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FORTITUDE

CHAPTER I
INTRODUCTION TO COURAGE

“* T ISN'T Life that matters! "Tis the Courage you bnng
toat” this from old Frosted Moses in the warm
corner by the door ™ e b °
Dicky Tasset, the To
tale that he was tell  **
‘ T tue ground 101
1at old Frosted
b d. He was
twelve years old, was short and thick-necked, and just
now locked very small * : Tt °
o chair. It was one o1
Figms always kept in
room. He kept them N . . '
so ver{ old and partly because they fcll m so pleasantly
with the ancient colour and strength of the black smoky
rafters. The four ancient chairs were carved up the leg
with faces and arms and strange crawlng animals, and
their backs were twisted mnto the oddest sha{acs and were
uncomfortable to lean agamnst, but Peter Westcott sat
up very straight with lus Little legs dangling 1n front of
him and s grey eyes all over the room at once He
could not see all of the room because there were depths
that the darkness seized and filled, and the great fiery
place, with its black-stained settle, was full of mystenous
21 n
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chadows. A huge fire was burning and leaping in the
fastnesses of that stone cavity, and it was by the light
of this alone that the room was illumined—and this had
the effect, ns Peter noticed, of making certain people, like
AMother Figgis and Jane Clewer, quitc monstrous, and
fautastic with their skirts and hair and their shadows
on the wall. Before Frosted Moses had said ihat sen-
tence about Courage, Peter bad been taking the room in.
Because he had been there very often before he knew
every flagstone in the floor and every rafter in the roof
and ‘all the sporting pictures on the walls, and the long
shining row of mugs and coloured plates by the fire-place
and the cured hams hanging from the ceiling . . . but
to-night was Christmas Eve and a very especial occasion,
and he was sure {0 be beaten when he got home, and so
must make the very most of his time. Iie watched the
door also for Stephen Brant, who was late, but minht
arrive at any moment. Iiad it not been for Stephen
Brant Peter knew that he would not have been allowed
there at all.  The Order of the Kifchen was jeniously
guarded, and Sam Tiggis, the Inn-keeper, would have
considered so small a child a nuisance, but Stephen was
the most popular man in the county, and he had promised
+ that Peter would be (Eimwtmd he was quiet, cven at
sthat age ; no one conld be $0 quiet as Peter when he chose,
And then they liked the boy after a time, He was never
in the way, and he was wonderfully wise for his vears: he
was a strong kid, too, and had muscles . . .

So Peter crept there when he could, although it very
often meant a beating afternwards, but the Kitchen was
worth a good many beatings, and he would have gone
through Hell—and did indeed go through his own special
%s(lzl?n m’r:lr‘xy_occasans——-to be in Stephen’s company.
NSl b o b Sy T
Poter to the place, , besides the people, that drew

It was partly perhaps because The Bending Mule was
b}nlt right out into _thc sea, being surroundcgd on three
sides by water. This was all twenty years ago, and I
Iéfheve that now the Inn has been turned inlo an Aris

'lub, and there arc tea-parties and weekly fashion papers
}:_ here tlgcrg h:u_l once been those bloody fights and Mother

1ggis sitting like some witch over the fire, but it is no
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matter. Trehss is changed, of course, and so is the world,
and there are goliteness and sentiment where once there
were oaths and ferotity, and there 1s much soap instead
of grimy hands and unwashen faces . . . and the fishing
is sadly on the decline, but there are good drapers’ shops
10 the town.

For Peter the charm of the place was that “ he was
ont at sea.” One could hear quite distinctly the lap of
the waves against the walls, and on stormy mghts the
water screamed and fought and raged outside and rolled
in thundenng echoes along the shore To-mght every-
thing was still, and the snow was falling heawly, solemnly
over the town.

The snow, and the black sea, and the hghts that rose
tier on tier like crowds at a circus, could be seen through
the uncurtained windows.

The snow and quiet of the world * out-along ” made
the hghts and warmth of the room the more comforting
and exating, and Sam Figgs had hung holly about the
walls and dangled a huge bunch of mistletoe from the
middle beam, and poor Jane Clewer was always walking
under it accidentally and warting a little, but nobody kissed
her. These things Peter noticed, he also noticed that
Dicky the Idiot was allowed to be present as a very great
favour because it was Chnstmas Eve and snowing so
hard, that the room was more crowded than he had ever
seen it, and that Mother Figgms, with her red round face
and her gnarled and knotted bands, was at her very mer-
nest and in the best of tempers. Al these things Peter
had noticed beIoreAFrofted Yoflcs‘ {so called because of
L Yamm cohbn Tvaned and aenedned +

Pty mmal emnda i ramasle

tojt ... C )

That, of course, at once explained everythung. It ex-
lained his own father and his home, 1t explained r
Irs. Prothero and her two soms who were drowned, 1t
explaned Stephen’s cousin who was never free from the
most nful Theumatics, and it explained Stephen hum-
self, w%;: was never afraid of any one or anything. Peter
stared at Frosted Moses, whose white beard was shining
in the fire-place and hus boots were like large black boats;
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e old man was drawing at his pipe, and had made
g;]st rlfahmark apparently in connection with nothing at all.
Peter was also disappointed to see that the room at large
had paid no attention to the declaration.

Courage. That was what they were all there for, and
soon, later in the evening, he would take his beating like
» man, and would not cry out as he had done the last
time. Aud then, at the thought of the beating, he slhwered
a little on his tall chair and his two short legs in their black
stockings beat against the wooden bars, and wisbed that
he might have stayed in some dark corner of The Bending
Mute during the rest of the night and not go home until
the morning—or, indeed, a very much better and happier
thing, never po home again at all. He would get a worse
beating for staying out so late, but it was something of
a comfort to reflect that he would have been beaten in
any case; old Simon Parlow, who taught him Mathe-
matics and Latin, with a little Geography and History
during six days of the week, had given him that mom-
ing a letter to his father directed in the old man’s most

™ beantiful handwriting to the effect that Master Westcott
" 1 made no progress at all in his sums during the last
fortnight, had indeed made no attempt at progress, and
had given William Daffol the rector’s son a bleeding nose
last Wednesday when he ought to have been adding, divid-
ing, and subtracting. Old Pardow had shown him the
letter, 80 that Peter knew that there was no escape, unless
indeed Peter destroyed the paper, and that only meant
that punishment was deferred.

Ves, it meant a beating, and Peter had hung about the
town and the shore all the afternoon and evening because
he was afraid. This fact of his fear puzzled him and he
had often considered the matter. He was not, in any
other way, a coward, and he had done, on many occasions,

things that other friends of his own age had hung back
from, but the thought of his father made him quite sick
with fear somewhere in the middle of his stomach. He
considered the matter very carefully, and he decided at

last (and he was very young for sq terrible a discove
that it was because rI’Iiﬁ: father liked benting him that ?Qa

was afraid. Hp knew that his father liked it because he
had watchgd his mouth and had heard the noise that came
through his lips. And this, again, was rather strange
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because Ius father did not look as though he would Lice

thing. It was because his father knew that it was Coumée

that mattered that he hked to beat Peter . .. it was
good for Peter to learn Ouumge

“"Tasn’'t Life that matters © . . . 1t 1s0’t a beating that
matters .

Frosted Dloses was a great deal wser than old Simon
Parlow, who, 1n sprte of knowing so much about sums,
knew nothing whatever about hie He knew nothung
whatever about Courage either, and shook hke a leaf when
his sister, Miss Jessel Parlow, was angry with lum, as she
verﬁ often had reason to be Peter despised the old man
with his long yellow tooth that hung over lus lower lip,
and hus dirty grey hair that strayed from under s greasy
black velvet cap (hke wisps of bay). Peter never cared
anythung for the words or the deeds of old Parlow. . . .
But Frosted Moses | . . . he had lived for ever, and people
said that he could never die Peter had heard that he
had been in the Ark with Noah, and he had often wished
10 ask him about that g peniod, about
Ham, Shem, and Japheth, and about the anmmals, Of
course, therefore, he knew everything about Life, and
this remark of his about Courage was worth considermg.
Peter watched hum very solemnly, and noticed how his
white beard shone in the fire-lght, how there was a red
handkerchuef falling out of one enormous pocket, and how
there was a big silver nng on one brown and bony finger
.+ - and then the crowd of sailors at the door parted, and
Stephen Brant came 1.

n

Stephen Brant, the most wonderful person 1n the world !
Always, through lfe, Peter must have us most wonder-
ful person, and sometimes those Heroes knew of 1t and
hved up to s worshipping and sometimes they knew of
1t end could not Live up 10 1t, but most frequently they
never knew because Peter did not let them see. This
Hero worship is at the back of a great deal that happened
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to Peter, of a great deal of his sorrow, and of all his joy,
and he would not have been Peter without it; very oiften
these Heroes, poor things, came tumbling from their ped-
estals, often they came in very shame down of their own
accord, and perhaps of them all Stephen only was worthy
of his elevation, and be never knew that he was elevated.
He knew now, of course, that Peter loved him; but
Peter was a little boy, and was taken by persons who were
strong and liked a laugh and were kind in little ways.
Stephen knew that when Peter grew older he must love
other and wiser people. He was a very large man, six
foot three and broad, with a brown beard, and grey eyes
like Peter’s. He had been a fisherman, but now he was
a farmer, because it paid better—he had an old mother,
one enemy, and very many friends; he had loved a girl,
and she had been engaged to him for two vears, but another
man had taken her away and marricd her—and that is
why he had an enemy. e greeted his friends and kissed
poor Jane Clewer under the mistletoe, and then kissed
old Mother Figgis, who pushed him away with a laugh
and ‘ Coom up there—where are yer at? ”"—and Peter
~ watched him until bhis turn also should come., His legs
~were beating the wooden bars again with excitement, bui
«e would not say anything. He saw Stephen as something
very much larger and more stupendous than any one else
in the room. There were men there bigger of body perhaps,
and men who were richer—Stephen had only four cows or
hl:.s farm and ge nexlgzé dlild much with his hay—but there
was no one who could change a room sim i
it as Stephen counld. & imply by entering

At last the moment came—Stephe: -
Wy g phen turned round:
Peter was glad that the rest of the room was busiec
once more with its talking, laughing, and drinking, anc
some old man (sitting on a table and his nose coming
through the tobacco-smoke like a rat through a hole ir
the wall) had struck up a tune on a fiddle. Peter wat
glad, because no one watched them together, He liked
meet Stephen in private. He buried his small hand it
_'g;e brown depths of Stephen’s large one, and then a
S gphen looked uncertainly round the room, he whispered
Iteve—my chair, and me sitting on you—please.”
t was a piece of impertinence to call him ** Steve,” o
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cearse, and when other people were there it was “Mr.
+ Brant,” but i their own pnivacy 1t was their own affair.
Peter slipped down from his chalr, and Stephen sat down
on 1t, and then Peter was lifted up and leant lus head
back somewhere agamnst the middle button of Stephen's
waistcoat, just where his heart was nostest, and ke could
feel the hard outline of Stephen’s enormous siver watch
thit his family bad had, so Stephen said, for a bundred
i-_;us. Now iwas the blissful tune, the perfect moment.
e rest of the world was busied with life—the window
showed the dull and then snddenly shuning flakes of snow,
the lights and the limitless sea—the room showed the
sanded floor, the crowd of fishermen dnnking, theiwr feet
moving already to the tunc of the fiddle, the fisher guls
with therr coloured shawls, the great, swingng, smoky
lamp, the huge fire, Dicky the Fool, M-ther Figgis, fat
Sam the host, old Frosted Moses . . . the gay romantic
world—and these two in their corner, and Peter so happy
that no beatings in the world could ternfy.
' But, ," said Stephen, bending gown so that the
snd of 1315 bgarg txckl::s Peter’s neck, © what are yer doing

"
always,"”

But Peter knew, 1n spite of the way that the big brown
hand pressed his white one mn sympathy, that Stephen
was worried and that he was thunking of somethung. He
Tmowy althaush b nedd mek cas that Gtephen’s ey€s were

they were Jooking,
and windows and

. trouble He did
not understand 1t altogether, but he had seen the change
in S‘tepheg, and he knew that he was often very sad, and

Some of the men and girls were dancing mow 1n the
middle of the room. The floor and the walls shook a little
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/
with the noise that the heavy boots of the fishermen made,
and the smoky lamp swung from side to side. The heat
was great, and some one opened the \ymdpw and the spow
came swirling, in little waves and ed;hes, in and out, blown
by the breeze—dark and heavy outside against the clouded
sky, white and delicate and swiftly vanishing in the room.
Dicky the Fool came across the floor and talked to Stephen
in his smiling rambling way. People pitied Dicky and
shook their heads when his name was mentioned, but
Peter never could understand this because the Fool seemed
always to be happy and cheerful, and he saw so many
things that other people never saw at all. It was only
when he was drunk that he was unhappy, and he was
pleased with such very little things, and he told such won-
derful stories.

tephen was always kind to the Fool, and the Fool
worshipped him, but to-night Peter saw that he was pay-
ing no heed to the Fool's talk. The Fool had a story about
three stars that he had seen rolling down the Grey Hill,
and behold, when they got to the bottom—* little bright
nickety things, like new saxpennies—it was suddenly so
dark that Dicky had to light his lantern and grope his way

"> home with that, and all the frogs began croaking down in

" jthe marsh ‘ something terrible "—now what was the mean-
ing of that ?

But Stephen was paying no attention. His eyes were
set on the open window and the drifting snow. Men came
in stamping their great boots on the floor and rubbing
their hands together-—the fiddle was playing more madly
than ever—and at every moment some couple would stop
under the mistletoe and the girl would scream and laugh,
and the man’s kiss could be heard all over the room;
through the open window came the sound of church bells. .
. Ste?hen bent down and whispered in the boy's ear:

Yer'd best be going now, Peter, lad. ’Tis half-past
g;nseé %lég,nchance. if yer go back now yer lickin’ "ull not

But Peter whispered back : “ ~—2 1
while Tomaer D ac Not yet, Stephen—a little
Peter was tremendously excited. He could mever re-
tn}l};t_nber being quite so excited before. It was all very
iy lling, of course, with the dancing and the music and
e lights, but there was more than that in it Stephen
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was so unhke himself, but then possibly Christmas made
him sad, because he would be thinking of last Chnstras
and the happy time that he had had because his girl had
been with him-—but there was more than thatinit  Then,
suddenly, a curlous thing happencd to Peter, He was
not asleep, he was not even drowsy—he was sitting with
his eyes wide open, stanng at the window. He saw the
window with its dark frame, and he saw the snow . . .
and then, in an instant, the room, the people, the musie,
the trampling of fect, the roar of voices, these things were
all swept away, and instead there was absolute stillness,
only the noise that a little wind makes when it rustles
through the blades of grass, and above him rose the Grey

Hll with 1ts funny sugar-loaf top, and against {t heavy

black clouds were dnving—outltned sha?ly against the

sky was the straight stone pillar that stood on the summit
of the Grey ILll and was called by the people the Giant's

Finger, ¢ could hear some shee;[:hcrymg in the distance

and the tinkhing of their bells. en suddenly the ple-

ture was swept away, and the room and the peaple and
" the danaing were before um and around him once more.
" He was not surpnised by this—it had happened to him
| before at tho most cunous times; he had seen, in the same
| way, the Grey Hill and the Giant’s Finger, and he had

{clf the cold wind about his neck, and always something
bad happened.

! Stephen,”” he whispered, * Stephen——0""

But Stephen’s hand was erushing his hand like an jron
glove, and Stephen's eyes were staring, like the eyes of
a wild animal, at the door A man, a short, square man
with a mufller ronnd his throat, and a httle mouth and
little cars, had come m and was standing by the door, look-
ing round the room

Stephen whispered gently 1n Peter's ear - “ Run home,
Peter boy,” and he lnssed lum very softly on the cheek—
then he put him down on the floor

Stephen rose from his chair and stood for an instant
| staring at the door. Then he walked across the room,

brushing the people aside, and tapped the Lttle man with
the mufiler on the shoulder :

“ Samue} Burstead,” he said, * good evenin’ to yer,”
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Iz

All the room seemed o cease moving and talking at
the moment when Stephen Brant said that. They stood
where they were like the people in the Sleeping Beauty,
and Peter climbed up on to his chair again to see what was
going to happen. He pulled up his stockings, and then
sat forward in his chair with his eyes gazing at Stephen
and his hands very tightly clenched. When, afterwards,
he grew up and thought at all about his childhood, this
scene always remained, over and beyond all the others.
He wondered sometimes why it was that he remembered
it all so clearly, that he had it so dramatically and foreibly
before him, when many more recent happenings were
clonded and dull, but when he was older he knew that it
was because it stood for so much of his life, it was because
that Christmas Eve in those dim days was really the be-
ginning of everything, and in the later interpretation of it
so much might be understood.

But, to a boy of that age, the things that stood out were
not, of necessity, the right things, and any unreality that
it might have had was due perhaps to his fastening on the

- incidental, fantastic things that a small child notices,
Jalways more vividly than a grown person. In the very
" first instant of Stephen’s speaking to the man with the
muffler it was Dicky the Fool's open mouth and staring
eyes that showed Peter how important it was. The Fool
had risen from his chair and was standing leaning forward,
his back black against the blazing fire, his silly mouth
agape and great terror in his eyes. Being odd in his mind,
he felt perhaps something in the air that the others did
1;;25 feel, and Peter seemed to catch fright from his staring

The man at the door had turned roun
Brant spoke to him, and had
crg}vq of men and stood alone fingering his neck.

I'm here, Stephen Brant, if yer want me.”
StSaﬁn Figgis came forward then and said something to
toetgis er;,ﬂ and I“;hen shrogged his shoulders and went back
& wife. ¢ seemed 1o feel that no one could interfere
Te;}hveen the two men—it was too late for interference.
en things happened very quickly. Peter saw that

d when Stephen
pushed his way out of the
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they had all and vded back against
the benches and the wall, and were watchy very silently
At wlib et fveibarmnat  Tia £ o - Vfhcult to
e legs of
all ever
) terrible

tohim ; he had secn hrm when he was very angry and when
ke was cross and 1ll-tempered, but now he was very ominous
in lus quiet way, and his eyes seemed to have changed
colour. ~ The small boy could only see the middle of the floor
and pieces of legs and slarts and trousers, but he knew by the
feching 1n the room that Stephen and the httle man were

oing to fight. Then he moved his head round and saw
gctwccn two shoulders, and he saw that the two men were
sm('ipgmg tothe waist The centre of the room was cleared,
and Sam Figgis came forward to speak to Stephen again,
and this time there was more noise, and people began to
shout out Joud and the men grew more and more excited.
| There had often been fights in that room before, and
Peter had watnessed one or two, but there had never
been this solemmty and ceremony—every one was very
grave. Illz did not occur to Peter that it was odd that

them. Stephen and the other man, stnpped to their short
woollen drawers, came into the muddle of the room
Stephen had hair all over hus chest, and bis arms and hs
teck were tremendous, and Peter, as he looked at him,
thought that he must be the strongest man wn the world.
His enemy was smooth and shiny, but he seemed very
1 gtrong, and you could see the muscles of hus arms and legs
move under hus skan, Some one had marked a circle with
chalk, and all the men and women, qute silent now, made
2 dark line along the wall. The lamp 1n the mddle of the
Toom was still swinging a little, and they had forgotten
to ¢lose the window, so that the snow, which was falling
more Lehtly now, came mn little clouds with breaths of
wind into the room—and the bells were yet pealmg and
could be heard very plamly against the silence,
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. Then Sam Figgis, who was standing with his legs wide
apart, said something that Peter could not catch, and a
little sigh of excitement went up all round the room. Peter,
who was clutching his chair with both hands, and choking,
very painfully, in his throat, knew, although he had no
reason for his knowledge, that the litfle man with the
shining chest meant to kill Stephen if he could.
The two men moved round the circle very slowly with
their fists clenched and their eyes watching every move-
ment—then, suddenly, they closed. Atf once Peter saw
that the little man was very clever, cleverer than Stephen.
He moved with amazing quickness. Stephen’s blows
came like sledge-hammers, and sometimes they fell with
a dull heavy sound on the other man’s face and on his
chest, but more often they missed altogether. The man
seemed to be everywhere at once, and although the blows
that he gave Stephen seemed to have little effect, yet he got
past the other’s defence again and again.
Then, again, the figures in front of Peter closed in and
he saw nothing. He stood on his chair—no one noticed
him now—but he could not see. His face was very white,
and his stockings had fallen down over his boots, but with
every moment he was growing more afraid. He caught
an instant vision of Stephen’s face, and he saw that it
- was white and that he was breathing hard. The room
<seem.ed to be ominously silent, and then men would break
*» ont into strange threatening sounds, and Peter could see
one woman—a young girl—with a red shawl about her
i}lloulders, her back against the wall, staring with a white

ce.

He could not see—he could not see . . .
. He murmured once very politely—he thought he said
it aloud, but it was really under his breath: ° Please,
please—would you mind—if you stood aside—just a
little . . .”” but the man in front of him was absorbed
and heard nothing. Then he knew that there was a pause,
he caught a glimpse of the brick floor and he saw that
Stephen was sitting back in his chair—his face was white,
and blood was trickling out from the corner of his mouth
on to his beard. Then Peter remembered old Frosted
Moses’ words : *‘ The Courage you bring to it . . .”” and
he sat back in his chair again and, with hands clenched,
waited. He would be brave, braver than he had ever been
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Lofmen cmd mpctinne fm macna cdemmon e Lo

rough brick of the floor, people cried out, the man n front
of lum pressed forward and he had a sudden view  Stephen
was on one knee and lis head was down and the other
man was standing over him. It was all over—Stephen
was beaten—Stephen would be killed, and in another
minute Peter would have pushed past the people and
run mnto the nuddle of the room, but Sam Figgss had again
come forward, and the two men were 1n their chairs again,
There followed another ternble time when Peter could
sce nothing. He waited—he could hear them moving
2gain, the nose of their breathing and of their feet, the
men 1n the crowd were pressing nearer, but there was no
word spoken

He must see—at all costs he must see  And he chmbed
down from hus chatr, and crept unnoticed towards the
front, Nobody saw him or realized mm .. Stephen
was bending back, he seemed to be slowly sinking down.
The other man, from whose face blood was now streaming,
was pressing on to hum  Peter knew that it was all over
and that there was no hOPe' there was a dreadful cold
Pt DU . = S Courage |

lus soul

ood taut

defiance

N . . Jat shuny

man together—both of them—now. Couragel Stephen’s
head hited a little, and then slowly Peter saw him pulling
his body together—he grew ngmd, he rassed hus head, and
2s a tree falls, hus fist crashed 1nto his enemy's face. The
man droppcd without a word and lay motionless It was
over. Stephen gravely watched for a moment the senscless
Egd}; and then sat back in lus chair, lus head bowed on lus

est.

The fight had not, perhaps, been hike that—there must
have been many other things that happenced, but that was
always how Peter remembered 1t And now there was
confusion—a great deal of nowse and g}e talking ves
loudly, but Stephen said nothuing at all, e did not lool
at the body agan, but when he had recovered a httle, still






CHAPTER 1I
HOW THE WESICOTT FAMILY SAT UP FOR PETER

Tur boy always reckonea that, walking one’s quickest,
1t took half an hour from the door of The Bending Mule
to Scaw House, where his father ived If a person ran
all the way twenty munutes would perhaps cover 1t, but,
most of the tume, the road went up hill and that made

round cobbles of the steep street with a bright shuming
whiteness against the black houses and the dark might
shy. Trehss's principal street was deserted, all down the
full red lights showed iz the windows and voices could
be heard, singing and laughing, because on Christmas Eve
there would be parties and merrymalings  Peter looked
a tny and rather desolate figure agamnst the snow as he
¢hmbed the hill. There was a long way to go There
would be Green Street at the top, past the ’gost office,
then down again nto the Square where the Tower was,
then through mndmg‘surmngi up the il past the gates

e b Aemmn &l ank 4ha 1470 211
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the trees were like animals, and the paths of all the world
were swept away. But he was not afraid of ghosts; he
was too accustomed to their perpetual company; old
Frosted Moses and Dicky, and even men like Stephen,
had seen ghosts so often, and Peter himself could tell
odd stories about the Grey Hill—no, ghosts held no teiror.
But, very slowly, the shadow of all that he must very soon
go through was creeping about him. When he first came
out of The Bending Mule he still was as though he were
in a dream. Everything that had happened there that
evening had been so strange, so amazing, that it belonged
to the world of dreams—it was of the very stuff of them,
and that vision of Stephen, naked, bleeding, so huge and so
terrible, was not to be easily forgotten. ’

But, as he climbed the ‘steep street, Peter knew that
however great a dream that might be, there was to be
no dreaming at all about his meeting with his father, and
old Frosted Moses’ philosophy would be very sadly needed.
As he climbed the hill the reaction from the excitement
of his late adventure suddenly made him very miserable
indeed, so that he had an immediate impulse to cry, but he
stood still in the middle of the street and made fists with
his hands and called himself “ a damned gawky idiot,”
words that he had admired in the mouth of Sam Figgis
some days before. ‘' Gawky’ was certainly the last thing
that he was, but it was a nice queer word, and it helped
him a great deal.

The worst of everything was that he had had a number
of beatings lately, and the world could not possibly go on,
as fa.r as he was concerned, if he had many more. Every
beating made matters worse, and his own desperate attempts
to be good and to merit rewards rather than chastisement
met with no success. The hopeless fact of it all was that
it had very little to do with his own actions; his father
behaved in the same way to every one, and Mrs. Trussit the
housekeeper, old Curtis the gardener, Aunt Jessie, and all
the servants shook under his tongue and the cold glitter
of his eyes, and certainly the maids would long ago have
given notice and departed were it not that they were all
afraid to face bim. Peter knew that that was true, because
Mrs. Trussit had told him so. It was this hopeless feeling
of indiscriminate punishment that made everything so bad.
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Until he was eight years old Peter had not been beaten
at all, but when he was very goung indeed he bad learnt
to crawl away when he heard lus father's step, and he
had never cried as o baby because his nurse’s white scared
face had frightened lum so  And then, of course, there
was his mother, his poor mother—that was another reason
for silence. He pever saw lus mother for more than a
minute at a time because she was ill, had been ill for as
long as he could remember VWhen he was younger he
had been taken into his mother's room once or tivice a
week by Mrs Trussit, and he had bent down and lnssed
that white tired face, and be had smelt the curious smell
in the room of flowers and medicine, and he had heard his
mother's voice, very far away and very soft, and he had
crept out again \"hen_he was older ‘h‘xs aunt ‘tuld um

v
' mother together.

His mornings were al
PRy ostion ey

; 2ys spent with old Parlow, and

¢ " . .
and uncomfortable with its hard wooden back, the big
drungroom table with its green cloth gfadgd a litAtIe in
a, BT PRANIR ShasbToangvall AR s Riol

' . .
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his head sticking out like some strange plant, and in the
other chair his father, motionless, reading the Cornish
Times—Ilast of all, sitting up straight with his work in front
of him, afraid to move, afraid to cough, sometimes with
pins and needles, sometimes with a maddening impulse to
sneeze, always with fascinated glances out of the corner of
his eye at his father—Peter himself. How happy he was
when the rmarble clock struck nine and he was released !
How snug and friendly his little attic bedroom was with its
funny,diamond-paned window under the shelving roof with
all the view of the common and the distant hills that covered
Truro! There, at any rate, he was free !

He was passing now through the Square, and he stopped
for an instant and looked up at the old weather-beaten
Tower that guarded one side of it, and looked so fine and
stately now with the white snow at its foot and the gleaming
sheet of stars at its back. That old Tower had stood a
good number of beatings in its day—~it knew well enough
what courage was—and so Peter, as he turned up the hill,
squared his shoulders and set his teeth, But in some way
that he was too young to understand he felt that it was
not the beating itself that frightened him most, but rather
all the circumstances that attended it—it was even the
dark house, the band of trees about it, that first dreadful
moment when he would hear his knock echo through
the passages, and then the patter of Mrs. Trussit's slippers
as she came 1o open the door for him—then Mrs. Trussit’s
.ia.’t arm and the candle raised above her head, and *“ Oh,
it’s you, Master Peter,” and then the opening of the dining-
room door and “ It’s Master Peter, sir,’’ and then that vision
of the marble clock and his father’s face behind the paper.
These things were unfair and more than any one deserved.
He had had beatings on several occasions when he had
merited no punishment at all, but it did not make things
any better that on this occasion he did deserve it ; it only
made that feeling inside his chest that everything was’ so
hopeless that nothing whatever mattered, and that it was
always more fun to be beate
stronger than ever.

But the world—or at any rate the Scaw House portion

of it—could not move in this same round eternally. Some-

‘;Iﬁg:g 1:vould happen, and the vague, half-confessed intention

ad Dbeen in his mind for some time now was a little

n for a sheep than a lamb,
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more defined.  One day, Lke his three companions, Tom
Jones, Peregrine Pickle, and David Copperfield, he would
fun nto the world and seek his fortune, and then, after-
wards, he would wrnite his book of adventures as they had
done. His heart beat at the c_thought, and he passed th

was twelve, he

But this Scaw House, with 1ts strange sience and dis-
tresses, was only half hus ife  There was the other exist-
ence that he had down m the town, out at Stephen’s farm,
wandenng alone on the Grey Hill, roamming about along

i do with ls father and old Parlow and hs lessons—and

1t was undoubtedly this other sort of Ife that he would
lead, with the gipsies and the tramps, when the time
came for hum to run away He knew no other children
of his own age, but he did not want them ; he liked best
to talk to old Curtis the gardener, to Dicky the Idiot, to
Sam Figgis when that splendid person would pernut 1t—
and, of course, to Stephen

He passed the old town wall and stepped out into the
high-road. Far below him was the sea, above um a sky
scattered with shumng stars, and around him a white dim
world  Turning a corner the road lay straight before hum,
and to the nght along the common was the black clump
of frecs that hud s home. He discovered that he was

-1 very tired, 1t had been 3 most exhausting day with old

Farlow so cross 1in the morming and the scencin the mn

* at mght—and now——1

His steps fell slower and slower as he passed along the
10ad. One hot hand was clutchimg Parlow’s note, and 1
his throat therc was a sharp pamn that made 1t dufficult
to swallow, and his eyes were burung  Suppose he never
went home at all! Supposing he went off to Stephen’s

I—tt was a long way and he mught lose hus way 1z
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the snow, but his heart beat like a hawmmer swhen @w EI}e:_xxgtxt )
of Stephen caming to the doar and of the l)xttlc 5""1&';,_”?’?1
where Stephen put his guests to sleep, Bt no—-S h{p’lt r}
would not want him to-night 3 he would be very tired and

would rather be alone ; and then there wonld h:s: th.o. x'r_m'rcx}:
ing, when it would be every hit as Lad, and pc-r.mp{« }-m}t—:
But if he ran away altngether 2 ... J1e stopped in I‘m
middic of the road and thought about it—the neise of the
sea came up to him like the march of men and with it the
sick melancholy moan of the Bell Rock, but. the rest of ‘;hc
world was holding 1ts breath, so still it seemed. Jut
whither should he run 2 e could not run so far away
{hat his father could not find lnm—Ius father's arm stretchesd
to everywhere in the world.  And then it was cowardly
to run away. Where was that courage of swhich he hm%
been thinking so much 2 So he shiook tus Jittle chonlders
and pulled up those stockings agatn, and turned up the
little side road usually so full of ruts and stones and now
so level and white with the hard snow, Now that his
mind was made up, he marched forward with unfaitering
step and clanged the iron gotes hehind him so that they
made a horrible noise, and stepped through the desolate

garden up the gravel path, .

The house looked black and grim, but there were lights
behind the diming-room windows—it was there that they
were sitting, of course. . .

As he stood on his toes to reach the knocker a shonting
star flashed past above his head, and he could hear the
bare branches of the trees knocking against one another
in the wind that always scemed to be whistling vound the
house, The noise echoed terribly through the building,
and then there was a silence that"was cven more ferrible.
He could fancy how his aunt would start and put down
her Patience cards for a moment and look, in her scared
way, at the window—he knew that his father wonld not
move from behind his paper, and that there would be no
other sound unless his grandfather awoke. e heard Mrs.
Trussit’s steps down the passage, then locks were turned,
the great door swung slowly open, and he saw her as he
had pictured it, with a candle in her hand raised above
her head, peering into the dark.

' Oht 3t's you, Master Peter,” and she stood aside,
without another word, to let him in, He slipped past
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her, silently, into the hall, and, after a second’s pause,
she followed him 1n, bangng the hall door behund her
‘Then she opened the diming-room door, announcing grimly,
* It's Master Peter come 1, sir**  The marble clock struck
half-past ten as she spoke

He stood just inside the door blinking a little at the
sudden_light and twisting his cloth cap round and round
in lus hands He couldn’t sce aaything at first, and he
could not collect tus thoughts, At last he sad, in a very
httle voice

** I've comte back, father "

The lights settled before his eyes, and he saw them all
exactly as he had thought they would be His father
had not looked up from s paper, and Peter could see
the round bald patch on the top of his head  Aunt Jessie
was talking to Kcrse]f about her cards tn a very agitated
whisper—*“ Now 1t’s the King I want—how provoking !
Ah,| there’s the seven of spades, and the six and the five

' come from quite another person
* Father—I've come back {""
| Hus father very slowly put down his newspaper and
e | SO PUt i the
. . Joice
+did

He crossed the soom and stood in front of the fire be-

his father and g
o arans Pl

e was
~m~4-~ ~l-pt that stood
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There was no 1a.n:wer. 1t 4o come home 2 *

“ You knew that you ought to ¢ ?
o };’es, father. I %mve a letter for vou from Mr. Parlc
He said that T was to tell you that I have done my su
very badly this week and that I gave Willie Daffol a b1c<
ing nose on Wednesday ! . .

" Yes—have you any excuse for these things ?

' No, father.” ‘

“Very well. You may go up to your room. I v
come up to you there.”

 Yes, father,”

He crossed the room very slowly, closed the door sof
behind him, and then climbed the dark stairs to his atti

II

He went trembling up to his room, and the match-b
shook in his hand as he lit his candle. It was only 1
very worst beatings that happened in his bedroom,
father’s gloomy and solemn study serving as a backgrou
on more unimportant occasions. = He could only rememi
two other beatings in the attic, and they had both be
very bad ones, He closed his door and then stood in 1
middle of the room; the little diamond-paned wind
was open and the glittering of the myriad stars flung
light over his room and shone on the litfle bracket of boc
above his bed (a Bible, an Arabian Nights, and tatter
copies of David Copperfield, Vanity Fair, Peregrine Pick
Tom_Jones, and Harry Lorrequer), on the liftle washi
stand, a chest of drawers, a cane-bottomed chair, and t
little bed. There Were no pictures on the walls becanse
the sloping roof, but there were two china vases on t

mantelpiece, and they were Painted a very bright blue wi
yellow flowers on them,

They had been given to Peter by Mrs. Flanders, t
Rector’s wife, wh

© had rather a kind fecling for Det
and would have been friendly to him had he allowed b
He took off his j i i

certainly in the middle of
he ought to undress Or 1o,
it now, he was horribly, dre

There was no question abc
_of 0ld Frosted Moses seeme

adfully afraid. That wisdc
d a very long ago, and it w



back ; Peter had seen “him onre when hd wa.s‘stnppcd,

staurs -

At last he was in_his mght-shurt, and a very melancholy
figure he looked as he stood shiveriag in the ruddle of the
floor. It was not only that he was going to be beaten,
it was also that he was so loncly. Stephen seemed so
dreadfully far away and he had other things to think about ,
ke wondered whether his mother in that strange wlnte
room ever thought of lum, tus teeth were chattering, so
that his whole head shook, but he was afrard to get into
bed because then he might go to sleep, and 1t would be so
inghtening to be woken by his father

The clock downstairs struck eleven, and he heard his
father’s footsteps  Thc door opened, and hus father came
1 holding in hus hand the cane that Peter knew so well.

*“ Are you there ? " the voice was very cold

“Yes, father

* Do you know that you ought to be hore before six ?

Yes, father.”

** And that I dishke your golng to The Bending Mule ?**

" Yes, father,”

“ And that I insist on your doing your work for Mr.
Parlow 2,

“ Yes, father "

“And that you are not to fight the other boys in the

o
" Yes, father "’
PRt . i e

l' boy You are

Lven now he could admire hus father's strength, the
z
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l-neck, the dark close-cropped hair, but he was cold,

:Ed the blood had come where he bit his lip—because he
t not cry. .

i You gst learn obedience. Take off your night
shirt.” .

He took it off, and was a very small naked figure in the
starlight, but his head was up now and he faced his father

* Bend over the bed.?’ .

He bent over the bed, and the air from the window cu!
his naked back. He buried his head in the counter
pane and fastened his teeth in it so that he should nof

cry out. .

During the first three cuts he did not stir, then an in
tolerable pain seemed to move through his body-—it wa
as though a knife were cutting his body in half. But it wa!
more than that—there was terror with him now in th
room ; he heard that little singing noise that came throug}
his father’s lips—he knew that his father was smiling,

At the succeeding strokes his flesh quivered and shran]
together and then opened again—the pain was intoler
able; his tecth met through the coverlet and grated o
one another—but before his eyes was the picture of Stephes

=, slowly straightening himself before his enemy and the
sthat swinging blow—he would not cry. He seemed to b

it-'sharing his punishment with Stephen, and they wer

¢ mai:ching, hand in hand, down a road lined with red-ho
pokers, .

His back was on fire, and his head was bursting an
the soles of his feet were very, very cold.

Then he heard, from a long way away, his father’s voice

' Now you will not disobey me again.”

The door closed. Very slowly he raised himsel, bu
moving was torture; he put on his night-shirt and the
quickly caught back a scream as it touched his back. H
moved to the window and closed it, then he climbed ver
slowly on to his bed, and the tears that he had held bac
came, slowly at first, and then more rapidly, at last i
torrcpts. It was not the pain, although that was bac
but it was the misery and the desolation and the grea

heaviness of a world that held out no hope, no comfor
but only a great cloud of unrelieved unhappiness.

At last, sick with crying, he fell asleep.
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The first shadow of light was stealing across the white
undulating common and creeping through the bare trees
of the desolate garden when four dark figures, ofe tall,
two fat, and one small, stole softly up the garden path.
They halted beneath the wandows of the house; the snow
Bad ceasedd falling, and their breath rose in clonds above
their heads. They danced a Dittle 1 the snow and drove
their hands together, and then the tall figure sai

“Now, Tom Prother, out with tby musick,” One of
the fat figures felt m s coat and produced four P2pers,

nsdiroin} .

and theen wava

. + brightest,

. at first his
ng line it

As ¢l sat under a sicvmore tree,

A sicymore tree, a sicymore tree,
Qr loabed e out o the sen

On Christ's Sundsy at marn

*Well for thee, lad,” said the tall figure approvingly,
“but the cald 15 ereepin’ from the tips 0’ my fingers till
my singin’ voice 15 most frozen. Now, all together
. ‘And the birds in the sient garden woke amongst the
ivy on the distant wall and bistened :

Or saw three ships a-sailin’ there—

5 Ay (llr‘:,]a»su}:n“hlhe{’e,
esu, Mary, and Jo ey bare
On Chrsie Sundas 3t morm

A smalt , curled up, Like the birds, under the roof,
stired uneasily mn his sleep and then slowly woke. He
moved, and gave a httle cxg because hus back hust hm,
then he remembered everything  The voices came up to

from the garden

oseph did whistle and Mary did sun

¥ Mibry oid sios, Mace dd amge

And all the bells on earth did ning
Tor joy our Lord was born,
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Q they sail'd in to Bethlebem,
To Bethlehem, to Bethichem;
Saint Michael was the steeresman,
Saint John saie in the hom.

And all the bells on earth did ring,

On earth did ring, on earth did ring;
* Welcome be thou Heaven'’s King,

On Christ’s Sunday at morn.”

He got slowly out of bed and went to the window, The
light was coming in broad bands from the East and he could
hear the birds in the ivy. The four black figures stood
out against the white shadowy garden and their heads
were bent together. He opened his window, and the fresh
morning air swept about his face.

He could hear the whispers of the singers as they chose
another carol, and suddenly above the dark iron gates of
the garden appeared the broad red face of the sun.



CHAPTER 1IT

OF THE DARK SHOP OF ZACHARY TAN, AND OF THE DECI-
SIONS THAT THE PLOPLL IN SCAW HOUSE CAME TQ
CONCLRNING PLTER

Bur it was of the nature of the whole of Iife that these
things should pass. “ Look back on this bitterness a
rear hence and sec how tnvial it seems ™ was one of the
?\“\c wisdoms that helped Peter's courage in after years
And to a boy of twelve years a beating 1s forgotten with
amazing quickness, especiaily if 1t 15 a weck of holiday
and there have been other beatings not so very long before.

It left things behind 1t, of course. It was the worst
beating that Peter had ever had, and that was something,
but 1ts occurrence marked more than a mere crescendo of
Eain. and that eveming stood for some new resolution that
e did not rightly understand yet—something that was in
1ts beginning the mere planting of a seed. But he had

7, and
week
mund

N o e was

bome by six o'clock he'could spend the day where he

leased,” He asked Mrs, Trussit about the carol-smgers.

ere was a little room, the housckeeper’s room, to which

he crept when he thought that it was safe to do so. She
was a different Mrs. Trussit within the boundary of
Ed .
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tingdom—a very cosy kingdom with pink wall-paper, a
jark red sofa, a canary in a cage, and a fire very lively in
the grate. From the depths of a big arm-chair, her black
silk dress rustling a little every now and then, her knitting
needles clinking in the firelight, Mrs, Trussit held many
conversations in a subducd voice with Peter, who sat on
the table and swung his legs. She was valuable from two
points of view—as a Historian and an Encyclopredia. She
had been, in the first place, in the most wonderful houses
—the Earl of Twinkerton’s, Bambary House, Wiltshire,
was the greatest of these, and she had been there for ten
years; there were also Lady Mettlesham, the Duchess of
Cranburn, and, to Peter, the most interesting of all, Mr.
Henry Galleon, the famous novelist, who was so famous
that American ladies used to creep into his garden and pick
leaves off his laurels,

Peter had from her a dazzling picture of wonderful
houses—of staircases and garden walks, of thousands and
thousands of shining rooms, of family portraits, and foot-
men with beautiful legs. Above it all was “my lady”
who was always beautiful and stately, and, of course, de-
“voted to Mrs. Trussit. Why that good woman left these
Joble mansions for so dreary a place as Scaw House Peter
‘never could understand, and for many years that remained
a mystery to him~—but in awed whispers he asked her
questions about the lords and ladies of the land and especi-
ally about the famous novelist, and from the answers given
to him, constructed a complete and most romantic picture
of the Peerage.

. But, as an Encyclopzdia, Mrs. Trussit was even more
interesting. She had apparently discovered at an early
age that the golden rule of life was never to confess your-
self defeated by any question whatever, and there was
therefore nothing that he could ask her for which she had
not an immediate answer ready. Her brow was always
unruffied, her black shining hair brushed neatly back and
parted down the middle, her large flat face always com-
posed and placid, and her voice never raised above a whisper.
The only sign that she ever gave of disturbance was a little
clucking noise 1_:hat‘she made in her mouth like an aroused
hen. Peter s time in the little pink sitting-room was some-
times exceedingly short, and he used to make the most of
it by shooting questions at the good lady at an astonish-
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ing rate, and he was sometimes irritated by her slow and

. P wear?”
. ' fou might say,
f ' - correctly, they

were grey
* Had he any children 2 **

“ There was one Lttle dear when I had the honour of
being in the house—and since then I have heard that there
are t\;o more **

** Mrs,

ere do children come from ? *
e Teew £ ~nrA aa-ale wwhen we are

el
N —,then * Did

+ chull off, and

" . was a very

* history this morning
* North of the Caribbean Sea, T believe, my dear.””
_‘And so on, and Peter never forgot any of her - answers,

came in the

the carol-singers at all because the things that he felt about
them were, 1 some cunious way, not the thungs that he
could say to Mrs. Trussit

. She was very kand to him during that Chnistmas week,
- and gave him mixed biscuits out of a brightly shuimng tin
: that she kept in a cupboard v her rcom “But outside
: the gates of her citadel she was a very different person,
| spoke to'Peter but rarely, and then always with ma{lesty
« and from a long way awavy Her attitude to the httle
matd-of-all-work was’ very wonderful indeed,
and even to Aunt Jessie her tone might be considered
¢ patronisin,

: But indeed to Aunt Jessie 1t was very difficult to be
; anything clse  Aunt JeSsie was a poor creature, as Peter
]

discovered very early 1n hife He found that she never
had any answcrs ready to the questions that he askgd her,
and that she hesitated when he wished to know,

“~ -
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he might do a thing or no. She was always trembling and
shaking, and no strong-minded person ever wore mittens.
He had a great contempt for his aunt. . . .

