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MR LOVEDAY’S LITTLE OUTING

I

‘Y ou will not find your father greatly changed,’ remarked
Lady Moping, as the car turned into the gates of the County
Asylum.

‘Will he be wearing a uniform?” asked Angela.

‘No, dear, of course not. He is receiving the very best
attention.’
. It was Angela’s first visit and it was being made at her
own suggestion.

Ten years had passed since the showery day in late sum-
mer when Lord Moping had been taken away; a day of
confused but bitter memories for her; the day of Lady
Moping’s annual garden party, always bitter, confused that
" day by the caprice of the weather which, remaining clear
and brilliant with promise until the arrival of the first
guests, had suddenly blackened into a squall. There had
been a scuttle for cover; the marquee had capsized; a
- frantic carrying of cushions and chairs; a table-cloth lofted
to the boughs of the monkey-puzzler, fluttering in the rain;
. a bright period and the cautious emergence of guests on to
the soggy lawns; another squall; another twenty minutes of
.sunshine, It had been an abominable afternoon, culmin-
ating at about six o’clock in her father’s attempted suicide.

Lord Moping habitually threatened suicide on the occa-
sion of the garden party; that year he had been found black
in the face, hanging by his braces in the orangery; somc
neighbours, who were sheltering there from the rain, set
him on his feet again, and before dinner a van had called
for him. Since then Lady Moping had paid seasonal calls at
the asylum and returned in time for tea, rather reticent of
her cxperience.

Many of her neighbours were inclined to be critical of
Lord Moping’s accommodation. He was not, of course, an
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‘Lord Moping is quite ready to sec you,” said the doctor.

‘How is he?’ :

Oh, very well, very well indeed, I'm glad to say. He had
rather a masty cold some time ago, but apart from that
his condition is excellent. He spends a lot of his time in
writing.’

They heard a shuffling, skipping sound approaching
along the flagged passage. Outside the door a high peevish
voice, which Angela recognized as her father’s, said: ‘I
haven’t the time, I tell you. Let them come back later.’

A gentler tone, with a slight rural burr, replied, ‘Now
come along. It isa purely formal audience. You need stay
no longer than you like.

. Then the door was pushed open (it had no lock or fasten-
ing) and Lord Moping came into the 100m. He was attended
by an elderly little man with full white bair and an cx-
pression of great kindness. .

“That is Mr Loveday who acts as Lord Moping’s at-
tendant.’

‘Secietary,’ said Lord Moping. He moved with a jogging
gait and shook hands with his wife. -

“This is Angcla. You remember Angela, don’t you?”

‘No, T can’t say that I do. What docs she want?’

" “We just came to sce you.’

“Well, you have come at an exceedingly inconvenient
time. I am very busy. Have you typed out that letter to the
Pope yet, Loveday?*

‘No, my lord If you remember, you asked me to look up
the figures about the Newfoundland fisheries first?’

‘So I did. Well, it is fortunate, as I think the whole letter
will have to be redrafted. A great deal of new information
has come to light since lunchcon. A great deal . . . You scc,
‘my dear, I am fully occupicd.’ He turned his restless, quizzi-
cal cyes upon Angela. ‘I suppose you have come about the
Danube. Well, you must come again later. Tell them it will
 bé all right, quite all right, but I have not had time to give
my full attention to it. Tell them that.’

‘Very well, Papa.’
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‘Anyway,’ said Lord Moping rather petulantly, ‘it is a
matter of secondary importance. There is the Elbe and the
Amazon and the Tigiis to be dealt with first, e¢h, Loveday?
<« . Danube indeed. Nasty little river. I'd only call it a stream
myself. Well, can’t stop, nice of you to come. I would do
morc for you if I could, but you sece how I'm fixed. Write
to me about it. That’s it. Put it in black and white.

And with that he left the room.

‘You see,’ said the doctor, ‘he is in excellent condition.
He is putting on weight, eating and sleeping excellently. In
{act, the whole tone of his system is above reproach.’

The door opened again and Loveday returned.

‘Forgive my coming back, sir, but I was afraid that the
young lady might be upset at his Lordship’s not knowing
her. You mustn’t mind him, miss. Next time he’ll be very
pleased to sec you. It’s only today he’s put out on account
of being behindhand with his work. You see, sir, all this
weck I’ve been helping in the library and I haven’t been
able to get all his Lordship’s reports typed out. And he’s
got muddled with his card index. That’s all it is. He doesn’t

mean any harm.’
“What a nice man,’ said Angela, when Loveday had gone

back to his charge.

“Yes, I don’t know what we should do without old Love-
day. Everybody loves him, staff and patients alike.’

‘I 2emember him well. It’s a great comfort to know that
you are able to get such good warders,’ said Lady Moping;
‘people who don’t know, say such foolish things about
asylums.’

‘Oh, but Loveday isn’t a warder,” said the doctor.

‘You don’t mean he’s cuckoo, too?’ said Angela.

The doctor corrected her.

‘He is an wmafe. It is rather an interesting case. He has
been here for thirty-five years.’

‘But I've never seen anyone saner,’ said Angela.

‘He cettainly has that air,” said the doctor, ‘and in the
last twenty years we have treated him as such. He is the life
and soul of the place. Of course he is not one of the private .
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patients, but we allow him to mix freely with them. He
plays billiards excellently, does conjuring tricks at the con-
cert, mends their gramophones, valets them, helps them in
their crossword puzzles and various — er — hobbies. We allow
them to give him small tips for services rendered, and he
must by now have amassed quite a little fortune. He has a
way with even the mwost troublesome of them. An invaluable
man about the place.’

‘Yes, but why is he here?’

‘Well, it is rather sad. When he was a very young man he
killed somebody ~ a young woman quite unknown to him,
whom he knocked off her bicycle and then throttled. He
gave himself up immediately afterwards and has been here
ever since.’

‘But surely he is perfectly safe now. Why ishe notlet out?’

_ “Well, T suppose if it was to anyone’s interest, he would
be. He has no relatives except a step-sister who lives in
Plymouth. She used to visit him at one time, but she hasn’t
been for years now. He’s perfectly happy here and I can
assure you we aren’t going to take the first steps in turning
him out. He’s far too useful to us.’

‘But it doesn’t seem fair,’ said Angela.

‘Look at your father,” said the doctor. ‘He’d be quite
lost without Loveday to act as his secretary.’

‘It doesn’t seem fair.’

2

Angela left the asylum, oppressed by a sense of injustice
Her mother was unsympathetic.

“Think of being locked up in a looney bin all one’s life °

‘He attempted to hang himsclf in the orangery,” rephed
Lady Moping, “in front of the Chester-Martins.

‘I don’t mean Papa I mean Mr Lovcday.’

‘I don’t think I know him *

“Yes, the looncy they have put to look after papa.’
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. “Your father’s sccretary. A very decent sort of man,’I
thought, and eminently suited to his work.’

Angela left the question for the time, but returned to it
again at luncheon on the following day. -

‘Mums, what does one havc to do to get people out of
the bin?’

*The bin? Good gracious; child, I hope that you do not
anticipate your father’s return fese.’ )
" ‘No, no. Mr Loveday.”"

‘Angela, you seem to me to be totdlly bemused. I sceitwas |
a mistake to take you with me on our little visit yesterday.’

After luncheon Angela disappeared to the library and was
" soon immersed in the Iunacy laws as represented in the
encyclopedla

She did not re-open the sub_]cct with her mother, but a
fortnight later, when there was a question of taking some
pheasants over to her father for his eleventh Certification
Party she showed an unusual willingness to run over with
them. Her mother was occupied with other interests and
noticed- nothing suspicious.

Angela drove her small car to the asylum, and, after de-
livering the game, asked for Mr Loveday. He was busy at
.the time making a crown for one of his companions who
expected hourly to be anointed Emperor of Brazil, but he
left his work and enjoyed several minutes’ conversation with
her They spoke about her father’s health and spirits. After a
time Angela remarked, ‘Don’t you ever want to get away?’

Mr Loveday looked at her with his gentle, blue-grey eyes.
‘T’ve got very well used to the life, miss. I'm fond of the poor
people here, and 1 think that several of them are quite fond
of me. At least, I think they would miss me if I were to go.’

‘But don’t you ever think of being free again?* "

‘Oh yes, miss, I think of it — almost all the time I think -
of it.?

‘What would you do if you got out? There must be
something you would sooner do than stay here.’

The old man fidgeted uneasily. ‘Well, muss, it sounds un-
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gratefn], but T can’t deny I should welcome a little outing
once, before I get too old to enjoy it. I expect we all have
our secret ambitions, and there is one thing I often wish I
could do. You mustn’t ask me what . . . It wouldn’t take
long. But T do feel that if T had done it just for a day, an

_afternoon even, then I would die quiet. T could settle down
again casicr, and devotc myself to the poor crazed people
here with a better heart. Yes, I do feel that.’

~ There were tears in Angela’s eyes that afternoon as she
drove away, ‘He shall have his little outing, bless him,’ she
said,

, 3

From that day onwards for many weeks Angela had a new
purpose in life, She moved about the ordinary routine of
her home with an abstracted air and an unfamiliar, reserved
courtesy which greatly disconcerted Lady Moping.

“I believe the child’s in love. I only pray that it isn’t that
uncouth Egbertson boy.’

She read a great deal in the library, she cross-examined
any guests who had pretensions to legal or medical know-
ledge, she showed extreme goodwill to old Sir Roderick
Lanc-Foscote, their Member. The names ‘alienist’, ‘bar-

- Tister’ or ‘government official’ now had for her the glamour
that formerly surrounded film actors and professional wrest-
lers, She was a woman with a causc, and before the end
of the hunting secason she had triumphed. Mr Loveday
achieved his liberty.

The doctor at the asylum showed reluctance but no real

. Opposition. Sir Roderick wrote to the Home Office. The
necessary papers were signed, and at last the day came when
Mr Loveday took leave of the home where he had spent
such long and useful years

His departure was marked by some ceiemony. Angcla
and Sir Roderick Lane-Foscote sat with the doctors on the
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stage of the gymnasium. Below them was assembled every-
one in the institution who was thought to be stable enough
to endure the excitement.

Lord Moping, with a few suitable expressions of regret,
presented Mr Loveday on behalf of the wealthier lunatics
with a gold cigarette case; those who supposed themselves
to he emperors showered him with decorations and titles of
honour. The warders gave him a silver watch and many of
the non-paying inmates were in tears on the day of the
preseritation.

The doctor made the main spcech of the afternoon. ‘Re-
member,’ he remarked, ‘that you leave behind you nothing
but our warmest good wishes. You are bound to us by ties
that none will forget. Time will only deepen our sense of
debt to you. If at any time in the future you should grow
tired of your life in the world, there will always be a wel-
come for you here. Your post will be open.’

A dozen or so variously afflicted lunatics hopped and
skipped after him down the drive until the iron gates opened
and Mr Loveday stepped into his'freedom. His small trunk
had already gone to the station; he elected to walk. He had
been reticent about his plans, but he was well provided with
money, and the general impression was that he would go
to London and enjoy himself a little before visiting his step-
sister in Plymouth.

It was to the surprise of all that he returned within two
hours of his liberation. He was smiling whimsically, a gentle
self-regarding smile of reminiscence.

‘T have come back,’ he informed the doctor ‘I think that
now T shall be here for good.’

‘But, Loveday, what a short holiday. I’'m afraid that you
have hardly enjoyed yourself at all.

‘Oh yes, sir, thank you, sir, I've enjoyed myself very much.
I"d been promising myself one little treat, all these years.
It was short, sir, but most enjoyable. Now I shall be able
to settle down again to my work here without any

regrets.’
Half a mile up the road from the asylum gates, they later -
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discovered an abandoned bicycle. It was a lady’s machine

" of some antiquity. Quite near it in the ditch lay the strangled
body of a young woman, who, riding home to her tea, had
chanced to overtake Mr Loveday, as he strode along, musing
on his opportunities.



CRUISE
(LETTERS FROM A YOUNG LADY OF LEISURE)

S.S. Glory of Greece
DarriNg,

Well Isaid I would write and so I would have only good-
ness it was 1ough so didnt. Now everything is a bit more
alright so T will tell you. Well as you know the cruise started
at Monte Carlo and when papa and all of us went to Vic-
toria we found that the tickets didnt include the journey
there so Goodness how furious he was and said he wouldnt
go but Mum said of course we must go and we said that too
only papa had changed all his money into Liri or Franks on
account of foreigners being so dishonest but he kept a shilling
for the porter at Dover being methodical so then he had to
change it back again and that set him wrong all the way to
Monte Carlo and he wouldnt get me and Bertie a sleeper
and wouldnt sleep:himself in his through bcmg SO angry
Goodness how Sad.

Then everything was much more alright the purser called ..
him Colonel and he likes his cabin so he took Bertie to the
casino and he lost and Bertie won and I think Beitie got a
.- bit plastered at least he made a noise going to bed he’s in
the next cabin as if he were being sick and that was before
we sailed. Bertie has got some books on Baroque art on
account of his being at Oxford.

Well the first day it was rough and I got up and felt odd |
- in the bath and the soap wouldnt work on account of salt
water you see and came mto breakfast and there was a list
of so many things including steak and onions and there was
a corking young man who said we are the only ones down
may I sit here and it was going beautifully and he had steak
and onions but it was no good I had to go back to bed just
when he was saying there was nothing he admired so much
about a girl as her being a good sailor goodness how sad.
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The thing is not to have a bath and to be very slow in all
-movements. So next day it was Naples and we saw some
Bertie churches and then that bit that got blown up in an
carthquake and a poor dog killed they have a plaster cast
- of him goodncss how sad. Papa and Bertic saw some pic-
- tures we weren’t allowed to sce and Bill drew them for me
afterwards and Miss P. tried to look too. I havent told you
-about Bill and Miss P. have I? Well Bill is rather old hut
clean looking and I don’t supposc hes very old not really
I mean and he’s had a very disillusionary life on account of
his wife who he says I wont say a word against but she gave
him the raspberry with a foreigner and that makes him hate
foreigners. Miss P. is called Miss Phillips and is lousy she
wears a yachting cap and is a bitch. And the way she
makes up to the second officer is no ones business and its
clear to the meanest intelligence he hates her but its part
of the rules that all the sailors have to pretend to fancy the
passengers, Who else is there? Well a lot of old oncs Papa
is having a walk out with one called Lady Muriel some-
thing or other who knew uncle Ned. And there is 2 honcy-
‘moon couple very embarrassing. And a clergyman and a
lovely pansy with a camera and white suit and lots of
families from the industrial north.

So Bertie sends his love too. XXX

Mum bought a shawl and a Lé%—gé“ - lava.
"5‘0
pos'ref 1}?«

;1’!

This is a picture of Taorrmna: qugl a4 }1
V. funny because Miss P gd left ﬁ%d ‘made

with second officer and he wa,s\nt allowed asho
came to getting into cars Miss . }Tad\_m/}fd@
family from the industrial northi- ’3 ¥ ok (3¢

58 Gla(y of Greece
Darling,
- Hope you got P.C from Sicily. The moral of that was
, not to make chums with sailors though who I've made a
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chum of is the purser who’s different on account he leads a
very cynical life with a gramophone in his cabin and as
many cocktails as he likes and welsh rabbits sometimes and
I said but do you pay for all these drinks but he said no
that’s all right.

So we have three days at sca which the clergyman said is
a good thing as it makes us all fricndly but it hasn’t made
me friendly with Miss P. who won’t leave poor Bill alone
not taking any more chances of being left alone when she
goes ashore. The purser says theres always someone like her
on board in fact he says that about everyone except me
who he says quite rightly is different goodness how decent.

So there are deck games they are hell. And the day be-
fore we reach Haifa there is to be a fancy dress dance. Papa
is very good at the deck games especially one called shuffle
board and eats more than he does in London but I daresay
1ts alright. You have to hire dresses for the ball from the
barber I mean we do not you. Miss P. has brought her own.
So I’'ve thought of a v. clever thing at least the purser sug-
gested it and that is to wear the clothes of one of the sailors
I tried his on and looked a treat. Poor Miss P.

Bertie is madly unpop. he wont play any of the games
and being plastered the other night too and tried to climb
down a ventilator and the second officer pulled him out
and the old ones at the captains table look askance at him,
New word that. Literary yes? No?

So I think the pansy is writing a book he has a green
fountain pen and green ink but I couldnt see what it was.
XXXX Pretty good about writing you will say and so I am.

POST-CARD

This is a photograph of the Holyland and the famous sea
of Gallillee. It is all v. Eastern with camels I have a Iot to
tell you about the ball Such goings on and will write very
soon. Papa went off for the day with Lady M. and came
back saying enchanting woman Knows the world.
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S.S. Glory of Greece
Darling,

Well the Ball we had to come in to dinner in our clothes
-and everyone clapped as we came downstairs. So' I was
pretty late on account of not being able to make up my
mind whether to wear the hat and in the end did and
looked a corker. Well it was rather a faint clap for me con-
sidering so when I looked about there were about twenty
girls and some women all dressed like me so how cynical
the purser turns out to be, Bertie looked horribly dull as an
apache. Mum and Papa were sweet. Miss P. had a ballet
dress from the Russian ballet which couldnt have been
more unsuitable so we had champagne for dinner and were
jolly and they threw paper streamers and I threw mine
before it was unrolled and hit Miss P. on the nose. Ha ha.
So fecling matey I said to the steward isnt this fun and he
said yes for them who hasnt got to clear it up goodness how
Sad. -

Well of course Bertie was plastered and went a bit far
particularly in what he said to Lady M. then he sat in the
cynical pursers cabin in the dark and cried so Bill and I
found him and Bill gave him some drinks and what do you
think he went off with Miss P. and we didn’t sce cither of
them again it only shows into what degradation the Demon
Drink can drag you him I mean.

Then who should I meet but the young man who had
steak and onions on the first morning and is called Robert
and said I have been trying to meet you again all the voy-
age, Then I bitched him a bit goodness how Decent.

Poor Mum got taken up by Bill and he told her all about
his wife and how she had disillusioned him with the for-
cigner so tomorrow we reach Port Said d v. which 1s latin
in case you didn’t know meaning God Willing and all to
go up the nile and to Cairo for a week.

Will send P C of Sphinx.

XXXXXX
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POST~CARD

This is the Sphinx. Goodness how Sad.

POST~CARD

This is temple of somcone. Darling I cant wait to tell
you I'm engaged to Arthur. A¥thoiis the one I thought
was a pansy. Bertic thinks egyptian art is v. inartistic.

POST~-CARD

This is Tutankhamens v. famous Tomb. Bertie says it is
vulgar and is engaged to Miss P. so hes not one to spcak
and I call her Mabel now. G how S. Bill wont speak to
Bertie Robert wont speak to me Papa and Lady M. scem
to have had a row theire was a man with a snake in a bag
also a little boy who told my fortune which was v. prosper-

ous Mum bought a shawl.

. POST~CARD

© Saw this Mosque today. Robert is engaged to a new girl
called something or other who is lousy. —T

S 8. Glory of Greece
Darling,

Well so we all came back fiom Egypt pretty excited and
the cynical purscr said what news and I said news well Im
engaged to Arthur and Bertie is engaged to Miss P. and
she is called Mabel now which is hardest of all to bear I
said and Robert to a lousy girl and Papa has had a row

“
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with Lady M., and Bill has had a row with Bertic and
Roberts lousy girl was awful to me and Arthur was sweet
but the cynical purser wasnt a bit surprised on account he
said pcople always get engaged and have quarrels on the
Egyptian trip every cruise so I said I wasnt in the habit of
getting engaged lightly thank you and he said I wasnt
apparently in the habit of going to Egypt so I went speak
to him agamn nor will Arthur.
All Jove.

S.S8. Glory of Gieece
Sweet,

This is Algiers not very eastern in fact full of fiogs. So it is
all off with Arthur T was 1ight about him at the first but
who I am engaged to is Robert which is much better for all
concerned really particularly Arthur on account of what I

" said originally first impressions always right. Yes? No?

'

Robert and I drove about all day in thc Botanic gardens
and Goodness he was Decent. Bertie got plastcied and had
a row with Mabel ~ Miss P, again ~ so thats all sight too and
Robert’s lousy girl spent all day on boaid with second
officer. Mum bought shawl. Bill told Lady M about his
disillusionment and she told Robert who said yes we all
know so Lady M. said it was very umeticent of Bill and she
had very little respect for him and didn’t blame his wife or
the foreigner. ’

Love.

POST-CARD

I forget what I said in my last letter but if I mentioned a
lousy man called Robert you can take it as unsaid This is
-still Algicrs and Papa ate drbiwous gysters but 15 all right.
Bertie went to a house full of tarts when he was plastered

-and is pretty unreticent about it as Lady M. would say.
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POST~CQARD

So now we are back and sang old lang syne is that how
you spell it and I kissed Arthur but wont speak to Robert
and he cricd not Robert I mean Arthur so then Bertic apol-
ogised 10 most of the people hed insulted but Miss P. walked
away pretending not to hear. Goodness what a bitch.
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Lapy Amrria had been educated in the belief that it was
the height of impropriety to read a novel in the morning.
Now, in the twilight of her days, when she had singularly
little to occupy the two hours between her appearance
downstairs at a quarter past eleven, hatted and fragrant with
lavender water, and the announcement of luncheon, she
adhered rigidly to this principle. As soon as luncheon was
over, however, and coffee had been served in the drawing-
room; before the hot milk in his saucer had sufficiently
cooled for Manchu to drink it; while the sunlight, in sum-
mer, streamed through the Venectian blinds of the round-
fronted Regency windows; while, in winter, the carefully
stacked coal-firc glowed in its round-fronted grate; while
Manchu sniffed and sipped at his saucer, and Lady Ameclia
spread out on her knees the various shades of coarse wool
with which her failing eyesight now compelled her to work;
while the elegant Regency clock ticked off the two and a
half hours to tea time ~ it was Miss Myers’ duty to read a
novel aloud to her employer.

With the passing years Lady Amelia had grown increas-
ingly fond of novels and of novels of a particular type. They
were what the assistant in the circulating library termed
‘strong meat’ and kept in a hidden place under her desk.
It was Miss Myers® duty to fetch and rcturn them. ‘Have
you anything of the kind Lady Amelia likes?’ she would ask
sombrely, -

‘Well, there’s this just come in,’ the assistant would an-
swer, fishing up a volume from somewhere near her feet.

At one time Lady Amclia had enjoyed love stories about
the irresponsible rich; then she had had a psychological
phase; at the moment her interests were American, in the
school of brutal realism and gross slang. ‘Something else
like Sanctuary or Bessie Cotier, Miss Myers was reluctantly
obliged to demand. And as the still afternoon was disturbed

-
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by her delicately modulated tones cnunciating page by
page, in scarcely comprchencible idiom, the narratives of
rape and betrayal, Lady Amclia would occasionally chuckle
a little over her woolwork

‘Women of my age always devote themsclves cither to
religion or to novels,’ she said. ‘T have remarked among my

few surviving friends that those who 1cad novels enjoy far

better health)’

The story they were 1cading came to an end at half~past
four.

‘Thank you,” said Lady Amclia. “That was most enter-
taining, Make a note of the author’s name, please, Miss
Myers. You will be able to go to the library after tea and
sec whether they have another. T hope you enjoyed it

‘Well, it was very sad, wasn’t it?’

‘Sad?’

‘I mean the poor young man who wrote it must come
from a terrible home’

“Why do you say that, Miss Myers?’

“Well, it was so far fetched.

‘It 15 odd you should think so. I invaiiably find modein
novels painfully reticent. Of course until lately I never read
novels at all. I cannot say what they were like formerly. I
was far too busy in the old days living my own life and
sharing the lives of my friends — all people who came from
anything but terrible homes,” she added with a glance at
her companion; a glance sharp and smart as a rap on the
knuckles with an ivory rules. i

There was half-an-hour before tea; Manchu was asleep
on the hearth rug, before the fireless grate; the sun streamed
in thiough the blinds, casting long strips of light on the

. Aubusson carpet. Lady Amelia fixed her eyes on the em-

broidered, heraldic firescreen; and proceeded drcamily., ‘I

" suppose it would not do. You couldn’t write about the

things which-actually happen. People are so used to novels
that they would not believe them. The poor writers are
constantly at pains to make the truth seem probable, Dear
me, I often think, as you sit, 50 kindly, reading to me, “If

Pl
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ane was just to wrile down quite simply the events of a few
years in any houschold one knows . . . No onc would believe
1t.”” I can hear you yourself, dear Miss Myers, saying, “Per-
haps these things do happen, very otcasionally, once in a
century, in terrible homes™; instead of which they are con-
stantly happening, every day, all round us ~ or at lcast,
they were in my young days.

“Take for enample the extiemely ironic circumstances of
the succession of the present Lord Cornphallip.

‘I used to know the Cornphillips very well in the old
days,’ said Lady Amclia — ‘Etty was a cousin of my

aother’s - and when we were first married my husband
“and I used to stay thete every autumn for the pheasant
shooting. Billy Cornphillip was a zery dull man — very dull
indeed. He was in my husband’s regiment. I used to know
a great many dull people at the time when I was first mar-
ried, but Billy Cotnphillip was notorious for dullness even
among my hushand’s friends. Their place is in Wiltshire.
I see the boy is trying to sell it now. I am not surprised.
It was very ugly and very unhealthy. I used to dread our
visits there.

“Etty was entiiely different, a lively little thing with very
nice eyes, People thought her fast. Of couse it was a verp
good match for her; she was one of seven sisters and her
father was a younger son, poor dear. Billy was twelve years
older. She had been after him for years I remember crying
with pleasuie when T received her letter telling me of the
engagement . . . It was at the breakfast table . . she used a
very artistic kind of writing paper with pale bluc edges and
bows of blue ribbon at the corner . . .

‘Poor Ltty was always being artistic; she tried to do

, something with the house — put up peacocks’ feathers and
painted tambourines and some very modern stencil work —
but the result was always depressing. She made a little gar-
den for herself at some distance from the house, with a high
wall and a padlocked door, where she used to rctire to
think — or 5o she said — for houts at a time She called it
the Garden of Her Thoughts. I went in with her once, as a

/ 3
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great privilege, after one of her quaricls with Billy. Nothing
grew very well there — because of the high walls, I suppose, -
and her doing it all herself. There was a mossy seat in the
middle. I suppose she used to sit on it while she thought.
The whole place had a nasty dank smell . ..

“Well we were all delighted at Etty’s luck and I think
she quite liked Billy at first and was prepared to behave
well to him, in spite of his dullness. You sec it came just .
when we had all despaired. Billy had been the friend of
Lady Instow for a long time and we wete all afraid she
would never let him marry but they had a quariel at Cowes
that year and Billy went up to Scotland in a bad temper
and little Etty was staying in the house; so everything was
arranged and I was one of her bridesmaids.

“The only person who was not pleased was Ralph Bland.
You see he was Billy’s nearest 1elative and would inheritif
Billy died without children and he had got very hopeful as
time went on.

‘He came to a very sad end ~ in fact I don’t know what
hecame of him ~ but at the time of which I am speaking he
was extremely popular, especially with women . . . Poor
Viola Chasm was terribly in love with him. Wanted 1o run
away. She and Lady Anchorage were very jealous of each
other about him. It became quite disagrecable, particularly
when Viola found that Lady Anchorage was paying her"
maid five pounds a week to send on all Ralph’s letters to
sher —-<before Viola had read them, that was what she
minded. He really had a most agreeable manner and said
such ridiculous things . . . The marriage was a great dis-
appointment to Ralph; he was married himself and had
two children. She had a little money at one time, but Ralph
1an through it. Billy did not get on with Ralph — they had
very little in common, of course — but he treated him quite
well and was always getting him out of difficulties In fact
he made him a regular allowance at one time, and what
with that and what he got fiom Viola and Lady Anchorage
he was really quite comfortable. But, as he said, he had his
children’s future to consider, so that Billy’s marriage was a
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great disappointment to him. He even talked of emigrating
+ and Billy advanced him a large sum of money to purchase
a sheep farm in New Zealand, but nothing came of that
because Ralph had a Jewish friend in the city who made
~away with the entire amount. It all happened in a very
unfortunate manner because Billy had given him this lump
sum on the understanding that he should not expect an
allowance, And then Viola and Lady Anchorage were
greatly upset at his talk of leaving and made other arrange-
ments so that in one way and another Ralph found himself
in very low water, poor thing.

~ ‘However he began to recover his spirits when, after two
years, there was no sign of an heir. People had babies very
much more regularly when I was young. Everybody ex-
pected that Etty would have a baby - she was a nice
* healthy little thing — and when she did not, there was a
great deal of ill-natured gossip. Ralph himself behaved very
wrongly in the matter. He used to make jokes about it, my
husband told me, quite openly at his club in the worst pos-
sible taste.

‘I well remember the last time that Ralph stayed with
the Cornphillips; it was a Christmas party, and he came
, with his wife and his two children. The eldest hoy was
‘about six at the time and there was a very painful scene.
I was not there myself, but we were staying nearby with
the Lockejaws and of course we heard all about it. Billy
seems to have been in his most pompous mood and was
showing off the house when Ralph’s little boy said solemnly
and very loudly, “Daddy says that when I step into your
- shoes I can pull the whole place down. The only thing
worth worrying about is the money.”

‘It was towards the end of a large and rather old-
fashioned Christmas party, so no one was feeling in a for-
,gi"ing mood. There was a final breach between the two
cousins, Until then,in spite of the New Zealand venture, Billy
had been reluctantly supporting Ralph. Now the allowance
ceased once for all and Ralph took it in very bad part.

*You know what it is — or perhaps, dear Miss Myers, you
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are so fortunate as not to know what it is — when near rela-
tives begin to quariel. There is no limit to the savagery to
which they will resort. I should be ashamed to indicate the
behaviour of these two men towards cach other during the
' next two or threcyears. No onc had any sympathy with cither.
_ ‘For example, Billy, of couise, was a Conservative. Ralph
came down and stood as a Radical in the General Election
in his own country and got in.

“This, you must understand, was in the days before the
lowér classes began going into politics. It was customary for
the candidates on both sides to be men of means and, in
the circumstances, there was considerable expenditure in-
volved. Much more in fact than Ralph could well afford,
but in those days Members of Parliament had many oppor-
tunities for improving their position, so we all thoughtita
very wisc-course of Ralph’s — the fuist really sensible
thing we had known him do. What followed was wery
shocking. ‘

‘Billy, of course, had 1efused to lend his intetest ~ that
was only to be cxpected — but when the election was over,

. and everybody perfectly satisfied with the result, he did
what I always consider a Very Wrong Thing. He made an
accusation against Ralph of corrupt practices. It was a’

.matter of three pounds which Ralph had given to a gar-
dener whom Billy had discharged for drunkenness. I daresay
that all that kind of thmg has ceased nowadays, but at the
time to which I refer it was univer sally customary. No one

had any sympathy with Billy, but he pressed the charge and
poor Ralph was unseated.

“Well, after this time, I really think that poor Ralph be-
came a little unsettled in his mind. It is a very sad thing,
Miss Myers, when a middle-aged man becomes obsessed by
a grievance. You remember how difficult it was when the
Vicar thought that Major Etheridge was persecuting him.
He actually informed me that Major Etheridge put water
in the petrol tank of his motor-cycle and gave sixpences to
the choir boys to sing out of tune ~ well, it was Iike that with
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. poor Rzlph Hemade up his mind that Billy had deliberately
ruined him. He took a cottage in the village and used to
. embarrass Billy terribly by coming to all the village fétes
and staring at Billy fixedly. Poor Billy was always embar- -
rassed when he had to make a speech. Ralph used to laugh
ironically at the wrong places, but never so loudly that
Billy could have him turned out. And he used to go to public
houses and drink far too much. They found him asleep on
the terrace twice. And, of course, no one on the place liked
.+ 10 offend him, because at any moment he might become
" Lord Cornphillip.

‘It must have been a very trying time for Billy. He and -
Etty were not getting on at all well togcther, poor things,
and she spent more and more time in the Garden of Her
Thoughts and hrought out a very silly little book of sonnets,
mostly about Venice and Florence, though she could never
mdur;;: Billy to take her abroad. He used to think that
forciga ~doking upsect him.

‘Billy forbade her to speak to Ralph, which was very
awkward, as they were always meetmg one another in the
village and had been great friends in the old days. In fact
Ralph used often to speak very contemptuously of his
‘cousin’s manliness and say it was time somcone took Etty
off his hands. But that was only one of Ralph’s jokes, be-

causc Etty had been getting terribly thin and dressing in
* the most artistic way, and Ralph always liked people who
were chic and plump ~ like poor Viola Chasm Whatcver

her faults - said Lady Ameha, ‘Viola was always chic
and plump.’

‘It was at the time of the Diamond Jubilee that the crisis
took place. There was a bonfire and a great deal of merry
making of a rather foolish kind and Ralph got terribly drunk.
He began threatening Billy in a very silly way and Billy
-had him up before the magistrates and they made an order
against him to keep the peace and not to reside within ten
miles of Cornphillip. “ All right,” Ralph said, in front of the
whole Court, “T’ll go away, but I won’t go alone.” And
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will you believe it, Miss Myers, he and Etty went off to

Venice together that very afternoon.

‘Poor Etty, she had always wanted to go to Venice and
had written so many poems about it, but it was a great sur-
prise to us all. Apparently she had heen meeting Ralph for
some time in the Garden of Her Thoughts.

‘I don’t think Ralph ever cared about her, because, as I
say, she was not at all his type, but it scemed to him a very
good revenge on Billy.

‘Well, the elopement was far from successful. They took
rooms in.a very insanitary palace, and had a gondola and
ran up a great many bills. Then Etty got a septic throat as
a 1esult of the sanitation and while she was Jaid up Ralph
met an American woman who was much more his type. So
in less than six weeks poor Etty was back in England. Of
course she did not go back to Billy at once. She wanted to
stay with us, but, naturally, that wasn’t possible. It was
very awkward for everyone. There was never, I think, any
talk of a divorce. It was long before that became fashion-

able. But we all felt it would be very inconsiderate to Billy
if we had her to stay. And then, this is what will surprise
you, Miss Myers, the next thing we heard was that Etty
was back at Cornphillip and about to have a baby. It was
\a son. Billy was very pleased about it and I dor’t believe

at the boy ever knew, until quite lately, at luncheon

th Lady Metroland, when my nephew Simon told him,

a rather ill-natured way.

_ As for poor Ralph’s boy, I am afraid he has come to
little good. He must be middle-aged by now. No one
seems to hear anything of him. Perhaps he was killed
e war. I cannot remember.

d here comes Ross with the tray; and I see that Mrs

-on has made more of those little scones which you
always seem to enjoy so much I am sure, dear Miss Myers,
you would suffer much less from your migraine if you
avoided them. But you take so little care of yourself, dear

Miss Myers . . . Give one to Manchu.’
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~yound the recking dining-ronm of Beclthorpe’s club, 11
Tast awful member had I&t the room znd they were alon
with fhe cold buffe,

I say, 3« ou Lnf,’;. Tve been trying to wobk it out, Tt s

[V

in three years you raid the crop was pound to be right,
was't i‘”‘
‘That's right. old hoy.” . )

*Well, U've been through the sum znd it seems 1o me that
it might bz eighty-one years before it comes right/

‘2vo, no, o}d ba v, three or nine, or at the most twenty-
geven,”

Te ¥ou sure?’

‘Quite . .

‘Good . . you know its zsviul leaving 2Milly hehind. Sup-
Pff«e itis f'l"h**’-on& vears before the x’rop sucezeds. It's the
. devil of a time to expect 2 gird to wait, Soms other blighter
© reight turn up, if you sce what I mean.”

“Tn the Afiddle A \ze., they used to use girdles of chastity.”
“Yes, I Imow. Tve been thinking of them. But they sound
Gamued umcsmbriable. T doubt if T 0Ll would wear ons
even AT knew where to find it
. “Tell you what, old hoy. You ought o give her some-
thing.’ )

‘Hell, I'm alway: gr'mg h\,r thin ngs. She either breaks
them or Iazes them or forgets where she got them.
. “Wou rmust give her mr::ﬂ*bzr 7 she will alway: kave by
Ler, something that will las

‘i “'n‘;,or,r:r' vears??

“Welt, say twenty-seven, Something to remind her of
you)

‘I could give hera p’aotovr'pﬁ. ~ but T might chznge 2
iit i twenty-teven years)”

o, 1o, that would be mot unsx'itable. A photogzraph

wouldr’t do at zil. T Looyr what Td give her, I'd give her
a dog.

‘Qag?’

‘A Leaithy puppy that was over dirtemper and fosked
like Hving a z long *ime. She might cven eall it Hector,

T-ws -3
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‘Would that be a good thing, Beckthorpe?’

‘Best p0551ble, old bhoy.’

So next morning, before catching the boat train, Hector
hurried to one”of the mammoth stores of London and was
shown the livestock department. ‘I want a puppy.’

*Yes, sir. Any particular sort??

‘One that will live a long time. Eighty-6ne years, or
twenty-seven at the least.’

The man looked doubtful. “We have some fine healthy
puppies, of course,” he admitted, but none of them carry
a guarantee. Now if it was longevity you wanted, might I
recommend a tortoise? They live to an extraordinary age
and are very safe in traPﬁc.

*No, it must be a pup.’

‘Or a parrot?’
‘No, no, a pup. I would prefer one named Hector.’

They walked together past monkeys and kittens and
cockatoos to the dog department, which, even at this early
hour, had attracted a small congregation of rapt worship-
peis. There weie puppies of all varieties in wire-fronted
kennels, ears cocked, tails wagging, noisily soliciting atten-
tion. Rather wildly, Hector selected a poodle and, as the
salesman disappeared to fetch him his change, he leant
down for a moment’s intense communion with the beast of
his choice. He gazed deep into the sharp little face, avoided
a sudden snap and said with profound solemnity:

“You are to look after Milly, Hector. See that she doesn’t
marry anyone until I get back.’

And the pup Hector waved his plume of tail.

3

Millicent came to see him off, but, negligently, went to the
wrong station; it could not have mattered, however, for she
was twenty minutes late. Hector and the poodle hung about
the barrier looking for her, and not until the train was
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already moving did he bundle the animal into Beckthorpe’s
arms with instructions to deliver him at Millicent’s address.
Luggage labelled for Mombasa ‘Wanted on the voyage’ lay
in the 1ack above him. He felt very much neglected.

‘That evening as the ship pitched and rolled past the
Channel lighthouses, he received a radiogram: MISERABLL
TOMISS YOU WENT PADDINGTON LIKL IDIOT, THANK YOU
THANK YOUFOR SWEET DOG I LOVE HIM FATHLR MINDS
DREADFULLY LONGING TO HEAR ABOUT FARM DON T
FALL FOR SHIP SIREN ALL LOVE MILLY.

In the Red Sea he received another: BEWARE SIRENS
PUPPY BIT MAN CALLED MIKE. ’

After that Hector heard nothing of Millicent except for
a Christmas card which arrived in the last days of February.

4

Generally speaking, Millicent’s fancy for any particular
young man was likely to last four months. It depended on
how far he had got in that time whether the process of
extinction was sudden or protracted. In the case of Hector,
her affection had been due to diminish at about the time
that she became engaged to him; it had been artificially
prolonged during the succeeding three weeks, during which
he made strenuous, infectiously earnest efforts to find em-
ployment in England; it came to an abrupt end with his
departure for Kenya Accordingly the duties of the puppy
Hector hegan with his first days at home. He was young for
the job and wholly mexperienced; it 1s impossible to blame
him for his mistake in the matter of Mike Boswell.

This was a young man who had enjoyed a wholly un-
romantic friendship with Millicent since she first came out.
He had seen her fair hair 1n all kinds of light, in and out of

.doors, ctowned in hats in succeeding fashions, bound with
ribbon, decorated with combs, jauntily stuck with flowers;
he had seen her nose uphfted in all kinds of weather, had
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He had on the whole an easy task, for Millicent’s naturally
capricious nature could, as a rule, be relied upon, unaided,
to drive her lovers into extremes of irritation Moreover, she
had come to love the dog. She reccived very 1egular letters
fiom_Hector, written weckly and arriving in batches of
three or four according to the mails She always opened

~them; often she read them to the end, but their contents
made little impression upon her mind and gradually their
writer drifted into oblivion so that when people said to her
‘How is darling Hector ?* it came naturally to her to,reply,

" ‘He doesn’t like the hot weather much, I’'m afraid, and
his coat is in a very poor state. I’m thinking of having him
plucked,” instead of, ‘He had a go of malaria and there is
black worm in his tobacco crop.’

Playing upon this affection which had grown up for him,
Hector achieved a technique for dealing with Millicent’s
young men. He no longer growled at them or soiled their

"trouserss that merely resulted in his being turned from the
room; instead, he found it increasingly easy to usurp the
conversation. ) :

Tea was the most dangerous time of day, for then Milli-
cent was permitted 1o entertain friends in her sitting-room;
accordingly, though he had a constitutional preference for
pungent, meaty dishes, Hector heroically simulated a love
of lump sugar. Having made this apparent, at whatever
cost to his digestion, it was casy to lead Millicent on to
aninterest in tricks; he would beg and ‘trust’, lie down as
though dcad, stand in the corner and raise a fore paw to
his ear,

‘What does sucar spell?” Millicent would ask, and Hec-
tor would walk round the tea table to the sugar-bowl and
lay his nose against it, gazing earnestly and clouding the sil-
ver with his moist breath.

‘He understands everything,” Millicent would say in

. triumph.

0
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When tiicks failed Hector would demand to he et out of -
the deor. The young man would be obliged to interiupt
himself to open it. Once on the other side Hector would
scratch and whine for rc-admission.

In moments of extiemc anxicty Hector would affect to he -
sick — no difficult feat after the unwelcome dict of lump
sugar; he would stictch out his neck, retching noisily, till
Millicent snatched him up and carried him to the hall, ’
where the floor, paved in marble, was less vulnerable - but
by that time a tender atmosphere had been shattered and
onc wholly prejudicial to romance created to take its place.

This serics of devices spaced out through the afternoon
and tactfully obtruded whenever the guest showed signs of
leading the conversation to a more intimate phase, dis-
tracted young man after young man and sent them finally
away, bafflcd and despairing.

Every morning Hector lay on Millicent’s bed while she
took her breakfast and read the daily paper. This hour from
ten to eleven was sacred to the telephone and it was then
that the young men with whom she had danced overnight
attempted to renew their friendship and make plans for the
day. At first Hector sought, not unsuccessfully, to prevent
these assignations.by entangling himself in the wire, but
soon a subtler and more insulting technique suggested itself.
He pretended to telephone too. Thus, as soon as the bell
rang, he would wag his tail and cock his head on one side
in a way that he had learned was engaging. Millicent would
begin her conversation and Hector would wriggle up under
her arm and nuzzle against the receiver.

" ‘Listen,’ she would say, ‘someone wants to talk to you.
Isn’t he an angel?’ Then she would hold the receiver down
to him and the young man at the other end would be dazed
by a shattering series of yelps. This accomplishment ap-’
pealed so much to Millicent that often she would not even
bother to find out the name of the caller but, instead, would
take off the receiver and hold it directly to the black snout,
so that some wretched young man half a mile away, feeling,
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perhaps, none too well in the early morning, found himself
barked to silence before he had spoken a word.

At other times young men badly taken with the nose
would attempt to waylay Mallicent in Hyde Park when she
was taking Hector for exercise. Here, at first, Hector would
get lost, fight other dogs and bite small children to keep him-
self constantly in her attention, but soon he adopted a
gentler course. He insisted upon carrying Millicent’s bag for
her. He would trot in front of the couple and whenever he
thought an interruption desirable he would drop the bag;
the young man was obliged to pick it up and restore it first
to Millicent and then, at her request, to the dog. Few young
men were sufficiently servile to submit to more than one
walk in these degrading conditions.

In this way two years passed. Letters arrived constantly
from Kenya, full of devotion, full of minor disasters ~ blight
in the sisal, locusts in the coffee, labour troubles, drought,
flood, the Iocal government, the world market. Occasionally
Millicent read the letters aloud to the dog, usually she left
.them unread on her breakfast tray. She and Hector moved
together through the leisurely routine of English social life.
Wherever she carried her nose, two in five marriageable men
fell temporarily in love; wherever Hector followed their
ardour changed to irritation, shame and disgust. Mothers
began to remark complacently that it was curious how that
fascinating Blade girl never got married.

6

At last in the third year of this régime a new problem pre-
sented itself in the person of Major Sir Alexander Dread-
nought, Bart, #1.p., and Hector immediately realized that
he was up against something altogether more formidable
than he had hitherto tackled.

Sir Alexander was not a young man; he was forty-five and
a widower. He was wealthy, popular and preternaturally
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. nightmare to the poodle. He worked as he had never worked )
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patient; he was also mildly distinguished, being joint-master .
of a Midland pack of hounds and a junior Minister; he bote

‘a war record of conspicuous gallantry. Millie’s father and .

mother were delighted when they saw that her nose was -
having its effect on him. Hector took against him from the .
first, exerted every art which his two and a half years’ prac-
tice had perfected, and achieved nothing, Devices that had
driven a dozen young men to frenzies of chagrin seemed
only to accentuate Sir Alexander’s tender solicitude. When .
he came to the house to fetch Millicent for the evening.he .
was found to have filled the pockets of his evening clothes
with lump sugar for Hector; when Hector was sick Sir
Alexander was there first, on his knees with a page of 77“ ’
Tumes ; Hector resorted to his early, violent manner and bit
him frequently and hard, but Sir Alexander merely re-
marked, ‘I believe I am making the little fellow jealous. A
delightful trait.’ -

' For the truth was that Sir Alexander had been persecuted

‘long and bitterly from his carliest days — his parents, his

sisters, Ius schoolfellows, his company-sergeant and his

§

huntsman and hunt secretary, his election agent, his con-
stituents and even his parliamentary private secretary had

- onc and all pitched into Sir Alexander, and he accepted this

trecatment as a matter of course. For him it was the most J
natural thing in the world to have his ear-drums outraged
‘by barks when he rang up the young woman of his affec-
tions, it was a high privilege to retrieve her handbag when
Hector dropped it in the Park; the small wounds that Hec-
tor was able to inflict on his ankles and wrists were to him
knightly scars. In his more-ambitious moments he referred
to Hector in Millicent’s hearing as ‘my little rival’. There
could be no doubt whatever of his intentions, and when-he
asked Millicent and her mamma (o visit him in the country,
he added at the foot of the letter, “Of course the invitation - _
includes Hector,? .

The Saturday to Monday visit to Sir Alexander was a
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before; every artifice by which he could render his presence

odious was attempted and attempted in vain. As far as his
host was concerned, that is to say. The rest of the household

responded well enough, and he received a vicious kick when,

through his own bad management, he found himself alone
with the second footman, whom he had succeeded in up-
setting with a tray of cups at tea-time.

Conduct that had driven Millicent in shame from half the

stately homes of England was meekly accepted here. There

were other dogs in the house — elderly, sober, well-behaved
animals at whom Hector flew; they turned their heads sadly
away from his yaps of defiance, he snapped at their cars.

, They lolloped sombrely out of reach and Sir Alexander had
" _them shut away for the rest of the visit.

There was an exciting Aubusson carpet in the dining-

- room to which Hector was able to do irreparable damage;

Sir Alexander seemed not to notice. \
Hector found a carrion in the park and conscientiously

" rolled in it — although such a thing was obnoxious to his

nature ~ and, returning, fouled every chair in the drawing-
foom; Sir Alexander himself helped Millicent wash him and
brought some bath salts from his own bathroom for the
operation,

Hector howled a1l night; he hid and had half the house-
bhold searching for him with lanterns; he killed some young
pheasants and made a sporting attempt on a peacock. All
to no purpose. He staved off an actual proposal, 1t is true —
once in the Dutch garden, once on the way to the stables,
and once while he was being bathed — but when Monday
morning arrived and he heard Sir Alexander say, ‘I hope
Hector enjoyed his visit a little, I hope I shall see him here
very, very often,” he knew that he was defeated.

It was now only a malter of waiting. The evenings in
London were a time when it was impossible for him to keep
Millicent under observation. One of these days he would
wake up to hear Millicent telephoning to her girl friends,
breaking the good news of her engagement.
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Thus it was that after a long conflict of loyalties he came

to a desperate resolve. He had grown fond of his young mis-

tress; often and often when her face had been pressed down

to his he had felt sympathy svith that long line of young men -
whom it was his duty to peisecute. But Hector was no
kitchen-haunting mongrel. By the code of all well-born dogs
it is money that counts. It is the purchaser, not the mere
feeder and fondler, to whom -ultimate loyalty is due. The
hand which had once fumbled with the fivers in the live-
stock-department of the mammoth store, now tilled the un-
fertile soil of equatorial Africa, but the sacred woids of
commission still rang in Hector’s memory. All through the
Sunday night and the journey of Monday morning, Hector
wiestled with his pioblem; then he came to the decision.
The nose must go.

7

It was an easy business; one firm snap as she bent over his’
basket and the work was accomplished. She went to a plas-
tic surgeon and emerged some weeks later without scar or
stitch. But it was a different nose; the surgeon in his way
was an arlist and, as I have said above, Millicent’s nose had
no sculptural qualities. Now she has a fine aristocratic beak -
worthy of the spinster she is about to become. Like all spin-
sters she watches eagerly for the foreign mails and keeps
carefully under lock and key a casket full of depressing agri-
cultural intelhigence; like all spinsters she is accompanied
everywhere by an ageing lap-dog.
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Mr BevERLEY METCALFE tapped the barometer in the
back hall and noted with satisfaction that it had fallen
several points during the night. He was by nature a sun-
loving man, but he believed it was one of the marks of a
true countryman to be eternally in neced of rain. He had
made a study and noted the points of truc countrymen.
Had he been of literary habit and of an carlier genciation,
his observations might have formed a little book of aphor-
1sms, The true countryman wore a dark suit on Sundays un-
like the flannelled tripper from the citics; he loved a bargain
and would go to any expense to do his marketing by private
treaty instead of through the normal channels of retail t1ade;
while ostensibly sceptical and conservative he was readily
fasainated by mechanical gadgets; he was genial but in-
hospitable, willing to gossip for hours across a fence with any
passing stranger, but reluctant to allow his closest friends
mnto his house . . . These and a hundred other characteristics
Mr Metcalfe noted for emulation.

‘That’s what we neced — sain,’ he said to Inmself, and
opening the garden door stepped into the balmy morning
air. There was no threat in the cloudless heavens. His gai-
dener passed, pushing the water-banow.

‘Good morning, Boggett. The glass has dropped, I'm

glad to say.’
Urt
‘Means rain.’
‘NOJ..’
‘Down quite Jow.?
‘Al

‘Pity to spend a lot of time watenng.’
"Them'll burn up clse)’
‘Not if it rmns.’
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*Am’t agoin to rain. Don’t never rain around heres except
you can see clear down-over.

*See clear down-over?” ;

‘Ur. Can always sce Pilbury Stecple when rains a-
coming.’

Mr Metealfe accepted this statement gravely. “These old
fellows know 2 thing or two that the scientists don’t,’ he
would often 1emark, simulating an air of pationage wl.nﬁl
was far fiom sincere. Boggett. the gardener, was not particu-
latly old and he knew very little; the seeds he planted sel-
dom grew; he wrought stark havoc whenever he was allowed
to use the pruning-knife; his ambition in horticulture went
no further than the fattening of the largest possibie pump-

“kinj but Mr Metcalfe regarded him with the simple rever-
ence of peasant for priest. For Mr Mercalfe was but lately
initiated into the cult of the countryside, and any features
of it still claimed his devotion — its agricultural processes. 1ts
social stiucture, its vocabulary, its recieations; the aspect
of it, glittering now under the cool May sunshine, fruit
trecs in flower, chestnut in full leaf. the ash budding; the
scund and smell of it — My Westmacott calling his cows at
dawn, the scent of wet ear th and Boggett splashing clumsily
among the wallflowers; the heart of it — or what Mr Met-
calfe took to be its heart — pulsing all round him; his own
heait beating time, for was he not part of it, a true country-
man, a landowner?

He was, it is true, a landowner in rather a small way,
but, as he stood on his terrace and surveyed the untroubled
valley below him, he congratulated himself that he had not
been led away by the house agents into the multitudinous
carcs of a wider teiritory. He owned seven acres, more OF
less, and it seemed to him exactly the right amount; they
comprised the policies of the house and a paddock; sixty
further acres of farmland had also been available, and for a
day or two he had toyed with the rather inebriating idea
of acquiting them. He could well have afforded it, of course,
but to his habit of mind there was something perverse and
downright wrong in an investment which showed a bare

et

EN -
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two per cent yield on his capital. He wanted a home, not a
‘seat’, and he reflected on the irony of that word; he
thought of Lord Brakehurst, with whose property he some-
* times liked to say that his own ‘marched’ — there was indeed
a hundred yards of ha-ha between his paddock and one of
Lord Brakehurst’s pastures. What could be less sedentary
than Lord Brakehurst’s life, every day of which was agitated
by the cares of his great possessions? No, seven acres, judi-
ciously choseri, was the ideal property, and Mr Metcalfe kad
chosen judiciously. The house-agent had spoken no more
than 'the truth when he described Much Malcock as one of
. the most unspoilt Cotswold villages. It was exactly such a
place as Mr Metcalfe had dreamed of in the long years in
the cotton trade in Alexandria. Mr Metcalfe’s own resi-
dence, known for generations by the singular name of
Grumps, had been rechristened by a previous owner as
Much Malcock Hall. It bore the new name pretty well. It
was ‘a dignified Georgian house of mellowed Cotswold
stone; four 1ecep., six principal bed and dressing rooms, re-
plete with period features,” The villagers, Mr Metcalfe ob-
served with regret, could not be induced to speak of it as
‘the Hall’. Boggett always said that he worked ‘up to
Grumps’, but the name was not of Mr Metcalfe’s choosing
and it Jooked well on his notepaper. It suggested a primacy
in the village that was not undisputed. '
Lord Brakehurst, of course, was in a class apart; he was
Lord Lieutenant of the County with property in fifty par-
_ishes. Lady Brakehurst had not in fact called on Mrs Met-
calfe, living as she did in 2 world where card-leaving had lost
its importance, but, of the calling class, there were two other
households in Much Malcock, and a border-line case — be-
sides the vicar, who had a plebeian accent and an inclina-
tion to preach against bankers
The rival gentry were Lady Peabury and Colonel Hodge,
" both, to the villagers, newcomers, but residents of some
twenty years’ priority to Mr Metcalfe.
Lady Peabury lived at Much Malcock House, whose
chiraneys, soon to be hidden in the full foliage of summer,

v’
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could still be seen among its budding limes on the opposite
slope of the valley. Four acres of meadowland lay between
her property and Mr Metcalfe’s, where Westmacott’s plurap
herd enriched the landscape and counterbalanced the
slightly suburban splendour of her flower gardens. She was
a widow and, like Mr Metcalfe, had come to Much Mal-
cock from abroad. She was rich and kind and rather greedy,
a diligent reader of fiction, mistress of many Cairn terriers
and of five steady old maidservants who never broke the
Crown Derby.

