces still here extant, and
the hats that were like the good things you used to see
exposed for sale in pelce-time in the windows of the
Maison Lyons, the impression was»of a series of courts
being held, round thrones on which the kings and queens
reclined rather than sat: *for the place was so ajee and
countrified, yet never dull, and so the elder daughter, or
the niece o the companion, or sometimes the,two
daughters, would Wh,g:el hither Yherr mothers or aunts or
protectors in thewr various chairs or on their various trays.

. It meant jusf a quick bolt across Kénsington High
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Street at the broad part. The policeman by the island
vas always kind and held up the traffic for them to pass,
and even the bus conductors, though brought to %o
abrupt a halt, would e kind too, aad try to look bored
and yawn and so not I‘lVCt thewr gaze upon the phenomena
deing shot past undernéath them; creations by Breughel
and Bosch, but adapted to a mechamcal age, suhject to
wheels atid levers and a hundied ingenious devices to
enliven and give speed. It was extraordinary how kind
people were. No trouble seemed too much., And when
they had crossedoover, the attendants abtht new ~brick
pubhc lavatories just outside the garden by the railings
wauld be sure to be therc in the doorway, and would come
out with a smile and a nice word Tor the irfvalid. Miss
Lumsford often said you felt that they would go through
fire and water for Aunt Fanny.

“ And how is Mrs. Hampton-Ditchcote this mdrning,
Miss ?

“Waell . . " don’t you think she looks better to-day,
Mrs. Dingle, now that she’s got that nice new hat? . . .
We're quite smart to-day, aren’t we, dear? .. . All
right, you old dear, don’t try to answer if if’s difﬁgult
You mustn’t worry yoursclf We know you like it.  Yes,
like it. Do you hear her, Mrs. Dmgle she’s telling you
she likes . Yes, Ii’ it. Isn’t she gplendid? And Dr.
Mactavish was. so pleased with her yesterddy. .
We're going for L holiday, too, on Monday — the day
after to-mocrow.’

“ That will b11ng -the roses back to her “cheeks, won’t

" it, Miss T I don’t ‘wonder you’re proud of her!”

They always had a little talk like that, anc then they
wouldturn up a path and soon be in the sirip of paradise
that I have described. The ritual was fhe same every
week-day ; but on Sundéys it was dffferent. Then the
crocodiles that joined together from the ~various hotels
came out larer thet day, for, before leaving their rooms,
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the daughtérs, nieces or companions read prayers to their
captives, bound hanf;! and foot by infirmity, and decled
dut in special Sunday finery, with ribbons .and bows.
When at last they dssued forth, there was less traffic and
in consequence it was easier to cross the rqad; and the
lavatory attendants were wearife their best clothes tos.
And Mrs. Dingle would be sure to say, “And have we
been to church to-day? . .. You look as f vyou had,
Miss. I always love the way you dress Mrs, Hampton-
Ditchcote ,on Sundays — so many of the ladies are just
aliRe., Jt'¢ not easy to be original.”

“1 thought 1t better not to take her te-day,® Miss °
Lumsford would reply. . . . “ Perhaps next Stmd@y,
But it is dreadfully hdt in church, and my aunt was §lways
s0 keen on fresh air, and it 1s not easy to get out.”

That was life on Sunday; but to-day is Saturday, and”
now we can view with a full knowledge the whole scene
as it was on a summer day in early September. The trees,
the sunlight mixing with the leaves, the gay, feathery
shadows, the flowers, in broad bands and spiashes,all
preparing a sort of féte-champétre atmosphere, and then thé
little animated knots of people, each surrounding a chair
or a tray that jutted out into the path, and, in the middle,
the promenade of red-faced men with jutting chins and
arthritic hips, whom we have classified as golonels and
civil sérvants, hobbling along with theiy wives; pale from
too long a §ojourn in southern climes, and dressed in
flowery fant‘asies..‘ that® are the ghosts of garden-parties
given a guarter of a century agos; while, over all, there
spread the noble anthem of free, English dogs, barking’
like drawen string, on ahd on and on, to their hearts’
content. Dear Little Dogs.