On New Year's Eve, the last day but one of release
from old Parlow, Mr. Westcott spent the day doing busi-
ness in Truro, and at once the atmosphere over Scaw House
scemed to lighten.  The snow had melted away, and there
was a ridiculous feeling of spring in the air; ridiculous
because it was still December, but Cornwall is often surpris-
ingly warm in the heart of winter, and the sun was shining
as ardently as though it were the middle of June. The

unlight flooded the dining-room and roused ‘old grand-
ather Westcott to unwonted life, so that he stirred in his
shair and was quite unusually talkative. .

He stopped Peter after breakiast, as he was going out
»f the room, and called hum to Ius side :

** 1s that the sun, boy ?

** Yes, grandfather.”

** Deary me, to think of that and me a poor, broken,
old man not able to move an arm or foot.”

He rawsed lumself amongst tus cushions, and Peter saw
an old velluw wrinkled face with the skin drawn tight over
the cheekbones and httle black shimng eyes like drops o
fnk. A wnnkled claw shot out and clutched Peter’s hand

* Do you love your grandfather, boy 2 "

“ Of course, grandfather

" That's nght, that’s nght—on a nice sunany mornin
tno. Do you love your father, boy 2*

* Of course, grandfather '

** He, he—oh, yes—all the Westeotts love their fathe
Ife loved lus father when he was young, didn’t he? €
ves, 1 should rather think so

And his voice rose mto a shnll scream so that Pe
jumped.  Then he began to look Peter up and down.

" You'll be strong, boy, when vou're a man—oh,

I should rather think so—I1 wasg strong once. . . .
vou hear that ¥ | . . 1 was strong onee, he, he 1"
. .“mfl here grandfather Westeott, overcome by his ch
ling, tegan to cough <o badly that Peter was afraid tha
Vas going to b ill, and considered running {or Aunt Jt
Hit my baclk, bay—huh, huli TUgh,’ ugh ! i
rizht, hit st hard—that's better—ugh, u};l;! Oht ¢
mel that's bulter—uhal o nasty cough, oh, deary
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what a pasty cough 1 1 was strong once, boy, hegh, hegh' !
Indeed 1 was, just like your father—and be’ll be just Like
me, one day! Oh! yes, he will—blast his bones! He!
hel We all come tost—all of us strong men, and we're
cruel and hard, and won't give a poor old man enough for
his breakiast- d then suddenly we're old A
and what fun that 1s! Oh! Yes, your father will be
old one day 1" and suddenly, delighted with the thonght,
the old man shipped down beneath his cushioss and was
iast asleep,
And Peter went out into the sunlight,

n

Peter Jooked very different at different times When
he was happy his cheeks were flooded wath colour, lus
eyes shone, and his mouth smuled He was happy now,

. . 1

Ius trousers tied below his knees with stning in the most
ndiculous way, was sweeping the garden path. He never
did very much work, and the garden was 1n a shocking
state of neglect, but he told delightful stortes To-day,
boweser, he was in a bad temper and would pay no atten-
tion to Peter at all, and so Peter left hum ang went out
mnto the high-road.

It was two rules across the common to Stephen's farm
and 1t took the boy nearly an hour, because the ground
was uneven and there were walls to cimb, and also because
he was thinking of what lus grandfather had smd.  Would
his {ather one day be old and suly Lke his grandfather >
Did every one pet old and silly ke that ? and, if so, what
was the ‘ose of being born at all? But what happened
to all hus father's strength ? Where did it aligo to? In
some curious undefined way he resented his grandfather’s
remarks, He could have loved and admured lus father
mmmensely had he been allowed to, but even 1f that wer™ -
not permtted he could stand s:? for him when he v/
attached.  What night bad lus sully old grandfa*’ - '
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ike that ? . . . His father would one day be old? And
ISﬂti:phen, would he be old, too ? _Did all strength go ?
Peter was crossing a ploughed field, and the rich brown
earth heaved in a great circle against the sky and in the
depth of its furrows there were mysterious velvet shadows
—the brown hedges stood back against the sky line. The
world was so fresh and clean and strong this morning that
the figure and voice of his grandfather hung unpleasantly
about him and depressed him., There were so many things
that he wanted to know and so few people to tell him,
and he turned through the white gates of Stephen’s farm
with a consciousness that since Christmas Eve the world
had begun to be a new place, ) ) .
Stephen was sitting in the upstairs room scratching his
head over his accounts, whilst his old mother sat dozing,
with her knitting fallen on to her lap by the fire. The
window was open, and all the sound and smells of the-
farm came into the room. The room was an old one
with brown oaken rafters and white-washed walls, a long
oaken table down the middle of it, and a view over the
farmyard and the sweeping ficlds beyond it, lost at last
.in the distant purple hills, Peter was given a chair oppo-
‘site the 0.d lady, who was nearly eighty, and wore a beauti-
~ful white cap, and she woke up and talked incessantly,
because she was very garrulous by Nature and didn't
care in the least to whom she talked. Peter politely
listened to what she had to say, although he understood
little of it, and his eyes were watching for the moment
when the accounts should be finished and Stephen free.

' Aye,” said the old lady, “ and it were good Mr. Tene-
ment were the rector in those days, I remember, and he
gave us a roaring discourse many’s the Sunday. Church
15 not what it was, with all this singing and what not and
the clothes the young women wear—I remember . . .’

'But Stephen had closed his books with a bang and
given his figures up in despair. “* I don't knaw how it is,
boy,” he said, * but they’re at something different every

time yer look at 'em—they’re one too many for me, that's
certain.” ’

One of Stephen’s eyes was still nearly closed, and hoth
eyes were black and blue, and his righ%r cheek had a bad
bruise on it, but Peter thought it was wiser not to allude
to the encounter. The farm was exceedingly interesting,
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and then there was dinner, and 1t was not until the meal

had been clearcd away that Peter remembered that he

wanted to ask some questions, and then Stephen inter-
: mrtcd him with .
. ‘Lake to go to Zachary Tan’s with me this afternoon,

bo{? T’'ve got to be lookin’ 1n ™

Peter jumped to hus feet with exaitement
“Qh!’ Steve! This afternoon—this very afternoon ?**

. It was the most exciting thing possible ~ Zachary Tan's
. was the cunosity shop of Treliss and famous even twenty
years ago throughout the south country It 1s still there,
I beheve, although Zachary himself 1s dead, and with lum
has departed most of the atmosphere of the place, and
. it is now smart and prosperous, although 1n those days
1t was dark and dingy enough No one knew whence
Zachary had come, and he was one of the mysteries of a
place that deals, even now, 1n mysteries  He had amved
as a young man with a basket over s back thurty years
before Peter saw the hight, when Treliss was a Lttle’ fish-
mg willage and Mr. B:.mrus‘t.ﬂ', juntor, had ’:mt‘ cast luj

. had never trustcd hum, but they were always interested
* Thicey Zachary be a poor trade,” they had said at first,
* poor frade ” sigmfying anything or anybody not entirely
approved of—but they had hung about his shop, d
bought his silks and little ornaments, and had talked to
him somettmes with eyes open and mouths agape at the
things that he could ‘tcll them  And then people had
come from Truro and Pendragon and even Bodmun and,
finally, Exeter, becanse they had heard of the things that
he had for sale No one knew where he found his treasures,
,  for he was always 1n hs shop, smuling and amiable, but

somctimes gentlemen would come from London, and he

had strange fricnds Like Mr Andreas Morells, concerming

whose hife a book has already been wnitten  Zachary Tan's
*  shop became at last the word in Treliss for all that was
‘" strange and unusual—the strongest ink with London and
. other curious places He had a Little back room behind
his shop, where he would welcome his fnends, give them
something to dnnk, and talk about the world.” He was
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ay icndly that people thought that he must wish
?é;‘ ifx?n?gc; fg rctuyrn, butphcpncvcr asked for anything, nor
did he speak about himself at all.  As for his portraif, he
had a pale face, a big beak nose, very black hair that h'ung
over his forehead and was always untidy, a blue velvet
jacket, black tronsers, green slippers, and small icct.. .

He also wore two rings and blew his long nose in silk
handkerchiefs of the most wonderful colours, All these
things may seem of the slenderest importance, but they
are not insignificant if one considers their effect upon Peter,
Zachary was the most romantic figure that he had vet
encountered ; to walk through the shop with its gold and
its silver, its dust and its jewels, into the dark little room
beyond ; to hear this wonderful person talk, to meet men
who lived in London, to listen by the light of flickering
candles and with one’s eyes fixed upon portraits of ladics
dancing in the slenderest attire—this was indeed Life, and
Life such as The Bending Mule, Scaw House, and cven
Stephen’s farm itself could not offer.

Peter often wondered why Stephen and Zachary were
friends, because they seemed to have little enough in com-
mon, but Stephen was a silent man, who liked all kinds of
tompany, and Peter noticed that Zachary was always very
polite and obliging to Stephen.

? Stephen was very silent going across the Common and
down’the high-road into the tow i

to themselves—even Aunt Jessie and old Curtis the gar-
lener—one must cither be as clever ag Zachary Tan or
18 foolish as Dicky the Idiot to know very much about
p;ople.h Zaaicha.ry,Ii Peterdhad noticed, was one of the per-
sons who always listened to cverything that Dicky had to
iy, and treated him with o e o

Sreat many years after thig that Peter dis-
sovered that it was only the wisest People who knew how
VEry important fools were, Zachary’s shop was at the
very bottom of Pappero Street, the steep and cobbled stroet
that goes straight down to the little wooden jetty where
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the fishing boats lie, and yon could see the sea hike a square
handkerchief between the houses on either side.  Many of
th: houses in Poppero Street are built a little below the
level of the iz:thway. and you must go down steps to reach
the door, chary’s shop'was like tgns and 1t had a green
door with a bright brass knocker. There were alwa
many things jumbled together m the window—candle-
sticks, chuna shepherds and she%herd&sses, nngs and neck-

, cups and saucers, lttle brass figures, cowms, snuff-
boxes, match-boxes, charms, and old blue chma plates,
and at the back a complete smt of armour that had been
there ever since Zachary had first opened his shop

f course, mnside there were a thousand and one things
of the most exciting kand, but Stephen, an enormous figure
in the low-roofed shop, brushed past the pale-faced youth
whom Zachary now hured to assist with the customers
;.nd passed info the dark room beyond, Peter close at hus

eels,

There were two silver candlesticks lighted on the mantel-
gﬁc‘ and there were two more in the centre of the green

ize table, and round the fire were seated four men  One
of them Zachary himself, another was pleasant lttle Mr,

ter, host' of The Man at Arms, another was old
Frosted Moses, sucking as usual at lus great pipe, and the
fourth was a stranger.

Zachary rose and came forward smiling. “ Ah, Mr.
Brant, délighted to seec you, I'm sure. Brought the boy
with you? Excellent, excellent. Mr. Banmster and Mr.
Tathero (old Moses swet?r namez you know, of course;
thus 15 Mr, Emuilio Zanh, 2 {riend of mune from London

The stranger, who was an enormous fat man with a
bald head and an eager smule, rose and shook hands wath
Stephen, he also shook hands with Peter as though it had
been the ambition of his life to meet that small and rather
defiant person.

He also embarrassed Peter very much by addressing him
as though he were grown up, and hsteming courteously to
everything that he had to say. ‘Pcter' decided that he did
mmr e e S T IS T G TR N R

-~
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— s mever in the way. He slipped quickly into 2
ch}n}ier,‘;gcslden in the shadoxz of the wall, but closc to the
olbow of “the gentleman from London,” whose face he
watched with the greatest curiosity. Stephen was silent,
and Frosted Moses very rarcly said anything at all, so that
the conversation speedily became a dialogue between
Zachary and the forcign gentleman, with occasional appeals
to Mr. Brant for his unbiassed opinion. Peter's whole
memory of the incident was vague and uncertain, although
in after years he often tried very hard to recall it all to
mind. He was excited by the mere atmosphere of the
place, by the silver candlesticks, the dancing ladies on the
walls, Zachary's blue coat, and the sense of all the won-
derful things in the shop beyond.  He had no instinct that
it was all important beyond the knowledge that it roused
a great many things in him that the rest of his life left
untouched, and anything to do with ‘" London,” a city, as
he knew from Tom Jones and David Cobperfield, of extra-
ordinary excitement and advesture, was an event. He
watched Mr. Emilio Zanti clusely, and he decided that his
. Smile was not real, and that st must be very unpleasant to
“have a bald head. He also noticed that he said things in
;4 funny way : like “ ze beautiful country zat you ‘ave ‘ere
" with its sea and its woods” and ** I 'ave the greatest re-
spect for ze Englishman —also his hands were very fat
ang he wore rings like Zachary.

Sometimes Peter fancied that his words meant 2 great
deal more than they seemed to mean. He laughed when
there was really nothing to laugh at, and he tried to make
Stephen talk, but Stephen was very silent. On the whole
the conversation was dull, Peter thought, and once he
nodded and was very nearly asleep, and fancied that the
%ex}ﬂeman from London was spreading like a balloon and
a‘l:hrilg all the room. There was no mention of London

all.

Peter wondered for what purpose
there, because he sat loo} Pt Stephen had_ come

hands spread out e hie king ta]t the fire with his brown
4 eat I , thinki
all his own thoughts. & nees, thinking apparently

Then suddenly there came a moment. The London
grelréﬂem;niigh. Eﬁniﬁo Zant, turned round quite qutilckly
ind said, like a shot out of a gun;
little friend think of it ? * 8 Aind what does our
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. Peter did not know to what he was referning, and looked
enbarrassed.  He was also conscious that Zachary was
witching lum keenly.

AN 'n dnne mab sandevciand e Tla fedand Dad
)

and beth Zachary and Mr. Zants laughed a gre‘at deal more
than was 1n the least necessary

very gwd.“ He knows 2 thing or two, our young fniend
here. ' Ho, yes| don’t you mustakel™ For a little while
he could not speak for laughing, and the tears rolled down
s fat cheeks, “ And what 18 1t_that you will do when
you are there, my friend ? " he sud at last. .

“1 will have adventures,” said Peter, growing a little
bolder at the thought of London and 1its golden streets.
And then, suddenly, when he heard this, cunous Mr., Zanty
grcw very grave indeed, and his eyes were very large, and

e put a finger mystenously to his nose. Then he leant
right over Peter and almost whispered n his ear

“ And you shall-—of course you shall You shall come

to London : 1 ‘eaps.
Oh, yes, blc - ne, yes
—London, . place,
In one wee . usands
of ds—th Is it not so, Mr.

P and ¢
Tan? When you are just a bttle bit older, a few years
—then you shall come.” And you ask for your friend, Mr.
Emilio Zanti—because I ke you. We will be fnends, 15
not thatso ?

And he held out lus large fat hand and grasped Peter’s
small and rather damp one. Then he bent even closer,



polding peter's hand «po YO
he whispered
‘ R Jied Peter, husk h aw
« 1t is TUS that wher you ink of M* Zantl of
1ond of adventures, you Wt ht 1o0king glass
— lookmg-glas , and 11 see £ you will 3€€
and he poaded all OVE ot fact .
Peter WS entirely yCcOme this a.stomsmng
statement, and wWas ve e\ieved to heat bers of ocks
in the curiosity, shop S ke five 'clock He got offt M°
chaif, said good-bye very P litely deed, hurned up
the dark street.
For th moment even 1is peloved gtephen W
otten, nd 1o0KINg" asS€S) he §ace [s) LB }10 Zant,
1 ondon streets and  Z2< ary’ il ndlesucks were
a coniusedly in his bF
m
And indeed & TOUg out the dreary S pper eter’s prain
was in a W 1t ofted 1happe ed that supper passed
yithout 2 word of conversatior om first 0 1ost. His
y father very rarely said hing, T DEV said any”
g at all, and i Aunt Jessie ture 08 little co¥
*yersation she rece‘wed slend encourdg mexn b
che always forsook the attem ftex port e
¢ was @ mlserable meal
14 was cold bee peetroot nd c-mange wit
very, very 3t strawberty ja yhe edges of ¥
gk aish, and there was 2 pard red cheese 4 little st
woolly piscuit
B old gr dfather West! tt alway ungry,
his erulou complaint® were egol accomp
ment O the even meal Hekin { the &
lock. But b peef bad cut up jm into }
finy pieces and that gav Jessie great deal of W
co that his ppeal for d help®t were consid
abomina.b\e selfishn
« Oh, MY dear, 1eetle Piece » (tbi
the very bart of the cushions « Ju the jeetlest
of peef for & P d man 2 leetle piece
4 such 2 hu er.” NO nswer 10 is,
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\
last a stramrvc noise from the cushions like the sound of
¢ogs quarrelling At last agam, " Oh, just the leetlest
pece of beef for a poor old man: * and then whimpering
ard “ poor old man  repeated at mtervals that lengthened
gredually 1nto sleej

At last the meal was over, the things had been cleared
away, and Peter was bending over a sum 1in preparation
for lessons on Monday. Such a sum—add this and this
and this and this and then divide 1t by that and multiply
the result by tls! ., . and the figures (bad il-wptten
figures) crept over the page and there were smudgy finger
marks, and always between every other ine *“ London, look-
ing-glasses, and fat Mr. Zanti langhing until the tears ran
down his face.” Such a strange world where all these
things could be so cunously confused, all of them, one
supposed, having their purpose and meanmng—even grand-
father—and even 2469 X 2312X 6201, and ever so many
more untsl they ran races round the page and up and
down and m and out.

And then suddenly mto the mddle of the sience his
Ln_{lsf"‘s voice

. - " {and this wathout
th - .
" No. You are going away to school—to Devenshire—
on Tuesday week.”
And Pefer’s penal fell clattenng on to the paper, and
the answer to that sum 1s still an open question,



CHAPTER IV

IN WHICH * DAWSOX’'S,” AS THE GATE OF LIFE,
IS PROVED A DISAPPOINTMENT

It was, of course, very strange that this should come SO
swiftly after the meeting with the London g'enﬂeman*-}f
was almost as though he had known about it, because
was a first step towards that London that he had so con-
fidently promised. To Peter school meant the immediate
supply of the two things that he wanted more than any-
thing in the world—Friendship and Knowledge ; not know-
‘ledge of the tiresome kind, Knowledge that had to do with
.the Kings of Israel and the capital of Italy, but rather
the experience that other gentlemen of his own age had
already gathered during their journey through the world.
Stephen, Zachary, Moses, Dicky, Mrs, Trussit, old Curtis,
even Aunt Jessie—all these people had knowledge, of
course, but they would not give it you—they would not
talk to you as though they were at your stage of the journey,
they could not exchange opinions with you, they couid
not share in your wild surmises, they could not sympathize
with your hatred of addition, multiplication, and subtrac-
Hon., The fellow victims at old Parlow’s might have been
expected to do these things, but they were too young, too
uninterested, too unenterprising. One wanted real boys—
boys with excitement and sympathy . . . rea? boys.

He had wanted it, far, far more terribly than any one
had known. He had sat, sometimes, in the dark, in his
bedroom, and thought about it until he had very nearhy
cried, because he wanted it so badly, and now it had sud:
denly come out of the clouds . . . bang !

&
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was, and on discovertng that he would never come again,
Witlie Daffol, of recent tragic memory, would be pleased,
use now he would be chief and leader Well, let im !

« « . Yes, that was all very pleasant to think of
There was further the thought that schoal mught not,
after all, be exactly what Peter imagined it _ The pictures
1n his mund were evolved from his reading of David Copper-
field, There would be people hke Steerforth and dear
'I:mddlcs, there would be a master who played the flute,

" My good
wo with
e educa-

. « of
: o ! . thing ?
. . t away

R other’s

suﬁ»er," etc. ete.

rs. Trussit iously knew nothing wh about 1t,
although Peter heard her once murmuring * Poor lamb **
as cs}w gave !um mixed biscuits out of ber tin,
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t of the matter was that Peter was so greatly
ex'gil’::dfla)h; it all that abandoning even Stephen was a minor
corrow. It was a dreadful pity of course, but Peter in-
tended to write most wonderful letters, and there would
be the joyful meeting when the holidays came round, and
he would be a more sensible person for Stephen to have
for a friend after he'd seen the world. i

“ Dear Stepben—I shall write every week—every Friday

I expect. That will be a good day to choose.,

“Yes—thatl be a good day. Well, 'ere’s the end of

yer as yer are, It'll be another Peter coming back, maybe.
along they’ll change yer.”

VR, But nevzr me agnd you, Steve, I shall love you

always.” .

The man seized him almost fiercely by the shoulders
and looked him in the face. “ Promise me that, boy,’
he said, * promise me that. Yer most all I've got now.
But I'm a fool to ask yer—of course yer'll change. I'm an
ignorant fool."” . N

They were standing in the middle of one of Stephen's
brown ploughed fields, and the cold, sharp day was draw-
ing to a close as the mist stole up from the ground and the
lim sun sank behind the hedgerows.

Peter in the school years that followed always bad this
sicture of Stephen standing in the middle of his field—
stephen’s rough, red brown clothes, his beard that curled
1 little, his brown corduroys that smelt of sheep and
12y, the shining brass buttons of his coat, his broad back
ind large brown hands, his mild blue eyes and nose sud-
Jenly square at the end where it ought to have been round
—this Stephen Brant raised from the very heart of the
land, something as strong and primitive as the oaks and
corn and running stream that made his background.
Stephen suddenly caught up Peter and kissed him so that

the boy cried out. Then he turned abruptly and left him,
and Peter did not see him again.

He said his farewells to the town, tenderly and gravely
—the cobbled streets, the dear market-place, and the
Towe_r, The Bending Mule (here there were farewells to
be said to Mr. and Mrs. Figgis and old Moses), the wooden
ietéyéhmd the fishing boats—then the beach and the caves

nd the sea. . . .

Last of all, the Grey Hill. Peter climbed it on the last
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afternoon of all. Hc was quite alone, and the world was
very still, he could not hear the sea at all At last he
was at the top and leant his back aganst the Giant's
Iinger. Lookang round there are the hills that guard
Truro, there are the woods where the rabbits are, there 15
the sea, and a wonderful view of Trehss nising into a peak
which 15 The Man at Arms—and the smoke of the town
nmungled with the grey uncertamn clouds, and the clouds
mmngled with the sea, and the only certatn and assured
thing was the strength of the Giant's Finger That at
least he could feel cold and hard against his hands He
felt cunously solemn and grave, and even a httle tearful
~and he stole down, through the dusk, softly as though
his finger were on his ips

And then after this a multitude of hurrying sensations
with their climax 1n a very, very early mormng, when one
dressed with a candle, when one’s box was corded and
one’s attic looked strangely bare, when there was a sur-
pnsing amount to eat at breakfast, when onc stole down-
stars softly He had said good-bye to lus mother on the
previous evening, and she had kissed him, and he had felt
uncomfortable and Shf"

Then there were Mrs Trussit and his qunt to see lum
off, there was a cab, and, most wonderful of all, there was
s father coming n the cab  That was a dreadful thing,
and the journey to the station seemed endless because of
it. Fhs father was perfectly silent, and any thnll that
Peter might have snatched irom the engines, the porters,
the whistles, and lus own espeaial carmage were negatived
by this garalysmg occurrence, He would have liked to
have said something himself, but he could only think of
things that were quite mmpossible, hke ** How funny Mrs
Trussit’s nose 1s early 1n the morming,” ** I wonder what
old Parlow's dong **

It was ternble.

e was in his carnage—they were hurrymng, every one
was hurr{mg.

His father suddenly spoke
_"“The guard will sec to you You change at Exeter
Your aunt has mven you sandwiches ” A’ httle pause,
and then: * You've got pluck. You stood that beating
well.” Thenethe stern face passed, and the grave awful
figure faded slowly down the platform.
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Peter felt suddenly, utterly, completely miserable, and
alone. Two tears rolled slowly down his cheeks. He blew
his nose, and the train started.

X

And so this first run into liberty begins with tears and
a choke in the throat and a sudden panting desire to be
back in the dark passages of Scaw House. Nor did the
flecting swiftness of the new country please him. Suddenly
one was leaving bebind all those known paths and views,
so dimly commonplace in the having of them, so rosily
romantic in the tragic wanting of them |

How curious that Mrs. Trussit, his aunt, and his father
should appear now pathetically affectionate in their fare-
wells of him! They were not—to that he could swear
—and yet back he would run did Honour and Destiny
allow him. Above all, how he would have ran now
Stephen. )

He felt like a sharp wound the horrible selfishness and
vindifference of his parting when Stephen's beard had |
been pressed so roughly against his face that it had hurt
him~—and he had had nothing to say. Hec would write
that very night if They—the unknown Gods to whose
kingdom he journeyed—would allow him. This com-
forted him a little, and the spirit of adventure stirred in
him anew. He wiped his eyes for the last time with the
crumpled ball of his handkerchicf, sniffed three times
defiantly, and settled to a summary of the passing country,
cows, and hills and hedges, presently the pleasing bustic
of Truro station, and then again the cows and hills and
hedges. On parting from Cornwall he discovered a new
sensation, and was surprised that he should feel it. He
did not know, as a definite fact, the cxact moment when
that merging of Cornwall into Devon came, and yet,
strangely in his spirit, he was conscious of it. Now he
was in a foreign country, and it was almost as though his
own land had cast him out, so that the sharp appealing
farewell to the Grey Hill, Treliss, and the sea was even
more poignant than his farewell to his friends had been.
Once more, at the thought of all the ways that he loved
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Comwall, the choking sob was m his throat and the hot
tears were in his eyes, and his hands were clenched. And
then be remembered that London was not 1 Cornwall,
and if he were ever going to get there at all he must not
mind this parting.

“ What the devil are you crying about?” came sud-
denly from the other side of the carriage He looked up,
and saw that there was an old gentleman sitting m the
ggxposite corner. He bad a red fat face and beantiful white

i3

“ I'm not crying,” said Peter, rather defiantly.

“ Oh! yes, you are—or you were Suppostng you share
my lunch and see whether that will make things any better.”’

“ Thank you very much, but [ have some sandwickes,”
said Peter, ?cehng zr the paper packet and finding 1t

“ Well, supposing you come over here and eat yours
with me, And if you could manage to help me with any
of mine I should be greatly indebted I can’t bear having
my meals alone, you know.”

How can one’ possibly resist it when the Olymprans
come down so amuably from their heights and offer us

err pitality the Old G had,
from s bag, produced the most wonderfully shaped
parcels  There was certainly a meal, and Aunt Jessie's
sandwiches would assuredly be thick and probably no

mustard {
Sp Datom o1 acpd ~~wt s~ the Old Gentle~
. . ately shared a
tongue, apples

-t

4 ' AL * you are going
to school and probably for the first time—and therefore
your legs are as weak as pns, you have 2 cold pain n the
tuddle of your chest, 2nd you have an intense desire to
see your mother again.”’

_Peter admitted that thus was true, although it wasn't
bis mother whom he wished to see so much as a fnend of
s called Stephen, and one or two places like the Grey
}.{‘”A?“d The Bending Mule. All this mnterested the Old

' " " 1quired politely.
e =17 said Peter,
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# Parts of it—the nice parts. School was the best, the
very best time of my life, my boy, and so youw'll find it.

This was immensely reassuring, and Peter felt very
much cheered. * You will make all the friends of your
life there. You will learn to be a man. Dear me!
The Old Gentleman coughed. “ I don’t know what I
would have done without school. You must have courage, |
you know,”” he added. .

‘Y heard some one say once,” said Peter, ** that courage
is the most important thing to have. It isn’t life that
matters, but courage, this man said.”

“ Bless my soul,” the Old Gentleman said,  how old
are you, boy ? )

“ Twelve—nearly thirteen,” answered Peter. )

“ Well, the more you see of boys the better. You
might be forty by the way you talk. You want games
and fellows of your own age, fhat’'s what you want. Why,
I never heard of such a thing, talking about life at your
age.”’

Peter felt that he had done something very wrong,
although he hadn’t the least idea of his crime, so he turned
the conversation.

™ 1 shonld like very much,” he said, ** to hear about
- your school if you wouldn’t mind.”

Then the Old Gentleman began in the most wonderful
way, and to hear him talk you would imagine that school
was the paradise to which all good boys were sent—a
deliriously delightful place, with a shop full of sweets,
games without end, friends galore, and a little work now
and then to prevent one’s being bored.

Peter listened most attentively with his head against
the Old Gentleman’s very warm coat, and then the warmth
and the movement of the train caused the voice to swim
further and further away into distance.

** Bless my soul!” Peter heard as though it had been
whispered at the end of the train.

““Here’s Exeter, young man. Your father said you
were to change here.”

A rubbing of eyes, and behold a stout guard in front
of the door and no sign of the Old Gentleman whatever,
but when he felt for his ticket in his side pocket he found

also a glittering sovereign that had certainly not been
there when he went to sleep.
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All tlus was verg encouragmg, avd Peter followed the
guard across the Exeter platform hopefully and expect-
antly, Right down the platform, on a side lne, was a
little train that reminded Peter of the Trehss to Truro oue,
s0 helpless and incapable dud 1t look _The guard put lum

boys—boys with friends and boys without  He watched
them with a great feeling of desolation and homesickness
as they flung themselves into carmiages and shouted at
one another

A small boy with a very red face and 2 round fat body,
attended by a tall, thin lady i black, got 1nto the carnage,
and behaving as 1f Peter weren't there at al), leaned out
of the window

“ All nght, mater. That’s all nght I'll tell *er about
the socks—old Mother Gull will look after that '

“ You won't forget to send me a post card to-mght,
Will, dear, will you 27

“ No, mater, that's all nght 1 say, don't you bother
10 wast 1f you want to be oft ™

" No, dear, I'd like to wait  Don't forget to give father’s
Ietter to Mr. Raggett ”

" All right. 1 say, 1t's rotten for you waiting about,
xmllr, Give my love to Floss 1"

" Well, perhaps I had better go This train scems to
be late, (yocd-bye, dearest boy

An interval, during whuch the stout boy leaned out of
the window and was embraced Soon lus bowler hat
was flang wildly on to the rack and he was leamng out
of the window, screamng .

“Cocker! I say Cocker! Cocker! Oh! dash it,
he's going sn there Cocker! Cocker! Hullo, Bisket !
gowg strong ? Cocker! Oh! there he 1s! Hullo, old
mani Thought I should miss you Come on in herel
T{l:ught T'd never get nd of the mater! They do hang
about 1"

A small boy with his hat on one side got mnto the
carriage, stepped on Peter’s fcet without | = . a



re ten! Got nothing for Christmas at
all except 2 measly knife OF two—-govcmor playcd,it
awiully oW down.”

« 1 rather ccored because my sister had a ripping writing
case sent her, and 1 gave her a rotten otd book in ex-
changé, and she jolly well had to.”’

An it continued- To Peter it was completely W
sntelligible. The Dboy$ at old Parlow’s had never talke
like this- He was suddenly fung into 2 foreign country-
The dismay in his heart grew as he T
was going into this life entirely alone and without & frien
in the world. He fclt that he would, had it beed possxblc,
gladly have exchanged his dreadful plunge for 2 peating
from his {ather.

At any rate, aiter that there were friends to whom on¢
might go’-after this? -+

As the frain drag od slowly and pain{u\\y along the
dreariness and the joneliness increased- The dusk seli,
and they stoppeds @2 it seemed, every other minuit and
always Peter thought that it must DbE Salton an pre-

arcd to get out. Ihe two boys in his carriage paid 1o
attention to him whatever, alt the i contl
incessantly. and always the little train jolted atong sletP! T
wandering throngh the dark country & carrying im 10
unknown terrors. i
pered what the Od Gentleman ha
fight it out and se¢ it through-

wooTisn’' t life {hat matters: but the Oouragc-’—’” b

i vo Doy
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then they seemed to go on for ever and ever between
dark sveet-smelhng hedges with black trees that swept
therr beads, and the funt blue of the evening sky on the
horizon. Every cze was very queet now, and Peter foll
asleep cmce more and dreamed of the Old Gentleman,
plum cake, and Stephen.

A sudder pause—the sound of an iron gate being swung
back, and Peter was awake again to sce that they were
dnving up to a dark heavy building that loched ke a
bospital or a prison,

““The new boys please follow me." and he found hum-
self, still struggling with sleep, blinded by the sudden
bght, followmng, with some ten othes, a long and thin
gentleman who wore a4 pince-nez  His strongest feelung
was that he was very cold and that he hated everyhody
and everythung He heard many vowces somewhers

+ the distance, doors were being continually opened and
shut, and httle winds blew down the dismal passages
They were suddenly tn a study lined with books, and a
stout rubicund gentleman with a golid watch chain and
2 habit (as Peter at once discovered) of whisthng through
kis teeth was wniting at a table

He turned round when he heard them enter and watched
them for a moment as they atoodd by the door

“Well, boys " (hi4 voico caume from somewhere near hia
:!:I“?ch chain), " como and shake hands Iow are yon

Some cager boy in the front row, with a pleasant smila
and a shnil piping voice, said, “ Very well, thank you,
sir,” and Peter immediately hated him

Then they shook hands and their names were writlen
ma book. The stout gentleman raid, * Well, boys  Hern
t‘ou all are  Your first term, you know-—very important
Work and play-—work and play  Work first and play
afterwards, and then we'jl be friends, O, yes! Supper
at mine, Prayers at nine-thirty

They were all bundled ont, gnd ths tall man with pince-
nez said s ** Now, Inz/!, you huve an hour before supper,”
and left them wathout ansther word in a long dark passage,

e passage was hung with greatcoats, and down each
side of 1t were play-boxes At the other end, mistily and
vaguely, fipures passcd

Peter gas Aown on one of the play-boxr" T aw, da
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his disgust, that the eager LOY with the piping voice sat
0 also- .
do}"‘riﬁsasv," said the piping oy, don't you like echool
awfully ? ” .

“xNo, 1 nate 1%, said Peter .,

< Oh, 153Y | What's your name ?

o Pctcr."

« peter ! ni but your other name. The f_ellows wi}}
tag vou most awinlly if you 1ell them your Christian name:
2 Westcott then.’

 Mine's Checseman- T'm going o like evcrybody here
and get o8- 1 say, <hall we be chums 2

3 Z\'o'l ?

« On, 1say! Wwhy not ? !

«« Because 1 don’'t like you.”’

« Oh, 1 saY 1

« 1n another minute Tl preak your reck.”

«ont 1 say!” The piping bov sprang up from the
lay-box and stood away. A1l aght, Yo needn’t be
ratty about gt i ell the fellows you said your name
was Peter ! They 1l give it you."'

. And the piping boy moved ¢ T the passagé whistling
;c:'.sua“*_;.

. and only all the grea‘ccoats swaying
and bulging out and then thinning
two persons inside them. Peter
ng time with his face in his
hands. He was e fired and very cold and very hungty:
A crowd advanccd towards him—fve oF cix boys, and
one large fat boy was holding the piping one by the ear.
< On, 1 say! Let me go! ct me go'! 711 do YO
boots up, really 1w, ritde whatever you liket Oh
say ! .Thcrc's a2 new boy.  He says his name is Peter !’
sa did the wretched piping on¢ cndeavour to diver
attention {ro

1 m his own crson. LIhe {fat boy, accox
panicd by a complacent sate

n lite, @ roached Peter.
F1ullo, vou. What's your nam%p? "
« Westcott.”

«oTien't. IE'S Peter.’
“" Peter Westcott.”
Well, Mr. Peter Westcott, stand up when  you
spoken to by your betters. 1 say, hack him up b
fellows.” ) "
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Peter was  hacked ™" u;

** Now, what do you mean by not speaking when you’re
spoken to.”

Peter stood square and faced lum

“Oh! you won't speak, won't you? See if this will
do it

Peter's arm and car were twisted ; he was also hut i
the mouth

He was still silent.

Some one mn the back of the crowd said, * Oh, come on,
}'ou chaps—let’s leave this kid, the other fellow’s more
ur **
ac .
abuve 1w, dnu cied YUIle suenuy lor 4 vely 10ng wine
, A bell rang, and boys ran past um, and he ran with
. e T R

against the form, some one stuck a pin nto the soft part
Ve, no. e

ot Tem OO (L I R O} -
numbers of their dormitones in a harsh, metallic vorce
Peter went to hus, and found it a long room with twenty
beds, twenty washing basins, and twenty chatrs

One last incident.

He slept and was drearming He was climbing the
Grey Hill, and Stephen was followmng lum, calling on him
He remembered i1n hus dream that he had not wntten
Stephen the letter that he had promused, and he turned

down the hull. Then suddenly the ground began to

toss under s feet, he cried for Stephen, he was flung
int‘o’ the air, he was falling

Seutitad i iadb-ptiie SN






CHAPTER V
DAWSON'S, THE GATE INTO HELL
A LCTICR from Peter to Stephen :

DEeaRr, DEAR STCVE,

cre's & naise gowng on and bays are throwing paper
and things and there’s another boy jogging my elbow so
that I can't hold my pen Dear Steve, I hope that you
are very, very h:xp}:y as Iam I am very happy here” I
am in the bottom form because my sums are so awful and
my master beat me for them yesterday but he 1s nothing
to father. I was top in the essay I like football—I have
a fnend who is called Galion (1 don't think that 15 the nght
way to spell 1t He says that it 1s ke a treasure-ship),
He'is a muce boy and Mrs Trussit was his father's house.
keeper once ; tus father wntes stories  There 13 a boy I
hate called Checsernan, and one called Pollock. Please
give my love to Mrs Brant, the cows, Molle and the pigs,
Me. and Mrs Figgs, Mr Tan and all my friends car
Steve, 1 love you very, very, very much 1 am very happy.

Your loving friend,
Pr1erR WEsrcorT.

A letter from Stephen to Peter :
Drar Mr. Prieg,
LR T
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happy and that Tl greet the day I see you again, and that
it's poor trade here without you. .
1'am always, your friend
STEPHEN BRANT.

But Peter had lied in his letter. He was not in any
way happy at all. He had lied because he knew that it
would have hurt Stephen if he had told him the truth—
and the truth was something that must be met with clenched
teeth and shoulders set back. .

Taking him at the end of the first week one finds §1mp1e
bewilderment and also a conviction that silence is the
best policy. He was placed in the lowest form because of
his ignorance of Latin and Mathematics, and here every
one was younger and weaker. During school hours there
was comparative peace, and he sat with perplexed brow
and inky fingers, or was sent down to the bottom for in-
attention. It was not inattention but rather a complete -
incapacity for grasping the system on which everything
worked. Meanwhile in this first week he had earned a
reputation and made three friends, and although he did

>, not know it that was not a bad beginning.

# On the day after his arrival Peter, after midday dinner,
standing desolately in the playground and feeling certain
that he ought to be playing {ootball somewhere but com-
pletely ignorant as to the place where lists commonly hung,
saw another new boy and hailed him. This boy he had
noticed before—he was shapeless of body, with big, round,
good-tempered eyes, and he moved more slowly than any
one whom Peter had ever seen. Nothing stirred him ; he
did not mind it when his ears were pulled or his arms
twisted, but only said slowly, “* Oh drop it1" To this
wonderful boy Peter made approach.

“ Can you tell me where ‘the lists are for football? I

ought to have been playing yesterday, only I didn’t know
where to look.”

The slow boy smiled. “ I'm going to look myself,” he
said, "' come on.”

And then two things happened. TFirst sauntering
down ihe playground there came a boy whom Peter had
noticed on that first morning in school—some one very
little older than Peter and not very much bigger, but
with a grace, a dignity, an air that was very wonderful
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indeed He was a dark boy with his hair carelessly tossed
over his forchead ; he was very clean and he had beautiful
hands. To Peter's rough and clumsy figure he seemed
everything that a boy should be, and, in lus-mnd, he had
called um *‘ Steerforth.” As this boy approached there
suddenly burst into view a discordant crowd with some
one 1 their 'rlmldst. “Tl‘ley were shouting and"‘lfughmg’;

and then the infant was knocked by ome boy n the nng
into another boy's arms, and so was tossed from side to
side. M

The hopeless sound of the cbubby one's c?rmg caused
Peter suddenly to go red-hot somewhere nside his chest,
and hike a bullet from a gun he was into the muddle of
the ctrele * You beasts ! You beasts,” he sobbed hys-
terically, He began to lut wldly, with his head down,

Ead - B

went staggering back, another was kicked in the shins, a
third was badly winded Peter had lost all sense of place
or time, of reason or samity, he was wild with excitement,
and the pent-up emotions of the last five days found mag-
nificent overwhelming freedom  He did not know whether
he were hit or no, once he was down and 1 an instant up
again—once a face was close to us and he drove hard at
Pt S -A b Aiiar taper iyl luchat i o

tall form of a master passed slowly down the playground,
> but it a red that he had seen nothing, anthey%rxd not
speak. e small boy was gazing at Peter with wide-opened
eyes, large 1n a white face on which were many tear stains.
FPeter, who was conscions now that blood was pounng from
& cutn his check, that one of Ins teeth was misung and
that one of lus cyes was fast closing, was about to speal

3
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im when he was aware that his * Steerforth ¥ had
:;nlx]:xngl from nowhere and was advancing gracefully to
meet him, Peter’s heart beat very fast.

The boy smiled at him and held out his hand. :

] say, shake hands. You've got pluck—my eye! 1
never saw such a rag ! ”

Peter shook hands and was speechless.

“ What's your name 2 7

* Westcott.”' .

“ Mipe's Cardillac. It isn't spelt as it’s spoken, you
know. C-a-r-d<dta-c. T'm in White's—what do you
say 1o places next each other at table ? ”

“ Rather.” Peter’s face was crimson. * Thanks most
awfuolly.” He stammered in his eagerness. ¢ ‘

“Right you are~—see you after chapel.” The boy
moved away. :

Peter said something to the infant whom he had de-
livered, and was considering where he might most un-
obtrusively wash when he was once more conscious of
some one at his elbow. It was the slow boy who was
smiling at him.

‘1 say, you're a sight. You'd better wash, you know.”
1 "“Yes, I was just thinking of that, only I didun’t quite
 know where to go.”

“ Come with me—TI'l} get round Mother Gill all right.
She likes me. You've got some cheek, Prester and
Banks Mi, and all sorts of fellows were in that crowd.

You landed Prester nicely.” He chuckled. ¢ What’s
your name ? *

* Westcott.”

“ Mine’s Galleon.”

“ Galleon ? " Peter’s eyes shone. “ I say, you didn't
ever have a housckeeper called Mrs. Trussit ?

“ Trussit?  Yes, rather, of course I remember, when I
was awfully small,”

“ Why, she’s ours now{ Then it must be your father
who writes books |
! Yes, rather, He's most awfully famous {

Peter stopped still, his mouth open with excitement.
., Of all the amazing things! What doesn’t life give you
if you trust it



n

But before it became a question of individuals there
s the place to be considered. This Dawson’s of twen!
rears ago does not exist now nor, let us pray the Fates,
re there others ke 1t It 1s not only with bitterness
hat & boy whom Dawson’s had formed would look back
n {t, but also with a dim, confused wonder that ke had
scaped with a straight soul and a straight body from that

, There were many, very many indeed, who did not
scape, end it would mdeed have been better for them all
1ad they died before they were old enough to test 1ts hos-
E’na.hty. If any of those into whose hands this story of

eter ‘may fall” were, by the design of God, themselves
runed by the place of which I speak, they will under-
rtand that all were not as fortunate as Peter—and for those
others there should be sympathy, . .

To Peter indeed 1t all came very slowly because he had
known s¢ Little before. He had not been a week  the
place before there were very many things that he was
old—there were other things that he saw for himself,

ere 15, for instance, at the end of the third week, the
nadent of Ferris, the Captamn of the School. He was
23 & God in Peter's eyes, he was greater, more wonderful
l,iun Stephen, than any one 1n the world. His word was

W, ., .

One late afterncon Peter cleaned plates for him in his
tudy, and Ferns watched lum. Ferns was land and
talked about many things out of his great wisdom, and
then he asked Pefer whether he would always hike to be
hus fag, and Peter, delighted, said " Yes.”

Then Ferns smiled and spoke, dropping his voice.

weeks earher Peter would not vae understood,
but now he understood quite well, and he went very white
and broke from the room, leaving the plates where they
were—and Cheeseman became Fernis's fag—

This was all very puzzling and perlll)lanng to Peter.

But after that first evemng, when he had hidden his head
in the greatcoat and cried, he had shown no sign of fear,
and he soon found that, on that side of Life, things be-
tame easy, He was epeedily left alone, and indeed he must
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have been, in spitc of his small size, something of a figure
hest, .
ewlixlxisﬂhc‘:‘;d was so very firm on I}is shoulders, his grey
eves were o very straight, and his lip curled in a disagrec-
able way when he was displeased ; he was someghmg of
the bull-dog, and cven at this carly period the First and
Second forms showed signs of meck surrender to his leader-
ship. But he was, of course, not happy—he was entirely
miserable. He would be happier later on when he had
been able to armnge all these puzzling certainties so differ-
ent from those dazzling imaginations that he had painted.
How strange of him to have been so glad to leave Stephen
and the others—even old Curtis! What could he have
thought was coming ! .