Colonel Hodge lived at the Manor, a fine gabled house
in the village street, whose gardens, too, backed on to West-
macott's meadow. He was impecunious but active in the
affairs of the British Legion and the Boy Scouts; he accepted
Mr Metcalfe's invitationito dinner, but spoke of him, in his
family circle, as ‘the cotton wallah’.

These neighbours were of unequivocal position ; the Horn-
beams at the Old Mill were a childless, middle-aged couple
who devoted themselves to craftsmanship. Mr Hornbeam
senior was a genuine, commercial potter in Staffordshire;
he supported them reluctantly and rather exiguously, but
this backing of unearned quarterly cheques placed them
definitely in the upper strata of local society. Mrs Hornbeam
-attended church and Mr Hornbeam was quite knowledge-
able about vegetables. In fact, had they preferred a tennis
court to their herb garden, and had Mr Hornbeam pos-
sessed an evening-suit, they might easily have mixed with
their neighbours on terms of ostensible equality. At the time
“of the Peace Ballot, Mrs Hornbeam had canvassed every
cottage in bicycling distance, but she eschewed the Women’s
Institute, and in Lady Peabury’s opinion failed to pull her
weight in the village. Mir Metcalfe thought Mr Hornbeam
Bohemian, and Mr Hornbeam thought Mr Metcalfe Philis-
tine. Colonel Hodge had fallen out with them some time

back, on a question relating to his Airedale, and cut them
year in, year out, three or four times a day.

Under their stone-tiled roofs the villagers derived substan-

tial comfort from all these aliens. Foreign visitors impressed
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. by the charges of London restaurants and the splendour of
the more accessible ducal palaces often express wonder at
the wealth of England. A half has not, been told them. It is

. in remote hamlets like Much Malcock that the great reser-
voirs of national wealth seep back to the soil. The villagers

had their Memorial Hall and their club. In the rafters of

their church the death-watch beetle had been expensively
exterminated for them: their scouts had a bell tent and

silver bugles; the district nurse drove her own car; at

(}hristmas their children were surfeited with trees and par-
ties and the ¢

ottagers loaded with hampers; if one of them
- was indisposed port and soup and grapes and tickets for the
seaside arrived in profusion; at evening their menfolk re-
' turned from work laden with perquisites, and all the year
round they feasted on forced vegetables. The vicar found it
impossible to interest them in the Left Book Club.

‘God gave all men all earth to love,” Mr Metcalfe
quoted, dimly remembering the lines from a calendar
which had hung in his office in Alexandria, ‘but since our
hearts are small, Ordained for each one spot should prove,
Beloved over a]l.’

He pottered round to the engine-house where his chauf
feur was brooding over batteries. He popped his head into
ancther outbuilding and saw that no harm had befallen the
lawnmower during the might. He paused in the kitchen gar-

R to nip the blossom off some newly-planted black-
currant which must not be allowed to fruit that summer.
Then, his round finished, he pottered 1n to breakfast.

is wife was already there.

‘I've done my round,’ he said.

‘Yes, dear.

‘Everything coming along very nicely.

‘Yes, dear.’

*You can’t see Pilbury Steeple, though.’ ,

‘Good gracious, Beverley, whyshould you want to do that ?

‘It’s a sign of rain when you can.’ )

‘What a lot of nonsense You’ve been listening 1o Boggett
again,’
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She rose and left him with his papers. She had to see the
cook. Servants seem to take up so much time in England;

she thought wistfully of the white-gowned Berber boys who . -

had pattered about the cool, tiled flodrs of her house in
Alexandria. , Lo
Mr Metcalfe finished his breakfast and retired to his
study with pipe and papers. The Gazeite came out that
morning. A true countryman always reads his ‘local rag’..
first, so Mr Metcalfe patiently toiled through the columns
of Women’s Institute doings and the reports of a Council ~
meeting on the subject of sewage, before he allowed him-
self to open The Tumes. )
* Serene opening of a day of wrath! ; .

) e

Towards eleven o’clock Mr Metcalfe put aside the cross-
word In the lobby by the garden-door he kept a variety of
. garden implements specially designed for the use of the
¢ elderly. Selecting from among them one which had newly
arrived, he sauntered out into the sunshine and addressed.
himself to the plantains on the lawn. The tool had a hand-
somely bound leather grip, a spliced cane handle and 2
head of stainless steel; it worked admirably, and with a
minimum of effort Mr Metcalfe had soon scarred a large
area with neat little pits. - )

He paused and called towards the house, °Sophie,
Sophie, come and see what I’ve done.’ ’

His wife’s hecad emerged from an upper window. ‘Very
pretty, dear,’ she said. )

Encouraged, he set to work again. Boggett passed.

‘Useful hittle tool this, Boggett.’

‘Ur”

‘Think we ought to sow some sced in the bare patches?’

‘Noa.’ )

*You think the grass will grow over them?’
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‘Noa. Plantains’ll come up again.’ ’
- “You don’t think I’ve killed the roots?’

‘Noa. Makes the roots powerful strong topping ’em off ~

" same as you’ve done.
‘Well, what ought I to do?’

‘Bain’t nothing you can do with plaintains. They do al- -

- Ways come up again.’ - »
Boggett passed. Mr Metcalfe looked at his gadget with
sudden distaste, propped 1t petulantly against the sundial,
and with his hands in his pockets stared out across the val-
ley. Even at this distance Lady Peabury’s aubretias'struck
a discordant note. His eyes dropped and he noticed, cas-
ually at first, then with growing curiosity, two unfamiliar _
figmes among Westmacott’s cows. They were young men in
dark, urban clothes, and they were very busy about some-
thing. They had papers in their hands which they con-
stantly consulted; they paced up and down the field as
though measuring it; they squatted on their haunches as
though roughly taking level; they pointed into the air, to.
the ground, and to the horizon.

“Boggett, said Mr Metcalfe sharply,. ‘come heré a -

minute.’
‘Urr.?
‘Do you see two men in Mr Westmacott’s field ?*
‘Noa.’
‘You don’t?’ .
“Er bain’t Mr Westmacott’s ficld. "E’ve a sold of ’er.”
‘Sold 1t! Good heavens! Who to?’
~ ‘Couldn’t rightly say who ’e’ve a sold ’er to. Gentleman
from London staying at the Brakehurst. Paid a tidy price
for ’er too I've a heard said.’
. ‘What on earth for?’

- “Couldn’t rightly say, but I reckon it be to build hissel
a house.’ ’

Build. It was a word so hideous that no one in Much
Malcock dared use it above a whisper. ‘Housing scheme’,
k ‘Development?, ¢ Glearance’, * Council houses’, ‘ Planning’ ~
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thesc obscene words had been cxpunged from the polite
vocabulary of the district, only to be used now and then,
with the licence allowed to anthropologists, of the fierce
tribes beyond the parish boundary. And now the horior
was in their midst, the mark of Plague in the court of the
Decameron,

After the first moment of shock, Mr Metcalfe rallied for
action, hesitated for 2 moment whether or no to plunge
down the hill and challenge the enemy on his own giound,
and decided against it; this was the moment to act with
circumspection. He must consult Lady Peabury.

It was three-quarters of a mile to the house; the lanc1an
past the gate which gave access to Westmacott’s field; 2
ciazily-hung elm gate and deep cow-tiodden mud, soon in
Mr Metcalfe’s imagination to give place to golden privet
and red gravel. Mr Metcalfc could see the heads of the in-
truders bobbing beyond the hedge; they bore urban, pur-
poseful black hats. He drove on, miserably.

Lady Peabury was in the morning-room reading a novel;
early training gave a guilty spice to this recreation, for she
had been brought up to believe that to read a novel before
luncheon was onec of the gravest sins it was possible for 2
gentlewoman to commit. She slipped the book under a
cushion and rose to greet Mr Metcalfe.

‘I was just getting ready to go out,’ she explained.

Mr Metcalfe had no time for politenesses.

‘Lady Peabury,’ he began at once, ‘I have very tertible
news.’

‘Oh dear! Is poor Mr Cruttwell having trouble with the
Wolf Cub account again?’

‘No; at least, he is; there’s another fourpence gonc
astray; on the credit side this time, which makes it more
worrying. But that isn’t what I came about. It is something
that threatens our whole lives. They are going to build in
Westmacott’s field.” Briefly, but with emotion, he told Lady
Peabury what he had seen.

She Listened gravely When he had finished there was
silence in the morning-room; six Iittle clocks ticked among
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the chintzes and the potted azaleas. At last Lady Peabury
spoke:

‘Westmacott has behaved very badly,” she said.

‘I suppose you can’t blame him.’

‘I do blame him, Mr Metcalfe, very severely. I can’t
‘understand it at all. He always seemed a very decent man
« « » I was thinking of making Mrs Westmacott secretary of
the Women’s Institute. He had no right to do a thing like
that without consulting us. Why, I look right on to that
field from my bedroom windows. I could never understand
why you didn’t buy the field yourself.’

It was let*for £3 18s.; they had asked £1%0 for it; there
was tithe and property tax on top of that. Lady Peabury
knew this.

‘Any of us could have bought it at the time of sale,” said
Mr Metcalfe rather sharply.

‘It always went with your house.’

In another minute, Mr Metcalfe felt, she would be telling
him that /e had behaved very badly; that e had always
secmed a very decent man.

She was, in fact, thinking on just those lines at the
moment. ‘I daresay it’s not too late even now for you to
make an offer,” she said.

‘We are all equally threatened,” said Mr Metcalfe. ‘I

think we ought to act together. Hodge won’t be any too
pleased when he hears the news.’

Colonel Hodge had heard, and he was none oo pleased.
He was waiting at the Hall when Mr Metcalfe got back.

‘Do you know what that scounchel Westmacott has
done?’

“Yes,” said Mi Metcalfe rather wearily, ‘I know.” The
interview with Lady Peabury had not gone off quite as he

had hoped She had shown no enthusiasm for common
action

*Sold his ficld 1o a lot of jeiry builders,’
‘Yes, I know.
‘Funny, I always thought it was your ficld.
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‘No’ said Mr Metcalfe, ‘never.?

‘It always used to go with this house.’

*Yes, I know, but I didn’t happen to want it.’ (

*Well, it’s put us all in a pretty nasty fix, I must say.
D’you suppose they’d scll it back to you now?’

‘I don’t know that I want to buy it. Why, they’ll prob-
ably want a building-land price — seventy or eighty pounds
an acre.’

‘More, I daresay, But, good hcavens man, you wouldn’t
let that stop you. Think how it would depreciate your pro-
perty having a whole town of bungalows right under your
windows.’

‘Come, come, Hodge. We’ve no 1eason to suppose that
it will be bungalows.’

‘Well, villas then. You surely aren’t sticking up for the
fellows?? - '

‘Certainly not, We shall all suffer very much from any
development there. My belief is that it can be stopped by
law; there’s the Society for the Protection of Rural Eng-
lJand. We could interest them in it. The County Council
could be approached. We could write letters to the papers
and petition the Office of Works. The great thing is that we
must all stand together over this.’

‘Tat lot of change we shall get out of that. Think of the.
building that’s gone on over at Metbury.’

Mr Metcalfe thought, and shuddered.

‘I should say that-this was one of the times when money
. talked loudest. Have you tried Lady Peabury?’

For the first time in their acquaintance Mr Metcalfe de-
tected a distinctly coarse strain in Colonel Hodge. ‘I have
discussed it with her. She is naturally very much concerned.’

*That field has always been known as Lower Grumps,’
said the Colonel, reverting to his former and doubly offen-
sive'line of thought. ‘It’s not really her chicken.’

‘It is all our-chickens,’ said Mr Metcalfe, getting confuséd
with the metaphor.

‘Well, I don’t know what you expect me to do about it,” |
said Colonel Hodge. ‘You know how I'm placed. It all
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comes of that parson preaching Bolshevism Sunday after.
Sunday. - .

. “We ought to get together and discuss it.’

- ‘Oh, we’ll discuss it all right. I don’t suppose we shall
discuss anything elsc for the next three months.’

, -

No one in Much Malcock took the crisis harder than the
Hornheams News of it rcached them at midday by means
of the village charwoman who dropped in twice a week to
despoil their larder. She told them with some pride, inno-

_cently assuming that all city gentlemen - as she continued
to regard Mr Hornbeam, in spite of his homespuns and his
~beard - would welcome an addition to their numbers.

Nervous gloom descended on the Old Mill. There was
no cxplosion of wrath as there had bheen at the Manor; no
moral condemnation as at the House; no call to action as
had come from the Hall. Hopeless sorrow reigned unre-

© licved, Mrs Hornbeam’s pottery went to pieces. Mr Horn-
beam sat listless at the loom. It was their working hour;
they sat at opposite ends of the raftered granaty. Often, on
other afiernoons, they sang to one another catches and re-

" frains of folk music as their busy fingers muddled with the
clay and the shuttles. Today they satin silence each, accord-
Ing to a Japanese mystical practice, attempting to drive the
new peril into the World of Unbeing. It had worked well
enough with Colonel Hodge and the Airedale, with the
Abyssinian War, and with Mr Hornbeam senior’s yearly
visit, but by sunset the new peril remained obstinately con-
crete.

Mrs Hornbeam set their simple meal of milk, raisins, and
1aw tutnip; Mr Hornbeam turned away from his ¢lm plat-
ter. “There is no place for the Artist in.the Modern World,
he said, “We ask nothing of their brutish civilization except
to be left alone, to be given one little cotner of land, an
inch or two of sky where we can live at peace and occupy
ourselves with making secemly and beautiful things. You
wouldn’t think it was teo much to ask, We give them the
entire globe for their machines. But iv s not enough, They
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have to hunt us ‘'out and hariy us. They know that as long
as theic is onc spot of Joveliness and decency left it is a
standing reproach to them.’ /

It was growing dark; Mrs Hornbcam struck a flint and
lit the rush lights. She wandered to the harp and plucked
a few poignant notes. ‘Perhaps Mr Metcalfc will stop ity
she said.

“That we should be dependent for the essentials of life
upon a vulgarian like that. . . .

It was in this mood that he received an invitation from
Mr Metcalfe to confer with his neighbours at Much Malcock
House on the following afternoon.

The choice of meeting place had been a delicate one, for
Lady Peabury was loth to abdicate her position of general
.leadership or to appear as leader in this particular matter;
on the other hand, it touched her too closely for her to be
able to ignore it. Accordingly the invitations were issued by
Mr Metcalfe, who thereby accepted responsibility for the
agenda, while the presence of the meeting in her morning-
100m gave something of the atmosphere of a Cabinet meet-
ing at the Palace.

Opinion had hardened during the day and there was
general agreement with Colonel Hodge’s judgement: ‘ Met-
calfe has got us into this hole by not buying the field in the
first place; it’s up to him to get us out of it.” Though nothing
as uncompromising as this was said in front of Mr Metcalfe,
he could feel it in the air. He was the last to anive. Lady
Peabury’s welcome to her guests had been lukewarm. ‘It is
very kind of you to come. I really cannot think that it-is
necessary, but Mr Metcalfe particularly wished it. I sup-
pose he intends telling us what he is going to do.” To Mr
Metcalfe she said, “We are full of curiosity.’

‘Sorry to be late. I’ve had a day of it, I can tell you.
Been to all the local offices, got on to all the Societies,
and I may as well tell you at once, there’s nothing doing
from that end We are not even scheduled as a rural

area.’
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‘No,” said Colonel Hodge, ‘I saw to that, Halves the
potential value of one’s property.’
- ‘Schedules,” moaned Mr Hornbeam, ¢that is what we have
become. We must be scheduled to lead a free life.’

- _ % .. And so,” persisted Mr Metcalfe, in his board-room
manner, ‘we are left to find the solution oursclves. Now
this young man has no particular reason, I imagine, for
preferring this district above any other in the country. The
building has not yet begun; he has no commitments. I can~
not help fecling that if he were tactfully approached and
offered a reasonable profit on the transaction, he might be
induced to re-sell.’

‘I am sure,’ said Lady Peabury, ‘we shall all owe a deep

. debt of gratitude to Mr Metcalfe.” -

. “Very public spirited of you,’ said Colonel Hodge.

‘Profits, the cancer of the age . . " _ 1

‘I am perfectly willing,” said Mr Metcalfe, ‘to bear my
share of the burden . ..> At the word ‘share’ his hearers

- stiffened perceptibly. ‘My suggestion is that we make a

common fund proportionate to our present land holdings.
By a rough calculation I work that out as beingin the ratio
of one to Mr Hornbeam, two to Colonel Hodge, two to
myself, and five to our hostess here. The figures could be
adjusted,” he added as he noted that his suggestion was
falling a little flat.

“You can count me out,” said Colonel Hodge. ¢ Couldn’t
possibly run to it ’

‘And me,” said Mr Hornbcam. .

Lady Peabury was left in, with a difficult hand to stake.
Delicacy forbade recognition of the vital fact that Mr Met-
calfe was very much the richer — delicacy tempercd with
pride The field must be saved, but there seemed no system
of joint purchase by which she could honourably fail to
bear the largest part. Duty called, clearly and unmistakably,
to Mr Metcalfe alone. She held her cards and passed the
bidding. ‘Surely,’ she said, ‘as a business man you must see
a great many objections to joint ownership. Do you propose
to partition the field, or are we all to share the rent, the
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tithe and the tax? It would be highly inconvenient. I doubt
if it is even legal)’ ’

_‘Certainly, certainly. I merely wished to assure you of my
readiness to cooperate. The field, as such, is of no interest -
to me, I can assure you. I would willingly stand down.”_

Therc was a threat, almost a lack of politeness in his tone.
Colonel Hodge scented danger. _

‘Wouldn’t it be best,” he said, ‘to find out first if this
fellow is willing to re-sell. Then you can decide which of
you keep it.’ .

- I am sure we shall be very interested to hear the results
of Mr Metcalfe’s negotiations,’ said Lady Peabury.
_ She should not have said that. She would gladly have
-" recalled the words the moment after they were uttered.
She had vaguely wanted to say-something disagreeable, to
punish Mr Metcalfe for the discomfort in which she found -
herself. She had not meant to antagonize him, and this she
had unmistakably done.

Mr Metcalfe left the House abruptly, almost precipitately,
and all that evening he chafed. For fiftcen years Mr Met-
calfe had been president of the British Chamber of Gom-
merce. He had been greatly respected by the whole business
community. No one could put anything across him, and he
would not touch anything that was not above-board.
Egyptian and Levantine merchants who tried to interest
Metcalfe in shady business went away with a flea in the ear. -
It was no good trying to squeeze Metcalfe. That was his
reputation in the Union Club, and here, at home, in .his
" own village, an old woman had tried to catch him napping.
There was a sudden change. He was no longer the public

spirited countryman; he was cards - on - the - table - brass -
tacks - and'- twenty - shillings - in - the - pound - treat -
him - or - mind - your - step Metcalfe, Metcalfe with his
‘back up, fighting Metcalfe once again, Metcalfe who would
' cut off his nose any day to spite his face, sink any ship for a -
ha’p’orth of tar.that was not legally due, Metcalfe . the lion . -

of the Rotarians. . ;
*She should not have said that,” said Colonel Hodge,

'
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reporting the incident to his wife over their horrible dinner.
‘Metealfe won’t do anything now.’

‘Why don’t you go and talk to the man who’s bought the
field ? said Mrs Hodge.

‘Imight... I think I will ... Tell you what, I'll go now.”

He went, )

He found the man without difficulty, since there was no
other visstor staying at the Brakehurst Arms. An inquiry
from the Jandlord elicited his name — Mr Hargood-Flood.
He was sitting alone in the parlour, sipping whisky and soda
and working at The Times crossword.

- 'The Colonel said, ‘Evening. My name is Hodge.’
. Yes?? . ’
" ‘I daresay you know who I am.’

“T'm very sorry, I'm afraid . . .°

‘1 own the Manor. My garden backs on to Westmacott’s -

field ~ the one you’ve bought.’

‘Ob,” said Mr Hargood-Hood, ‘was he called Westma-
cott? I didn’t know. I leave all these things to my lawyer.
1 simply told him to find me a suitable, sccluded site for
my work. He told me last week he had found one here. It
seems very suitable. But he didn’t tell me anyone’s name.’

“You didn’t pick this village for any particular reason?’

‘No, no. But I think it perfectly charming,” he added
politely.

There was a pause.

‘I wanted (o talk to you,” said Colonel Hodge super-
fluausly. ‘Have a drink,’

“Thank you.’

Another pausc.

‘P'm afraid you won’t find it a very healthy site,” said
the Coloncl. “Down in the hollow there!

1 never mind things like that. All T need s seclusion.”

‘Al, o wiiter, no doubt)’

No)

‘A painier®’

“No. no. I suppose you would call me a scientist.’

e

*1 cce And youwould be using your house forweck-rnds 2
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‘No, no, quite the reverse. I and my staff will be working
here all the weck. And it’s not exactly a house I’m building,
although, of couise, there will be living quarters attached.
Perhaps, since we are going to bhe such close neighbouts, *
you would like to sce the plans . . .’

‘.. . You never saw such a thing,” said Coloncl Hodge
next morning to Mr Mectcalfe. ‘An experimental industrial
Iaboratory he called it. Two great chimneys ~ have to have
those, he said, by law, because of poison fumes, a water
tower to get high pressures, six bungalows for his staff . . «
ghastly. The odd thing was he scemed quite a decent sort
of fellow. Said it hadn®t occurred to him anyonc would find
it objectionable. Thought we should all be interested. When
I brought up the subject of re-selling — tactful, you know -
he justsaid he left all that to his lawyer ...

Much Malcock Hall.
Dear Lady Peabury,

In pursuance of our conversation of three days ago, I beg to
inform you that I have been in communication with Mr Hargood-
Hood, the purchaser of the field which separates our two pro-
perties, and his legal representative. As Col. Hodge has alrcad_y
informed you, Mr Hargood-Hood proposes to erect an experi-
mental industrial laboratory fatal io the amenities of the village.
_ As you are doubtless aware, work has not yet been commenced,
and Mr Hargood-Hood is willing to re-sell the property if duly
compensated. The price proposed is to include re-purchase of the
field, legal fees and compensation for the architect’s work. The
young blackguard has us in a cleft stick. He wants £500. It is
excessive, but I am prepared to pay half of this if you will pay the
other half. Should you not accede to this generous offer I shall take
steps to safeguard my own interests af whalever cost fo the neigh-
bourhood,

- Yours sincerely,
Beverley Mefcalfe

P.S ~ I mean I shall sell the Hall and develop the property
as bwlding lots. :
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Much Malcock House.

Lady Pecabury begs to mform Mr Metcalfe that she has re-
ceived his note of this morning, the tone of which I am unable to
account for. She further begs to inform you that she has no wish
to increasc my already extensive responsibilities in the district.
She cannot accept the principle of equal obligation with Mr
Metcalfe as he has far less land to look after, and the field in
question should rightly form part of your property. She docs not
}hink that the scheme for developing his garden as a housing cstate
is Jikely to be a success if Mr Hargood-Hood’s laboratory is as
unsightly as is represented, which I rather doubt.

‘;’&H right,’ said Mr Metcalfe. ‘That’s that and be damned
to her.

4

Itwas ten days Jater. The lovely valley, so soon to be defiled,
lay resplendent in the sunset. Another year, thought Mr
Metcalfe, and this fiesh green foliage would be choked

with soot, withered with fumes; thesc mellow roofs and

clumneys which for two hundred years or more had cn-
riched the landscape below the terrace, would be hidden
by functional monstiositics in steel and glass and concrete.
131 the doomed ficld Mr Westmacott, almost for the last
time, was calling his cattle; next week building was (o
begin and they must seck other pastures. So, in a manncr
of speaking, must Mr Metcalfe. Alrcady his desk was
littered with house agents’ notices. All for £500, he told
himself, There would be redecorations; the cost and loss of
moting. The speculative builders to whom he had viciously
appealed showed no interest in the site. He was going to
loce much more than 500 on the move, But so, he grimly
assured himself, was Lady Peabury. She would learn that
no one could put a fost one over on Beverley Metealfe.
And she, on the oppoting slope, surveyed the scene with
corresponding melancholy. The great shadows of the cedars

44
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lay across the lawn; they had scarcely altered during her
long tenancy, but the box hedge had been of her plantng;’
it was she who had planned the lily pond and glorified itf“
with lead flamingoes; she had rearcd the irregular heap of”
. stones under the west wall and stocked it with Alpines;
the flowering shrubs were hers; she could not take them
with her where she was going. Where? She was too old
now to begin another garden, to make other friends. She
would move, likc.so many of her contemporaries, from
hotel to hotel, at home and abroad, cruise a Iittle, Sf:tﬂe '
for prolonged rather unwelcome visits on her relatives. -
All this for £250, for £12 10s. a year, for less than she gave
to charity. It was not the money; it was Piinciple She-
would not compromise with Wrong; with that ill-bred
fellow on the hill opposite. .

_ Despite the splendour of the evening, an unhappy spirit
obsessed Much Malcock. The Hornbeams moped and
drooped; Colonel Hodge fretted. He paced the threadbare
carpet of his smoking-room. ‘It’s enough to make a fellow

“turn Bolshie, like that parson,’ he said. ‘What does Metcalfe
- 'care? He’s rich.-He can move anywhere. What does Lady
Peabury care? It’s the small man, trying to make ends
« meet, who suffers.’ - - ,
Even Mr Hargood-Hood seemed affected by the genetal
gloom. His Jawyer was visiting him at the Brakehurst. All
day they had been in intermittent, rather anxious, con-
sultation. ‘I think I might go and talk to that Colonel
again,” he said, and set off up the village street, under the
deepening shadows, for the Manor House. And from this
dramatic last minute move for conciliation sprang the great
Hodge Plan for appeasement and peace-in-our-time.

5

¢, .. the Scouts are badly in need of a new hut,” said Col-
onel Hodge. »
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- *No use coming to me,” said A Metealfe. ‘T'm leaving
the ncighbourhood.’

T was thinking,’ said Colonel Hodge, *that Weetmacot(s

- Beld would bz just the place for it ., 2
- And ro it was arranged. Ar Hombeam gave a pound,
Colonel Hedge a guinea, Lady Pealiey £250. A jumble
sale, a white-clephant tea, a 1afile, a pageant, and o hou -
to-house collection, produced a further gue Mr Mletealic
found the rest. It eost him, 21l told; a lnttle over Ssuo. He
gave with a good heart. There was no qguestion now of
jockeying him into a raw deal. In the 18l of public bene-
factor he gave with positive relish. and when Lady Peabury
suggested that the ficld should be reseived for a camping
site and the building of the hut postponced, it wae My
Metealfe vho pressed on with the building and +ecured
the old stone tiles from the roof of 2 dismantled barn, Tn
the circumstances, Lady Peabury could not protest when
the building was named the Mercalfe-Pealury Hall, Mr
Metealfe found the title invigorating and was soon in nego-

+ tiation with the brewery for a change of name at the Brake-

hurst Arms. It is true that Doggett still speaks of it as ‘the

Brakehurst,” but the new name is plainly lettered for all to
read: The Metcalfe Arms.

And so Mr Hargood-Hood passed out of the history of
" Much Malcock. He and his lawyer drove away to their-
home beyond the hills. The lawyer was Mr Hargood-
Hood’s brother.
“We cut that pretty fine, Jock. I thought, for once, we
© were going to be lcft with the baby.’
They drove to Mr Hargood-Hood's bome, a double quad-
ranglc of mellow brick that was famous fai beyond the

county. On the days when the gardens were open to the

“public, record crowds came to admire the topiary work,
yews and boxes of prodigious size and fantastic shape which
gave perpetual employment to three gardeners. Mr Har-
good-Hood’s ancestors had built the house and planted the
gardens in a happier time, before the days of property tax

v
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and imported grain, A sterner age demanded more stienu-
ous efforts for their preservation.

‘Well, that has settled Schedule A for another year and
left something over for cleaning the fish-ponds. But it was
an anxious month. I shouldn’t care to go thiough it agam.
We must be more careful next time, Jock. How about
moving cast?’

Together the iwo brothers unfolded the inch ordnance
map of Norfolk, spread it on the table of the Great Hall
and began their preliminary, expert search for a lkely,
unspoilt, well-loved village.

i
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I

Tag commissionaire at Espinoza’s restaurant seems to
maintain under his particular authority all the most de-
ceepit taxicabs in London. He is a commanding man; across
his great chest the student of military medals may construe
a talcf of heroism and experience; Boer farms sink to ashes,
ﬁ}x}atmal Fuzzi-wuzzies hurl themselves to paradise, super-
011101.15 mandarins survey the smashing of their porcelain and
rending of fine silk, in that triple row of decorations. He has
Ofﬂy to run from the steps of Espinoza’s to call to your ser-
vice a vehicle as crazy as all the enemies of the King-
Emperor.

Half a crown into the white cotton glove, hecause Simon
Lent was too tired to ask for change. He and Sylvia huddled
into the darkness on broken springs, between draughty win-
dows, It had been an unsatisfactory evening. They had sat
ovcr.their table until two because it was an extension night.
Sylvia would not drink anything because Simon had said
h'c was broke. So they sat for five or six hours, sometimes
sxlcnt3 sometimes bickering, sometimes exchanging listless
gieetings with the passing couples. Simon dropped Sylvia
. ather door; 2 kiss, clumsily offered, coldly accepted; then

back to the attic flat, over a sleepless garage, for which
Simon paid six guineas a week,

Outside his door they were sluicing a limousine. He
squeezed round it and climbed the narrow stairs that had
once echoed 1o the whistling of ostlers, stamping down to
the stables before dawn. (Woe to young men in Mewses!
Oh woe to bachelors half in love, living on £8c0 a yearl)
There was a small heap of letters on his dressing-table,
which had arrived that evening while he was dressing. He
lit his gas fie and began to open them. Tailor’s bill £56,
hosier £43; @ reminder that his elub subseription for that



62 AN ENGLISHMAN’S HOME

and imported grain. A sterner age demanded more strenu-
ous efforts for their preservation. ’
“Well, that has settled Schedule A for another year and
left something over for cleaning the fish-ponds. But it was
an anxious month. I shouldn’t care to go through it again.
We must be more careful next time, Jock. How about
moving cast?’ ‘ .
Together the two brothers unfolded the inch ordnance
map of Norfolk, spread it on the table of the Gieat Hall
and began their preliminary, expert search for a likely,
unspoilt, well-loved village. )
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Below this were two words written in pen and ink which
seemed to be Fewee Mecceee with below them the explanatory

- typescript (Sor James Macrae). - ,

Simon read this through twice. Then he rang up Sir

- James Macrae and informed his night sccretary that he
would keep the luncheon appointment next day. He had
ba:'ely_put down the telephone before the bell rang.

- . “This is Sir James Macrae’s night secretary speaking. Sir"
James would be very pleased if Mr Lent would come round
and'see him this evening at his house in Hampstead.’

. Simon looked at his watch. It was nearly three. ‘Well ...
i’s rather late to go so far tonight . . .’
*Sir James is sending a car for you.’

4 Simon was no longer tired. As he waited for the car the
telephone rang again, ‘Simon,” said Sylvia’s voice, ‘are you
asleep ?’

“N'o; in fact I’'m just going out.’
‘Slmon ... Isay, was I heastly tonight?’
+ *Lousy.

iWelI, I thought you were lousy, too.”

‘Never mind, See you some time.’

‘Aren’t you going to go on talking?’

‘C.an’t, T’'m afraid. T’ve got to do some work.’

Simon, what can you mean?’

‘Can’t explain now. There’s a car waiting.’

‘When am I secing you — tomorrow?’

“Well, T don’t really know. Ring me up in the morning.
Good night.’

A quarter of a mile away, Sylvia put down the telephone,
rose from the hearthrug, where she had settled herself in the

expectation of twenty minutes’ intimate explanation and
crept disconsolately into bed.

Simon bowled off to Hampstead through deserted streets.
He sat back in the car in a state of pleasant excitcment.
Presently they began to climb the steep Little hill and
emerged into an open space with a pond and the tops of

trees, black and deep as a jungle in the darkness. The night
T-ws.-¢ ;
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butler admitted him to the low Georgian house and led him
to the library, where Sir James Macrae was standing before
the fire, dressed in ginger-coloured plus-fours. A table was -
laid with supper.

‘Evening, Lent. Nice of you to come. Have to fit in busi-
ness when I can. Cocoa or whisky ? Have some rabbit pie;'
it’s rather good. First chance of a meal I’ve had since break-
fast. Ring for some more cocoa, there’s a good chap. Now
what was it you' wanted to see me about ?’

‘Well, I thought yor wanted to see me.’

‘Did I? Very likely. Miss Bentham’ll know. She ar1 angtj-d
the appointment. You might ring the bell on the desk, will
you?’

Simon rang and there instantly appeared the neat mght
secretary.

“Miss Bentham, what did I want to see Mr Lent about?’

. ‘Pm afraid I couldn’t say, Sir James. Miss Harper %s re-
sponsible for Mr Lent. When I came on duty this evening I
merely found a note from her asking me to fix an appoini-
ment as soon as possible.’ - )

“Pity,” said Sir James. ‘We’'ll have to wait until Miss
Harper comes on tomorrow.’

‘I think it was something about writing for films."

“Very likely,” said Sir James. ‘Sure to be something of the
kind. I’1l let you know without delay. Thanks for droppmg
in.” He put down his cup of cocoa and held out his hand
with unaffected cordiality. ‘Good night, my dear boy.’ He
rang the bell for the night butler. ‘Sanders, I want Benson
to run Mr Lent back.’

‘I’m sorry, sir. Benson has just gone down to the studio to
fetch Miss Grits.’

‘Pity,” said Sir James. ‘Still, I expect you'll be able to
pick up a taxi or something.’
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- 2

Simon got to bed at half-past four. At ten minutes past
cight the telephone by his bed was ringing.

“Mr Lent? This is Sir James Macrae’s secretary speaking.
Sir James’s car will call for you at half-past eight to take you
to the studio.’

‘Ishan’t be ready as soon as that, I'm afraid.’
) There was a shocked pause; then the day secretary said:
Very well, Mr Lent. I will sce if some alternative arrange-
ment is possible and ring you in a few minutes.’
In the intervening time Simon fell asleep again. Then the
bell woke him once more and the same impersonal voice
addressed him.

*Mr Lent? I have spoken to Sir James, His car will call
for you at cight forty-five.’

Simon dressed hastily. Mrs Shaw had not yet atrived, so
there was no breakfast for him. He found some stale cake in
the kitchen cuphoard and was cating it when Sir James’s car
arrived, He took a slice down with him, still munching.

_ “You needn’t have brought that,’ said a severe voice fiom
inside the car. “Sir James has sent you some breakfast. Get
in quickly; we're late.’

In the corner, huddled in rugs, sat a young woman in a
jaunty red hatj she had bright eyes and a very firm mouth

‘I expect that you arc Miss Harper.’

‘No. I’'m Elfreda Grits. We're working together on this
film, T heheve. I’ve been up all night with Su James. If you
don’t mind I'll go to sleep for twenty minutes. You'll find
a thermos of cocoa and some rabbit pie in the basket on the
floor.”

‘Does Sir James live on cocoa and 1abbit pic?’

*Noj those aic the remains of his supper. Please don’t
talk. I want to sleep.?

Simon disregarded the pie, hut poured «ome steaming
cocoa into the metal cap of the thermos flask, In the corner
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Miss Grits composed herself for sleep. She took off the jaunty

red hat and laid it between them on the seat, veiled her eyes

_with two blue-pigmented lids and allowed the firm lips to
relax and gape a little. Her platinum-blonde wind-swept

head bobbed and swayed with the motion of the car as they .
swept out of London through converging and diverging

tram lines. Stucco gave place to brick and the fagades of

the tube stations changed from tile to concrete; unoccupied

building plots appeared and newly-planted trees along un-

" named avenues. Iive minutes exactly before their arrival

at the studio Miss Grits opened her eyes, powdered her nose,

touched her lips with red, and pulling her hat on to the side

of her scalp, sat bolt upright, ready for another day.

Sir James was at work on the lot when they arrived. In
a white-hot incandescent hell two young people were carry-
ing on an infinitely tedious conversation at what was pre-
sumably the table of a restaurant. A dozen emaciated
couples in evening dress danced listlessly behind them. At
the other end of the huge shed some carpenters were at work
building the fagade of a Tudor manor house. Men in eye-
shades scuttled in and out. Notices stood everywhere. ‘Do

"not Smoke.” ‘Do not Speak.” ‘Keep away from the high-
power cable.’ .

Miss Grits, in defiance of these regulations, lit a cigarette,
kicked some electric apparatus out of her path, said, ‘He’s
busy. I expect he’ll see us when he’s through with this scene,’
and disappeared through a door marked ‘No admittance.”

Shortly after eleven o’clock Sir James caught sight of
Simon. *Nice of you to come. Shan’t be long now,” he called
out to him. ‘Mr Briggs, get a chair for Mr Lent.’

At two o’clock he noticed him again. ‘Had any lunch?’

‘No,” said Simon.

‘No more have I. Just coming.’

At half-past three Miss Grits joined him and said. ‘Well,
it’s been an easy day so far You mustn’t think we’re always

. as slack as this. There’s a canteen across the yard. Come and

have something to cat.’ N
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An enormous buffet was full of people in a variety of cos-
tume and make-up. Disappointed actresses in languorous
attitudes scrved cups of tea and hard-boiled eggs. Simon
and Miss Grits ordered sandwiches and were about to eat
them when 2 loud-speaker above their heads suddenly an-
nounced with alarming distinctness, ‘Sir James Macrae call-
ing Mr Lent and Miss Grits in the Conference Room ’

‘Come on, quick,’ said Miss Grits. She bustled him
through the swing doors, across the yard, into the office

huildings and up a flight of stairs to 2 solid oak door marked
‘Conference, Keep out.’
Too late.

‘Sir James has been called away,’ said the seeretary.  Will
you meet him at the West End office at five-thirty,’

. Back to London, this time by tube. At five-thirty they
were at the Piccadilly office ready for the next clue in their
treasure hunt. This took them to Hampstead. Finally at
eight they were back at the studio. Miss Grits showed no
sign of exhaustion ‘

‘Decent of the old boy to give us a day off,” she remarked.
‘He’s casy to work with in that way — after Hollywood.
Let’s get some supper.’

But as they opened the canteen doors and felt the warm
breath of light refreshments, the loud-speaker again an-
nounced: ‘Sir James Macrae calling Mr Lentand Miss Grits -~
in the Conference Room.’ )

This time they were not too late. Sir James was there at
the head of an oval table; round him were grouped the
chiefs of his staff He sat in a greatcoat with his head hung
forward, clbows on the table and his hands clasped behind
his neck. The staff sat in respectful sympathy, Presently he
looked up, shook himself and smiled pleasantly.

‘Nice of you to come,” he said. ‘Sorry I couldn’t sce you
before. Lots of small things to see to on a job like this. Had
dinner?’

‘Not yet.’ .

‘Pity Have to cat, you know, Can’t work at full pressure
unless you eat plenty.’
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Then Simon and Miss Giits sat down and Sir James cx-
plained his plan. ‘I want, ladies and gentlemen, to introduce
Mr Lent to you. I'm sure you all know his name alrcady and
I daicsay some of you know his work. Well, Pve called him
in to help us and I hope that when he's heard the plan he'l
consent to join us. I want to produce a film of Hamlel. 1
daicsay you don’t think that’s a very original idea - but
it's Angle that counts in the film wotld. I’m going to do it
from an cntirely new angle. That’s why I’ve called in Mr
Lent. Iwant him to write dialogue for us.’

‘But surely,’ said Simon, ‘there’s quite a lot of dialogue
there already?’

‘Ah, you don’t sece my angle. Theire have been plenty of
productions of Shakespcare in modern dress. We are going
to produce him in modern speech. How can you expect the
public to enjoy Shakespcare when they can’t make head o1
tail of the dialogue. D’you know I began reading a copy the
other day and blessed if J could understand it. At once I
said, “What the public wants is Shakespcare with all his
beauty of thought and chaiacter translated into the lan-
guage of every day hife.”” Now Mr Lent here was the man
whose name naturally suggested itself. Many of the most
high-class critics have commended Mr Lent’s dialogue.
Now my idea is that Miss Grits here shall act in an advisory
capacity, helping with the continuity and the technical side,
and that Mr Lent shall be given a free hand with the
scenario . ..

The discourse lasted for a quarter of an hour; then the
chiefs of staff nodded sagely; Simon was taken into another
room and given a contract to sign by which he received £50
a week retaining fee and £250 advance. )

“You had better fix up with Miss Grits the times of work
most suitable to you. I shall expect your first tieatment by
the end of the week. I should go and get some dinner if I
were you. Must eat’

Slightly dizzy, Simon hurried to the canteen where two
languorous blondes were packing up for the mght. .

«We’ve been on since four o’clock this morning,’ they said,
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‘and the supers have caten everything except the nougat.
Sorry.

Sucking a bar of nougat Simon emerged into the now
deserted studio. On three sides of him, to the height of
twelve feet, rose in appalling completeness the marble walls
of the scene-restaurant; at his cllsow a bottle of imitation
champagne still stood in its pail of melted ice; above and
beyond extended the vast gloom of rafters and ceiling.

‘Fact,’ said Simon to himself, ‘the world of action . . . the
pulse of life . . . Money, hunger . . . Redlity.

Next morning he was called with the words, ‘Two young
ladies waiting to see you.’

‘Two?’

Simon put on his dressing-gown and, orange juice in hand,
entered his sitting-room. Miss Grits nodded pleasantly.

*We arranged to start at ten,’ she said. ‘But it doesn’t
really matter. 1 shall not require you very much in the carly
stages. This is Miss Dawkins. She is onc of the staff steno-
graphers. Sir James thought you would need one. Miss Dav-
kins will be attached to you until further notice. He also
sent two copies of Hamlet. When you’ve had your bath, T'll
read you my notes for our first treatment.’

But this was not to be; before Simon was dresced Miss
Grits had been recalled to the studio on urgent business.

‘I’ll ring up and tell you when I am free,” she said.

Simon spent the morning dictating letters to everyone he
could think of; they began — Please jorgive me for dictaling this,
but 1 am so busy just now that I have little (rme for personal coire-
spondence . . > Miss Dawkins sat deferentially over her pad.
He gave her Sylvia’s number.

‘Will you get on to this number and present my compli-
ments to Miss Lennox and ask her to luncheon at Espinoza's
.. And book a table for two there at one forty-five.?

*Darling,” said Sylvia, when they mct, “why weic you out
all yesterday, and w/ho v-as that voice this morning ?’

‘Oh, that was Miss Dawkins, my stenographer.

*S'mon, what cen you mean®’
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*You sce, I've joined the film industry.’

*Darling. Do give me a job.’ :

. ““Well, I’'m not paying much attention to casting at the
moment ~ but I’ll bear you in mind.’

‘Goodness. How you’ve changed in two days!’ .

“Yes!” said Simon, with great complacency. ¢ Yes, I think
I have. You sce, for the first time in my life I have come
into contact with Real Life. I’'m going to give up writing
novels. It was a mug’s game anyway. The written word is
dead — first the papyrus, then the printed book, now the
film. The artist must no longer wotk alone. He is part of the
age in which he lives; he must share (only of course, my dear /
Sylvia, in very different proportions) the weekly wage ¢o-
velope of the proletarian. Vital art implies a corresponding
set of social relationships. Co-operation . .. co-ordination...
the hive endeavour of the community directed to a single ]
end ... -

Simon continued in this strain at some length, ea.ting
meantime a luncheon of Dickensian dimensions, until, in 2
small miserable voice, Sylvia said: ‘It seems to me that
you’ve fallen for some ghastly film star.’

*Oh God,’ said Simon, ‘only a virgin could be as vulgar as
that.’

They were about to start one of their old, interminable
quarrels when the telephone boy brought a message that
Miss Grits wished to resume work instantly.

- ‘So that’s-her name,’ said Sylvia.

‘If you only knew how funny that was,” said Simon
" scribbling his initials on the bill and leaving the table while
. Sylvia was still groping with gloves and bag.

As things-turned out, however, he became Miss Grits’
lover before the week was out. The idea was hers. She sug-
gested it to him one evening at his flat as they corrected the
typescript of the final version of their fiist treatment.

‘N0, really,” Simon said aghast. ‘No, really It would be
* quite impossible. I’m sorry, but . . .’

‘Why? Don’t you like women ?’
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‘Yes, but . . .2 )

*Oh, come along,” Miss Grits said briskly. ‘We don’t get

much time for amusement . . .> And later, as she packed their

- manuscripts into her attaché case she said, ‘We must do it

- again if we have time. Besides I find it’s so much easier to
work with a man if you’re having 2h affaire with him.’

3

For three weeks Simon and Miss Grits (he always thought
of her by this name 1n spite of all subsequent intimacies)
worked together in complete harmony. His life was re-
directed and transfigured. No longer did he lic in bed,
glumly preparing himself for the coming day; no longer did
he say every morning ‘I must get down to the country and
finish that book,” and every evening find himself slinking
back to the same urhan flat; no longer did he sit over supper
tables with Sylvia, idly bickering; no more listless explana-
tions over the telephone. Instead he pursued a routine of
incalculable variety, summoned by telephone at all hours to
conferences which rarely assembled; sometimes to Hamp-
stead, sometimes to thestudios, once to Brighton. He spent
long periods of work pacing up and down his sitting-room,
with Miss Grits pacing backwards and forwards along the
other wall and Miss Dawkins obediently perched between
them, as the two dictated, corrected and redrafted their
scenario. There were meals at improbable times and vivid,
unsentimental passages of love with Miss Grits He ate ir-
regular and improbable meals, bowling through the suburbs
in Sir James’s car, pacing the carpet dictating to Miss Daw-
kins, perched in deserted Jots upon scenery which seemed
made to survive the collapse of civilization. He lapsed, like
Miss Grits, into bricf spells of death-like unconsciousness,
often awakening, startled, to find that a strcet or desert or
factory had come into being about him while he slept.
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The film meanwhile grew rapidly, daily putting out new
shoots and changing under their eyes in a hundicd unex-
pected ways. Each conference produced some radical change
in the story, Miss Grits in her piecise, invariable voice
would read out the fiuits of their work. Sir James would st
with his head in his hand, 10cking slightly fiom side to side
and giving vent to occasional low moans and whimpers:
round him sat the experts — production, direction, casting,
continuity, cutting and costing managers, bright cyes, cager
to attract the great man’s attention with some apt intrusion.

‘Well,” Sir James would say, ‘I think we can O.K. that.
Any suggestions, gentlemen?! -

There would be a pause, until one by one the cxperts
began to deliver their contributions . . . *I’ve been thinking,
sir, that it won’t do to have the scene laid in Denmark. The
public won’t stand for travel stuff. How about setting it in
Scotland —~ then we could have some kilts and clan gather-
ing scenes ?’

‘Yes, that’s a very sensible suggestion. Make a notc of
that, Lent . . .}

‘I was thinking we’d better drop this character of the
Queen. She’d much better be dead before the action starts.
She hangs up the action. The public won’t stand for him
abusing his mother.’

‘Yes, make a note of that, Lent.”

‘How would it be, sir, to make the ghost the Queen m-
stead of the King . . .

‘Yes, make a note of that, Lent . ..

‘Don’t you think, sir, it would be better if Ophelia were
Horatio’s sister. More poignant, if you see what I mean.’

‘Yes, make a note of that. ..’

I think we are losing sight of the essence of the story in
the last sequence. After all, it is first and foremost a Ghost
Story, isn’tit. ..’

And so from simple beginnings the story spread majestic-
ally. It was in the second week that Sir James, after, it must
be admitted, considerable debate, adopted the idea of in-
corporating with it the story of AMacbeth. Simon was opposed
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to the proposition at first, but the appeal of the three
witches proved too strong. The title was then changed to
The White Lady of Dunsinane, and he and Miss Grits settled

down to a prodigious week’s work in rewriting their entire
scenarios.

4

The end came as suddenly as everything else in this remark-
able episode. The third conference was being held at an
hotel in the New Forest where Sir James happened to be
staying; the experts had assembled by train, car and motor-
b.xcyclc at a moment’s notice and were tired and unrcspon-
stve. Miss Grits read the latest scenario; it took some time,
for it had now reached the stage when it could be taken as
‘white script’ ready for shooting. Sir James sat sunk in re-
flection longer than usual. When he raised his head, it was
to utter the single word:

‘No.?

‘No?’

“No, it won’t do. We must scrap the whole thing. We've
got much too far from the original story. I can’t think why
you need introduce Julius Cacsar and King Arthur at all.’

‘But, sir, they were your own suggestions at the last con-
ference.’

“Were they? Well, I can’t help it. I must have been tired
and not paying full attention . . . Besides, I don’t like the
dialogue It misses all the poetry of the original. What the
public wants is Shakespeare, the whole of Shakespeate and
nothing but Shakespeare. Now this scenario you’ve written
is all very well in its way — but it’s not Shakespeare. I’ll tell
you what we’ll do. We'll use the play exactly as he wrote it
and record from that, Make a note of it, Miss Grits.’

“Then yow'll hardly require my services any more?’ said
Simon.

+“No, I don’t think I shall Still, nice of you to have come.?
Next morning Simon woke bright and cheerful as usual
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and was about to leap from his bed when he suddenly re-
membered the cvents of last night. There was nothing for
him to do. An empty day lay before him. No Miss Grits, no
Miss Dawkins, no scampering off to conferences or dictating
of dialogue. He 1ang up Miss Grits and asked her to lunch
with him.

‘No, quite impossible, I'm afraid. I have to do the con-
tinuity for a scenario of St John’s Gospel before the end of
the week. Pretty tough job. We're setting it in Algeria
so as to get the atmosphere. Off to Hollywood next month.
Don’t suppose I shall see you again. Good-bye.’

Simon lay in bed with all his energy slowly shpping away.
Nothing to do. Well, he supposed, now was the time to g0
away to the country and get on with his novel. Or should
he go abroad ? Some quiet café-restaurant in the sun where
he could work out those intractable last chapters. That was *
what he would do . . . sometime . . . the end of the week
perhaps.

Meanwhile he leaned over on his elbow, lifted the tele-
phone and, asking for Sylvia’s number, prepared himself
for twenty-five minutes’ acrimonious reconciliation.

¢



BELLA FLEACE GAVE APARTY :

BALLINGAR is four and a half hours from Dublin if you
catch the early train from Broadstone Station and five and
a quarter if you wait until the afternoon. It is the market
town of a large and comparatively well-populated district.
There is a pretty. Protestant church in 1820 Gothic on one
side of the square and a vast, unfinished Catholic cathedral
opposite it, conceived in that irresponsible medley of archi-
tectural orders that is so dear to the hearts of transmontane
pietists. Celtic lettering of a sort is beginning to take the
place of the Latin alphabet on the shop fronts that complete
the square. These all deal in identical goods in varying de-
grees of dilapidation; Mulligan’s Store, Flannigan’s Store,
Riley’s Store, cach sells thick black boots, hanging in
bundles, soapy colonial cheese, hardware and haberdashery,
oil and saddlery, and each is licensed to sell ale and porter
for consumption on or off the premises. The shell of the
barracks stands with empty window frames and blackened
interior as a monument to emancipation. Someone has
written The Pope is a Traitor in tar on the green pillar box.
A typical Irish town.

Fleacetown is fiftecn miles from Ballingar, on a direct un-
cven 10ad through typical Irish country; vague purple hills
in the far distance and towards them, on one side of the road,
fitfully visible among drifting patches of white mist, un-
broken miles of bog, dotted with occasional stacks of cut
peat. On the other side the ground slopes up to the north,
divided irregularly into sparc fields by banks and stone walls
over which the Ballingar hounds have some of their most
cventful hunting. Moss lies on everything; in a rough green
rug on the walls and banks, soft green velvet on the timber
- blurring the transitions so that there is no knowing where
the ground ends and trunk and masonry begin. All the way
from Ballingar there is a succession of whitewashed cabmns
and a dozen or so fair-size farmhouscs; but there is no



78 BLLLA FLLACL GAVL A PARTY

gentleman’s house, for all this was Fleace property in the
days before the Land Commission. The demesne land is
all that belongs to Fleacctown now, and this is let for pas-
ture to neighbouring farmeis. Only a few beds are cultivated
in the walled kitchen garden; the rest has run to rot, thorned
bushes barien of edible fruit spreading everywheie among
weedy flowers reverting ranlily to type. The hot-houses have
been draughty skeletons for ten years. The great gates sctin
their Georgian arch are permanently padlocked, the lodges
arc derelict, and the linc of the main drive is only just dis-
cernible through the meadows. Access to the housc is half
a mile farther up through a farm gate, along a track be-
fouled by cattle.

But the house itself, at the date with which we ae dealing,
was in a condition of comparatively good repair; compared:
that is to say, with Ballingar House or Castle Boycott or
Knode Hall. It did not, of course, sct up to rival Gordon-
town, where the American Lady Gordon had installed
electiic light, central heating and a lift, or Mock House or
Newhill, which were leased tosporting Englishmen, or Castle
Mockstock, since Lord Mockstock married beneath him.
These four houses with their neatly raked gravel, bath-
rooms and dynamos, were the wonder and ridicule of the
country But Fleacetown, in fair competition with the essen-
tially Irish houses of the Free State, was unusually habitable.

Its roof was intact; and it is the roof which makes the
difference between the second and third grade of Irish
country houses. Once that goes you have moss in the bed-
rooms, ferns on the stairs and cows in the library, and 1n 2
very few years you have to move into the dairy or one of
the lodges. But so long as he has, Iiterally, a roof over his
head, an Irishman’s house is still his castle. There were weak
bits in Fleacetown, but general opinion held that the leads
were good for another twenty years and would certainly
survive the present owner.