Dear Little Dogs! . . . On their ledges and various
supports, the invalids watche® them fondly : there were
old ladies wha sat up with an effort and talked ; there were
old ladies who reglined at full length, so0 that all you could
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see was the front of a baby-cap and two gleammg eyes;
there we=e old ladies, red and rotund, who seemed to he
roasting before an eternal fire, and old ladies who trembled
and shivered as if fixedrand remote in. an arctic world of
their own creation. Some faces were mottled, some
parpie, some jaundiced,"some bore on théir surface large
brown patches, and one, well known, was of a pale and
silvery blué. The worse the condition of the invalds, the
more cheerful their attendants had to appear; their faces
wreathed in smiles, it seemed as though an insane gaiety
inspired them. Thtre was constant movemens, flow,and
chatter from one court to another, though those that
reu;;ged were static. And it was to be noticed that the
gallafit old gentlemen who passed frém time to time and
stopped to talk to invalids, never addressed them in the
conventional second-pelson plural, but all of therd adopt-
ing the same jocose formula, asked, ““ And how are 16z this
morning ! or “ Did we have a good night?” But it
was not easy to fear the replies, for those dear little square-
cuf Scotties or Airedales were bouncing up and down on
their straight, squat legs, barking as though they con-
tained rattles within them. . .
Very strong was the scent of roses this morning, for the
gardeners scemed to take a special pride in this walk and
spent endless hours cherishing each blosgom and sprinkling
it with waler, and seeing that the zinc ' labels were clean
and could be easily.read. The war had made no differ-
ence to this yet, nor much to the general tone of the place.
If men in uniform passed through, they hurried. ~ This
*was no haant for them. One or two soldiers from far away,
Canada or Australia, sometimes strayed here aad sat for
half an hour or so, musing and mute. Miss Lumsford had
been surprised, only the other day, at the bold manner in
which Miss Necker, that‘hornd old "Mrs. Lamberton-
Jenkins’s niece, had accosted them, going ap to talk to
them and offexr thenycigarettes ' | But that was exceptional,

FIFQBS



STAGGERED HOLNDAY

as a rule people behaved beautifully. the old ladies
seemed scarcely to see them. Most of those on trayg movm:l
their heads with dlﬂiculty, so they were obliged, to take a
»special interest in the groups opposjte them.

And here, in friendship, as so ofien in love, the law of
natural selection, which ever favdurs the average, manis
fested itself. Just as people not seldom select mates
because of the opposite qualities they possess, s& here, an
old lady, rubicund and with weak eyes, would plefer the
shade, while the old lady opposite, with mauveé or yellow
skin'and a errjble internal shiver, would prefer the sun
to warm her bones. Since their favourite stands were
immediately recognized as theirs by the laws prevailin
here, no one would dream of usurping another’s j#ich.
In consequence these two would be opposite each other
every fin® day for years; for death comes to this sort of
invalfth by instalments, and there was only one more lot
to pay. Thus confined to staring at each other across the
path, warm friendships would grow up, "often without
speaking, and each old lady would from time to time
flutter a finger or even the end of a mittened hand — or
perhaps her companion might have to take it and wave it
for Her — at her opposite number.

It had been in this precise fashion that Mrs. Hampton-
Ditchcete and Miss Ilittock had met — if met it can be
called. » Mis.. Hampton-D1tchcote spent the smorning
under a weeping acacia that looked  as if it had been
created to shelter a nymph, while Miss Flittack lived in
the brave sunihing. .

“ Look, Aunt Fanpy!” Miss Lumsford weuld say,
‘“ there’s Miss Flittock! *Wave at her, she’s smiling at
you. Shall I run over and tell her how much syou’re
looking forwasd to going to stay with her at Horsham on
Monday ? (How happy you tivo will be, seeing suth a
lot of each othgr ') Y.ook, again: Miss Bnmbleby s help-
ing her to wave ! ”

239



,STAJ«,}GERED IIOLIDAY

e(]ertainl,py, Miss Lumsford reflected, as shersat down
to talketo Miss Brimbleby, 1t was a pretty place and
convenient. It seemed so safe and nice. People were %o
kind., That dear Mrs Dingle — they had made friendse
the day Aupt Fanny had fainted. The doctor had told
Mids Lumsford that sHe could expect this symptom, and
to look out for 1t — but it wasn’t always easy to fell when
_the old 14dy had fainted ; for she wasn’t very mobile or
ammatedf Suddenly, sitting here just as they were this
morning, she realized it had happened, and_had run to
Mrs Dingle in the lavatory. Kind soul, shechad at"once
brought out lavender-water and eau- de-colognc and even

himbleful of brandy, and these cross-Channel restoratives

~had soon pulled the old lady round? It was & relief to feel
there was someonc like that near; for Miss Brimbleby,
though no doubt a charming woman — lots of people
found her charming — was not so practical, not st quick
or resourceful in a tight corner,

Trapquil times, you would have thought, lay ahead
for these old ladies on whom so much carc was lavished.