He remembered as though it had been another life that
Thristmas Eve, the fight, the beating, the carols. . .

And yet, with it all, with the dreariness and greyness
and fierceness and dirtiness of it all, he would not change
it for those carlier things—this was growing, this was
growing up | L.

He was certainly happier after his meeting with Car-
dillac—" Cards ”” as he was always called. Here was a
hero indeed! Not to displace, of course, Stephen, who
remained as a stained-glass window remains, to be looked
at and treasured and remembered—but here was a living
wonder ! Every movement that Cards made was astound-
ing, and not only Peter felt it. Even the masters scemed
to suggest that he was different from the rest and swatched
him admiringly. Cards was only fourteen, but he had seen
the world. He had been with his mother (his father was
dead) about Eunrope, he knew London, he had been to the
theatres ; school, he gave them all to understand, was an
interim in the social round. e took Peter’s worship very
easily, and went for walks with him and talked in a wonder-
ful way, He admired Peter’s strength.

Peter found that Galeon—Bobby Galleon—was dis-
appointing, not very interesting. He had ncver read his
father’s books, and he couldn’t tell Peter very much about
the great man; he was proud of him but rather reserved.
He had not many ideas about anything, and indeed when
he went for a walk with Peter was usually very silent,
although always in a good temper, Cards thought Galleon
very dull and never spoke to him if he could avoid doing
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0, and Peter was sometimes quite angry with Galleon
because he‘ nuuld,;‘ turn up s0 " when ope might have
Rl

The enemy was to be fouzd iz any h:x”pe and form; there

T N

.
) S
v spoken ...

1 Comwall, meanwhile—tke Grey Hill, Scaw House, the
(z" hills above Troro~rermarmed to Bim dencg these weeks
'ﬂ; securely hidden.
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=1
= Thert remains to be chromicled of tkat frst term orly
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iav have been that he clung to Peter partly because
thlefenisgs more safety in his neighbourhood, for amongst
the Lower School boys at any rate very considerable fear
of Peter was to be noticed, but Beech’s large eyes raised
to ‘the other boy's face, or his eager smile as he did some-
thing that Peter required of him, spoke devotion. -
.Beech Minimus was forced, however, for the good of
his soul, to suffer especial torture between the hours of
eight and nine in the evening. It was the custom that
the Lower School should retire from preparation at eight
o’clock, it being supposed that at that hour the Lower
School went to bed.  But Authority, blinded b trust_ful
good nature and being engaged at that hour with its wine
and dinner, left the issue to chance and the Gods, and
mman nature being what it is, the Lower School trinmphed
n freedom. There was a large, empty class room at the
yack of the building where much noise might safely be
nade, and in this place and at this hour followed the
ughtly torture of Beech and his minute companions—
‘hat torture named by the Gods, * Discipline,” by the
Authorities, “ Boys will be Boys,” by the Parent, * Learn-
ng to be a Man,” and by the Lower School “ A Rag."”
Beech and his companions had not as yet a name for it.
Peter was, as a rule, left to his own thoughts and spent
the hours amongst the greatcoats in the passage reading
David Copperfield or talking in whispers to Bobby Galleon.
But nevertheless he was not really indifferent, he was
horribly conscious, even in his sleep, of Beech’s shrill ** Oh!
Comber, don’t! Please, Comber, oh!” and Beech being
in the same dormitory as himself he noticed, almost against
his will, that shivering little mortal as he crept into bed
and cowered beneath the sheets, wondering whether before
morning he would be tossed in sheets or would find his bec
drenched in water or would be beaten with hair brushes
Peter's philosophy of standing it in silence and hittin
back if he were himself attacked was scarcely satisfactor
in Beech’s case, and, again and again, his atfention woul
be dragged away from his book to that other room whe:
some small boys were learning lessons in life.

The head of this pleasant sport was one Comber,
large, pale-faced boy, some years older than his place
the school justified, but of a crass stupidity, a gree
stomach, and a vicious cruelty. Peter had already n

70
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him in football and had annoyed nm by collanng him
violently on one occasion, 1t being the boy's habit, owing
to his size and reputation, to run down the field in the
Lower School game, unattacked. Peter's hatred of him
g‘rew more 1ntense week by week; some days after Mid-

‘erm it had swollen into a passion.  He finalfy told Bobby
Galleont one day at luncheon that on that very evening
he was going to defy this Comber. Galleon besought
him not ta do this, pointing out Comber's greater strength
and the natural tendency of the Lower School to follow
their leader blndly Peter sud nothing m repl}:obut
watched, when eight o'clock had struck and the Lower
School had led 1n the ¢l , for hus
It was a somewhat piteous spectacle, Comber and some
half a dozen friends in the middle of the room, and fo
boys, ranging 1n years from eight to twelve, waiting wit!
white faces and propitiatary snules, eager to assist wn the
Tortare 1f they only mught themselves be spared N

" Now, you chaps,” this from Comber— we’ll have 2
Gauntlet. "I votes we make young Beech rup first *

" Rather! Come on, Beech—you've jolly well got to.”
* Buck up, you funk ! * from those relieved that they were
themselves for the mstant safe

Peter was sitting on a bench at the back of the room—
gz stt)oc:d on the bench and shouted, ** You’re a beast,

mber.”

There was immediate silence—every one turned first to
Comber, and then back to Peter. Comber paused m the
E’epﬂ.mﬁcn of the stning whip that he was making, and his

Ce wWas crimson.

“Oh, 1it’s you, tyou young skunk, 18 it? Bnog hum
hcrce, some of you fellows.

B L

way vut Geu & UG LY L LUE U dud Lrddinions
of Dawson’s he must have it. But that Westcott, a new
boy and in the bottom form, should challenge Comber |
Slowly, and as it were against their will, hearts beat a little
faster, faces brigbtened. Of course Westcott would be
most hopelessly beaten, but mught not this prove the be-
guning of the end of ther tyrant ? o~

i
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ohi ber between his teeth: “ All right, you
yol:,i,fin(\;c}:}ilﬁ ' 1%mgivc you such a hiding as you damned
well won't forget. Then we'll treat you properly after-
’ " ;
“aidsx'ing was made, and there was silence, so that "the
prefects might not be attracted, because fighting in the
Lower School was forbidden. Coats were {taken oﬁ.,\ and
Peter faced Comber with the sensation of attacking a
mountain. Peter knew nothing about fighting at all, but
Comber had long subsisted on an easy repytation and he
was a coward at heart. There swung into Peter's brain
the picture of The Bending Mule, the crowding faces, the
swinging lamp, Stephen with the sledge-hammer blow . . .
it was the first time for weeks that he had thought of
Treliss. . . .

He was indifferent—he did not care; things could not
be worse, and he did not mind what happened to him,
and Comber minded very much indeed, and he had not
been hit in the face for a long time. His arms went round
like windmills, and the things that he would like to have
done were to pull Peter's hair from its roots and to bite

> him on the arm. As the fight proceeded and he knew

.’that his face was bleeding and that the end of his nose

" had no sensation in it at all he kicked with his fect and
was conscious of cres that he was not playing the game.
Infuriated that his recent supporters should so easily
desert him, he now flung himself upon Peter, who at once
gave way beneath the bigger boy’s weight. Comber then
began to bite and tear and scratch, uttering shrill screams
of rage and kicking on the floor with his feet. He was at
once pulled away, assured by those dearest friends who
had so recently and merrily assisted him in his * rags "
that he was not playing the game and was no sportsman.
He was moreover a Iudicrous sight, his trousers being torn,
one blue-black eye staring from a confused outline of dust
and blood, his hair amazingly on end. .

There were also many cries of *“ Shame, Comber,’* « Dirty
game,” and even * Well played, young Westcott 1 )

He knew as he wept bitter tears into his blood-stained
hands that his reign was at an end.

There was indeed, for the time at any rate, no wmore
" rags,” and Peter might, an he would, hav

: e reigned
magnificently over the Lower School.  But he was as silent
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1 aloof as ever, and was considered “* a sidey devil, but
ly plucky, by Gad *

nd for humself he got at an{arafe the more continued
npanonship of Cards, who languidly, and, perhaps a
unger Sir Willoughby Patterne ™ with a leg,'’ admured
 muscle.

’ 1v
Finally, towards the end of the term, Peter and Bobby
llcon may be seen sitting on a lugh hill 1t 1s a Sunday
ernoon 0 spring, and far away there 1s a thin hne of
nily blue halls Nearer to view there are grey heights
re “sharply outlined and rough, ke drawmg paper—
inted with a green wood, a red-roofed farm, a black
urch spire, and a brown ploughed field Immediately
low them a green hedge hanging over a runmng stream
at has caught the blue of the sk: Above them vast
ollen clouds flooding slowly with the fant yellow of the
mung sunset, hanging stationary above the stream and
erung 1o have flung to earth some patches of thewr colonr
the first primroses below the bedge A rabit watches,
s head out of hus hole

e boys’ voices cut the air
“I say, Bobby, don’t you ever wonder abont things—
yu never scem fo want to ask questions *’
“No, 1 don’t suppose I do  I’'m awfully stupid, Father
y3 so
“1t's funny your bemng stupid when your father's so
ever,”

* Do you mind my being stupid ?

* No—only Id like you to want to know things—things
ke what people are like mside—therr thnlang part I
€an, not their real msides. Peaglc like Mother Gill and
4 Binns and Prester Ma : and then what one’s gong to
> when one’s prown np—you never want to know that '
“ No, it'll just come, I suppose  Of course, I shan’t be
ever Itke the governor **

* No, I don't think you wil *

Once again : ** Do you mind my being so stuprd, Peter 2"
*No—I'm awfully stupid too. But I hhe to wonder
bout things, There was once 2 man I met at ho (I{i

~
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rings and things who lived in London . . * Peter stops,
Galleon wouldn’t be interested in that. .

* Anyhow, you know, yow've got Cards—he's an awiully
clever chap.”

“ Yes, he's wonderful,” Peter sighs, “ and he’s seen such
a lot of things.”’

“ Yes, but you know 1 don’t think Cards really cares
for you as much as I do.”” This is an approach to senti-
ment, and Peter brushes it hastily aside :

1 like you both awfully. But I say, won’t it be
splendid to be grown up in London ? ** .

1 don’t know—lots of fellows don’t like it.”

“ That's nothing,"” Peter says slowly, “to do with its
not being splendid |

And the rabbit, tirea of listening to such tiresome stuff;
thinks that they must be very young boys indeed. .



CHAPTER VI

A LOOKING-GLASS, A SILVER BATCH-BOX, A GLASS
OF WHISKY, AND—VOX FPOPULL

PR, thrteen to sixteen '—and left, so 1t appears, very

. i)
Mrs’ Benbow, led unwittingly to Dawson’s as a Jamb to the
slavghter-house—later to fiée, crying, back to her hearth
and home, her life smashed to the timest pieces and no
bran nor strength to put 1t togetber agan. Or there is
the natural and interesting progression, on the fa.rt of any
f{hﬂd behmd[ whose back ﬂ:c?e xro‘n‘gatgs of ‘Da\V‘SD?'S
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cen by the percipient reader, for a most admirable
g;r;(lzll)lol-—e\?;n zmpearll;r rehearsal of a Comedy entitled
“’How to Learn to Be a Man, or The World as a Prancing
Ground.” . . . . . S

But with Peter, if you take him from that first asking
Mrs. Trussit (swinging his short legs {rom the table and
diving into the mixed biscuit tin), “Is it, Mrs. Trussit,
like David Copperfield 2'' . . . to his meeting of her again,
he still rather short-legged but no longer canng over muc,h
for mixed biscuits, in his sixteenth year, with Dawson’s
over and done with—* No, Mrs. Trussit, not in the least
Yike,” and grimly said in addition; the changes, altera-
tions and general growing-up Development may be said
1o be inside him rather than out, and there they are vital
enough.

W{gth those three and a half years it is a case of Things
sticking out, like hillocks in a flat country, and it is retro-
spection rather than impressions at the time that show
what mattered and what did not. But, on the whole, the
vital things at Dawson’s are pretty plain to the eye and
must be squeezed into a chapter as best they can.

v Treliss, as it appeared in the holidays, scemed to Peter
to change very little. His relations with his father were
curiously passive during this time, and suggested, in their
hint of future developments, something ominous and un-
easy. They scarcely ever spoke to one another, and it was
Peter’s object to avoid the house as often as possible, but
in his father's silence now (Peter himself being older and
intuitively sharper as to the reason of things) he saw active
dislike, and even, at times, a suggested fear. Outwardly
they—his father, his grandfather, his aunt, Mrs. Trussit—

had changed not at all ; his grandfather the same old crea-
ture of grey hairs and cushions and rugs, his father broad
and square and white in the face with his black hair care-
fully brushed, his aunt witb her mittens and trembling
hands and silly voice, Mrs. Trussit with her black silk
gown and stout prosperous face—Oh | they were all there,
but he fancied—and this might easily be imagination—
that they, like the portraits of the Westcotts about the
walls, watched him, as he grew, knowing that ever, as the
months passed, the day came nearer when father and son
must come to terms. And beyond this he had, even at
this early time, a consciousnéss that it was round his
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mother’s room that the whale matter hung—his mother
whosmn he saw once or twice a week for a very little time
in the morming, when that old terror of the white silent
room would creep upon lum and hold him tongue-tied.

. And yet, with 1t all, he knew, as every holiday came,
more clearly, that again and again they, s mother and
himself, were on the verge of speech or action. He could
see it 1 her eyes, her beautiful grey eyes that moved mm
so cunously. There were days when he was on the edge
of a rush of questions, and then something held lum back—
perhaps the unconscious certainty that his mother’s answers
would precipitate his relations with bis father—and he was
myt., as yet, ready

sud nothing—mught have found an outlet in Stephen’s
company, but here again there was no cheerful chronicle
Each holiday showed Peter less of Stephen than the last
had done, and he was afraid to ask umself why this was
Parhnne fn vontibe hin ded b Toown v Just nd mmes Smbi fon e m

was even stronger than it had been, But Stephen had
thanped, not, Peter knew, 1n any affection towards hum-
sif, %ut in his own habits and person  Burstead—Hus old

eihad dakam o fammn PO bt b

snamure  ta A
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is eves wild and bloodshot, and once Peter had ven-
%\?gec}l) li;yto Stephen’s farm, and had climbed the. stairs
and had opened the door and had seen Stephen (although
it was early cvening) sitting all naked on his bed, yery
drunk and shouting wildly—and he had not. rqcogmzed
Peter. But the boy knew when he met him again, sober
this time, by the sad look in his eyes, that Stephen must .
go his way alone now, icad him where it would. . . . A boy
of fifteen conld not help. .

And so those holidays were more and more lonely as
the days passed, and Peter’s heart was very heavy. He did
not go often to The Bending Mule now because Stephen
was not there., He went once or twice to Zachary Tan's
shop, but he did not sce Mr. Zanti again nor any one who
spoke of London. He had not, however, forgotten Mr,
Zanti’s talk of looking-plasses. As he grew and his mind
distinguished more clearly between fact and fancy, he saw
that it was foolish to suppose that one saw anything
in looking-glasses but the immediate view. Tables and
chairs, walls and windows, dust and fire-places, there
was the furniture of a looking-glass. Nevertheless during

+his first year at school he had, on occasions, climbed to
his dormitory, seen that he was alone and then gazed into

~his glass and thought of London . . . London in his young
brain being a place of romantic fog, pantomime, oranges,
fat, chivalrous old gentlemen, Queen Victoria, and Punch
and Judy. Nothing had happened-—of course nothing had
happened-—it was only very cold and unpleasant up there
all alone, and, at the énd of it, a silly thing to do,

And then one night something did happen. He woke
suddenly and heard, in the distance beyond the deep breath-
ing of twenty-four sleepers, a clock strike three, ¢ turned
and lay on his back; he was very sleepy and he did not
know why he had wakened. The long bigh room was
dark, but directly opposite him, beyond the end of his bed,
the light seemed to shine {ull on to the face of his Jooking-
glass.  As he sat up in bed and looked at it it secmed o
stand out like a sheet of silver, V

_He gripped the sides of the bed and stared. He rubbed
his eyes. He could see no reflection in the glass at all
but only this shining expanse, and then, as he looked at it,
that too seemed to pass away, and in its place, at first con-
fusedly, like smoke across the face of the glass, and then
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sciling into shape and form, there appeared the interior
of a room—a small Lo‘v-rzcifed (}qu room There was a

Ay e il 4 1eanl we nn tho Anne

VIVIU Wag 1T ThAt 11 the MOrnyg L 1emeinbered tue lace
at the window and knew that he would recognize 1t agan
if be saw it.

n

But out of the three years there stand his relations with
ds and young Galleon, a symbol of so much Ihat was

50 young & boy, he hdd a satincal wony that showed um
the world very much 1n the hight that ke was alway:vaiter-
R el . B amty

. PR umour,
- ' t there

. . 7ays be
rough, he would never be elegant, and afterwards, in hfe,
Cards' did not suppose that he would see very much of
Peter, their lives would be along different paths; but
tow, more genumnely perhaps than ever agamn, ds was
to admure that honest bedrock of feeling, of sentiment, of
‘n;lnc:sm, of love and anger, that gave Peter his immense

ue,

.. There is a fellow here,” wrote Cards to s mother,
whom 1 Like very much. He's got & most awful lot of
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1 his eyes wild and bloodshot, and once Peter had ven-
ed up to Stephen’s farm, and had climbed the stairs
4 had opened the door and had seen Stephen (although
was early evening) sitting all naked on his bed, very
ank and shouting wildly—and he had not re_cogmzed
ter. But the boy knew when he met him again, sober
is time, by the sad look in his eyes, that Stephen. must
his way alone novw, lead him where it would. . . . Aboy

fifteen could not help. i

And so those holidays were more and more lonely as

e days passed, and Peter’s heart was very heavy. He did

it go often to The Bending Mule now because Stephen

as not there. He went once or twice to Zachary Tan's
iop, but he did not see Mr. Zanti again nor any one who
yoke of London. He had not, however, forgotten Mr.
anti’s talk of looking-glasses. As he grew and his mind
istinguished more clearly between fact and fancy, he saw
1zt i1t was foolish to suppose that one saw anything

1 looking-glasses but the immediate view. Tables and

aairs, walls and windows, dust and fire-places, there

‘as the furniture of a looking-glass. Nevertheless during

is first year at school he had, on occasions, climbed to
is dormitory, seen that he was alone and then gazed into
hds glass and thought of London . . . London in his young
brain being a place of romantic fog, pantomime, oranges,
fat, chivalrous old gentlemen, Queen Victoria, and Punch
and Judy. Nothing had happened—of course nothing had
happened—it was only very cold and unpleasant up there
&l alone, and, at the énd of it, a silly thing to do.

And then one night something did happen. He woke
suddenly and heard, in the distance beyond the deep breath-
ing of twenty-four sleepers, a clock strile three. e turned
and lay on his back ;” he was very sleepy and he did not
know why he had wakened., The long high room was
dark, but directly opposite him, beyond the end of his bed,
the light seemed to shine full on to the face of his looking-
glass, As he sat up in bed and looked at it it seemed to
stand out like a sheet of silver.

_He gripped the sides of the bed and stared. He rubbed
his eyes. He conld see no reflection in the glass at all
but only this shining expanse, and then, as he looked at it,
that too seemed to-pass away, and in its place, at first con-
fusedly, like smoke across the face of the glass, and then
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sotling into shape and form, there appeared the interior
of a room—a small [ow-roofed dark soom There was a
larye fire bumning, and 1n front of it, kneeling on the floor,
vnr& their backs to Peter, were two men, and they were
thrsting papers into the fire. The glass seemed to stretch
and sroaden out so that the whole of the room was visible,
and suddenly Peter saw a little window high mn the top of
the wall, and behind that window was a face that watched
the two men, .

b B T |

ne . .

YIVID Was 1t THAL Lt LHE Mavludng asc s vesese '
at the window and knew that he would recognize 1t again
if he saw it,

"
There is a fellow here,” wr

. e, ote Cards to hs

whom 1 like very much,  He's got a most awfulln ?;? e;;
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stufl in him although he d(_)csn‘t sa "much, and he Im‘is
Jike nothing on carth sometimes. He's very good at foat-
ball, although he's only been here o year. His name 15
Westcolt—VPeter Westeott, I expeet 1'lL bring him. tack

¢ holiday.” .
OnButo, of }coursc, he never did.  Peter, when it came to
actnality, wouldn’t look right at home. It was during
Peter’s second year that these things were happening, and,
all this time, Peter was climbing slowly to a very real
popularity. Cards was leaving at the end of this second
year—had he stayed until the end of the third his super-
ficialities would have been most severcly tested.

To him Peter gave all that whole-hearted love and
devotion that only Stephen had known before. e gave
it with a very considerable sense of humour and with no
sentiment at all, e saw Cards quite clearly, he watched
his poses and his claburate pretences, and he laughed at
him sometimes and called him names.

Cards’ pride was, on several vccasions, distinctly hurt
by this laughter, but his certain conviction of his own supe-
riority always comforted hum.  Nor was Peter ever senti-
mental in his attitude.  He never told Cards that he cared

-~ for him, and he even hung back a little when Cards was in
- b8 demonstrative mood and wanted to be told that he was
0 S M vonderful””  Cards sometimes wondered whether Peter
 cared for him at all, and whether he wasn’t really fonder
of that ” stupid ass Galleon " who never had a word to
say for himseclf. Peter's grey eyes would have told Cards
a great deal if he had cared to examine them, but he did
not know anything about eyes. Peter noticed, a little
against his will, that as he advanced up the school so Cards
cared increasingly about him. He grasped this discovery
philosophically ; “after all, there were many fellows who
took their colour from the world’s opinion, and it was
natural enough that they should. He himself regarded
his growing Cf)opuhmty as a thing of no importance what-
ever ; it did not touch him anywhere at all because he
dcspxsﬁd and hated the place.” ** When the time does
come,” he said once to Cards, * and one is allowed to do
things, I’ stop a lot of this filth.”” -
“ Youw'll have your work cut out,” Cards told him.

* What does it all matter to us? Let ’ v 3
they’ll only hate you.” e wallow—and
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iCards added this because he knew that Peter had a
¢erious passion for being Iiked  Cards wanted to be
admured, but to be liked I'. ., what was the gain ? But
that second year was, 1n spite of 1t all, the best time that
Peter had ever had, There was warmth of 2 kind  their
ilpp.-eamon of um He was only fifteen and small for

¢ *ngs,
hae f tan%:se
P He

w, - r was
stiff and short, rather shaggy eye-brows, a square jaw, his
short legs rather far apart, a broad back and thick strong

arms

Now that Stephen had shpped so sadly wnto the back-
ground he bult up s bfe about Cards ™ He put every-
thing tnto that room-—not the old room that had held
Stephen, but a m : : M
brlhance from tr ' . '
honour that was
and think about
him, of the na
that ke would

And then, as that summer term, at the end of the second
year, wore on the pain of Cards’ departure grew daly more
ternble  He didn’t know, as the days advanced, how he
wouig be able to bear that place without Cards There
would o ¢ v 5 ¢ EVEH o
the im.
never "
beaj . i [ -
Captain of the Football and a Momtor . . | ev hing
would be terribly bard, Of course there was old Bobby
Galleon, who was a very good chap and really fond of

mental.” He used to ask Peter whether ke liked him—
whether he would miss him if he died—and he used to tell
Peter that he would very gladly dse for him. There were
things that one didn't—if one kad seli-respect—say.
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That year the summer was of a blazing heat. Every
morning saw a sky of steely blue, the corn stood like-a
golden band about the hills, and little clouds like the softest
feathers were blown by the gods about the world, A mist
clung about the distant hills and clothed them in purple-
grey. As the term drew to its close Peter felt that the
world was a prison of coloured steel, and that Dawson’s
was a true Hell . . . he would escape from it with Cards.
And then when he saw that such an escape would be running
away and a confession of defeat—he turned back and held
his will in command.

Cards looked upon his approaching departure as a great
deliverance. He was to be a man immediately ; not-for
him that absurdly dilatory condition of pimples and hobble-
dehoy boots that mark a transition period. Dawson’s
had been the most insignificant sojourn in the tent of the
enemy, and the world, it was implied, had lamented his
enforced absence. But, as the end of term flung its shadows
in front of it in the {orm of examinations, and that especial
quality of excited expectancy hovering about the corridors,
Cards felt, for the first time in his existence, a genuine

_emotion. He minded, curiously, leaving Peter. He felt,
“:although in this he wrongly anticipated the pods, that he
, would never see him again, and he calculated perhaps at
*‘the little piece of real affection and friendship that stood
out from the Continental Tour that he wished Life to be,
like a palm tree on the limitless desert. And vyet it was
characteristic of them both that on the last day, when,
seated under a hedge at the top of the playing fields, the
i;:;\i?iol b‘?lik}ixmgts z‘:hgrey xpést beéolx)v them and the air tensely
with heat, they said good-bye to one i S

Cards who found allythe wgrds. Y another, it wa

Peter had nothing to say at all; he only clutched at
tufts of grass, lugged them from the earth and flung them
befPre him. But Cards, as usual, rose to the occasion.

You know, Peter, it’s been most splendid knowing
you here. 1 don’t think I'd ever have got through Daw-
son’s if it hadn’t been for you. It’s a hell of a place and
I suppose if the mater hadn’t been abroad so much I should
never have stayed on. But it’s no use making a fuss.

Besides, it’s only for a little while~—o i
all about it in a’year’s time.” e will have orgotten

Peter smiled. " You will, I shan't.”’
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“Why, of course you will And you must come and
stay with us often "My mother’s most awfully anxious
to fmow you Won't 1t be 5Eiend1d gomng out to join her
1 Italy 2° It'll be a bit hot this time of year I expect

Peter scemed to struggle with hig words "1 say—
Cards—you won't—altogether—forget me ? "

* Forget you! Why, good Lord, I'll be always wnting
I'll bave such lots to tell you I've pever hked any one in
atl niy‘hle (this said with a great sense of age) os I've Iked

d up and jumbled 1n s coat. Peter always
e L S NS AR T YT

bis pochet, and Peter took 1t wwithout a word ~ It was a
silver mateh-box with ' Peter Westcatt from his friend
dillac,’” and the month and the year printed on it

“ Thanks most awfully,” Peter said gruffiy. * Jolly
decent of you Good-bye, old man "'

They shook hands and avoided each other's eyes, and
Cardillac had a sudden desire to fung the Grand Tour and
the rest of it to the dogs and to come back for another
year to Dawson’s,
m’;“’eu, I must get back, got to be in hbrary at four,” he

“I'm going to stop here a hit,” said Peter

He watched Cards walk slowly down the hill, and then he
flung himself on lus face and pursued with a vacant eye the
efforts of an ant to chmb a swaying blade of grass .. he
was there for a long tume.

1t

And 5o he entered 1nto lus third year at Dawson’s with
a dogy]vcd deternunation to get through wrth it as well as
fos‘xb e and not to muss Cards more than he could help.

1e did, as an actual fact, miss Cards ternbly  There were
%0 many places, so many things that were connected with
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i und, as a kind of reward, that Bobby Galleon
2};;’ 1131%2;1 ?:éoa jriend than before. Now that Cards ]p.d
departed Galleon came a little aut of his shell. He an!._:m-
pated, obviously with very considerable enjoyment, ‘ﬁnat
year when he would have Peter all to himself. Bobby
Galleon’s virtue was, at any rate, that one was not con-
scious of him, and during the time of Peter’s popularity he
was useful without being in the very least evident. When
that year was over and he had seen the last shining twinkle
of Cards’ charms and fascinations he looked at Peter a
little wistfully, ** Peter, old man, next year will be top-
ping . - .”* and Peter, the pleasant warmth of popularity
about him, felt that there was a great deal to be said for
Galleon after all.

But with the first week of that third year trouble began.
Things lifted between the terms into so difierent an air;
at the end of the summer with Peter’s authority in prospect
and his splendid popularity (confined by no jailer-like in-
sistence on rules) around him that immediate year seemed
simple enough. But in the holidays that preceded the

.avtumn term something had occurred ; Peter returned in

‘the mists and damp oi September with every eye upon

~him. Although only fifteen and a half he was a Monitor

and Captain of the Football . . . far too yvoung for both
these posts, with fellows of a great size and a greater age
in the school, but Barbour (his nose providing, daily, a
more lively guide to his festal evenings) was seized by
Peter’s silence and imperturbability in the midst of danger.
* That kid's got guts ™ (this a vinous confidence amongst
iriends) “ and will pull the place up—gettin' a bit slack,
ver know——Young ? Lord bless ver, no—wonderful for his
age and Captain of the Football—that's always popular.”
So upon Peter the burden of * pulling things up’’ de
scended. How far Cards might have helped him her
it is difficult to say. Cards had, in his apparently casur
contempt of that school world, a remarkably competer
sense of the direction in which straws were blowing.,  Th
most certainly Peter had not, being inclined, at-this sta:
of things, to go straight for the thing that he saw and
leave the outskirts of the subject to look after themselv
And here Bobby Galleon was of no nse to him, being
blundering and near-sighted and simple as a boy could ve
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. welbe  Moreover bxs tmphoxt trust m the perfection of
tha hero, Peter, did mot befp clanty of usion  He was
rever anare of the causes of thangs and ouly dumly noticed
eZzzts, but he was uniachingte tuthful
*Tte pnmrose path * was, of course, open to Deter
He was popular enough. at the begmming of that Autumn
. ferm, to do anythuog, and, kad he followed the * closed.
. ey pohicy of hus predevessor, smiling Ylt\\san(l\' n\rau
afl enme and even gently wath hus own aut hortty ** lending
y akand/ all would have been well.  There were bovs with
. stazpely umple parmes, stmple for such crimmals—Rarton,
- Jmard, Watson, West, Underbell—who were oldsestabe
¢ Ebrdhands at thewr own speaal games, and they \aw no
¢ Trawstallfor disturbance. ** Young Westcott botter
, Ut come meddlmg here.* they muttered darhly. having

.\ dsoeroed dlready a tendency on us part to show disape
< ol Nothing Rappened” during the hirst fenmi—no
' Cgete incident—but Peter had stepped, by the end of
:,; ®, fom an exultant populanty to an actual distrust and
" l*;?.aon The football season hadt not been very successful,
o} 24 Prter hud not ke graces and charm of a leader. e
;af Smsted the revelation of enthustasmt becatiso he was
3

Y "-T;'ell 50 enthusiastic, and fus silence was mistahen Yor

i ubloss e hated the cnmmals with the simplo tmes

hf: @4 showed them that he hated them, and they in their

e; % sllully and with some very gownne humour, per

1} T4ded the school that he cut a very poor figuro,

iny oMU absurd concert that closed the Autumn term

m .

by

™ .

:;um:rmsm 50 hughly he almost wished that ho were alto-
Nothag . ¢ Bobby only accentuated things,

Chng 2 10 £o home: to-—nathng to come back to. The

w28 holidays oner, he returned to the Enster term
Tt oh &ger determunation to improve matters. .

s Sevahity that he lacked - ho hnew that that was

k“nmn ¥ith fum, and he felt o kind of despair gb:;:ih

Gtk strmed £ roturn at tho end of ever= "GRE

1 e e 2l With that old conviction in hiet 1{ ¢

et} h’:{“" to get through the world was 't »

e to'the wall and say nothing « - +
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s who thought him o pleasant last year, thpug‘!\t
{fi?:‘;ﬂézw\}nt no Irgtgcr, well, i)?cn he must put up with it.
He had not changed—ihere he was, as ever.

Tut the Easter term was a chronicle of mistakes. He
could not be genial to people who defied and mocked him ;
he found, dangerously, that they could all be afraid of hum.
\When bis face was white and bis voice very quiet ':md his
whole body fense like a bow, then they fearcd him-—the
higgest and strongest of those criminals obeyed. He was
sixteen now and he conld when he liked rule them all, and
gradunlly, as the term advanced, hie used his strength more
and more and was more and more alone,  Days would come
when he would hate his lonchness and would rush out of
it with {friendly advances, and always he would be beaten
back into his reserve again. Had only Cards been there |
. .. but what side would Cards have taken? Perhaps
Peter was fortunate in that the test was not demanded.
Poor Bobby simply did not understand it at all. Peter i
the most splendid fellow in the world ! What were they
all up to? But that point of view did not help matters.
No other momtor spoke to Peter now if he could help it,

_and even the masters, judging that where there was smolie

“ there must be fire, passed mm coldly, That Easter term,

- in the late winds and rains of March, closed hideously.

»"The Easter holidays, although perhaps he did not realize
it, were a deliberate backing for the ordeal that was, he
knew, to come,

He faced it on his return almost humorously, prepared,
with a self-consciousness that was unusual in him, for all
the worst things, and it is truc enough that they were as
bad as they could be. Bobby Galleon shared in it all, of
course, but he had never been a popular person and he did
not miss anything so long as there was Peter. Once he
said, as Cards had said before ;

“Leave 'om alone, Peter. After all, we can't do any-
thing. They’re t00 many for us, and, most important
thing of all, they aren't worth it."

" Not much,” said Peter, * things have got to be different.”

_Things were not different. They were too many for
him, but he struggled on. The more open bullying he
stopped, and there were other things that he drove into
dark corners. But they remained there—in those comers.
There were so many dark places at Dawson’s, and it began
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tu. get on his brain so that be heard whispers and suspicions
and marked the trail of the beast at every nmunute of the
day. He could find nothing now 1 the open—they were

grew and he felf that there were plots mn the air. He was
obeyed, Ellershaw and some of the others were politer
than they had ever been, and for many weeks now there
had been no disturbance—then suddenly the storm broke.

One hot afterncon he was sitting m lus study alone,
trymg to read. Things seemed to hum that day at therr
very worst, there was no place to which he might turn,
People were playing crcket beyond hus window. Some
ﬂ&guzled on his window panme, the sunlight was golden
about his room, and hittle ladders of dust twisted and curved
against the glare—the house was very still. Then sud-
denly from a neighbouring study there were sounds. At
first they did not penetrate fus day dream, then th
caught his ear and he put lus book down and Lstened.
The sounds were muffled : there was langhter and then
some one cried out.

He knew that it was Jerrard's study, and he hated
Jerrard more than any one in the school  The fellow was
s o " N ddle fourth, but the
- - ' he hated um. He

- . The passage was

N , . * was no sound save
some one shouting down in the cricket field and the buzzing
of the fly on the pane. Then he heard voices from behind

Jerrard—don't give me any more—please

5 ere | say—hold his mouth open, that's nght, pour
it down, We'll have him singing sn 2 moment.”

" Oh I say—" there were sounds of a struggle and then
tilence again, At last there began the most horrible
huthm- that Peter had ever known ; weak, silly, pigghing,
aad hittle excited cries,

Then Jerrard’s voice : * There, that will do; he's metry
enough now.”
Peter waited for no more, but strode across the p: r\
A

N
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d Bung open the door. Some chairs were overtumgd;
ﬁrrarg gndpa friend, hearing the door open, had turiled

round. Leaning against the table, very flushed, his eyes -

shining, his hair covered with dust, waving his arms and
singing in a quavering voice, Was a small boy, very drunk.
A glass and a whisky bottle were an the table. .

“You damned hound!" Peter was trembling from
head to foot. “ You shall get kicked out for thist{ ™

Peter closed the door quietly behind him, and went
back to his study. Here at last was the moment for which
he had been waiting. Jerrard should be expelled if be,
Peter, died in the attempt. Jerrard was the school’s best
bowler ; he was immensely popular . . . it would, indeed,
be a matter of life and death. On that same evening he
called a meeting of the Monitors; they were bound to
meet if one of their number had anything of sufficient
importance to declare, but they came reluctantly and
showed Peter that they resented his action. When they
heard what Peter had to say their attitude was even more
mutinous. Jerrard, the school’'s best bowler, was their

_one thought. The end of the term was at hand, and the -

“great match of the year against Radford, a neighbouring
- school, approached. = Without Jerrard Dawson’s would be
hopelessly defeated. If Barbour heard of the incident
Jerrard would be expelled ; Barbour might be reluctant to
act, but act he must. They were not, by an absurd and
ancient rule, allowed to punish any grave offence without
reporting it to the head-master. If, therefore, they took
any action at all, it must be reported, Jerrard would be
expelled, a boon companion and the great cricket match of
the year would be lost. And all this through that inter-
fering prig of a Westcott! Any ordinary fellow would
have shut his eyes to the whole affair, After all what is
there to make a fuss about in having a rag with a kid ?
What are kids for ? Thus the conclave sourly regarding
Peter who watched them in turn, and sat sternly, omi-
pously militant. They approached him with courtesy;
Ellershaw showed him what this might mean to the school
were it persisted in. After all, Jerrard was, in all prob-
ability, sorry enough . . . it was a rotten thing to do—he
should apologise to them. No, Peter would have none of
it, they must act; it must be reported to the head.  He
would, if necessary, report it himse ;

LR

-
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spirit of exultation came upon him again. Ah! it was
worth while, this battle ! )

They made way in silence as he passed quietly to the
other end of the gymnasium and stood, a little above
them, on the steps that led to the gallery. He started the
roll-call with the head of the school and the sixth form .
there was no answer to any name; only perfect silence
and every eye fixed upon him. For a wild moment he .
wished to burst out upon them, to crash their heads to-
gether, to hurt—then his self-control returned. Very
quictly and clearly he read through the school list, a faint
smile on his lips. ~ Bobby Galleon was the only boy, out of
three hundred, who answered.

‘When he had finished he called out, as was the custom,
‘“ Roll is over,” then, for a brief instant, with the list in
his hand, smiling, he faced them all. Every eye was upon
him—Ellershaw, West, Barton smiling a little, some faces
nervous, some excited, all bitterly, intensely hostile . . .
and he must return next year !

He came down from the steps and walked very slowly to
the door, and then as his fingers touched the handle tIYnere
was a sound--a whisper, very soft and then louder; it
grew about his ear hke a shout . .., the whole school,
motionless as before, was hissing him.

There was no word spok
behind hiw rd spoken, and he closed the door

v

That same night he walked, before chapel, with Bobb

;:1% ;;t\lrl; Egﬁ,h of the playing ficlds. b'Ihe niglgt was dark ang
, no moon nor stars—but i

that\;c\?xﬁched o moon o ut there was a cool wind

*“ Well, I've been a pretty good failure, Bobby. You've
stuck to me like a brick.” I shall never forg}::t it. ...
But you know, never in all my life have I been as happy
as I was this afternoon. The devils! I'll have 'em under
next year,"

* That" . . , .
explajn?ts not the way: Bobby tried timorously 1o

“Oh, yes, it is. . . . Anyhow it’s my way. I der
what there is about me that makes peoPKa hat}; me s‘;??
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“ People don’t

“Yes, they do At home, here—it’s all the same  I'm
always having to fight about something, always coming
up agamst things ™

“T suppose 1t's your destiny,” said Bobby. * You
nlmgl:av 1t’s to teach you pluck ™

“ t's what an old chng I knew 1n Cornwall said,
But why can’t I be let alonc > How I loved that bit Jast
year when the fellows hked me—only the decent things
never lasg,”

nght later,” Bobby answered, thmking
Fane mmethene fnie than the way Peter
*' he went on, “ you

standing up against

practice.  Nobody

. »d of dark, scented
earth into the ar and losing sight of 1t 13 the black wall
about him~—" Here’s to next year's battle )

|




CHAPTER VII
PRIDE OF LIFL

PeTER never saw Dawson’s again. When the summer
holidays had run some three weeks a letter arrived stating
quite simply and terscly that, owing to the non-payment
by evading parents of bills long overdue and to many other
depressing and unavoidable circumstances, Mr, Barbour
and that House of Cards, his school, had falien to picces.
There at any rate was an end 1o that disastrous accumu-
lation of brick and mortar, and the harm that, lving, it
had wrought upon the souls and bodics of its victims its
dying could not excuse. No tears were shed for Dawson's.

Peter, at the news, knew that now his battle never could
be won. That battle at any rate must be left bebind him
with his defeat written large upon the plain of it, and this
made in some unrealized way the penalty of the fufure
months harder to bear, He had, behind him, defeat.
Look at it as he might, he had been a failure at Dawson's—
he had not done the things that he had been put there to
do, and yet through {he disaster he knew ibat in so far
as he bad refused to bend to the storm so far there had
been victory ; of that at any rate he was sure.

So he turned resolutely from the past and faced the
fut'ure. It was as though suddenly Dawson’s had never
existed—a dream, a fantasy, a delifium—something that
had left no external things behind it and had only in the
cffect that it had worked upon himsclf spiritually made
its mark. He faced his House . .

Scaw House had scemed to him, during these last three
cars, mercly an interlude at Dawson’s.  There had been
urried holidays that had been spent in recovering from

”



SCAW HOUSE 03

and preparing for the term, and the House had scarcely,
and only very quetly, raised its head to disturb him,
He bad not been disturbed—he had had other thungs to
think about——and now he was very greatly disturbed
mdeed ; that was the first dufference that he consaiously
realized. The disturbance lay, of course, partly n the
presence of tus father and in'the sense that he had had
growing upon tum, during the last two years, that their
relationshup, the one to the other, would, suddenly, one
- ' They were approach-

. som whose walls were
. then body to body—

hate his father; s

. . t bate nught spring
up at any moment between them, and Peter, although he
was only sixteen, was no longer a ciuld  But the feelngy
of appret - o N . .
wider inf
had give
might be '
who follc
House,

uare, t . . .
Zqiz clean body. He did not awart the future with’ the
shaking candle of the suddenly awakened coward, but
Lather with the planted fect and the bared teeth of the

ulldog. . . .
He watched the faces of lus father, lus aunt, and Mrs,
Trussit. He ~ : T o E

father, the - :
denly cease e
eyes at the e

dark shadows of the long passages, the sharp note of some
banging door in a distant room, the wail of that endless
wind beyond the walls. He felt too that Mrs. Trussit and
his aunt were furtively watching him. He never v:xu%;
them m anything tangble, but he knew that, when
back was turned, their eyes followed him-——questioning,
wondening,
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last of all, tiny feet, of which he was inordinately prond
and with which, hke Agag, he always walked delicately.
He had a high falsetto voice, fingers that were always
picking, like eager hens, at the buttons on hus waistcoat
of the hittle waxed moustache above hus mouth, ai“d haw
M Pl PN M b st Sl

mo;'eover‘ 2 certain’ admiration for Peter's strength and
broad shoulders, and used sometimes in the muddle of the
mormng’s work to ask Peter how much he weighed, whether
he'd ever considered taking up pnze-fighting as a pro-
fesston, and how much he measured across the chest,

There werg two other youths, articled ke Peter, stupid
sons of honest Trehss householders, with high collars,
faces that shone with soap, and harr that ghstened with
o1, languid voices, and a perpetual fund of small talk
about the ladies of the town, moral and otherwise  Peter
did not like them and they did not like Peter One day,
because he was tired and unhappy, he knocked their hea
together, and they plotted to destroy lum, but they were
g;ralrl, and secrefly admuired what they called hus coarse

1ts.

The Summer stole awai and Automn crept into its
Ebce, and at the end of October something occurred.

mething suddenly happened at Scaw House that made
action imperative and filled Ius bramm all day so that
Aitchmson’s office and his work there was only a dream
and the people m 1t were shadows He had beard lus
mother erying from belund her closed door

He h:? been coming, on a wet autumnal aftemoon,
down the dark statrs from his attic, and suddenly at the
other end of the long§ Isassage there had been thss sound,
%0 sudden and so pitif comng upon that dreary stillness,

t he had stopped with his E:mds clenched and s
face white and his heart beating Iike a knock on a door.
Instantly all those many httle moments that be had had
1 that white room with that heavy-scented air crowded
Tn him, and he rcmembered the smile that she had

'ways given him and the way that her hair Jay so tragic-
ally about the pilow. He had always been frightened and
€ager to escape ; he felt suddenly 50 deenlv ashamed that
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Something must be done or he could not answer for his
contral. If he were not to return to Dawson’s, what then ?
It was his seventeenth birthday one hot day -towards
the end of August, and at breakfast his father, without
looking up from his paper, said : . ‘

* 1 have made arrangements for you with Mr. Aitchinson
to enter his office next week,  You'll have to work—yow've
been idling long enough.”

The windows were wide open, the lawn was burning in
the sun, bees carried the scent of the flowers with them
into the air that hung like shining metal about the carth, a
cart rattled as though it were a glant clattering his pleasure
at the day down the road. It was a wonderful day, and
somewhere streams were flowing under dark protecting
trees, and the grass was thick in cool hollows and the
woods were so dense that no blue sky reached the moss,
but only the softest twilight . . . and old Aitchinson, the
town's solicitor, with his nutcracker face, his snuffling nose,
his false teeth—and the tightly-closed office, the piles of
paper, the ink, the silly view irom the dusty windows of
Treliss High Strect—and life always in the future to be

. like that until he died,
>, But Peter showed no emotion.
' Very well, father—what davdoIgo?”
"’ Monday—nine o' clock.” o
,Nothing more was said. At any rate Aitchinson and
his red tape and his moral dust would fill the day—no
time then to dwell on these dark passages and Mrs. Trussit’s
frightened eyes and the startled jump of the marble clock
in the dining-room just before it struck the hour. .