Miss Annabel Rochfort-Doyle-Fleace, to give her the full
name under which she appeared in books of reference,
thdugh she was known to the entire countryside as Bella
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Fleace, was the last of her family. There had been Fleaces
and Fleysers living about Ballingar since the days of Strong-
bow, and farm buildings marked the spot where they had
inhabited a stockaded fort two centuries before the immi-
gration of the Boycotts or Gordons or Mockstocks. A family
tree emblazed by a nincteenth-century genealogist, showing
how the original stock had merged with the cqually ancient
Rochforts and the respectable though more recent Doyles,
hung in the billiard-room. The present home had been built
on extravagant lines in the middle of the eighteenth cen-
tury, when the family, though cnervated, was still wealthy
and influential, It would be tedious to trace its gradual
decline from fortune; enough to say that it was due to no
herojc debauchery. The Fleaces just got unobtrusively
poorer in the way that families do who make no effort 1o
help themselves. In the last generation, too, there had been
marked traces of eccentricity. Bella Tleace’s mother — an
O’Hara of Newhill — had from the day of her marriage until
her death suffered from the delusion that she was a Negress.
Her brother, from whom she had inherited, devoted him-
self to oil painting; his mind ran on the simple subject of
assassination, and before his death he had executed pictures
of practically every such incident in history from Julius
Caesar to General Wilson. He was at work on a painting of
his own murder at the time of the troubles, when he was,
in fact, ambushed and done to death with a shot-gun on his
own drive. R

It was under one of her brother’s paintings ~ Abraham
Lincoln in his box at the theatre — that Miss Fleace was
sitting one colourless morning in November when the idea
came to her to give a Christmas party. It would be unncces-
sary to describe her appearance closely, and somewhat con-
fusig, bhecause it scemed in contradiction to much of her
character. She was over eighty, very untidy and very red;
streaky grey hair was twisted behind her head into a horsey
bun, wisps hung round her cheeks; her nose was prominent
and blue-veined; her eyes pale blue, blank and mad; she
had a lively smile and spoke with a marked Irish intonation
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She walked with the aid of a stick, having been lamed many
years back when her horse rolled her among loose stones
Iate in a long day with the Ballingat Hounds; a tipsy sport-
ing doctor had completed the mischicf, and the had not
been able to ride again, She would appear on foot when
hounds drew the Fleacetown coverts and loudly criticize
the conduct of the huntsman, hut cvery year fewer of her
old friends tuined out; strange faces appeared.

They knew Bella, though she did not know them. She
had become a by-word i the neighbourhood, a much-
valued joke.

‘A rotten day.’ they would report. “We found our fox.
but lost again almost at once. But we saw Bella Wonder
how long the old girl will Jast. She must be nearly ninety.
_ My father remembers when she used to hunt — went hike
© smoke; too.’

Indecd, Bella herscll was becoming increasingly occupied
with the prospect of death. In the winter before the one we
arc talking of, she had been extremely ill She emerged in
Aprily rosy checked as cver, but slower in her movements
and mind. She gave instructions that better attention must
be paid to her father’s and brother’s graves, and in June
took the unprecedented step of inviting her heir to visit her.
She had always refuscd to see this young man up till now.
He was an Englishman, a very distant cousin, named
Banks. He lived in South Kensington and occupied him-
self in the Museum. He arrived in August and wrote long
and very amusing lctters to all his friends describing his
visit, and later translated his experiences into a short story
for the Spectator. Bella disliked him from the moment he
arrived. He had horn-rimmed spcctacles and a B.B C.
voice. He spent most of his time photographing the Fleace-
town chimney-pieces and the moulding of the doors One
day he came to Bella bearing a pzlc of calf-bound volumes
from the library.

‘1 say, did you know you had these?’ he asked.

- ‘T did,’ Bella lied.
‘All first editions. They must be extremely valuable.’
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“You put them back where you found them.’

Later, when he wrote to thank her for his visit — enclosing
prints-of some of his photogiaphs — he mentioned the books
again This set Bella thinking. Why should that young
puppy go poking round the house putting a price on every-
thing? She wasn’t dead yet, Bella thought. And the more
she thought of it, the more repugnant it became to think
of Archie Banks carrying off her books to South Kensington
and removing the chimney-picces and, as he threatened,
writing an essay about the house for the drchitectural Review.
She had often heard that the books were valuable. Well,
there were plenty of books in the library and she did not
sec why Archie Banks should profit by them. So she wrote
a letter to a Dublin bookseller. He came to look through
the library, and after a while he offered her twelve hundred
for the lot, or a thousand for the six books which had
attracted Archie Banks’ attention. Bella was not sure that
she had the right to sell things out of the house; a wholesale
clearance would be noticed. So she kept the sermons and
mulitary history which made up most of the collection, the
Dublin bookseller went off with the first editions, which
eventually fetched rather less than he had given, and Bella
;;ras left with winter coming on and a thousand pounds in

and,

It was then that it occurred to her to give a party. There
were always several parties given round Ballingar at Christ-
mas time, but of late years Bella had not heen invited to
any, partly because many of her neighbours had never
spoken to her, partly because they did not think she would
want {o come, and partly because they would not have
known what to do with her if she had. As a matter of fact
she loved partics. She liked sitting down to supper in a
noisy room, she liked dance music and gossip about which
of the girls was pretty and who was in love with them, and
she liked drink and having things brought to her by men
in pink evening coats. And though she tried to console her-
self with contemptuous reflections about the ancestry of the
. hostesses, it annoyed her very much whenever she heard of

1
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a party being given in the neighbourhood to which she was
not asked.

And so it came about that, sitting with the Irish Times
under the picture of Abraham Lincoln and gazing across
the bare trces of the park to the hills beyond, Bella took it
into her head to give a party. She rose immediately and
hobbled across the room to the bell-rope. Presently her
butler came into the morning-room; he wore the green
baize apron in which he cleaned the silver and in his hand
he carried the plate brush to cmphasize the irregularity of
the summons.

‘Was it yourself ringing?’ he asked.

‘It was, who else?’

‘And I at the silver!’ .

‘Riley,’ said Bella with some solemnity, ‘I propose to give
a ball at Christmas.’

‘Indeed!’ said her butler. ‘And for what would you want
to be dancing at your age?’ But as Bella adumbrated her
idea, a sympathetic light began to glitter in Riley’s eye.

‘Therc’s not been such a ball in the country for twenty-
five years. It will cost a fortune.’

‘It will cost a thousand pounds,” said Bella proudly. -

The preparations were necessarily stupendous. Seven new
servants were recruited in the village and set to work dust-
ing and cleaning and polishing, clearing out furmiture and
pulling up carpets. Their industry served only to reveal
fresh requirements; plaster mouldings, long rotten, crum-
bled under the feather brooms, worm-eaten mahogany
floorboards came up with the tin tacks; bare brick was
disclosed behind the cabinets in the great drawing-room.
A second wave of the invasion biought painters, paper-
hangers and plumbers, and in a moment of enthusiasm
Bella had the cornice and the capitals of the pillars in the
" hall regilded; windows were reglazed, banisters fitted into
gaping sockets, and the stair carpet shifted so that the worn

strips were less noticeable.
In all these works Bella was indefatigable. She trotted
from drawing-room to hall, down the long gallery, up the
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staircase, admonishing the hitcling servants, lending a hand
with the lighter objects of furniturce, sliding, when the time
came, up and down the mahogany floor of the diawing-
room to work in the French chalk. She unloaded chests of
silver in the attics, found long-foigotten services of china,
went down with Riley into the cellars to count the few
remaining and now flat and acid bottles of champagne.
And in the evenings when the manual labourers had retired
exhausted to their gross recreations, Bella sat up far into the
night turning the pages of cookery books, comparing the
estimates of rival caterers, inditing long and detailed letters
to the agents for dance bands, and most important of all,
drawing up her list of guests and addressing the high double
piles of engraved cards that stood in her escritoire.

Distance counts for little in Ireland. People will readily
drive three hours to pay an afternoon call, and for a dance
of such importance no journey was too great. Bella had her
list painfully compiled from works of reference, Riley’s
morc up-to-date social knowledge and her own suddenly
animated memory. Cheerfully, in a steady cluldish hand-
writing, she transferred the names to the cards and ad-
dressed the envelopes. It was the work of several late sittings.
Many of those whose names were transcribed were dead or
bedridden; some whom she just remembered sceing as
small children were reaching retiring age in remote corners
of the globe; many of the houses she wrote down were
blackened shells, burned during the troubles and never
rebuilt; some had ‘no one living in them, only farmers’.
But at last, none too carly, the last envelope was addressed.
A final lap with the stamps and then later than usual she
‘rose from the desk. Her limbs were stiff, her eyes dazzled,
her tongue cloyed with the gum of the Tree State post
office; she felt a little dizzy, but she locked her desk that
evening with the knowledge that the most serious part of
the work of the party was over. Therc had been several
notable and deliberate omissions from that list.

‘What’s all this I hear about Bella giving a party?’
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said Lady Gordon to Lady Mockstock. ‘T haven't had a
card.’

‘Ncither have I yet. I hope the old thing hasn™t forgotten
me. I certainly intend to go. I've never been inside the
housc. T belicve she’s got some lovely things.”

With true Enghsh reserve the lady whose husband had
lcased Mock Hall never betrayed the knowledge that any
party was in the air at all at Fleacetown.

As the last days approached Bella concentrated more
upon her own appearance. She had bought few clothes of
recent years, and the Dublin dressmaker with whom she
used to deal had shut up shop. For a delirious instant she
played with the idea of a journey to London and even
Paris, and considerations of time alone obliged her to aban-
don it. In the end she discovered a shop to suit her, and
purchased a very magnificent gown of crimson satin; to this
she added long white gloves and satin shoes, There was no
tiara, alas! among her jewels, but she uncarthed large num-
bers of bright, nondescript Victorian rings, some chains and
lockets, pearl brooches, turquoise earrings, and a collar of
garnets, She ordered a coiffeur down fiom Dublin to dress
her hair

On the day of the ball she woke early, slightly feverish
with nervous excitement, and wriggled in bed till she was
called, restlessly rehearsing in her mind every detail of the
arrangements Before noon she had been to supervise
the setting of hundreds of candles in the sconces round the
- ball-1oom and supper-room, and in the thiee great chan-
deliers of cut Waterford glass; she had seen the supper
tables laid out with silver and glass and stood the massive
wine coolers by the buffet; she had helped bank the stair-
case and hall with chrysanthemums. She had no luncheon
that day, though Riley urged her with samples of the deli-
cacies already arrived from the caterer’s. She felt a little
faint; lay down for a short time, but soon rallicd to sew
with her own hands the crested buttons on to the liveries
of the hired servants,
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The invitations were timed for eight o’clock. She won-
dered whether that were too early — she had heard tales of
parties that began very late ~ but as the afternoon dragged
on unendurably, and rich twilight cnveloped the house,
Bella became glad that she had set a short term on this
exhausting wait. ‘

At six she went up to dress. The hairdresser was therc
with a bag full of tongs and combs He brushed and coiled
her hair and whiffed 1t up and generally manipulated it
until it became orderly and formal and apparently far more
copious She put on all her jewellery and, standing before
the cheval glass in her room, could not forbear a gasp of
surprise Then she limped downstars.

The house looked magnificent in the candlelight. The
band was there, the twelve hired footmen, Riley in knee )
breeches and black silk stockings.

It struck eight. Bella waited. Nobody carme.

She sat down on a gilt chair at the head of the stairs,
looked steadily before her with her blank, bluc eyes. In the
hall, in the cloakroom, in the supper-room, the hired foot- '
men looked at one another with knowing winks. ‘What does
the old girl expect? No one’ll have finished dinner before
‘ten,’

The linkmen on the steps stamped and chafed their
hands

At half-past twelve Bella rose from her chair. Her face
gave no indication of what she was thinking.

‘Riley, I think I will have some suppet. I am not fecling
altogether well ?

She hobbled slowly to the dining-room.

“Give me a stuffed quail and a glass of wine. Tell the
band to start playing.’

The Blue Danube waliz flooded the house. Bella smiled
approval and swayed her head a hittle to the rhythm.

‘Riley, T am really quite hungry. I’ve had nothing all
day. Give me another quail and some more champagne.’

Alone among the candles and the hired footmen, Riley

-
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served hus mistiess with an mmmense supper. She enjoyed
cvery mouthful.

Presently she rosc. ‘I am afraid there must be some mis-
take. No onc scems to be coming to the ball. It is very
disappointing after all our trouble. You may tcll the band
to go home.’

But just as she was leaving the dining-10om there was a
stir in the hall. Guests were arriving. With wild resolution
Bella swung heiself up the stairs. She must get to the top
before the guests were announced. One hand on the banis-
ter, one on her stick, pounding heart, two steps at a time.
At Jast she reached the landing and turned to face the com-
pany. There was a mist before her eyes and a singing in
her cars. She breathed with effort, but dimly she saw four
figures advancing and saw Riley meet them and heard him
announce

‘Lord and Lady Mockstock, Sir Samuel and Lady Gordon.’

Suddenly the daze in which she had been moving cleared.
Here on the staits were the two women she had not in-
vited ~ Lady Mockstock the draper’s daughter, Lady Gor-
don the American.

She drew herself up and fixed them with her blank, blue
eyes.

‘I had not expected this honout,’ she said. ‘Please forgive
me if I am unable to entertain you.’

The Mockstocks and the Gordons stood aghast; saw the
mad blue eyes of their hostess, her crimson dress; the ball-
room beyond, looking immense in its emptiness; heard the
dance music echoing through the empty house. The air was
charged with the scent of chrysanthemums. And then the
drama and unreality of the scene were dispelled. Miss
Tleace suddenly sat down, and holding out her hands to her
butler, said, ‘T don’t quite know what’s happening.’

He and two of the hired footmen carried the old lady to
a sofa. She spoke only once more. Her mind was still on the
same subject. ‘They came uninvited, those two . . . and no-
body else.’ ’
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A day later she died.

Mr Banks arrived for the funcral and spent a week sorting
out her cffects Among them he found in her escritoire,

stamped, addressed, but unposted, the invitations to the
ball.
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I

WrEN Mrs Kent-Cumberland’s eldest son was born (in an
expensive London nursing home) there was a bonfire on
» Tomb Beacon; it consumed three barrels of tar, an immense
catafalque of timber, and, as things turned out — for the
flames spread briskly in the dry goise and loyal tenantry
were 100 tipsy to extinguish them ~ the entire vegetation of
 Tomb Hill.

As soon as mother and child could be moved, they tra-
velled in state to the country, where flags were hung out in
the village street and a trellis arch of evergreen boughs ob-
scured the handsome Palladian entrance gates of their home.
Theie were farmers’ dinners both at Tomb and on the Kent-
Cumberlands’ Norfolk estate, and funds for a silver-plated
tray were ungrudgingly subscribed.

The christening was celebrated by a garden-party. A

- princess stood godmother by proxy, and the boy was called
Gervase Peregrine Mountjoy St Eustace — all of them names
illustrious in the family’s history.

Throughout the service and the subsequent presentations
he maintained an attitude of phlegmatic dignity which con-
firmed everyone mn the high estimate they had already
formed of his capabilities.

After the garden-party there were fireworks and after the
fireworks a very hard week for the gardeners, cleaning up
the mess. The life of the Kent-Cumberlands then resumed
its normal tranquillity until nearly two years later, when,
much to her annoyance, Mrs Kent-Cumberland discov-
ered that she was to have another baby.

The second child was born in August in a shoddy modern
house on the East Coast which had been taken for the sum-
mer so that Gervase might have the benefit of sea air. Mrs
Kent-Cumberland was attended by the local doctor, who
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antagonized her by his middle-class accent, and proved,
when it came to the point, a great deal more deft than the
London specialist. ; )
*_Throughout the peevish months of waiting Mrs Kent-
Cumberland had fortified hersclf with the hope that she
would have a daughter. It would be a softening influence
for Gervase, who was growing up somewhat unresponsive,
to have a pretty, gentle, sympathetic sister two ycars
younger than himself. She would come out just when he
was going up to Oxford and would save him from either of
the dreadful extremes of evil company which threatened
that stage of development ~ the bookworm and the hooligan.
She would bring down delightful girls for Eights Weck and
Commem. Mrs Kent-Cumberland had it all planned out.
When she was delivered of another son she named him
Thomas, and fretted through her convalescence with her
mind on the coming hunting scason.

2

The two brothers developed into sturdy, unremarkable
little boys; there was little to choose between them except
their two years’ difference in age. They were both sandy-
haired, courageous, and well-manucred on occasions.
Neither was sensitive, artistic, highly strung, or conscious
of being misunderstood. Both accepted the fact of Gervase’s
importance just as they accepted his superiority of know-
ledge and physique Mrs Kent-Cumberland was a fair-
minded woman, and in the event of the two being involved
in mischief, it was Gervase, as the elder, who was the more
severely punished. Tom found that his obscurity was on the
‘whole advantagecous, for it excused him from the countless
minor performances of ceremony which fell on Gervase.
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9

At the age of seven Tom was consumed with desire for a
modecl motor-ca1, an cxpensive toy of a size to sit in and
pedal about the garden. He prayed for it steadfastly every
evening and most mornings for scveral weeks. Christmas
was approaching.

Gervasc had a smart pony and was often taken huntipg.
Tom was alone most of the day and the motor-car occupied -
a great part of his thoughts. Finally he confided his am-
bition to an uncle. This uncle was not addicted to expensive
present giving, least of all to children (for he was a man pf
hmited means and self-indulgent habits) but something in
his nephew’s intensity of feeling impressed him.

‘Poor little beggar,” he reflected, ‘his brother seems to get
all the fun,” and when he returned to London he ordered
the motor-car for Tom. It arrived some days before Christ-
mas and was put away upstairs with other presents. On
Christmas Eve Mrs Kent-Cumberland came to inspect
them. ‘How very kind,” she said, looking at each label in
turn, ‘how very kind.’

The motor-car was by far the largest exhibit. It was pillar-
box red, complete with electric lights, a hooter and a spare
wheel.

‘Really,’ she said. ‘How very kind of Ted.’

Then she looked at the label more closely. ‘But how fool-
ish of him. He’s put Tom’s name on it.’

“There was this book for Master Gervase,’ said the nurse,
producing a volume labelled ‘ Gervase with best wishes from
Uncle Ted.’

*Of course the parcels have been confused at the shop,’
said Mrs Kent-Cumberland. ‘This can’t have been meant
for Tom. Why, it must have cost six or seven pounds.’

She changed the labels and went downstairs to supervise
the decoration of the Christmas tree, glad to have rectified
an obvious error of justice.
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Next morning the presents were revealed. ‘Oh, Ger.
You are lucky,” said Tom, inspecting the motor-car. ‘May
I ride in it?’

*Yes, only be careful. Nanny says it was awfully expen-~
sive.

Tom rode it twice round the room. ‘May I take it in the
garden sometimes?’ .

“Yes. You can have it when I’'m hunting.’

Later in the week they wrote to thank their uncle for his
presents. )

Gervase wrote:

Dear Uncle Ted, .
Thank you for the lovely present. It’s lovely. The pony is
very well. T am going to hunt again before I go back to school.

Love from Gervase.
Dear Uncle Ted [wrote Tom],
Thank you ever so much for the lovely present. It is just what
I wanted. Again thanking you very much.
With love from Tom.

‘So that’s all the thanks I get. Ungrateful little beggar,”
said Uncle Ted, resolving to be more economical in future.

But when Gervase went back to school he said, “You can
have the motor-car, Tom, to keep ’

‘What, for my own?’

‘Yes. It’s a kid’s toy, anyway.’

And by this act of generosity he increased Tom’s respect
and love for him a hundredfold.

4

The war came and profoundly changed the lives of the two
boys. It engendered none of the neuroses threatened by
pacifists. Air raids remamed among Tom’s happicst mem-
orics, when the school used to be awakened in the middle
of the night and hustled downstairs to the basement where,

»
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wrapped in eiderdowns, they were regaled with cocoa and-
cake by the matron, who looked supremely ridiculous in 2
flannel nightgown. Once a Zeppelin was hit in sight of the
school; they all crowded to the dormitory windows to sce it
sinking slowly in a globe of pink flame. A very young master
whose health rendered him unfit for military service danced
on the headmaster’s tennis cout t crying, ‘ There go the baby
killers.” Tom made a collection of ‘War Relics’, including
a captured German helmet, shell-splinters, The Times for
August 4th, 1914, buttons, cartridge cases, and cap badges,
that was voted the best in the school.

The event which radically changed the relationship of
the brothers was the death, early in 1915, of their father.
Neither knew him well nor particularly liked him. He had
1epresented the division in the House of Commons and
spent much of his time in London while the children were
at Tomb. They only saw him on three occasions after he
joined the army. Gervase and Tom were called out of the
classroom and told of his death by the headmaster’s wife.

, They cried, since it was expected of them, and for some
days were treated with marked deference by the masters
and the rest of the school.

It was in the subsequent holidays that the importance of
the change became apparent. Mrs Kent-Cumberland had
suddenly become more emotional and more parsimonious.
She was liable to unprecedented outbursts of tears, when
she would crush Gervase to her and say, ‘ My poor fatherless
boy.” At other times she spoke gloomily of death duties.

~

5

For some years in fact ‘Death Duties’ became the reframn of
the household.

When Mrs Kent-Cumberland let the house in London
and closed down a wing at Tomb, when she 1educed the
servants to four and the gardeners to two, when she “let



WINNER TAKES ALL ‘93

the flower gardens go’, when she stopped asking her brother
Ted to stay, when she emptied the stables, and became
‘almost fanatical in her reluctance to use the car, when the
‘bath water was cold ‘and there were no new tennis-balls,
when the chimneys were dirty and the lawns covered with
sheep, when Gervase’s cast-off clothes ceased to fit Tom,
when she refused him the ‘extra’ expense at school of car-
pentry lessons and mid-morning milk — ‘ Death Duties’ were
responsible,

‘Itis all for Gervase,” Mrs Kent-Cumberland used to ex-

plain. “When he inherits, he must take over free of debt, as
his father did,’

6

Gervase went to Eton in the year of his father’s death. Tom
would normally have followed him two years later, but in
her new mood of economy Mrs Kent-Cumberland cancelled
his entry and began canvassing her friends’ opinions about
the less famous, cheaper public schools. ‘The education is
Jjust as good,’ she said, ‘and far more suitable for a boy who
has his own way (o make in the world.’ ,
Tom was happy cnough at the school to which he vas
sent. It was very bleak and very new, salubrious, progres-
sive, prosperous in the boom that secondary education en-
joyed in the years immediately following the war, and,
when all was said and done, ‘thoroughly suitable for a boy
with his own way to make in the world’. He had several
friends whom he was not allowed to invite to hig home
during the holidays. He got his House colours for swimming
and fives, played once or twice in the sccond eleven for
cricket, and was a platoon commander in the O.T.q.; h'e
wasin the sixth form and passed the Higher Certificate in his
last year, became a prefect and enjoyed the confidence of
his house master, who spoke of him as ‘a very decent stamp
of boy’. He left school at the age of cighteen without the
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smallest desire to re-visit it or sce any of its membets again,

Gervase was then at Christ Church. Tom went up to visit
him, but the magnificent Etonians who romped in and out
of his brother’s rooms scaied and depressed him. Gervase
was in the Bullingdon, spending money freely and enjoying
himsclf. He gave a dinner-party in his rooms, but Tom sat
in silence, drinking heavily to hide his embairassment, and
was later sombrely sick in a corner of Peckwater quad. He
returned to Tomb next day in the lowest spirits.

“It is not as though Tom were a scholarly boy,’ said Mrs
Kent-Cumberland to her fiiends. ‘T am glad he is not, of
couse. But if he had been, it might have been 1ight to make
the sacrifice and send him to the University. As it is, the
sooner he Gets Started the better.’

7

Getting Tom started, however, proved a matter of some
difficulty. During the Death Duty Period, Mis Kent-Cum-
berland had cut herself off from many of her friends Now
she cast round vainly to find someone who would ‘put Tom
into something’. Chartered Accountancy, Chinesce Customs,
estate agencies, ‘the City’, were suggested and abandoned.
“The trouble is that he has no particular abilities,” she ex-
plained. ‘He is the sort of boy who would be useful in
anything — an all-round man - but, of course, he has no
capital.’ )

August, September, October passed; Gervase was back
at Oxford, in fashionable lodgings in the High Street, but
Tom remained at home without employment. Day by day
he and his mother sat down together to luncheon and
dinner, and his constant presence was a severe strain on
Mrs Kent-Cumberland’s equability. She herself was always
busy and, as she bustled about her duties, it shocked and
distracted her to encounter the large figure of her younger
son sptawling on the morning-room sofa or leaning against
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the stone parapet of the terrace and gazing out apathetically
across the familiar landscape.

‘Why can’t you find something to do?’ she would com-
plain. “There are always things to do about a house. Heaven
knows I never have a moment.” And when, one afternoon,
he was asked out by some neighbours and returned too late
to dress for dinner, she said, ‘Really, Tom, I should have
thought that yox had time for that.’

‘It is a very scrious thing,” she remarked on another occa-
sion, ‘for a young man of your age to get out of the habit of
work. It saps his whole morale.’

Accordingly she fell back upon the ancient country house
expedient of Cataloguing the Library. This consisted of an
extensive and dusty collection of books amassed by succeed-
ing generations of a family at no time notable for their pat-
ronage of literature; it has been catalogued before, in t.hc
middle of the nineteenth century, in the spidery, spinsterish
hand of a relative in reduced circumstances; since then the
additions and disturbances had been negligible, _but Mrs
Kent-Cumberland purchased a fumed oak cabinct and
several boxes of cards and instructed Tom how she wanted

the shelves re-numbered and the books twice entered under
Subject and Author.

It was a system that should keep a boy employed for some
time, and it was with vexation, therefore, that, a fcw. c.Jays
after the task was commenced, she paid a surprise visit to
the scenc of his labour and found Tom sitting, almost lying,
in an armchair, with his feet on a rung of the library steps,
reading. o

‘I am glad you have found something interesting,” she
said in a voice that conveyed very little gladness.

‘Well, to tell you the truth, I think I have,’ said Tom, and
showed her the book.

It was the manuscript journal kept by a Colonel Jasper
Cumberland during the Peninsular War. It had no starthing
literary merit, nor did its critiasms of the general staff throw
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any new light upon the strategy of the campaign, but it was
a lively, direct, day-to-day narrative, redolent of its period;
there was a sprinkling of droll anecdotes, some vigorous de-
scriptions of fox-hunting behind the lines of Torres Vedras,
of the Duke of Wellington dining in Mess, of a threatened -
mutiny that had not yet found its way into history, of the
assault on Badajoz; there were some bawdy references to
Portuguese women and some- pious reflections about pat-
riotism

‘I was wondering if it might be worth publishing,’ said
Tom.

‘I should hardly think so,” replied his mother. ‘But I will
certainly show it to Gervase when he comes home.’ -

For the moment the discovery gave a new interest to
Tom’s life. He read up the history of the period and of his
own family. Jasper Cumberland he established as a younger
son of the period, who had later emigrated to Canada.
There were letters from him among the archives, including
the announcement of his marriage to a Papist, which had
clearly severed the link with his elder brother. In a case of
uncatalogued miniatures in the long drawing-room, he
found the portrait of a handsome whiskered soldier, which
by a study of contemporary uniforms he was able to identify
. as the diarist. .

Presently, in his round, immature handwriting, Tom be-
gan working up his notes into an essay. His mother watched
his efforts with unqualified approval. She was glad to see
him busy, and glad to see him taking an interest in his
family’s history. She had begun to fear that by sending him
to a school without ‘tradition’ she might have made a
socialist of the.boy. When, shortly before the Christmas
vacation, work was found for Tom, she took charge of his
notes. ‘I am sure Gervase will be extremely interested,’ she
said. ‘He may even think it worth showing to a publisher.’
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candlelight in a breathless little bedioom over the bar, and
arrived Jate and slightly dishevelled at dinner, where he sat
between two lovely girls who ncither knew who he was nor
troubled to inquire. The dancing aftcrwaids was in a mar-
quee built on the terrace, which a London catering firm had
converted into a fair replica of a Pont Stiect drawing-100m1.
Tom danced once or twice with the daughters of ncighbour-
ing familiecs whom he had known since childhood. They
asked him about Wolverhampton and the woiks. He had to
get up carly next morning; at midnight he slipped away to
his bed at the inn. The evening had bored him; because he
was in love.

9

It had occurred to him to ask his mother whether he might
bring his fiancée to the ball, but on reflexion, enchanted
as he was, he had realized that it would not do. The girl was
named Gladys Cruttwell. She was two years older than him-
self; she had fluffy yellow hair which she washed at home
once a week and dried before the gas fire; on the day after
the shampoo it was very light and silky; towards the end of
the week, darker and slightly greasy. She was a virtuous,
affectionate, self-rehant, even-tempered, unintelligent, high-
spirited girl, but Tom could not disguise from himself the
fact that she would not go down well at Tomb.

She worked for the firm on the clerical side. Tom had
noticed her on his second day, as she tripped across the
yard, exactly on time, bareheaded (the day after a shampoo)
in a woollen coat and skirt which she had knitted heiself.
He had got into conversation with her in the canteen, by
making way for her at the counter with a chivalry that was
not much practised at the works. His possession of a car
gave him a clear advaniage over the other young men
about the place.

They discovered that they lived within a few streets of one
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another, and it presently became Tom’s practice to call for
her in the mornings and take her home in the evenings. He
would sit in the two-seater outside her gate, sound the horn,
and she would come running down the path to meet him.
As summer approached they went for drives in the evening
among leafy Warwickshire lanes. In June they were en-
gaged. Tom was exhilarated, sometimes almost dizzy at the
experience, but he hesitated to tell his mother. ‘After all,’
he reflected, ‘it is not as though I were Gervase,” but in his
own heart he knew that there would be trouble.

Gladys came of a class accustomed to long engagements;
marriage seemed a remote prospect; an engagement to her
signified the formal recognition that she and Tom spent
their spare time in one another’s company. Her mother,
with whom she lived, accepted him on these terms. In years
to come, when Tom had got his place in the London show-
rooms, it would be time enough to think about marrying.
But Tom was born to a less patient tradition. He began to
speak about a wedding in the autumn.

‘It would be lovely,” said Gladys in the tones she would
have employed about winning the Irish sweepstake.

He had spoken very little about his farmly. She under-
stood, vaguely, that they lived in a big house, but it was a
part of life that never had been real to her. She knew that
there were duchesses and marchionesses in something called
‘Society’; they were encoudtered in the papers and the
films. She knew there were directors with large salaries; but
the fact that there were people like Gervase or Mrs Kent-
Cumberland, and that they would think of themselves as
radically different from herself, had not entered her experi-
ence, When, cventually, they were brought together Mrs
Kent-Cumbeiland was extremely gracious and Gladys

thought he1 a very nice old lady. But Tom knew that the
meeting was proving disastrous.

*Of cowse,’ said Mrs Kent-Cumberland, ¢ the whole thing
is quite impossible. Miss Whatever-her-name-was scemed a
thoroughly nice giil, but you are not in a position to think
of marriage. Besides,” she added with absolute finality, ‘you
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must not forget that if anything were to happen to Gervase
you would be his heir.’

So Tom was removed from the motor business and an
opening found for him on a sheep farm in South Austraha.

Io

It would not be fair to say that in the ensuing two years Mrs
Kent-Cumberland forgot her younger son. She wrote to him
every month and sent him bandana handkerchiefs for Christ-
mas. In the first lonely days he wrote to her frequently, but
when, as he grew accustomed to the new life, his letters be-
came less frequent she did not seriously miss them. When they
did arrive they were lengthy; she put them aside from her
correspondence to read at leisure and, more than once, mis-
laid them, unopened. But whenever her acquaintances asked
after Tom she loyally answered, ‘Doing splendidly. And en-
joying himself very much.’

She had many other things to occupy and, in some cases,
distress her. Gervase was now in authority at Tomb, and the
careful régime of his minority wholly reversed. There were.
six expensive hunters in the stable. The lawns were mown,
bedrooms thrown open, additional bathrooms installed;’
there was even talk of constructing a swimming pool. There
was constant Saturday to Monday entertaining. There
was the sale, at a poor price, of two Romneys and a
Hoppner. -

Mrs Kent-Cumberland watched all this with mingled
pride and anxiety. In particular she scrutinized the succes-
sion of girls who came to stay, in the irreconcilable, evel-
present fears that Gervase would or would not marry. Either
conclusion seemed perilous; a wife for Gervase must be well-
born, well conducted, rich, of stainless reputation, and affec-
tionately disposed to Mrs Kent-Cumberland; such a mate
seemed difficult to find. The estate was clear of the mort-
gages necessitated by death duties, but dividends were un-~

i
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certain, and though, as she frequently pointed out, she
‘never interfered’, simple arithmetic and her own close
experience of domestic management convinced her that

_.Gervase would not long be alile to support the scale of
living which he had introduced.

With so much on her mind, it was inevitable that Mis
Kent-Cumberland should think a g1 eat deal about Tomb and
very little about South Australia, and should be rudecly
shocked to read in one of Tom’s letters that he was pro-
posing to return to England on a visit, with a fiancée and a
future father-in-law; that in fact he had already startcd,
was now on the sea and due to arrive in London in a fort-
-night. Had she read his carlier letters with attention she
might have found hints of such an attachment, but she had
not done so, and the announcement came to her as a wholly
unpleasant surprise

“Your brother is coming back.’

‘Oh good! When ?’

‘He is bringing a farmer’s daughter to whom he 1s en-
gaged — and the farmer. They want to come here.’

‘I say, that’s rather a bore. Let’s tell them we’re having
the boilers cleaned ’

‘You don’t scem to realize that this is a serious matter,
Gervase.’

‘Oh well, you fix things up. I dare say it would be all
right if they came next month. We’ve got to have the
Anchorages some time. We might get both over together.”

In the end it was decided that Gervase should meet the
mmmigrants i London, vet them and report to his mother
whether or no they were suitable fellow-guests for the An-
chorages A wecek later, on his return to Tomb, his mother
greeted him anxiously,

*Well? You never wrote ??

‘Wrote® Why should I? I never do. I say, I haven’t for-
gotten a hirthday or anything, have I

‘Don’t be absurd, Gervase. I mcan, about your brother
Tom’s unfortunate entanglement Did you see the girl ?’

‘Oh, that. Yes, I went and had dinner with them. Tom’s
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done himself quite well. Fair, rather fat, saucer-eyes, good-
tempered, I should say, by her looks.’

‘Does she — does she speak with an Australian accent?’

‘Didn’t notice it.’

‘And the father?’

‘Pompous old boy.’

‘Would he be all right with the Anchorages?’

‘I should think he’d go down like a dinner. But they can’t
come. They are staying with the Chasms.’

‘Indeed! What an extraordinary thing. But, of course,
Archie Chasm was Governor-General once. Still, it shows
they must be fairly respectable. Where are they staying?’

*Claridge’s.’ '

*Then they must be quite rich, too. How very interesting.
I will write this evening.’

II

Three weeks later they arrived. Mr MacDougal, the father,
was a tall, lean man, with pince-nez and an interest in
statistics. Fle was a territorial magnate to whom the Tomb
estates appeared a cosy small-holding. He did not emphasize
this in any boastful fashion, but in his statistical zeal gave
Mrs Kent-Cumberland some staggering figures. ‘Is Bessie
your only child ?’ asked Mrs Kent-Cumberland.

‘My only child and heir,” he replied, coming down to
brass tacks at once. ‘I dare say you have been wondering
what sort of settlement I shall be able to make on her. Now
that, I regret to say, is a question I cannot answer accur-
ately. We have good years, Mrs Kent-Cumberland, and we
have bad years It all depends.’

“But I dare say that even in bad yeais the income is quite
considerable?’

‘In a bad year,” said Mr MacDougal, ‘in a very bad year
such as the present, the net profits, after all deductions have
been made for running expenses, insurance, taxation, and
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deterioration, amount to something between’ — Mrs Kent-
Cumberland listened breathlessly — “ fifty and fifty-two thou-
sand pounds. I know that is a very vague statement, but
it is impossible to be more accurate until the last returns
are in.’

Bessie was bland and creamy. She admired everything.
‘It’s so antique,” she would remark with relish, whether the
object of her attention was the Norman Church of Tomb,
the Victorian panelling in the billiard-room, or the central-
heating system which Gervase had recently installed. Mrs
Kent-Cumberland took a great liking to the girl.

‘Thoroughly Teachable,’ she pronounced. ‘But I wonder
whether she is really suited to Tom. . . Lwonder. ..

The MacDougals stayed for four days and, when they
left, Mrs Kent-Cumberland pressed them to return for a
longer visit. Bessie had been enchanted with everything she
saw,

‘I wish we could live here,” she had said to Tom on her
first evening, ‘in this dear, quaint old housc.’

“Yes, darling, so do 1. Of course it all belongs to Gervase,
but I always look on it as my home.’

‘Just as we Australians look on England.’

‘Exactly.

She had insisted on secing everything; the old gabled
manor, once the home of the family, relegated now to the
function of dower house since the present mansion was built
1n the cightcenth century — the housc of mean proportions
and inconvenient offices where Mrs Kent-Cumberland, in
her moments of depression, pictured her own dechning
years; the mill and the quarries; the farm, which to the
MacDougals seemed minute and formal as a Noah’s A1k
On these expeditions it was Gervase who acted as guide.
‘He, of course, knows so much more about it than Tom,’
Mrs Kent-Cumberland explained.

Tom, in fact, found himsclf very raiely alone with his
fiancCe Once, when they were all together after dinner, the
question of his martiage was mentioned. He asked Bessic
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whetlicr, now that she had seen Tomb, she would soonce

be married there, at the village church, than in London.
‘Oh, thereisnoneed to decide anything hastily,” MisKent-

Cumberland had said. Let Bessic look about a little fist.’

When the MacDougals left, it was to go to Scotland tose
the castle of theit ancestors. Mr MacDougal had traced
relationship with various branches of his family, had coite-
sponded with them intermittently, and now wished to make
their acquaintance.

Bessie wrote to them all at Tomb; she wrote daily to
Tom, but in her thoughts, as she lay sleepless in the appal-
ling bed provided for her by her distant kinsmen, she was
conscious for the fitst time of a light feeling of disappoint-
ment and uncertainty. In Australia Tom had secmed so
different from everyone else, so gentle and dignificd and
cultured. Here in England he scemed to reccde into ob-
scurity. Everyone in England scemed to be like Tom.

And then there was the house. It was exactly the kind of
house which she had always imagined English people to live
1n, with the dear little park ~ less than a thousand acres ~
and the soft grass and the old stone. Tom had fitted into the
house. He had fitted too well; had disappeared entirely in
it and become part of the backgiound. The central place
belonged to Gervase ~ so like Tom but more handsome;
with all Tom’s charm but with more personality. Beset with
these thoughts, she rolled on the hard and irregular bed
until dawn began to show thiough the lancet window of the
Victorian-baionial turret. She loved that turret for all its

discomfort. It was so antique.

’ 12 - ;
Mrs Kent-Cumberland was an active woman. It was less
than ten days after the MacDougals® visit that she returned
triumphantly from a day in London. After dinner, when
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she sat alone with Tom in the small diawing-room, she
said: ;

‘You’ll be very much surprised to hear who I saw today.
Gladys.”’

‘Gladys?’

‘Gladys Cruttwell.’

‘Good heavens. Where on earth did you meet her?’

‘Tt was quite by chance,’ said his mother vaguely. ‘She is
working there now.’

‘How was she?’

‘Very pretty. Prettier, 1f anything.’

ere was a pause. Mrs Kent-Cumbcrland stitched away
at a gros-point chair seat ‘You know, dear boy, that I never
wmlerfere, but I have often wondered whether you treated
-Gladys very kindly. I know I was partly to blame, myself.
But you were both very young and your prospects so un-
certain, I thought a year or two of separation would be a
good test of whether you really loved one another.

‘Oh, I am sure she has forgotten about me long ago ’

‘Indeed, she has not, Tom. I thought she seemed a very
unhappy girl.’

‘But how can you know, Mother, just seeing her casually
like that?’

‘We had luncheon together,” said Mrs Kent-Cumber-
land. ‘In an A.B.C. shop.’

Another pause.

‘But, look here, I’ve forgotten all about her. I only care
about Bessie now.’

“You know, dearest boy, I never interfere. I think Bessie
is a delightful girl. But are you free? Are you free in your
own conscience? You know, and I do not know, on what
terms you parted from Gladys.’

And there returned, after a long absence, the scene which
for the first few months of his Australian venture had been
constantly in Tom’s memory, of a tearful parting and many
intemperate promises. He said nothing ‘I did not tell
Gladys of your engagement. T thought you had the night to
do that — as best you can, in your own way. But I did tell

‘
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her you weie back in England and that you wished to see
her. She is coming here tomorrow for a night ot two. She
looked in need of a holiday, poor child.’

When Tom went to meet Gladys at the station they stood
for some minutes on the platform not certain of the other’s
identity. Then their tentative signs of recognition coire-
sponded. Gladys had been engaged twice in the past two
years, and was now walking out with a motor salesman. It
had been a great surprise when Mrs Kent-Cumberland
sought her out and explained that Tom had returned to
England. She had not forgotten him, for she was a loyal and
good-hearted girl, but she was embarrassed and touched to
learn that his devotion was unshaken.

They were married two wecks later and Mrs Kent-
Cumberland undertook the delicate mission of explaining
everything’ to the MacDougals.

They went to Australia, where Mr MacDougal very mag-
nammously gave them a post managing one of his more
remote estates. He was satisfied with Tom’s work. Gladys
has a large sunny bungalow and a landscape of grazing-land
and wire fences. She does not see very much company nor
does she particularly like what she does see. The neighbour-
ing ranchers find her very English and aloof.

Bessie and Gervase were married after six weeks’ engage-
ment. They live at Tomb. Bessie has two children and Ger-
vase has six race-horses. Mrs Kent-Cumberland lives in the
house with them. She and Bessie rarely disagree, and, when
they do, it is Mrs Kent-Cumberland who gets her way. -

The dower house is let on a long lease to a sporting manu-
facturer. Gervase has taken over the Hounds and spends
money profusely; everyone in the neighbourhood is content.
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Part One
A DEATH

I

AT the time of my father’s death I was in Morocco, at a
small French hotel outside the fortifications of Fez. T had
been there for six wecks, doing little else but write, and my
book, Murder at Mountrichard Castle, was within twenty thou-
sand words of its end. In three wecks I should pack it up for
the typist; perhaps sooner, for I had nearly passed that
heavy middle period where less conscientious writers intro-
duce their second corpse. I was thirty-four years of age at
the time, and a serious writer. I had always been a one-
corpsc man. I took pains with my work and I found it
excellent Each of my seven books sold better than its prede-
cessor. Moreover, the sale was in their first three months, at
seven and sixpence. I did not have to relabel the hbrary
edition for the bookstalls People bought my books and kept
them — not in the spare bedrooms but in the library, all
seven of them together on a shelf. In six weeks’ time, when
my manuscript had been typed, revised and delivered, 1
should receive a_cheque for something over nine hundred
pounds. Had I wished it, I could have earned considerably
more. I never tried to sell my stories as serials; the delicate
fibres of a story suffer when it is chopped up into weekly or
monthly parts and never completely heal. Often, when 1
have been reading the work of a competitor, I have said,
‘She was writing with an eye on the magazines She had to
close this episodc prematurely; she had to introduce that
extrancous bit of melodrama, so as to make each instalment
a readable unit Well,” I would reflect, ‘she has a husband
to support and two sons at school. She mist not expect to
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do two jobs well, to be a good mother and a good novelist °
I chose to Jive modestly on the royalties of my books,

1 have never found economy the least irksome; on_the
contrary, I take pleasure in it. My friends, I know, con-
sidered me parsimonious ; it was a joke among them, which
I found quite inoffensive. My ambition was to ecradicate
money as much as I could from my life. I acquired as few
possessions as possible, T preferred to pay interest to my
bank rather than be bothered by tradesmen’s bills. T decided
what I wanted to do and then devised ways of doing it
cheaply and tidily; moncey wasted meant more money to be
carned. I disliked profusion. .

I chose my carcer deliberately at the age of twenty-one.
I had a naturally ingenious and constructive mind and the
taste of writing. I was youthfully zealous of good fame,
There scemed few ways of which a writer need not be
ashamed by which he could make a decent living. To pro-
duce something, saleable in large quantitics to the public,
which had absolutely nothing of myself in it; to sell some-
thing for which the kind of people I liked and respected
would have a usey that was what I sought, and detective
stories fulfilled the purpose. They were an art which ad-
mitted of classical canons of technique and taste It was
immune, too, fom the obnoxious comment 1o svhich lighter
work is cxpoced: ‘How you must revel in writing your deli-
tinus books, Mr So-and-so.’ My friend, Roger Simmonds,
who was with me at the University and set up as a pro-
fe's1onal humorist at the same time as I wiote Vengeance at
e Patiran, veas constantly plagued by that kind of remark.
Instead, wamen said o me, ‘HHow difficult it must be to
ink of ali there complicated clues, Mr Plant.’ I agreed.
3 wtnlerably diffeuls ‘And do you do vour writing
i in London?? “Ne, T find T have to go away to work.’
AWy fram telephones andd parties and things?’ ‘Exactly.’

Fhnd irmed a dosen o more 1ctreats in England and
ol et inns, farnished cottages, seaside hotels out
'V the ceaen - Feg seae by far the bet of them. Jt §s a
endid, fompact oity, and in carly March, with flowers

P
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springing everywhere in the surrounding hills and in the
untidy patios of the Arab houses, one of the most beautiful
in the world. I liked the little hotcl. It was cheap and rather
chilly — an indispensable austerity. The food was digestible
with, again, that element of sparseness which I find agrece-
able. I had an intermediate place between the semi-Egyp-
tian splendours of the tourists’ palace on the hill, and the
bustling commercial hotels of the new town, half an hour’s
walk away. The clientele was exclusively French; the wives
of cvil servants and elderly couples of small means winter-
ing in the sun. In the evening Spahi officers came to the
bar to play bagatelle. I used to work on the verandah of my
room, overlooking a ravine where Sencgalese infantrymen
were constantly washing their linen. My recreations were
few and simple. Once a week after dinner I took the bus
to the Moulay Abdullah; once a weck I dined at the Con-
sulate. The consul allowed me to come to him for a bath.
I used to walk up, under the walls, swinging my sponge-bag
through the dusk. He, his wife and their governcss were the
only English people I met; the only people, indeed, with
whom I did more than exchange bare civilities. Sometimes
I visited the native cinema where old, silent films were
shown in a babel of catcalls. On other evenings 1 took a
dose of Dial and was asleep by half-past nine. In these cir-
cumstances the book progressed well. I have since, on
occasions, looked back at them with envy.

As an odd survival of the age of capitulations there was
at that time a British Post Office at the Consulatc, used
mainly, the French believed, for treasonable purposes by
disaffected Arabs. When there was anything for me the
postman used to comc down the hill on his bicycle to my
hotel, He had a badge in his cap and on his arm a brassard
with the royal escutcheon; he invariably honoured me wxfh
a stiff, military salute which increased my importance 1
the hotel at the expense of my reputation as an innocent and
unofficial man of lctters. It was this postman who brought
the news of my father’s death in a letter from my Uncle
Andicyvy, his brother.
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the bell whenever he wanted anything fetched and sat as
long as he wanted over his wine. ‘Poor old Armstrong,’ he
used to say of a fellow Academician, ‘lives ike a Hottentot.
He keeps a lot of twittering women like waitresses in a rail-
way station buffet. After the first glass of port they open the
dining-room door and stick their heads in. After the second
glass they do it again. Then instead of throwing something
at them, Armstrong says, “I think they want to clear,”
and we have to move out.’

But he had a warm affection for the Jellabies, and I
believe it was largely on Mrs Jellaby’s account that he
allowed himself to be put up for the Academy. They, in
their turn, served him faithfully. It would have been a cruel
betrayal to deny them a funeral service, and I am sure my
father had them in mind when he omitted any provision
against it-in his will. He was an exact man who would not
have forgotten a point of that kind. On the other hand, he
was a dogmatic atheist of the old-fashioned cast and would
not have set anything down which might be construed as
apostasy. He had left it to my Uncle Andrew’s tact. No
doubt, too, it was part of my uncle’s tact to save me the
cmbarrassment of being present.

2

I sat on my verandah for some time, smoking and con-
sidering the situation in its various aspects. There scemed
no good reason for a change of plan. My Uncle Andrew
would see to everything. The Jellabies would be provided
for. Apart from them my father had no obligations. His
affairs were always simple and in good order. The counter-
foils of his cheques and his own excellent memory were his
only account books; he had never owned any investments
except the frechold of the house in St John’s Wood, whic_h
he had bought with the small capital sum left him by his
mother, He lived up to his income and saved nothing. In
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him the parsimony which I had inherited took the form of
a Gallic repugnance to paying direct taxes or, as he pre-
ferred it, to subscribing to ‘the support of the politicians’,
e had, morcover, the conviction that anything he put by .
would be filched by the Radicals. Lloyd George’s ascent to
power was the last contemporary cvent to impress him.
Since then he believed, or professed to belicve, that public
lifc had become an open conspiracy for the destiuction of
himself and his class This class, of which he considered
himself the sole survivor, was for him the object of romantic
loyalty; he spoke of 1t as a Jacobite clan prosciibed and dis-
persed after Culloden, in a way which sometimes embar-
rassed those who did not know him well. ‘We have been
uprooted and harried,” he would say. ‘There are only three
classes in England now - politicians, tradesmen and slaves.’
Then he would particularize. ‘Seventy ycais ago the poli-
ticians and the trzadesmen were in alliance; they destroyed
the gentty by destioying the value of land; somce of the
geniry became politicians themselves, others tradesmen;
out of what was'left they created the new class into which I -
was born, the moneyless, landless, educated gentry who
managed the country for them. My grandfather was a
Canon of Christ Church, my father was in the Bengal C«'ivi}
Service. All the capital they left their sons was education
and moral principle. Now the politicians are in alliance
with the slaves to destroy the tradesmen. They don’t need
to bother about us. We are extinct already, I am a Dodo,’
he used to say, defiantly staring at his audience. ¢ You, my
poor son, are a petrified egg.’ There is a caricature of him
by Max Beerbohm, in this posture, saying these words.
My choice of profession confirmed his view. ‘Maijoiie
Steyle’s boy works below the streets 1n a basement, selling
haberdashery at four pounds a weck Dick Anderson has
married his daughter to a grocer. My son John took a
second. in Mods and a first in Greats. He writes penny
dreadfuls for a living,” he would say.
) T always sent him my books, and I think he read them.
At least your grammar is all right,” he once said. ‘Your
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fashion. In my boyhood, in the time of their Edwardian
popularity, he denounced the Jews roundly on all occasions,
and later attributed to them the voguc of post-impressionist
painting: ‘There was a poor booby called Cézanne, a kind
of village idiot who was given a box of paints to keep him
quict. He very properly left his horrible canvascs behind
him in the hedges. The Jews discovered him and crept
round behind him picking them up — just to get something
for nothing. Then when he was safely dead and couldn’t
share in the profits they hired a lot of mercenary lunatics
to write him up. They’ve made thousands out of it.” To the
last he maintained that Dreyfus had been guilty, but when,
in the early thirties, anti-Semitism showed signs of becoming
a popular force, he supported the Jewish cause in many
unpublished letters to The Tumnes.

Similarly he was used once to profess an cstcem for
Roman Catholics. ‘Their religious opinions are prepos-
terous,’ he said. ‘But so were those of the ancient Greeks.
Think of Socrates spending half his last evening babbling
about the topography of the nether world, Grant them ther
first absurdities and you will find Roman Catholics a
reasonable people — and they have civilized habits.” Later,
however, when he saw signs of this view gaining acceptance,
he became convinced of the existence of a Jesuit conspiiacy
to embroil the world in war, and wrote several letters to
The Twmes on the subject; they, too, were unpublished. But
in neither of these periods did his opmnions greatly affect
his personal relations; Jews and Catholics were among his
closest friends all his Iife.

My father dressed as he thought a painter should, in a
distinct and recognizable garb which made him a famihar
and, in his later years, a venerable figure as he took his
exercise in the streets round his house. There was no element
of ostentation in his poncho capes, check suits, sombrero
hats and stock ties. It was rather that he thought it fitting
for a man to proclaim unequivocally his station in life, and
despised thosc of his colleagues who seemed to be passing
themselves off as guardsmen and stockbrokers. In general
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they are — my own work. They pay me no more than my
dexterity merits. What they do with them afteryard- s
their own business, It swould 31l become me to go officioutly
aboat the markets identifying my own handicraft and up-
setting 2 number of perfectly eontented people. It is a great
deal better for them to leok at beautiful pictures and enjoy
them under 2 misconception about the date, than to make
themselves dizzy by goggling at genuine Picassos.”

t was largely on account of his work for Goodchild and
Godley that his studio was strictly reserved as a workshop,
1t was z <cparate building approached through the garden,
and it was excluded from general use. Once 2 year, wien
he went zhroad, it was ‘done out’; once 2 year, on the
Sunday before sending-in day at the Royal Acaderny, it
was open to his friends. i

He took a peculiar relish in the gloom of these annual
tea-parties, and was at the rame pains to make them dismal
as he was to ealiven his other entertainments. There was
a species of dry bright-yellow caraway cake which was
Laownm to my childhood a3 ‘Academy cake’, znd appeared
then and only then, from a grocer in Praed Street; there
wwas an enormous Woresster tea cervice — a wedding present
~ which was known as ‘Academy cups’; there weie fcad-
emy sandwiches® ~ tiny, triengular and quite tasiclest. All
these things were part of my carlicst memories. I do not
know at what date these parties changed fiom 2 rather
ted1ous eonvention to what they certainly were to ray father
at the end of his life, a huge, grim znd solitary jest. If I veas
in England T was required to attend and to bring 2 frierd
or twn, It was difficult, antil the last two years when, as 1
kave <aid, my father became the object of fashiomezbic
interest, to collect guests. “When 1 was 2 young i an,” 15
father said, rardonically surveying the company, tthere sver
Lwenty or more of these partics in St Johm's Wend alene.
Peaple of culture drove round from three in the efternaon
0 <z, from Campden Hill to Hamp tead. Today I helinrie
our little gathering is the sole survivor of that delererioun”
traditic=.®

3

’
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On these occasions his year’s work —~ Goodchild & Godley’s
items excepted — would be ranged round the studio on
mahogany casels; the most important work had a wall
to atself against a background of scarlet rep. I had been
present at the last of the parties the year before. Lionel
Sterne was there with Lady Metioland and a dozen fash-
ionable connoissecurs. My father was at first rather sus-
-picious of his new clients and suspected an impertinent
intrusion into his own private joke, a calling of his bluff of
seed-cake and cress-sandwiches; but their commissions re-
assured him. People did not carry a joke to such extravagant
Iengths. Mrs Algernon Stitch paid 500 guinecas for his
picture of the year — a tableau of contemporary life con-
ceived and painted with elaborate mastery. My father
attached great importance to suitable titles for his work,
and after toying with ‘The Pcople’s Idol’, ‘Feet of Clay’,
‘Not on the First Night®, *Their Night of Triumph’, ‘Suc-
cess and Failure’, ‘Not Invited’, ‘Also Present’, he finally
called this picture rather enigmatically ‘The Neglected
Cue’. It represented the dressing room of a leading actress
at the close of a triumphant first night. She sat at the dress-
ing-table, her back turned on the company, and her face
visible in the mirror, momentarily relaxed in fatigue. Her
protector with proprietary swagger was filling the glasses
for a circle of admirers. In the background the dresser was
in colloquy at the half-open door with an elderly couple of
provincial appearance; it is evident from their costume that
they have seen the piece from the cheaper seats, and a
commissionaire stands behind them uncertain whether he
did right in admitting them. He did not do right; they are
her old parents arriving most inopportunely. There was no
questioning Mrs Stitch’s rapturous enjoyment of her ac-
quisition.