" But suddenly, that very day, thingq altered. They had
gone back there again at four in the afternoon, it was so |
warm and sunny, and, just as the last invalids were bemg
“wheeled away, a battle took place high above ILondon.
The sirens sounded but no one took much notice. No-
thing ha¢ happened up t1ll now. And the noise orily made
people feel pleasantly that they were ‘in things’.

Miss Lumsford stopped wheeling Aunt Fanny, and
made her take an interest. It was good for her,

“ Losk there, darling,” she cried, *“ more aeroplancs.
Look, you can hardly see them: Up there ! and the pretty
whitefpuffs. They’re chasing one another, do you see,
over there? Puff! Puff! Puff!” .

Aunt Fanny stirred utieasily on her tray.

A fire began that evening, and the first real bombing
of London accurrgd. Once or pwice, the enormous noises
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of the might approached very close to the city of yellow
hotels that secemed. always to exist within sheir swn
protecting fog; very near. It seemed, indeed, a¢ ones
moment as though some vast cxtinct beast or reptile had
been woken from millennmium-old sleep in the Natural
History Museim near by and fiad begun to. bray "at she
strange orange glow that suffused the eastern sky Yet
that first night was not so bad. People webe alert and
amiable and talkative — and there was something to talk,
about — and dinner was nearly over before the noise
bécame Qve;whelmmg Miss Lumsford went upstalrs
then and sat with her aunt, and tried to explain abdui®
what was going on.

“It’s fireworks, durling,” she insisted kindly, * oﬁ’ly fire-
works. You used to love them, do you remember, at
Chelténham? Listen, there’s another — such a fine one ™

"It was difficult to know how much Aunt Fanny took
in, Miss Lumsford thought. What a blessing 1t was that,
though high up, they were so near the lift. Byt 1t woulds
be difficult to dress her aunt and take her down %o the air-
raid shelter. It had looked so damp and dratghty, anid
the old lady would be surc to catch cold, so, as they were
going away s0 soon, 1t was wisc to get on w1th the packing.
The noise could not Continue Like this for long. As she
wrapped things up in tissue-paper, she trieq not to hear
it. But she wished Aunt Fanny had got a dog. What a
comfort an Airedale would be now !, The noise seemed to
be getting worse instead of better! Al the same, she
managed to go*to sIecp .

The next mornigg, Sunday, everything was calm and
fine and quiet, and at®half-past eleven they set out as
usual. Nothing between the hotel and ther gardens
seemed to have been destroycd

After they had crossed theé road, Mrs. Dingle came out
to talk. She looked pale and untldy this morning, quite
unlike herself. But she did not complain..but said :
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“ And did Mus. Hampton-Ditchcote, dear old lady,
mixgd that, dréadful bombing ? .
»  She oughtn’t to speak like that: Aunt Fanny didn’t"
know! But the Lumsfords had always,prided themselves
on showing nothing, so Miss Lumsford restrained her
anger? and merely replied : b
“Not at all'! ” and then added, “ It’s the sirens my
aunt does nett like. " They make her so nervous ; I thought
slie was going to speak when she heard them. But she
doesn’t mind the bombing; not a bit” (“We don’t
mind the bombing, do we, dear ? ”* she asked,the old lady,
otiflying her hair, and tugging at a muslin collar.) “ You
see, she’s used to that sort of thing. Why, my mother told
me th&: Aunt Fanny, before her iliness, often used to go
out shooting with the men.”
" When they reached the path, embowered in blossom,
it was peculiarly empty, except for a few invalids, wilose
incomes were so close cut to the pension terms in their
hotels that they"could make no preparations for going
away. Fardly any courts were being held, and the usual
promenade of Anglo-Indians did not take place. Some
women still sat knitting, but even they were talking 1 a
lower voice than usual, as if afraid that some German
aefoplane might overhear them. .”. . Sull, 1t was quite
pleasant there, in the sun — except that Aunt Fanny lay
there in the fronded shade, with no complement opposite.
One could not help missing dear old Miss Flittock, and
Miss Brimbleby. No doubt they Itad decided to stay “at
home at Fairlawne to-day and do the ‘packing: Miss
Erimblebyrwas rather the kind of person who liked to
leave things till the last. Never tind, the two old ladies
would sez a lot of one another in the next month, so it did
not matter. There was a new catalpa in blsom to-day,
she nofliced ; creamy blosso@n, yellow ahd pink-tongued,
clustered among broad leaves that, unlike ,other green
trees at this_seasOn, seemed always to hqld the green of
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the spring within them. She pointed it out to Aunt Fanny

“ Look there, darling,” she said. * Even the Hugps
&in’t keep the catalpa from flowering.”