11 v

And so for weeks it proved, Aitchinson demanded no -:
serious consideration, He was a hideous little man with .-
eyes like pins, shaggy cyebrows, a nose that swelled at the °
end and was pinched by the sharpest of pince-nez, cheeks | .
that hung white and loose except when he was hungry or ...
angry, and then they were tight and red, a little body -
rztlth?r dandily dressed with a flowered waistcoat, a white
stock, a skirted coat, and pepper-and-salt trousers—and :

3
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of all, tiny feet, of which he was inordinately proud
l:nsfl with '\Vhic’;l. like Agag, he always walked delicately.
He had a high falsetto voice, fingers that were always
picking, Iike eager hens, at the buttons on s waistcoat
or the Iittle waxed moustache above his mouth, and hair
D e WU X BEVOC R AP T v

moreover, a certain admration for Peter’s strength and
broad shoulders, and used sometimes 1n th.n:ldiﬂc 8‘.9‘”

!
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of, Janguid voices, and a perpetual fund of small talk
about the ladies of the town, moral and otherwise  Pcter
dd not Like them and they did not like Peter One day,
because he was tired and unhappy, he knocked their heads
together, and they plotted to destroy tum, but they were
%ir;id. and secrefly admired what they called his ‘coarse

s,

The Summer stole away and Autumn crept into ity
gloace, and at the end of October something occurred.

mething suddenly thg)cncd at Scaw House that made
action mperative and filled hus bram all day so that
Aitchinson’s office and his work there was only a dream
and the people in it were shadows He had heard hs
mather erying from behind her closed door .

He had been coming, on a wet autumnal afternoon,
down the dark starrs {from hus attic, and suddenly at the
other end of the lon, Yassagc there had been thrs sound,
%0 sudden and so pitiful comng upon that dreary stillness,

he had stopped with his hands clcncherX and his
fice white and his heart beating like a knock on a door.
Instantly all those manK little moments that he had had
m that white room with that heavy-scented air crowded
:w" him, ar;g he :im;:cmbered hathc:h smile that she had
ays given lum and the way that her hair lay so tragic-
ally about the pillow, He hag always been {n;zyhtcncd gnd
ager to escape; he felt suddenly so deeply ashamed that
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himself, and Stephen had never sent for him as he
would have done, Peter thought, :f he had wanted him,
Z\'crw the time had come when he could stand alone no
onger. . . .

He shpped away ome night after supper, leaving that
quiet room with his aunt playing Patience at the table,
s old grandfather mumbling m hus sleep, kis father ke
a stope, stanng at his paper but not, Peter was sore, read-
ing any of it.

Mrs® Trussit, silent before the fire i her room, his
aunt not seeing the cards that she laid upon the table,
his father not reading his paper—for what were they all
Istening ?

It was a fierce mght, and the wind roshed up the high
road as though it would tear Peter off his feet and fling
bum mto the sea, but he walked sturdily, no cap on his
hoad and tha s chranming thenmeh b hais | Groan oo

the turn of the road, and been blown by the wind into the
ditch and was almost dead with terror. At first at the
sizht of Peter the chdd bad coed aut, but at the touch of
his warm hand and at the sound of his laugh he had been
suddenly comforted, and trotted down the road with hs
hand in Peter’s and hus tears dned

Peter's way with the chuldren of the place was sharp
and entirely ‘lacking i sentiment—'* Little idiot, to fall
into the ditch like that-—not much of the man about you,
young Thomas.”

“1Isn't Thomas,” said the small boy with a chuckle,
“I be Jan Proteroe, and I beant afeart only gert beast
comel out of hedge down along with eyes and a ta—
gum1”

He would have told Peter 2 great deal more, but be was
suddenly frightened again by the dark hedges and began to
whimper, so Peter picked fum up and carmed hun to s
cottage at the end of the road, and kissed hum and pushed
him 1n at the hghted door. He was cheered by the Lttle
ncident and felt less lonely. At the thought of maling
mhen once more his fnend hus heart warmed. Stephen

been wanting hum, perhaps, all this time to come to
lum, but had been afraid that he might be interfering 1
4
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e asked him-—-and how glad they would be to sce one
another !

After all, they needed onc another. They had poth had

d times, they were poth loncly. and no distance ROT

circumsta.nccs could lessen that eatly pond that there had
been between them. Happier than he had beed for many
weeks, he struck off the road and started across the fields
stumbing over the sough oil, and phmg'mg sometimes into
ditches and pools of watet. The rain had begui to fall,
and the whisperin piss that it made as it struck the carth
drowned the more distant noise O the sed that solemnly
broke peyond the bending fields. Stephen’s farm stood
away from all other houses, and Peter a3 he presscd for-
ward seemed tO be leaving all civilization
was cold, and his poots were heavy with thick wet mud and
his hair was soaked.

Beyond the fields Was a wood through which he must

2SS pefore he yeached Stephcn's farm, and 28 the trees

i in driving

closed abo him and he hear er throug
the bare brah the world seemed 1O be full of hattering
noises The confl that he ad had 10 tephen’s ¢
cephio uddenty desert im, a serable
anhappiness ept abo¥ hi his wet, 1 world O

cin d ramn and bare naked & Like t cry
there s€ d t ¢ suddenly O through th ely
his moth r's voict appealing for helps he near
turned, nning .. Itwasa ard, 1 pla this wor
~_and all the Tittle ditches and hotlows of the ¥ ood were
runming Vv 1 brow, stealthy water.

Proke thr gh at last @ nd at th pottom of
the hill Step en's housts s hat ther cre No
lghts 10 the windows Tic stood e b £ the littie
il for ent and thou ht that he woul m back,

but it was raining now with great heavincss and the wind
at his back seemed 10 peat him c}own_thc hill. Suddenly

seized W1 h terro t the wood behind him, mbling
down ihe slope. ¥ gndid the § ¢d into the
-ard, unging great poo g of watcr and sceing 0

every side © the uncertain hap ¢ barns & 1

5 e
<o black in its unfriendliness, charing in the night’s rough
hosmiti".
He s outed Stcphcn,” but his yoice was drowned by
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wet gmss. L DA J0UULY WILL Lhe KDOCcKer un the ot
and called again ** Stephen.” The noise echoed through
the house and then the silence seemed to be redoubled.
Then Pushmg the great knocker, he found to his surexise
PO S skt i s i ab I St # 2

unenrtained square

e into the katchen, and here he found two
¢andles and lighted thern. Here also he found signs of life.
On the bare deal table was a half-fimshed meal-—a loaf of
bread, cheese, butter, an empty whisky bottle lying on its
side, Near these things there was a table, and on the floor,

de an overturned chaiy, there was a pun.  Peter picked
it up and saw that it was nnloaded. There was
tembly desolate about these things : the room was very
bare, a grandfather clock ticked solemnly it the corner,
there were a few plates and cups on the dresser, an old
calendar hung from a desty nail and, blown by the wind
from the cracked window, tip-tapped like a stealthy foot~
step agunst the wall. But Peter felt cunously certain
that Stephen was goizz to return; something held him n
s chair and he sat there, with his hands on the deal table,
faang the clock axngd kstemng,  The wind howled beyond
the house, the ramm lasked the panes, and snddenly—so
xudd;gly that his hears leapt to his mouth—there was 2

we ammal came up to B and looked up in hus eyes

and, very fantly, wegged his tal. Peter gave hum

:he br;d.suwhx:h the dog devonred, and then they both

NS t, wil 3 22, ¢

Pz%:,: knm;,n witbout mowving, the dog’s head bet“"::
® boy most have slept, because he woke suddenly,

Al the docks 3 1he howke setis mteigbt, and 5 0
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ailence the hous€ ceemed tO be full of clocks. They came
cunning dowh {he stars and vp and down the passages
and then, with & whirr and 3 clatter, ccased as instantly 2§
they had begun.

The houst was sitent :\gain—othc storm had dicd down—
and then the dog that had been sleeping suddenty Tasct

its head and barked. gpmewhere in the distance &
WS panged 10, and then Peter heard @ voict, & tremendov

1 stood, cnormous, with
his legs apatt, his eyces shining, blood coming from a cut
in his cheek, and in ont of his hands was o thick cudgel-
gtanding there in the doorway he might have peen somE
ancient Herenles, come mighty Achilles.

He saw Peter, ruco«mzcd fum, but continucd a kind of
frnumphal hymn (hat he was ingng.

a1lo, Mastef peter, 1've beat mm ! I've baucrcd his
bloody carcasst 1 cume along and 1 looked in at the

-wnedet and 1 saw tmd dl-treatin’ of 'er.

B 1 left the winder, broke the glass: 1 was down \\l}m\\
i, the dirty ‘ound, :'.nd"—v-\c\mr\xs\--“ Pve batiere ‘is
bloody carcass Praise be the Lord, I got '{im one petween
the eyes——

o Prase be 1 it lam gquare i the jaw and the
Linod came a-pouny’ out of his mouth and down e went,
and——

\C}mms) *Yve pattered 18 Ploody careass——"

Srhere she Was crym’ the corner of the room, my
lovely gith and there "¢ was blast 'is boncs with 'is "and
on her fovely rair, and—"

&Cimrus} @ fve battered 'is bloody careass.

. 71 pot 'im one on the peck and 1 gat im one betweed
is Invely eyes and 1 pot im one on 'is lovely nogs, an ‘e
went down straight afore me, and-—" i

{Chorut) itve battered ‘I8 Plondy earcass [

fl‘vh:r“ pnew that it must b Mr. Samucl Purstead 1o

m Stephen VRS refernng, and he oo, &3 he tistened,

o suddenty Gled with @ SoTEO of glory and exultation
flere adter A1 was a way out of 2l trouble, all 1his half-

coeit, h:\\(-’xm:\g\md eryor of the past weeks,  1iere tex
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was an end to all Stephen’s morbid condition, sitting alone
by hmself, drnlung, seemg no one—now that he’d got
Burstead between the eyes life would be a vigorous, decent
thing once more.

Stephen stopped s hymn and came and put us arm
round Peter's neck. ** Well, boy, to think of you comimng
round this evening, All these months I've been sittin’
*ere thinking of you—but I've been in a nasty, black state,
Master Peter, doing nothing but just brood And the
dewil’s got thicker and thicker about me, and I was just
going off my head thinkang of my gurl in the ‘ands of
that l?ca.st up along. At last to-mght I suddcnlyr says,
bt A% hatt <N aays,

ys ' a¥x!d

ang start dom somettung axerent’ Up 1 got, and T
caught hold of this stick here and out up along I walked.
Sure enough there 'e was, through the winder, bullyn’ her
and she crying. So I just jumped through the winder and
was up on to ‘tm  Lord, you should ‘ave seen ‘un jump

** Fair fight, Sam Burstead,' 1 says,

“* Yer bloody pirate | * says’e

** ¢ Prrate, 15 1t 7 * says 1, landing lum one—and at that
first feel of m d along 0" “1s cheek all these devils that
I've been sufferin’ from just turned tail and fled.

“Lord, I mive it 'im ! Lord, I give it ’im !

“ He's hving, I reckon, but that’s about all 'e 1s dong
And then, without a word to ‘er, I come away, and here
1 am, a frce man . . and to-morrer marming I go out
0 tramp the world a bit—and to come back one day when
she wants me.””

And then in Peter there suddenly leapt to hife 3 sensc of
battle, of glorious combat and conflict

As he stood there 1n the bare katchen—he and Stephen
there under the hight of the jumping candle—with the
rain beating on the panes, the trees of the wood bending
to the wind, he was seized, exalted, transformed with a
sir;s? of the vigour, the adventure, the surpnsing energy
of ife.

‘. Stephen! Stephen 1 he cried. * It's glorious! B
Gol| Twish Id haen there  * i v
Stephen caught lum by the arm and held hm'z‘:”l The old

T

dog came from under the table and wagged his






CHAPTER VIII

PETER AND HIS MOTHER

stnking his face, that Jast mght he had been brought into
touch with a wvigour that challenged all the nusts and
vapours by which he had felt lumself surrounded. That
was the way that now he would face them
Looking back afterwards, he was to see that that even-
ing with Stephen flung bim on to all the events that so
mg:dly followed.
loreover, above all the sensation of the evening there
was also a triumphant recogmtion of the fact that Stephen
had now been restored to tum  He mught never see him
again, but they were friends once more, ke could not be
lonely now as he had been . .
And then, comung out of the town imto the dark street
and $ha ehaclishs Wa #hawaht thot ha roramizad » caugre
rcall
0P,
. " " b ailio
Zanti. , . .

pid

It scemed to Peter that now at Scaw House the sense
of expectation that bad been with them all during the Jast
13
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for weeks and weeks—lulling your mother, that’s what my
son's been doing . . . fnghtening her to death. . . , He's
cruel, my son I had the Devil once, and now he's got
hold of me and that’s why I'm here. Mind you, boy,”
Pe At vty T S wli it SN P St A
Westcotts | . . . Oh! my pamns] Oh! my pams!..".
Oh1 I'm a poor old man |—poor old man ! ”

His head sunk beneath the cushions again and s mut-
tering died away like a kettle when the hd has been put
on toit.

Peter had been kneehng so as to catch hus grandfather’s
words. Now be drew himself up and with frowning brows
faced the room. Had he but known it he was at that
moment exactly ke s father,

He went slowly up to his attic

His lttle book-case had gained in the last two years
—there were now threc of Henry Galleon’s novels there—
Bobby had given lum one, Henry Lessingham, shinmg
bravely in its red and gold, he had bought another, The
Dotens, second-hand, and 1t was rather tattered and well
thumbed, Another, The Roads, was a shiling paper
copy. He had read these three again and agam until he
knew them by heart, almost word by word. He took
down Henvy Lessingham now and opened it at a page
that was tumed down, It 1s Book 1I1, chapter vi, and
there 1s thus passage :

“ But, concerning the Traveller who‘ would ?ntcr the
w s i N RPN . :

agony of lacking them. But at the ¢nd there 15 a Land
of 1ce and snow that few travellers have compassed, and
that is the Land of Knowing What One Hath Missed . . .
Thbe Bird was 1n the hand and onec let 1t go . . . that 1
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weeks was charged with suspense—at supper that night his
aunt burst suddenly into tears and left the room. Shortly
afterwards his father also, without a word, got up from
the table and went upstairs. . . .

Peter was left alone with his grandfather. The old
man, sunk beneath his pile of cushions, his brown skinny
hand clenching and unclenching above the rugs, was mutter-
ing to himself. In Peter himself, as he stood there by the
fire, looking down on the old man, there was tremendous
pity. He had never felt so tenderly towards his grand-
father before; it was, perhaps, because he had himself
grown up all in a day. Last night had proved that one
was grown up indeed, although one was but seventeen. But
it proved to him still more that the time had come for
him to deal with the situation all about him, to discover
the thing that was occupying them all so deeply.

Peter bent down to the cushions.

* Grandifather, what’'s the matter with the house ¢’

He could hear, faintly, beneath the rugs, something
about " hell ” and * fire”” and ** poor old man.”

' Grandfather, what’s the matter with the house ?’’
but still only “ Poor old man . .. poor old man . . .
nobody loves him . . . nobody loves him . . . to hell with
the lot of ’em . . . let 'em grizzle in hell fire . . . oh!
such nasty pains for a poor old man.”’ :

* Grandfather, what's the matter with the house ?

The old brown hand suddenly stopped clenching and un-
clenching, and out from the cushions the old brown head
with its few hairs and its parchment face poked like a
withered jack-in-the-box.

** Hullo, boy, you here ?

 Grandfather, what's the matter with the house ? ”

. '{nl}e old man’s fingers, sharp like pins, drew Peter close
o him.

*“ Boy, I'm terribly frightened. I’ve been having such
dreams. I thought I was dead—in a coffin . . *

But Peter whispered in his ear :

** Grandfather—tell me—what’s the matter with -every
one here 7

The old man’s eyes were suddenly sharp, like needles.

“ Ah, he wants to know that, does he? He’s found
out something at last, has he? I know what they were
about. They've been at it in here, boy, too. Oh, yes!
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or weeks and weeks—killing your mother, that's what my
on's been doing . . . fnghtening her to death. . . . He's
gel, my son I had the Devi once, and now he’s got
0ld of me and that’s why I'm here. Mind you, boy,”

o " . ' L
n to it

Peter had been kneeling so as to catch his grandfather’s
words. Now he drew himself Bﬁ:ﬂd with frownng brows
faced the room Had he but known it he was at that
moment exactly like his father,

He went slowly up to s attic,

His Lttle book-case had gained in the last two years
—there were now three of Henry Galleon’s novels there—
Bobby had given him one, Henry Lesssnghanm, shimng
bravely in 1ts red and gold ; he had bought ancther, The
Downs, second-hand, and 1t was rather tattered and well
thumbed. Another, The Roads, was a shillng paper
copy. He had read these three again and agawn until he
knew them by heart, almost word by word. He took
down Henry Lessingham mow and opened 1t at a page
that was tamed down. It 1s Book 1II, chapter vi, and
there 15 this passage :

** But, col

Flneen €

ming the Traveller who would enter the
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hardest apony of all the journey .. . but if these lands
%)};eeni;untergd gnd surpassed then doth the Traveller at
length possess his soul and is master of it . . . this is the
Meaning and Purpose of Life.” .

Peter read on through those pages where Lessingham,

" having found these words in some old book, takes courage

after his many misadventures and starts again life—an

old man, seventy years of age, but full of hope . . . and

then there is his wonderful death in the Plague City, closing
it all like a Triumph.

The night bad come down upon the house. Over the
moor some twinkling lighy broke the black darkness and
his candle blew in the wind. Everything was very still,
and as he clutched his book in his band he knew that he
was frightened. His grandfather’s words had filled him
with terror. He felt not only that his father was cruel
and had been torturing his mother for many years because
he loved to hurt, but he felt also that it was somethihg in

the blood, and that it would come upon him also, in later
.years, and that he might not be able to beat it down. He

¢ conld understand definite things when they were tangibie

* before his eyes, but here was something that one could not
catch hold of, something . . . -

After all, he was very young—But he remembered, with
bated breath, times at school when he had suddenly wanted
to twist arms, to break things, to hurt, when suddenly a
fierce hot pleasure had come upon him, when a boy had
had his leg broken at football.

Dropping the book, shuddering, he fell upon his knees
and prayed to what God he knew not. . . . * Then doth
the Traveller at length possess his soul and is master of it
. . . this is the meaning and purpose of life.”

At last he rose from his knees, physically tired, as though
it had been some physical struggle. But he was quiet
again . . . the terror had left him, but he knew now with
what beasts he had got to wrestle, . . .

At supper that night he watched his father. Curi-
ously, aiter his struggle of the afternoon, all terror had
left him and he felt as though he was of his father's age
and strength.

In the middle of the meal he spoke :

‘* How is mother to-night, father ? "’
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He had never asked about his mother before, but his
voice was quite even and steady. FHis aunt dropped her
knife clattening on to her plate,

His father answered him :

“Why do you wish to know ? **

'l'lIt 1s natural, isn’t it ? ¥ am afraid that she is not so
well.””

** She is as well as can be expected ™

‘They sad no more, but once his father suddenly looked
at him, as though he had notited some new note 1 hus
oice.

m

On the next afterncon ns father went into Truro, A
doctor came occasionally to the house—a little man Like a
beaver—but Peter felt that he was under his father’s hand
and he despised hum.

It was a clear autumn afternoon wath a scent of burning
leaves m the awr, and heavy massive white clonds were piled
in ramparts beyond the brown hills, It was so still a da;
that the sea seemed to be murmuring just beyond the
garden wall. The house was very silent, Mrs. Trussit was

fraai - Louse was e o

now—'there mught not be another opportumty for many
weeks,
. _.He‘left his room and stood at the head of the stars

As the door opened his senses were invaded by that air
of medicine and flowers that he had remembered as a very
small boy—he seemed to be surrounded by 1t, and great
white vases on the mantelpiece filled his eyes, and the
white curtains at the window blew in the breeze of the
openung door. .
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is aunt was sitting, with her eternal sewing, by the
ﬁrg,hzsmd she rose as he entered.  She gave a little startled
cry, like a twittering bird, as she saw that it was he, and
she came towards him with her hand out. He did not
look at the bed at all, but bent his eyes gravely upon his
aunt.

“ Please, aunt—you must leave us—I want to speak to
my mother.”

% No—Peter—how could you? 1 daren’t—I musin't
—aour father—your mother is asleep,” and then, from
behind them, there came a very soft voice—

* No~let us be alone—please, Jessic.”

Peter did not, even then, turn round to the bed, but
fixed his cyes on his aunt. . .

* The doctor ” she gasped, and then, with frightened
-ves, she picked up her sewing and crept out.

"Then he turned round and faced the bed, and was sud-

enly smitten with great shyness at the sight of that

‘hite, tired face, and the black hair about the pillow.

* Well, mother,” he said stupidly,

But she smiled back at him, and although her voice
as very small and {faint, she spoke cheerfully and as
bough this were an ordinary event,

“\Vell, you've come to sce me at last, Peter,” she said.

“1 mustn't stay long,” he answered gruffly, as he
1wved awkwardly towards the bed.

“ Bring your chair close up to the bed—so—like that.
Tou have never come to sit i here before, Peter, do you
now that?

“ Yes, mother.” He turned his eyes away and looked
n to the floor,

“You have come in before because you have been told
0. To-day vou were not told—why did you come ?

*1don’t know. . . . Father's in Truro.”

“Yes, T know.” He thought he caught, for an in-
tnr;f, a strange note in her voice, ** But he will not be
ck yet,”

There was a pause—a vast golden cloud hung, like
ome mousntain boulder beyond the window, and some of
ts golden light seemed to steal over the white room.

" Is it bad for you talking to me? ™ at last he said,

gruffly, “ ought 1 16 go away 7 **

Suddenly she clutched his strong brown hand with her
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thin wasted fingers convulsive a grasp that hus
[l hadtinPunt S

' ime for your father to

after these years

uld have a talk. "Ch!

50 many times I've wanted you to come—and when you

did_come—when you were very little—you were always
you—-*

a little ime

t you to tell
- First, let me
JU0K At you. . . .

She took his head between her pale, slegder hands and
fooked at lum ‘*Oh, you are like him t—your father—
wonderfully like.” She lay back on the pillows with a
little sigh, * ** You are very strong.”

" Yes, I am goimng to be strong for you now. Iamgomng
to look after you, They shan't keep us apart any more ™

“Oh, Peter, dear,” she shook her head almost galy at

. Y 1t's too late.”

*“Too late [

“Yes, I'm dymg—at last 1t’s come, after all these
years when I've wanted it so much, But now I'm not
sorry—now that we've had this talk—at last,  Oh! Peter
dear, I've wanted yon so dreadfully and I was never
strong enough to say that you must come . . . and they
said that you were nowsy and 1t would be bad for me
1}13“ I believe 1f you had come earlter I mught have

ved,”

“But you musta't die—you mustn’t die—TI'll see that
they have another doctor from Truro. This silly old fool
here doesn't know what be’s about—I'll go myself."”

. “Oh! how strong your hands are, Peter {” How splen-

“was heaving, Suddenly he broke down, and burying hus

“~ AN
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head in the bed-clothes bepan to rob as thouph his heart
would break., " Ohl now ... after all this time . ..
vou've wanted me . , . and I never came . . . and now
1 sou like this 1" .
msﬁl?(? gtrokcd his hair very softly and waited until the
sobs ceased.  He sat up and fiercely brushed his eyes.

1 won't be a fool—any more.” It shan’t be {oo }:xtg.
T'll make you live. We'll never leave one another again.’

“ Dear bay, it can’t be like that.  Think how splendid
it is that we have had this time now. Think what it
might have been if T had gone and we had never known
one another.  But tell me, Peter, what are you gioing if: do
with your life afterwards—what are you going to be ?

“1" want to write books "—he starcd at the polden
cloud—""t0 be a novelist. I darcsay I can't—I don't
know~but 1'd rather do that than anything. . . . Father
wants me 10 be a solicitor. I'm with Aitchinson now—I
shall never be a good one.” .

Then he turned almost fiercely away from the window.
“ But never mind about me, mother.  It's you I want to
hear about. I'm going to take this on mow. It's my

% tesponsibility. I want to know about you.”
. There's nothing to know, dear. I've been ill for a
<great many ?-cars now. It's more nerves than anything,
r "1 suppose. [ think I've never had the courage to stand up
against it—a stronger woman would have got the botter of
it, I expect. But I wasn’t always like this,” she added,
laughing a little far-away ghost of a laugh—** Go and look
in that drawer—there, in that cupboard—amonygst my
handkerchiefs—there where those old fans are—you'll find
some old programmes there—Those old yellow papers , . .

He brought them to her, three old vellow programmes
of a “ Concert given at the Town Hall, Truro,”” ** There,
do you see? Miss Minnic Trenowth, In the Gloaming—
There, I sang in those days. Oh! Truro was fun when
I was a girl! There was always something going on |
You sec I wasn't always on my back | "

He crushed the papers in his hand.

" But, mother{ If you were like that then—what's
made you like this now ¢

** It's nerves, dear—I've been stupid about it.”

‘* And father, how has he treated you these years ?

“ Your father has always been very kind.”
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“ Mother, tell me the truthl I must know. Has he
on? "

* Yes, dear—always,”
But her vowce was very famt, and that look that Peter
had noticed before was agatn in her eyes
* Mother—you must tell me. That’s not true.”
*Yes, Peter, He's done his best. I bave been annoy-
ing, sometimes—{foolish,”
*Mother, I Jmow. I know because I kmow father and
1 know myself. I'm like lum—I've just found it out.
I've got those same thungs m me, and theyll do for me
M I don't get the better of them Grandfather told me—
be was the'same.  All the Westcotts——""
He bent over the bed and took her hand and kissed at,
“Mother, dear—I know—father has been fnghtening
ou all thus time—ternfying you ~And you were all alone.
{ only 1 had been there—if only there had been some
one—-"
Her voice was very faint  “ Yes , he has fnghtened
me all these years. "At first I used to think that he didn’t
Juoyong T Anpaingl Wiish SN VPR N S Yot

mouth. * Peter, dear, you mustn't thuink about it, only
when I am dead I don’t want lyou to think that I was quite
a fool—if they tell you so. don’t want you to thunk it
was all lus fault either because 1t wasn’t—I was silly and
(Jildn'at[u_nders.tand’sau‘lgmn.a ;- » but 1t's killed me, that
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Then his eyes softened, and he turned to her and arranged
her head on fhe pillow and drew the sheets closely about her.

Y must go now. It has been bad for you this talking,
but it had fo be. I'm never, never going to leave you
again—ryou shall not be alone any more—"

“ Oh, Peter! T'm so happy! I have never been so
happy - - . but it all comes of being a coward. If I had
only been brave—never be afraid of anybody or anything.
Promise me, Peter "

“ Except of myself,”” he answered, kissing her.

* XKiss me again,”

“ And again . . " )

“ To-morrow . . .”" he looked back at her, smiling. He
saw her for an instant, as he left the room, with her cheek
against the pillow and her black hair like a cloud about
her ; the twilight was already in the room.

An hour later, as he stood in the dining-room, the door
opened and his father came in.

' You have been with your mother ? '

© Yes."

** You bave done her much harm. She is dying.”

=, "1 know everything,”” Peter answered, looking him in
Jthe face,

v

He would never, until his own end had come, forget
that evening. The golden sunset gave place to a cold
and windy night, and the dark clouds rolled up along the
grey sky, hiding and then revealing the thin and pallid
moon.

Peter stayed there in the diningroom, waiting. His
grandfather siept in his chair. Once his aunt came crying
into the room and wandered aimlessly about.

* Aunt, how is she 1’

:‘ Oh, dear! oh, dear! Whatever shall I do? She is
going . . . sheis going . . . I can do nothing }”

Her thin body in the dusk flitted like a ghost about the
room and then she was gone. The doctor’s pony-cart
came rattling up to the door. The fussy little man got
out and stamped in the hall, and then disappeared up-

stair:‘i There was a long pause during which there was no
sound.
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Then the door was opened and lus aunt was there.

* You must come at once , . she wants you*’

The doctor, lus father, and Mrs. Trussit were there in
the room, but he was only conscious of the great white
bed with the candles about 1t and the white vases, lLike
eyes, watching hum.

As he entered the room there was a fant cry, * Peter
He had crossed to her, and her arms were about hus shoul-
ders and her mouth was pressed against lus, she fell back,
with a Little sigh, dead

“ater, Ius father stood in
hangd, and above 1t hus
shone as though carved

Peter came from the window towards lum  His father
said: * You lalled her by poing to her "
N le:ter answered : * All these years you have been lalling
er |




CHAPTER IX
THE THREE WESTCOTTS

TrE day crept, strangely and mysteriously, to its close.
Peter, dulled by misery, sat opposite his grandfather in
the dining-room without moving, conscious of the heavy,
twilight that the dark blinds flung about the room, feeling
the silence that was only accentuated by the old man’s
uneasy “ clack-clack’’ in his sleep and the clock’s regular
ticking. The unhappiness that had been gradually grow-
ing about him since his last term at Dawson’s, was now all
about him with the strength and horrible appearance of
some unholy giant. It was indeed with some consciousness
of Things that were flinging their shadows on the horizon
and were not as yet fully visible to him that he sat there
That evening at Stephen’s farm, realized only faintly at th
time, hung before him now as a vivid induction or prologu
to the later terrors. He was doomed—so he felt in ths
darkened and mysterions room—to a terrible time, an
horrors were creeping upon him from every side. ** Clac!
clack” went his grandfather beneath the rugs, as tl
cactus plant rattled in the window and the silence throu;
the stairs and passages of the house crept in folds abo

the room.

Peter shivered ; the coals fell from a dull gold into gr
and crumbling ashes. He shut everything in the surrour
ing world from his mind and thought of his dead mott
There indeed there was strangeness enough, for it seen
now that that wonderful afternoon filled also all the ear
years of his life. It seemed to him now that there |
never been a time when he had not known her and tal
with her, and yet with this was also a consciousness o

14 .



SCAW HOUSE 115

the joys that he had rmussed because he had not known her
before  As he thought of 1t the hard yretnevable fact of
those earlier empty years struck him physically with a sharp

whilst he, o the other side of that door, had not the
courage to burst through those others and go to her, broke
suddenly the hard dry passtvity that bad held lum dunng
%0 many weeks
He was very young, he was very tired, he was very
lonely. He sobbed wath bis hands pressed against his eyes
Then lus tears were quickly drmed There was this
other thing to be considered—tus father He hated hus
father. He was ternfied, as he sat there, at the fury with
which he hated lum  The sudden assurance of hus hatred
temunded hum of the thing that his grandfather had sad
about the Westcotts was that true > and was this
intensity of emotion that filled all the veins 1n his body
a sign that he too was a Westcott ? and were his father
and grandfather murrors of s own future years? .
He did not know. That was another question .
He wondered what they were about in the room where
his mother lay, and 1t was cunious that the house could
- remamn silent dunng so many long hours. It seemed held
- by the command of some strong power, and his mind,
overstrained and abnormal, waited for some outbreak of
" noise—many noises, clattening, banging, whisthing through
_ the house " But lus grandfather slept on, no ste}: was on
- the stairs, the room was v dark, and evenung felt beyond
. the long windows and over fhe sea.
His youth made of a day eternity—there was no end
, tor term to lus love, to his hatred, to Ius loneliness, to his
. Btter musery , .. and also he was afrmd. He would
) ha\'f given 'his world for Stephen, but Stephen was al-

. .
" affection for her because she had always scemed to hifia

JAWIS
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He was very young, he was very tired, he was very
lonely. He sobbed with his hands pressed against his eyes

Then his tears were quickly drjed There was this
other thing to be considered—hus father He hated his
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mtenauty of emotion that filled all the vems 1n hu body
a sign that he too was a Weatcott ? and were his father
and grandfather yitrors of his own future years? .
e &d not know. ‘That was another question’ . .

He wondered what they were about in the.room where
lus mother lay, and 1t was curious that the house could
remam silent dunng so many long hours It scemed held
by the command of some strong power, and hus rmnd,
overstrained and abnormal, waited for some outbreak of
Bose—many nosses, clattering, banging, whistling through
the house, “But lus grandfat}:cr slept on, no step was on

byl has A Ras gl ol S

the eharee 4l s oin
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have pwen "his world for Stephen, but Stephen was al.
rea§y off en his travels.
Very softly and stealthuly the door opened and, holding
ger to her mouth, there
ppeared hus aunt, He looked at her coldly as she came
i;ro&q the room towards lum, He had never felt any
fection for her because she had always scemed to um
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weak and useless—a frightened, miserable, vacillating,
negative person-—even when he had been a very small
boy he had despised her. Her eyes were red and swollen
with crying, ber grey and scanfy hair had fallen about
her collar, her old black blouse was unbuttoned at the top
showing her bony neck, and her thin crooked hands were
trembling in the candle-light. Her eyes were large and
frightened, and her back was bent as though she was cawer-
ing from a blow. She had never taken very much notice
of her nephew-—of late she had been afraid of him; he
was surprised now that she should come to speak to him.

* Peter,” she said in a whisper, looking back over her

shoulder at the door. .
 Yes," he answered, staring at her.

** Oh, Peter!” she said again, and began to cry—a

-vhimpering noise and her hands shaking so that the candle
ocked in ifs stick.

“ Well,” he said more softly,  yow'd better put that
:andle down.”

She put it on the table and then stood beside him, crying
sitifully, jerking out little sentences— I can’t bear it

. . Idon’t know what to do . . . I can’t bear it.”

He got up from his chair and made her sit down on it,
ind then he stood by her and waited until she should re-
sover a little. He felt suddenly, strangely tender towards
aer ; she was his mother’s sister, she had known his mother
ill her life, and perhaps in her weak silly way she had
oved her. .

* No, aunt, don’t cry. . . . It will be all right. I too
amn very unhappy. I have missed so much. If I had
nly known earlier >

The poor woman flung little distracted glances at the
old man asleep on the other side of the fire-place——r

" Oh, dear, I had to come and talk to some ome . . .
T was so frightened upstairs. Your father's there with
your mother, He sits"looking at her . . . and she was
always so quiet and good and never did him any harm or
indeed any ome . .. and now he sits looking at her—
but she’s bappy now—he will be coming downstairs at any
moment and 1 am afraid of what he’ll do if he sees me
talking to you like this. But I feel as though I must talk
alittle . . . it’s so quiet”

“1Itf's all right, aunt, There’s no one to be frightened
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of. Iam very unhappy too. I'd Like to talk about her
toyou"

B No, no—your poor mother—I mustn’t say av¥tbmg

They'll be down upon me if I say anything. They're

FROe- St S Zutivipuniinat b Sl

d took her

t he would

' surround-

ngs.

“We'll talk about her,”” he sad, “often You shall
tell me all about her carly bife, I want to know everything.””
_ " Oh, no. I'm going away. Durectly after the funeral.

. be left here
. . V

° s funeral
. hike your
- - to them

allam S A1nk Tne hmmcnnad T emac Anle chaving AT yamr

Al b

on her trembling wnists jangled together.
_, " Then I shall be all alone here,”” Peter smid suddenly,
T ° » breeze that

e U

Jeremy will

| Peter
., His aunt sunk her voice very low indeed—so low that
it scemed to come from the heart of the cactus plant by
s
e 't got your moth w, g ']

want to have so%xebgdy. .. .t"er nov, you know. He'll

But she said nothing more—only gazed at the old man
Opposite her with staring eyes, and cnied in a httle desolate
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window wondering, sotrowfully enough, where they were
and what they were domng, whether they had forgotten
him, whether he would ever see them again. He seemed

]

and an enormous gold watch chan Crossed lus stomach
ke a bndge. He had obwviously never cared for esther of
hus sisters, and he always shouted when he spoke. Aunt
Agatha was round and’ fat and comfortable, wore gold-
nmmed cles and a black silk dress, and obwviously
constdered that Uncle ]eremy had made the world.

Peter watched hus father’s attitude to these visitors,
He tealized that he had never seen Ius father with any
straneer or vititareonn ana nama 44 dha hauea 22 1o L3
ne '

u2

he: ,
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He .
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Agatha, was strangely impressive, His™ ua:)e,‘t!;.ld:.—;“et'
bod{xdothcd in black—his dark eyes, hlssqshort stuff harr,
Yo bigh white forehead, his long beautifl hands—this was
o ordinary man, moving so silently with a reserve that
seemed mobly fithing on this sad” occasion. The dark
figure ﬁllcg the house, touclung 1n its restramed gnef,
:Zmlmble in its dignity, a fine spint agamnst the common
s;‘hof‘l\{méga {:remy and Aunt Abgatha,.

. Wesf was courteous but sparmg of words—a
strong man, bowed griet
hat femanial B TOUS 52y, Boped dovn with a
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im uncomfortable . . . he hated his uncle, but the black
1531111111’:[ 113hat the stout gentleman wore on the day of the
Tuneral was $o black, so tight and so shiny that he was an
occasion for laughter rather than hatred. .

The black coffin was brought down the long stairs,
through the ball and into the desolate garden. The sight
of it roused no emotion in Peter—ihat was not his mother.
The two aunts, Uncle Jeremy, and his father rode in the
first carriage; Peter and Mrs. Trussit in the second. Mrs,
Trussit’s bonnet and black silk dress were very fine, and
she wept bitterly throughout the journey. .

Peter only dismally wished that he could arrange his
knees so that they would not rub against her black silk.
He did not think of his mother at all, but only of the great
age of the cab, of the furious wind that whistled about
the road, and the roar that the sea, grey and furious far
below them, flung against their windows. .

He would have liked to talk to her, but her sobbing
seemed to surround her with a barrier. It was all in-
expressibly dreary with the driving wind, the rustling of
the black silk dress, the jolting and clattering of the old
carriage. But he had no desire to cry—he was too miser-
able for that.

On the hill in the lftle churchyard, a tempest of wind
swept across the graves. From the bending ground the
cliff fell sheer to the sea and behold! it was a tossing,
furious carpet of white and grey. The wind blew the
spray up to the graveyard and stung the faces of the
mourners, and in the roar of the waves it was haxd to
hear the voice of the preacher. It was a picture that they
made out there in the graveyard. Poor Aunt Jessie,
trembling and shaking, Mrs. Trussit, stout and stiff with
her handkerchief to her eyes, Uncle Jeremy with his legs
apart, his face redder than ever, obviously wishing the
thing over, Aunt Agatha concerned for her clothes in the
streaming wind, Mr. Westcott unmoved by the storm,
cold, stern, of a piece with the grey stone at the grave-head
~—all these figures interesting enough. But towering above
them and dominating the scene was the clerpyman-—his
great beard streaming, his surplice blowing behind him in
a cloud, his great voice dominating the tumult, to Peter
he was part of the day—the storm, the earth, the flying,
scudding clonds. All big things there, and somewhere
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suling with those clouds, on the storm, the spirit of his
mother . . . that htgle black coffin standing, surely, for

. . . . “
away—he could hear her voite again, see her thin white
" hands . . . he wanted her so badly . . . if he could onl
. bave his chance agan . . . he could have flung himsel
there upon the coffin, not canng whether he hived or died
. . . his whole being, soul and body, ached for her. . . .
He knew that it was all over; he broke away from
them all and he never, afterwards, could tell where it
- vwas that he wandered dunng the rest of that day. At
last, when it was dark, he crept back to the house, titterly,
absolutely exhausted i every part of his body . . . womn
out.

-

m

On the following day Uncle Jeremy and Aunt Agatha
departed and took Aunt Jessie with them She had the
air of being led away into captivity, and scemed to be
fastened to the buttons of Uncle p]eremy's tight black
swt, She said nothung further to Peter, and showed no
sense of having, at any tume, been confidential—she avoided
hum, ke thought.

He of course retumed to his office and tried to bury

! 10 the work that he found there—but his attention
wand H vas overstrung,
that tha whala wacld rband Sa M ~
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wPbu Ll How Wil Al The VIZOUT O1 COleur Of 4 Iedl lack
n a mulitude of vague shadows. The reality of that
rught was now of the utmost value.

Meanwhile there were changes at Scaw House. Mrs
Trussit had vanished a few days after the funeral, no one
sud anythmg about her departure and Peter did not see
et go,” He was vaguely sorry because she represented in
bis memory all the carlier years, and because her absence

WRLEAB

AL
X



. FORTITUDE

i neomfortable . . . he hated his uncle, but the black-
]slxlunt}, 1iihad: the stout gentleman wore on the day of the
funeral was so black, so tight and so shiny that he was an
occasion for laughter rather than hatred. .

The black cofin was brought down the long stairs,
through the hall and into the desolate garden. The sight
of it roused no emotion in Peter—thas was not his mother.
The two aunts, Uncle Jeremy, and his father rode in the
first carriage; Peter and Mrs. Trussit in the second. Mrs,
Trussit’s bonnet and black silkk dress were very fine, and
she wept bitterly throughout the journey. .

Peter only dismally wished that he could arrange his
knees so that they would not rub against her black silk.
He did not think of his mother at all, but only of the great
age of the cab, of the furious wind that whistled about
the road, and the roar that the sea, grey and furious far
below them, flung against their windows. .

He would have liked to talk to her, but her sobbing
seemed to surround her with a barder. It was all in-
expressibly dreary with the driving wind, the rustling of
the black silk dress, the jolting and clattering of the old
carriage. But he had no desire to cry—he was too miser-
able for that.

On the hill in the little churchyard, a tempest of wind
swept across the graves. From the bending ground the
cliff fell sheer to the sea and behold! it was a tossing,
furious carpet of white and grey. The wind blew the
spray up to the graveyard and stung the faces of the
mourners, and in the roar of the waves it was hard to
hear the voice of the preacher. It was a picture that they
made out there in the graveyard, Poor Aunt Jessie,
trembling and shaking, Mrs. Trussit, stout and stiff with
her handkerchief to her eyes, Uncle Jeremy with his legs
apart, his face redder than ever, obviously wishing the
thing over, Aunt Agatha concerned for her clothes in the
streaming wind, Mr. Westcott unmoved by the storm,
cold, stern, of a piece with the grey stone at the grave-head
~all these figures interesting enough., But towering above
them and dominating the scene was the clergyman—his
great beard streaming, his surplice blowing behind him in
a cloud, his great voice dominating the tumult, to Peter
he was part of the day—the storm, the earth, the flying,
scudding clouds. All ™ big things there, and somewhere
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sailing with those clouds, on the storm, the spint of bis
mother . . , that Lttle black coffin standmg, ‘surely, for
nothing that mattered.

But, strangely enough, when the black box had been
lowered, at the Sharp rattlng of the sods upon the hd, his
sorrow leapt to his eyes, Suddenly the sense of us loss
drove down upon him. The place, the people were swept
4 BWE —he could hear her vorce again, see her thin white

¥ hands .. . he wanted her so badly .. . if he could enl

bave his chance again . . . he could have flung humsel
there upon the coffin, not canng whether he lived or died
 « . hiswhole ‘being, soul and body, ached for her. . . .
*  He knew that it was all over; he broke away from
e them all and he never, afterwards, could tell where 1t
g Was that he wandered during the rest of that day At
St last, when it was dark, he crept back to the house, utterly,

absolutely exhausted in every part of lus body . . . worn
s Out.
Puts
ot
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On the following day Uncle Jeremy and Aunt Agatha
1yz departed and took Aunt Jessie with them. She had the
s @ of being led away into captivity, and seemed to be
= fastened to the buttons of Uncle Jeremy's tight black
swt. She said nothing further to Peter, and showed no
vy Senseof h.wmg. at any fume, been confidential—she avoided
iy bum, be thought,
e “me"?l. course retu,mcd to s office and tned to bury
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upon 1m now wath all the vigour of colour of a real fact
i 3 multitude of vague shadows. The reality of that
tught was now of the utmost value,

T.\Iwmhuc there were changes at Scaw House. Mrs.
:mmf“ had vanjshed a few days after the funeral, no ons
P e ga:y‘;‘ll:gwi;bo“t helr dq)artgre and Peter did not see
PR vaguely samry because she represented in
pe hiy memory all the earifer years, and bewuse};:er absence
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e house even darker and more gloomy than it had
%fef:nthbefore. The cook, a stout and slatternly person,
iven, Peter thought, to excessive drinking, shared, with
a small and noisy maid, th?i duties of the house—they were
inefficiently performed.
m%;tlé,n with ﬂu?sy glearing of the platform, the hatred be-
tween Peter and his father became a definite and terrible
thing. It expressed itself silently. At present they very
rarely spoke, and except on Sundays met only at breakfast
and in the evening. But the air was charged with the
violence of their relationship ; the boy, growing in body so
strangely like the man, expressed a sullen and dogged de-
fiance in his every movement . . . the man watched him
as a snake might watch the bird held by its power. They
stood, as wrestlers stand before the moment for their meet-
ing has arrived. The house, always too large for their
needs, seemed now to stretch into an infinity of echoing
passages and empty rooms; the many windows gathered
the dust thick upon their sills. The old grandfather stayed
in his chair by the fire—only at night he was wheeled out
into his dreary bedroom by the cook who, now, washed
and tidied him with a vigour that called forth shrill screams
and oaths from her victim. He bhated this woman with
the most bitter loathing, and sometimes frightened her
with the violence of his curses.