I was never to know how my father would react to his
vogue. He could paint in any way he chose; perhaps he
would have embarked on those vague assemblages of picnic
litter which used to cover the walls of the Mansard Gallery
in the early twenties; he might have retreated to the

~
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standards of the Grosvenor Gallery in the nineties. He might,
perhaps, have found popularity less inacceptable than he
supposed and allowed himself a Iuxurious and cosseted old
age. He died with his 1939 picture still unfinished. I saw its
carly stage on my last visit to him; it was to have been called
‘Again®’ and represented a one-armed veteran of the Farst
World War meditating over a German helmet. My father
had given the man a grizzled beard and was revelling in it.
That was the last time T saw him,

I had given up living in St John’s Wood for four or five
years. There was never a definite moment when I ‘left
home’. For all official purposes the house remaincd my domi-
cile. There was a bedroom that was known as mine; I kept
several trunks full of clothes there and a shelf or two of
books I never set up for myself anywhere clse, but during
the last five years of my father’s life I do not suppose I slept
ten nights under his roof, This was not due to any estrange-
ment. I enjoyed his company, and he seemed to enjoy mine,
but T was never in London for more than a week or two
ata time, and I found that as an occasional visitor I straincd
and upset my father's houschold. He and they tried to do
too much, and he liked to have his plans clear for some way
ahead. “My dear boy,” he would say on my first cvening,
‘Please do not misunderstand me. I hope you will stay as
long as you possibly can, but I do wish to know whether you
will still be here on Thursday the fourteenth, and if
s0, whether you will be in to dinner.” So I took to staying
at my club or with more casual hosts, and to visiting
St John’s Wood as often as I could, but with formal pre-
anangements,

Nevertheless, I realized, the house had been an important
part of my life. It had remained unaltered for as long as 1
could remember. It was a decent house, built in 1840 oz
thereabouts, in the contemporary Swiss mode of stucco and
ornamental wcather boards, one of a stieet of similar, de-
tached houses when I first saw 1t. By the time of my father’s
death the transformation of the district, though not com-
plete, was painfully evident. The skyline of the garden ssas
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broken on thice sides by blocks of flats. The first of them
diove my father into a frenzy of indignation. He wrote to
The Times about it, addressed a meeting of ratepayers, and
for six wecks sported a board advertising the house for
sale. At the end of that time he received a liberal offer
fiom the syndicate, who wished to extend their block
over the site, and he immediately withdrew it from the
market.

This was the petiod of his lowest professional fortunes,
when lus subject-pictures remained unsold, the market for
dubious old masteis was dropping, and public bodies werc
beginning to look for something “modern’ in their memorial
portraits; the period, moreover, when I had finished with
the University and was still dependent on my father for
pocket money. It was a very unsatisfactory time in his hfe.
I had not then leatned to appreciate the massive defences
of what people call the ‘border line of sanity’, and I was at
moments genuinely afraid that my father was going out of
his mind; theie had always seemed an element of persecu-
tion-mania about his foibles which might, at a time of great
st1ain, go beyond his control. He used to stand on the opposite
pavement watching the new bulding rise, a conspicuous
fgure muttering objurgations I used to imagine scenes in
which a policeman would ask him to move on and be
met with a wild outburst. I imagined thesc scenes vididly -
my father in swirling cape being hustled off, waving his um-
brella. Nothing of the kind occurred. My father, for all his
oddity, was a man of indestructible sanity, and in his later
years he found a keen pleasure in contemplating the 1apid
deterioration of the hated buildings. ‘Very good news of
Hull Crest Court,” he announced one-day. “Typhoid and
rats.” And on another occasion. ‘Jellaby reports the presence
of prostitutes at St Eustace’s. They’ll have a suicide there
soon, yow'll see ’ There was a suicide, and for two rapturous
days my father watched the coming and going of police and
journalists. After that fewer chintz curtains were visible in
* the windows, rents began to fall and the lift-man smoked on
duty. My father observed and gleefully noted all these signs.
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-Hill Crest Court changed hands; decorators’, plumbers” and
electricians’ boards appeared all round it; a commissionaire
with a new uniform stood at the doois. On the last evening-
I dined with my father he told me about a visit he had made
there, posing as a potential tenant. “The place is 2 deserted
slum,” he said. ‘A miscrable, down-at-heel kind of secretary
took me round flat after flat — all empty. There were great
cracks in the concrete stuffed up with putty. The hot pipes
were cold. The doors jammed. He started asking three
hundred pounds a year for the best of them, and dropped
to one hundred and seventy-five pounds before I saw the
kitchen. Then he made it one hundred and fifty pounds. In
the end he proposed what he called a “special form of ten-
ancy for people of good social position” — offered to let me
live thete for a pound a week on condition I turned out if
he found someone who was willing to pay the 1eal rent
“Strictly between oursclves,” he said, “I can promise you
will not be disturbed.” Poor beast, I nearly took his flat, he
was so paintable.’

Now, I supposed, the house would be sold; another specu-
lator would pull it to picces; another great, uninhabitable
barrack would appear, like a refugee ship in harbour; it
would be filled, sold, emptied, resold, refilled, re-cmptied,
while the concrete got discoloured and the green wood
shrank, and the rats crept up in their thousands out of the
Metropolitan Railway tunnel: and the trees and gardens all
round it disappecared one by one until the place became a
wotking-class district and at last took on a gaicty and lifc of
some sort; until it was condemned by government inspec-

'~ tors and its inhabitants driven further into the country and

the process began all over again I thought of all this, sadly,

as I looked out at the fine masonry of Fez, cut four hundred
years back by Portuguese prisoners .. I must go back to

England soon to arrange for the destruction of my father’s

house. Mcanwhile therc seemed no reason for an immediate

change of plan.
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3

It was the cvening when I usually visited the Moulay Ab-
dullah - the walled guaitier foléré between the old city and
the-ghetto. I had gone there first with a sensc of adventure;
now it had become part of my 10utine, a regular resort, like
the cinema and the Consulate, one of the recications which
gave incident to my week and helped clear my mind of the
claborate villainies of Lady Mountrichard.

I dined at seven and soon afterwards caught my bus at
the new gate. Before starting I removed my watch and
empticd my pockets of all except the few francs which I pro-
posed to spend — a superstitious precaution which still sur-
vived from the first evening, when memories of Marseilles
and Naples had even moved me to carry a life-preserver.
The Moulay Abdullah was an orderly place, particularly in
the early evening when I frequented it. I had formed an
attachment for this sole place of its kind which endowed its
trade with something approaching glamour. There really
was a memory of ‘the East’, as adolescents imagine it, in
that silent courtyard with its single light, the Negro sentries
on cither side of the lofty Moorish arch, the black lane be-
yond, between the walls and the water-wheel, full of the
thump and stumble of French military hoots and the soft
pad and rustle of the natives, the sccond arch into the
lighted bazaar, the bright open doors and the tiled patios,
the little one-roomed huts where the women stood against
the lamplight — shadows without race or age ~ the larger
houses with their bars and gramophones.

I always visited the same house and the same girl — 2
chubby little Berber with the scarred checks of her people
and -tattooed ornaments, blue on brown, at her forchead
and throat. She spoke the peculiar French which she had
picked up from the soldiers, and she went by the unassum-
ing, professional name of Fatima. Other girls of the place
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called themselves ‘Lola’ and ‘Fifi*; there was even an arro-
gant, coal-black Sudanese named <Whiskey-soda’. But
Fatima had none of these airs; she was a cheerful, affection-
ate girl working hard to collect her marriage dot; she pro-
fessed to like everyone in the house, even the proprietress, a
forbidding Levantine from Tetuan, and the proprietress’s
Algerian husband, who wore a European suit, carried round
the mint tea, put records on the gramophone and collected
the money. (The Moors are a strict people and take no share
in the profits of the Moulay Abdullah.)

To regular and serious customers it was an inexpensive
place — fifteen francs to the house, ten to Fatima, five for
the mint tea, a few sous to the old fellow who tidied Fatima’s
alcove and blew up the brazier of sweet gum. Soldiers paid
less, but they had to make way for morc important cus-
tomers; often they were penniless men from the Foreign
Legion who dropped in merely to hear the music and left
nothing behind them but’cigarette ends. Now and then
tourists appeared with a guide from the big hotel, and the
girls were made to linc up and give a performance of
shuffing and hand clapping which was called a native
dance. Women tourists particularly scemed to like these ex-
peditions and paid heavily for them — 2 hundred francs or
more. But they were unpopular with everyone, particularly
with the girls, who regarded it as an unseemly proceeding.
Once I came in when Fatima was taking part in one of these
dances and saw her genuinely and deeply abashed.

On my visit I told Fatima that T had a wife and six chil-
dren in England; this greatly enhanced my importance in
her eyes and she always asked after them.

‘1You have had a letter from England? The little ones arc
well?? -

“They are very well.’

‘And your father and mother?’

“They, too.’

We sat in a tiled hall, two steps below street level, drink-
ing our mint tea — or, rather, Fatima drank hers while I let
mine cool in the glass. It was a noisome beverage.
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‘Whiskey-soda lent me some cigarcttes yesterday. Will you
give her them?’

I ordered a packet from the bar.

‘Yesterday I had a stomach-ache and stayed in my room.
That is why Whiskey-soda gave me her cigarettes.’

She asked about my busmess.

I had told her I exported dates.

The date market was stcady, I assured her.

When I was in the Moulay Abdullah T almost behieved in
this aspect of myself as a philoprogenitive fruiterer; St John’s
Wood and Mountrichard Castle seemed equally remote.
That was the charm of the quarter for me ~ not its simple
pleasures but its privacy and anonymity, the hide-and-
seek with one’s own personality which redeems vice of 1ts
tedium.

That night there was a rude inteiruption. The gramo-
phone suddenly stopped playing; there was a scutthng
among the alcoves; two seedy figures in raincoats strode
across the room and began questioning the proprietress; a

. guard of military police stood at the street door.

Raids of this kind, to round up bad characters, are
common enough in French Protectorates. It was the first
time I had been caught in one. The girls were made to stand
along one wall while the detectives checked their medical
certificates. Then two or three soldiers stood to attention
and gave a satisfactory account of themselves. Then I was
asked for my carte d’2dentité. By the capitulations the French
police had little authority over British subjects, and since the
criminal class of Morocco mostly possessed Maltese papers,
this immunity was good ground for vexation. The detectives
were surly fellows, African born. Even the sacred word
‘tourist’ failed to soften them Where was my guide? Tour-
ists did not visit the Moulay Abdullah alone. Where was my
passport? At my hotel. The Jamai Palace? No ? Tourists did
not stay at the hotel I mentioned. Was I registered at the
police headquarters? Yes Very well, I must come with
them. In the morning I should have the opportunity to
identify myself. A hundied francs, no doubt, would have
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established my respectability, but my money lay with my
passport in the hotel. I did not relish 2 night in gaol in com-
pany with the paperless characters of the Moulay Abdullah.
1 told them I was a friend of the British Consul. He would
vouch for me. They grumbled that they had no time for
special inquiries of that kind. The Chief would sec about it
next morning. Then when I had despaired, they despaired
too. There was clearly no money coming for them. They had
been in the profession long enough to know that no lasting
satisfaction results from vexing British subjects. There was
a police post in the quarter and they consented to telephone
{rom it. A fow minutes later I was set at liberty with a curt
veminder that it was advisable to keep my passport acces-
sible if T wanted to wander about the town at night.

I did not return to Fatima. Instcad I set off for the bus
stop, but the annoyances of the night were not yet over. 1
was halted again at the gates and the interrogation was re-
peated. I explained that I had already satisfied their col-
leagues and had been discharged. We re-enacted the scenc,
with the fading hope of a tip as the recurring motive.
Finally they, too, tclephoned to the Consulate, and I was
* free to take my bus home.

They were still serving dinner at the hotel; the same game
of illiards was in progress in the bar; it was less than an
hour since I went out. But that hour had been decisive; 1

was finished with Fez; its privacy had been violated. My
weekly visit to the Consulate could never be repeated on the
same terms. Twice in twenty mmnutes the Consul had been
called to the tclephone to learn that I was in the hands of
the police in the Moulay Abdullah; he would not, 1 thought,
be censorious or resentful; the vexation had been mild and
the situation slightly absurd ~ nothing more; but when we

. next met our relations would be changed Till then they had
been serencly 1emote; we had talked of the news from Eng-
land and the Moot ish antiquitics, We had exposed the bare
minimum of oursclves; now a sudden, mutually unwelcome
confidence had been forced. The bitterness lay, not in the
Consul’s knowing the fact of my private recreations, but in
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his knowing that I knew he knew. It was a salient in the
defensive line between us that could only be made safe by
a wide rectification of frontier or by a complete evacuation.
I had no friendly territory into which to withdraw. I was
deployed on the dunes between the sea and the foothills.
The transports riding at anchor were my sole lines of
support.

In the matter of Good Conscience, I was 2 man of few
possessions, and held them at a corresponding value. As a
spinster in mean lodgings fusses over her fragments of gen-
tility — a rosewood work-box, a Spode plate, a crested tea-
kettle — which in a house of abundance would be risked in
the rough and tumble of general use, I set a price on Mod-
esty which those of ampler virtues might justly regard as
fanciful.

Next day I set off for London with my book unfinished.

4

1 travelled from spring into winter; sunlit spray in the
Straits of Gibraltar changed to dark, heavy seas in the Bay
of Biscay; fog off Finisterre, fog in the Channel, clear grey
weather in the Thames estuary and a horizon of factories
and naked trees. We berthed in London and I drove through
cold and dirty streets to meet my Uncle Andrew.

He told me the full circumstances of my father’s death;
the commercial traveller, against whom a case was being
brought for reckless driving, had outraged my uncle by
sending a wreath of flowers to the funeral; apart from this
everything had been satisfactory. My uncle passed over to
me the undertaker’s receipted account; he had questioned
one or two of the items and obtained an inconsiderable re-
duction. ‘I am convinced,” my uncle said, ‘that there is a
great deal of sharp practice among these people. They trade
upon the popular conception of delicacy. In fact they are
the only profession who literally rob the widow and the
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orphan.’ I thanked my uncle for having saved me £3 18s.
It was a matter of principle, he said.

As T expected, I was my father’s sole heir. Besides the
house and its contents I inherited 42,000 1 an insurance
policy which my father had taken out at the time of his
marriage and, without my knowledge, kept up ever since.
An injunction, in the brief will, to ‘provide suitably’ for the
servants in my father’s employment, had already been
obeyed. The Jellabies had been given £250. It was clear
from my father’s words that he had no conception of what
a suitable provision should be. Neither had I, and I was
grateful to my uncle for taking responsibility in the matter.
For their part the Jellabies had expected nothing. My father,
as long ago as I could remember him, was accustomed to
talk with relish of his approaching death. I had heard him
often admonish Jellaby: ‘You have joined fortune with a
poor man. Make what you can while I still have my facul-
ties, My death will be an occasion for unrelieved lamenta-
tion,” and the Jellabies, in the manner of their kind, took his
words literally, kept a keen watch on all sources of per-
quisite, and expected nothing. Jellaby took his cheque, my
uncle said, without any demonstration of gratitude or dis-
appointment, murmuring ungraciously that it would come
in quite useful. No doubt he thought no thanks were duec to
my uncle, for it was not his money; nor to my father, for it
was no intention of his to give it. It was a last, substantial
perquisite,

The Jellabies had been much in my mind, off and on,
during the journey from Fez. I had fretted, in a way I have,
imagining our mecting and a scenc of embarrassing condo-
lence and reminiscence, questioning the propriety of remov-
ing them immediately, if ever, from the place where they
had spent so much of their lives; I even saw myself, on the
Jellabies’ account, assuming my father’s way of life, settling
in St John’s Wood, entertaining small dinner parties, lunch-
ing regularly at my club and taking threc weeks’ holiday
abioad in the early summer. As things turned out, however,
I never saw the Jellabies again. They had donc their
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packing before the funeial, and went straight to the railway
station in their black clothes. Their plans had been laid
years in advance. They had put away a fair sum and in-
vested it in Portsmouth, not, as would have been conven-
tional, in a lodging-house, but in a shop in a poor quarter
of the town which cnjoyed a trade in second-hand wircless
apparatus. Mrs Jellaby’s step-brother had been keeping the
business warm for them, and there they retired with an

alacrity which was slightly shocking but highly convenient.

I wrote to them some time later when I was going through

my father's possessions, to ask if they would like to have some
small personal memento of him; they might value one of
his sketches, I suggested, for the walls of their new home.

The answer took some time in coming. When it camc it was

on a sheet of tiade-paper with a printed heading: * T. Jel-

laby. Every Radio want promptly supplied for cash.’ Mrs Jellaby

wrote the letter. They had not much room for pictures, she

said, but would greatly appreciate some blankets, as it was

chilly at nights in Portsmouth; she specified a particular

pair which my father had bought shortly before his death;~
they were lying, folded, in the hot cupboard . . .

" Uncle Andrew gave me the keys of my father’s house. I
went straight theie from lunching with him. The shutters
were up and the curtains drawn; the water and electric
light were already cut off; all this my uncle had accom-
plished in a few days. I stumbled among sheeted furniture
to the windows and let in the daylight. I went from room to
room in this way. The place still retained its own smell -
an agreeable, rather stuffy atmosphere of cigar smoke and
cantaloup; a masculine smell — women had always seemed a
little out of place there, as in a London club on Coronation
Day. ‘

The house was sombre, but never positively shabby, so
that, I suppose, various imperceptible renovations and re-
placements must have occurred from time to time. It looked
what it was, the house of an unfashionable artist of the
1880s. The curtains and chair-covers were of indestructible
Morris tapestry; there were Dutch tiles round the fire-
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places; Levantine rugs on the floors; on,the walls Arundel
prints, photographs from the old masters, and majolica
dishes. The furniture, now shrouded, had the inimitable
air of having been in the same place for a generation; it was
a harmonious, unobstructive jumble of inherited rosewood
and mahogany, and of inexpensive collected pieces of
carved German oak, Spanish walnut, English chests and
dressers, copper ewers and brass candlesticks. Every object
was familiar and yet so much a part of its surroundings that
later, when they came to be moved, I found a number of
things which I barely recognized. Books of an antiquated -
sort were all over the house in a variety of hanging, standing

and revolving shelves.

I opened the french windows in my father’s study and
stepped down into the garden. There was little of spring to
be seen here. The two plane trees were bare; under the
sooty laurels last year’s leaves lay rotting. It was never a
garden of any character. Once, before the flats came, we
used to dine there sometimes, in extreme discomfort under
the catalpa tree; for years now it had been a no-man’s
lanc}, isolating the studio at the farther end; on one side,
behind a trellis, were some neglected frames and beds
where my father had once tried to raise French vegetables.
The mottled concrete of the flats, with its soil-pipes and
fire-escapes and its rash of iron-framed casement windows,
shut out half the sky. The tenants of these flats were for-
bidden, in their leases, to do their laundry, but the owners
had long since despaired of a gentcel appearance, and you
could. tell which of the rooms were occupied by the stockings
hangmg to dry along the window-sills.

In his death my father’s privacy was still respected, and
1o one had laid dust-sheets in the studio. ‘Again?’ stood as
he had left it on the easel. More than half was finished. My
father made copious-and elaborate studies for his pictures
and worked quickly when he came to their final stage,
' Painting over a monochrome sketch, methodically, in fine
detail, left to right across the canvas as though he were lift-

ing the backing of a child’s ‘transfer’. ‘Do your thinking
T~y ‘
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Jist, he used to tell the Academy students. ‘Don’t muddle
it out on the canvas. Have the wholc composition clear in
your head before you start,” and if anyone ohjected that this
was scldom the method of the greatest masters, he would
say, ‘You’'re here to become Royal Academicians, not great
masters. If you want to write books on Art, trot round
Europe studying the Rubenses. If you want to learn to
paint, watch me.’ The four or five square fect of finished
painting were a monument of my father’s art. There had
been a time when I had scant respect for it. Lately I had
come to sce that it was morc than a mere matter of dexterity
and resolution. He had an historic position, for he completed
a period of English painting that through other circum-
stances had never, until him, come to maturity. Phrases, as
though for an obituary article, came to my mind: . . . ful-
filling the broken promise of the young Millais . . . Winter-
halter suffused with the spirit of Dickens . . . English painting
asitmight have been, had there not been any Aesthetic Move-
ment . . .” and with the phrases my esteem for my father took
form and my sense of loss became tangible and permanent.

No good comes of this dependence on verbal forms. It
saves nothing in the end. Suffering is none the less acute
and much more lasting when it is put into words. In the
house my memories had been all of myself - of the count-
less home-comings and departures of thirty-three years, of
adolescence like a stained tablecloth — but in the studio my
thoughts were of my father and grief, nearly a week delayed,
overtook and overwhelmed me. It had been delayed some-
what by the strangeness of my surroundings and the busi-
ness of travel, but most by this literary habit; it had lacked
words. Now the words came; I began, in my mind, to
lament my father addressing, as it were, funeral orations
to my own literary memories, and sorrow, dammed and
canalized, flowed fast. -~

For the civilized man there are none of those swift tran-
sitions of joy and pain which possess the savage; words form
slowly like pus about his hurts; there are no clean wounds
for him; first a numbness, then a long festering, then a scar
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ever ready to re-open. Not until they have assumed the
livery of the defence can his emotions pass through the lines;
sometimes they come massed in a wooden horse, sometimes
as single spies, but there is always a Fifth Column among
the garrison ready to receive them. Sabotage behind the
lines, a blind raised and lowered at a lighted window, a
wire cut, a bolt loosened, a file disordered — that is how the
civilized man is undone.

I returned to the house and darkened the rooms once

more, relaid the dust-sheets T had lifted, and left everything
as 1t had heen,

5

The manuscript of Murder at Mountrichard Castle lay on the
chest of drawers in my club bedroom, reproaching me morn-
ing, evening and night. It was promised for publication in
June, and T had never before disappointed my publishers.
This year, however, I should have to ask grace for a post-
ponement. I made two attempts at it, bearing the pile of
foolscap to an upper room of the club which was known as
the library and used by the older members for sleeping
between luncheon and tea. But I found it impossible to take
up the story with any interest; so I went to my publishers
and tried to explain.

‘I have been writing for over cight years,’ I said, ‘and
am nearing a climacteric’> -

‘I don’t quite follow,” said Mr Benwell anxiously.

‘I mean a turning point in my carcer.’

‘Oh, dear, I hope you’re not thinking of making a con-
tract elsewhere?’

‘No, no. I mean that I feel in danger of turning 1nto a
stock best-seller.’ .

‘If I may say so, in very imminent danger,’ said Benwell,
and he made a kind of little bow from the seat of his swivel
chair and smirked in the wry fashion people sometimes
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assume when they feel they have said something claborately
polite; a smile normally kept for his women wiiters; the
word “climacteric’ had clearly upset him,

‘I mean, I am in danger of hecoming purely a technical
expert, Take my father ., . Mr Benwell gave @ deferential
grunt and quickly changed his cxpresion to one of gravity
suitable to the mention of someone secently dead. ‘He spent
his whole life perfecting his technique, It scems to me I am
in danger of becoming mechanical, turning out year after
year the hind of book I know I can wiite well. T feel I have
got as good as T cver can be at this particular sort of writing.
I nced new worlds to conquer.’ I added this last remark in
compassion for Mr Benwell, whose gravity had deepenced t0
genuine concern. I believed he would feel the easier for a
little facetiousness — crioncously, for Mr Benwell had suf-
fered similar, too serious conversations with other writers:
than me. .

‘You’ve not been writing pociry in Morocco?’

‘No, no.’

‘Sooner or later almost all my novelists come to mc and
say they have written poctry. I can’t think why. It does
them infinite harm. Only last week Roger Simmonds was
here with a kind of play. You never saw such a thing. All
the characters were parts of a motor-car — not in the least
funny.’

‘Oh, it won’t be anything like that,’ I said. ‘Just some
new technical experiments. I don’t supposc the average
reader will notice them at all.’

‘I hope not,” said Mr Benwell. ‘I.mean, now you’ve found
your public. . . well, look at Simmonds.’

I knew what he was thinking: ‘The tiouble about Plant
is, he’s come in for money.’

In a way he was right. The moncy my father had left me,
and the proceeds which I expectcd from the sale of the
house, relieved me of the need to work for two or thice
years; it was a matter of pure athletics to go on doing some-
thing merely because one did it well. The heap of foolscap
began to disgust me. Twice I hid it under my shirts, twice
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the club valet unearthed it and laid it in the open. I had
nowhere to keep things, except in this little hired room
above the traffic,

~ This sense of homelessness was new to me. Before I had
moved constantly from one place to another; every few
weeks I would descend upon St John’s Wood with a trunk,
leave some books, collect others, put away summer clothes
for the winter; seldom as -I slept there, the house in St
John’s Wood had been my headquarters and my home;
that earth had now been stopped, and I thought, not far
away, I could hear the hounds.

My worries at this period became symbolized in a single
problem; what to do with my hats. I owned what now
scemed a multitude of them, of one sort and another; two
of them of silk — the tall hat I took to weddings and a second
I had bought some years earlier when I thought for a time
that I was going to take to fox-hunting; there were a bowler,
a panama, a black, a brown ard a grey soft hat, a green
hat from Salzburg, a sombrero, some twced ‘caps for use on
board ship and in trains — all these had accumulated from
time to time and all, with the possible exception of the som-
brero, were more or less indispensable, Was I doomed for
the rest of my life to travel everywhere with this preposter-
ous collection ? At the moment they were, most of them, in
St John’s Wood, but, any day now, the negotiations for the
sale might be finished and the furniture removed, sold or
sent o store.

Somewhere to hang up my hat, that was what I needed.

I consulted Roger Sirmmonds, who was lunching with me.
I felt as though T had known Roger all my life; actually I
had first met him in our sccond year at Oxford; we edited
an undergraduate weckly together, and had been closc
associates cver since. He was one of the very few people T
coircsponded with when I was away; we met often when 1
was in London. Sometimes I even stayed with him, for he
and half a dozen others constituted a kind of set. We had
all known each other intimately over 2 number of years,
had from time to time passed on girls from nne to the other,
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borrowed and lent fiecly. When we werc together we drank
more and talked more boastfully than we normally did. We
had grown rather to dislike one another; certainly when
any two or three of us were alone we blackguarded the rest,
and if asked about them on neutral giound I denied their
friendship. About Roger I used to say, ‘I don’t think he's
interested in anything except politics now.’

This was more or less true, In the late twenties he set up
as a writer and published some genuinely funny novels on
the strength of which he filled a succession of jobs with
newspapers and film companies, but Jately he had married
an unknown heiress, joined the Socialist Party, and become
generally conventional.

‘I never wear a hat now I am married,” said Roger
virtuously. ‘Lucy says they’re kulak. Besides, I was beginning
to lose my hair.’ ¥

‘My dear Roger, you’ve been bald as a coot for ten years.
But it isn’t only a question of hats. There are overcoats.’

*Only in front. It’s as thick as anything at the back. How
many overcoats have you got?’

‘Four, I think.

‘“Too many.’

We discussed it at length and decided it was possible to
manage with three.

‘Workers pawn their overcoats in June and take them out
again in October,” Roger said. He wanted to talk about his
play, Jnternal Combustion. ¢ The usual trouble with ideological
drama,’ he said, ‘is that they’re tao mechanical. T mean the
characters are economic types, not individuals, and as long
as they look and speak like individuals it’s bad art. D’you
sce what I mean?’

‘Ido, indeed.’

‘Human beings without human interest.’

‘Very true. I...

‘Well, I’ve cut human beings out altogether.’

‘Sounds rather like an old-fashioned ballet ’

‘ Exactly, Roger said with great pleaswe. ‘It is an old=
fashioned ballet. I knew you’d understand. Poor old Benwell
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couldn’t. The Finsbury International Theatre are sitting on
it now, and if it’s orthodox — and I tkink: it is — they may put
it on this summer if Lucy finds the money.’

‘Is she keen, too?’

“Well, not very, as a matter of fact. You see, she’s having
ababy, and that seems to keep her interested at the moment.”

‘But to return to the question of my hats . . .’

‘I tell you what. Why don’t you buy a nice quiet house in
the country ? I shall want somewhere to stay while this baby
isbhorn.

There was the rub. It was precisely this fear that had
been working in my mind for days, the fear of making
myself a sitting shot to the world. It lay at the root of the
problem of privacy; the choice which torments to the verge
of mania, between perpetual flight and perpetual siege; and
the unresolved universal paradox of losing things in order
to find them,

‘Surely that is odd advice from a Socialist?’

Roger became suddenly wary; he had been caught and
challenged in loose talk. “Ideally, of course, it would be,” he
said. “But I dare say that in practice, for the first gencration,
we shall allow a certain amount of private property where
its value is purely sentimental. Anyway, any investment you
make now is bound to be temporary. That’s why I feel no
repugnance about living on Lucy’s money . . .> Marxist cthics
kept him talking until we had finisheéd Iuncheon. Over the
coffec he referred to Ingres as a “bourgeois’ painter. When
he left me I sat for some time in the leather armchair finish~
ing my cigar. The club was emptying as the younger mem-
bers went back to their work and their clders padded off to
the library for the afternoon nap. I belonged to neither
world. T had nothing whatever to do. At three in the after-
noon my friends would all be busy and, in any case, I did
not want to sec them. I was ready for a new deal I climbed
to my room, began re-reading the early chapters of Murder
at Mountrichard Castle, put it from me and faced the boredom -
of an afternoon in London. Then the telephone rang and
the porter said, ‘Mr Thurston 15 downstairs to sec you.’
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‘Who?’

‘Mr Thurston. He says he has an appointment.’

‘I don’t know anything about him, Will you ask what he
wants?’ .

A pause: “Mr Thurston says will you see him very par-
ticular.’

“Very well, I’ll come down.’

A tall young man in a raincoat was standing in the hall.
He had reddish hair and an unusually low, concave fore-
head. He looked as though he had come to sell some hope-
lessly unsuitable commodity and had already despaired of
success.

‘Mr Thurston ?* He took my hand in a savage grip. ‘YO}I
say you have an appointment with me. I am afraid I don’t
remember it,’

‘No, well, you see, I thought we ought to have a yarm,
and you know how suspicious these porter fellows are a::
clubs. I knew you wouldn’t mind my stretching a point.
He spoke with a kind of fierce jauntiness. ‘I had to give up
my club. Couldn’t run it.’

‘Perhaps you will tell me what I can do for you.’ o

‘I used to belong to the Wimpole, I expect you know it?

‘T’m not sure that I do.’

‘No. You would have hiked it. I could have taken you
there and introduced you to some of the chaps.’

“That, I gather, is now impossible.’

‘Yes. It’s a pity. There are some good scouts there. I daré
say you know the Bachelors?’

“Yes. Were you a member there, too ?’

‘Yes - at least, not exactly, but a great pal of mine was -~
Jimmie Grainger. I expect you’ve often run across Jimmie?

‘No, Idon’tthink I have.’ - -

‘Funny. Jimmie knows almost everyone. You’d like him.
I must bring you together.” Having failed to establish con-
tact, Thurston seemed now to think that responsibility for
the conversation devolved on me.

‘Mr Thurston,” I said, ‘is there anything particular you
wished to say to me ? Because otherwise . . .°
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‘I was coming to that,’ said Thurston. ‘Isn’t there some-
where more private where we could go and talk?’

It was a reasonable suggestion. Two page boys sat on a
bench beside us, the hall porter watched us curiously from
behind his glass screen, two or three members passing
through paused by the tape machine to take a closer look
at my odd visitor. I was tolerably certain that he was not
one of the enthusiasts for my work who occasionally beset
me, but was either a beggar or -a madman or both; at
another-time I should have sent him away, but that after-
noon, with no prospect of other interest, I hesitated. ‘Be a
good scout,” he urged.

There is at my club a nondescript little room of depress-
ing aspect where members give interviews to the press, go
through figures with their accountants, and in general
transact business which they think would be conspicuous
in the more public rooms. I took Thurston there.

‘Snug little place,’ he said. ‘O.K. if I smoke?’
‘Perfectly.’

‘Have one?’
‘No, thank you.’

He lit a cigarette, drew a decp breath of smoke, gazed at
the ceiling and, as though coming to the point, said, ‘Quite
like the old Wimpole.’

My heart sank. ‘Mr Thurston,’ I said, ‘you have surely
not troubled to come here simply to talk to me about the
Wimpole Club?*

‘No. But, you see, it’s rather awkward. Don’t exactly
know how to begin. I thought I might lead up to it natur-
ally. But I realize that your time’s valuable, Mr Plant, so I
mz:%} as ;well admit right out that I owe you an apology.’

es?’ )

‘Yes I'm here under false pretences. My name isn’t
Thurston.’

‘No?’

‘No. T'd better tell you who I'am, hadn’t 12’

*If you wish to.”

. “Well, here goes. I’m Arthur Atwater.’” The name was
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now, but it all happened in two seconds I kept on, waiting
for him to skip, and he kept on, strolling across the road as
if he’d bought it. It wasn’t till I was right on top of him I
realized he didn’t intend to move. Then it was too late to
stop. I put on my biakes and tried to swerve. Even then I
might have missed him if he’d stopped, but he just kept on
walking right into me and the mudguard got him. That’s
how it was. No one can blame it on me.’

It was just as my uncle Andrew had described it.

‘Mr Atwater,” I said, ‘do I understand that you arc the
man who killed my father?’

‘Don’t put it that way, Mr Plant. I feel sorc enough about
it. He was a great artist. I read about him in the papers It
makes it worse, his having been a great artist. There’s too
little beauty in the world as it is. I should have Iiked to be
an artist mysclf, only the family went broke Father took me
away from school young, just when I might have got into
the eleven. Since then I’'ve had nothing but odd jobs I've
never had a real chance. I want to start again, somewhere
clse.’ .

I interrupted him, frigidly I thought. ‘And why, pre-
cisely, have you come to me?’

But nothing could disabuse him of the idea that I was
well disposed. ‘I knew I could rely on you,” he said. ‘And
T'll never forget it, not as long as I live. I’ve thought every-
thing out. I’ve a pal who went out to Rhodesia; I think it
was Rhodesia, Somewhere in Africa, anyway. He’ll give me
a shakedown till T get on my feet. He’s a great fellow. Won’t
he be surprised when I walk in on him! All I need is my
passage money — third class, I don’t care. I’m used to rough-
ing it these days — and something to make a start with. I
could do it on fifty pounds’ ’

‘Mr Atwater,’ I sard, ‘have I misunderstood you, or are
you asking me to break the law by helping you to evade
your trial and also give you a large sum of money?’

“You’ll get it back, every penny of it.’

‘And our sole connexion is the fact that, through pure
insolence, you killed my father.’
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‘Oh, well, if you feel like that aboutit. ..

‘I am afraid you greatly overrate my good natwe.’

‘Tell you what. I’ll make you a sporting offer. You give
me fifty pounds now and I’ll pay it back in a year plus
another fifty pounds to any charity you care to name. How’s
that??

‘Will you please go?’

‘Certainly I’ll go. If that’s how you take it. I'm sorry 1
ever came. It’s typical of the world,” he said, rising huffily.
‘Everyone’s all over you till you get into a spot of trouble.
It’s “good old Arthur* while you're in funds. Then, when
you need a pal it’s “you overrate my good nature, Mr
Atwater®.’

1 followed him across the room, but before we reached the
door his mood had changed. ‘You don’t understand,’ he i
said. ‘“They may send me to prison for this. That’s what
happens in this country to a man earning his living. If I'd
been driving my own Rolls Royce they’d all be touching
their caps. “Very regrettable accident,” they’d be saying.
“Hape your nerves have not been shocked, Mr Atwater” —
but to a poor man driving a two-seater . . . Mr Plant, your
father wouldn’t have wanted me sent to prison.’

‘He often expressed the view that all motorists of all classes
should be kept permanently in prison.’

Atwater received this with disconcerting enthusiasm.
‘And he was quite right,’ he cried in louder tones than can
ever have been used in that room except perhaps during
spring cleaning. ‘I’'m fed to the teeth with motor-cars. I'm
fed to the teeth with civilization. I want to faim. That’s a
man’s life.

‘Mr Atwater, will nothing I say persuade you that your
aspiiations are no concern of mine?’

‘There’s no call to be sarcastic. If I’'m not wanted, you've
only to say so stiaight ’

‘You are not wanted.

‘Thank you,” he said. “That’s all I wanted to know.’

I got him through the door, but half-way acioss the fiont
hall he paused again. ‘I spent my last ten bob on a wicath.’



WORK SUSPENDED 141

‘I’'m sorry you did that. I’ll refund it.

He turned on me- with a look of scorn. ‘Plant,” he said,
‘I didn’t think it was in you to say a thing like that. Those
flowers were a sacred thing. You wouldn’t understand that,
would you? I’d have starved to send them. I may have sunk
pretty low, but I have some decency left, and that’s more
than some pcople can say even if they belong to posh clubs
and look down on fellows who earn a decent living. Good-
bye, Plant. We shall not meet again. D’you mind if T don’t
shake hands?’ -

That was how he left me, but it was not the last of him.
That evening I was called to the telephone to speak to a
Mr Long. Familiar tones, jaunty once more, grected me.
‘That you, Plant? Atwater here. Excuse the alias, won’t
you? I say, I hope you didn’t take offence at the way I went
off today. I've been thinking, and I sec you were perfectly
right. May I come round for another yarn?’

‘No.

“Tomorrow, then?’

‘No.?

‘Well, when shall I come?’

‘Never.’

‘No, I quite understand, old man. I’d fecl the same myself.
It’s only this In the circumstances I'd like to accept your
very sporting offer to pay for those flowers. I'll call round
for the money if you like, or will you send it?’

‘T'll send it

‘Care of the Holborn Post Office finds me Fiftecen bob
they cost.’

‘You said ten this afternoon.’

‘Did I? I meant fiftcen.’

‘I will send you ten shillings Good-bye.’

‘Good scout,’ said Atwalter.

So I put a note in an envelope and sent it to the man who
killed my father.
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Time dragged. .

The sale of the house in St John’s Wood proved more irk-
some than I had expected. Ten years before the St John’s
Wood Residential Amenities Company, who built the neigh-
bouring flats, had offered my father .£6,000 for his freehold;
he had preserved the letter, which was signed ‘Alfred Hard-
castle, Chairman’. Their successors, the Hill Crest Court
Exploitation Co., now offered me £2,500; their letter was
also signed Mr Hardcastle. I refused, and put the house into
an agent’s hands; after two months they reported one offer
—of £2,500 from a Mr Hardcastle, the managing director of
St John’s Wood Residential Estates Ltd. ‘In the circum-
stances,’ they wrote, ‘we consider this a satisfactory price.’
The circumstances were that no one who liked that kind of
house would tolerate its surroundings; having dominated
the district, the flats could make their own price. I accepted
itand went to sign the final papers at Mr Hardcastle’s office,
expecting an atmosphere of opulence and bluster; instead,
I found a modest pair of rooms, one of the unlet flats at the
top of the building. On the door were painted the names of
half a dozen real estate companies, and the woodwork bore
traces of other names which had stood there and been ob-
literated; the chairman opened the door himself and let me
in. He was a large, neat, middle-aged, melancholy, likeable
fellow, who before coming to business praised my father’s
painting with what I believe was complete sincerity.

‘There was no other visible staff 5 just Mr Hardcastle sit-
ting among his folders and filing cabinets, telling me how he
had felt when he lost his own father. Throughout all the
vicissitudes of the flats this man had controlled them and
lived for them 5 little companies had gone into liquidation;
little, allied companies had heen floated; the names of
nephews and brothers-in-law had come and gone at the head

of the notepaper; stocks had been written down and up, new
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shares had been issued, bonuses and dividends declared,
mortgages transferred and foreclosed, little blocks of figures
moved from one balance sheet to another, all in this single
room. For the last ten years a few thousand pounds capital
had been borrowed and lent backwards and forwards from
one account to another and somehow, working sixteen hours
a day, doing his own typing and accountancy, Mr Hard-
castle had sustained life, kept his shoes polished and his
trousers creased, had his hair cut regularly and often,
bought occasional concert tickets on family anniversaries
and educated, he told me, a son in the United States and
a daughter in Belgium. The company to which I finally
conveyed my freehold was a brand new one, registered for
the occasion and soon, no doubt, doomed to lose its identity
in the kaleidoscopic changes of small finance. The cheque,
signed by Mr Hardcastle, was duly honoured, and when
the sum, largely depleted by my solicitor, was paid into my
account, I found that with the insurance money added and
my overdraft taken away, I had a credit balance for the first
time in my life, of rather more than ,£3,500. With this I set
about planning a new life.

Mr Hardcastle had been willing to wait a long time to
make his purchase; once it was done, however, his plans
developed with surprising speed. Workmen were cutting the
trees and erecting a screen of hoarding while the vans were
removing the furniture to store; 2 week later I came to
visit the house; it was a ruin; it might have been mined.
Presumably there is some method in the business of demo-
lition ; none was apparent to a layman, the roof was off, the
fiont was down, and on one side the basement lay open; on
the other the walls still stood their full height, and the rooms,
three-sided like stage settings, exposed their Morris papers,
flapping loose in the wind where the fircplaces and window-
frames had been torn out. The studio had disappeated,
leaving a square of rubble to mark its site; new shoots ap-
peared here and there in the trampled mess of the garden.

A dozen or more workmen were there, two or three of them
delving away in a leisurely fashion, the rest leaning on their
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tools and talking; it scemed inconceivable that in this

‘fashion they could have done so much in such little time.
The air was full of flying grit. It was no place to linger.
‘When next I passed that way, a great concrete wing covered
the site; it was cleaner than the rest of the block and, by a
miscalculation of the architects, the windows were cach a
foot or two below the general line; but, like them, weie
devoid of curtains.



Part Two

A BIRTH

I

My project of settling in the country was well reccived by
my friends. ’

Each saw in it a likely convenience for himself I under-
stood their attitude well. Country houses meant something
particular and important in their lives, a system of perma-
nent bolt-holes. They had, most of them, gradually dropped
out of the round of formal entertaining; country life for
them meant not a series of invitations, but of successful, pre-
datory raids. Their lives were liable to sharp reverses; their
quarters in London were camps which could be struck at
an_hour’s notice, as soon as the telephone was cut off.
Country houses were permanent; even when the owner was
abroad, the house was there, with a couple of servants or,
at the worst, someone at a cottage who came in to light
fires and open windows, someone who, at a pinch, could be
persuaded also to make the bed and wash up. They were
places where wives and children could be left for long
periods, where one retired to write a book, where one could
beill, where, in the course of a love affair, one could take a
girl and, by being her guide and sponsor in strange sur-
roundings, establish a degree of proprietorship impossible
on the neutral ground of London. The owners of thesc places
were, by their nature, a patient race, but repeated abusc
was apt to sour them; new blood in their ranks was highly
welcome. I detected this greeting in every eye.

. There was also another, more amiable, reason for their
Interest, Nearly all of them ~ and, for that matter, myself as
well - professed a specialized enthusiasm for domestic archi-
tecture, It was one of the peculiaritics of my generation, and
there is no accounting for it. In youth we had pruned our
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acsthetic emotions hard back so that in many cascs they had
reverted to briar stock; we none of us wrote or read poetry,
or, if we did, it was of a kind which left unsatisfied those
wistful, half-romantic, half-aesthetic, peculiarly British long-
ings which, in the past, used to find expression in so many
slim lambskin volumes. When the poetic mood was on us,
- we turned to buildings, and gave them the place which our
fathers accorded to Nature — to almost any buildings, but
particularly those in the classical tradition, and, more par-
ticularly, in its decay. It was a kind of nostalgia for the style
" of living which we emphatically rejected in practical affaiis.
The nobilities of Whig society became, for us, what the
Arthurian paladins were in the time of Tennyson. There
was never a time when so many landless men could talk at
length about landscape gardening. Even Roger compro-
mised with his Marxist austerities so far as to keep up his
collection of the works of Batty Langley and William Half-
penny. ‘The nucleus of my museum,’ he explained. ‘When
the revolution comes, I’ve no ambitions to be a commissar
or a secret policeman. I want to be director of the Museum
of Bourgeois Art.’

He was overworking the Marxist vocabulary. That was
always Roger’s way, to become obsessed with a new set of
words and to extend them, deliberately, beyond the limits
of sense; it corresponded to some sombre, interior need of his
to parody whatever, for the moment, he found venerable;
when he indulged it I was reminded of the ecclesiastical
jokes of those on the verge of religious melancholy. Roger
had been in that phase himself when I first met him.

One evening, at his house, the talk was all about the kind
of house I should buy. It was clear that my friends had very
much more elaborate plans for me than I had for myself.
After dinner Roger produced a copper engraving of 1767
of A Composed Hermitage in the Chinese Taste. It was a pre-
posterous design. ‘He actually built it,” Roger said, ‘and
it’s still standing a mile or two out of Bath. We went to see

it the other day. It only wants putting into repair. Just the
house for you.’
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Everyone secmed to agree.

I knew exactly what he meant. It was just the house one
would want someone else to have I was graduating from
the exploiting to the exploited class.

But Lucy said: ‘I can’t think why John should want to
have a house like that.’

When she said that I had a sudden sense of keen pleasure.
She and I were on the same side.

Roger and Lucy had become my main interest during
the months while I was waiting to settle up in St John’s
Wood. They lived in Victoria Square, where they had taken
a three years’ lease of a furnished house. ‘Bourgeois furni-
ture,” Roger complained, rather more accurately than usual.
They shut away the model ships and fire-bucket waste-
paper baskets in a store cupboard and introduced a pro-
digious radio-gramophone; they hung their own pictures in
place of the Bartolozzi prints, but the house retained its
character, and Roger and Lucy, each in a different way,
looked out of place there. It was here that Roger had
written his ideological play. -

They had been married in November. I had spent all the
previous autumn abroad on a leisurely, aimless trip before
settling at Fez for the winter’s work. My mail at Malta, in
September, told me that Roger had taken up with a rich
girl and was having difficulty with her family; at Tetuan I
learned that he was married. Apparently he had been in
pursuit of her all the summer, unknown to us. It was not
until I reached London that I heard the full story. Basil
Scal told me, rather resentfully, because for many ycars
now he had himself been in search of an heiress and had
evolved theories on the subject of how and where they
might be taken. ‘You must go to the provinces,” he used to
say. “The competition in London is far too hot for chaps
like us. Americans and Colonials want value for money.
The trouble is that the very rich have a natural affinity for

one another. You can see it happening all the time — stink-
ing rich people getting fixed up. And what happens? They
simply double their supertax and no one is the better off.
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But they respect brains in the provinces. They like a man
to be ambitious there, with his way to make in the world,
and there are plenty of solid, mercantile families who can
settle a hundred thousand on a daughter without turning a
hair, who don’t care a hoot about polo, but think a Member
of Parliament very fine. That’s the way to get in with them.
Stand for Parliament.’

In accordance with this plan Basil had stood three times
— or rather had three times been adopted as candidate; on
two occasions he fell out with his committee before the
election. At least that was his excuse to his friends for not
standing; in fact he, too, thought it a fine thing to be 2
Member of Parliament. He never got in, and he was still
unmarried. A kind of truculent honesty which he could
never dissemble for long always stood in his way. It was
bitter for him to be still living at home, dependent on his
‘mother for pocket money, liable to be impelled by her
into unwelcome jobs two or three times a year while Roger
, had established himself almost effortlessly and was sitting
back in comfort to await the World Revolution.

Not that Lucy was really rich, Basil hastened to assure
me, but she had been left an orphan at an early age, and
her originally modest fortune had doubled itself. ‘Fifty-
eight thousand in trustee stock, old boy. I wanted Lucy to
- take it out and let me handle it for her. I could have fixed
her up very nicely. But Roger wasn’t playing. He’s always
groaning about things being bourgeois. I can’t think of any-
‘thing more bourgeois than three and a half per cent.’

“Is she hideous?’ I asked.

‘No, that’s the worst part about it. She’s a grand girl.
She’s all right for a chap.’

‘What like?’

‘Remember Trixie?’

“Vaguely.’
‘Well, not at all like her.’

Trixie had been Roger’s last girl. Basil had passed her on
to him, resumed the use of her for a weck or two, then passed
her back. None of us had liked Trixie. She always gave the
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impression that she was not being treated with the respect -
she was used to.

‘How did he come by her?’

Basil told me at length, unable to hide his admiration for
Roger’s duplicity in the matter. All the previous summer,
during the second Trixie period, Roger had been at work,
without a word to any of us. I remembered, now, that he
had suddenly become rather conspicuous in his clothes,
affecting dark shirts and light ties, and a generally artistic
appearance which, had he not been so bald, would have
gone with long, untidy hair. It had embarrassed Trixie, she
said, when at a bar they saw cousins of hers who were in
the Air Force. “They’ll tell everyone I’m going about with
a pansy.” So that was the explanation. It was greatly to
Roger’s credit, we agreed,

Improbable as it sounded, the truth was that they had
met at a ball in Pont Street, given by a relative of Roger’s.
He had gone, under protest, to make up the table at dinner
In answer to an S O S half an hour before the time. Some-
one had fallen out. It was five or six years since he had been
I a2 London ballroom and, he explained afterwards, the
spectacle of his pimply and inept juniors had inflated him
with a self-esteem which must, he said, have been infectious.
He had sat next to Lucy at dinner. She was, for our world,
very young but, for her own, of a hoary age; that is to say,
she was twenty-four. For six years she had been sent to
dances by her aunt, keeping in an unfashionable, middle
stratum of life in which her contemporaries had cither mar-
ried or taken to other occupations. This aunt occupied a
peculiar position with regard to Lucy; she had brought her
up and now did what she described as ‘making a home” for
her, which meant that she subsisted largely upon Lucy’s
Income. She had two other nicces younger than Lucy, and
1t was greatly to their interest that they should move to
London annually for the season. The aunt was a lady, of
delicate conscicnce where the issues of Lucy’s marriage were
involved. Once or twice before she had been apprehensive ~
* without cause as it happened - that Lucy was preparing to
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‘throw herself away’. Roger, however, was a case that ad-
mitted of no doubt. Everything she learned about him was
reprehensible; she fought him in the full confidence of a just
cause, but she had no serviceable weapon. In six years of
social life Lucy had never met anyone the least like Roger.

‘And he took care she shouldn’t meet us,’ said Basil
‘What’s more, she thinks him a great writer.’

This was true. I did not believe Basil, but after I had seen
her and Roger together I was foiced to accept it, It was one
of the most disconcerting features of the marriage for all of
us. It is hard to explain exactly why I found it so shocking.
Roger was a very good novelist — every bit as good in his
own way as I in mine; when one came to think of it, it was
impossible to name anyone else, alive, who could do what -
he did; there was no good reason why his books should not
be compared with those of prominent writers of the past,
nor why we should not speculate about their ultimate fame.
But to do so struck us all as the worst of taste. Whatever,
secretly, we thought about our own work, we professed, in
public, to regard it as drudgery and our triumphs as
successful impostures on the world at large. To speak other-
wise would be to suggest that we were concerned with any-
one else’s interest but our own; it would be a denial of the
sauve qui peut principle which we had all adopted. But Lucy,
I soon realized, found this attitude unintelligible. She was
a serious gitl. When we talked cynically about our own work
she simply thought less of it and of us; if we treated Roger
in the same way, she resented i1t as bad manners It was
greatly to Roger’s credit that he had spotted this idiosyn-
crasy of hers at once and played his game accor dingly.
Hence the undergraduate costume and the talk about the
Art of the Transition. Lucy had not abandoned her young
cousins without grave thought. She perfectly understood
that, for them, happiness of a particular kind depended on
her continued support; but she also thought it a g1eat wrong
that a man of Roger’s genius should waste his talents on film
scenarios and advertisements. Roger convinced her that a
succession of London seasons and marriage to a well-born
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chartcred accountant were not really the highest possible
good. Morcover, she was in love with Roger.

*So the poor fellow has had to become a highbrow again,’
said Basil. ‘Back exactly where he started in the New Col-
lege Essay Society.’

¢She doesn’t sound too keen on this play of his.’

“She isn't. She’s a critical girl. That’s going to be Roger’s
headache.’

This was Basil’s version of the marriage and it was sub-
stantially accurate. It omits, however, as any nariative of
Basil’s was hound to, the consideration that Roger was, in
his way, in love with Lucy. Her fortunc was a sccondary
attraction; he lacked the Mediterranean mentality that can
regard marriage as an honourable profession, perhaps be-
cause he lacked Mediterrancan respect for the permanence
of the arrangement. At the time when he met Lucy he was
earning an ample income without undue exertion; money
2lone would not have been worth the pains he had taken
for her; the artistic clothes and the intellectual talk were
measures of the respeet in which he held Lucy. Hen fifty-
eight thousand in trustee stock was, no doubt, what made
him push his suit to the extreme of marriage, but the prime
motive and zest of the campaign was Lucy hcrsclf.

To write of someone loved. of oneself loving, above all
of oneself being loved ~ how can these things be done with
propricty ? How can they be done at all? 1 have treated of
ove in my published work; I have used it — with avarice,
envy, revenge — as one of the compelling motives of con-
duct. T have written it up as something prolonged and pas-
sionate and tragic; I have written it down as a modest but
suflicient annuity with which to reward the just; I have
spoken of it continually as a game of profit and loss. How
does any of this avail for the simple task of describing, so
that others may see her, the woman one loves? How can
oth‘crs sec her except through one’s own eyes, and how, so
sceing her, can theyturn the pages and close the book and live
on as they have lived before, without becoming themselves
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the author and themselves the lover? The catalogues of
excellencies of the Renaissance poets, thosc competitive
advertisements, cach man outdoing the next in metaphor,
that great blurb — like a publisher’s list in the Sunday news-
papers — the Song of Solomon, how do these accord with
the voice of love — love that delights in weakness, secks out
and fills the empty places and completes itself in its work
of completion; how can one transcribe those accents? Love,
which has its own life, its hours of sleep and waking, its
health and sickness, growth, death and immortality, its ig-
norance and knowledge, experiment and mastery ~ how
can one relate this hooded stranger to the men and women
with whom he keeps pace? It is a problem beyond the
proper scope of letters. ‘

I first met Lucy after I had been some weeks in London;
I had seen Roger several times; he always said, ‘You must
come and meet Lucy,” but nothing came of these vaguc
proposals until finally, full of curiosity, I went with Basil
uninvited.