She spoke in a rather loud and.ostentatious voice, and
the kmtters Jowered their tones still further in contra:
diction. Or were they talking abfout her? she swondéredh.
But they couldn’t be. ** Odd ” she heard one of them
say, ‘ odd in her manner.’

About 12.30, just as they were starting home for
luncheon, the alert sounded again. If it had not been
for kind Mss. Dingle, they would nzvew have got home in
time. -But Mrs. Dingle had hurriedly put on her hat and
coat, locked the lavatory door, and helped push Mgs.
Hampton -Bitchcote home on her wheeled tray.

“ Well, we must say good-bye nicely to Mrs. Dmgle
mustn’t 'we?” Miss Lumsford had said to her aunt,-as’
they Teached the hotel. “° We're going away to-morrow
for a month, for a lovely holiday with Miss Flittock and
Miss Brimbleby — you know, Mrs. Dihgle, the two
ladies opposite — an hotel in Horsham. Ohy we're
looking forward to 1t so much. It’s a lovely country place,*
they say, with two converted oast-houses in the 'garden
Say good- bye dear! Good-bye! Do you see, she’s saymg
good-bye! Thank you,"thank you!”

It was really extremely kind of her — especjally as she
was worrying the "whole time m case,she might have
locked someone in. Still no message fr.pm Miss Brimbleby
abcat the motor. It was strange — still, shevwas always
a bit unpunctual, casual, as il were. She was sure to
telephone to-night. Not until after dirmer about half-past
eight did~she receive thc explanation, when the other
guests came up to talk to her and told her that Fasrlawne
had been blewn up last night, with everyone 1n it. The
bodies were still being looked for. h

She didn’t-know what to do — and 1t would be a great
shock Lo Aunt Fanny: what could she tell her?  For Aunt
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Fanny knew all about the holiday, she was sure about
that. And they couldn’t go by themselves, it would bc
muech toonexpensive for two people alone: on the othér
hand, 1f she started unpacking, Aunt Fanny would notice
that at once — she was so sharp — and begin that funny
BOISE, 11kcasomeonc huraming, that she nlade sometimes.

. She dcc1ded to say that Miss Flittock had got a shight
cold and €he holiday was ‘ put off >. But just as she was
telhng the old lady this, the bombing began again — and
without the sirens soundmg first.

Really one could hardly hear oneself speak 4 Y Sugdénly
§he” felt anmoyed, overwrought. Something in the way
her aunt lay there and said nothmg annoyed her. Miss
kumSiord began to shout,

“ They’re bombs you hear ! Bombs! The same things
that killed Miss Flittock and Miss Brimbleby. Can’t you
hear, can’t you answer? Do speak; I’'m tired of vays
doing the talking ” — and she gave her aunt a slight
shake. ¢ Thereitis again! Bang! It’sa bomb!”

* Aftezwards she regretted having spoken like that: but
the old Tady naturally hadn’t taken it 1n. She said no-
thing more about the holiday, and decided tg leave the
unpacking until the next day.

All that-night her aunt had been very restless. *It had
been impdssible 10 sleep. And then, about six, she had
seemed to be quieter. Miss Lumsford woke at nine (how
late they were!) and 0pcncd up. At first she hdfdly
remembered — and then it came back to her. But really
now she®didn’t bOther much about the night and its
happenings ; had forgotten the Way she had spcken to her
aunt, fould not worry over Miss Tllttock and Miss
Bmmbleby—— that was pagt. What could Jou do about
it? She ordered her aunt’s breakfast and took in the tray
herself. She propped up a pillow or twomnd began to
feed the old lady. But Aunt Fapny was.still in one of her
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* difficult moods, and would not co-operate, but kept her
mouth open. Wcll you can’t make pcople eatr If
‘won’t, they won’t. And one meal more or less~ the d(,ctoxs :
say, makes no difference. But it was trying of her, when
everyone was lired. . »