Christmas came and went, and there followed a numbes
of those wonderful crisp and shining days that a Cornist
winter gives to its worshippers, Treliss sparkled am
glittered—the stones of the market-place held the heat ¢
the sun as though it had been midsummer and the Gre
Tower lifted its old head prondly to the blue sky—the s¢
was so warm that bathing was possible, and in the hea
of the brown fields there was a whisper of early spring.

But all of this touched Scaw House not at all. Gr
and hard in its bundle of dark trees it stood apart a
refused the sun. Peter, in spite of himself, rejoiced in t
brave weather. As the days slipped past, curiously al
and reserved though he was, making no friends and se
ing for none, nevertheless he began fo look about him :
considered the future.

All this had in it the elerment of suspense, of preparat
During these weeks one day slipped into another. Nt
cidents marked their preparation—but up at Scaw H
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Lhﬂ' were marching to no meas co=aT—every Ekour hur-
ne

the issue—and Peter, rmeansile, as Te came
Pt S otaal el gy —~

. L .
dark February afternoon, the curtain was rung up outade
Zachary Tan's shop and Peter was whirled into the centre
of the stage,

Peter h%d not seen Zachary Tan for 2 long tume, He
had grown 1nto a morbid way of avording everybody, and
would shnk up side streets or 50 round, on leaving the office,
T ¢hn omm el W hane o oA semal et L2 Galned

and o cup of tea for you.”

The wind was whisiling up the stxeet, the first drops of
a ramn storm starred the pavement, and there was a pleasant
ﬂﬁ;’ betund Mr, Tan's window-panes, But there was some-

g stronger yet that dmv? Peter mto the shop He

T A N e R
ance v
back 1 -
oW, 1 . .
TPeter was a vex}r different person now from that hitle boy
%86 had once followed Stephen's broad figure mto that
Lttle green room and stared at Mr. Zantt's cheerful coun-
tenance, but it all seemed 2 very kittle ime ago. Outside
in the shop there was the same swt of armour—on the
ehelves, the silver candlesticks, the old coms, the Lttle
Induan images, the preces of tapestry—within the httle
room the same sense of mystery, the same mtimate secly-
son from the outer worfd. ... On the other oceasion
g(o} ﬁgex:_%ngu:\ M\{. Za.Pnh had bemlxd dimmed by 3 small

er, Now Peter was old enough

very clearly indeed. gl 1 soe hum




Mr. Zanti scemed fat only because his clothes were s0
tight, He was bigly made and his legs and arms were
round, bolster fashion-—huge thighs and small ankles, thick
arms and slender wrists. His clothes were so tight that
they scemed in a jolly kind of way to protest. * Oh!
come now, must you really put us on to anything quite
so big ?  We shall burst in a minute—we really shall.”

The face was large and flat and shining like a sun, with
a small nose like & door knocker, and a large mouth, the
very essence of good-humoured surprise. The cheeks and
the chin were soft and rounded and looked as though they
might be very fat one day—a double chin just peeped
round the corner. ]

He was a little bald on the top of his head, and round
this bald patch his black hair clustered protectingly., He
gave you the impression that every part of his body was
anxious that every other part of his body should have 2
good time. His suit was a very bright blue, and his walst-
coat had little brass buttons that met a friend with all the
twinkling geniality of good wishes and numberless little
hospitalities.

He had in his blue silk tic a pearl so large and so white
that sophisticated citizens might have doubted that it was
a pearl at all—but Peter swallowed Mr, Zanti whole, pearl
and suit and all. )

*Oht it is ze hittle friend~my friend-—ow are you,
you}lgngenﬂeman? It is a real delight to be with you
again,

Mr. Zanti swung Peter’s hand up and down as he would
a pump handle, and laughed as though it were all the best
joke in the world. Curiously enough Peter did not resent
this rapturons greeting. It moved him strongly. It was
such a Jong time now since any onc had shown any interest
in him or expressed any pleasure at the sight of him that
he was foolishly moved by Mr, Zanti's warmth.

He blushed and stamiunered something, but his cyes were
shining and his Hp trembling. '

Mr. Zanti fixed his gaze on the boy. “Oh! but you
have grown—yes indced. You were a little slip before—
but now-—not so ‘igh, no—not ‘igh—but broad, strong.
DOh! ze arms and legs—there’s a back | )

Zachary interrupted his enthusiasm with some general
remark, and they had a pleasant little tea-party, Lvery
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few miles up and down the road were as much of the
world as he’d had the pleasure of seeing—except for school -
in Devonshirg-— . ,

“ And you'd still go, my leetle {nen_d rld -

“ Yes—I want to go—1I hate being in an office here.”

« And what is it zat you will do when you are there ?

Suddenly, in a flash, illuminating the litt}e room, shin-
ing over the whole world, Peter knew what it was that he
would do. '

“ 1 will write.”

“ Write what ? "’

** Stories.”’

With that word muttered, his head hanging, his cheeks
flushing, as though it were something of which he was
most mightily ashamed, he knew what it was he had been
wanting all these months. The desire had been there, the
impuilse had been there . . . now with the spoken word the
blind faltering impulse was changed into definite certainty.

Mr. Zanti thought it a tremendous joke. He roared,
shouted with riotous laughter. * Oh, ze boy—he will be
the death of me—' I will write stories’—Oh yes, so easy,
so very simple. ‘I will write stories’—Oh yes.”

But Peter was very solemn. He did not like his great
intention to be laughed at.

“ I mean it,’”’ he said rather gruffly.

“ Oh yes, that's of course—but that is enough, Oh
dear, yes . . . well, my friend, I like you. You are very
strong, you are brave I can see—you have a fine spirit.
One thing you lack—with all you English it is the same.”

He paused interrogatively, but Peter did not seem to
wish to know what this quality was,

“ Yes, it is ze Humour—you do not see how funny life
is—always—always funny. Death, murder, robberies,
violences—-—alwa%;s funny~~you are. Oh! so solemn, and

}Je]r'ap}s1 you will be annoyed, think it tiresome, because
an .

e

o,' said Peter gravely, I like your laughing.”
*“Ah!l That is well”” “Suddenly he jerked his body
forward and stared into Peter’s face, ,
“Welll . . . Will you come ?*
Peter hung back, his face white. He was only con-

scious that Zachary, quict and smiling in the background,
watched him intently.
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t “What! .. withyou . to London 1
" Yes . w1z me—what of your father ? Will he be
furious, hey ?*

" He won't hike it—"" Peter contrnued slowly. “ But X
don't care, I'll leave um-—But 1 should have no money
~—nothing t**

: " Aw’, no matter—1I will take you to London for nothing
* and then—if you like 1t—vyou may work for me Two
unds a week—you wonld be useful **

‘* What should I do ¢ *

“1 have a bookshop—you would look after ze books
and also ze customers " ;hxs seemed to amusce Mr, Zanh

* very much. * Two pounds a week 1s a lot of money for ze
¢ work~—and you will have time—ho yes—much time for
¢ your stories.”

3 " Peter's eyes burnmed. London—a bookshop~-freedom.
. Oh! wonderful world! His heart was beating so that
- words would not come

** Oh}* he murmured “ ObI”

* Ah, that’s welll* Mr. Zanti clapped hum on the
oulder, ** There 15 no need for you to say now Qo z¢

i To Peter then the shop was not visible—a must hung
¥ about hus eyes, * Much time for your stories* . . . sa

= Mr. Zanti, and he shouted with laughter as his big form
Rl Mk P Vv sk 4n Rand with the flashing

us shoulders and
. the hair-oil that

Peter said farewell to Zachary and promused to come

o> 500m and sec him agan.  The hittle bell tinkled behind lum

12nd he was in the street. The great wind caught um apd

‘blew him along the cobbles. The fiying mountains of

B¢ tioud swept like galleons across the moor, and 1n Peter's

heart was overwhelmung tnumph the lights of Lon-
ﬁkdun 1t the black dackness of the high sea road.

';S
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He drew back the candle and closed the door softly:
behind him. His feet made no sound as they passed away
down the passage.

Peter lay quaking, wide-eyed in his bed, until full morn-
ing and time for getting up.

The opening, certainly, of a campaign.
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CHAPTER X
SUNLIGHT, LIMCLIGHT, DAYLIGHT

TAsTER fell early that year ; the last days of March held
its festival and the winds and rains of that blustening month
ettended the birth of its primroses.

Young Peter spent s days in preparation for the swift
coming of Easter Wednesday and in varymng moods of
exultation, tervor, industry, and idleness e did nat see
Mr. Zanti during this period—that gentleman was, he was
informed, away on b d 1t was ch nistic of
lum that he asked Zachary Tan no questions whether of
the mystenious bookshop, of London generally, or of any
possible news about Stephen, the latter a secret that he

was convinced the dark httle cunosity shop somewhere
wr'x’taincd.
i

were of a nature to frighten any boy who was compelled
to ghare in them. It could not be derited that Mr. Westcott
had altered very strangely since s wife’s death, The
gum place with 1ts descrted garden had never seen many
callers nor fnendly faces, but the man with the mulk, the
boy with the bufcher's meat, the old postman with the
letters stayed now as brief a tume over thewr busmess as
might be and hurned down the grass-grown paths with
cager haste Since the departurc of the invaluable Mrs.
Trussit a new order reigned—red-faced Mrs. Pascoe, her
131
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dress unfastened, her hair astray, her shoes at heel, her
specch thick and uncertain, was queen of the kitchen, and
jndeed of other things had they but known all. But to
Peter there was more in this than the arrival of drs. Pascoe.
With every day his father was changing—changing so
swiftly that when Peter’s mother had been buried only
a month, that earlier Mr. Westcott, cold, stern, rescrvgd,
terrible, scemed incredible ; he was terrible now but with
how different a terror.

To Peter this new figure was a thing of the utmost horror.
He had known how to brace himself for that other authority
—there had, at any rate, been consistency and even a kind
of chiselled magnificence in that stiff brutality-—now there
was degradation, crawling devilry, things unmention-
able. . ..

This new terror broke upon him at supper two nights
after he had first spoken about London. The meal had
not been passed, as usual, in silence. His father had
talked strangely to himself—his voice was thick, and un-
certain—nhis hand shook as he cut the bread. Nrs. Pascoe
had come, in the middle of the meal, to give food to the old
grandfather, who displayed his usual trembling greed. She
stoed with arms akimbo, watching them as they sat at
table and smiling, her coarse face flushed.

‘“ Pudding,” said Mr. Westcott.

*“ Ye'll be’aving the pndding when it's ready,” says she.

* Damn ¥ from Mr. Westeott, but he sits still looking at
the table-cloth and his hand shaking.

To Peter this new thing was beyond all possibility hor-
rible. This new shaking creature—— -

* I didn’t Kl her, you know, Peter,” Mr. Westcott says
quite smoothly, when the cloth had been cleared and they
are alone. And then suddenly, " Stay where you are—1
bave stories to tell you.”

Peter, white to the lips, was held in his place. He counld
not move or speak. Then during the following two hours,
his father, without moving from his place, poured forth a
stream of stones—-—foul, filthy, horrible beyond all telling.
He related them with no joy or humour or bestial gloating
over their obscenities—only with a staring eye and his
fingers twisting and untwisfing on the table-cloth. At last
Pgttier, his head hanging, his cheeks flaming, crept to his
attic.
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At breakfast his fzther was again that other man—

stern, i ble, a rock here was that shadow
of the mght before ?

And Mrs Pascoe-—once more in her red-faced way,

submussive—mn her place.
‘The most abidmg impr%m‘cn with Peter, thinking olf it
- Dot SRR P, s S when

. yeye
i Tugs,

re—a

- - i sening
Peter stepped mto a blind terror that gave the pronused
d of that app Easter Wednesday an air
of bhind necessity. . . . Also about the house the dust
And snnlant noned’ aed casenacad an thaeah b bl hean o

with no human voices

n

But it was only at mght that Terror crept from its cup-
board and leapt on to Peter’s shoulders He defied it

Gallcons  But he had 1n s head—and he had known st
without Iutimg a1t 1nfo words, for 2 very long ture—The
Thousand and One Nights of Peter “Westiolt, Esq—
stories that would go on night after mght before he went
to sleep, stories that were concerned with enormous famihes
whose genealogies had to be worked out on paper (here was

. N

el
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dress unfastened, her hair astray, her shoes at heel, her
speech thick and uncertain, was queen of the kitchen, and
indeed of other things had they but kpown all., But to
Peter there was more In this than the arrival of Mrs. Pascoe.
With every day his father was changing—changing so
swiftly that when Peter’s mother had been buried only
a month, that earlier Mr., Westcott, cold, stern, reserved,
terrible, seemed incredible ; he was terrible now but with
how different a terror. .

To Peter this new figure was a thing of the utmost horror.
He had known how to brace himself for that other authority
—there had, at any rate, been consistency and even a kind
of chiselled magnificence in that stiff brutality—now there
was degradation, crawling devilry, things unmention-
able. . . .

This new terror broke upon him at supper two nights
after he had first spoken about London.  The meal had
not been passed, as usual, in silence. His father had
talked strangely to himself-—his voice was thick, and un-
certain—his hand shook as he cut the bread. Mrs. Pascoe
had come, in the middie of the meal, to give food to the old
grandfather, who displayed his usual trembling greed. She
stood with arms akimbo, watching them as they sat at
table and smiling, her coarse face flushed.

** Pudding,”” said Mr, Westcott.,

* Ye'll be 'aving the pudding when it's ready,” says she.

“ Damn ” from Mr. Westcott, but he sits still looking at
the table-cloth and his hand shaking.

To Peter this new thing was beyond all possibility hor-
rible. This new shaking creature—— - ‘

‘_' I didn’t kill her, you know, Peter,” Mr. Westcott says
quite smoothly, when the cloth had been cleared and they
are alone, And then suddenly, * Stay where you are—1I
have stories to tell youn.”

Peter, white to the lips, was held in his place. He could
not move or speak. Then during the following two hours,
his father, without moving from his place, poured forth a
Stream of stories—foul, filthy, horrible beyond all telling.
He rela’cgd them with no joy or humour of bestial gloating
over their obscenities—only with a staring eye and his
fingers twisting and untwisting on the table-cloth. At last

Pgttier, his head hanging, his cheeks flaming, crept to his
attic.
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marked by a tree clomp black against the blue sky—at its
sde was'a chalk pit, naked white—beyond was Truro
huddled, with the Fal a siver ribbon 1n the sun. Peter
stood and watched and sat down because he lLiked the

. please—oh—help to

1 svuncu wp son sun swaswss, e front of um a hittle
girl 1n a black hat and a short black frock—she had red
hair t!m‘t th.e'sun was tr‘:msfom-ung ingo gold |§{er lag:e

He jumped up mmmediately and went to find Crumpet.
A Lttle way down the chalk pit a fox-terrer pup}ay was
balancing 1ts fat body on a ledge of chalk and looking
piteously up and down. Peter clambered down, caught
the bttle strugghng ammal 1n his arms, and restored 1t to
ts mistress  And now followed an immense deal of luss-
ing and embracing The dog was bured 1n red hawr, and
only once and ag‘ain a wngghng paw mght be observed

AU LUEH LU DALK Wa¥ slidighuened, LIe ted, gold bair
flung back, and a flushed face turned to the rather awkward
Peter, who stood at attention.

* Thank you—thanks, most awfully—oh, you darlmg**
(this to the pup~—~  * V= =o- g SR fetiaisive/+
her Bible alou
can Crumpet, z " ¢
50 we go away ©
her sleep—she’s

b mb ot AV A LT s el % mn e o o Lood oo
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and had had cnough of feminine emotion—he wriggled
ont of his mistress’s arms, flopped to the ground, shook
himself, and, advancing to Peter, smelt his boots. .
“He likes you. I'm so glad—he only does that to
people he likes, and he’s very particular.,”  The small girl
flung her hair back, smiled at Peter, and sat down on the

ass. ,
ik It may be rather damp,” Peter said, fecling very old
and cautiéus and thinking that she really was the oddest
child he'd ever seen in his life. *“ It’s only March, you
know.” c

“ It’s nothing to do with months, it’s whether it’s rained
or not—and it hasn't—sit down with me. Old Jackson
won't be here for ages.” .

Peter sat down. The puppy was a charming specimen
of its kind—it had enormous ears, huge flat feet, and a
round fat body like a very small barrel.” It was very fond
of Peter, and licked his cheek and his hands, and ﬁna}lK
dragged off his cap, imagined it a rabbit, and bit it wit
a great deal of savagery and good-humour.

There followed conversation.

1 like you most awfully. I like your neck and your
weyes and your hair—it’s stiff, like my father's. My name
“is'Clare Elizabeth Rossiter. What's yours ?

** Peter Westcott.”

‘Do you live here ?

* No—a good long way away—by the sea.”

“Oh, I'm staying at Kenwyn—my uncle lives at Ken-
wyn, but I live in London with father and mother and
Aunt Grace—it’s nice here. I think you're such a nice boy.
Will you come and see father and mother in London ? ” |

Peter smiled. It would not be the thing for some one
in a book shop to go and call on the parents of any one
who could afford Crumpet and Miss Jackson—but the
thought of London, the very name of it, sent his blood
tingling to his face,

‘*Perhbaps we shall meet,” he said. “Y'm going to
London soon.”

“Oh! are you? Oh! How nice! Then, of course,
you will come to tea. Every one comes to tea.”

Crumpet, tired of the rabbit, worn out with adventure
and per, struggled into Peter’s lap and slumbered with
one car lying back across his eyes. “The sun slipped down

;., e

.,
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upon the town and touched the black cathedral with flame,
and tumed the silver of the 1tver into burming gold. On
the bend of the hill aganst the sky came a black gaunt
1gure.

®Miss Jackson!” Clare Elizabeth Rossiter leapt to
her feet, clutched Crumpet, held him upside down, and
turned to go.

But for an instant she stayed, and Peter was rewarded
with a very wonderful smile.

"1 am so glad you were_herc—she generally sleeps
longer, but perhaps 1t was New Testament to-day, and
th:zt’s'murc exaitimg.  Itisa pity, because there were stch

Jand thea her black
sunset, towards s

and, although now these drag th along
with all the mercenary self-Consciousness that Amenca
and cheap trips from Manchester have given to the place,
at this stage of Peter’s hustory they were genwine and
honest enough.  To sce from the top of the Grey Hill the
nising of the sun on Easter morming was one of them-—a
charm that brought the most infallible good luck untd
next Laster Day came round again, and, good for you, if
you could watch that sunnse with the lad or lass of your
chaice, Jor to pass round the Giant’s Finger as the béams
caught the stone made the success of your union beyond
all question. There was nsk about t, for 1f nusts veuded
the light or if clouds dimmed the nsing then were your
prospects but gloomy—-but a fine Easter morming "had
decided many a wedding i Trebss,

, Peter had known of thus for many years, but, in carlter
times, he had not been at hiberty, a.nXof late there had been
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r things to think about. But here was a fine chance!
%gg he né;t flinging himself into the world under the very
hazardous patronage of Mr. Zanti on Easter Wednesday,
and would he not therefore need every blessing that he
could get ?  And who knew, after all, whether these things
were such nonsense ? They were old enough, these cus-
toms, and many wise people believed in them. Moreover,
one had not been brought up in the company of Frosted
Moses and Dicky the Fool without catching some of their
fever| *“ There was a little star rolling down hill like a
button,” says Dicky, with his eyes staring. ... Well,
and why not ? . )

And indeed here was Peter at this stage of things, a
mad bundle of contradictions—old as a judge when up
against the Realities, young as Crumpet the puppy when
staring at Romance. Give him bread and you bave him
of cast-iron—stern, cold, hard of muscle, grim frown, sfnﬁ
back, no smiles. Give him jam and you have credulity,
simplicity, longing for friendship, tenderness, devotion toa
small girl in a black frock, a heart big as the world. See
him on Good Friday afternoon, langhing, eagerly question-
ing, a boy—see him on Good Friday night, grim, legs stiff,
seyes cold as stones, a man—no easy thing for Mrs. Pascoe's
blowzy thunderings to conquer, but something wvastly
amusing apparently to grandfather Westcott to watch.

He discovered that the sun rose about six o’clock, and
therefore five o'clock on Easter morning found him shiver-
ing in the desolate garden with his nose pressed to the little
wooden gate. The high-road crossed the moor at no
great distance from him, but the faint grey light that hung
like gauze about him was not yet strong enough to reveal
it. He would hear them as they passed, and they must
all go up that road on the way to the hill. In the garden
there was darkness, and beyond it, in the high shadow of
the house and the surrounding trees, blackness, He
could smell the soil, and his cheeks were wet with beads
of moisture ; very faintly the recurrent boom of the sea
came through the mist, dimumed as though by thick folds
of hanging carpet.

Suddenly the dark trees by the house, moved by a
secret wind, would shudder. The little black gate slowly
revealed its bars against the sky as the grey shadows
lightened. Then there were voices, coming through the
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dark, shut off, like the sea, by the mist—strange voices,
not human, but sharing with’ the soil and the trees the
mysterious quality of the mght. The voices passed up
the road—silence and then more voices.

Peter unlatched the gate and stole out to the road,
stumbling over the rough moorland fath and clamberng
across the ditch to safer ground. Figures were moving
like shadows and voices fell echoing and re-echomg like
notes of mustc~—this was dissociated from all human feel-
ing, and the nusts curled up lke smoke and faded nto
the air, Peter, in silence, followed thesc shadows and
knew that there were other shadows behind him. It
would not take long to cimb the Grey Hill—they would
be at the top by half-past five,

There was a voice in his ear :

“Hallol You—Westcott! Why, who would have
thought 1t ?

He turned round and found at Ius side the peaked face
o{f Willie Daffoll, now a young man of eighteen, with an

terious dawh, bred confidence, and Petér having grown,
under the approaching ghtter of London, more human,
during the last few wecks than he bad been 1 all lus life
before, was glad to talk to hum,

* Oh, I've often wanted to go,” he sard. “ It brngs
good luck, you know.”

"'\lvsu, ancy your bcLhcving that, I never thought
PR R By Rt T Ay

come—thinks there’s something inat.  Anyhow she wants
{t—she’s stunmng . . "’

A gull Peter's mind flew absurdly back to a small
chld in a short black frock. *“Ohl Crumpet]” ...
A girl! Young Daffoll had spoken as though jt swere
indeed something to get up at four in the mormng for i
Peter wanted to hear more. Young Daffoll was quit¢
ready to tell him. No names, of course, but they were
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going to be marricd one day. His governor would be
furious, of course, and they might have to run away, but
she was game for anything. No, he'd only known her a
fortnight, but it had been a matter of love at first sight
——extraordinary thing—he'd thought he'd been head over
cars before, but never anything like this—yes, as @ matter
of fact she was in a flower-shop~Trunter's in the High
Street—her people had come down in the world—and so
the golden picturc uniolded as the gauze curtains were
drawn back from the world, and the shoulder of the Grey
Hill rose, like a cloud, before them,

Peter's heart beat faster as he listened to this story.
Here was one of his dreams trauslated inlo actual fact.
Would he one day also have some one for whom he would
be ready to run to the end of the world, if furious parents
demanded it ? She would have, he was sure, red-gold
hair and a wonderful smile.

They climbed the Grey Hill.  There was with them now
quite a company of persons—still shadow-shapes, for the
mists were thick about the road, but soon all the butchers
. and bakers of the world—and, let it be remembered, ail
 the lovers, would be revealed.  Now, as they climbed the
S hily, silence fell—ceven young Daffoll was quiet; that,

tao, it scemed, was part of the ceremony.

The hill top was swiftly gained. The Giant's Finger,
black and strasght, like a needie, stood through the shadows.
Beyond there would be the sea, and that was where the sun
would rise, at present darkness.  They all sat down on the
stones that covered the summit-—on cither side of Peler
there were figures, but Daffoll had vanished—it scemed
that he had discovered his lady,

Peter, sitting meditating on the story that he had heard,
and feeling, suddenly, lonely and deserted, was conscious
of a small shae that touched his boot. It was, beyond
argument, a friendly shoe—he could feel that in the in-
viting mF that it gave to nm. e was aware also that
his shoulder was {ouching another shoulder, and that
that shoulder was soft and warm.,  Finally his hand touched
anather hand—fingers were intertwined,

There was much conversation out of the mist ;

" Law, chrisy t  \Well, it's the last Easter morning for
ma—thiccy sun hides himeself right enough—it's poor
trade sitting shivering your toes)”
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“ Not that I care for the woman, mind ye, Mr, Tre-
gothan, sr—with her bavenngs talkig—all I'm saying 1s
that if she’s to come wastin® my time——""

“ Thiccy man sitting there Stormun’ hike an old owl
a tree””

** Oh, get along with ye—No, I won't be sitting by ye
~—There's—""

Now the sea, like a young web stretched at the foot of

the hull, stole out of the darkness. On the honzon a thm
hine of dull yellow—wouldn’t 1t be a fine sunnse ?—the
figures on the hil were gathenng shape and form, and
many of them were now standing, their bodies sharp against
the grey skg.
Peter had not furned ; his eyes were staring out to sea,
but lus body was pressed closely against the gurl at his
stde  He did not turn nor look at her—she was starmg at
lum with wonder in her eyes and a smile on her ips  She
was a very common girl with black hair and over-red
cheeks, and she was one of the dary-maids from Tregoth-
nan Farm. She did not know who this strange young
man mght be, and 1t was not yet hght enough to see” She
did not care—such things had happened often enough
before, and she leant her fat body against hus shoulder.
She could feel his heart thumping and lus hands were very
hot, but she thought that it was strange that he did not
turn and look at ber. .

There was a stir and a murmar among the crowd on the
hill, for behold it would be a fine sunnse! The dull yellow
had brightened to _gold and was 1s!}medmg ke a herald
across the grey. Black on the hiul, gold on the sky, a
trembling whispering blue across the sea—in a moment
there would be the sun| What gods were there hiding,
at that instant, on the hull, watching with scornful eyes
this crowd of moderns ?  Hidden there behind the stones,
what mystenies ? Screcning with their delicate bodies the
{unt eofours of the true dawn, playtng on their, IHes tunes
that these eitizens with their coarse voices and :K: heanng
could not understand, what ancient watchers of the hill
pass and repass |

Behold the butchers and bakers! Behold Mr Winneren,

er and outfitter, young Robert Trefusis, farmer, Miss
Bessic Waddell from “the sweet-shop! . . . These others

fade away as the sun nses—the grey msts pass "d%n.\
» N
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sun is about to leap above the rim of the sea. - Peter
tu;rnge and crushes the goor dairymaid in his arms and
stifies the little scream with the first kiss of his life. His
whole body burns in that kiss—and then, as the sun streams
across the sea, he has sprung to his feet and vanishes over

ow of the hill,
th?l‘lbl,; dairymaid wipes her lips with the back of her hand.
They have joined hands and are already dancing round
the Giant’s Finger. It is black now, but'in a moment the
fliames of the sun will leap upon it, and good omens will
send them all singing down the hill.

v

On Tuesday evening Peter slipped for a moment into
Zachary Tan’s shop and told Mr. Zanti that he would be
on the station platiorm at half-past seven on the following
morning. He could scarcely speak for excitement. He
was also filled with a penetrating sadness. Ahove all, he
wished only to exchange the briefest word with his future

“master. He did not understand altogether but it was
b perhaps because Mr. Zanti and all his world belonged 1o
i to-morrow. . . . Mr. Zanti’s fat, jolly body, his laugh,

his huge soft hands . . . Peter could not do more to this
gentleman than remember that he meant so much that he
would be overwhelmed by him if he did not leave him alone.
So he darted in and gave his message and darted out again.
The little street was shining in the sun and the gentlest
waves were lapping the wooden jetty—Oh, this dear town !
These houses, these cobbles—all the smells and colours of
the place—he was leaving it all so easily on so perilous an
adventure. Poor Peter was moved by so many things that
he could only gulp the tears back and hurry home. There
was at any rate work to be done there about which there
could be no uncertain intention.

His father had been drinking all the afternoon. Mrs.
Pascoe, with red arms akimbo, watched them as they ate
their supper.

When the meal was finished Peter, standing by his
father, his face very white, said ;

1 am going to London to-morrow.”

Mr. Westcott had aged a great deal during the last
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month. His hair was touched with grey, there were dark
lines under tus eyes, his cheeks were sunken, his lip trembled
He was looking moodily at the cloth crumbling tus bread
He did not hear Peter's remark, but continued his argu-
ment with Mrs Pascoe :

* It wasn't cooked, 1 tell you—yow'’re growing as slack
as Hef).”

“ Your precious son ‘as got something as e would like
to say to yer," remarked that pleasant woman grimly.

Peter repeated his remark.” His father grasped it but
slowg——at 1ast he sand ¢

* Damn you, what are you tallang about ?

*" I'm leaving here and going to London to-morrow *”

My, Westcott turned his bloodshot eyes in the direction
of the fire-place—" Curse 1t, 1 can't ‘see straight You
young devil—T'Il do for you——" all this smd rather
sullenly and as though he were speaking to lumself

Peter, having delivered his news, passed Mrs Pascoe's
‘broad body, and moved to the doorway He turned with
his hand on the door

 I'm glad I'm gomng,” he said, ” you’ve always bullied
me, and I've ah;igs hated you on killed my mother
and she was a good woman -~ You can have this house to
yourselfmrnm oxd mmm et S " he

nodded . o s staring
athimy - ' . bencath
the cush...a,

_“ Damn you." said Mr Wretrrdt o = 0 ce .

pr

L wang Lue uledu and suddenly picked

up a table-kmife and hurled 1t at Peter His hand was

gemblmg, and the knife, quivening, was fastened to the
T

oor.

Mrs Pascoe gasped, * Gawd 'elpus|”

Peter quictly closed the door behind him and went up
to his room

He was in no way disturbed by this interview. His
relations with his father were not of the things that now
mattered. They had mattered before lus mother died.
They had mattéred whitst Ins father had been somebody
ttrong and terrible. Even at the funeral how splendid
be had scemed | But this ttembling creature who drank
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whisky with the cook was some one who concerned Peter

not at all——something like the house, to be left behind.
There was an old black bag that had held his things in
the Dawson’s days—it held his things now. Not a vast

number—only the black suit beside the blue serge one that
he was going to wear, some under-linen, a sponge, and a

toothbrush, the books and an old faded photograph of his
mother as a girl. Nothing like that white face that he
had scen, this photograph, old, yellow, and faded, but a
girl laughing and beautiful—after all, his most precious
possession.

Then, when the bag was packed, he sat on the bed,
swung his legs, and thought about everything. He was
nearly eighteen, nearly a man, and as hard as rock. He
could feel the muscles swelling, there was no fat about
him, he was sound all over.

He looked back and saw the things that stood out like
hills above the plain—that night, years ago, when he was
-vhipped, the day that he first met Mr. Zanti, the first day
it school, the day when he said good-bye to Cards, the
rour, at the end of it all, when they hissed him, that last
>vening with Stephen, the day with his mother . . . and
then, quite lately, that afterncon when Mr. Zanti asked
xm to go to London, the little girl with the black frock on
the hill . . . last of all, that kiss (never mind with whom)
on Easter morning—all these things had made him what
he was——yes, and all the people—Lkrosted Moses, Stephen,
his father, his mother, Bobby Galleon, Cards, Mr. Zant,
the little girl. As he swung his legs he knew that every-
thing that he did afterwards would be, in some way,. at-
tached to these earlier things and these earlier people.

He had brave hopes and brave ambitions and a warm
beart as he flung himself into bed ; it speaks well for him
that, on the night before he set out on his adventure, he
slept like the child that he really was.

But he knew that he would wake at six o'clock. He
had determined that it should be so, and the clocks were
striking as he opened his eyes. It was very dark and the
cocks crowed beyond his open window, and the misty
morning swept in and blew his lighted candle up and down.
He dressed in the blue serge suit with a blue tie fastened
in a sailor’s knot. He leaned out of his window and tried
o imagine, out of the darkness, the beloved moor—then he
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took Jus black bag and crept downstairs ; it was striking
hali-past six as he came softly into the hall,

There he saw that the gas was flaning and that hus father
was standing 1n his might-shirt

¢ I think I’m n front of you,” he said, smling.

“Let me go, father,” Peter said, very white, and putting
down the bag.

** Te damned to you,” said hus father ' You don’t get
through this door **

It was all so ludicrous, so utterly absurd, that his father
should be standing, 1n his night-shirt, on this very cold
morning, under the flaring gas. It occurred to Peter that
as he wanted to laugh at this Mr Zanti could not have
been right about Ins lack of humour. Peter walked up to
lus father, and hs father caught lum by the throat Mr,
Westcott was still, 1n spite of recent excesses, suffictently
strong.
- Igv much want to choke you,” he said.

Peter, however, was stronger.

His father dropped the hold of hus throat, and had him
gy the wnst, but Jus hands shpped amongst hus clothes
For a mamant that ermond fnmathor nad Daboe andd fanl

about her ample shoulders
“The Lord be kind!' she cned, and stood, stanng
Mr. Westcott was breathing very heawily in Peter's face,
and their eyes were so close together that Peter could

notice how bloodshot hus father’s were
“ God ou !” said s father, and slipped, and
I AP S R TS v se,

- o to
the astounded Mrs, Pascoe, As he moved he saw a sur-
prising ‘szght: s _grandfather's door was opened and hns
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» Pear me, that was a nasty knock,' he chattered.

so Poter left them.

"11\1?3 high-road was cool and fresh and dark, The 5¢€3
sung somewhere below amongst the rocks, and Peter 1m-
mediately was aware that he was leaving Cornwall.

Now he had no other thought, The streets of the towg
were deserted, clean, smelling of the ficlds, hay-carts, an
primroses, with the darkness broken by dim lamps and a
very slender moon.  His heart was full, his throat burnm%
Hecrossed the market-place and suddenly bent down an
kissed the worn stones of the Tower. here was no oneé
to sce.

He was in the station at twenty minutes past seve
The platform was long and cold and deserted, but in the
waiting-room was Mr. Zanti enveloped in an enormous
black coat. o

‘“ Ah, my dear boy, this is indeed splendid. And 'ave
you said farewell to your father ? )

“ Yes, I've said good-bye to every one,” he answered
slowly, Suddenly he wounld have given all the wide worl
and his prospects in it not to be going. The terrors of
Scaw House were as nothing beside that little grey town
.with the waves breaking on the jetty, the Grey Hill above

anit, the twisted cobbled streets.
. *The morning wind blew up the platform, the train rolled
i1 there were porters, but Mr. Zanti had only a big brows

,» which he kept with him. - .

Soon they were in corners facing one another. As the -
train swept past the Tower the grey dawn was breaking
into bluc over the houses that rose, tier by tier, to the sky
over the grey rolling breakers, over the hills beyond . -
Cornwall | .

Poor Peter stared with passionate eyes as the vision

passed.
** London soon,” said Mr. Zanti gaily.



CHAPTER XX

ALL KINDS OF FOG IN THE (EARIFG (ROSE 22450

Towarns the middle of the &= “'—m::
nnlght e kouses began to d* r:‘

talkm; B
“\\eﬂ my da!_r Lecy, kow T2 e7er W gwt CC
t to do umseamﬁfdv.“_:nld::': ew. k2
dmoncmr:stdoa.!b:wd Iz tte commiy

chassbun breathless, and a bitle bald.  The lady waz
S‘G'Jngand\uywpse’
But, Heary, what does it matter2”
“ What does it matter? My deet Lzey, = Lew
She was excited  In Keotizgion pectaps, bet
was cxu n Kentington pestaps, Bt iz
don—-*'

" Allow me, my dear Lucy, to decide for you, Wien
e

¥Ou are my age
Peter went to sleep agan.

h24

———

The vast iron-girdled station wes very dark, asd .
Za}!__m explained tgl this was because, e;—ymzb'k't..ae

- The Fog," he added. 2s though it had beem 2
and ferocions animal, uveryy:uowa..dh;eztn
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London. It will take us a very long time to find our
home."” '

To Peter, short and square, in his rough suit shouldering
his bag, this was all as the infernal regions. The vast

lace towered high, into misty distances above him.

rains, like huge beasts, stretched their limbs into infinity,
screams, piercing and angry, broke suddenly the wvoices
and busy movement that flooded the place with sounds.
He was jostled and pushed aside, and people turned and
swore at him and a heated porter ran a truck into his legs.
And through it and above if all the yellow fog came twist-
ing in cofls from the dark strect beyond, and every one
coughed and choked and cursed England.

Mr. Zapti, after five minutes’ angry pursuif, canght a
reluctant and very shabby four-wheeler, and they both
climbed into its cavernous depths, and Peter’s nose was
filled with something that had leather and’ oranges and

aper bags and whisky in it; he felt exactly as though

[r. Zanti (looking very like an ogre in the mysterious

ellow light with his bowler on the back of his head and

1opping his face with a huge crimson handkerchief) were
ecoying him away to some terrible fastness where it was
lways dark and smelly.

“And indeed that first vision of London, seen through

1e grimy windows of the cab, was terrible enough. The

1b moved a little, stopped, moved again ; it seemed that
zey would be there for ever and they exchanged no word.
here were no buildings to be seen; a vast wall of dark-
ess surrounded him, and ever and again, out of the beart
f it, a great cauldron of fire flamed and by the side of it
nere were wild, agitated faces—and again darkness. On
very side of the stumbling cab there was noise—voices
douting, women screaming, the rumbling of wheels, the
lunging of horses’ hoofs; sometimes things brushed
gainst their cab—once Peter thought that they were
own because they were jerked right forward against the
pposite seats. And then suddenly, in the most wonderful
ray, they would plunge into silence, a silence so deep and
avernous that it was move fearful than those other noises
ad been, and the yellow darkness seemed to crowd upon
sem with a closer eagerness, and it was as though they
rere driving over the edge of th~ world. Then the noises
*turned, for a moment the for; 1" wing houses rising

e A
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like rocks from the sea sheer about them on every side,
then darkness agan and the cab stopped with a jerk.

* Ah, good,” saud Mr Zanty, roling his red handkerchief
into a ball. *'Ere we are, my young fnend—Mr, Peter,
after you, please

Before bim a light famntly ghmmered, and towards this,
after stumbling on the shippery pavement, he made s
way. He found himself in a bookshop Lighted wath gas
that hissed and spit like an angry cat, the shop was low
and stuffy, but its walls were covered with books that
stretched 1nto musty fog near the celing. Behund a dingy
counter 2 man was sitting.  Thys man struck Peter’s atten-
tion at once becanse of the enormous size of his head and
the amount of hair that covered it—starting out of the
mst and obscunty of the shop, this head looked hke some
strange fungus, and from the heart of 1t there ghttered two
vc;y bright eyes

cter, standing awkwardly 10 the muddle of the shop,
gazed at this head and was speechless

Outside, Mr. Zant: could 'be heard disputing with the
cabman,

" You can go and be damned—ze bags were not on ze
ou’g;‘ldnflat 15 plenty for your payand you be damned—r"

accent, '
,This is Mr, Peter Westcott. 'E will work here and
e}ﬁ rou with ze books ‘E 1s a fnend of mne and you
w kind to lum, Mr. Peter, zis is Herr Gottfned
Hanz—T owe um much—ver’ clever man.”

They shook hands, and Peter liked the pair of eyes that
gazed into hus.

Then Mr. Zanti said, * Come, I will show you ze rest of
2¢ place. It 1s not a mansion, you wll find *

Indeed it was not. Behind the shop there was a room,
‘brown and green, with two windows that looked on to a
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vard, so Mr. Zanti said. There was no furniture in it save
a table and some chairs; a woman was spreading a cloth
on the table as they came in. This woman had grey hair
that escaped its pins and fell untidily about her shoulders.
She was very pale, tall and thin, and her most striking
features were her piercing black eyes, and with .these she
stared at Peter. :

“ Zis is Mrs. Dantzig,” said Mr, Zanti, ‘‘ an old friend
—Mr. Peter Westcott, Mrs, Dantzig. ’E will work wiz us.”

The woman said nothing but nodded her head and con-
tHinued her work. They passed out of the room. Stairs
ran both up and down.

- What 15 down there ? * asked Peter.

* Ah, zat is ze kitchen,” said Mr. Zanti, laughing. Up-
stairs there was a clean and neat bedroom with a large
bed in it, an old sofa and two chairs.

“ Zis is where I sleep,” said Mr. Zanti. ** For a night or
two until you ’ave discovered a lodging you shall sleep on
zat sofa. Zay will make it whilst we ’ave supper.”

It was now late, and Peter was very, very tired. Down-
stairs there was much bread and butter and bacon and
eggs, and beer. The woman waited upon them; but
-Ehey were all very silent, and Peter was too sleepy to be

ungry.

The table was cleared, and Mr. Zanti sat smoking his
pipe and talking to the womian, Peter sat there, nodding,
and he thought that their conversation was in a foreign
tongue, and he thought that they looked at him and that
the woman was angry about something—but the sleep
always gained upon him~—he could not keep it away.

; %t (llast a hand was upon his shoulder and he was led up
o bed.

He tumbled out of his clothes, and his last impression
was of Mr. Zanti standing in front of him, looking vast and
very solemn in a blue cotton night-shirt. '

* Peter,” Mr. Zanti seemed to be saying, “you sece in
me, one, two, a hundred men. .. . All my life I seek
adventure—fun—and I find it—but there *as not been
room for ze affections. Then I find you—I love you as
my son and I say ‘ Come to my bookshop —But only ze
bookshop, mind you—you are there for ze books and be-
cause I care for you-~1 care for you ver’ much, Peter, and
zere ‘as not been room in my life for ze affections . . . but
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I will be a ver' good friend to you—and yon shall enly be
in ze shop—with ze books—I will be a good friend— 4

Then it seemed that Mr. Zanti kissed Peter on both
cheeks, blew out the candle, and clunbed into his huge

: soon he was snoring

But Peter could not be sure of these things becausc he
was so very tred that he did not know whether he were
standing on his head or his heels, and he was asleep on lus
sofa and about the gest and most d
events i less than no time at all,

mr

Peter was not, on this day at any rate, to see very much of
them; he was handed over to the care of Herr Gottfned
Hanz, who had obviously not brushed his hayr when he
got up in the mormng - -t b N
that were too big for hu

he walked, Whatever

OMJsin!c only, chinks of ) .

1o tell them whether 1t were there or not.
But here Herr Gottined came to the rescue  * See you,”
he sud with an air of pnde, “1t 13 thus that they ate ar-
ranged. Here you have the Novel—Bronté, Bulwer, Bun- f;
¥an (The Pilgrim’s Progress, that 15 not a novel but 1t 15 1
near enough). Here you have Hustory, and here the Posts, *
and here Philosophy and here Travel—it will al] be simzle
w fn‘“‘,{ o -
‘tter’s eyes spun dizzily to the heights, N
“There & & trtle ladden said Hecs Cutttsd, )
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“ And,” at last said Peter timidly, “ may I—read——
when there is no one here ? . -
Herr Gottfried looked at him with a new interest. * You
like reading ? "' . :

“Like!"” Peter's voice was an ecstasy. .

“ Why of course, often.” Herr Gottined smiled. ‘* And
then see | (he opened the shop door) there is a small boy,
James, who is supposed to look after these (these were the
1d., 2d., and 3d. boxes outside the window, on the pave-
ment), but he is an idle boy and often enough he is not there,
and then we must have the door open and you must watch
them. Often enough (this seemed a favourite phrase of
his) these gentlemen (this with great scorn) will turn the
books over and over and they will look up the street once
and they will look down the strect once, and then into the
packet a book will go—often enough,” he added, looking
beyond the door savagely at a very tired and tattered lady
who was turning the 1d. lot over and over.

Then, this introductory lesson concluded, Herr Gott-
fried suddenly withdrew into the tangles of his hair and
retreated behind his counter. Through the open door there
came the most entrancing sound, and the bustle of the street
was loud and startling—Dbells ringing, boys shouting, wheels
-rattling, and beyond these immediate notes a steady hum
like the murmur of an orchestra heard through closed doors.
All this was wonderful enough, but it was nothing at all to
the superlative fascination of that multitude of books.
Peter found a bard little chair in a dark corner and sat down
upon it. Here he was in the very heart of his kingdom !
He could never read all the books in this place if he lived
for two hundred years . . . and so he had better not try.
He made a blind dash at the volumes nearest him (quietly
iest he should disturb Herr Gottfried who seemed very busy
at his counter) and secured something and read it as well
as he could, for the light was very bad. It was called The
True and Faithful Experiences of the Reverend James Scott
in the Other World Being a Veracious Hislory of his Ex-
periences of the Life after Death—the dust rose from its
pages in little clouds and tempted him to sneeze, but he
bit his lip and counted forty and saved the situation.