I met him in the London Library, late one afternoon.

‘Are you going to the young Simmondses?’ he said.

‘Notso far as I know.’

“They’ve a party today.’

‘Roger never said anything to me about it.’

‘He told me to tell everyone. I'm just on my way there
now. Why don’t you come along?’

So we took a taxi to Victoria Square, for which I paid_-

As it turned out, Roger and Lucy were not ¢xpecting
anyone. He went to work now, in the afternoons, with a
committee for the relief of Spanish refugees; he had only
just come in and was in his bath. Lucy was listening to the
six o’clock news on the wireless. She said, ‘D’you mind if
I keep it on for a minute? There may be something about
the dock strike in Madras. Roger will be down ina minute.’

She did not say anything about a drink, so Basil said,
‘May I go and look for the whisky?’

‘Yes, of course. How stupid of me. I always forget.
"There’s probably some in the dining-room.’-
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He went out and I stayed with Lucy in her hired draw-
ing-room. She sat quite still” listening to thc announcer’s
voice. She was five months gone with child — ‘Even Roger
has to admut that it’s proletarian action,’ she said later —
but as yet scarcely showed it in body; but she was pale,
paler, I guessed, than normal, and she wore that incurious,
self-regarding expression which sometimes goes with a first
pregnancy. Above the sound of the wireless I heard Basil
outside, calling upstairs, ‘Roger. Where do you keep the
corkscrew?’ When they got back to the stock prices, Lucy
switched off. ‘Nothing from Madras,” she said. ‘But perbaps
you aren’t interested in politics.’

‘Not much,’ I said.

‘Very few of Roger’s friends seem to be.’

‘If’s rather a new thing with him,’ I said.

‘I expect he doesn’t talk about it unless he thinks people
are interested.’

That was outragcous, first because it amounted to the
claim to know Roger better than I did and, secondly, be-
cause I was still smarting with the ruthless boredom of my
last two or three meetings with him.

“You’d be doing us all a great service if you could keep
him to that,’ I said.

Itis a most painful experience to find, when one has been
rude, that one has caused no surprise. That is how Lucy
received my remark. She merely said, ‘We've got to go out
almost at once. We're going to the theatre in Finsbury and
itstarts atseven.’

‘Very inconvenient.’

‘It suits the workers,” she said. ‘They have to get up
carlier than we do, you see.’

Then Roger and Basil came in with the drinks. Roggn
said, “We're just going out. They’re doing the Tractor Tri-
ology at Finsbury. Why don’t you come, too ? We could prob-
ably get another seat, couldn’t we, Lucy ?’

‘I doubt it,” said Lucy. ‘They’re tremendously booked
up.’

‘I don’t think I will,” I said.
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Anyway, join us afterwards at the Café Royal ’

‘I might,’ I said.

\Nhat have you and Lucy been talking about?’

‘We listened to the news,” said Lucy. ‘Nothing from
Madras.’

“They’ve probably got orders to shut ddwn on it. I.D.C.
have got the B.B.C. in their pocket.’

‘ID.C.?° T asked.

‘Imperial Defence College. Theyre the new hush-hush
crypto-fascist department. They’re in up to the neck with
I.C.I. and the oil companies.’

‘I.C.L.?°

‘Imperial Chemicals.’

‘Roger,” said Lucy, ‘we 1cally must go if we’re to get
anything to eat.’

‘All right,’” he said. ‘See you later at the Café.’

I waited for Lucy to say something encouraging. She
said, ‘We shall be there by cleven,” and began looking for
her bag among the chintz cushions.

Isaid ‘I doubt if I can manage it.’

‘Are we taking the car?’ Roger asked.

‘No, I sent it away. I’ve had him out all day.’

‘T’ll order some taxis.’

‘We could diop Basil and John somewhere,’ said Lucy.

‘No,’ I said, ‘get two.’

‘We're going by way of Appemodts,’ said Lucy.

‘No good for me,” I said, although, in fact, they would
pass the corner of St James’s, whete I was bound.

‘T’ll come and watch you eat your sandwiches,” said
Basil.

That was the end of our first meeting. I came away feeling
badly about it, particularly the way in which she had used
my Christian name and acquiesced in my joining tliem
later A commonplace girl who wanted to be snubbing
would have been conspicuously aloof and have said ‘Mr
Plant’, and I should have recovered some of the lost ground.
But Lucy was faultless

I have seen so many young wives go wrong on this point.
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They have either tried to force an intimacy with their hus-
hand’s friends, claiming, as it were, continuity and identity
with the powers of the invaded territory, or they have can-
celled the passports of the old régime and proclaimed that
fresh application must be made to the new authorities and
applicants be treated strictly on their merits. Lucy seemed
serenely unaware of either danger. I had come inoppor-
tunely and been rather rude, but I was one of Roger’s
friends; they were like his family to her, or hers to him; we
had manifest defects which it was none of her business to
reform; we had the right to come to her house unex-
pectedly, to shout upstairs for the corkscrew, to join her
table at supper. The question of intrusion did not arise. It
was simply that as far as she was concerned we had no sep-
arate or individual existence. It was, as I say, a faultless
and highly provocative attitude. I found that in the next
few days a surprising amount of my time, which, anyway,
was lying heavy on me, was occupied on considering how
this attitude, with regard to myself, could be altered.

My first move was to ask her and Roger to luncheon.
I was confident that none of their other friends — none of
those, that is to say, from whom I wished to dissociate my-
self — would have done such a thing. I did it formally, some
days ahead, by letter to Lucy. All this, I knew, would
come as a surprise to Roger. He telephoned me to ask,
‘What’s all this Lucy tells me about you asking us to
luncheon?’

‘Can you come?’

‘Yes, I suppose so. But what’s it all about?’

‘It’s not “about” anything. I just want you to lunch
with me.’

Wy

It’s quite usual, you know, when one’s friends marry.

Just politeness.’

‘You haven’t got some ghastly foreigners you stayed with
abroad?’

‘No, nothing like that.’
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‘Well, it all scems vely odd to me. Wiiting a letter, I
mean, and cverything. . . )]

I rang off.

Lucy answered with a formal acceptance. T studied her
writing; she wrote like a man,

Dear John,
Roger and I shall be delighted to lunch with you at the Ritz
on Thursday week at 1.30.
Yours sincercly,
Lucy Simmonds.

Should it not have been ‘Yours ever’ after the ‘Dear
John’? I wondered whether she had wondered what to put.
Another girl might have written *Yours” with a non-com-
mittal squig glc, but her writing did not Iend itself to that
kind of evasion. I had ended my note, ‘Love to Roger.’

Was she not a little over-formal in repeating the place
and time? Had she written straight off, without thinking,
or had she sucked the top of her pen a Iittle?

The paper was presumably the choice of their landlord,
in unobtrusive good taste. I smelled it and thought I de-
tected a whiff of soap.

At this point I lost patience with myself; it was ludicrous
to sit brooding over a note of this kind. I began, instead,
to wonder whom I should ask to meet her — certainly none
of the gang she had learned to look on as ‘Roger’s friends’.
On the other hand, it must be clear that the party was for
her. Roger would be the first to impute that they were
being made use of. In the end, after due thought and one
or two failures, I secured a mxddle-aged highly rcputablc
woman-novelist and Andrew Desert and his wife —an emin-
ently sociable couple. When Roger saw his fellow guests he
was more puzzled than ever. I could see him all thiough
luncheon trying to work it out, why I should have spent five
pounds in this peculiar fashion.

I enjoyed my party. Lucy began by talking about my
father’s painting.

‘Yes,” I said, ‘it’s very fashionable at the moment.’
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¢Oh, I don’t mean that,” she said in frank surprisec and
went on to tell me how she had stopped before a shop
window in Duke Strect where a battle picture of my father’s
was on view; there had been two private soldiers construing
it together, point by point. ‘I think that’s worth a dozen
columns of praise in the weekly papers,’ she said

“‘Just Iike Kipling’s Light That Failed,’ said thc woman-
novelist.

‘Is it? I didn’t know,” She told us she had never read any
Kipling.

‘That shows the ten years between us,” I said, and so the
conversation became a little more personal as we discussed
the differences between those who were born before the
First World War and those born after it; in fact, so far as
it could be worked, the differences between Lucy and my-
self.

Roger always showed signs of persccution-mania in the
Ritz He did not like it when we knew people at other
tables whom he didn’t know and, when the waiter brought
him the wrong dish, he began on a set-piece which I had
heard him use before in this same place. ‘Fashionable
restaurants are the same all over the world,” he said. ‘There
are always exactly twenty per cent more tables than the
waiters can manage. It’s a very good thing for the workers’
cause that no one except the rich know the deficiencies of
the luxury world. Think of the idea Hollywood gives of a
place like this,” he said, warming to his subject. ‘A maitre
d’hitel like an ambassador, bowing famous beauties across
acres of unencumbered carpet — and look at poor Lorenzo
there, sweating under his collar, jostling a way through for
dowdy Middle West Americans . . .’ But it was not a suc-
cess. Lucy, 1 could see, thought it odd of him to complain
when he was a guest. I pointed out that the couple Roger
condemned as Middle West Americans were in fact called
Lord and Lady Settringham, and Andrew led the conver-
sation, where Roger could not follow it, to the topic of which
ambassadors looked like maitres d’hitel. The woman-novelist
began a eulogy of the Middle West which she knew and
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Roger did not. So he was left with his theme undeveloped.
All this was worth five pounds to me, and more.

I thought it typical of the way Lucy had been brought
up that she returned my invitation in a day or two.

Roger got in first-on the telephone. ‘I say, are you free
on Wednesday evening?’

‘I’'m not sure. Why?’

‘I wondered if you’d dine with us.’

‘Not at half-past six for the Finsbury Theatre?’

‘No. I work late these days at the Relief Committee.’

“What time then?’

‘Oh, any time after eight. Dress or not, just as you feel
like it.’

‘What will you and Lucy be doing ?’

‘Well, I suppose we shall dress. In case anyone wants to
go on anywhere.’

‘In fact, it’s a dinner party ?’

‘Well, yes, in a kind of way.’

It was plain that poor Roger was dismayed at this social
mushroom which had sprung up under his nose. As a face-
saver the telephone call was misconceived, for a little note
from Lucy was already in the post for me. It was not for me
to mock these little notes; I had begun it. But an end had
to be made to them, so I decided to answer this by tele-
phone, choosing the early afternoon when I assumed Roger
would be out. He was in, and answered me. ‘I wanted to
speak to Lucy.’

‘Yes?’

“Just to accept her invitation to dinner.’

‘But you’ve already accepted.’

‘Yes, but I thought I’d better just tell her.’

‘I told her. What d’you think?’

‘Ah, good, I was afraid you might have forgotten.’

I had come badly out of that.

From first to last the whole episode of the dinner was
calamitous. It was a party of ten, and one glance round the
room showed me that this was an occasion of what Lucy had



WOREK SUSPLNDLD 159

been brought up to call ‘duty’. That is to say, we were all
people whom for one reason or another she had felt obliged
to ask. She was offering us all up together in a single pro-
pitiatory holocaust to the gods of the schoolroom, Even Mr
Benwell was there. He did not realize that Lucy had taken
the house furnished, and was congratulating her upon the
decorations; ‘I like a London house to look like a London
house,” he was saying.

Roger was carrying things off rather splendidly with a
kind of sardonic gusto which he could often assume in times
of stress. I knew him in that mood and respected it. I knew,
too, that my presence added a particular zest to his per-
formance. Throughout the cvening I caught him in constant
inquiry of me: was I attending to this parody of himself? I
was his audience, not Lucy.

The fate in store for myself was manifest as soon as I came
into the room. It was Lucy’s cousin Julia, the younger of the
two girls Basil had told me of, the one whose début had been
so disturbed by Lucy’s marriage. It would not, I felt, be a,
grave setback. Julia had that particular kind of succulent
charm - bright, dotty, soft, eager, acquiescent, flattering,
impudent ~ that is specially, it secms, produced for the de-
light of Anglo-Saxon manhood. She had no need of a
London season to find a happy future. ‘Julia is staying with
us. She is a great fan of yours,” said Lucy in her Pont Stieet
manner; a manner which, like Roger’s but much more
subtly, had an element of dumb crambo in it. What she said
turned out to be true,

‘My word, this is exciting,’ said Julia, and settled down
to enjoy me as though I were a box of chocolates open on
her knees.

“What a lot of people Lucy’s got here 1onight.’

“Yes, it’s her first real dinner party, and she says it will be
her last. She says she doesn’t like parties any more.’

‘Did she ever?’ I was ready to talk about Lucy at length,
but this was not Julia’s plan.

‘Everyone does at first,” she said briefly, and then began
the conversation as she had 1¢hearsed it, I am sure, in her
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bath. ‘I knew you the moment you came into the room.
Guess how,’

“You heard my name announced.’

‘Oh, no. Guess again.’

An A{nerican hero would have said, ‘For Christ's sake,
but I said, ‘Really, I’ve no idea, unless perhaps you knew
everyone else already.’

‘Oh, no. Shall I tell you? I saw you in the Ritz the day
Lucy lunched with you.’

‘Why didn’t you come and talk to us?’

‘Lucy wouldn’t let me. She said she’d ask you to dinner
instead.’

‘Ah.

‘You see, for years and years the one thing in the world
I’'ve wanted most — or nearly most ~ was to meet you, and
when Lucy calmly said she was going to lunch with you 1

" cried with envy — hiterally, so I had to put a cold sponge on

my eyes before going out.”

Talking to this delicious girl about Lucy, I thought, was
like sitting in the dentist’s chair with one’s mouth full of in~
struments and the certainty that, all in good timme, he would
begin to hurt.

*Did she talk about it much before she came to lunch ?’

‘Oh no, she just said “I’m afraid I’ve got to leave you to-
day as Roger wants me to lunch with one of his old friends.”
So I said, “How rotten, who ?>’ and she said, ““ John Plant,”

just like that, and I said, ““Fokn Plant,” and she said, “Oh,
I forgot you were keen on thrillers.”® Thrillers, as though you
were just anybody. And I said, “Couldn’t I possibly come?”
and she said, “Not possibly,” and then when I was crying
she said I might comie with her to the lounge and sit behind
a pillar and see you come in.’
' “‘How did she describe me??

“She just said you’d be the one who paid for the cocktails.
Tsn’t that just like Lucy, or don’t you know her well enough
to tell?’

*What did she say about the lunch afterwards?’

‘She said everyone talked about Kipling.’
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- ‘Was that all?’

‘And she thought Roger had behaved badly because he
doesn’t like smart restaurants, and she said neither did she,
but it had cost you a lot of money, so it was nasty to com-
plain. Of course, I wanted to hear all about you and what

- you said, and she couldn’t remember anything. She just said

you secmed very clever.’

‘Oh, she said that.’

‘She says that about all Roger’s friends. But, anyway, it’s
my turn now. I’ve got you to myself for the evening.’

She had. We were sitting at dinner now. Lucy was still
talking to Mr Benwell. On my other side there was some kind
of relative of Roger’s. She talked to me for a bit about how
Roger had scttled down since marriage. ‘I don’t take those
political opinions of his seriously,” she said, ‘and, anyway,
1t’s all right to be a commumist nowadays. Everyone is.

‘I’m not,’ I said.

“Well, I mean all the clever young people.’

So I turned bhack to Julia. She was waiting for me.

‘D’you know you once wrote me a letter?’

‘Good gracious. Why?’

‘Dear Madam, — Thank you for your letter. If you will
read the passage in question more attentively you will note
that the down train was four minutes late at Frasham. There
was thus ample time for the disposal of the bhicycle bell.
Yours faithfully, John Plant,’ she quoted.

‘Did I write that?’

‘Don’t you remember?’

‘Vaguely. It was about The Frightened Foolman, wasn’t it ?’

‘Mm. Of course I knew perfectly well about the train. T
Just wrote in the hope of getting an answer, and it worked.
I liked you for being so severe. There was another girl at
school was literary, too, and she had a crush on Gilbert
Warwick. He wrotce her three pages beginning, My Dear
Anthea, allabout hishouse and thetithe barn he’s turned into
his work-100m, and ending, Write to me again; I hope you
like Sylvia as much as Heather - those were two of his

heroines ~ and she thought it showed what a better writer

T~Ws§ ~3
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he was than you, but I knew just the opposite. And later
Anthea did write again, and she had another long letter
Jjust like the first all about his tithe barn, and that made her
very cynical. So I wrote to you again to show how different
you were.’ ,

‘Did I answer?’

‘No. So then all the Literary Club took to admiring you
instead of Gilbert Warwick.’

‘Because I didn’t answer letters?’

‘Yes. You see, it showed you were a real artist and didn’t
care a bit for your public, and just lived for your work.”

‘I see.’

" After dinner Roger said, ‘Has little Julia been boring you
frightfully ?°

‘Yes.’

‘I thought she was. She’s very pretty. It’s a great evening
for her.’

Eventually we returned to the drawing-room and sat
about. Roger did not know how to manage this stage of his
party. He talked vaguely of going on somewhere to dance
and of playing a new parlour game that had lately arrived
from New York. No one encouraged him. I did not speak
to Lucy until I came to-say good-bye, which was very early,
as soon as the first guest moved and everyone, on the instant,
rose too. When I said good-bye to her, Julia said, ‘Please,
I must tell you. You’re a thousand times grander than I
ever imagined. It was half a game before — now it’s serious.’

I could imagine the relief in the house as the last of us
left, Roger and Lucy emerging into one another’s arms as
though from shelter after a storm . . . “So that’s over. Was it
as bad as you expected P’ *Worse, worse. You were splendid.’
... perhaps they —and Julia, too? — were cutting a caper on
the drawing-room carpet in an ecstasy of liberation.

‘That,” I said to myself, ‘is what you have bought with
your five pounds.’

That evening, next day and for several days, I disliked
Lucy. I made a story for all who knew him, of Roger’s
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dinner party, leaving the impression that this was the kind
of hife Lucy cnjoyed and that she was driving Roger into it.
But for all that I did not abate my resolve to force my friend-
ship upon her. I sought recognition. I wanted to assert the
simple fact of my separate and individual existence. I could
not by any cffort of will regard her as being, like Trixie, ‘one
of Roger’s girls’, and I demanded reciprocation; I would
not be regarded as, like Basil, ‘one of Roger’s friends’; still
less, like Mr Benwell, as someone who had to be asked to
dinner cvery now and then. I had little else to think about
at the time, and the thing became an itch with me. I felt
about her, I suppose, as old men feel who are impelled by
habit to touch every third lamp-post on their walks; occa-
sionally something happens to distract them, they sec a
friend or a strect accident and they pass a lamp-post by;
then all day they fret and fidget until, after tea, they set out
shamefacedly to put the matter right. That was how I felt
about Lucy; our relationship constituted a tiny disorder 1n
my life that had to be adjusted.

That at least is how, in those carliest days, I explained
my obsession to myself, but looking at it now, down the mir-
rored corridor of cumulative emotion, I see no beginning to
the perspective. There is in the apprehension of woman’s
beauty an exquisite, carly intimation of loveliness when, sce-
g some face, strange or familiar, one gains, suddenly, a
further glimpse and foresces, out of a thousand possible
futures, how it might be transfigured by love. With Lucy ~
her grace daily more encumbered by her pregnancy; de-
prived of sex, as women are, by its fulfilment — the vision
was extended and clarified until, with no perceptible transi-
tion, it became the reality. But I cannot say when it first
appeared. Perhaps, that evening when she said, about the
Composed Hermitage in the Chinese Taste, I can’t think why
John should want to have a house like that,” but it came with-
out surprisc; I had sensed it on its way, as an animal, still in
profound darkncss and surrounded by all the sounds of night,
willlift its head, sniff, and know, inwardly, that dawn is ncar.
Meanwhile, I moved for advantage as 1n a parlour game.
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Julia brought me success. Our mecting, so far from dis-
tlusioning her, made her cult of me keener and more direct.
It was no fault of mine, I assured Roger, when he came to
grumble about it; I had not been in the least agrecable to
her; indeed, towards the end of the evening I had been
openly savage.

“The girl’s a masochist,” he said, adding with deeper
gloom, ‘and Lucy says she’s a virgin,

*There’s plenty of time for her. The two tioubles arc often
curced simultancously.’

‘That’s all very well, but she’s staying another ten days.
She never stops talking about you.’

‘Does Lucy mind ?’

*Of course she minds. It’s driving us both nuts. Does she
write you a lot of letters ?’

‘Yes.?

‘What does she say ?’

‘I don’t read them. I feel as though they were meant for
somebody else. Besides, they’re in pencil.’

‘I expect she writes them in bed. No one’s ever gone for
me like that.’

" *Nor for me,’ I said. ‘It’s not really at all disagieeable.’

‘I daresay not,” said Roger. ‘I thought only actors and
sex-novelists and clergymen came in for it.’

‘No, no, anybody may —scientists, politicians, professional
cyclists — anyone whose name gets into the papers. It’s just
that young girls are naturally religious.’

‘Julia’s eighteen.’

¢She’ll get over it soon. She’s been stirred up by suddenly
meeting me in the flesh after two or three years’ distant de-
votion. She’s a nice child.’

“That’s all very well,” said Roger, returning sulkily to his
original point. ‘It isn’t Julia I’'m worried about, it’s our-
selves, Lucy and me ~ she’s staying another ten days. Lucy
says you’ve got to be nice about it, and come out this even-
ing, the four of us. I’'m sorry, but there itis.?

. So for a week I went often to Victoria Square, and there
was the begmmng of a half-secret joke between Lucy and
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me in Julia’s devotion. While I was there Julia sat smug and

gay; she was a child of enchanting prettiness. When I was
absent, Roger told me, she moped a good deal and spent

much time in her bedroom writing and destroying letters

to me She talked about herself, mostly, and her sister and

family. Her father was a major and they lived at Aldershot;

they would have to stay there all the year round now that

Lucy no longer needed their company in London. She did

not Iike Roger. ‘He’s not very nice about you,’ she said.

‘Roger and I are like that,” I explained. ‘We’re always
foul about each other. It’s our fun. Is Lucy nice about me?’

‘Lucy’s an angel,’ said Julia, ‘that’s why we hate Roger
0.’

Finally there was the evening of Julia’s last party. Eight
of us went to dance at a restaurant. Julia was at first very
gay, but her spirits dropped towards the end of the evening.
I was living in Ebury Street; it was casy for me to walk
home from Victoria Square, so I went back with them and
had a last drink. ‘Lucy’s promised to leave us alone, just for
a minute, to say good-bye,” Julia whispered.

When we were alone, she said, ‘It’s been absolutely won-
derful the last two wecks. I didn’t know it was possible to
be so happy. I wish you’d give me something as a kind of
souvenir.’ )

‘Of course. I’ll send you one of my books, shall 1?7’

‘No,’ she said, ‘I’m not interested in your books any more.
Atlcast, of course, I am, terribly, but I mean it’s you I love.’

‘Nonsense,’ I said.

“Will you kiss me, once, just to say good-bye.’

Ikissed her paternally on the cheek.

Tl?lz:n she said suddenly, ‘ You’re in love with Lucy, aren’t
you

‘Good heavens, no. What on carth put that into your
head??

‘I can tell. Through loving you so much, I expect. You
may not know it, but you are. And it’s no good She loves
that horrid Roger. Oh, dear, they’re coming back. I'll come
and say good-bye to you tomorrow, may I?’
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‘No.’

¢ Please. This hasn’t been how I planned it at all.’

Then Roger and Lucy came into the room with a sly look
as though they had been discussing what was going on and
how long they should give us. So I shook hands with Julia
and went home.

She came to my rooms at ten next morning. Mis Legge,
the landlady, showed her up. She stood in the door, swing-
ing a small parcel. ‘I’ve got five minutes,” she said, ‘the
taxi’s waiting. I told Lucy I had some last-minute shopping.’

“You know you oughtn’t to do this sort of thing.’

‘I’ve been here before. When I knew you were out. I pre-
tended I was your sister and had come to fetch something
for you.’

‘Mrs Legge never said anything to me about it.’

‘No. I asked her not to. In fact, I gave her ten shillings.
You see, she caught me at it.’

‘At what?’

“Well, it sounds rather silly. T was in your bedroom, kiss-
ing things — you know, pillows, pyjamas, hair brushes. I"d
just got to the washstand and was kissing your razor when I
looked up and found Mrs Whatever-she’s-called standing in
the door.’

‘Good God, I shall never be able to look her in the face
again.’ )

¢Oh, she was quite sympathetic. I suppose I must have
looked funny, like a goose grazing.’ She gave a little, rather
hysterical giggle, and added, ‘Oh, John, I do love you so.’

‘Nonsense. I shall turn you out if you talk like that.’

‘Well, I do. And I’ve got you a present.’ She gave me the
square parcel. ‘Open it.’

‘I shan’t accept it,’ I said, unwrapping a box of cigars.

‘But you must. You see, they’d be no good to me, would
they? Are they good ones?’

‘Yes,’ I'said, looking at the box. ‘Very good ones indeed.’

“The best.’

‘Quite the best, but ...’ '

‘That’s what the man in the shop said. Smoke one now.’
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‘Julia, dear, I couldn’t. I’ve only just finished breakfast.’

She saw the point of that. “When will you smoke the first
one? After luncheon? I'd like to think of you smoking the
first one.’

‘Julia, dear, it’s perfectly sweet of you, but I can’t
honestly ...

‘T know what you’re thinking, that I can’t afford it. Well,
that’s all right. You see, Lucy gave me five pounds yester-
day to buy a hat. I thought she would — she often does. But
I had to wait and be sure. I’d got them ready, hidden yes-
terday evening. I meant to give you them then. But I never
got a proper chance.'So heré they are.” And then, as I hesi-
tated, with rising voice, “Don’t you see I’d much rather give
you cigars than have a new hat? Don’tyou see I shall go
back to Aldershot absolutely miserable, the whole time in
London quite spoilt, if you won’t take them ?’

She had clearly been crying that morning and was near
tears again.

‘Of course Ill take them,’ I said. ‘I think it’s perfectly
sweet of you.’

Her face cleared in sudden, infectious joy.

‘There. Now we can say good-bye.’

She stood waiting for me, not petitioning this time, but
claiming her right. I put my hands on her shoulders and gave
her a single, warm kiss on the lips. She shut her cyes and
sighed. ‘Thank you,’ she said in a small voice, and hurried
out to her waiting taxi, leaving the box of cigars on my table.

Sweet Julia! I thought. It was a supremely unselfish
present; something quite impersonal and unsentimental —
no keepsake ~ something which would be gone, literally in
smoke, in less than six weeks; a thing she had not even the
fun of choosing for hersclf; she had gone to the counter and
Ieft it to the shopman — ‘I want a box of the best cigars you
keep, please — as many as I can get for five pounds’ She
just wanted something which she could be sure would give

pleasure.

And chiefly because she thought I had been kind to her

cousin, Lucy took me into her friendship.



168 WORK “USPLNDED

Ropger’s engraving showed a  pavilion, sufl rigidly
orthodox in plan, but, in clevation decked with arnament
conceived in a wild ignorance of oriental forms; there were
halconics and balustiades of geometric patterns; thecornices
swerved upwards at the corners in the lines of a pagoda;
the roof was crowned with an onion cupola which might
have been Russian, bells hung from the capitals of barley-
sugar columns; the windows were frecly derived from the
Alhambra; theie was a minaret. To complete the atmo-
splicte the engaver had added a little group of Twkish
military petforming the b'lstm'xdo upon a curiously com-
pldccnt m'xlchctor, an Arabian camel and a mandarin
carrying a bird in a cage. ‘

‘My word, what a gcm,’ they said. ‘It is really all there?’

“The minaret’s down and iUs all rather overgrown.’

“What a chance. John must get it.’

‘It will be fun to furnish. I know just the chairs for it.’

This was the first time I had been to Victoria Square
since Julia left.

And Lucy said, ‘I can’t think why John should want to
have a house like_that.

2

Lucy was a girl of few friends; she had, in fact, at the time
T was admitted to their number, only two: a man named
Peter Baverstock, in the Malay States, whom I never saw,
and a Miss Muriel Meikeljohn, whom I saw all too often.
Peter Baverstock had wanted to marry Lucy since she was
seven, and proposed to her whenever he came home on
leave, cvery eighteen months, until she married Roger,
when he sent her a very elaborate wedding present, an im-
mense thing in carved wood, ivory and gilt which caused
much speculation with regard to its purpose; later he wrote
and explained. I forget the explanation. I think it was the
gift which, by local usage, men of high birth gave to their
granddaughters when they were delivered of male twins;



'

WORK SUSPENDED - 169

it was, anyway, connccted with twins and grandparents, of
great rarity, and a token of high esteem in the parts it came
from. Lucy wrote long letters to Baverstock every fortnight.
I often watched her at work on those letters, sitting square
to her table, head bowed, hand travclhng evenly across the
'page, as, I remembered 1eading in some book of memoirs,
Sir Walter Scott’s had been secen at a lighted window,
writing the Waverley novels. It was a tradition of her up-
bringing that letters for the East must always be written on
very thin, lined paper. ‘I’'m just telling Peter about your
house,” she would say.

‘How can that possibly interest him ?*

*Oh, he’s interested in everything. He’s so far away.’

It seemed an odd reason.

Miss Meikeljohn was a pale, possessive girl, who had -
been a fellow boarder with Lucy in the house of a distressed
gentlewoman in Vienna where they had both been sent to
learn singing. They had shared a passion for a leading tenor,
and had once got into his dressing-room at the Opera House
by wearing mackintoshes and pretending to be reporters
sent to interview him. Lucy still kept a photograph of this
tenor, in costume, on her dressing-table, but she had shed
her musical aspirations with the rest of her Pont Street life.
Miss Meikeljohn still sang, once a week, to a tutor. It was
after these Iessons that she came to luncheon with Lucy, and
the afternoon was hers by prescriptive right for shopping,
or for a cinema, or for what she liked best, a ‘good talk’.
These Tuesdays were ‘Muriel’s days’, and no one might
interfere with them.

“They are the only times she comes into London. Her
parents are scparated and terribly poor,” Lucy said, as
though in complete cxplanaﬁon.

When they went to the cinema or play together they went
in the cheap seats because Miss Meikcljohn insisted on pay-
ing her share. Lucy thought this evidence of Miss Meikel-
john’s integrity of character; she often came back from
these entertainments with a headache from having had to

sit so close to the screen.



-~

170 WORK SUSPLNDED

The friendship was odd in many ways, notably becausc
Miss Meikeljohn luxuriated in heart-to-heart confidences ~
in what my father’s gencration coarsely called ‘taking
down her back hair’, an exhibition that was abhoirent to
Lucy, who in fitendship had all the modesty of the nalked
savage.

I must accept the modesty of the naked savage on tiust,
on the authority of numecrous travel books. The savages I
have mct on my tiavels have all been formidably over-
diessed. But if there existed nowhere clse on the globe that
lithe, chastc and unstudied nudity of which I have so often
read, it was there, dazzlingly, in the mind of Lucy. There
were no reservations in her friendship, and it was an experi-
ence for which I was little qualified, to be admitted, as it
were, through a door in the wall to wander at will over that
rich estate. The idea of an occasional opening to the public
in aid of the cottage hospital, of extra gardencrs working a
week beforechand to tidy the walks, of an upper housemaid
to act as guide, of red cord looped across the arms of the
chairs, of special objects of value to be noted, of “that door
leads to the family’s private apartments. They are never
shown’, of vigilance at the hot-house for fear of a nectarine
being pocketed, of ‘now you have seen everything: please
make way for the next party’, and of the open palm — of
all, in fact, which constituted Miss Meikeljohn’s, and most
people’s, habit of intimacy, was inconceivable to Lucy.

When I began to realize the spaces and treasures of which
I had been made fice, I was like a slum child alternately
afraid to touch or impudently curious. Or, 1ather, I felt too
old Years carlicr when Lucy was in her ciadle, I had
known this kind of friendship. There was a boy at my private
school with whom I enjoyed a week of unrestrained con-
fidence; one afternoon, sitting with him in a kind of nest,
itself a seciet, which we had devised for ourselves from a

gym mat and piled benches in a corner of the place wheie
we played on wet afternoons, I revealed my greatest seciet,
that my father was an artist and not, as I had given it out,
an officer in the Navy; by tea-time the story was all over
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the school, that Plant’s pater had long hair and did not
wash. (Revenge came sooner than I could have hoped, for
this was the summer term, 1914, and my betrayer had an
aunt married to an Austrian nobleman; he had boasted at
length of staying in their castle; when school reassembled
in September I was at the head of the mob which hounded
him in tears to the matron’s room with cries of ‘German
spy’.) It was the first and, to my mind, most dramatic of
the normal betrayals of adolescence With the years I had
grown cautious. There was little love and no trust at all
between any of my friends. Moreover, we were bored; cach
knew the other so well that it was only by making our rela-
tionship into a kind of competitive parlour game that we kept
it alive at all. We had all from time to time cut out divergent
trails and camped in new ground, but we always, as it were,
returned to the same hase for supplies, and swapped yarns
of our exploration. That was what I meant by friendship at
the age of thirty-four, and Lucy, finding hersclf without
preparation among people like myself, had been discon-
certed. That was the origin of what, at first, I took for p1ig-
gishness in her. Her lack of shyness cut her off from us. She
could not cope with the attack and defence, deception and
exposure, which was our habitual intercourse. Anything less
than absolute intimacy embarrassed her, so she fell back
upon her good upbringing, that armoury of schoolroom
virtues and graces with which she had been equipped, and
lived, as best she could, independently, rather as, it is said,
Chinese gentlemen of the old school can pursue intermin-
able, courtcous, traditionally prescribed conversations with
their minds abstracted in rcalms of distant beauty.

But it was not enough. She was lonely. In particular she
was cut off by her pregnancy from Roger. Tor a term of
months she was unsexed, the roots of her love for Roger
wintering, out of sight in the ground, without leaf. So she
looked for a friend and, because she thought I had been
kind to Julia, and because, in a way, I had responded to her
in her schoolroom mood, she chose me. I had not misin-
terpreted her change of manner, She had made up her mind
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that I was to be a fiiend I began, almost at once, to spend
the greater part of the day in her company, and as my pre-
occupation at the time was in finding a house that quest
became the structure of our friendship. Together we went
over the sheaves of house agents’ notices, and several tumes
we went on long expeditions together to look at houses
in the country. We talked of everything except the single
topic of politics. The attiaction of Sociahsm for Lucy was
double. It was a part of the break she had made with
Aldershot and Pont Street, and it 1clieved her of the re-
sponsibility she felt for her own private fortune. Moncey, her
money, was of great importance to her. If she had lived
among the rich it would have been different; she would
then have thought it normal to be assured, for life, of the
possessions for which others toiled; she would, indeed, have
thought herself rather meagrely provided. But she had been
brought up among pcoplc poorer than herself to regard
herself as somebody quite singular. When the age came of
her going to dances, her aunt had impressed on her the
danger she ran of fortune-hunters and, indeed, ncaily all
the young men with whom she consorted, and their mothers,
regarded £58,000 as a notable prize. ‘Sometimes by the
way that girl talks,” Basil had said, ‘you’d think shc was
the Woolworth heiress.” It was qute true. She did think
herself extremely rich and responsible. One of the advan-
tages to her of marrying Roger was the belief that her
money was being put to good usc in rescuing a literary
. genius fiom wage-slavery. She was much more afraid of
misusing her money than of losing it. Thus when she was
convinced that all private fortunes like her own were very
shortly to be abolished and all undeserved prominence
levelled, she was delighted. Moreover, her conversion had
coincided with her falling in love. She and Roger had been
to meetings together, and together read epitomes of Marxist
philosophy. Her faith, like a Christian’s, was essential to
her marriage, so, knowing that I was hostile, she sequestered
it from me. .

It was convenient for Roger to have me in attendance.
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He was not domestic by nature He did not, as some hus-
bands do, resent his wife’s pregnancy. It was as though he
had bought a hunter at the end of the season and turned
him out; discerning friends, he knew, would appreciate the
fine lines under the rough coat, but he would sooner have
shown something glossy in the stable. He had summer busi-
ness to do, moreover; the horse must wait till the late
autumn. That, at least, was one way in which he saw the
- situation, but the analogy was incomplete. It was rather /e
that had been acquired and put to grass, and he was con-
scious of that aspect, too. Roger was hobbled and prevented
from taking the full stride required of him, by the habit,
long settled, of regarding sex relationships in terms of owner-
ship and use. Confronted with the new fact of pregnancy,
of joint ownership, his terms failed him. As a result he was
restless and no longer master of the situation; the practical
business of getting through the day was becoming onerous,
so that my adhesion was agreeable to him Grossly, 1t con-
firmed his opinion of Lucy’s value and at the same time
took her off his hands. Then one morning, when I made my
now habitual call at Victoria Square, Lucy, not yet up but
lying in bed in a chaos of newspapers, letters and manicure
tools, greeted me by saying, ‘Roger’s writing.’

Couched as she was, amid quilted bed-jacket and tum-
bled sheets — one arm bare to the elbow where the wide
sleeve fell back and showed the tender places of wrist and
forearm, the other lost in the warm depths of the bed, with
her pale skin taking colour against the dead white linen,
and her smile of confident, morning welcome; as I had
grected her countless times and always with a keener joy,
until that morning I seemed to have come to the end of an
investigation and held as a certainty what before I had
roughly surmised — her beauty rang through the room like
a peal of bells; thus T have stood, stunned, in a Somerset
garden, with the close turf wet and glittering underfoot in
the dew, when, from beyond the walls of box, the grey
church tower had suddenly scattered the heavens in tumult. -

‘Poor fellow,” I said. ‘What about ??
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‘It’s my fault,” she said, ‘a detective story,” and she went
on to explain that since I had talked to her about my books,
she had read them - ‘You were perfectly right. They are
works of art. I had no idea’ — and talked of them to Roger
until he had suddenly said, ‘Oh, God, another Julia.” Then
he had told her that for many years he had kept a plot in
his mind, waiting for a suitable time to put it into writing.

‘He’ll do it very well,’ I said. ‘Roger can write anything.’

“Yes.’

But while she was telling me this and I was answering,
I thought only of Lucy’s new beauty. I knew that beauty
of that kind did not come from a suitable light or a lucky
way with the hair or a sound eight hours’ sleep, but from
an inner secret; and I knew this morning that the secret
was the fact of Roger’s jealousy. So another stage was
reached in my falling in love with Lucy, while each week
she grew heavier and slower and less apt for love, so that
I accepted the joy of her companionship without reasoning.
Lucy and I were like characters in the stock intrigue of Re-
naissance comedy, where the heroine follows the hero in
male attire and is wooed by him, unknowing, in the terms
of rough friendship. .

In these weeks Lucy and I grew adept in construing the
jargon of the estate agents. I had a clear idea of what I
required. In the first place, it must not cost, all told, when

the decorators and plumbers had moved out and the
“lawyers been paid for the conveyance, more than £3,000;
1t must be in agricultural country, preferably within five
miles of an antiquated market town, it must be at least a
hundred years old, and it must be a kouse, no matter how
dingy, rather than a cottage, however luxurious; there
must be a cellar, two staircases, high ceilings, a marble
chimneypiece in the drawing-room, room to turn a car
at the front door, a coach-house and stable yard, a walled
kitchen garden, a paddock and one or two substantial trees -
these seemed to me the minimum requisites of the standard
of gentility at which I aimed, something between the
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squire’s and the retired admiral’s. Lucy had a womanly
love of sunlight and a Marxist faith in the superior beauties
of concrete and steel. She had, moreover, a horror, born of
long association, of the rural bourgeois with whom I was
determined to enrol myself. I was able to excuse my pre-
dilection to others by describing it as Gallic; French
writers, I explained, owed their great stength, as had the
writers of nineteenth-century England, to their middle-class
status; the best of them all owned squarc white houses,
saved their money, dined with the mayor and had their
eyes closed for them at death by faithful, repellent house-
keepers; English and American writers squandered their
energy in being fashionable or bohemian or, worst of all, in
an unhappy alternation between the two. This theme went
down well with Mr Benwell, who, in the week or two after I
expounded it to him, gave deathless offence to several of
his authors by exhorting them to be middle-class, too, but
it left Lucy unimpressed. She thought the object of my
scarch grotesque, but followed in a cheerful and purely
sporting spirit as one may hunt a fox which one has no
taste to eat.

The last occasion of her leaving London before her con-
finement was to look at a house with me, below the Berk-
shire downs It was too far to travel comfortably in a day,
and we spent the night with relatives of hers near Abingdon.
We had by now grown so accustomed to one another’s com-
pany that there seemed nothing odd to us in Lucy proposing
me as a guest. Our host and hostess, however, thought it
most irregular, and their manifest surprise was a further
bond between us. Lucy was by now eight months with
child, and at the back of her relatives’ concern was the fear
_that she might be delivered prematurely in their house.
They treated her with a solicitude that all too clearly was
a rebuke to my own easy-going acceptance of the situation.
Try how I might to realize the dangers she ran, I could
never feel protective towards Lucy. She looked, we agreed,
like Tweedledum armed for battle, and I saw her at thus
time as preternaturally solid, with an armour of new life
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defending her from the woild. Biologically, no doubt, this
was a fallacy, but it was the attitude we jointly accepted,
so that we made an immediate bad impression by being
struck with fou rire in the first five minutes of our visit, when
our hostess whispered that she had fitted up a bedioom for
Lucy on the ground floor so that she should not be troubled
by stairs.

The house we had come to sce proved, like so many
otheis, to be quite uninhabitable. Its owner, in fact, was
living in his lodge ‘Too big for me these days,’ he said of
the house which, when he openced it to us, gave the impres-
sion of having been designed as a small villa and wantonly
extended, as though no onc had remembered to tell the
workmen when to stop and they had gone on adding room
to room like cells in a wasp-nest. ‘I never had the money to
spend on it,’ the owner said gloomily; “you could make
something of it with a little money.’

We went upstairs and along a lightless passage. He had
been showing people over this house since 1902, he said,
and with the years he had adopted a regular patter. “Nice
little room this, very warm in the winter ... You geta good
view of the downs here, if you stand in the corner ... It’sa
dry house. You can see that. I've never had any trouble
with damp ... These used to be the nurseries. They'd make
a nice suite of spare bedioom, dressing-room and bath if
you didn’t . . .’ and at that point, remembering Lucy, he
stopped abruptly and in such embarrassment that he

“scarcely spoke until we left him.

‘T’1l write to you,’ I said.

‘Yes,” he said with great gloom, knowing what I meant,
‘I sometimes think the place might do as a school. It’s very
healthy.’

So we drove back to Lucy’s relatives. They wanted her
to dine in bed or, anyway, to go to her room and lie down
until dinner. Instead she came out with me into the evening
sunlight, and we sat in what Lucy’s relatives called their
‘blue garden’, reconstructing a life story of the sad little
man who had shown us his house. Lucy’s relatives thought

s
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us and our presence there and our whole expedition ex-
tremely odd. Therc was something going on, they felt,
which they did not understand, and Lucy and I, infected
by the atmosphere, became, as it were, confederates in this
house which-she had known all her life; in the garden
where, as a hittle girl, she had once, she told me, butied 2
dead starling, with tears.

After this expedition Lucy remained in London, spending
more and more of her time indoors. When I finally found a
house to suit me, I was alone.

‘You might have waited,” said Lucy. It scemed quite
natural that she should reproach me She had a share in
my housc. ‘Damn this baby,’ she added.

3

In the last week before the birth of her child Lucy began
for the first time to betiay impatience; she was never, at
any time, at all apprchensive — mercely bored and weary
and vexed past bearing by the nursc who had now taken
up residence in the house. Roger and Miss Meikeljohn had
madc up their minds that she was going to die. ‘It’s all thas
damned pre-natal care,’ said Roger. ‘Do you realize that
maternal mortality is higher in this country than it’s ever
been? D’you know there are cases of women going com-
pletcly bald after childbirth? And permanently insane? It’s
worse among the rich than the poor, too.’

Miss Meikeljohn said: ‘Lucy’s being so wonderful, She
doesn’t realize.’

The nurse occupied heiself with extravagant shopping
lists. ‘Dacs everyone have to have all these things?’ Lucy”
asked, aghast at the multitude of medical and nursery sup-
plics which began to pour into the house. ‘Everyone who
can afford them,’ said Sister Kemp briskly, unconscious of
irony Roger found some comfort in generalizing. ‘It’s an-
thropologically very interesting,” he said, °all this purely
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ceremonial accumulation of rubbish ~ like turtle doves
biought to the gates of a temple. Everyone according to his
means sacrificing to the racial god of hygiene.’

He showed remarkable forbearance 1o Sister Kemp, who
brought with her an atmosphere of impending doom and
accepted a cocktail every evening, saying, ‘I'm not really
on duty jet,” or ‘No time for this after the day.’

She watched confidently for The Day, her apotheosis,
when Lucy would have no need for Roger or me or Miss
Meikeljohn, only for hersclf.

‘I shall call you Mrs Simmonds until The Day,’ she said,
‘After that you will be my Lucy.” She sat about with us in
the drawing-room, and in Lucy’s bedroom where we spent
most of the day, now; like an alien, sitting at a café; an
alien anarchist, with a bomb beside him, watching the pass-
ing life of a foreign city, waiting for his signal from the
higher powers, the password which might come at once or
in a very few days, whispered in his car, perhaps, by the
waiter, or scrawled on the corner of his evening newspaper
— the signal that the hour of liberation had come when he
would take possession of all he beheld. ‘The fathers need
nearly as much care as the mothers,’ said Sister Kemp. ‘No,
not another, thank you, Mr Simmonds. I’'ve got to kecp
in readiness, you know. It would never do if baby came
knocking at the door and found Sister unable to lift the
latch.’ N

‘No,’ said Roger. ‘No, I suppose it wouldn’t.’

Sister Kemp belonged to a particularly select and highly
paid corps of nuises. A baby wheeled out by her, as it would
be daily for the first month, would have access to certain
paths in the Park where inferior nurses trespassed at the
‘risk of cold looks. Lucy’s perambulator would thus be
socially established, and the regular nurse, when she took
over, would find her charge already well known and re-
spected. Sister Kemp explained this, adding as a concession

to Lucy’s political opinions, ‘The snobbery among nurses is
terrible. I've seen many a girl go home from Stanhope Gate
in tears.” And then, esprit de corps asserting itself, ¢ Of course,
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they ought to have known. There’s always Kensington Gar-
dens for them.

Once Sister Kemp had attended a house in Seamore
Place, in nodding distance of Royalty, but the gardens there,
though supremely grand, had been, she said, ‘dull’, by
which we understood that even for her there were close
circles. Roger was delighted with this. ‘It’s like something
out of Thackeray,” he said and pressed for further details,
but Lucy was past taking relish in social survivals; she was
concerned only with the single, physical fact of her own cx-
haustion. ‘I hate this baby already,’ she said. ‘I’m going to
hate it all my life

Roger worked hard at this time, in the mornings at his
detective story, in the afternoons at his committee for Span-
ish aid. Miss Meikeljohn and I tried to keep Lucy amused
with increasingly little success. Miss Meikeljohn took her to
concerts and cinemas where, now, she allowed Lucy to buy
the seats, as extreme comfort was clearly necessary for her.
I took her to the Zoo, every morning at twelve o’clock.
There was a sooty, devilish creature in the monkey house

.named Humboldt’s Gibbon which we would watch mor-
osely for half an hour at a time; he seemed to exercise some
kind of hypnotic_fascination over Lucy; she could not be
got to other cages. ‘If I have a boy I’ll call him Humboldt,’
she said. ‘D’you know that before I was born, so Aunt
Maureen says, my mother used to sit in front of a Flaxman
bas-relief so as to give me ideal beauty. Poor mother, she
died when I was born.” Lucy could say that without em-
barrassment because she felt no danger 1n her own future.
‘I don’t care how disagreeable it’s going to be,” she said.
‘I only want it soon.’

Because of my confidence in her, and my resentment of
the proprictary qualms of Roger and Miss Meikeljohn, I
accepted her attitude; and was correspondingly shocked
when the actual day came.

Roger telephoned to me at breakfast time. ‘The baby’s
begun’

‘Good,’ T said.
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‘What d'you mean, good?’

“Well, it is good, 1sn’t it ? When did it start ??

‘Last night, about an hour after you left.’

‘It ought to be over soon.’

‘Isupposeso. Shall I come round ?’

He came, yawning a gieat deal from having been up all
night. ‘I was with her for an hour or two. I always imagined
people stayed in bed when they were having babies. Lucy’s
up, going about the house. It was horrible. Now she doesn’t
want me’

‘What happcned exactly?’

He began to tell me and then I was sorry I had asked.
“That nurse seems very good,’ he said at the end. ‘The doc-
tor didn’t come until half an hour ago. He went away again
rightaway. They haven’t given her any chloroform yet. They
say they arc keeping that until the pains get worse. I don’t
see how they could be. You’ve no conception what it was
like.” He stayed with me for half an hour and read my news-
papers. Then he went home. ‘I'll telephone you when there’s
any news,” he said,

Two hours later Inang up ‘No,” he said, ‘there’s no news.
I said I'd telephone youif there was.’

‘But what’s happening ?’

‘I don’t know. Some kind of Iull.’

‘But she’s all right, isn’t she? I mean they’re not anxious.’

‘I don’t know. The doctor’s coming again. I went in to
sce her, but she didn’t say anything. She was just crying
quietly.’

‘Nothing I can do, is theie?’

‘No, how could there be?’

‘I mean about lunch or anything. You don’t feel like
coming out?’

‘No, I oughttostay aiound here.’

The thought of the lull, of Lucy not speaking, but lying
there in tears, waiting for her labour to start again, pierced
me as no tale could have done of cumulative pain; but be-
yond my sense of compassion I was not scared. I had bcen

smoking a pipe; my mouth had gone diy, and when I
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knocked out the smouldering tobacceo the smell of it sickened
me. I went out into Ebury Strect as though to the deck of
a ship, breathing hard against nausea, and, from habit moic
than sentiment, took a cab to the Zoo.

The man at the turnstile knew me as a familar figure.
‘Your lady not with you today, sir?’

‘No, not today,’

‘T've got five mysclf,” he said.

I did not understand him and 1epeated foolishly, ‘Five??

‘Being a married man,’ he added

Humboldt’s Gibhon scemed disinclined for company. He
sat hunched up at the back of his cage, fixing on me a
stcady and rather bilious stare. He was ncver, at the best
of times, an animal who courted popularity. In the cage on
his left hived a sycophantic, shrivelled, grey monkey fiom
India who salaamed for titbits of food; on his right were a
troupe of patchy buffoons who swung and tumbled about
their cage to attract attention. Not so Humboldt’s Gibbon;
visitors passed him by — often with almost superstitious aver-
sion and some such comment as ‘Nasty things’; he had no
tricks, or, if he had, he performed them alone, for his own
satisfaction, after dark, ritualistically, when, in that exotic
enclave among the stucco terraces, the prisoners awake and
commemotate the jungles where they had their birth, as
exiled darkies, when their work is done, will tread out the
music of Africa in a vacant lot behind the drug-store.

Lucy used always to bring fruit to the ape; I had nothing,
but, to deceive him, I rattled the wire and held out my
empty fingers as though they held a gift. He unrolled lum-
sclf, revealing an extraordinary length of black limb, and
came delicately towards me on toes and finger-tips; his body
was slightly pigeon-chested and his fur densc and short, his
head spherical, without the poodle-snout of his neighbours
— merely two eyes and a line of yellow teeth set in leather,
like a bare patch worn in a rug. He was less like a man
than any of his kind, and he lacked their human vulgarity.
When, at shor/t range, he realized that I held nothing for
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him he leapt suddenly at the bars and hung there, spread
out ta his full span, spiderish, snarling with contempt; then
dropped to the floor and, turning about, walled delicatcly
back to the corner from which T had Inred him. So T looke
at hima and thought of Lucy, and the minutes pasred.

Presently T was mware of somenne passing behind me from
the salaaming monhley to the troupe of tumblers, and back
azain, and at cither side pecring not at the animals but at
me. I gazed fizedly at the ape, hoping that this puirance
would pass. Finally a voice said, ‘I say.’

I turned and found Arthur Atwater. He was dressed as 1
had scen him before, in his raincoat, though it was a fine,
warm day, and his soft giey hat, worn at what <hould have
been aaflish angle but which, in effect, looked merely lop-
sided. (Ie explained the raincoat in the course of our con-
versation, saying, ‘ You know how it is in digs. If you leave
anything behind when you go out for the day, someone’s
sure to take a fancy to it)’) ‘Tt is Plant, isn’t it?* he said.

C&? S-,

“Thought so. I never forget a face. They call it the roval
gift, don’t they ¥’

‘Do they?’

“Yes, that and punctuality, I'm punctual, too. It's a
curious thing because you sce, actually, though I don’t
make any fuss about it in the position I'm in, 'm descended
from Henry VI There scemed no suitable answer to this
picce of information so, since I was silent, he added sud-
denly, ‘T say, you do remember me, don’t you?’

‘Vividly.’

He came closer and leant beside me on the rail which
scparated us fiom the cage. It was as though we stood on
board ship and were looking out to sea, only instcad of the
passing waters we saw the solitary, still person of Hum-
boldt’s Gibbon. ‘I don’t mind telling you,’ said Atwater,
‘I’ve had a pretty thin time of it since we last met.

‘I saw you werc acquitted at the trial. I thought you were
very fortunate.

‘Fortunate! You should have heard the things the beak
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said. Things he had no right to say and wouldn’t have dared
say to a rich man, and said in a very nasty way, too — things
I shan’t forget in a hurry. Mr Justice Longworth —~ Fustice'
that’s funny. Acquitted without a stain!,~ innlocent! Does
that give me back my job?’

‘But I understood from the evidence at the trial that you
were under notice to go anyway.’

‘Yes. And why ? Because sales were dropping. Why should
I sell their beastly stockings for them anyway? Money —
that’s all anyone cares about now. And I’m beginning to
feel the same way. When do you suppose I had my last mcal
—my last square meal ?’

‘I’ve really no idea, I’m afraid.’

‘Tuesday. I’m hungry, Plant - literally hungry.’

‘You could have saved yourself the sixpence admission
here, couldn’t you?’