Miss Lumsford had difficulty®too, later,’inedressing the
old lady. She began to feel angry wjth her agan. Of
courge, partly 1t was her illness, but all 1l same she
made no effort, none at all. Indeed, to-day,she seemed
if anything, to be resisting the clothcs that her niece was
putting ot her. (It reminded Miss lbumsford of how she
used-to dress her doll, oh, so long ago now!) No, she®
ought to iry more. If she didn’t make more effort sgon,
Miss Lurhsford deétided she would give her &nother
shaking, But no, she mustn’t: after all, her aunt de-
pcnded on her,

chntually she finished dressing her. It was a hot day
again, by the look of it, so she put a mce wide, lacy hat
on the old lady’s head, with a transphrent brlm that-
shaded the eyes. And then she gotl her somehow inther
chair without having to call Elsie, the housemaid, to help.
(Somehow or other, she wanted to do things By hersell
this mommg, didn’t feel inclined to have a lot of people
runnmg in and out of the room.) She went into the
passage, rang for the Lift, wheeled her aunt into it, took 1t
down] and thelcd her out of 1t, thraugh the hall, into
the open air. Yes, it was a lovely morning again.

=After they had reached Kensington Gore and crossed

the road in the fisual manner, Mrs: Dmglc came out agamn
to speak to her. 2

“ Oh; Miss Lumsford,” she sad, ° what a dreadful
night! . I don’t think you should have brought the
poor old Iauy out again this morning. You said you were
going away. It would be much better for her, Therc’ll be
another atta~k soon, I expect.”

Miss Lumsford ktpt her temper and déd not explain,
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though she would have liked to argue. (She felt Yike that,
thin mormngr) She merely said to the figure on the tray! .
chitix : - '

“ We can’t wait in all day, can we,-Aunt Fanny?

¢ The particular immobility which the invalid showed
this rorning attracted Mrs. Dingle’s atiention.

1 know Mr. Fowler, next door, wants to say good-
morning, Miss,” she said, and fetched him to have a look.
They both gazed cunously at the old lady, who was
slaring in a fixed way beneath her lace hat.

As Miss Lumsford passed on, wheeling her*charge in
“ffonf of her,<the two attendants looked at each other.

““ Well, whatever do you think of that Alfred ?” Mrs,
l}tngléoasked

‘““Searecrow’s a bit potty, I should say,” he replied.
™ There’s something wrong there! Better téll the.
constable.” wr

Miss Lumsford settled hersell and her aunt in the

~usual plage, unter the acacia. FEverything seemed s
quict. Even the day seemed depressed. The litile
Paradise Wwas empty excepl for the few invalids who were
so poor ¢hey still could not manage to go away. Down
the broad road on to which the street of hotels converged
c6uld be seen the strangest procéision, all the morning
long; of huge old-fashioned motors pounding away %o the
country, carrying their precious freight. Some had beds
in them, with ﬁgurxs lying at full length; others con-
tained sittingh figures, but shaking,"quaking, so that tiey
had to be strapped inte place, shivering over their reins
fike a baby strapped into his chair ;- others, again, bore
figures stiff, yellow, and richly dressed as the images held
high at zeligious festivals.

Miss Lumsford sat with. her back to thetm as they
passed; and between was the barricr of shrubs and flowers,~
a wide stretch of grass, and the line of railings, like spears.
But she could &éar the sound of the traffic, and nd"doubt
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. broughi back to her the idea of their lost holiday. “She
ked a little to her aunt. . o
*“Look, dear! The catalpa has come on womnderfullyy”

she said, - -

But it was no use. Her aunt seemed to take no notiee
>f anything to-day. She could rot help feeling annoyed
again; it was better to employ herself somehow, good for
the nerves. So she was just settling down to kit when a
sergeant of police and a constable passed by... . . They
looked at the old lady rather mtently, she thdeght.

Then thzy turned and came back te her.

“ She oughtn’t to be ’ere, Miss,” the sergeant said te
her. “She’s dead. Look at her eyes, poor old lady t > .

Miss Lumsford began to argue. ®

“Is 1t likely I should wheel about a corpse?” she
asked haughtily — and then suddenly began to faugh.
Peair-of laughter sounded .a the green shade unde:r the

vacia, until the pounding of the huge motos along the
ad obliterated this other sound. Buf she gvas still

.aughing.

THE END
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