Herr Gottfried dealt with the customers that morning,
and Peter stood nervously watching him. The customers
were 1ot very many—an old lady who * wanted something
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to read " caused many volumes to be Izid before her, and

finally left the shop without buying anything—a young

man with spectacles purchased some tattered scence and

a clergyman some Sermons. A thm and very hungry-

looking ‘man entered, clutching a had}ly-txed paper parcel.

These were books he wanted to scll.  They were obviously
" L ) Tm

they

The hungr{‘ man sighed.

* Five shillings,” he sud, “* they are worth more.”

*“ Three shillings for the lot,”* smd Herr Gottfried.

“1It 1s very lttle,”" said the hungry man, but he took
the money and went out sadl'z'

Once there came a magnificent gentleman—that 1s, he
looked nificent in the distance away from the gas jet
He nas tall with a high hat, a fine moustache and a tatl-
cozt; he had melancholy eyes and a langud awr, Peter
was sorry to observe on a closer view that his tail-coat was
fonsind nod Ll aallae mnb sraeer planm

bad put his blue shppers and whence had come the large
flat l‘:oots and the brown and faded squasl‘l_ hat when he
fiat boots and the brown and faded squas en he

AAAAAA pisd

as
vige
noL

mo
great distance,

TP e
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Hert Gottfried aatd

W And g0 YOU caxc o7 seading ? "
L1
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just a httle at school,”
es, your schools. I know them. Homer?"

“No, I'm afraid not.”

“ Ah, well, you shall read Homer. He is the greatest,
he is the Master. There is Po?pe for a beginmng, I will
teach you Greek. , ., Goethe? "

*I—beg your pardon ?”* )

“ Goethe, he, Goethe—he has never heard of him
—never, Alll. these sc‘!mcls—-l knowathem, Teach them

4 but s

a
“I'm very sorry-—h" saxd Peter humbly.

“ And music ? *
“I've had no opporturuty—"
*But you me love 1£ 2 Yes, I see that you would

love 1t~—it 15 10 your eyes, Beethoven}? No-—later, per-
haps—then oftén enough-—but Schubert! Ah, Schu.
bert]” (here the meat-}nes arnived, but Herr Gottirnied
does not see them) ‘“Ah, the Unfinished! He shall
hear that and he will have a new soul—And the songs!
Gott 1n Himmel, the songs! There 15 a man I know,
he wilt sing them to you. Dre Mulletheder It is alwa;
water, the Flowers, the Sun and all the roses in the world
+»ach! *Dir Spinnenn,” “Meersstille ' , ., * Meersstille”
=yah, Homer, hubert—meat and dnnk—Homer the
meat-pie, Schubert the beer, but not thus beer—no, Helles,
beautiful Helles with the sunm it .. .”

He had forgotten Peter and Peter did not understand
anything that he said, but he sat there with his eyes wide
open and felt assured that 1t was all very useful to hum
and very important  Th fefamn —emtesl 4 ol 341
the air grew thicks '
play at the door, '
1he long wooden tauues, . , .

Ah1 this was, indeed, London.

Peter was so gﬁs‘atl moved that tus bhunger left hum,
and 1t was with difficulty that the meat-pre was finished.

w

During the three days that followed Peter Jeamnt 2
great deal about the bookshop, At might he still sle;;:egl,
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2. Zanti’s bedroom, but it was only a temporary pitching
of tents during these days whilst he was a stranger and
baffled by the noise and confusion.

Already his immediate surroundings had ceased to be
a mystery. He had as it were taken them to himself and
seated himself in the midst of them with surprising ease.
Treliss, Scaw House, his father, had slipped back into an
unintelligible distance. He felt that they still mattered
to him, and that the time would most certainly come
when they would matter to him even more, but the_y
were not of immediate concern. The memory of his
mother was closer to him. . . .

But in this discovery of London he was amazingly
happy--happier than he had ever been in all his life, and
younger too, There were a great many things that he
Wwished to know, a great many questions that he wished
to ask—but for the moment he was content to rest and to
grasp what he could see.

In a day he seemed to understand the way that the
books went, and not only that but even the places where
the individual books were lodged. He did not, of course,
know anything about the contents of the books, but their
titles gave them, in his mind, human existence, so that
,he thought of them as actual persons living in different
parts of the shop. There was, for instance, the triumph
of Lady Audley's Secre!. An old lady with a trembling
voice and a very sharp pair of eyes wished for a second-
hand copy.

" I'm very sorry, Madame,” began Herr Gottfried, * but
I'm afraid we haven't . . ."”

“I think—" said Peter timidly, and he climbed the
little ladder and brought the book down from a misty
corner. Herr Gottfried was indeed amazed at him-—hc
said very little but he was cerlainly amazed. Indeed,
with the exception of the ** meat-pic ' interval he scarcely
spoke throughout the day. Peter began to look forward
to one o'clock, for then the German, in the midst of the
babel and the smoke, continued the educating progress,
and even read Goethe's poetry aloud {tramslating it into
the strangest English) and developed Peter’s conception
of Homer into an alluring and fascinating picture.

Of London itself during these days Peter saw nothing.
At cight o'clock in the evening the shutters were put up

Y
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by the disobedient James and the shop retired for the
night. Herr Gottfried shufiled away to some hidden
sesting-place of hus own, and Peter found supper waiting
for lum in the room at the back He ate this alone, for
Mr, Zanti was not there, and during these three days he
was hardly visible at all. He was up m the morning
before Peter was and he came to bed when Peter was
already asleep The boy was not, however, certain that
lus master was always away when he seemed to be, He
appeared suddenly at the most surprising moments, smul-
g and cheerful as ever and with no sign of hurry about

He always gave Peter a nod and a kid word, and
asked lum how the books were going and patted him on
the shoulder, but he was away almost as soon as he was

cre,

. One strange thing was the number of people that came
mto"the bookshop with no mtention whatever of having

fell asleep, lying on’tus sofa, istening to the sounds wmn the
street below him, watching the reflections of the gas hight
flung up by the street lamps on to the walls of his room,
ke would wonder . . . and, so wondering, he was asleep.

And then, on the fourth day, something happened.

It was growing late, and Peter, underneath the gas jet,
®as buned in Mr. Pope’s Homer. A knock on tﬁc dlom'
?_‘J‘\d ‘be}x‘rstx‘na:l‘] entered with the letters, As a rule Herr

+lea

Liuy times, and he had always kept the letter that Stephen
Ea‘g wntten to him when he first went to aweons© To
°r €yes 1t might seem an ordinary enough hand—rough
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- Tb;mk yqu." said Pgter m mther .2 quivering voice,
RN .l" '
rour
. . . ; v now
that you have been here a few days perbaps 1t is time
for you to find a place to hve—and I have talked wiz a
friend of mune, a ver’ good fnend who 'as Iived for many
years in a 'ouse where ‘e says there 13 a room that wil
just do for you—cheap—pleasant people . . . yes? To-
morrow ‘e will show you the place. ere you will "ave
fnends—""

Peter smuled, thanked Mr Zanti, and went to bed. But
his dreams were confused that might. It seemed to him
that London was a huge room with closmg walls, and
4ok mginm hper amnn lacae e d Alnrpe mmd AL s ke ~mmam

. -
that led to the katchen, and he mght have stopped those
elosing walls but he would not ~Then suddenly Peter
was running down the Sea Road above Trehss and the
ey Mgt iy S i Fat i A eahid

s . Lo
. . | . .
1 Lilber wal wallig W RIU sun, dud Mis, pascoe was dt
luis elbow. Peter screamed, the sweat was pouring off
tus forehead, hus throat was tight with agony when sud-
denly by lus side was old Frosted Moses, with his flowing
beard. "It 1sn't Lfe that matters,” he was whispenng
:n h's old cracked voice, ‘' but the Courage that you bnng

o it.”"

The figures faded, the light grew broader and broader,
and Peter woke to find Mr. Zanti, by the aid of a candle,

bing imto bed.

But some time passed before he had courage to fall
aslecp again,

i



CHAPTER XII

BROCKETT'S ! ITS CHARACTERS, AND ESPECIALLY
MRS. BROCKETIT

the next afternoon about six o’clock, Mr. Zanti, accom-
ed by the languid and shabby gentleman whom Peter
noticed hefore, appeared in the shop.
Signor Rastelli,”” said Mr. Zanti, and the languid
leman shook hands with Peter as though he were
erring a great benefit upon him and he hoped Peter
1dn’t forget it.
Zis,” said Mr, Zanti, "is my young friend, Peter
itcott, whom I love as if ‘e were my own son—Signor
telli,”” he continued, turning to Peter. ‘' I've known
for very many years, and I can only say zat ze longer I
. known him ze more admirable I 'ave thought "im.”
he gentleman took off his tall hat, stroked it, put it
1gain, and looked, with his languid eyes, at Peter,
Ang,” continued Mr. Zanti cheerfully, conscious per-
s that he was carrying all the conversation on his
. shoulders, ““’e¢ will take you to a 'cuse where 'e¢ has
1 for—'ow many years, Signor ? "’
Ten,” said that gentleman.
For ten years—every comfort. Zere's a little room
Als me where you will be *appy—and all your food and
1dship for one pound a week. Therel’ he ended
mphantly.
Thank you very much,” said Deter, but he did not
gether like the look of the scedily dressed gentleman,
would much rather have stayed with Mr. Zanti,
¢ had packed his black bag in readiness, and now he
hed it, and aiter promising to be in the shop at halis
160
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past eight the next mormng, started off with his melancholy
nde.

The lamps were coming out, and 2 silence that often
.. . L - . 3 .
though trying to catch somethung), “ I know you don’t
Iike me T could see 1t at once—1 never make a mistake
about those things, You were saying to yourself : * What
does that hommble, over-dressed stranger want to come
interfering with me for ?**"

* Indecd, I wasn't,” said Peter breathlessly, because
the bag was so heavy and they were wallang so fast

“ Ok, ges, you were. Never mund, I'm not a popular
man, and when you know me better you'll hke me still
less. That's always the way I affect people. And always
with the best intentions "And you were thunkmng, too,
that you never saw anything less Italian than I am and
you're sure my name’s Brown or Smuth, and indeed it's
iruc that I was bomn mn Clapham, but my parents were
Italians—refugees, you know, although I'm sure I don't
know what from—and every one calls me the Signor, and
so there you are—and I don’t see how I’'m to helpit. But
that's just me all over—always fighting aganst the tide ;
T ° - " All thus said very rapidly

gh tears were not very

' laughing, “ 1 can man-
by s

‘AR, well, you look strong,” said the Signor appre-
aatinely. *I'envy you, I'm sure—never had a day's
health myscl—but T don’t complain **

By this time they had passed the British Museum and
were entering into the shadows of Bloomsbury At this
hour, when the lamps and the stars are coming out, and
the sun 1s going in, Bloomsbury has an air of melancholy
that is pecubarly ity own The dark grey houses stand
as a perpetual watness of those people that bave found
bie too hard for them and have ‘been compelled to give
i, The streets of those melancholy squares seen bcéxuth
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flickering lam 1ight and a wan moon protcst against all
of spirit and urgc resignation and 2 ‘mournful acqui-
cscence. Bloomsbury is Life on Thir Shillings 2 week

drama rarvation OF the tragedy of the
Embanlmcnt, put with all the jgnominy of making ends
meet ander the ctern and rolenticss €ye of & Dhoarding:

er.

¢ of all the sad and unhappy squarcs in Bloomsbury
the saddest 18 Bennett Square. 1t s shut in by all the
other Bloomsbury Squares, and is farther than any of
them from the lights and traffic of popular strects. There
are only {our lamp posts there—on® at cach comcr—-—:md
petween these patches of light everything js darkness and

.

Fvery houst in Bennett Square is a boaxding-house.
and No. 72 is Brockett's:

t Mrs. ‘Brockett js a Ve terrifying but jovable woman,’
said the Signor darkly, and Peter, whose spirits had sun
lower and ever lower as he stumbled through the dar
streets, {elt, at the gsound of this threatening prophcc.j

No. 72 18 certainly the grimicst of the houses in Benn¢
Square. 1t is tall and built of that grey stone that tal
the mind of the observer pack to those school prcc'mcts
outh. It is a thin house, not broad m}d at and CC

jortably Hulging, rather o spitefu glance
the house qucczed it in ther side Tt is
coured, cldc 1y, caustic old maid, unhappy its own
criences an detcrmmcd 1o make one else unha
in thars Peter, O course, @ ot these thingS cC
jf was Very dark, but he wis hed ho had 1

The Signot had Y ris own, Peter was

the gas was Hurning, but the only things that really
fited from its light were & jong row of mournful black
that hung against the wall.

Peter sneezed, and was suddenly conscious of an cno!
woman whom he knew by instinct 0 e Mrs. BIC
She was truly enormousf»shc stood facing him ke
avenging . She had the body of a man— at, st
proad. e black haif, carcfully parted down the !

was prushed pack and bound 3nto hard black €O

down over the neclk. he stood thert Jooking &
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them, her arms akimbo, ber legs apart. Her eyes were
black and deep-set, her cheek-bones very Erominent. her
it St ey S o bl NAATGS. SR v s e Rt

** Good evening, Signor "’

* Good evemng, Madzme’ He took off his hat and
gave her a deep bow. * Ths 1s the young gentleman,
Mr., Westcott, of whom I spoke to you thus mormng ™

* Well—how are you, Mr Westcott ?** Her words
were sharply chipped and had the resonance of comns as
thcy rang in the air

““Quite well, thank you,” said Peter, and he noticed,
in spite of ls dismay at her ag};eamnce. that the clasp
of her hand was strong and friendly

** Florence will show you your room, Mr Westcott. It
is a pound a week including your meals and attendance
and the use of the general sitting-room If you do not
Lke it you must tell me and we will wish one another good
evening. 1f you do like 1t I shall do my best to make you
comfortable.”

Peter found afterwards that thus was her mnvanable
manner of addressing a new-comer It could scarcely be
called a warm welcome. She turned and called, ** Flor-

CVUY MUE UL IUIL WEIC UOUIS, dUU ULLE AU dBdnl, gd¥
flared above him. It was all very cold, and gusts of wind
passed up and down, whisking 1o and out of the ailcloth,
and Peter thought that he had never seen so many closed
doors in his hife,
[
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« 1 think it will do_very well, thank you,” sga.id‘Petér,
and he put down his black bag; :

“ o you » gaid the maid. There's & bell,” she
said, point'mg, «gnd the meal’s at seving sharp.” She

d.
He spent the time, very cheerfully, taking the things
out of the plack bag, and arranging them. He 1ad sud-

n

was here that he would write | He Jooked about the Toom

ovingly- 1t was quite pare except for the bed, the washing-
: e

stand and & chalr, an there was fire-plac u
arranged the pooks, D& id Copperﬁeld, Don Quixolts Henry
Lessinghant, he Roaas, he Downs, he dow st

o

and the little faded photograph of his mother on the ledge
above the washing basin. He had scarcely finished doing
these things when there was & tap on his door: He opencd
it, and found the Signon ho longer in 2 tail-coat, Hut in
a short, faded blue jacket that made him look shabbier
than ever.

« Excuse—not intruding, I hope ?” He ooked gloomily
round the room. « Bverything 11 right 27

« Very ni e, said Peter.

« Ah, you like it at first—but never mind. Wonder-
ful woman, Mrs. Brockett. 1 expect you were alarmed
just now."”

1§ was, @ little,” admitted Peter.

« Ah, well, we a1l are at first. But you'll get over that,
you'll love her—every ©8€ loves her. BY The way, BC
pushed his hand through his hair, ¢ what 1 came about
was to tell you that we all forgather—=as you might sy~
in the sitting-room before dinner——yes—-and Td like tO
jntroduce you to my wife, the Signora——not Ttalian, yOU
know—but you'll \like her Detter than me—every one’s

Poter, trembling 2 jittle at the tht;ught of more strangers
jollowed the Signor downstairs and found, in the middle ©
one of the dark landings, jooking 2as though she had bee
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left there by some one and completely fotgoﬁen, a hittle
wisp of a woman with bright yellow haw and a straw-
coloured dress, and this was the Signora. This lad;
shook hands with hum 1n a frightened tearful way a.nd
made choking noises all the way downstaws, and
dxstrcsscd Petcx very much untﬂ he ducovercd that she

{)er a grea.t *number of shinin pictures 1n the most
splendid gilt frames, and 1n the middle of the room a bnght
green settee with red cushions on 1t.  On this settee, which
was round, with a space mn the mudle of it, ke a circus,
several persons were scated, but there was apparently
no conversation. They all looked up at the opening of the
door, and Peter was so dazzled by the bright colour of the
room that 1t was some time before he could collect s
thoughts.

But the Signor beckoned to lum, and he followed.

* Allow me, Mrs, Monogue,” said the Signor, ** to intro-
duce to you Mr, Peter Westcott ” The lady 1n question
was stout, red-faced, and mufiled in shawls. She extended
him a haughty finger.

There followed then Miss Norah Monogue, 2 gl with
a pleasant smule and untidy harr, Miss Dall, a lady with a

her oy 0

cheerful pcorle, who sat very close togeti:cr as though
lhcy were cold

PUSR NIRRT DU SRS I SO
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« 1 don’t know why it is,” she guid, with 2 1ittle chirrup,
like 2 bird's, but T'm always Jate—always v .
“Then she did an amazing thing. She walked to the
green cetice and sat down Petween Miss Dall, the lady with
The tight dress and Mrs. Monogue- She then took out of
one pocket a8 orange and out of 7 nother a piece of news-
paper- . .

1 must have my orangt you know,” she caid, looking

gaily round on every one.
She spread the newspaper on her kned, and then peeled
the orange very lowly and with great care. The silence
was maintained—19 one spoke. Then suddenly the Signor
darted forward : « Oh, Mrs. Lazarus, 1 must introduce
you to afadame’s RCW guest, 4 .

« How do you do? ' the old lady chirruped- <« Ohl
put my H0gers are all over orange—never mind, we'll smile
at one another. 1 hope vou'll fike the plact {'m sure.
always have an orangt before dinner. They've got nsed
to me, You know. We ve all got out little habits.”

Ppeter did not know what tO say, and Was wondering
whether he ought to relieve the old lady of her orang® pee
{at whic she was gazn rather hc\plcssly), when 2 pell

ng and Florence appcarcd at the doot.

«>Dinner 1 7 she <aid laconically:

A proccssion was formed, \Irs. Monogut: with her shawls
sweeping behind bet, cailed in front, and Peter prought vP
the rear. Mrs {.azarus put the orange pecl int0 the news:
paper and placed it all carefully in her pocket.

Mrs. Rrockett was sitting, mMoré iike 2 soldier than ever,
at the head of the table. A{utton was in front of her, and
there ceemed to PC pothing on the teble-cloth but cruets
and three dusty and melancholic palms. Peter found that
he was sitting petween MIS. Lazarus and Miss Dall, and

nogatived any polite necessity of cordiality of enial spirt
When any one spoke it was crossly and 1 considera

jrritation, d although the food was €© amed with g€
eagerness O “body’s faces of the compa

was worse than ever, and they wouldn't stand it anotl
minute. They all did stand it howevel, and Peter thouf
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that they were all, sceretly, rather happy and contented.
Dunng most of the meal no one spoke to him, and as he
was very hungry thus did not matter. Opposite him, all
down the side of the room, were dusty grey pillars, and
Detween these pillars heavy Qark green curtains were
haoging. Ths had the fﬂcct' of mufiling and crushing the

thank you,”

She also hurnmed to herself at times and made her bread
into httle hard pellets, which she flicked across the table
with her thumb at no one 1 particular and in sheer absence

mnd, The two Mr Crumleys were sitting opposite
to her, and they accepted the httle charge of shot with all
the placd equammxt}; bred of ancsent custom,

Peter noticed other things He noticed that Mrs.
Monogue was an exceedingly ill-tempered and selfish
woman, and that she bullied the pleasant gul with the
untdy hatr throughout the meal, and that the girl took
it all in the easiest posstble way. He noticed that Mrs,
Brockett dealt with each of her company 1a turmn~—one
remask apiece, and always in that stern, deep voice with
tke stranpely beautiful musical note 1 1t - To himself
shesad: o Ayell, Mr, Westcott, 1'm pleased, T'm e, that
everything §3 to your satisfaction,” and listened gravel
05 akumpce; o Shas Dal, “yell. Mss Dab,§
e 3 o S FRIR AP S paiiat

Food. )
He assured ber that ke would go.
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« 1 will lend you a volume of his Sermons if you would
care to read them.” . '

Peter said that he would be delighted. The meal was
soon over, and every one returned to the sitting-room.
They sat about in a desolate way, and Peter discovered
afterwards that Mrs. Brockett liked every one to be there
together for half an hour to encourage iriendly relations.
That object could scarcely be said to be achieved, because
there was very little conversation and many anxious glances
were flung at the clocks. Mrs. Brockett, however, 'sat
sternly in a chair and sewed, and no one ventured to leave
the room. i

One pleasant thing happened. Peter was standing by
the window turning over some fashion papers of an ancient
date, when he saw that Miss Monogue was at his elbow.
Now that she was close to him he observed that she looked
thin and delicate; her dress was worn and old-fashioned,
she looked as though she ought to be wrapped up warmly
and taken care of—but her eyes were large and soft and
grey, and although her wrists looked strangely white and
sharp through her black dress her hands were beautiful.
Her voice was soft with an Irish brogue lingering pleasantly
., amongst her words :

"~ “ 1 hope that you will like being here.”

“T'm ‘sure I shall,” he said, smiling. He felt grateful
to her for talking to him.

* You're very fortunate to have come to Mrs. Brockett’s
straight away. You mayn’t think so now, because Mrs.
Brockett is alarming at first, and we none of us "”—she
looked round her with a little laugh—* can strilce the on-
looker as very cheerful company, But really Madame has
2 heart of gold—you'll ind that out in time. She's had a
terribly hard time of it herself, and I believe it’s a great
struggle to keep things going now. But she’s helped all
kinds of people in her time.”

Peter looked, with new eyes, at the lady so sternly
sewing. !

“You don’t know,” Miss Monogue went on in her soft,
pleasant voice, ‘ how horrible these boarding-houses can
be. Mother and I have tried a good many. But here
people stay for ever—a pretty good testimony to it, I
think . . . and then, you know, she never lets any one stay
here if she doesn’t like them—so that prevents scoundrels.
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There've been one or two, but she’s always found them out
. . . and I believe she keeps old Mrs. Lazarus quite free of
charge.

Shs: paused, and then she added :

*“ And there’s no gne here who hasn’t found life pretty
hard.  That gives us 2 lund of freemasonry, you Luow.
The Tressiters, for wstance, they have three children, and
he has been out of work for months—sometimes there's
such a frightened Jook 1n her eyes . . . but you mustn't

hink that we re melancholy hcre, she went on more

on bcr awn accoun
“ And you ? " shc said. ' Have you only just come up

“Yes," he q

“I'mm a kseller’s shop—a
second-band bookseller’s. I've only been m London a few
days—-lts all very exating for me—and a little confusing

lm sure }ou’ll get on. she said, * You look so
not N ir strength

us ragged
“ he sag.ld,
' il change

Then there came across the room st Monogue's sharp
voice. * Norah! Norah[ I want yo

She left him,

That night in his hittle room, he looked from his window
at the sea of black roofs that stretched ito the sky and
found in thewr ultumate distance the wonderful sweep of
stars that domed them; a great moon, full-rounded, dull
szuld st:mng Lke a huge eye, above them. was

God there must be somewhere to have given hum
all ﬂus splendour—a splendour surcly for him to work
upon. He felt as a craftsman fecls, when some new and
wonderful tools have been given to lum; as a woman
feels the child in her womb, stimng mystenously, movmg
her to deep and glad thankfulness; so now, with the nig|
wind blowing about him, and all London lying, dark ?

- -
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motionless, below him, he felt the first stirring of his power,
This was his to work with, this was his to praise and glorify
and make beautiful—now crude and formless—a seed dark
and without form or colofir—one day to make one more
flower in that garden that God has given his servints to
work in.

He did not, at this instant, doubt that some God was
there, crying to him, and that he must answer. Of that
moon, of those stars, of that mighty city, he would make
one little stone that might be added to that Eternal Temple
of Beauty. . . .

He turned from his window and thought of other things.
He thought of his father and Scaw House, of the windy day
when his mother was buried, of Mr. Zanti and Stephen’s
letter, of Herr Gottfried and his blue slippers, of this house
and its people, of the friendly girl and her grey eyes . . .
finally, for a little, of himself, of his temper and his ambi-
tions and his selfishness. Here, indeed, suddenly jumping
out at him, was the truth.

He felt, as he got into bed, that he would have to change
a great deal if he were to write that great book that he
thought of: * Little Peter Westcott,’”’ London secemed to
say, * there’s lots to be done to you first before you're
worth anything . . . I'll batter at you.”

Well, let it, he thought, sleepily. There was nothing
that he would like better. He tumbled into sleep, with
London after him, and Fame in front of him, and a soft

and resonant murmur, as of a slumbering giant, rising to
his open window.
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CHAPTER I
“REUBEN HALLARD "

THERE is 2 story i an early volume of Henry Gal-
leon’s about a man who caught—as he may have
caught other sicknesses mn us time—~the disease of the
Terror of London  Eating his breakfast cheerfully 1n hus
luxurious chambers 1n Mayfair, in the act of pounng s
Aafep ek CEh s Mandeem st s o4 he paused. It
o attentton—the
oot Piccadilly—but
. left hus break-
Lo that rumbling
traffic on many other occasions—it may be said to have
e s - e

was a regulanty, a monotony ab‘out it . . and also -
haps a sense of great force, quiescent now and held 1n
DA i, e uing i B e O ) .

PR . R

this old place being alive, falang on a regular existence of

its own, don't you know? You might draw 1t—a great

beast Like some old alligator, all curled up, with 1ts tecth
1
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and things—making 2 noise a bit as it moves about . ..
and then, one day, when it's got us nicely all on top of it,
down it will bring us all, houses and the rest. Damned
funny idea, what? Do for a cartoon-fellow or some
one——"

The disease developed; he had it very badly, but at
first his friends did not know. He lay awake at night
hearing things—one hears much more at night——some-
times he fancied that the ground shook under his feet—but
most terrible of all was it when there was perfect silence.
The traffic ceased, the trees and windows and doors were
still . . . the Creature was listening. Sometimes he read
in papers that buildings had suddenly collapsed. He smiled
to himself. “ When we are all nicely gathered together,”
he said, “ when there are enough people . . . then——-"

His friends said that he had a nervous breakdown ; they
sent him to a rest-cure. He came back., The Creature was
fascinating—he was terrified, but he could not leave it.

. He knew more and more about it; he knew now what
it was like, and he saw its eyes, and he sometimes could
picture its grey scaly back with churches and theatres and

- government buildings and the little houses of Mr, Smith
and Mr. Jones perched upon it—and the noises that it

* made now were so many and so threatening that he never
slept at all. Then he began to run, shouting, down Pic-
cadilly, so they put him—very reluctantly—into a nice
Private Asylum, and there he died, screaming. This story
is a prologue to Peter's life in London. . . . The story
struck his fancy ; he thought of it sometimes,

11

On a late stormy afternoon in November 18g5, Peter
finished his book, Rewbern Hallard. It had been raining
all day, and now the windows were blurred and the sea of
shining roofs that stretched into the mist emphasized the
dark and gloom of the heavy overhanging sky.

Peter's little room was very cold, but l)nlis body was
burning—he was in a state of overpowering excitement ;
his hands trembled so that he could scarcely hold his'pen
+ + « " Bo died Reuben Hallard, a fool and a gentleman "
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—and then * Frmus ”* with a hard straight hine underneath
i . . . He had been working at 1t for three years, and ke
tad been 1n London seven,

He walked up and down lus little room, he was so hot
tant he flung up hus window and leaned out and let the
ruin, that was coming down fiercely now, lash lus face

fud! London was full of mud. "He could see 1t, he
fincied, gathering in thick brown layers upon the pave-
ment, shining and ghstening as 1t mmfpteg, shipping n

of money, of fame—only, after shaning for three years in
tha s and adventures of dear, beloved souls, now,
suddenly, he emerged cold, breathless . . alone . , . mto
the world agan,

Exating! Why, funously, of course  He could have
sung and shouted and walked, nght over the tops of the
o @ shouted, and Bt i .
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“ 1 have finished it 1~

“What! The book ?”’

“°® Yes ! 3 .

Their voices were awed whispers. The whole hause had
during the last three years shared in the fortunes of the
book. Peter had come to dinner with a clond upon his
brow—the book therefore has gome badly—even Mrs.
Brockett is disturbed and Mrs. Lazarus is less chirpy than
usual. Peter comes to dinner with a smile—the book
therefore has gone well and even Mrs. Monogue is a little
less selfish than ordinary. The Signor now gazed round
the little room as though he might find there the secret of
so great an achievement. On Peter’s dressing-table the
manuscript was piled.—* You'll miss it,”” the Signor said
gloomily. ‘‘ You'll miss it very much—you’'re bound to.
Youwll have to get it typewritten, and that'll cost money.”

* Never mind, it’s done,” said Peter, shaking his head
as a dog shakes himself when he leaves the water.  There
they are, those people—and now I’m going to wash.”

He stripped to the waist, and the Signor watched his
broad back and strong arms with a sigh for his own feeble
proportions. He wondered how it was that being in a
stuffy bookshop for seven years had done Peter no harm,
bhe wondered how he could keep the back of his neck so
brown as that in London and his cheeks as healthy a colour
and his eyes as clear,

“ I'm amazingly unpleasant to look at,” the Signor said
at last. ‘I often wonder why my wife married me. I'm
not surprised that every one finds me uninteresting. Iam
uninteresting.”

* Well, you are not uninteresting to me, I can tell you,”
said Peter. He had put on a soft white shirt, a black tie,
and a black coat and trousers, the last of these a little
shiny perhaps in places, but neat and well brushed, and
you would really not guess, when you saw him, that. he
only possessed two suits in the wide warld.

** I think you're absorbing,” Peter said, a little patron-
izingly perhaps., .

‘“ Ah, that proves nothing,” the Signor retorted. “ You
only care for fools and children—Mrs. Brockett always
says s0.”

They went downstairs—Peter was, of course, not hungry
at all, but the conventions had to be observed. In the
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itting-room, round about the green settee, the company
was waiting as 1t had waited seven years ago; there were
ane or two umm})onznt additions, and Mrs Monogue had
tied the year beiore and Mrls Lazarus was now very old
aut her orange becausc she had to wear muttens now, and
that made peehing the thung dufficult  ** I'm sure,"” shesaid,
m a voice hke that of a very exated cricket, ** that Mr
Westcott will feel better after he’s had something to eat
I always do.””

This remark left conversation at a standstill. The rain
drove against the panes, the mud rose cver lugher against
the walls and dinner was announced  Mrs Brockett made
her remarks to each member of the company m turn as
usual. To Peter she said :

“1 hear that you have fimshed your book, Mr West-
cott. We shall all watch eagerly for 1ts appearance, I'm
sure ”

He felt his excitement ShEpmg away from him as the

Q AApati. Vi anam 4eeAd  Tenband of ala

b end

was worth.

Poor Mrs. Tressiter’s baby had died last week, and now,
seddenly, she burst out crying and had to leave the room
There was a little twitter of wm}nthy. How good they all
were to one another, these people, stupid and odd perhaps
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in some ways, but so brave for themselves and so generows
to one another. It was no mean gathering of souls that
Mrs. Brockett’s dingy gas illuminated,

Every now and again the heavy curtains blew forward
in the wind and the gas flared. There was no conversation,
and the wind could be heard driving the rain past the
windows.

IIx

Peter, that evening, took the manuscript of Reuben
Hallard into Miss Monogue's room. Since her mother died
Norah Monogue had had a bed sitting-room to herself. The
bed was hidden by a high screen, the wall-paper was a dark
green, and low bookshelves, painted white, ran round the
room. There were no pictures (she always said that until
she could have good ones she wouldn’t have any at all):
There were some brown pots and vases on the shelves and
a writing-table with a typewriter by the window.

When Peter came in, Norah Monogue was sitting in a

~low chair over a rather miserable fire ; a little pool of light
above her head came from two candles on the mantelpiece
. —otherwise the room was in darkness.

" Shall T turn on the gas?'’ she said, when she saw
who it was. '

“ No, leave it as it is, I like it.”! He sat down in 2
chair near her and put a pile of manuscript on the floor
beside him. “ I've brought it for you to read,” he said,
“ Y'm frightened about it. I suddenly think it is the most
rotten thing that ever was written.” "He had become very
intimate with her during these seven years. At first he had
admired her because she behaved ‘so splendidly to her
abominable mother—then she had obviously been inter-
ested in him, had talked about the things that he was
reading and his life at the bookshop. They had speedily
be_come the very best of friends, and she understood friend-
ship he thought in the right way—as though she had her-
sclf been a man. And yet she was with that completely
feminine, a woman who had known struggle from the be-
ginning and would know it to the end; but her person-
ality—humorous, pathetic, understanding—was felt in her
presence so strongly that no one ever forgot her after
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meeting her Some one once sud of her, ** She's the

‘ L omeoed,
s
o Lot
. 1t
was vﬂlamous “She was untidy—her bair—streaked al-
ready \mh grey—was never 1 lts place her dress was
e .ad holes
+ fifty pounds a
.- ' by typewnting.
i was scrupulously
neat, She had had a story taken by The Green Volume
Her fniends belonged (as indeed just at this time so many
people belonged) to the Cult of the Lﬂg’ repeated the wittl~
cisms of Oscar Wilde and treasured the art of Mr Aubrey
Beardsley. Miss Monogue behieved in the movement and re-
jected the affectations In 1895, when the reaction began,
she defended her old mants, but looked forward eagerly
to new ones.  She worked too hard to have very many
friends, and Peter saved her from hours of loneliness To
tum she was the last word 1n Critiesm, 1 Literature  He
would have liked to have fashioned Reuwben Hallard after
the manner of The Green Volume, but now thought sadly
khat 1t was as unhkc that manger as posaible , that is why

. '
fa-lk." M

They were silent for a little He was feeing unha py
and, cunously encugh, fnghtened. He would have I

tu]ump up suddcnly and shout o “cll what's going to
happe - ) t8E

don, . - - . )
these - .

Now, = .

wasted, gone, Here were seven ycars guue and

he had donc nothm%c—seen nothing, become nothing. \What
was his future to ? Where ms he to go? WWhat to

g
.
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do? He had reasoned blindly to himself during these
years, that Reuben Hallard would make his fortune~now
that seemed the very last thing it would do.

“ 1 know what you're feeling,” she said, “* now that the
book's done, you're wondering what's coming next.”’

“ 1{'s more than that. I've been in London seven years,
Tustead of writing a novel that no one will want to read
T might have been getting my foot in. I might at any
rate have been learning London, finding my way about.
Why,” he went on excitedly, “ do you know that, except
for a walk or two and going into the gallery at Covent
Garden once or twice and the Proms sometimes and meet-
ing some people at Herr Gottfried’s once or fwice, I've spent
the whole of my seven years between here and the book-
sho »

““You mustn’t worry about that. Tt was quite the right
thing to do. You must remember that there are two ways
of learning things. First through all that every one has
written, then through all that every one is doing. Up to
now yow've been studying the first of those two. Now
you're ready to take part in all the hurly-burly, and you

.will. London will fling you into it as soon as you're ready,
you can be sure.”

“ T've been awfully happy all this time,”” he went on

-reflectively.  ** Toohappy, lexpect. Inever thought about
anything except reading, and writing the book, and talking
to you and Gottfried. Now things will begin I suppose.”

' What kind of things ? »

“ Oh, well, it isn’t likely that I'm going fto be let alone
for ever. T've never told you, have I, about my life before
I came up to London ?

She hesitated a little before she answered. “ No, you've
never told me anything., I could see, of course, that it
hadn't been casy.”

‘“ How could you sce that ?

“ Well, it hadn’t been casy for either of us. That made
us {riends. And then you don’t look like a person who
would take things easily—ecver, Tell me abouf your carly
life before you came here,” Norah Monogue said.

She watched his face as he told her. She had found him
exceedingly good company during the seven years that
she had known him. They had slipped into their friend-
ship so casily and so naturally that she had never {aken
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herself to task about it m any way, it exsted as a very
delightful accompamment to the day’s wornes and dis-
appointments  She suddenly reakized now with a lttle
surpnised shock how bitterly she would nuss 1t 2ll were 1t
to cease  In the darkened room, with the storm blowing
outside, she felt her loneliness with an acute wave of emo-
tion and sclf-pity that was very unkke her If Peter were
to go, she felt, she could scarcely endure to hive on in the
dreary building,

Part of lus charm from the beginmung had been that he
was so astoundingly young, part of his interest that he
could be, at times, 50 amazungly old She felt that she
lerself could be equal neither to s youth nor hus age.
She was herself so ordinary & person, but watching him made
the most P and sp over hus
future made the most wonderful dreams That he was a

onahtg, that he mught do anything, she had always
lieved, but there had, until now, been no proof of it 1n
any wotk that he had done . he had had nothung to
show . , . now at last there lay there, with her in the
room, the evidence of her belief—his book

Dut the book scemed now, at thus moment, of small
account, and, as she watched hum, with the candle-hight
and the last flicker of the fire-light upon tus face, she saw
that he had forgotten her and was back agam, soul and
spint, amongst the things of which he was speakang

His voice was low and monotonous, his eyes starmng
straight in front of brm, lus hands, spread on lus knees,
g‘ngpcd the cloth of lus trousers She would not adrut
to herself that she was frightened, but her heart was beat-
1ng very fast and 1t was as though some stranger were
with her in the room. It may have been the effect of the
candle-light, blowing now in the wind that came through
the cracks in the window panes, but 1t seemed to her that
Peter's face was changed His face had lines that had
not been there before, mouth was thinner and harder
and his eyes were old and tired . . she had never seen
the man before, that was her impression,

But she had never known anything so viid  Quietly
as though he were reciting the story to humself and were
not sure whether he were telling it aloud or no, he began.
As he continued she could see the place as though 1t was
there with her in the room, the little Inn t ou

R



182 FORTITUDE

into the water, the high-cobbled street, the sea road, the
grim stone house standing back amongst its belt of trees,
the grey hill, the coast, the fields . . . and then the story
—the night of the fight, the beating, the school-days, that
day with his mother (here he gave her actual dialogue
as though there was no word of it that he had {forgotten),
the funeral—and then at last, gradually, climbing to its
climax breathlessly, the relation of father and son, its
hatred, then its degradation, and last of all that ludicrous
scene in the early morning . . . he told her evervthing.

When he had finished, there was a long silence between
them: the firc was out and the room very cold. The
storm had fallen now in a fury about the house, and the
rain lashed the windows and then {ell in gurgling stutter-
ing torrents through the pipes and along the leads. Miss
Monogue could not move; the scene, the place, the inci-
dents were slowly fading away, and the room slowly coming
back again, The face opposite her, also, gradually scemed
to drop, as though it had been a mask, the expression that
it had worn. Peter Westcott, the Peter that she knew, sat
before her again; she could have believed, as she looked

>-at him, that the impressions of the last half-hour had been
% entirely false. And yet the things that he had told her
‘Zwere not altogether a surprise; she had not known him
for seven years without secing signs of some other temper
“and spirit—controlled indeed, but nevertheless there, and
very different from the pleasant, happy Peter who played
with the Tressiter children and ‘dared to chafi Mrs.
Brockett. .

* Yowve paid me a great compliment, ielling me this,”
she said at last. ‘ Remember we're friends; youw've
proved that we are by coming like this to-night. T shan't
forget it, At any rate,”? she added softly, * it’s all right
now, Peter—it's all over now.” .

“ Over! No, indeed,” bhe answered her. Do v
suppose that one can grow up like that and then sha
it off?7 Sometimes I think. .. I'm afraid .. 7

stopped, abruptly biting his lip. “* Oh, well,” he «
s“c}?enlv in a brighter tone, ** there’s no need to
you with all that. It's nothing. I'm a it doney
this book, I expect. But that’s really why 1§,
that little picce of autobiography—because it s«

you to understand the book. The book’s come .’
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that, and you mightn’t have beleved that it was me at
all—unless I'd told you these things”’

He stood facing her, and a sudden awkwardness came
over both of them. The fire was dead {save for one red
coal) and the d rattled hke pistol-shots. He was
feeling perhaps that he had told her too much, and the
reserve of his age, the fear of bemng indiscreet, had come
upon hum  And with her there was the difficulty of not
knowing exactly what comfort 1t was that he wanted, or
whether, indeed, any kind of comfort wonld not be an
mnsult to him And, with all that awkwardness, there
was also a knowledge that they had never been so near
together before, an intimacy had been estabhshed that
mght that would never agan be broken.

Into thewr silence there came a knock on the door
When Miss Monogue opened 1t the stern figure of Mrs,
Brockett confronted her
b “ l?bcg your pardon, Miss Monogue, but 1s Mr. Westcott

cre "

Peter stepped forward.

“Oh, I'm sure I'm sorry to have to disturb you, Mr
Westcott, but there’s a man outside on the steps who
insists on secemng you '’

Secing me ?

Yes—he won't come in or go away. He won’t move
until he's seen you, Very obstinate I'm sure—and such
amght! Rather late, too"”

Mrs. Brockett was obviously displeased  Her tall black
figure was drawn up outside the door, as a sentry might
guard Buckingham Palace There was a confusion of re-
naht{). displeasure, and grnm humour i her attitude
But Peter was a favounte of hers  With a burned good-
night to Miss Monogue he left the two women standing

- " i
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On the steps a figure was standing bending beneath the
wind. The light from the hall shone out on to the black
slabs of stone, bright with the shining rain, but his cape
covered the man’s head. Nevertheless Peter knew at
once who it was. -

* Stephen,”’ he said quietly. .

The hall door was flung to with a crash; the wind
hurled Peter against Stephen’s body.

“ At last! Oh, Stephen! Why didn’t you come be-
fore 2’

“ I couldn’t, Master Peter. I oughtn’t to of come now,
but I ’ad to see yer face a minute. Not more than a
minute though——-""

“ But you must come in now, and get dry things on
at once. I'll see Mrs. Brockett, she’ll get you a room.
I'm not going to let you go now that o

“ No, Master Peter, I can’t stop. I mustn’t. I
’aven’t been so far away all this time as you might have
thought. But I mustn’t see yer unless I can be of use to
yer. And that’s what I've come about.”

He pressed close up to Peter, held both his hands in his

“and said: ‘‘ Look ‘ere, Peter boy, yer may be wanting me
soon—no, I can’t say more than that. But I want yer—
to be on the look-out. Down there at the bookshop be

" ready, and then if any sort o’ thing should ’appen down
along—why I’'m there, d’ye see? I’'ll be with yer when
you want me '

“Well, but Stephen, what do you mean ? What conid
happen? Anyhow you mustn't go now, like this, I
won’t let you go——""

“ Ah, but I must now—I must. Maybe we shall be
meeting soon enough. Only I'm there, boy, if yer wants
me. And—keep yer eye open *

In an instant that warm pressure of the hand was gone ;
the darker black of Stephen’s body no longer sithouectted
against the lighter black of the night sky.

Still in Peter’s nose there was that scent of wet clothes
and the deep, busky voice was in his ears. But, save for
the faint yellow flickering lamp, struggling against- the
tempest, he was alone in the square.

The rain had begun to fall again.




CHAPTER II

THE MAN ON THE LION

years since so dense and cruel a fog had startled London
—in his seven years’ expenience of the place Peter had
known nothung like 1t, and his mund flew back to that
afternoon of hus arrival, seven years before, and 1t seemed
to him that he was now moving straight on from that
pomnt and that there had been no intervemng pertod at
all. The Signor saw in a fog as a cat 5ees 1n the dark, and
he led Peter to the booksho;: without hesttation. He
. o o e s I e e
" K . * he
. . v o "= « 1€’s
plain to look at—one can act more freely” Certamnly
the ng}nor acted with very copsiderable freedom, darting
off ly nto the fog,” apyx ly wath the

of speaking to some one, and leaving Peter perfectly
helpless and then suddcnly darting back agam, catching
Peter in tow and tugqing l;xml forwar_'d once mare,
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the gas jets with little spasmodic leaps into light and
colour when the door opened and blew the quivering flame,

It was not of the books that Peter was thinking this
morning. He sat at a little desk in one dark corer under
one of the gas jets, and Herr Gottiried, huddled up s
usual, with his hair sticking out above the desk like a mop,
sat under the other; an old brass clock, perched on a
heap of books, ticked away the minutes. Oftherwise there
was silence save when a customer entered, bringing with
him 2 trail of fog, or some one who was not a customer
passed solemnly, seriously through to the rooms beyond.
The shop was, of course, full of fog, and the books scéemed
to form into lines and rows and curves in and out amongs:
the shelves of their own accord.