‘T'm a Fellow,” said Atwater with surprising readiness.

< Oh.’

“You don’t believe that, do you?’

‘I have no reason not to.’

‘I can prove it; look here — Fellow’s tickets, two of them.’
He produced and pressed on my attention two tickets of
admission signed in a thin, feminine hand. ‘My dear At-
water,” I said, ‘these don’t make you a Fellow; they’ve
merely been given you by someone who is — not that it
matters.’

‘Not that it matters! Let me tell you this; D’you know
who gave me these? — the mother of a chap I know; chap
I know well. I dropped round to see him the other evening,
at the address I found in the telephone book. It was his
mother’s house as it happened. My pal was abroad. But,
anyway, I got talking to the mother and told her about how
I was placed and what pals her son and I had been. She
scemed a decent old bird. At the end she said, ‘How very
sad Do let me give you something,” and began fumbling in
her bag. I thought at least a quid was coming, and what did
she give me? These tickets for the Zoo. I ask you!’

‘Well;” T said, with a tone as encouraging as I could



182 WORK SUSPERLID

Bim he leapt suddendy at the Iar s and hung theee, spread
out to his full span, spiderish, snading with contempt; then
dropped to the floor and, turning abont, walked drlicatddy
back to the cornex from which T had Jured him. So 1 lonhed
at him and thoueht of Lucy, ind the minutes passed,

Presently I was aware of someonc pascing behind me from
the salanming monkey 1o the troupe of tumblers, and back
again, and at cither <ide peering not at the animals but at
me. T gaced fixedly at the ape, hoping that this nuisance
would pass. Finally a voice said, ‘I<ay.’

T turned and found Arthur Atwater, He was dressed as 1
had seen him before, in his raincoat, thourh it was a fine,
warm day, and his soft grey hat, worn at what <hould have
been a raflish angle but which, in cffect, looked merely lop-
sided. (I{c explained the 1aincoat in the course of our con-
versation, «aying, ¢ You know how it is in digs. If you leave
anything behind when yon go out for the day, somcone's
sure to take a fancy to it.”) ‘Itis Plant, isn’t it ?” he said.

‘Yes”

“Thought so. I never forget a face, They call it the 1oyal
gift, don’t they?’

*Do they?’

‘Yes, that and punctuality. I'm punctual. too. It's a
curious thing because you see, actually, though I don’t
make any {uss about it in the position I’'m in, I'm descended
from Heunry VII’ Theie scecmed no suitable answer to this
picce of information so, since I was silent, he added sud-
denly, ‘I say, you do remember me, don’t you?’

‘Vividly.’

He came closer and leant beside me on the rail which
separated us fiom the cage. It was as though we stood on
board ship and were looking out to sea, only instcad of the
passing waters we saw the solitary, still person of Hum-
boldt’s Gibbon. ‘I don’t mind telling you,” said Atwater,
‘I’ve had a pretty thin time of it since we last met.’

‘I saw you were acquitted at the trial. T thought you were
very fortunate.’

‘Fortunate! You should have heard the things the beak
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said. Things he had no right to say and wouldn’t have dared
say to a rich man, and said in a very nasty way, too — things
I shan’t forget in a hurry. Mr Justice Longworth — Fustice
that’s funny. Acquitted without a stain!, ~ inniocent! Does
that give me back my job?’

‘But I understood from the evidence at the trial that you
were under notice to go anyway.’

*Yes. And why ? Because sales were dropping. Why should
I sell their beastly stockings for them anyway? Money —
that’s all anyone cares about now. And I’m beginmng to
feel the same way. When do you suppose I had my last meal
—my last square meal ?’

‘I’ve really no idea, I'm afraid.’

‘Tucsday I’'m hungry, Plant ~ literally hungry

“You could have saved yourself the sixpence admission
here, couldn’t you ?’

‘I'm a Fellow,” said Atwater with surprising readiness.

‘Oh/’

*You don’t belicve that, do you?’

‘I have no reason not to’

‘I can prove it} look here — Fellow’s tickets, two of them,’
He produced and pressed on my attention two tickets of
admission signed in a thin, feminine hand. ‘My dear At-
water,” 1 said, ‘thesec don’t make you a Fellow; they’ve
mercly been given you by somcone who is — not that it
matters.’

‘Not that it matters! Let me tell you this; D’you know
who gave me these? — the mother of a chap I know; chap
I know well. I dropped round to sce him the other evening,
at the address I found in the telephone book. It was his
mother’s house as 1t happened. My pal was abroad. But,
anyway, I got talking to the mother and told her about how
T was placed and what pals her son and I had been. She
scemed a decent old bird. At the end she said, ‘How very
sad. Do let me give you something,” and bcgan fumbling in
her bag I thought at least a quid was coming, and what did
she give me? These tickets for the Zoo, T ask you!’

"Well,’ I said, with a tonc as encouraging as I could
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manage, for it did seem to me that in this instance he had
been unfairly disappointed, ‘ the Zooisa very pleasant place.’

A1 this suggestion Atwater showed a mercurial change of
mood from resentment to simple enthusiasm. ‘It’s wonde:-
ful,” he said, ‘there’s nothing like it. All these animals from
all over the woirld. Think what they’ve seen — forests and
tivers, places probably where no white man’s ever been. It
makes you long to gct away, doesn’t it? Think of paddling
your canoe upstream in undiscovered country, with strings
of orchids overhead and parrots in the trees and great butter-
flies, and native servants, and hanging your hammock in the
open at night and starting off in the morning with no one
to worry you, living on fish and fruit ~ that’s life,” said
Atwater.

Once again I felt impelled to correct his misconceptions
of colonial life. ‘If you are still thinking of settling in Rho-
desia,’ I said, ‘I must warn you you will find conditions very
different from those you describe.’

‘Rhodesia’s off,” said Atwater. ‘T’ve other plans.’

He told me of them at length, and because they distracted
me from thinking of Lucy, I listened gratefully. They de-

. pended, primarily, on his finding a man of his acquaintance
~a good scout named Appleby — who had lately disappeared
as so many of Atwater’s associates seemed to have done,
leaving no indication of his whereabouts. Appleby knew of
‘a cave in Bolivia where the Jesuits, in bygone years, had
stored their treasure. When they were driven out, they put
a curse on the place, so that the superstitious natives left the
hoard inviolate. Appleby had old parchments which made
the matter clear. More than this, Appleby had an aeiial
photograph of the locality, and by a special process known
to himself, was able to treat the plate so that auriferous
ground came out dark; the hill where the Jesuits had left
their treasure was almost solid black; the few white spots
indicated chests of jewels and, possibly, bar platinum.
‘Appleby’s idea was to collect ten stout fellows who would
put up a hundred quid each for our fares and digging ex-
penses. I'd have gone like a shot. Had it all fixed up. The
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only snag was that just at that time I couldn’t put my hands
on a hundred quid.

*Did the expedition ever start?’

‘T don’t think so. You see a lot of the chaps were in
the same position. Besides old Appleby would never start
without me. He’s a good scout. If I only knew where he
bung out I should be all right.’

‘Where used he to hang out?’

‘You could always find him at the old Wimpole. He
was what our barman called one of the regulars.’

‘Swiely they would know his address there?’ I kept
talking. As long as I was learning about old Appleby I had
only half my mind for Lucy.

‘Well, you see, the Wimpole’s rather free and easy in
some ways. As long as you’re a good chap you're taken
as you come and no questions asked. Subs. are paid by the
month; you know the kind of place. If youre shy of
the ante, as we used to call it, the doorman doesn’t let
you in.’

‘And old Appleby was shy of the ante ?’

“That’s it. It wasn’t a thing to worry about. Most of the
chaps one time or another had been shown the door.
I expect it’s the same at your club. No disgrace attached.
But old Appleby’s a bit touchy and began telling off the
floorman good and proper, and then the secretary butted
in and, to cut a long story short, there was something of
a schmozzle.’

“Yes,” I said, ‘I sec.” And even as I spoke all interest in
* Appleby’s schmozzle faded completely away and I thought
of Lucy, lying at home in tears, waiting for her pain. ‘For
God’s sake, tell me some more.” I said.

‘More about Appleby?’

‘More about anything. Tell me about all the chaps in the
Wimpole. Tell me their names one by one and exactly what
they look like. Tell me your family history. Tell me the full
details of every job you have ever lost. Tell me all the funny

stories you have ever heard. Tell my fortune. Don’t you sec,
I want to be fold?” -
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‘I don’t quite twig,” said Atwater. ‘But if you aie trying
to hint that I’'m boring you.. .’

‘Atwater,’ T said carncstly, ‘I will pay you just to talk to
me. Here is a pound, look, take it. There. Docs that look
as though I was bored ?°

‘It looks to me as though you weie balmy,” said Atwatet,
pocketing the note. “Much obliged all the same. It’]l]l come
in handy just at the moment, only as a loan, mind.’

‘Only as a loan,” I said, and we both of us lapsed into
silence, he, no doubt, thinking of my balminess, I of Lucy.
The black ape walked slowly round his cage raking the
sawdust and nut shells with the back of his hand, looking
vainly for some neglected morsel of food. Presently theie
was an excited scuiry in the cage next to us; two women
had appeared with a bunch of bananas. ‘Excuse mec,
please,’ they said and pushed in front of us to feed Hum-
boldt’s Gibbon; then they passed on to the grey sycophant
beyond, and so down all the cages until their bag was
empty. ‘Where shall we go now?’ one of them said. ‘I don’t
see the point of animals you aren’t allowed to feed.’

Atwater overheard this remark; it worked in his mind so
that by the time they had left the monkey house, he was in
" another mood. Atwater the dreamer, Atwater the good
scout, and Atwater the underdog seemed to appear in more
or less regular sequence. It was Atwater the good scout I
liked best, but one clearly had to take him as he came.
‘Feeding animals while men and women starve,” he said
bitterly.

It was a topic; a topic dry, scentless and colourless as a
pressed flower; a topic on which in the school debating
society one had despaired of finding anything new to say —
“The motion before the House is that too much kindness
is shown to animals, proposed by Mr John Plant, Head-
master’s House’ — nevertheless, it was something to talk
about.

‘The animals are paid for their entertainment value,” I
said. ‘We don’t send out hampers to monkeys in their own
forests” — Or did we? There was no knowing what humane
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ladies in England would not do — ‘We bring the monkeys
heie to amuse us.’

‘What’s amusing about that black creature there?’

‘Well, he’s very beautiful.’

‘Beautiful 7’ Atwater stared into the hostile little face be-
yond the bars.  Can’t see it myself.” Then rather truculently,
‘I suppose you’d say he was more beautiful than me.’

‘Well, as a matter of fact, since you raise the point ...

“You think that thing beautiful and feed it and shelter it,
while you leave me to starve.

This scemed unfair. I had just given Atwater a pound;
moreover, it was not I who had fed the ape. I pointed this
out,

‘I sce,” said Atwater. ‘You’re paying me for my enter-
tainment value. You think I’m a kind of monkey.’

This was uncomfortably near the truth. ‘You misunder-
stand me,’ T said.

‘I hope I do. A remark like that would start a rough-
house at the Wimpole.?

A new and glorious idea came to me. ‘Atwater,’ I said,
cautiously, for his oppressed mood was still on him. ‘Pleasc
do not take offence at my suggestion but, supposing I wete
to pay ~ as a loan, of course — would it be possible for us,
do you think, to lunch at the Wimpole?’

He took the suggestion quite well. ‘Il be frank with
vou,” he said. ‘I haven’t paid this month’s sub. yct. It’s
seven and sixpence.”’

‘We'll include that in the loan.’

‘Good scout. I know you’ll like the place.’

The taxi driver, to whom I gave the address ‘Wimpole
Club,” was nonplussed ‘Now you've got me,” he said. ‘I
thought I knew them all. It’s not what used to be called the
“Palm Beach™?’

‘No,” said Atwater, and gave more exact directions.

We drove to a mews off Wimpole Strect (*Tt's handy for
chaps m the motor business Great Portland Street way,’
said Atwater). ‘By the way, I may as well explain, I'm
known as Notton at the club.’
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‘Why?’

‘Lots of the chaps there use a different name. T eapect
it's the same at your club.’

‘I shouldn’t be surprised,” I said.

I paid the taxi. Auwater kicked open a green door and
led me into the hall where a porter, behind the counteT,
was lunching off tea and sandwiches.

‘I've been out of town,” satd Atwater. “Just dropped in to
pay my subscription. Anyone about?’

‘Very quiet,’ said the porter.

The room into which he led me was entirely empty. It
wag at once bar, lounge and dining-room, but mostly bar,
for which a kind of film~set had been erected, built far into
the room, with oak rafters, a thatched 100f], a wrought-iren
lantein and an inn-sign painted in mock heraldry with
quartered bottles and tankards. )

‘Jim!” aiied Atwater.

*Sir.” A head appeared above the bar, “Well, Mr Norton,
we haven’t scen you for a long time. I was just having my
bit of dinner.’

‘May I interrupt that important function and give my
friend here something in the nature of a snorter’ — this was
a ncw and greatly expanded version of Atwater the good
scout. ‘Two of your specials, please, Jim.” To me, ‘Jim’s
specials are famous.” To Jim, ‘This is one of my best pals,
Mr Plant.’ To me, ‘There’s not much Jim doesn’t know
about me.” To Jim, ‘Where's the gang?”’

‘They don’t scem to come here like they did, Mr Norton.
There’s not the money about.’

“You've said it.” Jim put two cocktails on the bar before
us. ‘I presume, Jim, that since this is Mr Plant’s first time
among us, in pursuance of the old Wimpole custom, these
arc on the house?’

Jum laughed rather anxiously. ‘“Mr Noiton likes his
joke)

‘Joke? Jim, you shamc me before my friends. But never
fear. I have found a rich backer; if we aren’t having this
with you, you must have one with us.’
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The barman poured himself out something from a bottle
which he kept for the purpose on a shelf helow the bar, and
said, ‘First today,” as we toasted onc another, Atwater said,
‘It’s one of the mysteries of the club what Jim keeps in that
bottle of his.” T knew; it was what every barman kept, cold
tea, but I thought it would spoil Atwater’s treat if T told
him.

Jim’s “special® was strong and agreeable.

‘Is it all right for me to order a round ?’ I asked.

*It’s more than all right. It’s perfect.)’

Jim shook up another cocktail and refilled his own glass.

‘D’you remember the time I drank twelve of your specials
before dinner with Mr Appleby??

‘I do, sir.’

‘A tiny bit spifflicated that night, ch, Jim?’

‘A tiny bit, sir.”

We had further rounds; Jim took cash for the drinks —
three shillings a round. After the first round, when Atwater
broke into his pound note, I paid. Every other time he said,
‘Chalk it up to the national debt,’” or some similar reference
to the fiction of our loan. Soon Jim and Atwater were deep
in reminiscence of Atwater’s past.

After a time I found my thoughts wandering and went
to telephone to Victoria Square. Roger answered. ‘It seems
things are coming more or less normally,” he said.

‘How is she?’

‘I haven’t been in. The doctor’s here now, in a white
coat like an umpire. He keeps saying I’m not to worry.’

‘But is she in danger?’

‘Of course she is, it’s a2 dangerous business.’

‘But I mean, more than most people?’

“Yes. No. I don’t know. They said everything was quite
normal, whatever that means.’

‘I suppose it means she’s not in more danger than most
people.”

I suppose so.’

‘Does it bore you my ringing up to ask?’
‘No, not really. Where are you ?’
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‘At a club called the Wimpole.’

‘Never heard of it.

‘No. I'll tell you about it later. Very interesting.’

‘Good. Do tell me later.’

I returned to the bar. ‘I thought our old comrade had
passed out on us,’” said Atwater, ‘Been sick?’

‘Good heavens, no.’

‘You look a terrible colour, docsn’t he, Jim? Perhaps a
special is what he needs. I was sick that night old Grainger
sold his Bentley, sick asa dog ...}

When I had spent about thirty shillings Jim began to tire
of his cold tea. “Why don’t you gentlemen sit down at a
" table and let me order you a nice grill?° he asked.

‘All in good time, Jim, all in good time. Mr Plant here
would ke one of your specials first just to give him an
appetite, and I think rather than see an old pal drink alone,
T’ll join him.’

Later, when we were very drunk, steaks appeared which
neither of us remembered ordering. We ate them at the bar
with, at Jim’s advice, great quantities of Worcester sauce.
Our conversation, I think, was mainly about Appleby and
the need of finding him. We rang up one or two people of
that name, whom we found in the telephone book, but they
disclaimed all knowledge of Jesuit treasure.

It must have been four o’clock in the afternoon when we
left the Wimpole. Atwater was more drunk than I. Next
day I remembered most of our conversation verbatim. In
the mews I asked him: ‘Where are you living ?’

‘Digs. Awful hole. But it’s all right now I’ve got money —
I can sleep on the Embankment. Police won’t let you sleep
on the Embankment unless you’ve got money. Vagrancy.
One law for the rich, one for the poor. Iniquitous system.’

‘Why don’t you come and live with me, I’ve got a house

, in the country, plenty of room. Stay as long as you like.
Die there.’
‘Thanks, I will. Must go the Embankment first and pack.’
And we separated, for the time, he sauntering unsteadily
along Wimpole Street, past the rows of brass plates, I
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driving in a taxi to my rooms in Ebury Street, where I un-
dressed, folded my clothes, and went quietly to hed. I
awoke, in the dark, hours later, in confusion as to where
I was and how I had got there. ’

‘The telephone was ringing next door in the sitting-room.
It was Roger. He said that Lucy had had a son two hours
ago; he had been ringing up relatives ever since. She was
perfectly well; the first thing she had asked for when she
came round from the chloroform was a cigarette. ‘I feel
like going out and getting drunk,’ said Roger. ‘Don’t you?’

‘No,’ I said. ‘No, I'm afraid not,” and returned to bed.

4

When I got drunk I could sleep it off and wake in tolerable
health; Roger could not; in the past we had often discussed
this aleoholic insomnia of his and found no remedy for it
cxcept temperance. After telephoning to me he had gone
out with Basil; he looked a wreck next morning. ’

‘It’s extraordinary,” he said. ‘I’ve got absolutely no feel-
ing about this baby at all. I kept telling myself all these last
months that when I actually saw it, all manner of deep-
rooted, atavistic emotions would come surging up. I was
all set for a deep spiritual expericnce. They brought the
thing in and showed it to me. I looked at it and waited —and
nothing at all happened. It was just like the first time one
takes hashish ~ or being “confirmed” at school.’

‘I knew a man who had five children,’ I said ‘He felt
Just as you did until the fifth, Then he was suddenly over-
come with love; he bought a thermometer and kept taking
its temperature when the nurse was out of the room. I dare-
say it’s a habit, like hashish.’

‘I don’t feel as if I had anything to do with it. It’s as
though they showed me Lucy’s appendix or a tooth they’d
pulled out of her.’

‘What’s it like? I mean, it isn’t a freak or anything ?’
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*No, I've been into that; two arms, two legs, once head,
white - just a baby. Of course, you can’t tell for some time
if it’s sanc o1 not. I helieve the first sign is that it cau’t take
hold of things with its hands. Did you know that Lucy’s
grandmother was shut up?’

‘I had no idca.’

“Yes, Lucy never saw her, of course. It's why she’s
anxious about Julia)’

¢Is she anxious about Julia?’

“Who wouldn’t be?’

‘Tow soon can you tell if they're blind ??

‘Not for weeks, I believe. T asked Sister Kemp. She said
“The very idea” and whisked the baby off as if' I wanted
to injure it, poor little brute. D’you know what Lucy calls
Sister Kemp now? — Kempy.’

‘It’s not possible.’

It was tiue. I went in to see her for five minutes and
twice during that time she said “Kempy.” When we were
alone for a minute I asked her why. ‘She asked me to,’ said
Lucy, ‘and she’s really very sweet.’

‘Sweet?’

‘She was absolutely sweet to me yesterday.’

I had brought some flowers, but the room was full of
them. Lucy lay in bed; slack and smiling. I sat down by her
and held her hand. ‘Everyone’s been so sweet,” she said.
‘Have you scen my baby?’

‘No.’

‘He’s in the dressing-room. Ask Kempy to show you.’

‘Are you pleased with him ?’

‘I love him. I do really. I never thought I should. He's
such a person.’ )

This was incomprehensible.

“You haven’t gone bald?’ I said.

‘No, but my hair’s terrible. What did you do yesterday?’

‘I got drunk.’

“So did poor Roger. Weie you with him?*

‘No,” I said, ‘it was 1¢ally very amusing.” I began to tell
her about Atwater, but she was not listening.

2
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Then Sister Kemp camc in with more flowers ~ from Mr
Benwell.

‘How sweet he is,” said Lucy.

This was past bearing ~ first Sister Kemp, now Mr Ben-
well. T felt stified in this pastry-cook’s atmosphere. ‘I’ve
come to say good-bye,’ I said. ‘I’'m going back to the coun-
try to see about my house.’ .

‘Pm so glad. It’s lovely for you. I’'m coming to see it as
soon as I’'m better.’

She did not want me, I thought; Humboldt’s Gibbon and
T'had done our part. “You'll be my first gucst,’ I said.

*Yes. Quite soon.’

Sister Kemp went with me to the landing. ‘Now,’ she
said, ‘come and sce something very precious.’

There was a cradle in Roger's dressing-room, made of
white stuff and ribbons, and a baby in it.

‘Isn’t he a fine big man?’

‘Magnificent,’ I said, ‘and very sweet . . . Kempy.’

POSTSCORIPT

Tuz date of this child’s birth was 25 August, 1939, and
while Lucy was still in bed the air-raid sirens sounded the
first false alarm of the second World War. And so an epoch,
my epoch, came to an end. Intcllectually we had foreseen
the event, and had calmly discussed it, but our inherited
habits continued 1o the Jast moment. -

Beavers bred in captivity, inhabiting a concrete pool, will,
if given the timber, fatuously go through all the motions of
damming an ancestral stream. So I and my friends busied
oursclves with our privacies and intimacics. My father’s
death, the abandonment of my home, my quickening love
of Lucy, my literary innovations, my housc in the country ~
all these had scemed to presage a new life. The new life
‘came, not by my contrivance.

Neither hook ~ the Jast of my old life, the first of my new

Tews.~g



194 WORK SUSPENDED

~ was cver finished. As for my house, I never spent a night
there. It was requisitioned, filled with pregnant women, and
through five years bit by bit befouled and dismembeied.
My friends were dispersed. Lucy and her baby moved back
to her aunt’s. Roger rose from department to department in
the office of Political Warfare. Basil sought and found a
series of irregular adventures. For myself plain 1egimental
soldiering proved an orderly and not disagreeable way of
life.

I met Atwater several times in the course of the war — the
Good-scout of the officer’s club, the Under-dog in the tran-
sit-camp, the Dreamer lecturing troops about post-war con-
ditions. He was reunited, it seemed, with all his legendary
lost friends, he prospeied and the Good-scout predominated.
Today, I believe, he holds sway over a large area of Ger-
many. No one of my close acquaintance was killed, but all
our lives, as we had constructed, them, quietly came to an
end. Our story, like my novel, remained unfinished — a heap
of neglected foolscap at the back of a drawer.
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IN 1946 Scott-King had been classical master at Gran-
chester for twenty-one years. He was himself a Gran-
chesterian and had returned straight from the University
after failing for a fellowship. There he had remained, grow-
ing slightly bald and slightly corpulent, known to genera-
tions of boys first as ‘Scottie’, then of late years, while
barely middle-aged, as ‘old Scottie’; a school ‘institution’,
whose precise and slightly nasal lamentations of modern
decadence were widely parodied.

 Granchester is not the most illustrious of English public
schools, but it is, or, as Scott-King would maintain, was, en-
tirely respectable; it plays an annual cricket match at
Lord’s; it numbers a dozen or so famous men among its
old boys; who, in general, declare without apology: ‘I was
at Granchester’ ~ unlike the sons of lesser places who are
apt to say: ‘As a matter of fact I was at a place called —
Yousee, at the time my father. ..’

When Scott-King was a boy and when he first returned
as a master, the school was almost equally divided into a
Classical and 2 Modern Side, with a group of negligible and
neglected specialists called ‘the Army Class’, Now the case
was altered and out of 450 boys scarcely 50 read Greek.
Scott-King had watched his classical colleagues fall away
one by one, some to rural rectories, some to the British
Council and the B B.C., to be replaced by physicists and
economists from the provincial universities, until now, in-
stead of inhabiting solely the rare intellectual atmosphere
of the Classical Sixth, he was obliged to descend for many,
periods a week to cram lower boys with Xenophon and
Sallust. But Scott-King did not repine On the contrary he
found a peculiar relish in contemplating the victories of bar-
barism and positively rejoiced in his reduced station, for he
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was of a type, unknown in the New World, but quite common
m Europe, which is fascinated by obscurity and failure.

‘Dim’ is the cpithet for Scott-King and it was a fellow-
fecling, a blood-brotherhood in dimness, which first drew
him to study the works of the poet Bellorius.

No one, except perhaps Scott-King himself, could be
dimmer. When, poor and in some discredit, Bellorius died
in 1646 in his native town of what was then a happy king-
dom of the Habsburg Empire and is now the turbulent
- modern state of Neutralia,* he left as his life’s work a single
folio volume containing a poem of some 1,500 lines of
Latin hexameters. In his lifetime the only effect of the publi-
cation was to annoy the Court and cause his pension to be
cancelled. After his death it was entirely forgotten until the
middle of the last century, when it was reprinted in Ger-
many in a collection of late Renaissance texts. It was in this
edition that Scott-King found it during a holiday on the
Rhine, and at once his heart stirred with the recognition of
kinship. The subject was irredeemably tedious — a visit to
an imaginary island of the New World where in primitive
simplicity, untainted by tyranny or dogma, there subsisted
a virtuous, chaste and reasonable community. The lines
were correct and melodious, enriched by many happy
. figures of speech; Scott-King read them on the deck of the
river steamer as vine and turret, cliff and terrace and park,
swept smoothly past. How they offended - by what intended
or unintended jab of satire, blunted today; by what danger-
ous speculation — is not now apparent. That they should
have been forgotten is readily intelligible to anyone acquain-
ted with the history of Neutralia.

- Something must be known of this history if we are to
follow Scott-King with understanding. Let us eschew detail
and observe that for three hundred years since Bellorius’s
death his country has suffered every conceivable ill the
body politic is heir to. Dynastic wars, foreign invasion, dis-
puted successions, revolting colonies, endemic syphilis, im-

*The Republic of Neutralia is imaginary and composite and
represents no existing state,
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poverished soil, masonic intrigues, revolutions, restorations,
cabals, juntas, pronunciamentos, liberations, constitutions,
coups d’élat, dictatorships, assassinations, agrarian reforms,
popular clections, for cign intervention, repudiation of loans,
inflations of currency, trades unions, massacres, arson, athe-
ism, secret societics ~ make the list full, slip in as many per-
sonal foibles as you will, you will find all these in the last
three centuries of Neutralian history. Out of it emerged the
present republic of Neutralia, a typical modern state, gov-
erned by assingle party, acclaiming a dominant Marshal, sup-
porting a vast ill-paid bureaucracy whose work is tempered
and humanized by corruption. This you must know; also
that the Neutralians, being a clever Latin race, are little
given to hero-worship and make considerable fun of their
Marshal behind his back. In one thing only did he carn
their full-hearted estecm. He kept out of the sccond World
War, Neutralia sequestered herself and, from having been
the cockpit of factious sympathies, became remote, uncon-
sidered, dim; so that, as the face of Europe coarsened and
the war, as it appeared in the common-room newspapers
and the common-room wireless, cast its heroic and chival-
rous disguise and became a sweaty tug-of-war between
teams of indistinguishable louts, Scott-King, who had never
set foot there, became Neutralian in his loyalty andas an
act of homage resumed with fervour the task on which he
had intermittently worked, a translation of Bellorius into
Spenserian stanzas. The work was finished at the time of
the Normandy landings ~ translation, introduction, notes.
He sént it to the Oxford University Press. It came back to
him. He put it away in a drawer of the pitch-pine desk
in his smoky gothic study above the Granchester quad-
rangle. He did not repine. It was his opus, his monument to
dimness.

. Butstill the shade of Bellorius stood at his elbow demand-
ing placation. There was unfinished business between these
two. You cannot keep closc company with a man, even
though he be dead three centuries, wathout incurring obli-
gations. Thereforc at the time of the peace celebrations
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Scott-King distilled bis learning and wrote 2 little essay,
4,000 words long, entitled The Last Lalinist, to commemorate
the coming tercentenary of Bellorius™s death. It appearedina
learned journal. Scott-King was paid twelve guineas for this
fruit of fificen years’ devoted labour; six of them he paid
in income tax; with six hc pmchased a large gunmetal
watch which worked irregularly for a month or two
and then finally farled. There the matter might well have
ended.

These, then, in a general, distant view, arce the circum-
stances — Scott-King’s history; Bellorius; the history of Neu-
tralia; the year of Grace, 1946 — all quite credible, quite
humdrum, which together produced the odd events of Scott-
King’s summer holiday. Let us now ‘truck’ the camera for-
ward and sce him ‘close-up’. You have heard all about
Scott-King, but you have not yet met him.

Meet him, then, at breakfast on a bleak morning at the
beginning of the summer term. Unmarried assistant masters
at Granchester enjoyed the usc of a pair of collegiate rooms
in the school buildings and took their meals in the common-
room. Scott-King came from his classroom where he had
been taking carly school, with his gown flowing behind him
and a sheaf of fluttering exercisc papers in his numb
fingers. There had been no remission of war-time priva-
tions at Granchester. The cold grate was used as ash-tray
and waste-paper basket and was rarely emptied. The break-
fast table was a litter of small pots, each labelled with a
master’s name, containing rations of sugar, margarine and
a spmious marmalade. The breakfast dish was a slop of
‘dried’ eggs. Scott-King turned sadly from the sideboatd.
‘Anyone,’ he said, ‘is welcome 6 my share in this triumph
of modern science.’ ‘

‘Letter for you, Scottie,” said onc of his colleagues. ¢ “The
Honourable Professor Scoti-King, Esquire.”” Congratula-
tions.’

It was a large, stiff envelope, thus oddly addressed, em-
blazoned on the flap with a coat of arms. Inside was a card

and a letter. The card read:
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His Magnificence the Very Reverend the Rector of the Univer-
sity of Simona and the Committee of the Bellorius Ter Centenary
Celebration Association request the honour of Professor Scott-
King’s assistance at the public acts to be held at Simona on July
28th-August 5th, 1946. R.S.V.P. His Excellency Dr Bogdan

Antonic, international secretary of the Committee, Simona Uni-
versity, Neutralia.

The letter was signed by the Neutralian Ambassador to
the Court of St James’s. It announced that a number of dis-
tinguished scholars were assembling from all over the world

. to do honour to the illustrious Neutralian political thinker
Bellorius and delicately intimated that the trip would be
without expense on the part of the guests.

Scott-King’s first thought on reading the communication
was that he was the victim of a hoax. He looked round the
table expecting 1o surprise a glance of complicity between
his colleagues, but they appeared to be busy with their own
concerns. Second thoughts convinced him that this sumptu-
ous embossing and engraving was bheyond their resources.
The thing was authentic, then; but Scott-King was not
pleased. He felt, rather, that a long-standing private inti-
macy between himself and Bellorius was being rudely dis-
turbed. He put the envelope into his pocket, ate his bread
and margarine, and presently made ready for morning
chapel. He stopped at the secretary’s office to purchase a
packet of crested school writing paper on which to inscribe
‘Mr Scott-King regrets . . .’

For the strange thing is that Scott-King was definitcly
blas¢ Something of the kind has been hinted before, yet,
seeing im cross the quadrangle to the chapel steps, middle-
aged, shabby, unhenoured and unknown, his round and
learned face puckered against the wind, you would have
said: “There goes a man who has missed all the compensa-
tions of life — and knows it.’ But that is because you do not
yet know Scott-King; no voluptuary surfeited by conquest,
no colossus of the drama bruised and rent by doting ado-
lescents, not Alexander, nor Talleyrand, was more blasé

than Scott-King. He was an adult, an intellectual, a classical
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scholar, almost a poet; he was travel-worn in the large
periphery of his own mind, jaded with accumulated experi-
ence of his imagination. He was older, it might have becn
written, than the 1ocks on which he sat; older, anyway,
than his stall in chapel; he had died many times, had Scott-
King, had dived deep, had trafficked for strange webs with
Eastern merchants. And all this had been but the sound of
lyres and flutes to him. Thus musing, he left the chapel and
went to his class-room, where for the first hours he had the
lowest set.

They coughed and sneezed. One, more ingenious than
the rest, attempted at length to draw him out as, it was
known, he might sometimes be drawn: ‘Please, sir, Mr
Griggs says it’s a pure waste of our time learning clasmf:sa’
but Scott-King merely replied: ‘It’s a waste of time coming
to me and #nof learning them.’

After Latin gerunds they stumbled through half a page
of Thucydides, He said: ‘These last episodes of the siege
have been described as tolling like a great bell,” at which 2
chorus rose from the back bench, ‘The bell? Did you say
it was the bell, sir?’ and books were noisily shut. ‘ There are
another twenty minutes. I said the book tolled like a bell.’

‘Please, sir, I don’t quite get that, sir, how can a book
be like a bell, sir?’

“If you wish to talk, Ambrose, you can start construing.’

‘Please, sir, that’s as far as I got, sir.’

“Has anyone done any more ?’ (Scott-King still attempted
to import into the lower school the adult politeness of the
Classical Sixth.) ‘Very well, then, you can all spend the
rest of the hour preparing the next twenty lines.’

Silence, of a sort, reigned. There was a low muttering
from the back of the room, a perpetual shuffling and snuff-
ling, but no one spoke directly to Scott-King. He gazed
through the leaded panes to the leaden sky. He could hear
through the wall behind him the strident tones of Griggs;
the civics master, extolling the Tolpuddle martyrs. Scott-
King put his hand in his coat pocket and felt the crisp
edges of the Neutralian invitation.
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He had not been abroad since 1939. He had not tasted
wine for a year, and he was filled, suddenly, with decp
home-sickness for the South. He had not often nor for long
visited those enchanted lands; a dozen times perhaps, for a
few weeks ~ for one year in total of his forty-three years of
Iife — but his treasure and his heart lay buried there. Hot
oil and garlic and spilled wine; luminous pinnacles above
a dusky wall; fireworks at night, fountains at noonday; the
»impudent, inoffensive hawkers of lottery tickets moving from
table to table on to the crowded pavement; the shepherd’s
pipe on the scented hillside — all that travel agent ever
. sought to put in a folder, fumed in Scott-King’s mind that
drab morning. He had left his coin in the waters of Trevi;
he had wedded the Adriatic; he was a Mediterranean man.

In the mid-morning break, on the crested school paper,
he wrote his acceptance of the Neutralian invitation. That
cvening, and on many subsequent evenings, the talk in the
common-room was about plans for the holidays. All des-
paired of getting abroad; all save Griggs, who was cock-
a-hoop about an International Rally of Progressive Youth
Leadership in Prague to which he had got himself appointed.
S.cottéKing said nothing even when Neutralia was men-
tioned.

‘I’d Iike to go somewhere I could get a decent meal,’ said
one of his colleagucs. ‘Ireland or Neutralia, or somewhere
like that.’

“They’d never let you into Neutralia,’ said Griggs. ‘Far

too much to hide. They’ve got teams of German physicists
making atomic bombs.’

‘Cwil war raging.’
“Half the population in concentration camps.’
No decent-minded man would go to Neutralia.’

‘Or to Iicland for that matter,” said Griggs.
And Scott-King sat tight.
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Neutralia; both, it presently transpired, guests of the Bel- '
lorius Celebration Committee. T

The man was a familiar type to Scott-King; his name
Whitemaid, his calling academic, a dim man like himself,
much of an age with him. |

“Tell me,” said Whitemaid, ‘tell me frankly’ — and he
looked furtive as men do when they employ that ambiguous
expression ~ ‘have you ever heard of the worthy Bellorius?’

‘I know his work. I have seldom heard it discussed.’

‘Ah, well, of course, he’s not in my subject. I'm Roman-
- Law,” said Whitemaid, with an accession of furtiveness that
took all grandiosity from the claim. ‘They asked the Pro-
fessor of Poetry, you know, but he couldn’t get away. Then
they tried the Professor of Latin. He’s red. Then they asked
for anyone to represent the University. No one else was en-
thusiastic, so I put myself forward. I find expeditions of this
kir‘uiy highly diverting. You are famuliar with them?’

No.

‘I went to Upsala last vacation and atc very passable
caviare twice a‘day for a' week. Neutralia is not known for
delicate living, alas, but one may count on rude plenty —
and, of course, wine.’ ,

‘I’s all a racket, anyhow,’ said the third Very Important
Person. \

Il

This was a woman no longer very young. Her name,
Scott-King and Whitemaid had learned through hearing it
fiequently called through the loudspeaker and sceing it
chalked on blackboards, calling her to receive urgent mess-
ages at every stage of their journey, was Miss Bombaum.
It was a name notorious to almost all the world except, as it
happened, to Scott-King and Whitemaid. She was far from

m: once a roving, indeed a dashing, reporter who in the
days before the war had popped up wherever there was un-
pleasantness —~ Danzig, the Alcazar, Shanghai, Wal-Wal;
now a columnist whose weekly articles were syndicated in
the popular press of four continents. Scott-King did not -
read such articles and he had wondered idly a? frequent
mtervals durmg the morning what she could be. She did
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not look a lady; she did not even look quite 1espectable,
but he could not reconcile her typewiiter with the callings
of aciress or courtesan; nor for that matter the shaip little
sexless face under the too feminine hat and the Javish style
of hait-chessing, He came necar the tiuth in suspecting her
of being, what he had often heard of but never seen in the
life, a female novelist.

‘Its all a racket,’ said Miss Bombaum, ‘of the Neutralian
Propaganda Burcau. I 1eckon they feel hind of left out of
things tiow the war's over and want to make some nice new
fiiends among the United Nations. We're only part of it.
They've got a religious pilgrimage and a Congress of
Physical Cultuic and an International Philatelists” Con-
vention and heaven knows what else. I reckon there’s a
story in it — in Neutralia, I mcan: not in Bellorius, of course,
he’s been done.’

‘Done?’

“Yes, I’ve a copy somewhete,’ she said, rummaging in her
bag. ‘ Thought it might come in uscful for the speeches.’

“You don’t think,” said Scott-King, ‘that we arc in danger
of being required to make speeches?’ .

‘T can’t think what else we've been asked for,” said Miss
Bombaum. ‘Can you?’

‘I made thice long speeches at Upsala,’ said Whitemard.
“They were ccstatically 1eceived.’

‘Oh, dear, and I have left all my papers at home.’

‘Borrow this any time you like,’ said Miss Bombaum, p10-
ducing Mr Robert Graves's Count Belisarius. ¢ It's sad though.
He ends up blind.’

The music suddenly ceased and a voice said: ‘ Passengers
for Bellacita will now proceed to Exit D. Passengers for
Bellacita will now proceed to Exit D,’ while, simultancously,
the conductress appeared in the dooiway and said: ‘Follow
me, please. Have your embarkation papers, medical cards,
customs cleaiance ships, curiency contiol vouchers, pass-
ports, tickets, identity dockets, tiavel oiders, emigration
certificates, baggage checks and security sheets ready for
inspection at the barrier, please.’
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The Very Important Persons followed her out, mingled
with the less important persons who had been waiting in a
nearby room, stepped into a dusty gale behind the four
spinning screws of the acroplane, mounted the step-ladder
and were soon strapped into their seats as though awaiting the
attention of the dentist. A steward gave them brief instruc-
tions in the case of their being forced down over the sea and
announced: ‘We shall arrive at Bellacita at sixteen hours
Neatralian time.” .

‘An appalling thought occurs to me,’ said Whitemaid.
‘Can this mean we get no luncheon?’

“They eat very late in Neutralia, I believe.

“Yes, but four o’clock!’

‘I’m sure they will have arranged something for us.’

‘I pray they have.’

Something had been arranged but not a luncheon. The
Very Important Persons stepped out some hours later into
the brilliant sunshine of Bellacita airport and at once found
their hands shaken in swift succession by a deputation of
their hosts. “T’d bid you welcome to the land of Bellorius,’
said their spokesman.

His name, he told them with a neat bow, was Arturo
¥e; his rank Doctor of Bellacita University; but there was.
nothing academic in his appearance. Rather, Scott-King
thought, he might be a slightly ageing film actor. He had
thin, calligraphic moustaches, a hint of side-whisker, sparse
but well-ordered hair, a gold-rimmed monocle, three gold
teeth, and neat, dark clothes.

‘Madam,” he said, ‘gentlemen, your luggage will be
cared for, The motor-cars await you. Come with me. Pass-
ports? Papeis? Do not give them a thought. Everything is
arranged ' Come.’

At this stage Scott-King became aware of a young woman
standing stolidly among them. He had taken notice of her

in London whetc she had towered some six inches ahove the
hicads of the crowd.

‘T come,’ she said.
Dr Fe howed. ‘Fe,” he said,
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‘Sveningen,’ she answered.

‘You are one of us? Of the Bellorius Association ?’ asked
Dr. Fe.

‘I speak not English well. I come.’

Dr Fe tried her in Neutralian, French, Italian and Ger-
man. She replied in her own remote Nordic tongué. Dr Fe
raised hands and eyes in a pantomime of despair.

“You speak much English. I speak little English. So we
speak English, yes? I come.’

‘You come?’ said Dr Fe.

‘T come.’

‘We are honoured,’ said Dr Fe.

He led them between flowering oleanders and borders of
camomile, past shaded café tables at which Whitemaid
longingly looked, through the airport vestibule to the glass
doors beyond,

Here there was a hitch. T'wo sentries, shabbily uniformed
but armed for action, war-worn, it seemed, but tigers for
duty, barred their passage. Dr Fe tried a high hand, he
tried charm, he offered them cigarettes; suddenly a new
side of his character was revealed; he fell into demoniac
rage, he shook his fists, he bared his chryselephantine teeth,
he narrowed his eyes to mongol slits of hate; what he said
was unintelligible to Scott-King, but 1t was plainly designed
to wound. The men stood firm.

Then, as suddenly as it had arisen, the squall passed. He
turned to his guests. ‘ Excuse one moment,’ he said. ‘These
stupid fellows do not understand their orders. It will be -
arranged by the officer.” He dispatched an underling.

‘We box the rude mens ?’ suggested Miss Sveningen, mov-

. ing cat-like towards the soldiers.

‘No. Forgive them I beg you. They think it their
duty.’ ’

‘Such little men should be polite,” said the giantess.

The officer came; the doors flew open; the soldiers did
something with their tommy-guns which passed as a salute.
Scott-King raised his hat as the little party swept out into"
the blaze of sunshine to the waiting cars.
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“This superb young creature,’ said Scott-King, ‘would
you say she was a slightly incongruous figure?’

‘I find her eminently, transcendently congruous,” said
Whitemaid. ‘T exult in her.’

Dr Fe gallantly took the ladies under his own charge.
Scott-King and Whitemaid rode with an underling. They
bowled along through the suburbs of Bellacita; tramlines,
half-finished villas, a rush of hot wind, a dazzle ‘of white
concrete. At first, when they were fresh from the upper air,
the heat had been agreeable; now his skin began to prick
and tickle and Scott-King realized that he was unsultably
dressed.

‘Exactly ten hours and a half since I had anything to
eat,” said Whitemaid.

The underling leaned towards them from the front seat
and pointed out places of interest. ‘Here,” he said, ‘the
anarchists shot General Cardenas. Here syndico-radicals
shot the auxiliary bishop. Here the Agrarian League buried
alive ten Teaching Brothers, Here the bimetallists com-
mitted unspeakable atrocities on the wife of Senator Men-
doza.”

‘Forgive me for interrupting you,’ said Whitemaid, ‘but
could you tell us where we are going?’

‘To the Ministry. They are all happy to meet you.’

‘And we are happy to meet them. But just at the moment

my friend and I are rather hungry.’
* “Yes,” said the underling with compassion. ‘We have
heard of it in our papers. Your rations in England, your
strikes. Here things are very cxpensive but there is plenty
for all who pay, so our people do not strike but work hard
to become rich It is better so, no?’

‘Perhaps. We must have a talk about it some time. But
at the moment it is not so much the general cconomic
question as a personal immediate need?...

‘W¢ aniive,” said the underling. ‘Here is the Ministry.’
 Like much modern Neutralian building the Ministry was
unfinished, but it was conceived in severe one-party style.
A portico of unembellished columns, a vast, blank doorway,
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a Das-relict symbolizing Revolution and Youth and
Terhnictl Progress and the Nativnal Genius, Inside, a stair-
cace, On the staircase was a less predictable feature; ranged
on cither side like playing-cards, like a startling hand com-
posed entirely of Kings and Knaves, stood ascending 1anks
of ttumpeters aged from Go to 16, dressed in the tabards of
medieval heralds; more than this they woie blond hobbed
wigs; morce than this their cheeks were palpably rouged.
As Scott-King and Whitemaid sct foot on the lowest step
these figures of fantasy 1aised their trumpets to their lips and
sounded a flourish, while one who might from his cxtreme
age have been father to them all; ratiled in a feeble way on
a little kettle-drum, fFrankly,” said Whitemaid, ‘I am not
in good heart for this kind of thing.’

They mounted between the blaring ranks, were greeted
on the piano nobile by 2 man in plain evening-dress, and led
to the reception hall which with its pews and thronces had
somewhat the air of a court of law and was in fact not in-
frequently used for condemning aspiring politicians to cxile
on onc or other of the inhospitable islands that lay off the
coast of the country.

Here they found an assembly. Under a canopy, on the
central throne, sat the Minister of Rest and Culture, a satur-
nine young man who had lost most of his fingers while
playing with a homb during the last revolution. Scott-King
and Whitemaid were presented to him by Dr Fe, He smiled
rather horribly and extended a maimed hand., Half a dozen
worthies stood round him. Dr Fe introduced them. Honor-
ific titles, bows, smiles, shakes of the hand; then Scott-King
and Whitemaid were Ied to their stalls amid their fellow-
gucsts, now about twelve in number. In cach place, on the
red-plush seat, lay a little pile of printed matter. ‘Not
precisely esculent,” said Whitemaid. Trumpets and dium
sounded without; another and final party anived and was
presented; then the proceedings began.

The Minister of Rest and Culture had a voice, never soft
perhaps, now roughened by a carcer of street-corner har-
angues. He spoke at length and was succeeded by the
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venerable Rector of Bellacita University. Meanwhile Scott-
King studied the books and leaflets provided for him, lavish
productions of the Mimistry of Popular Enlightenment -
selected speeches by the Marshal, a monograph on Neu-
tralian pre-history, an illustrated guide to the ski-ing resorts
of the country, the annual report of the Corporation of
Viticulture. Nothing seemed to have bearing upon the im-
mediate situation except one, a polyglot programme of the
coming celebrations,

1%7.00 hrs, [he read]. ‘Inauguration of the Ceremonies by the
Minister of Rest and Culture. 18 oo hrs Reception of delegates at
the University of Bellacita. Official Dress 19 gohrs. Vind honneur
offered to the delegates by the Municipality of Bellacita. 21.00 hrs.
Banquet offered by the Committee of the Bellorius Tercentenary
Commttee Music by Bellacita Philharmonic Youth Squadron

Evening dress. Delegates will spend the might at the Hétel 22nd
March.

‘Look,”_said Whitemaid, ‘nothing to eat until nine
o’clock and, mark my words, they will be late.’

‘In Neutralia,” said Dr Arturo Fe, ‘in Necutralia, when
we are happy, we take no account of time. Today we are
very happy.’

*

The Hoétel 22nd March was the name, derived from some
forgotten event in the Marshal’s rise to power, by which the
chief hotel of the place was momentarily graced. It had had
as many official names in its time as the square in which it
stood — the Royal, the Reform, the October Revolution, the
Empire, the President Coolidge, the Duchess of Windsor —
according to the humours of local history, but Neutralians
invariably spoke of it quite simply as the ‘Ritz’. It rose amid
sub-tropical vcgetation, fountains and statuary, a solid
structure, ornamented in the rococo style of fifty years ago.
Neutralians of the upper class congregated there, sauntered
about its ample corridors, sat in its comfortable foyer, used
the concierge as a poste restante, borrowed small sums from

-



212 " SCOTT-KING’S MODLRN EUROPL

its barmen, telephoned sometimes, gossiped always, now
and then lightly dozed. They did not spend any money
there. They could not afford to. The prices were fixed, and
fixed high, by law; to them were added a series of baffling
taxes -~ 30 per cent for service, 2 per cent for stamp duty,
30 per cent for luxury tax, 5 per cent for the winter relief
fund, 12 per cent for those mutilated in the revolution, 4
per cent municipal dues, 2 per cent federal tax, 8 per cent
for living accommodation in excess of minimum require-
ments, and others of the same kind; they mounted up, they
put the bedroom floors and the brilliant dining-rooms
beyond the reach of all but foreigners.

There had been few in recent years; official hospitality
alone flourished at the Ritz; but still the sombre circle of
Neutralian male aristocracy — for, in spite of numberless
revolutions and the gross dissemination of free-thought,
Neutralian ladies still modestly kept the house - fore-
gathered there; it was their club. They wore very dark suits
and very stiff collars, black ties, black buttoned boots; they
smoked their cigarettes in long tortoiseshell holders; their
faces were brown and wizened; they spoke of money and
women, dryly and distantly, for they had never enough of
either.

On this afternoon of summer when the traditional Bella-
cita seasan was in its last week and they were all preparing
to remove to the seaside or to their family estates, about
twenty of these descendants of the crusaders sat in the cool
of the Ritz lounge. They were rewarded first by the spectacle
of the foreign professors® arrival from the Ministry of Rest
and Culture. Already they seemed hot and weary; they had
come to fetch their academic dress for the reception at the
University. The last-comers — Scott-King, Whitemaid, Miss
Sveningen and Miss Bombaum - had lost their luggage.
-Dr Arturo Fe was like 2 flame at the reception desk; he
pleaded, he threatened, he telephoned. Some said the lug-
gage was impounded at the customs, others that the taxi
driver had stolen it. Presently it was discovered in a service
lift abandoned on the top storey.
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At last Dr Fe assembled his scholars, Scott-King in his
M A. gown and hood, Whitemaid, more flamboyantly, in
the robes of his new doctorate of Upsala Among the vest-
ments of many scats of learning, some reminiscent of
Daumier’s law courts, some of Mr Will Hay of the music-
hall stage, Miss Sveningen stood conspicuous in sports dress
of zephyr and white shorts. Miss Bombaum refused to go.
She had a story to file, she said.

The party trailed out through the swing doors into the
dusty evening heat, lcaving the noblemen to compare their
impressions of Miss Sveningen’s legs. The subject was not
exhausted when they returned; indeed, had it arisen earlier
in the year it would have served as staple conversation for
the whole Bellacita season.

The visit to the University had been severe, an hour of
speeches followed by a detailed survey of the archives
‘Miss Sveningen, gentlemen,’ said Dr Fe. ‘We are a little
behind. The Municipality is already awaiting us. 1 shall
telephone them that we are delayed. Do not put yourselves
out.’

The party dispersed to their rooms and reassembled in
due time dressed in varying degrees of elegance. Dr Fe was
splendid, tight white waistcoat, onyx buttons, a gardenia,
half a dozen miniature medals, a kind of sash. Scott-King
and Whitemaid scemed definitely seedy beside him. But the
little brown marquesses and counts had no eye for these
things. They were waiting for Miss Svenmgen. If her aca-
demic dress had exposed such uncovenanted mercies, such
superb, such unpredictable expanses and lengths of flesh,
what would she not show them when gowned for the
evening?

She came.

Chocolate-coloured silk enveloped her from collar-bone
to humerus and hung to within a foot of the ground, low-
heeled black satin shoes covered feet which seemed now
unusually large. She had bound a tartan fillet in her hair.
She wore a broad patent-leather belt She had a handker-

chief artfully attached to her wrist by her watch-strap For
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perhaps a minute, the inky, simian eyes regarded her
aghast; then, one by one, with the languor born of cen-
turies of hereditary disillusionment, the Knights of Malta
rosc from their places and sauntered with many nods to the
bowing footmen towards the swing doors, towards the
breathless square, towards the subdivided palaces where
their wives awaited them.

‘Come, lady and gentlemen,’ said Dr Arturo Fe. ‘The
cars are here. We are cagerly expected at the Hoétel-de-
Ville.? )

No paunch, no jowl, no ponderous dignity of the count-
ing-house or of civic office, no hint indeed of pomp or
affluence, marked the Lord Mayor of Bellacita. He was
young, lean and plainly ill at ease; he was much scarred by
his revolutionary exploits, wore a patch on one eye and sup-
ported himself on a crutch-stick. ‘His Excellency, alas, does
not speak English,” said Dr Fe as he presented Scott-King
and Whitemaid.

They shook hands. The Lord Mayor scowled and mut-
tered something in Dr Fe’s ear.

‘His Excellency says it is a great pleasure to welcome such
illustrious' guests. In the phrase of our people he says his
house is yours.’

The English stood aside and separated. Whitemaid had
sighted a buffet at the far end of the tapestried hall. Scott-
King stood diffidently alone; a footman brought him a
glass of sweet effervescent wine. Dr Fe brought him some-
one to talk to.

‘Allow me to present Engineer Garcia He is an ardent
lover of England.’

‘Engineer Garcia,’ said the newcomer.

‘Scott-King,’ said Scott-King.

‘I have work seven years with the firm Green, Gorridge
and Wright Limited at Salford. You know them well, no
doubt?’

‘I am afraid not.’
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“They are a very well-known firm, I think. Do you go
often to Salford?’

‘I'm afraid I’ve never been there. -

‘It is a very well-known town. What, please, is your
town?’

‘I suppose, Granchester.’

‘I am not knowing Granchester. It 1s a bigger town than
Salford ?’

‘No, much smaller.’

‘Ah. In Salford is much industry.’

‘So I believe.

‘How do you find our Neutralian champagrie?’

‘Excellent.’

‘It is sweet, ¢h? That is because of our Neutralian sun.
You prefer it to the champagne of France?’

‘Well, it is quite different, isn’t it?’

‘I sec you are a connoisseur. In France is no sun. Do you
know the Duke of Westminster?’

‘No.”

‘I saw him once at Biarritz. A fine man. A man of great
propriety.’

‘Indeed ?’

‘Indeed. London is his propricty. Have you a propriety ?’

‘No.

‘My mother had a propriety but it is lost.’