Peter meanwhile was most intently thinking. He kaew
as though he had scen it written down in large black letters
in front of him, that a period was shortly to be put to his
present occupation, but he could not have said how it
was that he knew. The finishing of his book left the way
clear for a number of things to attack his mind. Here
in this misty shop he was beset with questions.  Why was
he here at all ?  Had he during these seven vears bean o
such value, that the shop could not get on swithout him?

-+ - - To that sccond question he must certainly answer,

No. Why then had Mr, Zanti kept him all this time?
Surely because Mr. Zanti was fond of him. Yes, that
" " undoubtedly was a part of the reason. The relationship,
all this time, had grown very strong, and it was only now,
when he set himsclf seriously to think about it, that e
realized how glad he always was when Mr. Zanti rct.umv’:}
from his travels and how happy he had been when i had
been possible for them to spend an afternoan together.
Yes, Mr. Zanti was attached to him; he had often said
that he looked npon him as a son, and sometimes it seemed
to Peter that the strange man was about to make som?
declaration, something that would clear the air, and ex-,
plain the world—but be never did. . »

Peter had discovered strangely fitife abount him. i
knew now that Mr. Zanti's connection with the bmkfhg}:
was of the verv slenderest—that that was indecd ‘cntar«“a{
Herr Gottfried’s affair—and that it was used by the iﬁfﬁ:
and smiling gentleman as a cloak and a covenng. .i\f‘t;;
cloak and a covering to what 7 Well, at any mig,



ueLAns stury-leders, Ue Lowd see Wers go, 13erantly, to
dreadful catastrophes.

Peter was even conscions that the shop was toleraxtly
watched by inspectors, detectives, acd policemsn, and
that 1t was zll too childish—whatever it was—for any oze
to take it in the least seronsly. But pevertbeless there
were elements of very real danger wmn all those blundenzg
mysteries that had been going on now for o mazy years,
and it was at any rate of the greatest importance to Peter,
Decause he earned his living by it, because of his love for
Stephen and lus affection for Mr Zant, and becanse o
once anything were to happen hus ome resting-place in
this wild sea of London would be swept away and ke
b oovadtlaundol T W T St
suC . [l v
th - ' .

cor .
could he have sat down thus happily and easly for seven
€aTs, 23 thouph such a condition of things d comtinne
or ever? He had had wild ideas of Reden Hallard
making hus fortune ! . that thowed hus ignorance of
the world. Let lum begm to bustle.  He would not Jose
imodlhﬂ: mnmgnt' There were two things for him now
0 dn 4 hened adioe felanl e iab o o .

. - " -, . re asns e

+ thickness, and beyond the shop 1t seemed that there was
ndemonium, ¢ fire, blazing at some street corner,
n:;ed as ﬁ?"gh it \veirc the beating heart of all that dark-
53, and the cries of men and the slow, clu 910

of the traffic filled the bookshop with sound Y passing
_No customers came; Her Gottined worked away at
his desk, the brass clock ticked, Peter sat Iistenng, warting
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Herr Gottfried broke the silence once with: * Peter,
my friend, at ten o'clock to-night there will be a little
music in my room. Herr Dettsolter and his ’cello—a
little Brahms—if the fog is not too much for you.”

Peter accepted. He loved the low-roofed attic, the
clouds of tobacco, the dark corner where he sat and listened
to Herr Gottfried’s friends (German exiles like Herr. Gott-
fried) playing their beloved music. It was his only hixury.

Once two men whom Peter knew very well by sight
came into the shop. They were, he believed, Russians—
one of them was called Oblotzky—a tall, bearded, fierce-
looking creature who could speak no English.

Then suddenly, just as Peter was thinking of finding
his way home to the boarding-house, Mr. Zanti appeared.
He had been away for the last two months, but there he
was, his huge body filling the shop, the fog circling his
beard like a halo, beaming, calm, and unflustered as though
he had just come from the next street.

“ Damned fog,”” he said, and then he went and put
his hand on Peter’s shoulder and looked down at him
smiling.

“ Well, 'ow goes the shop ? *” he said.

“ Oh, well enough,” said Peter,

.. " What ’ave you been doing, boy? Finished the
- book ?
G te Yes.ll

“ Ah, good. You'll be ze great man, Peter”” He
io_oked down at him proudly as a father might look upon,

his som.

" Ze damnedest fog~~"’ he began, then suddenly he
stopped and Peter felt his hand on his shoulder tighten.
** Ze dammedest ? Mr. Zanti said slowly.

Peter looked up into his face. He was listening. Herr
Gottfried, standing in the middle of the shop, was also
listening.

For a moment there was an intense breathless silence.
The noise from. the street seemed also, for the instant, to
be hushed.

Very slowly, very quietly, Mr. Zanti went to the street
dlc;or and opened it. A cloud of yellow fog blew into the
shop. -

“ Ze damnedest fog . . .’ repeated Mr. Zanti, still very
slowly, as though he were thinking. .
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Any one been ?** he said at last to Herr Gottfried.
“ Oblotzky.” i
Mr, Zanti, after flinging a strange, half-affectionate, hali-
iquisitive look at Peter, went through mto the room
yond.
*What . . * said Peter. i .
* Often enough,” wmterrupted Herr Gottiried, shuffling
back to his scat, ** young boys want to know—too much
. . often enough.’”

n

The Tressiter cluldren, of whom there were erght, lovef‘l
- S [l PP PO -

e

an¥ shifting, )
wst of all the fanmly did Robin Tressiter, aged four,
adore Peter. He was a fat, round cluld with brown eyes
and brown hair, and an immense and overwhelmung -
terest in the world and everything contamned therein. He
was a sient child, with a’ delightful fat chuckle when
really amused and pleased, and he never cried His
wnterest in the world led hum into strange and ternble
cafastrophes, and Mrs. Tressiter was always far too busy
and too helpless to be of any real assistance this
fopgy afternoon, Peter, arnving at Brockett’s after much
dificulty and hesitation, found Robm Tressiter, on Miss
Monogue’s landing, with tis head fastened between the
{Nhnz;:mth@tdovsﬂo;k:d the hall below He was stuck
3 indeed, but appeared to be perfectly unper-
ilsr:glid—only every now and again he kxcged a little venh
“L've sticked my peck in these silly things,” he sad,
when he saw Peter.y “ You must pull a{ me."gs' ’
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Peter tricd 1o wriggle fhe child through, but he found -
that he must have some one to help him. Urging Robin

not to mMOVe he knocked at Miss Monogue's door. She
opencd it, and he stepped back with an apology when he

saw that some onc clse was there.
wyt's a inic d of mine,” Norah Monogu¢ caid.  Come

v 1t's only,” Peter cxplained, « that young Robin has
got his head stuck in the banisters and T want some oné
to help me—" .

Between them they pulled the boy through to safety.
He chuckled.

« 71 do it again,” he said.

« 1'd rather you didn't,” said Peter.

«Then I won't,” caid Robin. «1 did it 'caus® Rupert

said 1 couldn't———Rupcrt’s silly ass.
“You mustn’t call your brother names or T won't come

and sec you in bed.
« You will come ? » said Robin, very earnestly-
«y will” said Peter, « to-night, if you don’t call your
prother names.”
“1 think,”’ said Robin reﬂcctively, « that now 1
hunt for the lion and the tigers on the stair 3 -
« Brin him into my Yoom until his bedtime,” sa}d Miss
Monogut, laughing. l1y's safer. Irs. Tressiter 15 busy
and I aite enough children in with her alred y.”
1.

n into Miss Norah Mor_xogue's

will

go Peter prought Rob
room an wvas introduced, at once, o Clare Tizabeth
Rossiter—5° easily and simpl do the f rious events of
life occu
Ghe was St& ding with he pack to th dow, and
ght from ¥ Mono ndles fell er black dres
nd her € -gold hair e came t yards her he ¥
at once that she was the little gir who had ’czﬂked?
him on 2 hill-4op one Good Fridey afterno0n- He cou
almo her mow 88 she spoke to Crumpets- Tl
candle-lig t glow Was jm and s 4 in the foggy, 100"
the colo T her hail was filled T 'vonderi lly W
light & er bands were jicate &
they ag r black hat tb eme
have som armony of their oWIb ke a Piec ug;%
arumgst: m. he wore feathers hir b
hat did not know him at all whep he came Orwe
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but the smiled down at Robin, who was chinging on to
Peter’s trousers
- This 15 a friend of mne, Mr Westcott,” Miss Monogue

said,
She tumed gravely and met hum. They shook hands

hated strangers.

Peter sat down and was filled with embarrassment ;
his heart also was beating very quickly

“I have met you before,” Re said suddenly. * You
don’t remember ?

“ No—~T'm afraid—""

“ You had once, a great many years ago, a dog called
Crumpets. Once m Comwall .~ " one Good Fnday, he

o . remember you

. : . do you realize ?

for ‘eight years.

Isn't the world a small place | Why I remember perfectly
nowl”

. She“tur.n‘cd and talked to Norah Monogue, and whlst

.
that she was some one to be cared for, protected, something
* fragle that the world mught break if she were not guarded.

She was mla.m bot without anything of Meredith’s
rogue,"” use Peter was strong and burly the con-
trast of her n&pceahng fragity attracted him alf the more.
Had she not Deen so cctly proportioned her size would
have been a defect; but now 1t was sumply that her deh-
cacy of colour and feature demanded that shghtness and
stenderness of buld. Her hair was of so burning a red.
gold that its colour gave her precisely the setting that she

urred. She seemed, as she sat there, a little helpless,
and Peter fancied that she was wishing hum to understand
that she wanted friends who should assist her 1n rather a
rough-and-tumble world. Just as she had once appealed
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Peter tried to wriggle the child through, but he found
that he must have some one to help him. Urging Robin
not to move, he knocked at Miss Monogue’s door. She
opened it, and he stepped back with an apology when he
saw that some one clse was there,

“I{’s o friend of mine,” Norah Monogue said, * Come
in and be introduced, Peter.” .

“Jt's only,” Peter cxplained, * that young Robin has
got his head stuck in the banisters and I want some one
to help me—-"

Between them they pulled the boy through to safety.
He chuckled.

“ I'll do it again,” he said.

“ Y'd rather you didn’t,” said Peter.

“Then I won’t,” said Robin. * 1 did it ’cause Rupert
said 1 couldn’t—Rupert's silly ass.”

“ You musin’t call your brother names or 1 won't come
and see vou in bed.”

“ You will come ? " said Robin, very carnestly.

“I will,” said Peter, ** to-mght, if you don’t call your
_brother names.”

1 think,” said Robin reflectively, “ that now 1 will
" hunt for the lion and the tigers on the stairg——-"

* Bring him into my room until his bedtime,’ said Miss
Monogue, laughing. ™ It's safer. Mrs, Tressiter is busy
and has quite enough children in with her already.”

So Peter brought Robin into Miss Norah Monogue'’s
reom and was introduced, at once, to Clare Elizabeth
Rossiter~—so castly and simply do the furious events of
life occur.

She was standing with her back to the window, and the
light from Miss Monogue's candles fell on her black dress
and her red-gold hatr.  As he came towards her he knew
at once that she was the little girl who had talked to
him on a hull-top one Good Fnday afternoon. He counld
almost hear her now as she spoke to Crumpets. The
candle-light glow was dim and sacred in the foggy room;
the colour of her hair was filled more wonderfully with
hight and fire. Her hands were so delicate and fine as
they moved against her black dress that they seemed to
have sorue harmony of their own, Iike & piece of music or
a running stream. She wore blue feathers in her black
hat.  She did not know him ot all when he came forward,
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but she smiled down at Robin, who was chnging on to
D'eter’s trousers.

* This 1s a friend of nune, Mr Westcott," Miss Monogue
satd.

She turned gravely and met him. They shook hands

o S A e A Eaary
hated strangers.

Peter sat down and was filled with embarrassment ;
his heart also was beating very ?mckha

“1 have met you before,” he said suddenly. * You
don’t remember 2

* No—I'm afratd———-"

“You bad once, A great many years ago, a dog called
Cmmpcts. Once in Cornwall . . ~ one Good Frday, he
prgdaichl A St RS T

' w, “ I remember you
Norah, do you reahize ?

wch other for eight years,

vhy I remember perfectly

She turned and talked to Norah Monogue, and whilst

antad pammast,

Had she not been so ricctly proportioned her size would
have been a defect; but now it was stmply that her dels-
cacy, of colou;r ‘:uu'l {ca‘tlurc scmm(lc(l that kshgl:m(’ss u’nld
P Pt 2wt ) PRy o huridee 3 -
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to him to save Crumpets, so now she seemed to appeal for
some far greater assistance. Ah! how he could protect
her, Peter thought.

Something in Peter’s steady gaze seemed suddenly to
surprise her. She stopped—the colour mounted into her
cheeks—she bent down over the boy.

They were both of them supremely conscious of one
anothér., There was a moment. . . . Then, as men feel
when some music that has held them ceases, they came,
with a sense of breathlessness, back to Norah Monogue and
her dim room.

Peter was conscious that Robin had watched them both.
He almost, Peter thought, chuckled to himself, in his fat
solemn way.

“ Miss Rossiter,” Norah Monogue said—and her voice
seemed a long way away—"* has just come back from Ger-
many and has brought some wonderful photographs with
her. She was going to show them to me when you came
m—————s”

“‘ Let me see them too, please,” said Peter.

Robin was put on to the floor, and he went slowly and
with ceremony to an old brown china Toby that had his
place on a little shelf by the door. This Toby-—his name
was Nathaniel—was an old friend of Robin’s., Robin sat
on the floor in a corner and told Nathaniel the things about
the world that he had noticed. Every now and again he
pfused for Nathaniel’s reply; he was always waiting for
him to speak, and the continued silence of a now ancient
acgquaintance bad not shaken Robin’s faith. . . . Robin
forgot the rest of the company.

‘" Photographs ? ”* said Peter.

“VYes. Germany. I have just been there.” She looked
up at him eagerly, and then opened a portiolio that she had
behind her chair and began to show them.

He bent gravely forward, feeling that all of this was pre-
f:fnce of the most absurd kind and that she also knew that
it was,

But they were beautiful photographs—the most beauti-
ful that he had ever seen, and as each, in its turn, was
shown for a moment his eyes met hers and his mouth almost
against his will smiled. His hand too was very near the
silk of her dress. If he moved it a very little more then
they would touch. He felt that if that happened the room
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would immediately burst mto flame, the air was so charged

#with the breathless tension ; but he watched the little space
of air between hus fingers and the black silk and bus hand
did not move.

They were all very suent as she tumed the photographs
over, and there were no sounds but the sharp crackling of
the fire as 1t burst 1nto httle spurts of flame, the nose that
her hand made on the silk of her dress as she turned each
picture, and the hittle muttenngs of Robn in his corner as
he talked to his Toby

Peter had n * o N N
The man had
had drawn eve
trees, runnmng
there was darkness and mystery.

Suddenly Peter cnied out.

“Oh! that!” he sud. It was the photograph of a

t statue standing on a kil that overlooked a nver.
That was all that could be seen—the background was dark
and vague, 1t was the statue of a man who rode 2 lton.  The
lion was of enormous size and struggling to be free, but the
man, naked, with lus utmost energy, s back set, his arms

stif, had it in control, but only just in contral . his
face was terrible in the agony of his struggle and that
struggle had lasted for a great pertod of tume but at

length, when all but defeated, he had mastered hus beast.
*“Ah, that!” Miss Rossiter held 1t up that Norah
v 2 t . e 01

"Peter spckc very slowly—'I'd give anything to sce
that!* he

“* Well, xts m Bavana, I wonder that 1t isn't better
known, But funmil: ncngh the people that were with me
at the time didn't hike at, 1t was onk ﬁa fterwards, when
1 showed them the photograph, that they saw that there

mught have been . . . aren’t people funny ? ** she ended
abruptly, appealing to um with a kind of freemasonry
aganst the world,
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But, still bending his brows upon it, he said insistently—

«Tell me more about it—the place—everything; e

« There isn’t really anything to tell; it’s only a very
ordinary, very beautiful, little German town. There are
many orchards, and this forest at the back of it and the
triver running through it—Ilittle cobbled streets and bridges
over the river. And then, outside, this great statue on the
hill—"

“ Ah, but it's wonderful, that man’s face—I’d like to
go to that town—"" He felt perhaps that he was taking it
all too seriously for he turned round and said, lJaughing:
“ The boy’s daft on lions—Robin, come and look at this
lion—here’s an animal for you.”

The boy put down the Toby and walked slowly and
solemnly toward them. He climbed on to Peter’s knee
and looked at the photograph: “Oh! it is a lion!” he
said at last, rubbing his fat finger on the surface of it to see
of what materal it was made. “Ohl for me!” he said
at last in a shrill excited voice and clutching on to it with
one hand. * For me—to hang over my bed.”

“ No, old man,” Peter answered, * it belongs to the lady
here. She must take it away with her.” .

“Oh! but I wantit!” his eyes began to fill with tears.

Miss Rossiter bent down and kissed him. He looked
at her distrustfully. * 1 know now I'm not to have it,” he
said at last, eyeing her, “ or you wouldn’t have kissed me.”

“ Come on,” said Peter, afraid of a scene, * the lady will
show you the lion another day. Meantime I think bed is
the thing.”

He mounted the boy on to his shoulder and turned
round to Miss Rossiter to say “ Good-bye.” The photo-
graph lay on the table between them-—*“1 shan’t forget
that,” he said.

“Oh! but you must come and see us one day. My
mother will be delighted. There are a lot more photo-
graphs at home. You must bring him out one day, Norah,”
she said, turning to Miss Monogue. -

If he had been a primitive member of society in the
Stone Age, he would at this point have placed Robin care-
fully on the floor and have picked Miss Rossiter up and
she should never again have left his care.

As it was he said, ** I shall be delighted to come one day.”
“ We will talk about Cornwalk "
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belund him. . .
“ I've read a quarter of the book, Peter,
He wondered as he turned to her how 1t could be pos-

Here there was a button undone, there there was a flaming

e,
“1 won't say anything,” Miss Monogue sad, ‘‘ until
Pve read more, but 1t 1s gomng to be extraordinanty good, I

10,

What did he care about Reuben Hallard 7 \Vhat did
th:n}::x matter when he had Clare Elizabeth Rossster mn front
ol m
And then he pulled humself up It must matter How
delighted au hour ago those words would have made bhum,

“Oh! you think there's something n 1t > ** he sard.

“We'll wait,” she answered, but her smule and the
sparkle 1n her eyes showed what she thought What a
brick she was |

He turned round back to Miss Rossiter

“ My first book,” be said, laughing  ** Of course we're
extited——""
nﬁnd gh?q he was out of the room in a moment with

wm say—

» Svick a I;on, Mother, a lady’s got~with a man on if'g
a normous lon, and the man’ basn’t any clothes on, 2n
us legs are all scratched., . . . Y
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* yes—have other irons, you know—often enough other
jrons are handy ”?

“ Did Zanti tell vou to sayv this tome 2"

“No, he says nothing. It is only I-—as a {riend, you
understand . ‘

“ el thank vou very much,” said Peter at last.  Herr
Gotifried, he reffected, must think that he, Peter, had
mints of money if he could so lightly and on so slender
a warning propo=e his abandoning his precious two pounds
a week.  Moreover there was Jovalty to Mr, Zant to be
considered, . ., Anyway, what did it all meun ?

“ 1 can't go,” he =aid at last, ** unless Zant says some-
thing to me.  But what are they allup to 2"

“ Leven years,” said Herr Gottfried darkly, * has the
Bow been in the shop-—of ¢o little inquiring a mind is he.”

And W would say nothing further.  Peter followed Herr
Lutz’s hupe body into the street. They took arms when
they vacountered the fog and went stumbling along to-
guether.

" You are n lof,”” said Herr Lutz, breathlessly avoiding
alamp port.

" Yeo ' sard Peter, T am.”’ .

AR saad Herr Lutz, miving Peter’s arm o squeeze.
“ It is the only thing- The—Only—Thing. . . . However
it may b fur you—bad or ill—whether she scold or smile
it i o most blessed state””

He vpolie when under stress of emotion in capitals, with
a pouse before the mmportant word,

IO won't come to anvtlung' said Peter. It con't
poesiblys T haven’t got anviling 1o offer anybody-——An
tneeriain two poends o week ™ . )

" You have a—Career ' sud Herr Lutz solemnly, 1
Enow—] have aften wateched vou. You have writtén a—
Benl, Koo Gedtfned has told me, But all that does not
matter,” B went on imprtuowsty, I dors not matter
whar won  get—It pe—Bong—in—Love—~The—divine—
neve T =B tguanl b St t e’

.'i'i:-- eaormons German stopped on an idand in the
s of t?:w read and waved hus arms, On every side of
o thrarrh the darkoenss the traffic rolled and thundered.
tie weved hrsarms and exulted beenuse e hued been married
trattivew of aowrde for tharty years. Duning that time she
hod peser given um a dand word, not 2 loving look, but
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Peter kmew that out of all the fog and obscurity that Lfe
might bnng to um that Word, sprung though 1t might
be out of Teutonic sentiment and Heller’s beer, that word,
at any rate, was true.

bid

London, 1n the morng, recovered from the fog and
prepared to receive Foregn Personages  They were not to
arrive for another week, bat 1t was some while since any-
thing of the kind had occurred and London meant to
1t out well The newspapers were crowded with details’;

nal anecdotes about the Personages abounded—a
ocession was to take place, stands began to clmb inte
the atr, and the Queen and her wisitors were to have ad-
dresses presented to them at intervals dunng the Progress.

To Peter thus all seemed supremely unymportant At
the same moment, to confuse little things with big ones,
Mrs. Lazarus suddenly decided to die She had been
unwell for many months, and her brain had been v
clouded and temper uncertain—but now suddenly she ?:K:

ly well, her intelligence was as sharp and bnight as
it had ever been, and the doctor gave her a week at the
utmost, She would like, she said, to have seen the dear
Queen ride through the streets amudst the plaudits of the
E)puhce, but she supposed it was not to be  So with a
ce cap on her head and her nose sharp and shiny she sat
up in bed, flicked imagimary bread pellets along the counter-
p;\l:ﬁ. talked happly to the boarding-house and made ready
to die

The boarding-house was immensely moved, and Peter
during these days came back early from the bookshop
order to sit \vxtg her He was surprised that he cared as
be did  The old Jady had been for so Jong a part of hus
dady background that he could no more behieve wn her
departure than he could mn the sudden disappearance of the
dark green curtzins and the marble pillars i the dinng-
room. She had had from the first a great hlang for Peter
He had npever known how much of that affection was an
incoherent madness, and he had never 1 any way analysed
Ius own feeling for her, but now he was surpnsed at the
acute sharpness of fus regret.



200 IS S BERVITS

On a bright evening of sunshine, about six o’clock, she
died—Mrs, Brockett, the Tressiters, Norah Monogue also
were with her at the time. Peter had been with her alone
during the earlier afternoon, and although she had been
very weak she had talked to him in her trembling voice
(it was like the naise that two needles knocking against -
one another would make), and she had told him how she
believed in him.

She made him ashamed with the things that she said
about him, He had paid her little enough attention, he
thought, during these seven years. There were so many
things that he might have done. As the afternoon sun
streamed into the room and the old lady, her hands like
ivory upon the counterpane, fell into a guiet sleep.he won-
dered—was he bad or good ? Was he strong or weak ?
These things that people said, the affection that people
gave him . . . he deserved none of it. Surely never were
two so opposite presences bound together in one body—
he was profoundly selfish, profoundly unselfish, loving,
hard, kind, cruel, proud, humble, generous, mean, com-
pletely possessed, entirely uncomtrolled, old beyond his
years, young beyond belief

As he sat there beside the sleeping old lady he felt a
contempt of himself that was beyond all expression, and
also he felt a pride at the things that be knew that he might
do, a pride that brought the blood to his cheeks,

The Man on the Lion? The Man under the Lion’s
Paw? . . . The years would show. A quiet happy serenity
passed over Mrs. Lazarus’ face and he called the others into
the room,

Stern Mrs. Brockett was crying. Mrs, Lazarus woke for
?z ng)ment and smiled upon them all. She took Peter's

and.

“Be good to old people,” she breathed ve aintly—
then she closed her e;es g.nd so died. v Y

Below in the street a boy was calling the evening papers.

*“ Arrival of the Prince and Princess of Schioss.
Arrival of the Prince and :

They closed the windows and pulled down the blinds.

PR
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Thursday was to be the day of yal Processions, and
on Friday old Mrs. Lazarus was to be buned.

To Peter, Wednesday was a day of extravagant cop-
fusion—extravagant because it was a day on which nothing
wasdone. Customers were not served in the shop, Editors
were pot attacked 1n their lawrs.  Nothing was done, every
one hung about.

Peter could not pame any one as directly respensible for
thys state of things, nor could he define his own condition
of mind ; only be knew that he could not leave the shop
Abont its doors and passages there fell all day an arr of
suspense. Mr. Zantr was hunself a httle responsible for
this; it was so unusnal for that largiand smiling gentle-

RN S S -

PP SR S oy

Peter feit that Mr Zant: had a great deal that he would
Iike to say to him, and once or twice he came to him and
began “ Oh, T say, ba%," and then stopped wath an air of
confusion as though he had recollected semethung, snd-

dEnIJ_g'.

ere was a Russian girl, too, who was about the shop

uncasily on this day She was thin, slight, very dark,

fierce eyes and hands that seemed to be alnays curvang.

Her name was Mana Notroska, and she was engaged to the

Big Russug, Oblatiky, :vhgm kPuter ch:wl seen on other
700w sems A Arsreas $horisents thn whan | Qhs ot de o m e

everung too seemed fo bring forward a renewed hope of
seeing Stephen agam—mnqunes cocld bring nothing £°7F
either Zanti or Herr Gottined, tzev bad never kear! <
the man, oh nol.. Stephen Brant? Stephez - -
!\OTIszcvsr—-
t sudden springing ont of the darkness bsd
something hmvcvsfg g;’e%er cozld sall feel his wet €8
Lol
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Bobby coloured a little. No, not for a long time.
His mother died. He's a great swell now with heaps of
money, I believe. I'm not his sort a bit.”

They drank milk and beamed upon onc another. Peter
wanted to tell Bobby everything. That was one of his
invaluable qualities, that onc did like telling him every-
thing. Talking to him eagerly now, Peter wondered how
it could be that he’d ever managed to get through these
many years without him. Bobby simply existed to help
his friends, and that was the kind of person that Peter had
so often wanted. .

But in it all—in their talking, their langhing together,
their remembering certain catchwords that they had wsed
together, there was nothing more remarkable tl}an their
finding cach other exactly as they had been during those
years before at Dawson’s. Not even Bobby’s tremendous
statement could alter that.

“ I'm martied,” he said.

** Married ?

Bobby blushed. ** Yes—two years now-—got a baby.
She's quite splendid 1

“Oh!’” Peter was a little blank. Somehow this did
remove Bobby a little—it also made him, suddenly,
strangely old.

" But it doesn’t make any difference,” Bobby said,
leaning forward eagerly and putting his hand on Peter's
arm—" not the least difference. You two will simply get
on famously. I've so often told her about you and we've
always been hoping that you'd turn up again—and now
she’ll be simply delighted.”’

But it made a difference to Peter, nevertheless, He
went back a little into his shell ; Bobby with 2 home and a
wife and a baby couldn’t spare time, of course, for ordinary
friends. But even here his conscience pricked him. Did
he not know Bobby well enough to be assured that he was
as firm and solid as a rock, that nothing at all could move
or change him ?  And after all, was not he, Peter, wishing
to be engaged and married and the father of a family and
the owner of a respectable mansion ?

Clare Elizabeth Rossiter ! How glorious for an instant
were the thin, sharp-faced waitresses, the little marble-

topped tables, the glass windows filled with sponge-cales
and hard-boiled eggs !

P
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Peter came out of his shell again. * I shall just love to
come and see her,” be said.

““Well, just as soon as you can. By Jove, old man, I'll
never let you go agam, Now tell me everything—all
that you have done since I saw N

Peter told hum a great deal—not quite everything. He
told him pothing, for instance, about meeting a
young lady on a Good Fnday afternoon, and he
over some of the Scaw House incdents as ly as
possible

““ And since I came up to London,” he went on, * the
whole of my time has been spent erther in the bookshop
or the boarding-house They're awfully good sorts at

* both, but it’s all very uncertain of course, and mnstead of
wrniting a novel that no one will want to read I ought to
have been getting on to editors I've a land of feeling
that the bookshop's going to end very shortly ”

" Let me see the book,” smid Bobby.

" Yes, certamnly,” said Peter.

“ Anyhow, we go on together from this tume forth—
72 Cheyne Walk 1s my httle house  VWhen wall you come
~—to-morrow ?"*

“Oh! To-morrow! 1 don’t thunk I can There are
these Processions and things—I think I ought to be in the
shop. But I'll come very soon. This 1s the name of my
boarding-house——""

Bobby, as he saw lus friend, broad-shouldered, swinging
along, pass down the street with the orange lamps throw-
1mg chamns of hght about lum, was confronted agan
that old elusive spint that he had known so well at school
Peter hked um, geter was glad to sce hum agam, but there
were so many other Peters, so many doors closed agamst
wtruders. , . . Bobby would always, to the end, be for
Peter, outside these doors He knew 1t quite certainly, 2
i A L T Y W atras i

. . wildly hostdle . .
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CHAPTER 1V
A LITTLE DUST

TyAT night Peter had one of his old dreams. In all the
seven years that he had been in London the visions that
had so often made his nights at Scaw House terrible had
never come to him. Now, after so long an interval, they
returned.

He thought that he was once more back on the sea-
road above Treliss, that the wind was blowing in a tempest
and that the sea below him was foaming on to the rocks. .

*.He could see those rocks like sharp black teeth, stretching
“Yup to him—a grey sky was above his head and to his right
* stretched the grey and undulating moor.

Round the bend of the road, beyond the point that he
could see, he thought that Clare Rossiter was waiting for
him. He must get there before it struck eleven or some-
thing terrible would happen to him. Only a few minutes
remained to him, and only a little stretch of the thin white
road, but two things prevented his progress; fust, the
wind blew so fiercely in his face that it drove him back, and
for every step that he took forward, although his head was
bent and his teeth set, he seemed to lose two. Also,
across the moor voices eried to him, and they seemed to him
like the voices of Stephen and Bobby Galleon, and they
were pleading to him to stop ; he pauseqd to listen, but the
cries mingled softly with the wind and he could hear
bells from the town below the road begin to strike eleven.
The sweat was pouring from him-——she was waiting for
him, and if he did not reach her all would be lost. He
would never sce her again; he began to ery, to beat
against the wind with his hands. The voices grew louder,

206



THE BOOKSHOP 207

the wind more vehement, the jagged edges of the rocks
sharper in their outlme, the bells were still striking, but as,
at last, breathless, a sl terror at hus heart, he

the corner there fell suddenly a silence. At last he was
there—only 2 few trees blowng a httle, a little white dust
curling over the road, as though there had been no ram,
and tben suddenly the laughing face of Cards, no longer
now a boy, but a man, mose handsome than ever, laughing
at him as be battled round the corner.

Cards shouted something to him, sudderly the road was
gone and Peter was mn the water, fighting for hus hfe. He
1cit all the breathless terror of approaching death—he was
sinking—black, silent water rose above and around him,

The sweat was pourning down kis {ac,.e, hus body was burning
hot, and his bands were trembling.

n

When he came dovn to breakfast his head was aching
and heavy and Mrs. Brockett's boided ezgs and hard
Kling toast was wmp Muss M had things
to tell hum about the book-—it was wonderful, trercendous
. « . beyond everything that she had believed possible.
Bot strangely enough,” e was scarcely interested. He
was pleased of course, but he was weighted with the sense
of overhanging catastrophe. The green bulging curtans,
the row of black beads abont Mrs. Brockett's thin peck,
the untidy egg-shells—everything depressed hum.
“T have had a m‘nen night,’” he said, *“ mghtmares. 1
i £ P ERmAT

. . . har in
. 1t that

happened Ly dcauent 10 = g, 1managirsa

sart of day “for the Procession. But Miss Black and I are
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going to do our best to see it. 1t may clear up later.”
e had forgotten 2 out the Procession and he wished that
che would kcep her hair tidier. - i

e wanted t0 ask her \hether she had seen Miss Rossiter
put bad not the couragf A little misty rain made feathery

noises against the wmdc'nv-pane.
<well, I must 82 down to the shop,” he said, finding his

ambrella in the hall. .
w1 think it's superd,” she said, referring pack to the
pook. “ You won't be having to 89 down to the shop
much jonger.”
Jt was really surprising that he cared SO little. He
anged the Joor behind Iim and did not see her €yes as
he watched him g0

Processions e damned ! He wished that the wet,

‘hining street were not sO strangely like the sea-road at
[reliss, and that the omnibuses at a distance did not
murmur like the sead: People, black and funereal, were
flling stands down Oxford Street ; soldiers Were already
lining the Way. the music of bands could be fheard some

streets away-.
He was in @ thoroughly bad temper and scowled at the
people who passed him. He hated Royal Processions, he
hated the bookshop, he hated all his friends, and he wishec
. that he were dead. Here he had beent seven years h
; refiected, angl nothing had been done. Where was i

e,V
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shop, and unwitfing, peedless, 1eft for ever be

the first period of his history-
e of the Royal Procession,” a man

« Programiit
shouting—" Coloured ' Andkerchief with Programime
Rogal Procession———"

eter, Stepping into the dark shop, Was consciot
Mr. Zanti's white face and that pbehind him Was stan

Stephen.



THE BOOKSHOP 209

mr

At the sight of their faces, of their motionless bodies,
and at the solemn, odd expression of their eyes as th
Jooked past lum into the dark expanse of the door throug
which he bad entered, he knew that something was very
‘wrong.

He had known it, plamly enough, by the fact of Stephen’s
presence there, but 1t seemed to hun that ke known
it from his first awakenung that morming, and that he was
only waiting to change mto hard outhne the musty shape-
lessness of his earlier fears. But, there and then, he was

to the door and looked down tbe street, Stephen, spuling
at.Petcr, said : b i d Jook

T was just 1ng, so I thought to m; ’d just loa!
in;" hs ioicep«ansmegimm his beg.rd Lke gee roll of the sea
from a cave. * Just for an hour, maybe, It's a long day
since we've 'ad a bit of a chat, Mr. Peter.”

Peter could not take 1t on that casual scale. Here was
Stephen. vamshed dunng all those years, returned now
suddenly and with as little fuss as able, as though
indecd fie had only been huding no er than behind the
door of the shop and waiting merely to walk out when the
right moment should have arnved. If he had been no
farther than that then it was unkind of fhum—he mght
have known how badly Peter had wanted lum; i, on the
other hand, he had been farther afield, then he should

BW tmg’n excitement at his retam. bl .

ut, Peter thought, 1t was impossible to recognize in the
grave reserved ﬁggure at his exde that Stephen who had
once given lum the most glonous evening of his hfe. The
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connection was there somewhere, but many thivgs must
have happened between those years, i

“Shall we go and have luncheon together? " Peter
asked,.

Stephen appeared to fling a troubled look ih the direc-
tion of Mr. Zanti’s broad back. He hesitated. * Well,”
he said awkwardly, “ 1 don’t rightly know. I've got to
be going out for an hour or two—I can’t rightly say as
T'll be back. This afternoon, maybe—-"

Peter did not press it any farther. They must settle
these things for themselves, but what was the matter with
them all this morning was more than he conld pretend to
discover.

Stephen, still troubled, went out.

Fortunately there was this morning a good deal of
work for Peter to do. A large number of second-hand
books had arrived during the day before and they must
be catalogued and arranged. Morcover there were several
customers. A young lady wanted * something about
Wagner, just a description of the plays, you know.”

‘“Of the Operas,” Peter corrected,

“Oh well, the stories—that’s what I want—something
about two shillings, have you? I don’t think it’s really

. gr?rth more—but so that one will know where one is, you
i know.”

She was bright and confidential. She had thought that
evoiry'%hmg would be closed because of the Procession .
so luc

A short red-faced woman, dressed in bright colours and
carrying innumerable little parcels, wanted Under Two
Flags, b% Mrs. Henry Wood.

*“It's by Ouida, Madam,” Peter told her. .

“ Nonsense, don’t tell me. As if I didn’t know."

Peter produced the volume and showed it 10 her, She
gopped some of her parcels—they both went to pick

em up,

Red in the face, she glared at him, * Really it's oo
provoking. I know it was Mrs, Henry Wood I wanted.”

** Perhaps East Lymie or The Channings !

‘* Nonsense, don't tell me—it was Under Two Flags.”

Finally the woman put both Under Two Flags and
East Lynne into her bag and departed. A silence fell upon
the shop. Herr Gottfried at his desk, Mr. Zanti at the
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street door, the girl at the door of the inner room, they
were all motionless. Beyond the shop the muarmur of the
gatheringy crowd was Jike the confused, blundenng h}xm of
Bees : . s o 2unacrae 4

Once "
it? I " .o
be fine 11 oy tue sun comes

Mr. Zant: turned slowly round.

“I'm afraud, boy,” he said, “youll be wanted in ze
shop. At two Herr Gottfried must be going out for some
business—zere will be no one—I am zo zorry."

They wanted to keep tum there, that was evident Or,
at any rate, they didn't want him to see the Procession.

“Very well,"” he sad cheerfully, “I'll stay. Therell
be plcnt{ more Processions before i’d
“hﬁ ? Vhat was there that they wanted him to avord ?

e went on arrangmng the piles of dusty books, the sense
of weighty expectation growng on him with every mnstant.
e ek b ced et

Tha AIApl? abeiale P A

ie.” But why, why,

soldiers guarded 1ts agxproach nto Oxford Street: the
shop scemed to be left high and dry, beyond the noise and
confusion of the street
Then there came mnto the silence a sharp sound that
T Tt ' ¢ ' theRusstan

. ' xdy agatnst
. ' ﬁgxrc in the
body heaved
with her sobbing, and the lttle sad noise came into the
dusty tangled room and hung amongst the old broken
books as thongh they only could sympathize and give it
shelter.  The band 11 Oxford Street was blanng with sound
but 1t did not hude ber erying.
Mr, Zanti crossed to her and spoke to her, but she sud-
denly let her hands fall from her ggc and turned npon him,
furously, wildly—* You . . .” she said, * You . , .” and
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then as though the words choked her she turned back into
the inner room. Peter saw Mr. Zanti’s face, and it was
puckered with distress like a child’s. It was almost laugh-
able in its helpless dismay. o

Two o'clock struck. * They'll be starting in half an
hour,” Herr Gottiried said.

- Women,” Mr. Zant said, still looking distresstully
about him, * they are, in truth, very difficult.” .

And now there was no pretence, any longer, of disguising
the nervous tension that was with them in the room. They
were all waiting for something—wbat it might be Peter
did not know, but, with every tick of the old brass clock,
some event crept more nearly towards them.

Then Stephen came back.

He came m very quietly as though he were trying to keep
the note of agitation that he must have felt on every side
of him as near the normal as possible.

His face above his beard was grey and streaky, and his
breath came rapidly as though he had been running. When
he saw Mr. Zanti his hand went up suddenly in front of his
face as though he would protect himself from the other’s
questioning.

" I've "eard nothing—" he said almost sullenly, and then
he turned and looked at Peter.

* Why must ‘e be ‘ere ? ” he said sharply to Zanti.

“Why not? Where clse ? " the other answered, and
ghe two men watched each other with hostility across the

oor, ;

“1 wish we’d all bloomin’ wull kept out of it,”" Stephen
murmured to himself it seemed.

Peter's eyes were upon Mr. Zanti. That gentleman
looked more like a naughty child than ever. In his eyes
there was the piteous appeal of a small boy about to be
punished for some grievous fault. In some strange -way
Peter was, it appeared, his court of appeal, because he
glanced towards him again and again and then looked
away.

Peter could stand it no longer. He got up from the
place where he was and faced them all.

' What is it ? What have you all done ? What is the
matter with you all 2

The Russign girl had come back. Her face was white
and her hair fell untidily about her eyes. She came for-
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ward finersles me $hinunk cha wanld hasa anes arad Dabas,
nothing to do with 1it. He knows nothung."”

* But I ought to know,” Peter burst in. ** Why have
I been kept 1n the dark all this time ?  What night have
Ol ??
¥ He broke off suddealy Absolute silence fell amongst
them all and they st looking at the door, motionless,
in thetr places ere was 2 new note 1n the murmunng
of the crowd, and the swift steady passing of it came up the
street to the shop and in at the door. Voices could be
heard nising above others, and then the eager passmng of
some piece of news from one to another

No one m the shop spoke Outside in the deserted
street there was silence, and then the bands, as though
drven by some common wave of fceling, seemed at the
same moment to burst mnto a blare of music Some vorce,
from the crowd, started ** God save the Quecn” and im-
mediately it was taken up and flung into the air by a thou-
sand voices They must give vent to their feelngs, some
news had passed down the crowds like 2 flame setting fire
to a chain of beacons
N *What 15 5t 2" Peter pressed forward to the door

- P R e . ran

sl
e

t , ..

bin funging bombs .~ dirty foreigners . up there by
the hhrblegArch—ﬁmgmg them at the Old Lady Butit’s
all nght, by Gawd—only blew "imself up, durty foreigner—
little bits of 1m and no one else’urt, and vow the Old Lady’s
comun’ down the street—shc'll be 'ere in quarter of an

« + » Stephen—O Gor1! Stephen! He understood now for
hat they had been waitmng \
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He turned sick at the sudden realization of it, It did
not, at first, seem to touch himself in any way. At the
first immediate knowledge of it he had been faced by its
amazing incongruity. There by the Marble Arch, with -
bands playing, flags waving, in all the tumult of a Royal
Progress some one had been blown into little pieces. .Else-
where there were people waiting, eating buns out of paper
bags, and here in the shop the sun lighted the backs of rows
of second-hand novels, and down in Treliss the water was,
very gently, lapping the little wooden jetty. Ohl the silly
jumbling of things in this silly jumbling world | .

And then he began to look more closely into it as it
concerned himself. He saw with amazing clearness. He
knew that it was Oblotzky the tall Russian who had been
killed. He knew becausec Oblotzky was the lover of this
Russian girl, and he turned round to waich her, curiously,
as one who was outside it all. She was standing with her
back against the wall, her hands spread out flat, looking
through the door into the bright street, sceing none of
them. Then she turned and said something in Russian
between her clenched teeth to Mr. Zanti. He would have
answered her, but very quietly and speaking now in Eng-
lish she flung at him, as though it had been a stone :

“ God curse you! You drove him to it!” Then she
turned round and left the room. But the tall man was
blubbering like a child. He had turned round to them all,
with his hands outsiretched, appealing.

“But it’s not true,”’ he cried between his sobs, “it's
not truel I did all I could to stop them~—1 did not know
that they would do things—not really—until now, this
morning, when it was too late. It is the others, Sergius,
Paslov, Odinsky—zey were always wild, desperate. But
we, the rest of us, with us it was only tall words.”

Little Herr Gottfried, who had been silent behind them,
came forward now and spoke :

“ It is too late,” he said, “ for this crying like a baby.
We have no time—we must consider what must be done.
If it is true what that man says, that Oblotzky has blown
himself up and no other is touched, then no harm is done.
Why regret the Russian ? He wanted a violent end and
hehas got it—and he has given it tono other.  Often enough
we are not so fortunate. He will have spoken to no one.
We are safe’” Then he turned to Peter ;
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“ Poor boy," he smd.

But Peter was not there to be pitied. He had only one
thought * Stephen, tell me—tellme. You did not know ?
You had nothing to do with thus ?

Stephen turned and faced lum. *‘ No, Peter boy, noth-
ing. I did not know what they were at They—Zant
there—'ad 'elped me when I was in_trouble years ago.
They've given me jobs before now, but they've always
been bunglers, and now thank the Lord they’ve bungled
again, You come with me, Mr Peter——come along from
itall  We'll manage something, I've only been warting
until you wanted me "’

Zanti turned furrously upon him, but the words that he
would have spoken were for the moment held. The Pro-
cess10n was Fusﬁmg The roar of cheering came up agamst
the wails of the shop like waves agamst the rocks, the
windows shook. There she was, the Little Old Lady in her
black bonnet, siting sTaling and bowing, and somewhere
behind her a bLitle dust had been blown wmto the air, had
bung for & moment about her, and then had once more

devotion. That, at any rate, Oblotzky had done.

The carriage ,

Mr. Zants now faced Peter

* Peter—Boy~you must believe me I did not know,
believe me, Idid not  They had talked and I had hstened,
but there is o much talk and never anything is done
Peter, you must not go, you must not feave me You
would break my "eart—-

“ All these years,”” Peter said, * you have let me be
here while you have decetved me and blinded me I am
gomng now, and I pray to God that I may mever see you
egam.’”