The clamour in the hall was tremendous Scott-Kang
found himself the centre of an English-speaking group.
Fresh faces, ncw voices crowded in on him His glass was
repeatedly filled ; it was over-filled and boiled and cascaded
on his cuff. Dr Te passed and re-passed. ‘Ah, you have
soon made friends > He brought reinforcements; he brought
more wine, ‘This is a special bottle,” he whispered. ‘Special
for you, Professor,’ and refilled Scott-King’s glass with the
same sugary froth as beforc. The din swelled. The tapestried
walls, the painted ceiling, the chandeliers, the gilded archi-
trave, danced and dazzled before his eyes.

Scott—ng became conscious that Engincer Garcia was
seeking to draw him into a more confidential quarter
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‘How do you find our country, Professor ?’

“Very pleasant, I assure you.’ )

‘Not how you expected it, eh ? Your papers do not say it
is pleasant. How is it allowed to scandalize our country?
Your papers tell many lies about us.’

“They tell lies about everyone, you know

‘Please?’

“They tell lies about everyone,’ shouted Scott-King.

‘Yes, lies. You see for yourselfit is perfectly quiet.’

‘Perfectly quiet.’

‘How, please?’

‘Qulet yelled Scott-King.

‘You find it too quiet? It will become more gay soon.
You are a writer?’

‘No, merely a poor scholar.’

‘How, poor ? In England you are rich, no? Here we must
work very hard for we are a poor country. In Neutralia for
. a scholar of the first class the salary is 500 ducats a month.
The rent of his apartment is perhaps 450 ducats. His taxes
_are 100. Oil is 30 ducats a litre. Meat is 45 ducats a kilo.
So you'see, we work. -

‘Dr Fe is a scholar. He is also a lawyer, a judge of the
Lower Court. He edits the Historical Review. He has a high
position in the Ministry of Rest and Culture, also at the
. Foreign Office and the Bureau of Enlightenment and Tour-
ism. He speaks often on the radio about the international
situation. He owns one-third share in the Sporting Club.
In all the New Neutralia I do not think there is anyone
works harder than Dr Fe, yet he is not rich as Mr Green,
Mr Gorridge and Mr Wright were rich in Salford. And they
scarcely worked at all. There are injustices in the world,
Professor.’

. ‘I think we must be quiet. The Lord Mayor wishes to
malke a speech.’

‘Heisa man of no cultivation. A politician. They say his
mother .

‘Hush. )

‘This specch will not be interesting, I believe.’
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Something like silence fell on the central part of the hall.
The Lord Mayor had his speech ready typed on a sheaf of
papers. He squinnied at it with his single eye and began
haltingly to read.

* Scott-King slipped away. As though at a great distance
he descried Whitemaid, alone at the buffet, and unsteadily
made his way towards him.

‘Are you drunk?’ whispered Whitemaid.

‘I don’t think so — just giddy. Exhaustion and the noise.’

‘I am drunk.’

‘Yes. I can see you are.’

. . ‘How drunk would you say I was?’

‘Just drunk.’

‘My dear, my dear Scott-King, there, if I may say so, you
are wrong. In every degree and by every known standard I
am very, very much more drunk than you give me credit for.”

‘Very well. But let’s not make a noise while the Mayor’s
speaking.’

‘I do not profess to know very much Neutralian, but it
strikes me that the Mayor, as you call him, is talking the
most consummate rot. What is more, I doubt very much
that he is a mayor. Looks to me like a gangster.’

‘Merely a politician, I believe.’

‘That is worse.

‘The essential, the immediate need is somewhere to sit
down.’

Though they were friends only of a day, Scott-King loved
this man; they had suffered, were suffering, together; they
spoke, pre-emmcntly, the same language; they were com-
rades in arms. He took Whitemaid by the arm-and led him
out of the hall to a cool and secluded landing where stood

“a little settee of gilt and plush, a thing not made for sitting
on. Here they sat, the two dim men, while very faintly from
behind them came the sound of oratory and applause.

“They were putting it in their pockets,” said Whitemaid.

“Who? What?’

‘“The servants. The food. In the pockets of those long
braided coats they wear. They were taking it away for their
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families. I got four macaroons.” And then swiftly veering he
remarked: ‘She looks terrible.’

‘Miss Sveningen ??

“That glorious creature. It was a terrible shock to see her
when she came down changed for the party. It killed some-
thing here," he said, touching his heart.

‘Don’t cry.’

‘I can’t help crying. You've seen her brown dress? And
the hair ribbon? And the handkerchief?’

‘Yes, yes, I saw itall. And the belt.

‘“The belt,” said Whitemaid, ‘was moie than flesh and
blood could bear. Something snapped, here,” he said,
touching his forchead. ‘You must remember how she
looked in shorts? A Valkyrie. Something from the heroic
age. Like some god-like, some unimaginably strict school
prefect, a dormitory monitor,” he said in a kind of ecstasy.
“Think of her striding betwecen the beds, a pigtail, bare
fect, in her hand a threatening hairbrush., Oh, Scott-King,
do you think she rides a bicycle?’

‘I’m sure of it.’

‘In shorts?’

‘Certainly in shorts.
‘I can imagine a whole life lived riding tandem behind

her, through endless forests of conifers, and at midday sitting
down among the pine needles to eat hard-boiled eggs.
Think of those strong fingers peeling an egg, Scott-King,
the brown of it, the white of it, the shine, Think of her
biting it.’

‘Yes, it would be a splendid spectacle.’

‘And then think of her now, in there, in that brown
dress.’

‘“There are things not to be thought of, Whitemaid.’ And
Scott-King, too, shed a few tears of sympathy, of common
sorrow in the ineffable, the cosmic sadness of Miss Sven-
ingen’s party frock

‘What is this?’ said Dr Fe, joining them some minutes
later. “Tears? You arc not enjoying it?’

‘It is only,’ said Scott-King, ‘Miss Sveningen’s dress.’



SCOTT-KING’S MODERN EUROPL 219

“This is tragic, yes. But in Neutralia we take such things
" bravely, with a laugh. I came, not to intrude, simply to
ask, Professor, you have your little speech ready for this

evening? We count on you at the banquet to say a few
words.’

#

For the banquet they returned to the Ritz. The foyer was
empty save for Miss Bombaum, who sat smoking a cigar
with a man of repellent aspect. ‘I have had my dinner.
I’'m going out after a story,’ she explained.

It was half-past ten when they sat down at a table spread
with arabesques of flower-heads, petals, moss, trailing ra-
cemes and sprays of foliage until it resembled a parterre by
Le Nétre. Scott-King counted six wine glasses of various
shapes standing before him amid the vegetation. A menu
of enormous length, printed in gold, lay on his plate beside
a typewritten place-card, ‘Dr Scotch-Kink.” Like many ex-
plorers before him, he found that prolonged absence from
food destroyed the appetite. The waiters had already de-
voured the fhors-d’euvie, but when at length the soup arrived,
the first mouthful made him hiccup. This, too, he remem-
bered, had befallen Captain Scott’s doomed party in the
Antarctic.

‘Comment dit‘on en frangais “hiccup®?’ he asked his
neighbour.

‘Plait-il, mon professeur?’

Scott-King hiccuped. ‘Ga,’ he said.

‘Qa c’est le hoquet.’

‘J’en ai affrcusement.’

‘Yividemment, mon professeur. Il faut du cognac.’

The waiters had drunk and were drinking profusely of
brandy and there was a bottle at hand. Scott-King tossed
off a glassful and his affliction was doubled. He hiccuped
without intermission thioughout the long dinner.

This neighbour, who had so ill-advised him, was, Scott-
King saw from the card, Dr Bogdan Antonic, the Inter-
national Sccretary of the Association, a middle-aged, gentle
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Scott-King attempted to reply.

‘You must take some more brandy, Professor. It is the
only thing. Often, I remember, in Ragusa I have had the
hiccups from laughing . . . Never again, I suppose.’

Though the company was smaller at the banquet than at
the vin d’honneur, the noise was more oppressive. The private
dining-room of the Ritz, spacious as it was, had been built
in a more trumpery style than the Hoétel-de-Ville. There
the lofty roof had seemed to draw the discordant voices up-
wards into the cerulean perspective with which it was
painted, and disperse them there amid the floating deitics;
the Flemish hunting scenes on the walls seemed to envelop
and muffic them in their million stitches. But here the dmm
banged back from gilding and mirrors; above the clatter
and chatter of the dinner-table and the altercations of the
waiters, a mixed choir of young people sang folk songs, cal-
culated to depress the most jovial village festival. It was not
thus, in his class-room at Granchester, that Scott-King had
imagined hirnself dining.

‘At my little house on the point at Lapad, we used to sit
on the terrace laughing so loudly, sometimes, that thec pass-
ing fishermen called up to us from their decks asking to
share the joke. They sailed close in-shore and one could
follow their lights far out towards the islands. When we
were silent, their laughter came to us across the water when
they were out of sight.’

The neighbour on Scott-King’s left did not speak until
the dessert, except to the waiters; to them he spoke loudly
and often, sometimes blustering, sometimes cajoling, and
by this means got two helpings of nearly every course. His
napkin was tucked into his collar. He ate intently with his
head bowed over his plate so that the moisels which fie-
quently fell from his lips were not permanently lost to him.
He swigged his wine with relish, sighing aftcr each draught
and tapping the glass with his knife to call the waiter’s
attention to the need of refilling it. Often he jammed glasscs

on his nose and studied the menu, not so much, it secmed,

for fear of missing anything as to fix in his memory the



209 SCOTT-KING'S MODERN LUROPL

fleeting delights of the moment, It is not entircly casy to
achieve a Bohcemian appearance in evening dress, but this
man did so with his shock of grizzled hair, the bioad ribbon
of his pince-ncz, and a three-days’ growth of beard and
whisker.

With the arrival of the dessert, he 1aised his countenance,
fixed on Scott-King his large and rather bloodshot cyes,
belched mildly and then spoke. The words were English;
the accent had been formed in many cities from Memphis
(Mo.) to Smyrna. ‘Shakespeare, Dickens, Byron, Gals-
worthy,” he scemed to say.

This late birth of a troublesome gestation took Scott-
King by surprise; he hiccuped non-committally.

“They arc all great English writers.’

‘Well, yes.’

‘Your favourite, please?’

‘I suppose Shakespeare.’

‘He is the more dramatic, the more poetic, no?’

“Yes.

‘But Galsworthy is the more modern.’

‘Very true.’

I am modern. You are a poet ?’

‘Hardly that. A few translations.’

‘I am an original poet. I translate my poems myself into
English prose. They have been published in the United .
States. Do you read the New Destiny?’

‘I am afraid not.’

‘It is the magazine which publishes my translations. Last
year they sent me ten dollars.’

‘No one has ever paid me for my translations.’

‘You should send them to the New Destiny. It is not pos-
sible, I think,” continued the poet, ‘to render the poetry of
one language into the poetry of another. Sometimes I trans-
late English prose into Neutralian poetry. I have donea very .
beautiful rendering of some selected passages of your gicat
Priestley. T hoped it would be used in the High Schools, but
it is not. There is jealousy and intrigue everywhere — cven
at the Ministry of Education.’
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At this moment a splendid figure at the centre of the table
rose to make the first speech. ‘Now to work,’ said his neigh-
bour, produced a note-book and pencil and began busily
writing in shorthand. ‘In the new Neutralia we all work.’

The speech was long and provoked much applause. In
the course of it a note came to Scott-King by the hand
of a waiter: ‘I shall call on you to reply to his Excellency.
Fe?

Scott-King wrote in answer: ‘ Terribly sorry. Not tonight.
Indisposed. Ask Whitemaid,’ stealthily left his place and, still
hiccuping, passed behind the table to the dining-room door.

Outside the foyer was almost deserted; the great glass
dome which throughout the years of war had blazed aloft
nightly, a candlc in a naughty world, rose darkly. Two night
porters shared a cigar behind one of the pillars; a huge
empty carpet, strewn with empty chairs, lay before Scott-
King in the subdued light to which a parsimonious manage-
ment had reduced the earlier blaze. It was not much past
midnight, but in the New Neutralia memories persisted of
the revolutionary curfew, of police round-ups, of firing
squads in the public gardens; New Neutralians liked to get
home early and bolt their doors.

As Scott-King stepped into this silent space, his hiccups
mysteriously ceased. He went through the swing doors and
breathed the air of the piazza where under the arc-lamps
workmen were washing away with hoses the dust and refuse
of the day; the last of the trams, which all day long rattled
round the fountains, had long since returned to its shed. He
breathed deeply, testing, as it were, the limits of his miracu-
lous recovery, and knew it to be complete. Then he turned
back, took his key and, barely conscious, ascended.

e

During the first tumultuous afternoon and evening in Bel-
lacita there had been little opportunity for more than the
barest acquaintance between Scott-King and his fellow-
guests of the Bellorius Association. Indeed, he had scarcely
distinguished them from their hosts. They had bowed and
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shaken hands, they had exchanged nods among the Uni-
versity archives, thcy had apologized one to the other as
they jostled and jog ged elbows at the v d’honneur; Scott-
King had no share in whatever intimacies flourished after
the banquet. He remembered an affable American and a°
Swiss of extreme hauteur and an oriental whom on general
principles he assumed to be Chinese. Now on the morning
following he came cheerfully to join them in the Ritz foyer
in accordance with the printed programme. They were to
leave at ten-thirty for Simona. His bags were packed; the
sun, not yet oppressive, shone brilliantly through- the glass
dome He was in the best of tempers.

He had awoken in this rare mood after a night of un-
troubled sleep. He had breakfasted on a tray of fruit, sitting
on his veranda above the square, showering copious bless-
ings on the palms and fountains and trams and patriotic
statuary. He approached the group in the foyer with the
intention of making himself peculiarly agreeable.

Of the festive Neutralians of the day before only Dr Fe
and the Poet remained. The rest were at work elsewhere
constructing the New Neutralia.

‘Professor Scott-King, how are you this morning?’

There was more than politeness in Dr Fe’s greeting;
there was definite solicitude. )

‘Extremely well, thank you. Oh, of course, I had for-
gotten about last night’s speech. I was very sorry to fail
you; the truth was . . .

‘Professor Scott-King, say no more. Your friend White-
maid, I fear, is not so well.’

- ‘No?? \

‘No. He has sent word that he cannot join us.” Dr Fe
raised exquisitely expressive eyebrows.

‘The Poet drew Scott-King momentarily aside. ‘Do not
be alarmed,” he said. ‘Reassure your friend. Not a hint of
last night’s occurrences shall appear. I speak with the
authority of the Ministry.’

“You know I’m completely in the dark.’
‘So are the public. So they shall remain. You sometimes
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laugh at us in your democratic way for our little controls,
but they have their uses, you see.’

‘But T don’t know what has happened.’ g

“So far as the press of Neutralia is concerned, nothing
happened.’

. The Poet had shaved that morning and shaved ruthlessly.
The face he thrust near Scott-King’s was tufted with cotton-
wool. Now he withdrew it and edged away. Scott-King
joined the group of delegates.

*Well,” said Miss Bombaum, ‘I scem to have missed a
whole packet of fun last night.’

‘I scem to have missed it, too.’

‘And how’s the head this morning?’ asked the American
scholar.

“Seems like you had fun,’ said Miss Bombaum.

‘I went to bed early,” said Scott-King coldly. ‘I was
thoroughly over-tired.”

‘Well, I’ve heard it called plenty of things in my time.
I reckon that covered it, too.

Scott-King was an adult, an intcllectual, a classical
scholar, almost a poet; provident Nature who shields the
slow tortoise and points the quills of the porcupine, has
given to such tender spirits their appropriate armour, A
shutter, an iron curtain, fell between Scott-King and those
two jokers, He turncd to the rest of the company and
realized too late that jocularity was the least he had to
fear. The Swiss had not been cordial the day before; this
morning he was theatrical in his coldness; the Asiatic
scemed to have spun himself a cocoon of silken aloofness.
The assembled scholars did not positively cut Scott-King;
in their several national fashions they signified that they
were not unaware of Scott-King’s presence amongst them.
Further than this they did not go. They, too, had their
shutters, their iron curtains, Scott-King was in disgrace.

- Something unmentionable had happened in which he was
vicariously but inestricably implicated; a gross, black, in-
expungible blot had fallen on Scott-King overnight.

He did not wish to know more. He was an adult, an

Tt gy
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intellectual; he was all that has already been predicated of
him. He was no chauvinist. Throughout six embattled years
he had remained resolutely impartial. But now his hackles
rose; quite literally he felt the roots of his sparse hairs prick
and tingle. Like the immortal private of the Buffs he stood
in Elgin’s place; not untaught certainly, nor rude, nor
abysmally low-born, but poor and, at the momecnt, reckless,
bewildered and alone, a heart with English instinct fraught
he yet could call his own.

‘I may have to keep the party waiting a few minutes,’
he said. ‘I must go and call on my collecaguc Mr
Whitemaid.’ ‘

He found him in bed looking strange rather than ill;
almost exalted. He was still rather drunk. The windows
stood wide open on to the balcony and on the balcony,
modestly 10bed in bath towels, sat Miss Sveningen ecating
beefsteak.

“They-tell me downstairs that you are not coming with
us to Simona?’

‘No. I’m not quite up to it this morning. I have things to
attend to here. It is not easy for me to explain.” He nodded
towards the giant carnivore on the balcony.

‘You spent an agreeable evening ?’

‘A total blank, Scott-King. I remember being with you
at some kind of civic reception. I remember a fracas with
the police, but that was much later. Hours must have
intervened.’

“The police?’

‘Yes. At some kind of dancing place. Irma heie was
splendid - like something in a film. They went down like
nine-pins. But for her I suppose I should be in a cell at this
moment mstead of happ11y consuming bromoseltzer in your
company.’

“You made a speech.’

‘So I gather. You missed it? Then we shall never know
what I said. Irma in her blunt way described it as long and
impassioned, but incomprehensible.’

‘Was it about Bellorius?’
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‘I rather suppose not. Love was uppermost in my mind,
I think. To tell you the truth I have lost my interest in
Bellorius. It was never strong. It wilted and died this morn-
ing when I leained that Irma was not of us. She has come
for the Physical Training Congress.’

‘I shall miss you.’

‘Stay with us for the gymnastics.’

For a second Scott-King hesitated. The future at Simona
was obscure and rather threatening.

“There are to be five hundred female athletes. Contor-
tionists perhaps from the Indies.’

‘No,” said Scott-King at length firmly. ‘I must kecp
faith with Bellorius.’

And he returned to the delegates who now sat impati-
ently in a charabanc at the doors of the Ritz.

THE town of Simona stands within sight of the Mediter-
rancan on the foothills of the great massif which fills half
the map of Neutralia. Groves of walnut and cork-oak, little
orchards of almond and lemon cover the surrounding
country and grow to the foot of the walls which jut out
among them in a series of sharp bastions, ingeniously con-
trived in the seventeenth century and ncver, in a long
history of strife, put to the test of assault; for they enclose
httle of military significance, The medieval university, the
baroque cathedral, twenty churches in whose delicate lime-
stone belfries the storks build and multiply, a 10coco square,
two or three tiny shabby palaces, a market and a street of
shops are all that can be found there and all that the heart
of man can properly desire. The railway runs well clear of
the town and hetrays its presence only by rarc puffs of
white smoke among the tree-tops.

At the hour of the angelus Scott-King sat with Mr Bogdan
Antonic at a café table on the ramparts.

*I suppose Bellorius must have looked out on almost pre-
ciscly the same prospect as we sce today.’

‘Yes, the buildings at least do not change. There is st
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the illusion of peace while, as in Bellorius’s time, the hills
behind us are a nest of brigands.’

‘He alludes to them, I remember, in the eighth canto,
but surely today? ...’

‘It is still the same. Now they call them by different
names — partisans, resistance groups, unreconcilables, what
you will. The effect is the same. You need police escort to
travel many of the roads.’

They fell silent. In the course of the circuitous journey to
Simona, sympathy had sprung up between Scott-King and
the International Secretary.

- Bells deliciously chimed in the sunlit towers of twenty
shadowy churches.

At length Scott-King said: ‘ You know I suspect that you
and I are the only members of our party who have read
Bellorius.’

‘My own knowledge of him is slight. Bui Mr Fu has
written of him very feelingly, I believe, in demotic Can-
tonese. Tell me, Professor, do you think the celebration is
a success?’

‘I’m not really a professor, you know.’

‘No, but for the occasion all are professors. You are more
professor than some who are here. I was obliged to cast my
net rather wide to have all countries represented. Mr Jung-
man, for example, is simply a gynaecologist from The Hague,
and Miss Bombaum is I do not know what. The Argentine
and the Peruvian are mere students who happened to be in
the country at this time. I tell you these things because I
trust you and because I think you suspect them already.
You have not perceived an element of deception ?”

-“Well, yes.”

‘It is the wish of the Ministry. You see, I am their cul-
tural adviser. They required a celebration this summer.
I searched the records for an anniversary. I was in despair
until by chance I hit on the name of Bellorius. They had
not heard of him, of course, but then they would have been
equally in the dark if he had been Dante or Goethe. I told
them,’ said Mr Antonic with a sad, sly, highly civilized little
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smile, ‘that he was one of the greatest figures of European
Ietters.’

*So he should be.’

*You really think so? You do not find the whole thing a
masquerade? You think it is a success? I hope so, for you
see my position at the Ministry is far from secure. There is
jealousy everywhere. Imagine it, that anyone should be
jealous of me. But in the New Neutralia all are so eager to
work. They would snap up my little post greedily. Dr
Arturo Fe would like it.’ '

‘Surely not? He seems fully employed already.’

‘That man collects government posts as in the old.days
churchmen collected benefices. He has a dozen already and
he covets mine. That is why it is such a triumph to have
brought him here. If the celebration is not a success, he will
be implicated. Already, today, the Ministry have shown
displeasure that the statue of Bellorius is not ready to be un-
veiled tomorrow. It is not our fault. It is the Office of Rest
and Culture. It is the plot of an encmy named Engincer
Garcia, who seeks to ruin Dr Fe and to succeed him in some
of his posts. But Dr Fe will explain; he will improvise. He
is of the country.’ :

-

Dr Fe improvised next day.

The paity of savants were quartered in the main hotel of
Simona, which that morning had the aspect of a war-time
railway station owing to the arrival some time aftcr mid-
night of fifty or sixty international philatelists for whom no
accommodation had been arranged. They had slept in the
lounge and hall; ‘were, some of them, still slecping when
the Bellorius delegation assembled.

"This was the day set down in the programme for the un-
veiling of the Bellorius statue. Hoarding and scaffolding in
the town square marked the site of the proposed monument,
but it was already well known among the delegates that
the statue had not arrived. They had lived by rumour
duiing the past three days, for nothing in their exhilarating
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experiences had quite cortesponded with the printed plan.
‘They say the bus has gone back to Bellacita for new tyres.’
~ ‘Have you heard we are to dine with the Lord Mayor?’ -
‘I heard Dr Fe say we should not leave till three o’clock.” ~
‘I belicve we ought all to be at the Chapter House.” . . . and
so on. This was the atmosphere of the tour, and in it the
social barriers which had threatened to divide them at
Bellacita had quickly broken down. Whitemaid was forgot-
ten, Scott-King found himself once more befriended, made
part of a fellowship of bewilderment. They were two days
on the road sleeping at places far from their original route;
they were wined and feasted at unexpected hours, dis-
concertingly grected by brass bands and deputations, dis-
concertingly left stranded in deserted squares; once they
crossed paths and for several frantic hours exchanged lug-
gage with a party of religious pilgrims; once they had two
dinners within an hour of cach other; once they had none.
But here they weie in the end where they should be, at
Simona. The only absentee was Bellorius.

Dr Fe improvised.

‘Miss Bombaum, gentlemen, a little addition to our pro-
gramme. Today we go to pay homage to the National
Mecmozrial,” Obediently they trooped out to the bus. Some
philatelists were sleeping there and had to be dislodged.
With them were embarked a dozen vast wreaths of laurel.

‘What are these?’

‘“Those arc our homage.’

Red ribbons across the foliage bore the names of the
countries thus curiously represented.

They drove out of the town into the land of cork-oak and
almond. After an hour they were stopped and an escort of
armoured cars formed up before and hehind them.

‘A little token of our esteem,’ said Dr Fe.

‘It is for fear of the partisans,” whispered Dr Antonic.

Dust from the military enveloped the bus and hid the
landscape. After two hours they halted Here on a bare
hillock stood the National Memorial. Like all modern state-
architecture it was a loveless, unadorned object saved from
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insignificance only by its bulk; a great truncated pyramid
of stone. A squad of soldiers were at work secking lethargic-
ally to expunge a message daubed across the inscribed face
in red paint: ‘Death to the Marshal.’

Dr Fe ignored their activities and led his party to the
further side which was innocent of any legend, patriotic or
subversive. Here under a fierce sun they left their wreaths,
Scott-King stepping forward, when called, to rcpresent
Great Britain, The poet-journalist crouched and snapped
with his camera. The cscort cheered. The fatigue-men came
round with their mops to sec what was going on. Dr Fe said
a few words in Neutrahan, The ceremony was over. They
had luncheon in a neighbouring town at what scemed to be
a kind of barrack-canteen, a bare room decorated only by a
large photograph of the Marshal; a substantial but far from
sumptuous meal caten at narrow tables on thick eaithen-
ware plates. Scott-King drank several glasses of the heavy,
purplish wine. The bus had stood long in the sun and was
scorching hot. The wine and the thick stew induced sleep,
and Scott-King lolled away the hours of the return journey
unconscious of the jungle-whispering which prevailed around
him in that tropic air,

Whispering, however, therc was, and it found full voice
when at length the party returned to Simona.

Scott-King awoke to it as he entered the hotel. “We must
call a meeting,” the American professor was saying. “We
must vote a resolution.’

“We want a show-down,’ said Miss Bombaum ‘Not here,’
she added, taking stock of the stamp-collectors who still
squatted in the public rooms. ¢ Upstairs,’

It would he tedious i the extreme to recount all that was
said in Miss Bombaum’s bedroom after the expulsion of two
philatelists who had taken refuge there. It was tedious to sit
there, thought Scott-King, while the fountains were splash-
Ing 1 the square and the biceze stirring among the orange
leaves on the city walls. Speeches were made, repcated,
translated and mis-t1anslated; therc were calls for order and
small private explosions of ill-temper, Not all the delegates
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were present. The Swiss Professor and the Chinese could
not be found; the Peruvian and Argentine students refused
to come, but there were six savants in the hittle bedroom
besides Miss Bombaum, all of them, except Scoti-King, very
indignant about something. ’

The cause of offence emerged through many words and
the haze of tobacco smoke. In brief it was this: the Bellorius
Association had been made dupes of the politicians. But for
Miss Bombaum’s insatiable curiosity nothing need ever
have been known of it. She had nosed out the grim truth
like a truffle and the fact was plain. The National Monu-
ment was nothing more or less than a fetish of civil strife.
It commemorated the massacre, execution, liquidation -
what you will — ten years back on that sunny spot of some
fifty leaders of the now dominant Neutralian party by those
then dominant. The delegates of the Bellorius Association
had been tricked into leaving wreaths there and, worse than
this, had been photographed in the act. Miss Bombaum’s
picture was at that moment, she said, being rushed out to
the newspapers of the world. More than this they had
lunched at the party Headquarters at the very tables where
the ruffians of the party were wont to refresh themselves
after their orgies of terrorization. What was more, Miss Bom-
baum said, she had just learned from a book in her posses-
sion that Bellorius had never had any connexion with
Neutralia at all; he had been a Byzantine general.

Scott-King petulantly joined issue on this point. Strong
words were used of him. ‘Fascist beast.” - ‘Reactionary can-
nibal.’ — ‘Bourgeois escapist.’

Scott-King withdrew from the meeting.

Dr Fe was in the passage. He took Scott-King’s arm and
silently led him downstairs and out into the arcaded street.

‘They are not content,’ said Dr Fe, ‘It is a tragedy of the
first magnitude.’

‘You shouldn’t have done it, you know,’ said Scott-
King.

‘I should not have done it? My dear Professor, I wept
when it was first suggested. I delayed our journey two days
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" on the road precisely to avoid this. But would they listen?
1 said t6 the Minister of Popular Enlightenment: “Excel-
lency, this is an international occasion. It is in the realm of
,pure scholarship, These great men have not come to Neu-
tralia for political purposes.”” He replied coarsely: “They are
eating and drinking at our expense. They should show their
respect for the Régime. The Physical Training delegates
have all saluted the Marshal in the Sports Stadium. The
philatelists have been issued with the party hadge and many
of them wear it. The professors, too, must help the New
Neutralia.”” What could I say? He is a person of no delicacy,
of the lowest origins. It was he, I have no doubt, who in-
duced the Ministry of Rest and Culture to delay sending the
statue, Professor, you do not understand politics. I will be
frank with you. It was all a plot.’

‘So Miss Bombaum says.’

‘A plot against me. For a long time now they have been
plotting my downfall. T am not a party man. You think
because I wear the badge and give the salute T am of the

'New Neutralia. Professor, I have six children, two of them
girls of marriageable age. What can one do but seek one’s
fortune? And now I think I am ruined.’

“Is it as had as that?’

‘I cannot express how bad it is. Professor, you must go
back to that room and persuade them to be calm. You are
Eng%ish. You have great influence. I have remarked during
our journey together how they have all respected you.’

“They called me “a fascist beast.” ?

*Yes,’ said Dr Fe simply, ‘I heard it through the keyhole.
They were very discontented.? -

After Miss Bombaum’s bedroom, the streets were cool and
sweet; the touch of Dr Fe’s fingers on Scott-King’s sleeve
was light as a moth, They walked on in silence. At a dewy
ﬁowcr:stall Dr Fe chose a buttonhole, haggled fiercely over
the price, presented it with Arcadian grace to Scott-King
and then resumed the sorrowful promenade.

:You will not go back??

It would do no good, you know.’
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‘An Englishman admits himsclf beaten,’ said Dr Fe des-
perately.

‘It amounts to that.’

‘But you yourself will stay with us to the end?’

‘Oh certainly.?

‘Why, then, we have lost nothing of consequence., The
celebrations can proceed.” He said it politely, gallantly, but
he sighed as they parted.

Scott-King climbed the worn steps of the ramparts and
sat alone under the orange trecs watching the sun set.

F3

The hotel was tranquil that cvening. The philatelists had
been collected and carted off; they left dumbly and glumly
for an unknown destination like Displaced Persons swept up
in the machinery of ‘social engincering’. The six dissident
delegates went with them, in default of other transport. The
Swiss, the Chincse, the Peruvian and the Argentinc alone
remained. They dined together, silently, lacking a common
tongue, but in good humour. Dr I'e, Dr Antonic and the
Poet dined at another table, also silent, but sorrowful.

Next day the errant effigy arrived by lorry and the day
following was fixed for the unveiling. Scott-King passed the
time happily. He studied the daily papers, all of which, true
to Miss Bombaum’s forecast, displayed large photographs of
the ceremony at the National Monument. He pieced to-
gether the sense of a leading article on the subject, he ate,
he dozed, he visited the cool and glowing churches of the
town, he composed the speech which, he was told, was
expected of him on the morrow. Dr Fe, when they met,
showed the reserve proper to a man of delicate feeling who
had in emotion revealed too much of himself. It was a happy
day for Scott-King.

Not so for his colleagues. Two disasters befell them sever-
ally, while he was pottering around. The Swiss Professor and
the Chinese went for a little drive together in the hills. Their
companionship was grounded on economy rather than
mutual liking. An importunate guide; insensibility to the
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contcmplative pleasures of Western architecture; a seem-
ingly advantageous price; the promise of cool breezes, a
wide panorama, a little restaurant; these undid them. When
at evening they had not returned, their fate was certain.

“They should have consulted Dr Fe,” said Dr Antonic, ‘He
would have chosen a more suitable road and found them
an escort,’

- ‘What will become of them?’

‘With the partisans you cannot say. Many of them are
worthy, old-fashioned fellows who will treat them hospitably -
and wait for a ransom. But some are occupied with politics
If our friends have fallen among those, I am afraid they will
certainly be murdered.

‘I did not like the Swiss.’

‘Nor 1, A Calvinist. But the Ministry will not be pleased
that he is murdered.’

The fate of the South Americans was less romantic. The
police took them off during luncheon.

‘It seems they were not Argentine or Peruvian,” said D1
Antonic ‘Not even students.’

‘What had they done?’

:I suppose they were informed against.’

‘Thcy certainly had a villainous appearance.’

_ Oh yes, I suppose they were desperate fellows — spics,
bimetallists, who can say? Nowadays it is not what you do
that counts, but who informs against you. I think somecone
very high up must have informed against that pair Other-
wise Dr Fe could have had the business postponed until

after our little ce1emony. Or perhaps Dr Fe’s influence is on
the wane.’

>

- So in the end, as was indeed most fitting, one voice only
was rased to honour Bellorius,

The statue, when at last after many ineffective tugs at the
;Ontlrollmg cord, it was undraped and stood clear, stomly,
1solently unabashed under the fierce Neutralian sun, while

the . . .
¢ populace huzzaed and, according to their custom, threw
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fire-crackers under the fcet of the notables, as the pigeons
fluttered above in high alarm and the full weight of the band
followed the opening trumpets — the statue was appalling.

There are no contemporary portraits of Bellorius still ex-
tant. In their absence some sharp business had been done in
the Ministry of Rest and Culture. The figure now so frankly
brought to view had lain long years in a mason’s yaid. It
had been commissioned in an age of free enterprise for the
tomb of a commercial magnate whose estate, on his death,
had proved to be illusory. It was not Bellorius; it was not
the fraudulent merchant prince; it was not even unambigu-
ously male; it was scarcely human; it represented perhaps
one of the virtues.

Scott-King stood aghast at the outrage he had unwittingly
committed on that gracious square. But he had already
spoken and his speech had been a success. He had spoken
in Latin; he had spoken from the heart. He had said that a
torn and embittered world was that day united in dedicat-
ing itself to the majestic concept of Bellorius, in rebuilding
itself first in Neutralia, then among all the yearning peoples
of the West, on the foundations Bellorius had so secuiely
laid. He had said that they were lighting a candle that day
which by the Grace of God should never be put out. )

And after the oration came a prodigious luncheon at the
University. And after the luncheon he was invested with a
Doctorate of International Law. And after the investiture
he was put into a bus and driven with Dr Fe, Dr Antonic,
and the Poet back to Bellacita

By the direct road the journey took barely five hours. It
was not yet midnight when they drove down the brilliant
boulevard of the capital city. Little had been said on the
road When they drew up at the Ministry, Dr Fe said: ‘So
our little expedition is over. I can only hope, Professor, that
you have enjoyed it a particle as much as we.” He held out
his hand and smiled under the arc-lamps. Dr Antonic and
the Poet collected their modest luggage. ‘Good night,’ they
said. ‘Good night. We shall walk from here. The taxis are
so expensive — the double fare operates after nine o’clock’.
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They walked. Dr Fe ascended the steps of the Ministry.
“Back to work,” he said. ‘I have had an urgent summons to
report to my chicf. We work late in the New Neutralia.”

There was nothing furtive about his ascent but it was

- swift. Scott-King caught him as he was about to enter a lift.

‘But, I say, whercam I to go?’

“Professor, our humble town is yours. Where would .you
like to go?* ] _

-~ “Well, I suppose I must go to an hotel. We were at the
Ritz before.
‘I am sure you will be comfortable there. Tell the porter

- to get you a taxi and see he does not try to overcharge you.,
Double fare but not more.’

‘But I shall sec you tomorrow?’

‘I hope very often.’

Dr Fe bowed and the dodrs of the lift shut upon his bow
and his smile, -

There was in his manner something more than the

reserve proper to a man of delicate feeling who had in
emotion revealed 100 much of himself.

‘OrriciaLry,’ said Mr Horace Smudge, ‘we don’t even
know you’re here.

He gazed at Scott-King through hexagonal spectacles
across the Pending Tray and twiddled a new-fangled foun-
tain pen; a multiplicity of pencils protruded from his
breast-pocket and his face scemed to suggest that he ex-
pected one of the telephones on his desk to ring at any
moment with a message about something far more impor-
tant than the matter under discussion; he was for all the

. world, Scott-King thought, like the clerk in the food office
- at Granchester,
- Scott-King’s life had been lived far from chanceries, but
Onclt‘:, Very many years ago at Stockholm, he had been asked

to luncheon by mistake for someone else, at the British
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Embassy. Sir Samson Courtenay had been chargé d’affaises at
the time and Scott-King gratefully recalled the air of non-
chalant benevolence with which he had received a callow
undergraduate where he had expected a Cabinet Minister.
Sir Samson had not gonc far in his profession, but for one
man at least, for Scott-King, hc remained the fixed type of
English diplomat.

Smudge was not as Sir Samson; he was the child of
sterner circumstances and a more recent theory of public
scrvice; no uncle had put in a bland word for Smudge in
high places; honest toil, a clear head in the examination
room, a genuinc enthusiasm for Commercial Geography,
had brought him to his present position as second sccretary
at Bellacita. ‘You’ve no conception,’ said Smudge, ‘what 2
time we have with Priorities. I've had to put the Ambas-
sadress off the plane twice, at the last moment, to make
room for I.C.I. men. As it is I have four electrical engincers,
two British Council lectmiers and a trades unionist all want-
ing passages. Officially we have not heard of Bellorius. The
Neutralians brought you here. It’s their business to get you
back.’

‘I’ve been to them twice a day for three days. The man
who organized everything, Dr I‘e, secms to have left the
Ministry.’

“You could always go by train, of course. It takes a little
time but it would probably be qulckex in the end. I pre-
sume you have all the necessary visas?’

‘No. How long would they take to get?’

‘Perhaps three weeks, perhaps longer. It’s the Inter-
Allied Zone Authority which holds things up.’

‘But I can’t afford to go on living here indefinitely. I was
only allowed to bring seventy-five pounds, and the prices
_are terrible.” *

“Yes, we had a case like that the other day. A man called
Whitemaid. He’d run out of money and wanted to cash a
cheque, but, of course, that 1s specifically contrary to the
currency regulations. The consul took charge of him.’

“Did he get home?’ .
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*I doubt it. They used to ship them by sea, you know, as
Distressed British Subjects and hand them over to the police
on arrival, but all that has been discontinued since the war.
He was connected with your Bellorius celebration, I think,
Ithas caused a good deal of work to us one way and another.
But it’s worse for the Swiss, They’ve had a professor mur-
dered, and that always involves a special report on coun-
sellor-level. I’'m sorry I can’t do more for you. I only deal
with air priorities. You are the business of the consulate,
really, You had better let them know in a wecek or two how
- things turn out.’

4

The heat was scarcely endurable. In the ten days Scott-
King had been in the country, the summer seemed to
change temper and set 1its face angrily against him. The
grass had turned brown in the square. Men still hosed the
streets, but the burning stone was dry again in an instant.
The season was over; half the shops were shut and the little
brown noblemen had left their chairs in the Ritz.

It was no great distance from the Embassy to the hotel,
but Scott-King was stumbling with cxhaustion before he
reached the revolving doors. He went on foot, for he was
obsessed now by parsimony; he could no longer eat with
pleasure, counting the price of each mouthful, calculating
the charge for service, the stamp duty, the luxury taxes;
groaning in that scorching summer under the weight of the
Winter Relief Fund. He should leave the Ritz without delay,
he resolved, and yet he hesitated; once ensconced in some
modest pension, in some remote side street where no tele-
.phone ever rang and no one in passage from the outer
woild ever set foot, might he not be lost irretrievably, sub-
merged, unrecognizable in his dimness, unremembered?
Would he perhaps, years hence, exhibit a little discoloured

_ card advertising lessons in English conversation, grow shab-
bier and greyer and plumper with the hmp accretions of
despair and destitution and die there at last nameless? He
was an adult, an intellectual, a classical scholar, almost a
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poet, but he could not face the future without terror, So
he clung to the Ritz, empty as it was, contemptuously as
he {elt himself regarded there, as the one place in Neutralia
where salvation might still be found. If he left, he knew it
would be for ever. He lacked the assurance of the native
nobility who could sit there day by day, as though by right.
Scott-King’s only right lay in his travellers’ cheques. He ;
worked out his bill from hour to hour. At the moment he

. had necarly forty pounds in hand. When he was down to

twenty, he decided, he would move. Meanwhile he looked
anxiously round the dining-room before starting the daily
calculation of how cheaply he could lunch, ‘
And that day he was rewarded. His number turned up.
Sitting not two tables away, alone, was Miss Bombaum.
He rose to greet her. All the hard epithets with which they

had parted were forgotten.,

‘May I sit here?’

She looked up, first without recognition, then with plea-
sure. Perhaps there was something in his forlorn appearance,
in the diffidence of his appeal, which cleared him in Miss
Bombaum’s mind This was no fascist beast that stood
before her, no reactionary cannibal.

‘Surely,’ she said. ‘ The guy who invited me hasn’t shown
up.’ oo
pA ghastly fear, cold in that torrid room, struck Scott-
King, that he would have to pay for Miss Bombaum’s
luncheon. She was eating a lobster, he noted, and drinking

hock.
‘When you’ve finished,” he said. ‘Afterwards, with coffee

perhaps in the lounge.’

‘T’ve a date in twenty minutes,’ she said. ¢Sit down.’
© He sat and at once, in answer to her casual inquiry,
poured out the details of his predicament. He laid particular
stress on his financial problems and, as pointedly as he
could, ordered the humblest dish on the menu. ‘It’s a fallacy

" not to eat in hot weather,’ said Miss Bombaum. ‘You need
'to keep your-resistance up.’

When he had finished the recital she said, ‘Well, I reckon
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it shouldn’t be hard to fix you up. Go by the Underground.’
- Blacker despair in Scott-King’s haunted face told Miss
Bombaum that she had not made heiself clear.

“You’ve surely heard of the Underground? It’s’ — she
quoted from one of her recent articles on the subject ~ ‘it’s
an alternative map of Europe, like a tracing overlying all
the established fronticrs and routes of communication. It’s
the new world taking shape below the surface of the old.
It’s the new ultra-national citizenship.’

‘Well, I’'m blessed.”

‘Look, I can’t stop now. Be here this cvening and I’ll
take you to see the key man.’

 That afternoon, his last, as it turned out, in Bellacita,
Scott-King received his first caller. He had gone to his room
to sléep through the heat of the day, when his telephone
rang and a voice announced Dr Antonic. He asked for him
to be sent up. -

The Croat entered and sat by his bed.

‘So you have acquired the Neutralian custom of the
siesta. I am too old. I cannot adapt myself to new customs.
Everything in this country is as strange io me as when I
first came here

‘I was at the Foreign Office this rhorning inquiring about
‘my papers of naturalization and I heard by chance you
were, still here. So I came at once. I do not intrude? I
thought you would have left by now. You have heard of
our misfortunes® Poor Dr Fe is disgraced. All his offices ’
taken from him. More than this, there is trouble with his
accounts. He spent more, it appears, on the Bellorius cele-
brations than the Treasury authorized. Since he is out of
office he has no access to the bhooks and cannot adjust them.
They say he will be prosecuted, perhaps sent to the islands.’

‘And you, Dr Antonic?’

‘I am never fortunate. I relied on Dr Fe for my naturali-
zation. Whom shall T turn to now? My wife thought that

perhaps you could do something for us in England to make
us British subjects.’

“There is nothing I can do.’
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‘No, I suppose not. Nor in America?’

‘Still less there.

‘So I told my wife. But she is a Czech, and so more hope-
ful. We Croats do not hope. It would be a great honour if
you would come and cxplain these things to her. She will
not believe me when I say there is no hope. I promised I
would bring you.’

So Scott-King dressed and was led through the heat to
a new quarter on the edge of the town, to a block of flats.

‘We came here because of the elevator. My wife was weary
of Neutralian stairs. But, alas! the elevator no longer works.’

They trudged to the top floor, to a single sitting-room full
of children, heavy with the smell of coffee and cigarette
smoke.

‘T am ashamed to receive you in a house without an ele-
vator,” said Mme Antonic in French; then turning to the
children, she addressed them in another tongue. They
bowed, curtsied, and left the room. Mme Antonic prepared
coffee and brought a plate of biscuits from the cupboard.

‘I was sure you would come,’ she said. ‘My husband is
too timid. You will take us with you to America.’

‘Dear madam, I have never been there.’

" “To England, then. We must leave this country. We are

not at our ease here.’

‘I am finding the utmost difficulty in getting to England
myself.’

‘We are respectable people. My husband is a diplomat.
My father had his own factory at Budweis. Do you know
Mr Mackenzie?’

‘No, I don’t thinkso.” _

‘He was a very respectable Englishman. He would explain
that we come of good people. He visited often to my father’s
factory. If you will find Mr Mackenzie he will help us.’

So the conversation wore on. ‘If we could only find Mr
Mackenzie,” Mme Antonic repeated, ‘all our troubles would
be at an end.’ Presently the children retuined.

T will take them to the kitchen,’ said Mme Antonic, ‘and
give them some jam. Then they will not be a nuisance.’
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‘“You see,” said Dr Antonic as the door closed, ‘she is
always hopeful. Now I do not hope. Do you think,” he
asked, ‘that in Neutralia Western Culture might be born
again? That this country has been preserved by Destiny
from the horrors of war so that it can become a beacon of
hope for the world?’

‘No,’ said Scott-King.

‘Do you not?’ asked Dr Antonic anxiously. ‘Do you
not? Neither do I.’ ’

ES

That evening Miss Bombaum and Scott-King took a cab
to the suburbs and left it at a café where they met a man
who had sat with Miss Bombaum in the Ritz on her first
evening, No names were exchanged.

“Who’s this guy, Martha?’

‘An English friend of mine I want you to help.’

‘Going far?’

‘England. Can he see the chief?’

‘I go ask. He’s on the level ?°

‘Surely.’

‘Well, stick around while I ask.’ .

He went to telephone and returned saying, ‘The
Chlil:f Il see him. We can drop him off there, then have our
talk.’

They took another cab and drove farther from the city
into a district of tanneries and slaughter-houses, recogniz-
able by their smell in the hot darkness. Presently they
stopped at a lightless villa.

‘In there. Don’t ring. Just push the door.’

‘Hope you have a good trip,> said Miss Bombaum.

Scott-King was not a reader of popular novels and so was
unfamiliar with the phrase ‘It all happencd so quickly that
it was not until aftcrwards . .> That, however, expressed
his situation. The cab drove off as he was still stumbling
up the garden path Hec pushed the door, cntered an
emply and lightless hall, heard a voice from another room
call ‘Come in,” went -in, and found himself in a shabby

1
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office confronting a Ncutralian in the uniform of a major -
of police. ‘

The man addressed him in English. ‘You are Miss
Bombaum’s friend ? Sit down. Do not be alarmed by my uni-
form. Some of our clients arc very much alarmed. A silly
boy tried to shoot me last week when he saw me like this. -
He suspected a trap. You want to go to England, I thinlf.
That is very difficult. Now if you had said Mexico or Brazil -
or Switzerland it would be casier. You have 1easons which
make England preferable?’

‘I have reasons.’ )
‘Curious. I spent many years there and found it a place
of few attractions. The women had no modesty, the food :
upset my stomach. I have a little party on their way t0
Sicily. That would not do instead ?’ i

‘T am afraid not.’

‘Well, we must see what can be done. You have a pass:
port? This is lucky. English passports come very dear just
now. I hope Miss Bombaum explained to you that mine 13
not a charitable organization. We exist to make profits and
our expenses are high. T am constantly bothered by people
who come to me supposing I work for the love of it. I do
love my work, but love is not enough. The young man
spoke of just now, who tried to shoot me — he is buried just
outside under the wall — he thought this was a political
organization. We help people irrespective of class, race;
party, creed or colour —for cash in advance. It is true, when
I first took over, there were certain amateur associations
that had sprung up during the World War — escaping
prisoners, communist agents, Zionists, spies and so on. I
soon put them out of business. That is where my position-
in the police is a help. Now I can say I have a virtual
monopoly. Our work increases every day. It is extraordi-
nary how many people without the requisite facilities seem
anxious to cross frontiers today. I also have a valued con-
nexion with the Neutralian government. Troublesome fel-
lows whom they want to disappear pass through my hands
in large numbers. How much have you got?’

»

i
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5
‘About forty pounds.’ -
‘Show me.’

Scott-King handed him his book of travellers’ cheques.
‘But there are seventy pounds here.’
“Yes, but my hotel bill . . .

“There will be no time for that.’

‘I am sorry,’ said Scott-King firmly. ‘I could not possxbly

" leave an hotel with my bill unpaid, especially in a foreign

couniry, It may secem absurdly scrupulous to you, but it is
one of the things a Granchesterian simply cannot do.’

. The major was not a man to argue from first principles.

He took men as they came and 1n his humane calling he
dealt with many types.

‘Wcll, T shan’t pay it,” he said. ‘Do you know anyonc
clse in Bellacita ??

‘No one. ’

“Think.

*There was a man called Smudge at our Embassy.’
Smudgc shall have your bill, These cheques want sign-
mg

Despite his high tiaining, Scott-King signed and the
cheques were put away in the bureau diawer.

‘My luggage?’

‘We do not handle luggage, You will start this evening.
Thave a small party leaving for the coast. We have our main
clearing-house at Santa Maria. From there you will travel
by stcamer, perhaps not in the.grand luxury, but what
will you? No doubt as an Englishman you arc a good
railor.’

He rang a bell on his desk and spoke to the answering
secretary in Neutralian,

My man here will take charge of you and fit you out.
You speak Neunalian? No? Perhaps it is as well. We do
not cncourage talk in my business, and I must wain you,
the strictest discipline has to be obscrved. From now on
vou arc under orders. Those who disobey never 1each their
destinations. Good-bye and a good journey.”

*

Some few hows later a Jarge and antiquated saloon car
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was bumping towards the sea. In it <at in cutreme discom-
fort seven men habited as Ursuline nuns. Scott-King was
among them.

3

The little Mediterrancan seaport of Santa Maria lay very
nea the heart of Europe. An Athenian colony had thrived
there in the days of Pericles and built a shrine to Poseidon;
Carthaginian slaves had built the breakwater and deepened

the basin; Romans had brought fresh water from the

mountain springs; Dominican friars had raised the great
church which gave the place its present name; the Habs-
buigs had laid out the claborate little piazza; one of
Napoleon’s marshals had made it his base and left 2 classical
garden theie. The footprints of all these gentler conquerors
wete still plain to sec, but Scott-King saw nothing as, at
dawn, he bowled over the cobbles to the water-front.

The Underground dispersal centre was a warehouse;
three wide floors, unpartitioned, with boarded windows,
joined by an iron staircase. There was one door near which
the guardian had set her large brass bedstead. At most
hours of the day she reclined there under a coverlet littered
with various kinds of food, weapons, tobacco and a little
bolster on which she sometimes made lace of an ecclesi-
astical pattein. She had the face of a fricoleuse of the Terror.
‘Welcome to Modern Europe,’ she said as the seven Ursu-
lines entered. -

The place was crowded. In the six days which he spent
there Scott-King identified most of the groups who messed
together by languages. Theie were a detachment of Slovene
royalists, a few Algerian nationals, the remnants of a Syrian
anarchist association, ten patient Turkish prostitutes, {four
French Pétaimist millionaires, a few Bulgarian terrorists, a
half-dozen former Gestapo men, an Italian air-marshal and
his suite, a Hungarian ballet, some Portuguese Trotskyites.

The English-spcaking group consisted chiefly of armed de-
serters from the American and British Armies of Liberation,

They had huge sums of money distributed about the linings
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of their clothes, the reward of many months’ traffic round
the docks of the central sea. -

Such activity as there was took place in the hour before
dawn. Then the officer in charge, husband, it seemed, of
the guardian hag, would appear with lists and a handful of
passports; a roll would be called and a party dispatched.
During the day the soldiers played poker — a fifty dollar ante
and a hundred-dollar raise. Sometimes in the hours of dark-
ness there were newcomers. The total number at the clear-
ing station remained fairly constant.

At last on the sixth day there was a commotion. It hegan
at midday with a call from the chief of police. He came

‘with sword and epaulettes and he talked intently and
crossly in Neutralian with the custodian.
. One of the Americans, who had picked up more langu-
ages during his time in the Old World than most diplomats,
_explained: “The guy with the fancy fixings says we got to
" get to hell out of here. Seems there’s 2 new officer going to
raid this joint.’

When the officer had gone, the custodian and his wife
_ debated the question. “The old girl says why don’t he hand

us over and get rewarded. The guy says Hell, the most
likely reward they’d get would be hanging. Seems there’s
some stiffs planted round about.’ .

Presently a sea captain appeared and talked Greek. All
the Underground travellers sat stock still listening, picking

up a word here and there. “This guy’s got a ship can take
us off.

‘Where??

‘Aw, some place. Secems they’re kinda more interested in
finance than geography.’

A bargain was struck. The captain departed, and the
Underground conductor explained to each language group
in turn that there had been a slight dislocation of plan.
‘Don’t worry,’ he said. ‘Just go quiet. Everything’s all righj:.
We’ll look after you You’ll all get where you want to in

time. Just at the moment you got to move quick and quiet,
that’s all.
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So, unprotesting, at nightfall, the strangely assorted pérty
was hustled on board a schooner. Noali’s animals cannot
‘have embarked with Iess sense of the object of their journey.
The little ship was not built for such cargo. Down they
went into a dark hold; hatches were battened down; the
unmistakable sound of moorings being cast ofl came to them
*1in their timbered prison; an auxiliary diesel engine started
up; sails were hoisted; soon they were on the high seas in
very nasty weather.,

"

This is the story of a summer holiday; a light tale. It
treats, at the worst, with solid discomfort and intellectual
doubt. It would be inappropriate to speak here of thosc
depths of the human spirit, the agony and despair, of the
next few days of Scott-King’s life. To even the Comic Muse,
the gadabout, the adventurous one of those heavenly sisters,
to whom so little that is human comes amiss, who can mix
in almost any company and find a welcome at almost every
door ~ even to her there are forbidden places. Let us leave
Scott-King then on the high seas and meet him again as,
. sadly changed, he comes at length into harbour. The
hatches are off, the August sun seems cool and breathless, -
Mediterranean air fresh and spring-like as at length he
climbs on deck. There are soldiers; there is barbed wire;
there is a waiting lorry; there is a drive through a sandy
landscape, more soldiers, more wire. All the time Scott-
King is in a daze. He is first fully conscious in a tent, sitting
stark naked while a man in khaki drill taps his knee with
a ruler.
. ‘Isay, Doc, I know this man.’ He looks up into a vaguely
familiar face. “You are Mr Scott-King, aren’t you? What
on carth are you doing with this bunch, sir?’,
‘Lockwood! Good gracious, you used to be in my Greek

set! Where am I?’
*No. 64 Jewish Illicit Immigrants’ Camp, Palestine.’

E
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. Granchester re-assembled in the third week of Sep-
tember. On the first evening of term, Scott-King sat in the
masters’ common-room and half heard Griggs telling of his
trip abroad. ‘It gives one a new angle of things, getting out
of England for a bit. What did you do, Scottie?’

‘Oh, nothing much. I met Lockwood. You remember
him. Sad case, he was a sitter for the Balliol scholarship.
Then he had to go into the army.

‘I thought he was still in it. How typical of old Scottie
that all he has to-tell us after cight weeks away is that he
met a prize pupil! I shouldn’t be surprised to hear you did
some work, too, you old blackleg.’

“To tell you the truth I feel a little déseuvré. T must look
for a new subject,’

‘You’ve come to the end of old Bellorius at last??
‘Quite to the end.’

_ Later the head master sent for Scott-King.

*You know,’ he said, ‘we are starting this year with fiftcen
fewer classical specialists than we had last term®?

‘1 thought that would he about the number.’

. ‘As you know, I’m an old Greats man mysclf. I deplore
it as much as you do. But what are we to do ? Parents are not
interested in producing the “complete man” any more.
They want to qualify their boys for jobs in the modern
world, You can hardly blame them, can you?’

‘Oh, yes,” said Scott-King. ‘I can and do.’

‘1 always say you are a much more important man here
than T am. One couldn’t conceive of Granchester without
Scott~King. But has it ever occurred to you that a time may
came when there will be no more classical boys at all

‘Oh, yes. Often.’

‘YWhat I was going to suggest was — I wonder if you will
- consider taking some other subject as well as the classics?

History, for erample, preferably economic history ?”
‘o, hicad master.”
‘But, you Lonow, there may be something of a crisis ahead.’
“Yes, head master.?
“Then what do you intend to do??

.
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‘If you approve, head master, I will stay as Tam here as
long as any boy wants to read the classics. I think it would
be very wicked indeed to do anything to fit a boy for the
modcern world,”

‘It’s a short-sighted view, Scott-King,’

“Theie, head master, with all respect, I differ fiom you
profoundly. I think it thc most Jong-sighted view it 1
possible to take.’
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* TO MRS IAN FLEMING

Dear Ann

In this senile attempt to recapture the manner of my youth
I have resurrected characters from earlicr stories which,
if you ever read them, you will have forgotten.

*" Basil Seal was the hero of Black Mischisf (1932) and Put

Out More Flags (1942). Through my ineptitude the colour

., of his eyes changed during the intervening decade. At the

end of the Tatter book he considered marriage with the newly-
widowed, very rich Angela Lyne who had long been his
mistress, Ambrose Silk, an aesthete, also appeared in that

,book, Peter, Lord Pastmaster, first appeared as Peter Beste-

Chetwynde in Decline and Fall (1928). His mother, later
Lady Metroland, appeared there and in Vile Bodies (3930).
Alaistair Dighy-Vane-Trumpington was Lady Metroland’s

] Yover in 1928 and Sonia’s husband in 1942.

', Albright is new: an attempt to extract something from the
rum modern world of which you afford me occasional
glimpses in your hospitable house.

1 should have liked to drop the title in favour of what I

have here used as subtitle, but it was suggested that this

might smack of sharp practice to readers who saw the story’
in the Sunday Telegraph and Esquire and might be led to expect
something new.

Rver your affec, coz.

Combe Florey . W,

December rg52

‘Yaus®
‘What d’you mean. “Yes”??
T didn’t hear what vou said.
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T waid he made off with all my shicts,

‘It’s not that I'm the least deud. It simply that I cant
concentrate when a lot of fellows are making o 10w

“There's a row now.”

‘Some sort of speech.’

‘And a lot of fellows saying: “Shush ™.

‘Exactly. I can’t concentiate, What did you say?’

“This fllow made off with all my shirts.” 7

‘Fellow making the speech?”

*No, no. Quite another fellow - called Albright.”

‘I don’t think fo. I heard he was dead.”

“This one isn’t. You can’t say he stole them exactly, My
daughter gave them to him.

Al
* ‘Practically all. T had a few in London and there werc
a few at the wash., Couldn’t Dbelieve it when my man
told me. Went thiough all the drawers myself. Nothing
there.”’ .

‘Bloody thing to happen. Afy daughter wouldn't do 2
thing like that.’

Protests from ncighbouring diners rose in volume.

“They can’t want to hear this speech. It's the most awful
rot.’

‘We scem to be getting unpopular.’

‘Don’t know who all thesc fellows are. Never saw any-
onc before except old Ambrose. Thought I ought to turn
out and support him.’

Pcter Pastmaster and Basil Seal seldom attended public
banquets. They sat at the end of a long table under chan-
deliers and pier-glasses, looking, for all the traditional
brightness of the hotel, too bright and too private for their )
surroundings. Peter was a year or two the younger but he,
like Basil, had scorned to order his life with a view of long-
evity or spurious youth. They were two stout, rubicund,”
richly ‘diessed old buffers who might have passed as exact

contemporaries.
The {rowning faces that were turned towards them were

of all ages from those of a moribund Celtic bard to the cross’

2



OR THE RAKE'S REGRESS 255
adolescent critic’s for whose dinner My Bentley, the organ-
izer, was paying., Mr Bentley had, as he expressed it, cast
his net wide. There were politicians and publicists there,
dons and cultural attachés, Fulbright scholars, represen-

. tatives of the Pen Club, editors; Mr Bentley, home-sick for
the belle épogue of the American slump, when in England

~ the worlds of art and fashion and action harmoniously,
mingled, had solicited the attendance of a few of the carly
friends of the guest of honour and-Peter and Basil, meeting
d to go together.

casually 2 few weeks before, had decide
- cnt events of Am-

They were celebrating the almost coincid
th birthday and his investiture with the

b

brose Silk’s sixtie
Order of Merit.

Ambrose, white-haired, pallid, cmaciated, sat between
Dr Parsnip,

) Professor of Dramatic Poetry at Minneapolis,
and Dr Pimpernell, Professor of Poetic Drama at St Paul.
These distinguished expatriates had flown to London for
the occasion, It was not the sort of party at which decora-

tions are worn but as Ambrosc delicately inclined in de-
~ Precation of the honeyed words that dripped around him,
10 one could doubt hj

s eHortless distinction. Tt was Parsnip
who was now on his

feet attempting to make himself heard.
‘I hear the cry of “silence™,’

. » he said with sharp spon-
taneity. His vbice had assumed something of the accent of
his place of exile but his diction was orthodox —august cven;
he had quite discarded the patiently acquired proletarian
‘colloquialisms of thirty years carlier. Tt is apt, for, surely?,
the object of our homage tonight is épitomized in that
golden word. The voice which once clearly spoke the message
of what ¥ for one, and many of us here, will always regard as
the most glorious decade of English letters, the nineteen-~
thirties,” (growls of dissent from the youthful critic) ‘that
voice tardily perhaps, but at long last so illustriously hon-
oured by official recognition, has been silent f.'or 2 guarter 91‘
a century. Silent in Ireland, silent in Tangxcr‘, in Telaviv
and Ischia and Portugal, now silent in his native London,
-our guest of honour has stood for us as a stern rebuke, a re-
call to artistic reticence and integrity. The books roll out
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from the presses, none by Ambrose Silk. Not for Ambrose
Silk the rostrum, the television sereen; for him the cnigmatic .
and monumental silence of genius . . .}

‘T’ve got to pee,” said Basil,

‘T always want to nowadays.’

‘Come on then.

Slowly and stiffly they left the hotel dining-room.

As they stood side by side in the lavatory Basil said: ‘I'm
glad Ambrose has got a gong. D’you think the fcllowma}dng ;

the speech was pulling his leg?’
* ‘Must have been. Stands to reason.’ e
‘You were goincr to tell me something about some shirts.

‘I did tell you.’

“What was the name of the chap who got them?’

‘Albright.’ \

‘Yes, I remember; a fellow called Clarence Albnght .
Rather an awful chap. Got himself killed in the war.’ ,‘

‘No one that I knew got killed in the war except Alastair

Trumpington.’

‘And Cedric Lyne.’

‘Yes, there was Cediic.’

‘And Freddy Sothill.

‘I never really considered I knew him,’ said Basil.

“This Albright married someone — Molly Meadows, per-
haps?’

*I mariied Molly Meadows.” |

‘So you did. I was there. Well, someone like that. One
of those girls who were going round at the time — john
Flintshire’s sister, Sally perhaps. I expcct your Albright is
‘her son.’

‘He doesn’t look like anyone’s son.

‘People always are,” said Basil,
people

‘This truism had a secondary, anthuated and, to Peter, an
obvious: meaning, whxch was significant of the extent by
.which Basil had changcd from enfant terrible to ‘old Pobble’, .

. the name by which he wasknown to his.daughter’ friends.-

The change had been rapid. In 1939.

‘sons or daughters of

2



‘
¢ s ”

,

:,\OR THE RAKE’S REGRESS . 257

* . sister, Barbara Sothill, and his mistress, Angela Lyne, had |
-seen the war as the opportunity for his 1edemption. His em-
., battled country, they supposed, would find honourable use
- for those deplorable energies which had so often brought
. him almost into the shadows of prison. At the worst he would

-~ fill a soldicr’s grave; at the best he would emerge as a sccond -

_~ Lawrence of Arabia, His fate was otherwise.

Early in his military carcer, he lamed himsclf, blowing
away the toes of one foot while demonstrating to his com-

* mando section a method of his own device for demolishing

railway bridges, and was discharged from the army. From”
this disaster was derived at a later date the sobriquet ‘Pob-
. ble’. Then, hobbling from his hospital bed to the registry
office, he married the widowed Angela Lyne. Hers was -
one of those few, huge, astutely dispersed fortuncs which
. neither international calamities nor local experiments with .
socialism could seriously diminish. Basil accepted wealth as
he accepted the loss of his toes. He forgot he had cver walked .
without a stick and a limp, had ever been lean and active,
had ever been put to desperate shifts for quitc small sums,

3
: If he ever recalled that decade of adventure it was as some-

it o

el <

e T

thing remote and unrelated to man’s estate, like an cnd-of-
term shortness of-pocket money at school.

For the rest of the war and for the first drab years of
peace he had appeared on the national register as ‘farmer’;
that i3 to say, he lived in the country in ease and plenty.

- Two dead men, Freddy Sothill and Cedric Lyne, had Jeft
ample cellars, Basil drained them. He had once expressed
_the wish to become one of the *hard-faced men who had
. done well out of the war’. Basil’s face, once very hard,:
softened and rounded. His scar became almost invisible in *
rosy suffusion. None of his few clothes, he found, now but-
toned comfortably and when, in that time of Europecan
scarcity, he and Angela went to New York, where such
things could then still be procured by the well-informed, he
bought suits and shirts and shoes by the dozen and a whole
treasury of watches, tic-pins, cuff-hinks and chains so that on
his return, having scrupulously declared them and paid full
T -W.8.~1
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duty at the customs — a thing he had never in his life done
before — he remarked of his elder brother, who, after a
tediously successful diplomatic career spent in gold-lace or
starched lmen allowed himself in retirement (and reduced
circumstances), some laxity in dress: ‘Poor Tony goes about
looking like a scarecrow.’ )

Life in the country pailed when food rationing ceased.
Angela made over the house they had called ¢ Cediic’s Folly’
and its grottoes to her son Nigel on his twenty-first birth-
day, and took a large, unobtrusive house in Hill Street. She
had other places to live, a panelled seventeenth-century
apartmentin Paris, a villa on Cap Ferrat, a beach and bunga-
low quite lately acquired in Bermuda, a little palace 1n
Venice which she had once bought for Cedric Lyne but
never visited in his lifetime — and among them they move
with their daughter Barbara. Basil settled into the orderly
round of the rich. He became a creature of habit and .Of
set opinions. In London finding Bratt’s and Bellamy’s dis-
turbingly raffish, he joined that sombre club in Pall Mau
that had been the scene of so many painful interviews with
hisself-appointed guardian, Sir Joseph Mannering, and there
often sat in the chair which had belonged p_rescxipﬁvel}’
to Sir Joseph and, as Sir Joseph had done, pronounced his
verdict on the day’s news to any who would listen.

Basil turned, crossed to the looking-glasses and straight-
ened his tie. He brushed up the copious grey hair. He
looked at himself with the blue eyes which had seen S0
much and now saw only the round, rosy face in which they
were set, the fine clothes of English make which had re-
placed the American improvisations, the starched shirt which
he was almost alone in wearing, the black pearl studs, the
button-hole.

A weck or two ago he had had a disconcerting experience
in this very hotel. It was a place he had fiequented all his
life, particularly in the latter years, and he was on cordial
terms with the man who took the men’s hats in a den by
the Piccadilly entrance. Basil was never given a numbered
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ticket and assumed he was known by name. Then a day
came when he sat longer than usual over luncheon and
found the man off duty. Lifting the counter he had pene-
trated to the rows of pegs and retrieved his bowler and um-
brella. In the ribbon of the hat he found a label, put there
for identification. It bore the single pencilled word ‘Florid’.

- He had told his daughter, Barbara, who said: ‘I wouldn’t
have you any different. Don’t for heaven’s sake go taking
one of those cures, You’d go mad.’

Basil was not a vain man; neither in rags nor in riches
had he cared much about the impression he made. But the
epithet recurred to him now as he surveyed himself in the
glass,

‘Would you say Ambrose was “florid”, Peter?’

‘Not a word T use.?

‘It simply means flowery.’

‘Well, T suppose he is.”

‘Not fat and red ?’

‘Not Ambrose.’

‘Exactly.”

‘Tve been called “florid”.’

“You’re fat and red.’

‘So are you.’

“Yes, why not? Almost everyone is.”

‘Ixcept Ambrose.?

‘Well, he’s a pansy. I expect he takes trouble.”

+ “We don’t.

“Why the hell should we??

‘We don’t.

‘Exactly,’

The two old friends had exhausted the subject.

Basil said: ‘About those shirts. How did your girl ever
meet a fellow like that?’ .

‘At Onford. She insisted on going up to rcad History.

. She picked up some awfully rum fiiends.’

‘I suppose there were girls there 1n my time. We never
met them.’
‘Nor in mine/’
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‘Stands to reason the sort of fellow who takes up mth
undergraduettes has som(.thmg wrong with him.’

‘Albright certainly has.’

“What does he Jook like?’

‘T’ve never set an cye. My daughter asked him to King's
Thursday when I was 'xbroad She found he had no shu'ts
and she gave him mine. .

‘Was he hard up?’

‘So she said.’

‘Clarence Albright never had any moncy. Sally can’t.
have brought him much.’

“There may be no connexion.’
‘Must be. Two fellows without money both called Al-

bright. Stands to reason they’re the same fellow.’

Peter looked at his watch.
‘Half past eleven. I don’t feel like going back to hear
those speeches. We showed up. Ambrose must have been,

pleased.’

"~ “He was. But he can’t expect us to listen to all that rot.”

~

“What did he medan about Ambrose’s “silence® ? Never
knew a fellow who talked so much.’

"‘All a lot of rot. Where to now ?’

- *Come to think of it, my mother lives upstairs. We might
see if she’s at home.’

They rose to the floor where Margot Metroland had
lived ever since the destruction of Pastmaster House. The
door on the corridor was not locked. As they stood in the
little vestibule loud, low-bred voices came to them. -

‘She seems to have a party.’

Peter opened the door of the sitting-room. It was in
darkness save for -the ghastly light of a television set.
Margot crouched over it, her old taut face livid in the
reflection..

‘Can we come in?’
‘Who are you! ? What d’you want'f’ I can’t see you.’

Peter turned on the light at the door.
‘Don’t do that. Oh, it’s you Peter. And Basﬂ ’

“We've been dining downstairs.’
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light out and come and sit down if you want to, but don’t
disturb me.’ ’

" ‘We'd better go.? ’ ’
“Yes, Come and see me when I’m not so busy.”.
Outside Peter said: ‘She’s always looking at that thing

~ nowadays, It’s a great pleasure to her.’

*Where to now?’

‘I thought of dropping in at Bellamy’s.’

“I’ll go home. I left Angela on her own. Barbara’s at'a

- party of Robin Trumpington’s.’

‘Well, good night.’

‘I say, those places where they starve you — you know
what I mean — do they do any good ?°

‘Molly swears by one.” ~

She’s not fat and red.’

" *No. She goes to those starving places.’

*Well, good night.’ -
_Peter turned cast, Basil north, into the mild, misty
October night. The streets at this hour were empty. Basil
stumped across Piccadilly and up through Mayfair, where

) Angela’s house was almost the sole survivor of the private

hou}es of his youth. How many doors had been closed
against him then that were now open to all comers as
thops and offices! -

The lights were on, He left his hat and coat on a marble
fable and began the ascent to the drawing-room floor, paus-
g on the half-landing to recuperate,

‘Oh, Pobble, you tocless wonder. You always turn up
Just when youw’re wanted.” " Co-

Florid he might be, but there were compensations It
was not thus that Basil had often been greeted in limber
youth. Two arms embraced his neck and drew him down,
an agile figure inclined over the protuberance of his starched
$hirt, a check was pressed to s and teeth {enderly nibbled
the lohe of his car.

“Babs, I thought you were at a party. Why on earth are

. you dreseed like that?’ -

. OR THE RAKE’S REGRESS + -, 261,
‘Well, Pm sorry; I’m busy, as you can see. Turn the

v
i
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His daughter wore very tight very short trousers, slip-
pers and a thin jersey. e disengaged himsclf and slapped
her loudly on the behind.

‘Sadist. It’s that sort of party. It's a “happening”.’

“You spcak in riddles child.’

‘I's a new sort of party the Americans have invented.
Nothing is arranged beforchand. Things just happen.
Tonight they cut off a girl’s clothes with nail scissors an
then painted her green. She had a mask on so I don’t
know who it was. She might just be someone hired. Then
what happened was Robin ran out of drink so we've all
gone scouring for it. Mummy’s in bed and doesn’t know

where old Nudge keeps the key and we can’t wake him up.”

“You and your mother have been into Nudge’s bed-
room?’ .

‘Me and Charles. He’s the chap I’m scouring with. He's
downstairs now trying to pick the lock. I think Nudge n‘msf
be sedated, he just rolled over snoring when we shook hun.,

At the foot of the staircase a door led to the servants
quarters. It opened and somcone very strange appeated
with an armful of bottles. Basil saw below him a slender
youth, perhaps a man of twenty-one, who had a mop 0
dishevelled black hair and a meagre black fringe of beaid
and whiskers; formidable, contemptuous blue eyes above
grey pouches; a proud, rather childish mouth. He wore 2
plcated white silk shirt, open at the neck, flannel trousers,
'a green cummerbund and sandals. The appearance, though
grotesque, was not specifically plebeian and when he spoke
his tone was pure and true without a taint of accent.

*The lock was casy,” he said, ‘but I can’t find anything °

except wine. Where d’you keep the whisky ?’
““Heavens, I don’t know,’ said Barbara.
*Good evening,’ said Basil.
*Oh, good evening. Where do you keep the whisky ?’
‘Itis a fancy dress party P’ Basil asked.
‘Not particularly,’ said the young man.

‘What have you got there?’ -
¢ Champagne of some kind. I didn’t notice the label.”



¢

OR THE RAKE’S REGRESS . 263

. *He’s got the Cliquot rosé,’ said Basil.
“How clever of him,’ said Barbara.
*It will probably do,” said the young man. “Thou
people prefer whisky.
Basil attempted to speak hut found no words.
Barbara quoted:
¢ “His Aunt Jobiska made him drink
Lavender water tinged with pink,
For the world in general knows
There’s nothing so good for a Pobble’s toes.” Come along,
* Charles, I think we’ve got all we're going to get here. Isense
2 grudging hospitality.’
She skipped downstairs, waved from the hall and was
out of the front door, while Basil still stood dumbfounded.
_ At length, even more laboriously than he was wont, he
continued upward. Angela was in bed reading.
« “You're home carly.’ ’
‘Peter was there. No one'else I knew except old Ambrose.
Some booby made a speech. So I came away.’
‘“Very wise.’
Basil stood before Angela’s long looking-glass. He could

sec her behind him. She put on her spectacles and picked
up her hook,
. “Angela, T don’t drink much nowadays, do 1?°
‘Not as much as you used.’
‘Or eat?’
‘More.’

‘But you’d say I led a temperate life?’

“Yes, on the whole.?

‘It’s just age,’ said Basil ‘And dammit, I’'m not sixty yet.’

‘What’s worrying you, darling?’

‘It’s when I meet young men. A choking fecling ~ as if I
was going to have an apoplectic seizure. I once saw a fellow
in a seizure, must have been about the age T am now ~ the
Licutenant-Colonel of the Bombardiers. It was a most un-
" pleasant spectacle. I've been fecling lately something like

that might strike me any day. I bebeve T ought to take a
cure.’

gh most
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‘T'H come 100,

fWill you really, Augela? You arc a «aint,

‘ddight as well be there as anywhere, They're supposed
to be good for imomnia too. The servants vould ke a

boliday, They’ve been wearing awfully ovavorked ex
| ressions lately)’ . ’

-

‘No sense taking Dabs, We could send her to Malfrey)

*Yes!

‘Angela, 1 saw the most awful looking fellow tonight
with a sort of beard ~ here, in the house, a friead of Babs.
She ealled him “Charles™.?

“Yes. he's somceone new!’

‘“What's his name?* -

‘I did hear. It sounded like a pack of fox hounds I once

~went out with. I know ~ Albrighton.’ L

‘Albright,’ cried Basil, the invisible noose tightening

‘Albright, by God.?

Angela looled at him with 1cal concern. ¢ You know;, she’

said, “you rcally do look rather rum. I think we’d better
go to one of those starving places at once.’

And then what had scemed a death-rattle turned into 2
laugh. )

“Tt was onc of Peter’s <hirts,” he said, unintelligibly to

“Angela.

[2]
-

It may one day occur to a pioncer of therapeutics that most

of thosc who are willing to pay fifiy pounds a week 10
be deprived of food and wine, seck only suffering and that
they could be cheaply accommodated in rat-1idden dun-
geons. At present the profits of the many thriving in-

" gtitutions which cater for the ascetic are depleted by the

_maintenance of neat lawns and shrubberies and, inside, of
the furniture of a private house and apparatus resembling

that of a hospital.

!
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Basil and Angela could not immediately secure rooms at

\v{the sanatorium recommended by Molly Pastmaster. Theré
« was a waiting list of people suffering from every variety of
_ infirmity. Finally they frankly outbid rival sufferers. A

. man whose obesity threatened the collapse of his ‘ankles,

i

i

‘

v

and a woman raging with hallucinations were informed _ -
that- their bookings were defective, and on a warm after~
noon Basil and Angela drove down to take posscssion of
their rooms. ’ )
" There was a resident physician at this most accommo-~ -
dating house. He interviewed each patient on arrival
ostensibly considered individual needs.

He saw Angela first, Basil sat stolidly in an outer room,
his hands or: the head of his cane, gazing blankly before him.

When at length he was admitted, he stated his needs.

The doctor did not attempt any physical investigation. It
was a plain case. ’ ‘

“To refrain from technical language you complain of
speechlessness, a sense of heat and strangulation, dizziness
and subscquent trembling ?° said this man of science. ’

-“I feel 'm going to burst,’ said Basil.
‘Exactly. And these s
young men??

‘Hairy young men cspeciallyi’
‘AI] 4

and

* Young puppies.’
‘And with puppies too? That is very significant. How do

" you react to kittens?’

. ‘Ircan the young men are puppies.’
‘Ah. And a1e you fond of puppies, Mr Scal ?”
‘Reasonably.” - .
‘Ah.’ The man of scicnce studicd the paper on his desk

‘Have you always been conscious of this preference for
your own sex?’

*T’m not conscious of it now.’ .
- *You are fifly-cight years and ten months. That is ofien
a crucial age, onc of change, when repressed and unsus-
pected inclinationsemergeand take control. Ishould strongly -

. s . - + -

1

i

ymptoms only occur when you meet

¢
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recommend your putting yourself under a psychoanalyst.
We do not give treatment of that kind here.’

‘I just want to be cured of fecling I’'m going to burst.’

‘I’ve no doubt our régime will rclieve the symptoms. You
will not find many young men here to disturb you. Our
paticnts are mostly mature women. There is a markedly
virile young physical training instructor. His hair is quite
short but you had better keep away from the gym. Ah, I
sece from your paper that you are handicapped by war-
wounds. I will take out all physical exercise from your time-
table and substitutc extra periods of manipulation by one
of the female staff, Here is your diet sheet. You will notice
that for the first forty-cight hours you are restricted to
turnip juice. At the end of that period you embark on
the carrots, At the end of the fortnight, if all goes well,
we will have you on raw eggs and barley. Don’t hesitate
to come and sece mec again if you have any problem to -

discuss.””

The slecping quarters of male and - female inmates
were scparated by the length of the house. Basil fou?d
Angela in the drawing-room. They compared their diet
sheets. - . . .

‘Rum that it should be exactly the same treatment for
insomnia and apoplexy.’

‘That booby thought I was a pansy.’

‘It takes a medical man to find out a thing like that. All
these years and I never knew. They’re always right, you
know. So that’s why you’re always going to that odd club.’

¢This is no time for humour. This is going to be a very
grim fortnight.’

‘Not for me,’ said Angela. ‘I came well provisioned. I'm
only here to keep you company. And there’s a Mrs Some-
body next door to me who I used to know. She’s got a
private cache of all the sleeping-pills in the world. I've

' made great friends with her already. 7 shall be all right.’

On the third day of his ordeal, the worst according to
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habitués of the establishment, there came a telephone call
from Barbara.

- ‘Pobble, I want to go back to London. I’m bored.”:
‘Bored with Aunt Barbara?’
“Not with fer, with fere’
“You stay where you’re put, chattel.’
‘No Please, I want to go home.’
*Your home is where I am. You can’t come here.’
‘No. I want to go to London.’
“You can’t. I sent the servants away for a fortnight.’
» “Most of my friends live without servants.”
“You’ve sunk into a very low world, Babs.’

‘Don’t be such an ass. Sonia Trumpington hasn’t any
servants.

‘Well, she won’t want you.”
‘Pobble, you sound awfully fecble.”

a “Who wouldn’t who’s only had one carrot in the Jast three
ays.’

‘Oh, you are brave.’
‘VYes,?

‘How’s mummy?’

“Your mother is not keeping the régime as strictly as I
am’

‘I bet she isn’t. Anyway, please, can I go back to
. London?’

‘No.?

‘You mean “No* ?’

‘Yes.?

‘Fiend.’

Basil had .gone hungry before. From time to tif'rle in his
varied youth, in desert, tundra, glacier and Junglf:, in
garrets and cellars, he had briefly gndured cxt‘rermtxes of
privation. Now in the periods of reposc and solitude, after
the stcam bath and the smarting deluge of the showers
after the long thumping and twisting by the huge mas-
seuse, when the chintz curtains were drawn in his bed-
room and he lay towel-wrapped and supine gazing at the
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patiern of the ceiling paper, fainiliar, forgotten pangs spoke -
to humn of his past achicvements,

He ~defined his condition to Angela after the first week
of the 1égime. ‘I’'m not rejuvenated or mvmorated I'm

cthercalized.’

‘You look like a ghost.?

‘Exactly. I’ve lost sixteen pounds three ounces.’

“You’re overdoing 1t. No one else kecps these absuid
rules. We aren’t expected to. It’s like the rien ne va plus
at roulette. Mrs What’s-her-name has found a black market
in the gym kept by the sergeant-instructor. We ate a grouse
pic this morning.’

They were in the well-kept glounds. A chime of bells
announced that the brief recreation was over. Basil tot-
tered back to his masseuse.

Later, light-headed and limp, he lay down and starpd .
once morce at the ceiling paper.

As a convicted fclon might in long vigils search his
“history for the fiist trespass that had brought him to his
present state, Basil examined his conscience. Fasting, he
knew, was in all religious systems the introduction to self-
knowledge. Where had he first played false to his dcstmy"’,
After the conception of Barbara; after her birth. She, in
some way, was at theroot of it. Though he had not begun
to dote on her until she was eight years old, he had from
the first been aware of his own paternity. In 1947, when
she was a year old, he and Angela had gone to New Yor
and California. That enterprise, in those days, was nefari-
ous. Elaborate laws restricted the use of foreign currencies
and thesc they had defied drawing freely on undisclosed
assets. Bt on his return he had made a full declaration to
the customs. It was no immediate business of theirs to in-
qune into the sources of his laden trunks. In a mood of
arrogance he had displayed everythmg and. paid without
demur “There lay the fount and -origin of the deviation .
into rectitude that had disfigured him in recent years As
though-waking after a night’s drunkenness — an experience.
common cnough m his youth — and confusedly articulat-
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ing the disjointed memories of outrage and absurdity,
he rucfully conteraplated’ the change he had wrought in
himself. His voice was not the same instrument as of
.old He had first assumed it as a conscious imposture; it
. had become habitual to him; the antiquated, wordly-wise
moralities which, using that voice, he had found himsclf
obliged to utter, had become his scttled opinions. It had
begun as nursery clowning for the diversion of Barbara;
a parody of Sir Joseph Mannering; darling, crusty old
Pobble performing the part expected of him; and now the
parody had become the persona.
His meditation was interrupted by the tclephone, ‘Will
you take a call from Mrs Sothill?’
‘Babs.’
‘Basil I just wondered how you were getting on.’
‘They’re very pleased with me.)’
“Thin 2’ , ’
- ‘Skinny. And concerned with my soul.’
‘Chump. Listen. ’m concerned with Barbara s soul.’
‘“What's she been up to?® - N '
‘I think she’s in love.
‘Rot.’
‘Well, she’s moping.’
‘T expect she misses me.’

‘When she isn’t moping she’s telephoning or wiiting
letters?
‘Not to me.
‘Exactly. There’s someone in London.’
‘Robin Trumpington?’
‘She doesnt’t conhfide.
‘Can’t you listen in on the telephone??
‘T've tried that, of course. It’s certainly a man she’s
talking to I can’t really understand theh Janguage but it
. sounds very affectionate. You won’t like it awfully if she
runs off, will you?’
*She’d never thinl of such a thing. Don’t put ideas into
the child’s head, for God’s sake. Give her a dose of eastor
oil.?

-

-

¢
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¢J don’t mind, 1f you don’t. I just thought I should warn.’

‘Tell her I'll soon be back.’

‘She knows that.’

‘Well, keep her under lock and Ley until I get out.’

Basil reported the conversation to Angela. ‘Barbara says
Barbara’s in love.’

‘Which Barbara?’

‘Mine. Ours.’

‘Well, it’s quite normal at her age. Who with?’

‘Robin Trumpington, I suppose.’

‘He’d be quite suitable.’

‘For heaven’s sake, Angie, she’s only a child.’

‘I fell in love at her age.’

‘And a nice mess that turned out. It’s someone after my
money.’

‘ My money.’

‘I’ve always regarded it as mine, I shan’t let her have 2
penny. Not till ’'m dead anyway. ?

‘You look half dead now.’

‘T’'ve never felt better You simply haven’t got used to
my new appearance.’

‘“You’re very shaky

¢ “Disembodied” is the word. Perhaps I need a drink. In
fact I know I do. This whole business of Babs has come as a
shock — at a most unsuitable time. I might go and see the
booby doctor.’

And, later, he set off along the corridor which led to the
administrative office. He set off but had hardly hobbled six
short paces when his newly sharpened conscience stabbed
him. Was this the etherealized, the reborn, Basil slinking
off like a schoolboy to seek the permission of a booby doctor
for a simple adult indulgence? He turned aside and made
for the gym.

There he found two large ladies in bathmg-dresses sitting
astride a low horse. They swallowed hastily and brushed
crumbs from their lips A rubbery young man in vest and
shorts addressed him sternly: ‘One moment, sir. You can’t

come in here without an appointment.’
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“My visit is unprofessional,” said Basil, ‘I want a word
with you.’ -

The young man looked doubtful. Basil drew his note -
case from his pocket and tapped it on the knob of his
cane,

‘Well, ladies, I think that finishes the work-out for this
morning. We're getting along very nicely. We mustn’t ex-
pect immediate results you know. Same routine tomorrow.’
He replaced the lid on a small enamelled bin. The ladies
looked hungrily at it but went in peace.

“Whisky,” said Basil.

“Whisky? Why, T couldn’t give you such a thing even if
I had it. It would be as much as my job’s worth.’

- “I should think it is precxsely what your job is worth.’

‘I don’t quite follow, sir.”

‘My wife had grouse pie this morning.’

He was a checky young man much admired in his own
milicu for his bounce. He was not abashed. A horrible
smirk of complicity passed over his face. ‘It wasn’t really
grouse,” he said. ‘Just a stale liver paté the grocer had. They
get so famished here they don’t care what they're cating,
the poor creatures.’

‘Don’t talk about my wife in those terms,’” said Basxl
adding: ‘T shall know what I’m drinking, at a pound a
snort’

T haven’t any whisky, honest. There may be a drop of
brandy in the first-aid cupboard.’

‘Let’s look at it.’

It was of a reputable brand Basil took two snorts. He
gasped. Tears came to his eyes. He felt for support on the
wall-bars beside him. For a moment he feared nausea.
Then a great warmth and clation weie kindled inside him.
This was youth indeed; childhood no less. Thus he had becen
“exalted in his first furtive swigging in his father’s pantry.
He had drunk as much brandy as this twice a day, most days
of hus adult Iife, after a variety of preliminary potations and
had felt merely a slight heaviness. Wow in his ctherealized
condition he was, as it were, raised from the carth, held
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aloft and then lightly deposited; a mystical expaience as,
though on Ganges bank or a spur of the Himalayas.

There was a mat near his feet, thick, padded, bed-like..
Here he subsided and lay in ecstasy; quite outside his body,
high and happy, his spirit soarcd; he shut his eyes. '

*You can’t'stay here, sir. I've got to lock up.’

‘Don’t worry,” said Basil. ‘I’'m not here.

The gymnast was very strong; it was a light task to
hoist Basil on one of the trollies which in various sizes |
were part of the cquipment of the sanatorium, and thus
1ecumbent, dazed but not totally insensible, smoothly pro-
pelled up the main corridor, he was met by the picsiding
doctor. :

‘What have you there, sergeant?’

‘Couldn’t say at all. Never saw the gentleman before.”.

‘It looks like Mr Scal. Where did you find him ?’

‘He just walked into the gym, sir, looking rather queer
and‘suddenly he passed out.” -

‘Gave you a quecr look? Yes.’

‘He rolls through the air with the gieatest of case, that
darling young man on the flying tiapeze,” Basil chanted -
with some faint semblance of tune in his voice.

‘Been overdoing it a bit, sir, I wouldn’t wonder.’

“You might be right, sergeant. You had better leave him
now. The female staff can take over. Ah, Sister Gamage,
Mr Seal needs help in getting to his room. I think the
régime has proved too strenuous for him. You may ad:
minister an ounce of brandy. I will come and examine him
later.” . . ‘ . ‘
. But when he repaired .10 Basil’s room™ he found his
‘patient deeply sleeping. )

He stood by the bed, gazing at his patient. Theie was an
expression of peculiar innocence on the shrunken face, But
the physician knew better. - ° -
« - *T will see him in"the morning;’ he said and then went to = :
instruct his secretary to inform the previous applicants that
two vacancies had unexpectedly occurred.
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“The sack, the push the boot. I've got to be out of the
place in an hour.’

‘Oh Basil, that is like old times, ism’t it?*

‘Only deep psycho-analysis can help me, he says, and in
“‘my present condition I am a danger to his institution.’

‘Where shall we go? Hill Street’s locked up. There won’t
be anyone there until Monday.’

‘The odd thing is T have no hangover.’

“Still ethereal?’

‘Precisely. I suppose it means an hotel ’

“You might telephone to Barbara and tell her to join us,
She 5aid she was keen to lcave.’

But when Angela telephoned to her sister-in-law, she
‘heard: ‘But isn’t Barbara with you in London? She told
me ycsterday you’d sent for her. She went up by the after-

- noon train.’

‘D’you think she can have gone to that young man?’

‘I bet she has.’

‘Ought T to tell Basil?’

‘Keep it quiet.’

‘I consider it very sclfish of her Basil isn’t at all in good
shape, He'll have a fit if he finds out. He had a sort of fit
yesterday.’

‘Poor Basil He may never know.’

Basil and Angela settled their enormous bill. Their car
was brought round to the front The chauffeur drove,
' Angela sat beside Basil who huddled beside her occasionally

crooning ill-remembered snatches of ‘the daring young
man on the flying trapeze’. As they approached London
they met all the outgoing Friday traffic. Their own way was
clear. At the hotel Basil went straight to bed ~ ‘I don’t
feel T shall ever want another bath as Iong as I live,” he said ~
and Angcla ordered a light meal for him of oysters and
stout. By dusk he had rallied enough to smoke a _cigar.
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Neat mowning he was up early and spoke of going to his

club. ]

*That dingy one?’

‘Heavens no, Bellamy’s. But I don't suppose there'll be
many chaps there on a Saturday morning.

There was no one. The barman shook him up an ¢gg
with port and brandy. Then, with the intention of col-
lecting some books, he took a taxi to Hill Strect. Tt svas not
yet cleven o'clock. He let himself into what should have
been the empty and <ilent housc. Music came from the
room on the ground floor where small parties congregated
before lunchiecon and dinner. It was a dark room, hung
with tapestry and furnished with Biihl. There he found his
daughter, dressed in pyjamas and onc of her mother’s fur

coats, seated on the floor with her face caressing a transistor . .

radio. Behind her in the fire-place large lumps of coallay on

the ashes of the sticks and paper which had failed to kindle-

them.
‘Darling Pobble, never more welcome. I didn’t expect

you till Monday and I should have been dead by then. I
can’t make out how the central heating works. I thought
the whole point of it was it just turned on and didn’t
need a man. Can’t get the fire to burn. And don’t start:
“Babs, what arc you doing here?” I'm freezing, that’s
what.’

“Turn that damn thing off.’
In the silence Barbara rcgarded her father more intently.

‘Dailing, what have they been doing to you? You aren’t
yourself at all. You’re tottering. Not my fine stout Pobble
at all. Sit down at once. Poor Pobble, all shrunk like 2
mummy. Beasts!’

Basil sat and Barbara wriggled round until her chin
rested on his knees ‘Famine baby,’ she said. Star-sapphire
cyes in-the child-like face under black touselled hair gazed
deep into star-sapphire eyes sunk in empty pouches. ‘Belsen
atiocity,” she added fondly. ‘Wraith. Skeleton-man Dear

dug-up corpse.’
‘Enough of this flattery. Explain yourself.’
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‘I told you I was bored. You know what Malfrey’s like
- as well as T do. Oh the hell of the National Trust. It’s not
+ 50 bad in the summer with the charabancs. Now it’s only

- French art experts ~ half a dozen a week, and all the rooms

still full of oilcloth promenades and rope barriers and Aunt

Barbara in the flat over the stables and thosc ridiculous

"Sothills in the bachelors’ wing and the height of excite-

" meni a pheasant shoot with lunch in the hut and then

nothing to eat except pheasant and . . . Well, I registered

- aformal complaint, didn’t I?, but you were too busy starv-

ing to pay any attention, and if your only, adored daugh-

-~ ter’s happiness doesn’t count for more than senile vanity
. " she paused, exhausted.

‘There’s more to it than that.’

“There is something else.’

‘What?’

‘Now, Pobble, you have to take this calmly. For your
own good, not for mine. I'm used to violence, God knows,
If you had been poor the police would have been after
you for the way you’ve knocked me about all these years.
I can take it; but you, Pobble, you are at an age when it
might be dangerous. So keep quite calm and T’ll tell you.
T'm engaged to be married.’

It was not a shock; it was not a surprise. It was what
Basil had expected. ‘Rot,” he said.

‘I happen to be in love You must know what that
means. You must have been in love once — with mummy or
someone.’

‘Rot. And dammit, Babs, don’t blub. If you think you’re
old enough to be in love, you’re old enough not to blub.’

*That’s a silly thing to say. It’s being in love makes me
blub. You don’t realize. Apart from being perfect and
frightfully funny he’s an artistic genius and everyonc’s
after him and I'm jolly lucky to have got him and you gt
love him too once you know him if only you won’t be
stuck-up and we got engaged on the tclephone so I came
up and he was out for all I know some one clsc has got
him and I almost died of cold and now you come in
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looking more like a vampire than a papa and start saying .

2% 3

“rot”, ,
She pressed her face on his thigh and wept. x
After a time Basil said: ‘What makes you think Robin

paints?’ ,

-‘Robin? Robin Tiumpington? You don’t imagine I'm _
engaged to Robin, do you? He’s got a girl of his own he’s
mad about. You don’t know much about what goces on, do.
you, Pobble? If it’s only Robin you object to, everything’s
all right.’

“Well, who the hell do you think you are engaged to?”

‘Chatles of course.’

‘Charles 2 Court. Never heard of him.’

‘Don’t pretend to be deaf. You know perfectly well who
I mean. You met him here the other evening only I don’t
think you really took him in.’

‘Albright,” said Basil. It was evidence of the beneficial -
effect of the sanatorium that he did not turn purple in the
face, did not gobble. He merely asked quietly: ‘Have you
been to bed with this man?’ T

‘Not to bed. .

‘Have you slept with him?’

“Oh, no sleep.’

“You know what I mean. Have you had sexual inter-,
course with him?’ .

‘Well, perhaps; not in bed; on the floor and wide awake .
you might call it intercouise, I suppose.’ -

‘Come clean, Babs. Are you a virgin?’

‘It’s not a thing any girl likes having said about her, but
I think T am.’

¢ Think?® .

‘Well, I suppose so. Yes, really. But we can soon change
all-that. Charles is set on marriage, bless him. He says it’s
easier to get married. to girls if they’re virgins. I can’t

_ think why. I don’t mean a big wedding Charles is very un- *
social and he’s an orphan, no father, no mother, and his
relations don’t like him, so we’ll just be married quietly in

a day or two and then I thought 1f you and mummy don’t
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want it we might go to the house in Bermuda. We shan’t
“be any trouble to you at all, really. If you want to go to
Bermuda, we'll settle for Vemcc, but Charles says that’s a
bit square and getting cold in November, so Bermuda will
really be better)’

“Has it occurred toeither of you that you need my pcr- ,
mission to marry?” .
" ‘Now don’t get legal, Pobble. You know I love you far
too much ever to do anything you wouldn’t like.

‘You'd better get dressed and go round to your mother
at Claridges.’

‘Can’t get dressed. No hot water.’

‘Have a bath there. I had better sce this young man.’

‘He’s coming here at twelve.’

‘I'll wait for him.’

“You'll freeze.’

‘Get up and get out.’ ’

There followed one of those scuffles that persisted be-
tween father and daughter even in her eighteenth year
which ended in her propulsion, yelping.

Basil sat and waited. The bell could not be heard in the
ante-room. He sat in the window and watched the door-
step, saw a taxi draw up and Barbara, enter it still in
pyjamas and fur coat carrying a small case. Later he saw

his enemy strolling confidently from Berke]ey Square Basil
opened the door.

‘You did not expect to sce me?’

‘No, but I’'m very glad to. We've a lot to discuss.’

Thcy went togethcr to the ante-room. The young man
was less bizarre in costume than on their previous meet-
ing but his hair was as copious and his beard proclaimed his

" chosen, deleterious status. They surveyed one another in

silence. Thcn Basil said: ‘Lord Pa.stmastcr s shiits aic too
bxg for you.’

It was a weak opcnmg :
‘It'snota thmg I should have brought up if you hadn t,

said Albright, ‘but all your clothes look too big for jou.’
Basil covered his defeat by lighting a cigar.

'
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‘Barbara tells mc you’ve been to that sanatorium in
Kent,’ continued the young man easily; ‘there’s a new
placc, you know, much better, in Sussex.’

Basil was conscious of quickening recognition. Some
faint, odious inkling of kinship had he not once, in yeats
far gone by, known someone who had spoken in this way
‘to his clders? He drew deeply on his cigar and studicd
Albright. The eycs, the whole face scemed remotely
familiar; the reflection of a reflection seen long ago in
shaving-mirrors.

‘Barbara tells me you have proposed marriage to her.”

“Well, ske actually popped the question. I was glad to
accept.’

“You are Clarence Albright’s son?’
*Yes, did you know him? I baiely did. I hear he was
rather awful. If you want to be gencalogical, I have an -

uncle who is a duke. But I barely know him cither.’

.

‘And you are a painter®’

‘Did Barbara tell you that?’ )
‘She said you were an artistic genius.’

‘She’s a loyal little thing. She must mean my music.’

‘You compose P’

‘I improvise sometimes. I play the guitar.’

‘Professionally ?’

‘Sometimes — in coffee bars, you know.’

‘T do not know, I’m afraid And you make a living by
it??

‘Not what you would call a living.’

‘May I ask, then, how you propose to support my
daughter?’

‘Oh that doesn’t come into it It’s the other way round.
I’'m doing what you did, marrying money. Now I know
what’s in your mind. “Buy him off,” you think. I assure
you that won’t work. Barbara is infatuated with me and, if
it’s not egotistical to mention it, I am with her, I'm sure you
won’t want one of those “Gretna Green Romances” and
press photographers following you about. Besides, Barbara
doesn’t want to be a nuisance to you. She’s a loyal girl, as
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we've already remarked. The whole thing can be scttled
calmly. Think of the taxes your wife will save by a good
sohd marriage settlement. It will make no appreciable
~difference to your own allowance.’

And still Basil sat steady, unmoved by any tremor of that
volcanic senility which a fortnight ago would have exploded
in scalding, blinding showers. He was doing badly in this
first encounter which he had too lightly provoked. He must
take thought and plan. He was not at the height of his
powers. He had been prostrate yesterday. Today he was
finding his strength. Tomorrow experience would con-~
quer. This was a worthy antagonist and he felt something
of the exultation which a brave of the sixteenth century
might have felt when in a brawl he suddenly recognized in
the clash of blades 2 worthy swordsman.

‘Barbara’s mother has the best financial advice,” he sald.
‘By the way, where is Barbara ? She arranged to meet me
here”

‘She’s having a bath in Claridges.’

‘T ought to go over and see her. I’'m taking her out to
lunch. You couldn’t lend me a fiver, could you?’

‘Yes,” said Basil. ‘Certainly.

If Albright had known him better he would have taken
alarm at this urbanity. All he thought was: ‘Old crusty’s a
much softer job than anyone told me.” And Basil thought:
‘I hope he spends it all on luncheon. That bank-note is all
he will ever get. He deserved better.’

4

Sonia Trumpington had never remarried. She shared a flat
with her son Robin but saw little of him. Mostly she spent
her day alone with her needlework and in correspondence
connected with one or two charitable organizations with
which, in age, she had become involved She was scwmg
when Basil sought her out after luncheon (oysters again,
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two dozen this time with a pint of champagne — his strength
waxed hourly) and she continued to stitch at the framed
. grospoint while lie confided his problem to her. '

‘Yes. I've met Charles Albright. He’s rather a friend of

Robin’s ’ -
. “Then perhaps you can tell me what Barbara sces in him.’

. “Why, you, of comse,” said Sonia. ‘Haven’t you noticed?

He’s the dead spit —~ looks, character, manner, cverything.”

‘Looks? Character? Manner? Sonia you’re raving.” -

‘Oh, not as you are now, not cven after your cure, Don’t
you rtemember at all what you wete like at his age?’

‘But he’s a monster.’

‘So were you, darling. Have you quite forgotten? It's all
as clear as clear to me. You Scals are so incestuous. Why
do you supposc you got keen on Barbaia? Because she’s
Jjust like Barbara Sothill. Why is Barbara keen on Charles?
Because he’s you.” -

Basil considered this proposition with his newly re-
sharpened wits.

“That beard.’ o

‘T’ve seen you with a beard.” )

“That was after I came back from the Arctic and T never
played the guitar in my life,’ he said. )

“Does Charles play the guitar ? First I've heard of it. He
does all sorts of things = just as you did.’

‘I wish you wouldn’t keep bringing me into it.’

‘Have you quite forgotten what you were like? Have a
look at some of my old albums.’ T
Like most of her generation Sonia had in youth filled -
large volumes with press-cuttings and photographs of herself
and her friends. They lay now in a shabby heap in a corner

of the room. P

“That’s Peter’s twenty-firster at King’s Thursday. First
time I met you, I think. Certainly the first time I met
Alastair. He was Maigot’s boy-friend then, remember? She

- was jolly glad to be rid of him . . . That’s my marriage. I-
bet you were there.’ She turned the pages.from the posed
groups of bride, bridegroom and bridesmaids to the snap-.

s

” ~

1
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 shots taken at the gates of St Margaret’s. “ Yes, here you are.’
“‘No beard. Perfectly propcrly dressed.’ :

" - “Yes, there are morc incriminating ones later. Look at,
that .. . and that. ‘

They opened successive volumes, Basil appeared ofien.

‘I don’t think any of them very good likenesses,” said - °

Basil stiffly. ‘I’d just come back from the Spamsh front
there ~ of course I look a bit untidy.’

‘It's not clothes we’re talking about. Look at your
expression.’

‘Laght in my eyes,” said Basil.

‘1937. That’s another party at King’s Thursday.’

‘What a ghastly thing facetious photographs are. What
on earth am I doing with that girl?’

“Throwing her in the Iake, I remember the incident now.
I took the photograph.’

‘Who ??
~ fT’veno idea. Perhaps it says on the back. Just “Basil and

Betty”, She must have been much younger than us, not
- our kind at all. P’ve got an idea she was the daughler of »
- some duke or other. The Stayles — that’s who she was.”

Basil studicd the picture and shuddéred. “What can have
induced me to behave like that??

“Youthful high spirits.’

‘T was thirty-four, God help me. She’s very plain’

‘T'll tell you who she is — was. Charles Albright’s mother.
That’s an odd coincidence if you like. Let’s look her up and
make sure.’

She found a Peerage and read: ‘Here we are. Fifth
daughter of the late duke. Elizabeth Ermyntrude Alexan-
dra, for whom H.R.H. The Duke of Connaught stood spon-
sor. Born 1920. Married 1940 Claience Albright, killed in
action 1943. Leaving issue, Died 1956. I remember hearing
about it — cance, very young. That’s Charles, that issue.’

Basil gazed long at the photogiaph The girl was plump
and, it scemed, wriggling; annoyed rather than amused by

the lzor@c-plqy ‘Tlow one forgets. 1 suppose she was quite
a friend of mine once.”
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‘Wo, no. She wae iintsomenne Margot produced for Peter)

Basils imagination, onte so fertile of micehief, Intely 1o
dormant, began now. in hishour of need, to quichen and s tie,

“That phstograph hie given me an idea,’

‘Bauil, you've gor that old villainew ook, What are yan
np to?’

Just an idea,”

“You're not going to throw Barbara into the Serpentine.’

*Something not unlike it,’ he said.

‘Let us go and sit by the Serpenting,’ waid Basil o i
daughter thet afternoon,

“Won't it be rather eold?*

‘It will be quict, Wrap up well. T have to tall: to you
serionsly.”

‘Good temper?’

‘Never hetter)

“Why not talk here??

“Your mother may come in. What I have to say doesn’t
concern her!

‘It's about me and Chailes, I bet)?

*Certainly.?

‘Not a scolding?’

‘Far fiom it, Warm fatherly sympathy)”

‘IUs worth being frozen for that)?

They did not speak in the car. Basil sent it away, saying
they would find their own way back. At that chilly tea-
time, with the lcaves dry and falling, there was no diffi-
culty in finding an cmpty seat. The light was soft; it was
onc of the days when London scems like Dublin,

‘Charles said he'd talhed to you. He wasn’t suie you
foved him.’

‘I love him.”.

‘Oh, Pobble.

‘He did not play the guitar but I 1ecognized his genius’

¢Oh, Pobble, what aic you up to?”

‘Just what, Sonia asked.’ Basil leaned his chin on the knob
of his cane.¢ You know, Babs, thatall Iwantisyour happiness.’
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“This doesn’t sound at all like you. You've got some
* gly scheme.

‘Far from it. You must never tell him or your mother
what I am about to say. Charles’s parents are dead so they
arc not affected. I knew his mother very well; perhaps he
doesn’t know how well. People often wondered why she
married Albright. It was a blitz marriage, you know, while
he was on leave and there were air raids every night. It was
when T was first out of hospital, before T married your
. mother.’

‘Darling Pobble, it’s very cold here and I don’t quite
see that all this past history has to do with me and
Charles,’

‘It began,” said Basil inexorably, ‘when ~ what was her
name? — Betty was younger than you are now. I threw her
into the lake at King’s Thursday.’

*What began??

‘Betty’s passion for me. Funny what excites a young girl
- with you a guitar, with Betty a ducking.’

‘Well, I think that’s rather romantic. It sort of brings
you and Charles closer.’

‘Very close indeed. It was more than romantic. She was
too young at the begmning — just a girlish crush. I thought
she would get over it. Then, when I was wounded, she
took to visiting me every day in hospital and the first day
I came out - you won’t be able to understand the sort of
cxhilairation 2 man feels at a time like that, or the appeal
lameness has for some women, or the sense of general
irresponsibility we all had during the blitz — ’m not trying
to excuse myself. I was not the first man. She had grown up
since the splash in the lake. It only lasted a week. Strictly
perhaps I should have married her, but T was less strict in
those days, I marricd your mother instcad. You can’t com-
plain about that, If I hadn’t, you wouldn’t exist. Betty had
to look elsewhere and fortunately that ass Albright turned
up in the nick Yes, Charles is your brother, so how could
I help loving him??

Soundlessly Barbara rose from the seat and sped through
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the twilight, stumbled on her stiletto heels across the sand |
of thc Row, disappeared behind the statuary through
Edinburgh Gate. Basil at his own pace followed. He
stopped a taxi, kept it waiting at the curb while he scarched -
Bellamy’s vainly for a friendly face, drank another egg-nog
at the bar, went on towaids Chrxdgcs.

“What on carth’s happencd to Barbara?’ Angcla asked.
‘She came in with a face of tragedy, didn’t spcak and now
she’s locked herself in your bedroom.’

‘I think she's had a 10w with that fellow she was keen on,
What was his name? Albright. A good thing rcally, 2
likeable feliow but not at all suitable. b daresay Babs necds
a change of scene. Angie, if it suits you, I think we might
all three of us go to Bermuda tomorrow.’ -

‘Can we get tickets?’

‘I have them alicady. I stoppcd at the travel office on my
way from Sonia’s. I don’t imaginc Babs will want much
dinner tonight. She’s best left alone at the moment. T feel
I could manage a square meal. We might have it down-
stairs.’ ,
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