“.No, Boy, Iisten You must not go hke this ’‘Ave
I not been good to you ? ’Ave I ever made you do any-
thing wrong? ’Ave I not always kept you out of these
things ?  You are the only person zat I’ave cver loved.
You ’ave become my son to me I am not wicked. I
was not one of these men—these anarchists—but 1t 15 onl
that all my Lfe I ‘ave wanted adventure, what you c:xﬁ
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Ro-mance. And I ’ave found it ’ere, there—one place,
anuzzer place. But it ‘as never been wicked—I "ave never

7armed a soul. What zat girl says it is not true—I would

'ave done all to stop it if I could. But you—if you leave
me now, I am all alone. There is no one in the world for
me—a poor old man—but if you will be with me I will show
you wonderful things.” :

““See,” he went on eagerly, almost breathlessly, “ we
*ave been socialists ’ere, what you will. We 'ave talked
and talked. It amuses me—ito intrigue, to pretend, to’ave
games. One day it is Treason, another Brigands, another
Travel—what you will. But never, never, never danger
to a soul. Now only this morning did I’ear that they were
going to do this. Always it had been words before——but
this morning I got a rumour. But it was only rumour.
1’ad not enough to be sure of my news. Stephen here and
I—we could do nozzing—we 'ad no time—I did not know
where Oblotzky was—this girl ’ere did not know—1I could
do nozzing—Peter, believe me, believe me—-""

The man was no scoundrel. It was plain enough as he
stood there, his eyes simple as a child’s, pleading still like
a small boy.

A minute ago Pefer had hated him, now he crossed over
and put his hand on his shoulder.

* You have been wonderfully good to me,”” hesaid. “1
owe you everything. But I must go—all this has only
made sure what I bave been knowing this long time that I
ought to do. I can’t—1I mustn’t—depend on your charity
any longer—it has been too long as it is. I must be on my
own, and then one day, when I have proved myself, I will
coroe back to you.”

*“ No—Peter Boy—come with me now. I will show you
wonderful things all over Europe; we will have adven-
tures. There is gold in Cornwall in a place I know. There
is a place in Germany where there is treasure—ze world is
full of ze most wonderful things that I know, and you and
J—we two— Oh1l ze times we'll 'ave—-"" .

“No™ . .. Peter drew back. " That is not my way.
Zf[ arré going to make my living here, in London—or die

or it."”

“No~—you must not. You will succeed—you  will
grow fat and sleepy, and ze good things of the world and
ze many friends will kill your soul. I know it ... but
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come with me first, and we will "ave adventures . . . and
zen you shall write
But Peter's face was set. 'The time for the new lfe had
come Up to this moment he had been passive, he had
used tus bie as an instrument on which others mght play.
From henceforward hus should be tbe active part
e crowds were pouring up the street on their home-
ward way Bands were playing the soldiers back to the
tomam tan” Qo 4l mbmnis o AF Tomoan oo boe £l mimma b ponii

burning eyes 1n front of her, for her lover was dead and
Chm vl T A Aiad anabhe ao

econd-hand novels Ar.
7 his hands, the tears
, and Herr Gottfned,
watched him in silent

sympath:
Yr;e};cr aynd Stephen had gone together.



CHAPTER V
A NARROW STREET

Tue bomb was, that evening, the dominant note of the
occasion. Through the illuminated streets, the slowly surg-
ing crowds——inhuman in their abandon to the monotonous
ebb and flow as of a sweeping river—the cries and laughter
and shouting of songs, that note was above all. An cye-
witness—a Mr. Frank Harris, butcher, of 82 Cheapside—
had his veracious account journalistically doctored.

“ I was standing quite close to the man, a foreigner of
course, with a dirty hanging black moustache—tall, big
fellow, with coat up over his cars—I must say that T wasn't
lodking at him. I had Mrs. Harris with me, and was {ry-
ing to get her a place where she could see better, you under-
stand. Then suddenly—before one was expecting it—the
Procession began and I forgot the man, the {oreigner,
although he was guite up close against me. One was ex-
cited of course—a most moving sight—and then suddenly,
when by the distant shouting we understood that the Queen
was approaching, I saw the man break through. I was
conscious of the man's vigour as he rushed past—he must
have been immensely strong—because there he was, through
the soldiers and everybody—out in the middle of the street.
It all happened so quickly of course. I heard vaguely that
some one was shouting, and I think a policeman started for-
ward, but anyhow the man raised his arm and in an in-
stant there was the explosion. It went off before be wads
ready I suppose, but the ground rocked under one’s feet.
Two soldiers {ell, unhurt, I have learnt since. There was a
hideous dust, horses plunging and men shouting and then

218
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suddenly mlence. The dust cleared and there was a hole
in the ground, stones rooted up . . no sign of the man
but some pieces of cloth, and men had rushed forward and
covered something up—a Iimb I suppose. . . . I was only
anxious of cours¢ that my witc slmuld sec nothung . .,
she was considerably affected. .

So Mr. Harns of Cheapside, with the assistance of an
cager and talented young journahst But the fact re-
maned in the heart of the crowd—Blasted forergner had
had a shot at the Old Lady and mussed her, therefore
whatever gatety may bave been originally intended let
it pow be redoubled, shouted into frenzy—and Irenzy
1t was.

“ There was no clue,” an cvcmng paper added, *to the
cnmmal’s identity The police were blamed, of course,
+ . . Such a thing must never be allowed to occur a ain,
It was reported that the Queen had 1 no way suffered
1rom the 5] ock—“as m capxtal hmlth

[

““'Peter boy, we'll have to rough 1t—r-:

“Ohl af last| Life's beginning. Wc ll soon get work,
both of us. Where do you mean togo ? "

““There's a place T been before—down East l:nd-—not
much of a place for your sort, but )ust fora bnt

For a moment Peter’ -

" Poor Zantii" I - . n
years . . . the good ¢ ef‘;
up and sef Jus shoulde

The streets were, at the mstant, aimost deserted It
was about five o’elock now, and at seven o'clock they would
be closed to nll traﬂ'xc Then the surging crowds would
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all. And then if you want anything yow'll come back to
us, won't you ? , . , You promise that ? "

“ Of course.” .

“ And then there's the book. I know that man in
Heriot and Lord’s that I told you about. I'll send it to
them right away, if you like.”’ X

“ Areri't they rather tremendous people for me 1o begin
with? Onghtn’t I to begin with some one smaller 2

“ Oh! there's no harm in starting at the top. They
can’t do more than refuse it. But I don’t think they will.
I believe in it. But how shall I let you know what they
say 2"’

% Oh, T'll come in a week or two and sce what's happen-
ing—1I'll be on a paper by then probably. I say, I don't
want the others to know. I'll have supper with them as
usual, and just tell Mother Brockett afterwards. I don't
want to have to say good-bye lots of times. Well ”’—he
moved off awkwardly towards the door—'‘ you've been
most tremendously good to me.”’

“ Rot, Peter 1 don’t forget me t”

*“Forget you! The best pal I've ever had)’” They
clasped hands for a moment. There was a pause and then
Peter said: * I say—there ¢s a thing you can do if you
like—"’

“ Yes ?~anything "

* Well—about Miss Rossiter—you'll be sceing her I
suppose ?

* Oh yes, often—-""
. \Vell, you might just keep her in mind of me. 1 know
it sounds silly, but—just a word or two, sometimes.”

He felt that he was blushing—their hands separated.
She moved back from him and pushed at her hair in the
nervous way that she had,

“ Why, of course—she was awfully interested, She
won't forget you. Well, we'll meet at supper”’ She
moved back with a last little nod at him, and be went
awkwardly out of the room with a curious little sense of
sudden dismissal. Would she rather he didn't know Miss
Rossiter, he vaguely wondered. Women were such gueer
creatures.

As he went downstairs he wondered with a sudden
almost shameful confusion whether he was responsible in
some way for the awkwardness that the scene had had.
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He had noticed lately that she had not been quite herself
when he had been with her—that she would stop in the
nuddle of a sentence, that she would be, for an instant,
vexed at somethung he said, that she would look at um
sometimes as though . . .

He pulled lumsclf up He was angry with himself for
jmaginmng such a thing—as though .”. . Well, women
were strange creatures. ., .

And then supper was more didfcult than he had ex-
pected. They would show um, the silly thungs, that
they were fond of um just when he would moch rather
have persuaded lumsclf that they hated him It was
almost, as he told himself furionsly, as though they knew
that he was going, Norah Monogue was the only person
who chattered and laughed in a natural way; he was
rather rehieved that after all she scemed to care so Little

He found that he couldn’t cat  There was 2 silly lump
in his throat and he looked at the marble pillars and the
beavy curtains through 2 kind of nust. .". . Especally
was there Robin . .

Mrs, Tressiter told hum that Robin had something very
important to say to lum, and that he was going to stay
awake until he, Peter, came up to ham

*Itold um, shen 1,40 aLl}. BN
W

to sleep hike a good *~+ o+ ' ¢
lum f he didn’t. I3 -
He isn’t afrad of h: 1

i e

P : . s

. Police really

W f——"

Peter escaped to Robin He glowered down at the
chuld who was sitting up 1n hus cot counting the flowers on
the old wall-paper to keep humself awake,

.
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“ 1 always am so muddled after fourteen,” he said.
** Never mind, I'"m 2of sleeping: ’
Peter frowned at him. “ You ought to bave been asleep
long ago,” he said. He ywished the boy hadn’t got his hair
touzled in that absurdly fascinating way and that his
cheeks weren’t flushed so beantiful a red—also his night-
gown had lost a button at the top and showed a very white
little neck. Peter blinked his eyes—'' Look here, kid, you
must go to sleep right away at once. What doyouwant?”

* J¢'s that lion—the one the lady had—I want it.”

* You can’t have it—the lady’s got it.”

“ Well—take me to see them~—the real ones—there are
Iots somewhere, Mother says.” Robin inserted his very
small hand into Peter’s large one.

** All right, one day—we’ll go to the Zoo.”

Robin sighed with satisfaction—he lay down and mur-

ared sleepily to himself, “ I love Mister Peter and lions

d Mother and God,” and was suddenly asleep.

Peter bent down over the cot and kissed him. He felt

iserably wretched. He had known nothing like it since

at day when he had said good-bve to his mother. He
mdered that he could ever have felt any exultation; he
mdered that writing and glory and ambition could ever
ve seemed worth anything to him at all. Could he have

d his prayer granted he would have prayed that he

ght always stay in Brockett’s, always have these same

ends, watch over Robin as he grew up, talk to Norah
nogue—and then all the others . . . and Mr. Zant.

: felt fourteen years old . .. more miserable than he

d ever been.

He kissed Robin again—then he went down to find

s, Brockett. Here, too, he was faced with an unexpected

ficulty. The good lady, listening to him sternly in her

im little sitting-room, refused to hear of his departure.

«¢ sat upright in her stiff chair, her tbin black dress in

lds about her, the gas-light shining on her neatly parted

ir,
“You see, Mrs. Brockett,” he explained to her, *“I'm
-longer in the same position. I can’t be sure of my two
unds & week any more, and so it wouldn’t be right for
: to live in a place like this.”

“1f it’s the expense that you’re thinking about,” she
swered him grimly, ‘‘ you're perfectly welcome to stay
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on here and pay me when you can, I'm sure that one day
with so clever a young man—""

*That's awfully good of youn, Mrs. Brockett, but of
course I couldn’t” hear of anythung hke that,” For the
third time that cvenung he had to fight apanst a disposi-
tion to blow his nose and be absurd.  They were, both of
them, increasingly gnm with every word that they spoke,
and any outside observer would have supposed that they
were the deadlest of enemtes

“ Of course,” she began again, * there’s a room that I
could let you have at the back of the house that's onk
four shillings a week and really you'd be doing me a k.ln!'
ness in taking 1t off my hands. 1'm sure—""

“No, there's more 1 1t than that,” he answered. *I've
got to go away——nght away, It's time I had a chzm%e
of scene. It's good for me to get along a bit by myself.
You've all been too kund to me, spoilt me—"

She stood up and faced lum sternly  *“ In all my years,”
she sad, “I've never spailt anybody yet, and I'm not
likely to be going to begin now %poxlt you! Bah'!® She
almost snorted at um—but there were tears in her eyes.

“I'm not a philanthropist,” she went on more dryly
than ever, “but I like to have you about the house—you
keep the lodgers contented and the babies qumet TI'm
sure,” and_the little break in her voice was the first sign
of submssion, * that we've been very good fnends these
seven years, and 1t 1sn’t everywhere that one can pick up
inends for the asking——""

* You've been splendid to me,” he answered.  But it
isn't as though I were going away altogether—you'll see
me_back 1n 2 week or two And—and—I say—I shall

1n and
anding

The old black bag was very soon packed, his posses-
sions had not greatly increased duning these seven years,
and soon he was creeping down the stairs softly so that no
one should hear,

The hall was empty  He gave 1t one last frtendly look,
the door had dosch behind him, and be was 1n the street.
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* In its exuberance and high spirits and general lack of
self-control London was similar to a small child taken
to the Drury Lane Pantomime for the first time. Of the
numbers of young men who, with hats on the back of
their beads, passed arm-in-arm down the main thoro'ugh-
fares announcing it as their definite opinion that * Britons
never shall be slaves,” of the numbers of young women
who, armed with feathers and the sharpest of tongues,
showed conclusively the superiority of their sex and. per-
sonal attractions, of the numbers of old men and old
women who had no right whatever to be out on a night
like this but conldn’t help themselves, and enjoyed it just
as much as their sons and daughters did, there is here no
room 1o tell. The houses were ablaze with light, the very
lamp posts seemed to rock up and down with delight at the
spint of the whole affair, and the Feast of the Glorification
of the Bomb that Didn’t Come Off was being celebrated
with all the honours.

Peter was very soon in the thick of it. The grey silences
of Bennett Square and Bloomsbury were left behind, and
with them the emotions of those tender partings. After
all, it would only be a very few weeks before he would be
back again among them ali, telling them of his success on
some paper and going back perhaps to live with them all
when his income was assured.

And, anyhow, here he was, ont to seek his fortune and
with Stephen to help him! He battled with the crowd,
dragging the black bag with him and shouting sometimes
In sheer excitement and good spirits, Young women
tickled him with feathers, once some one linked arms
with him and dragged him along, always he was sur-
rounded with this sea of shouting, exultant humanity—
this was life !

By the lion Stephen was waiting for him, standing huge
and solemn as the crowd surged past. He pressed Peter’s
arm to show that he was pleased to see him, and then, with-
out speaking, they pushed through, past Charing Cross
station, and down the hill to the Underground.

Here, once again, there was startling silence. No one
seemed to be using the trains at all,
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“I'm afraid it ain't much of a place that I'm taking yer

to."' Stcphcr‘x said': * We can’t pick and choose, yer know,
o T ainic 4henen PO o

afnen and ch.

just lovely being with you after all this time ”
They got out and plunged into a city of black mght.
‘Arouyd thcn‘l, on cvery sule there was chnchen the

‘The street was very narrow, and from the runmn[f gu‘&exs
there stole into the air the odour of stale cabbagz

“This 15_the ‘ouse™ Stephen stopped. mewhere,
obove their heads, a chuld was crymg.



CHAPTER VI
THE WORLD AND BUCKET LANE

A ricur flashed in the upper windows, stayed for 2 mo-
ment, and disappeared. There was a pause, and then the
door slowly opened and a woman's head protruded.

She stared at them without speaking.

“ Mr, Brant,” Stephen said. “I'm come back, Mrs,
Williams, ’oping you might ‘ave that same room me and
my friend might use if it’s agreeable.”

She stepped forward then and looked at them more care-
fully. She was a stout red-faced woman, her hair hanging
about her face, her dirty bodice drawn tightly over her
enormous bosom, and her skirt pulled up in front and
hanging, draggled, behind her. Her long, dirty fingers
went up to her face continually ; she had a way of push-
ing at her teeth with them.

She seemed however pleased to see Stephen.

‘“ Well, Mr. Brant,” she said, “ come in. It’s a surprise
I must say, but Lord! as I'm always telling Mrs. Griggs
00’s on the bottom floor when she can afford “er rent which
‘asn’t been often lately, poor thing, owing to ’aving ’er
tenth only three weeks back, quite unexpected, and ‘er
man being turned off ’is ‘ouse-painting business what ’e’s
been at this ten year and more—well come along in, I'm
sure—~——-""

They were in by this time, having been urged by their
hostess into the very narrowest, darkest, and smelliest
passage that Peter had ever encountered, Somewhere,
behind the walls, the world was moving. On every side
of him, above and below, children were crying, voices
swearing, murmuring, complaining, arguing; Peter could

28
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feel Mrs, Williams® breath hot against hus check. Up the

wheezy stairs she panted, they following her. Peter had

ot ' T* - -7 from her as though

was scarcely aware

N “ Andat's a long

»ure of seemng you,

' as ‘ere—indeed ‘e

‘av—all along of & fight ‘e "ad with old Colly Moles down

‘Three Barrer Walk—penal servitude, poor feller, and ail
along of '1s nasty temper as I was always telun’ ‘. Wh;

the very morning before it "appened I remember saym’

room and nobody been i 1t since Sairy Grace, and she was
: N v : ot s ‘that'sa
* ‘aving
h uble at
The réom was, mdeed, remarkably respectable—not
blessed with much furmture 1in addition to two beds and
two chars, but roomy and with 2 large and moderately
clean window.
“ Now what about terms for me and my friend ? * said
Stephen '
Now followed fricndly argument m which the lady and
Stephen scemed perfectly to understand one another ~After
asserting that under no circumstances whatever could she
gugﬁlb‘y take less than at least double the price that
cor ~oore : T “le sound of a child’s
. er shoulders with -
well, Mr Brant,
. enough I'm sure,”
and vanished.
But the httle discussion had bronght Peter to a sharp
realization of the immediate business of ways and means.
Sitting on onc of the beds afterwards with Stephen beside
him he inquired—
bo“ ow much have we got, Stephen? I've got thirty

Never you mind, Peter.  We'll soon be gettin’ work.”
“\Why, of course. I'll force ‘em to take me.  That’s
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all you want in these things—to look fierce and say you
won't go until they give you something—a trial any-
how.” . .

And sitting there on the bed with Stephen beside him
he felt immensely confident. There was nothing that he
could not do. With one swift movement he seemed to have
flung from him all the things that were beginning to crowd
in between him and his work. He must never, never allow
that to happen again. How counld one ever be expected to
work if one were always thinking of other people, interested
in them and their doings, involved with anarchists and
bombs and romantic adventures, Why, here he was with
nothing in the world to hold him or to interfere, and no one
except dear old Stephen with whom he must talk. Am-
bition crept very close to him that night—ambition with
its glittering shining rewards, its music and colours-—close
to him as he sat in that bare, naked room. ,

“1'd rather be with you than any one in the world—
we'll have such times, you and I1.”

Perhaps Stephen knew more about the world ; perhaps
during the years that he had been tumbled and lnocked
about he had rcalized that the world was no easy nut to

. crack, and that loaves and fishes don’t come to the hungry

.4 for the asking. But Peter that night was to be appalled

-* by nothing.

' They sat up into the early morning, talking. The noises
in the house and in the streets about them rose and fell.
Some distant cry would climb into the silence and draw
from it other cries set like notes of music to tumble back
into a common scheme together,

q ‘;?teve, tell me about Zant. Is he really a scoun-
re 12

“ A scoundrel ? No, poor feller. Why, Mr. Peter, you
ought to know better than that. 'E ain’t got a spark of
malice in him, but 'e’s always after adventure. 'E knows
all the queer people in Europe—and more’n Eurape too,
There's nothin’ ‘¢ don’t put ’is nose into in a clumsy,
childish way, but always, you understand, Mr. Peter,
because ’e’s after 'is romantic fancies. It was when ‘e
was after gold down in Cornwall—some old treasure story
—that I came across 'im and 'e was kind to me. . . . 'E
was a kind-'earted man, Mr. Zanti, and never meant ‘arm
toasoul. And ’'e’s very fond of you, Mr. Peter.”
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*Yes, T know.” Peter was vaguely troubled. “T hoj
I baven't been unkind about um. 1 suppose it was the
shock of the whole thing, But it was time I went any-
way. But tell me, Stephen, what you've been doing all
thése years, And why you lct me be all that time with-
out sceing {rou—"

* Well, Mr Peter, T didn’t think it would be good for

1 WdS I ACIGA A LIL dud Luele ale sew g |

, haven't worked at 1n my time—always waiting for ‘er to

come—and she will come some time—it’s only patience
that's wanted,”

* Have you ever heard from her ? ™"

“There was a hne once—just a ltne—ske's all right ™
Iis great body seemed to glow with confidence,

Peter would lLike then to have spoken about Clare Ros-
siter, But no—some shyness held%oun—one day he would
tell Stephen. .

Tra wmmnntoad b

el e e en s
a .
d . .
1
Foatme ot ~ e s
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1
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On the next morning the Attack on London began.
The house in Bucket Lane was dark and gnm when he left
it—the street was hidden from the hght and bung like a
strip of black nbbon between the sunshune of the broader
highways that lay at cach end of it It was a Jewish

uarter—notices in Yiddish were in all the httle gnmy
shop windows, in the bakers and the sweetshops and the
lundries. But it was not, this Bucket Large, a, t
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without its dignity and its own personal little cleanliness.
Tt had its attempts at such things. His own room and
Mrs, Williams’ tea and bread and butter had been clean.

But as he came down out of these strange murmuring
places with their sense of hiding from the world at large
the things that they were occupied in doing, Bucket Lane
stuck in his head as a dark little quarry into which he
must at the day’s end, whatever gorgeous places he had
meanwhile encountered, creep. ‘‘ Creeping > was the only
way 10 get into such a place. .

Meanwhile he had put on his best, had blackened his
shoes until they shone like little mirrors, had brushed his
bowler hat again and again and looked finally like a sailor
on shore for a holiday. Seven years in Charing Cross Road
had not taken the brown from his cheeks, nor .bent his
broad shoulders.

At the Mansion House he climbed on to the top of a
lumbering omnibus and sailed down through the City. It
was now that he discovered how seldom during his seven
éea.rs he bad ventured beyond his little square of country.

clow him, on either side of him, black swarms stirred
and moved, now forming ahead of him patterns, squares,
circles, then suddenly rising it appeared like insects and
in a clond surging against the high stone buildings, All
men-—men moving with eyes straight ahead of them, bent -
furiously upon some business, but assembling, retreating,
advancing, it seemed, by the order of some giant hand
that in the air above them played a game. Imagine that,
in some moment of boredom, the Hand were to brush the
little pieces aside, were to close the board and put it away,
then, with what ignominy and feeble helplessness would
these little black figures topple clumsily into heaps.

Down through the midst of them the omuibus like a man
with an impediment in his speech surrounded by the
chatter of cabs and carts and bicycles stammered its way.
The streets opened and shut, shouts came up to them and
fell away. Peter’'s heart danced—ILondon was here at
last, and the silence of Bennett Square, the dark omens of
Bucket Lane, and the clamour of the city had together
been the key for the unlocking of its gates.

Ludgate Hill caught them into its heart, held them for

an instant, and then flung them down in the confusion of
Fleet Street. ) .
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Here it was at last then with its typewriters and its
telephones and its printing machines hurling with a whir
and clatter the news of the world into the air, and above
1t brooding, ke an immense bramn—the God of its restless
activity—the Dome of St. Paul’s,

Peter chmbed down from his omnibus because he saw
on his right a Public Reading Room. Here, i tattered
and anxious company, he studied the papers and took
down addresses in a note book., He was inghtened for an
wnstant by the feet that shuffled up and down the floor
from paper to !paper‘ There was something most hopeless
1n the sound of that shuffle

“*'Ave yer a cigarctte on yer, Mister, that yer wouldn't
mind—"

He turned round, and at once, Lkc blows, two fierce
gaunt eyes struck him i the face  Two eyes stanng from
some dirty brown preces of cloth on end, 1t seemed, by
reason of their own pathetic striving for notice, rather
than because of any kife inside them.

Peter murmured something and humed away  Sup~
F:sing that editors , ., , but no, this was not the proper

ginning of a successful day. But the place, down steps
under the earth, with its miserable shadows was not pleas-
ant to remember.

His first visit was to the office of The Mormng World,
He remembered lus remark to Stephen abeut self-assertion,
but hl‘s !mart sank as he entered the large high room with

reter went yp boldly to the counter, and a very thin
Koung man with a stone hatehet mstead of a face and his
2ir very wonderfully €mcd in the middle—so accurately
rted that Peter could think of nothing' else—watched
nm coldly over the barner.
“ What can I do for you ? ” he said.
“I want to see the Editor,”
{ave you an appointment ?

*Oh, I'm afraid that 1t would be impossible without an
appointment.”

*Is there any one whom I could see ?

1 you could tell me your business, perhaps—"'
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without its dignity and its own personal little cleanliness,
I{ had its attempts at such things. Ilis own room and
Mrs. Williams’ tea and bread and butter had been clean,

But as he came down out of these strange murmuring
places with their sense of hiding from the world at large
the things that they were occupied in doing, Bucket Lane
stuck in his head as a dark hitle quarry into which he
must at the day's end, whatever gorgeous places he had
meanwhile encountered, creep.  *“ Creeping ™ was the only
way to get into such a place,

Meanwhile he had put on his best, had blackened his
shoes until they shone like little mirrors, had brushed his
bowler hat again and again and looked finally like a sailor
on shore for a holiday.  Seven years in Charing Cross Road
had not taken the brown from his checks, nor bent his
broad shoukders.

At the Mansion House he climbed on to the top of o
lumbering omnibus and saled down through the City, It
was now that he discovered how seldom during his seven
vears hie had ventured bevond his little square of conntry,
Below bim, on «ther sude of him, black swarms stirred
and moved, now forming ahead of him patterns, squares,
circles, then suddenly niang it appeared like inseets and
in a cloud surging agaunst the Ingh stone buildings. Al
men—men moving with eves straight ahead of them, bent
funousty upon some business, but assembling, retreating,
advanang, 1t seemed, by the order of some giant hand
that in the arr above them played a game,  Imagine that,
in fome moment of beredam, the Hand were to brush the

- Bittle preces aade, were to cloze the board and put it away,
. then, wath what ignominy and feeble helplesiness would
these httle black figures topple clumsily into heaps.

Dawn through the midat of them theé omnibus lile 2 man

with an ampediment in Ins speech surrounded by the
fé‘zﬂ.ucr of eabs and carts and bieveles stammered it€ way,
i

e Stieets o}pcnud and shut, shouts came up to them and
fell away. Peter's hoart danced—London was here at
fant, and the cflence of Beanertt Square, the darl: omens of
Bucket Lane, and the clumour of the aty had together
Treen the Loy for the unliclune of its gates, .

Lauedgate Hill cauzhit them into its heart, held them for
an inetant, and then tlung them down in the confusion of
Flovt Strect,
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Here it was at last then with 1ts typewriters and its
telephones and 1ts printing machines hurhng with a whir
and clatter the news of the world into the air, and above

and anxious company, he studied the papers and took
down addresses 1n a note book. He was frightened for an
instant by the fect thf\'_t' shuffled up and down the floor

nuny——

He turned round, and at onecs, hike blows, two fierce
gaunt eyes struck hum 1 the face  Two eyes stanng from
some dirty brown pieces of cloth on end, 1t seemed, by
reason of their own pathetic stnving for notice, rather
than because of any hfe inside them.

Peter murmured something and humed away. Sup-
Egsmg that editors . . but no, this was not the proper

ginning of a successful day  But the place, down steps
under the earth, with 1ts nuserable shadows was not pleas-
ant to remember.

His first visit was to the office of The Mormung World
iic rcmekmbcrcd lus rex‘x}ark to Stcphelz abcut self-assertion,

e Ui hmnab pande an hn nmbacad Sha lama b ol onae st

t

Peter went up boldly to the counter, and a very thun
}'oung man with a stone hatchet mstead of a face and s
hair very wonderfully ﬁm.rtcd 1 the middle—so accurately
ted that Peter could think of nothing else—watched
um coldly over the bamer.
** What can I do for you ? " he smd
“ 1 want to see the Editor.”
Have you an appointment ? **
No

Oh, I'm afraid that 1t would be impossible without an
nppolntment."

* Is there any onc whom I could sec ? **

' If you could tell me your business, perhaps——"
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Peter began to be infuriated with this young man with
the hatchet face. . .

“ T want to know if there’s any place for me on this
paper. If can * . .

“Oht"” The voice was very cold indeed, and the iron
barrier seemed to multiply itself over and over again all
round the room. )

“T'm afraid in that case you had better write to the
Editor and make an appointment. No, I'm afraid there
isnoone . .."”

Peter melted away. The faces on the chairs were all
very glad. The stone building echoed with some voice
that called some one a long way away. Peter was in the
street. He stood outside the great offices of The Morning
World and looked across the valley at the great dome
that squatted above the moving threads of living figures.
He was absurdly upset by this unfortunate interview.
What could he have expected ?  Of what use was it that
he should fling his insignificance against that kind of wall ?
Morcover he must try many times before his chance would
be given him. It was absurd that he should mind that
rebuff. But the hatchet-faced young man pursued him.
He scemed to see now, as he looked up and down the street,
a hostility in the faces of those that passed him. Moreover
he saw here and therc figures, wretched figures, moving
in and out of the crowd, bending into the gutter for some-
thing that had been dropped—Iean haggard faces, burning

~. €yes ... he began to see them as a chain that wound

» " up and down, amongst the people and the carriages along
» sthe street. :
¥ He pulled himself together—If he was fecling these
things at the very beginning of his battle, why then defeat
was certain.  He was ashamed, and, looking at his paper,
chose the offices of The Mascof, a very popular society
journal that brightened the world with its cheerful good-
tempered smile every Friday morning. Here the room
m.whxch_ he found himself was small and cosy, it had a
bright pink wall-paper, and behind a little shining table
a shining young woman beamed upon him. The shining
young woman was, however, very busy at her typewriter,
and Peter was examined by a tiny office boy who seemed
to be made cntirely of shining brass buttons and shining
little boots and shining hair,
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* And what can I do for you, sir ? " he saud

“ 1 should like to see the Lditor,” Peter explained,

*“ Your name ?** said the Shiming One

Peter had no cards. He blamed lumself for the omission
and stammered 1n s reply

The boy gave the lady at the t?'pc\vntcr a very knowing
look and ‘disappearcd  He swiftly returned and said that
Mr Bosct could see Mr. Westcott for a few munutes, but for
a few runutes only.

Mr Boset sat resplendent in a room that was coloured
a bright green.  He was himself stout and red-faced and of
o ersmnr mr ennebnnne hee 1 aht R i wnc very tight

" vhite spats

the room,

** Bosct was

x, and his

. . : jhone that

summoned him to 1ts s1dé at frequént intervals He was

lw\;:‘cycr exceedingly pleasant. He begged Peter to take
a chair,

** Just a munute, Mr Westcott, will you ? Yes—hullo
—yes—This 15 6140 Strand Hullo! Hullo! Oh—is
that you, Mrs. Wyman? Good mormng—yes, splendid,
thank you—never fitter—Very busy, yes, of course—what
—Lunch Thursday » . Oh, but delighted  Just let me
Jook_at my book a moment? Yes—qute free~—Who?
- T STy e rar delightfull”

.- as as charm-

. . e whole day

great many

wntten 34 [ % 1t have you
en

Peter had written a novel
** Published 2 **
“No "

t{w Were peering INTO UG CArULOMrd LU ON & voyage
ol sclection,

e s
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* Yes—wvell—when you've written something send it
along——""

“ %supposc there isn’t anything I can do—"

“Well, our staff, you know, is filled up to the eyes as
it is—fellows waiting—lots of ’em—Yes, you show us
what you can do. Write an article or two, Buy The
Mascol and sce the kind of thing we like. Yes—Jxcuse
me, the {elephone—Yes—Yes—6140 Strand. . . 7

Peter found himself once more in the outer room, and
then ushered forth by the Shining Boy he was in the street.

He was hungry now and sought an A.B.C. shop, and
there over the cold marble-topped tables consulted his
list. The next attempt sheunld be The Saturday Illustrated,
one of the leading illustrated wecklies, and perhaps there
he would be more successful. As he sat in the A.B.C.
shop and watched the squares of street opposite the
window he felt suddenly that no effort of his would en-
able éﬁm to struggle successfully against those indifferent
crowds.

Above the houses in the patch of blue sky that filled
the window-pane soff bundies of cloud streamed like flags
before the wind. Into_these soft grey meshes the sun
was swept, and with a cold shudder Fleet Street fell into
shadow ; beyond it and above it the great dome burned ;
a company of sandwich men, advertising on their stooping
bodies the latest musical comedy, crept along the gutter.

. 1
+At the offices of The Saturday Illusirated they told him
t if he returned at four o’clock he would be able to see
the LEditor. He walked about, and at last sat down on ~
the Embankment and watched the barges slide down the
river. The water was feathery and sometimes streamed
into lines like spun silk reflecting many colours, and above
the water the clouds turned and wheeled and changed
against the limpid blue, The little slap that the motion
of the river gave to the stone embankment reminded him
of the wooden jetty at Treliss—the place was strangely
sweet—the roar of the Strand was far away and muffled. -,
As he sat there listening there seemed to come up to ’
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Lim, straight out of the river, strange impersonal noises
thet had to do with no definite sounds  He was reminded
of thestory «* ** +° ° T
youag man
of London,
nowhere, 1n -
sk¥3, soymethung stred
iz Ben struck quarter to five and he turned once more

into the Strand

The editor of The Saturday Dlustrated was a very dif-
ferent person from Mr. Boset ~ At a desk piled with papers,
stern, gaunt, and sharp-chinned, tus words rattled out of
his mouth bike peas on to a plate, But Peter saw that he
had humorous twinkling eyes.

** 'Well, what can you do ?"*

¢ I've never tried anything—but I feel that I should

wnen $lun afias i3 3 nursery shop
x mlk? Are you

" »m 1sn't any fun,

 * I'm not looking for fun."’

* Well, 1t’s the damnedest trade out. Anything's
better.  But you want to wnte ? ™

1 must."

* Yes—exactly. Well, I like the look of you. More
blood and bones than most of the rotten puppies that
come 1nto this office  I've no job for you at the moment
though  Go back to Xour digs and wnte something—
anythung you hk send 1t along—I me your
address,  Oh, ho! Buchet Lane—hard up? "

‘‘ I'm all right, thank you "

All nght,’ T wasn’t offenng you chanty—no need to
put your pnde up. I shan't forget you . . . but send me
somcthing.”

The clouds had now enveloped the sun. As Peter, a
little encouraged by thus last experience but tired with a
dull, listless fatigue, crept into the dark channels of Bucket

¢, the rain began to fall with heavy solemn drops.




cH APTER Vil
pEVIL'S MARCH

THERE could be nothing odder than the picture that
Brockett’s and Bennett Square presented from the vantage
ound of Bucket Lane. How peaceiul and happy¥ those
ovenings (once considered 2 little dreary perhaps and

Brockett’s with its strange ind-hearted company——thc
dining-room, the marble pillars, the green curtains———Nomh
Monogue !

Not only did it seem another lifetime when he had beed
there, but also inevitably on¢€ was threatencd with never
otting back. PBucket Lane was another world—irom its
grimy windows _on¢ looked upon every tragedy that Ui
- had to offer. Into its back courts Wwcre Born muddic
indecent little lives, there plindly to wallow until the €2

-~called them back to jtself again.

But it was in the attitude of Bucket Lane to the Great
Inevitable that the essential difference was to be observed-
In Bennett Square things had been e.\'pcctcd and, for the
most part, obtained. Catastrophes came jumbering into
their midst at times, but rising in the morning on¢ might
decently expect to 80 to rest at pight in safety. In Bucke!
Lane there was no sa ety but dcﬁzmce———ﬁcrcc, bitter
Humorous, truculent defiance. Bucket Lanc was @
leaguered arm that stood behind the grime and dirt
walls on guard. From the earliest mome
of all the babies born into Bucket Lanc cavught 1l

of cautious resistance that was always 0 romain with then
238
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L¥e in Bucket Lane for every one, from the youngest infant
to the oldest 1diot, was War. War agamnst Order and
Civlized Force  War also against that great unseen Hand
that might at any moment swoop down upon any one of
them and bestow fire, death, and imprisonment upon its
victins  To the ladies and gentlemen from the Mission the
atizers, of Bucket Lane presented an amused and cymical
tolerame. If those poor, meek, frightened creatures chose
some funt-hearted attempts at flattery and submussion
before tus abomnable Derty—well, they did no harm

AMrs, Wilbams sud to Miss Connacher, a bnght-faced
young woman from St Matthew's Mission—" And I'm
sure we're always delighted to see you, Miss  But you
can’t *ave nus goin’ and being grateful on our bended knees
to the sort of person as according to your account of it gave
me my first "usband "oo was a blackguard if ever there was
one, and my last chuld wot 'ad nchets and so "andsomel:
arranged me to go breakin’ my leg one mght coming bac!
from a party and shding on the stairs, and in losin' my
little bit o’ chann’ and as near the workus as ever yer see
~~no--it ain't commeon sense "

To which Miss Connacher, vaguely looking around for a
list of Mrs. Wilhams' blessings and finding none to speak
of, had no reply

But the astorustung thing was that Peter seemed at once
to be serzed with the Bucket Lane posiion  He was now,
he understood, 1n a world of earthquake—wise aitizens
lived from mnute to munute and counted on no longer
safety. He began also to elimmnate everythung that was
not absolutely essenttal At Brockett's bé had never con.
a copy of The Maseot and studed 1t There was a short
story entitled '* Mrs. Adair’s Co *—and an article on ** What
Soclct?' Dnnks*—the remamng pages of the number
:l"tim illed with pictures and * Chatter from Day to Day
h;a - '
pth: o
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screaming children in the court below, * is a very favounte
place for supper just now, with Maltre Savori as its popilar
chef and its admirably stocked cellars. . . .’ -

Peter gave himself a fortnight in which to prcduce
something that he could * show.” Stephen mearwhile
had found work as a waiter in one of the small Soho res-
taurants ; it was only a temporary engagement, but he
hoped to get something better within a week or twe.

For the moment all was well. At the end of his fcrinight.
with four things written, Peter meant to advance oace more
to the attack. Meanwhile he sat with a pen, a penay bottle
of ink and an exercise book, and did what he could. At
the end of the fortnight he had written * The Sea Road,”’ an
essay for which Robert Lonis Stevenson was largaly respon-
sible, *“ The Redgate Mill,”” a story of the fantastic terrible
kind, ‘ Stones for Bread,” moralising on Bucket Lane, and
“The Red-haired Boy,” a somewhat bitter reminiscence of
Dawson’s. Of this the best was undoubtedly * The Sea
Road,” but in his heart of hearts Peter knew that there was
something the matter with all of them. Reuben Hallard
he had written because he had to write it, these four things
he had written because he ought to write them . . . dif-
ference sufficient. Nevertheless, he put them into half-
penny wrappers and sent them away.

In the struggle to produce these things he had not fonnd
that fortnight wearisome. Before him, every day, there
was the evening when Stephen would return, to which he
might look forward. Stephen was always very late—
often it was two o’clock before he came in, but they had

A“,a talk before geing to sleep. And here in these evenings
‘Stephen developed in the most wonderful way, developed

because Peter had really never known him before.

Stepben had never appeared to Peter as a character at
all.  1In the carly days Peter had been too young. Stephen
had, at that time, been simply something to be worshipped,
without any question or statement. Now that worshipping
had gone, and the space that it left had to be filled by some
new relationship, something that could only come slowly
out of the close juxtaposition that living together in Bucket
Lane had provided.

_And it was Stephen who found, unconsciously and quite
simply, the shape and colour of Peter’s idea of him. Peter
had in reality nothing at all to do with it, and had Stephen
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leen a whit more sclf-conscious the effect would have been
sponled,

n the first Y]acc Peter came quite freshly to the way
that Stephen looked, Stephen expressed nothmg, con-
sciossly, with lus body ; 1t was \font_lcr,hel indeed consider-

«—if anything so unconsclous may be called treatment—as
the very simplest creature alive” The word mtrospection
meant nothing to lum whatever, there were 1n Iife certain
direct sharp motives and on these he acted He never
thought of humself or of any onc c¢lse n terms of com-
plexity ;. the body acted simply through certamn clear and
direct” physical laws , . so the spiit  He loved the
woman who had domunated his_whole ke, and one day
be would find her and marry ber He loved Peter as
he would love a son of lus own if he possessed one, and
he would be at Peter’s side so lang as Peter needed hum,
and would rather be there than anywhere else  For the
rest life was a matter of birth and death, of loving one man
and hating another, of food and dnnk, and—but this last
uncertainty—of some strange thrill that was stured
hum, at times, by certamn sights and sounds

He was glad fo have been born . he would be quite
ready to die. He did not question the reason of the one
state or the other TFrom the very fact that life was so
simple and unentanpled he clung, ‘with the tenaaty and
dumb force of an animal, to the things that he had, “Peter
{elt, vaguely, from time to time, the strength with which
Stephen held to lum It was never expressed in word nor
in action, but 1t came leaping sometymes, hike fire, nto the
nudst of therr t was never tangibl lway
clusive.

A
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To Peter’s progress this simplicity of Stephen was of
vast importance. The boy had now reached an age and 2
period where emotions, judgments, partialities, conclusions
and surmises were fighting furiously for dominion, His
seven years at Brockett’s had been, introspectively, of
little moment. He had been too busy discovering the
things that other people had discovered and written down
to think very much about himself.

Now released from the domination of books, he plunged
into a whirlpool of surmise about himself. During the
fortnight that he sat writing his articles in Bucket Lane he
flew, he sank, according to his moods. It seemed to him
that as soon as he had decided on one path and set out
eagerly to follow it others crossed it and bewildered him.

He was now on that unwholesome, absorbing, thrilling,
dangerous path of self-discovery. Opposed to this was
the inarticulate, friendly soul of Stephen. Stephen under-
stood nothing and at the same time understood every-
thing. Against the testing of his few simple laws Peter's
complexities often vanished . .. but vanished only to
recur again, unsatisfied, demanding a subtler answer. It
was during those days, through all the trouble and even
horror that so shortly came upon them both, that Stepben
realized with a dull, unreasoned pain, like lead at the heart,
that Peter was passing inevitably from him into a country
whither Stephen could not follow—to deal with issues
that Stephen could not, in any kind of way, understand.
_Stephen realized this many days before Peter even dimly
spereeived it, and the older man by the love that he had
#for the boy whom he had known from the very first period
of his growth was enabled, although dimly, to see beyond,
above all these complexities, to a day when Peter would
once more, having learnt and suffered much in the mean-
while, come back to that first simplicity.

But that day was far distant,

II

On the evening of the day on which Peter finished tt
last of his five attempts to take the London journals t
storm Stephen rcturned from his restaurant earlier th:
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w<ual—so early mdeed, that Peter, had he not been so bent
on s own immediate affairs, muit have Botlccd and
" A Farae.

ment he had wntten the concluding sentence of * The Sea
Road,” had been 1n deep and troubled thought concermung
himself, and broke from that introspection, on Stephen's
armyal, into a state of unbappy morbidity and entire sclf-
absorption,

‘Thewr supper was beer, sardines, and cheese

* It's been pretty awful bere this evening,” Peter said
“ Old Trubbit on fhe floor below’s been beating hus wife
and she’s been screaming hke anything I couldn’t stand
1t, after a bit, and went down to see what I could de  The
family was mopping her head with water and he was sitting
on a’chawr, erymg  Drunk agam, of course, but he was
turned off hus job apparently thus afternoon  They're
closing down **

LR S M PRS- PR S JUR SRS S

h un-

certanly.  ** But 1t does, you know, make one a bst fnght-
ened, this place, seeing the way people get suddenly bowled
over, There were the Gambrts—a fortnight ago he was tn
work and they were as fit as anything . they haven’t
d any food now for three days ©
** There ain't anylhing to be ingbtened about,” Stephen

eald clantue

if T Jet myself *
‘ Oh, you'll be all nght. Of course you'll be getting
somecthing———-:*"
**Yes, but I hate nding your money hke this.
you know, Stephen, 1'd almost rather you were ou
200 That sounds a rotten tlung to say, but 1

Do
ork




"
« Between friends,” said Stephen stowly, swingipg his
nd making fhe bed creak
; - King  or r

o O
ander DiS weights ¢ {fhere aren’t a0y giving

i Oh, y&s L know,”’ gaid Peter purriedlys irightened lest

pe should pave hurt 1is feelings: « of course s all right

petween YOO and me. But al the same {'m rather eager
ing part of it.” :

They weré sjlent for 2 time. Bucket 1ane too seemed

silent, and through their little window, petween the plack

roofs and chimneys, & cluster of stars winkled a8 though

TC.
«’Thank the Lord,” said Stephen furiously and Kick
out with his leg as though he had got some especial enen
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back directly 1n front of him, * that you've fimshed them
damned articles  You've been sittin® here tlunkin’ and
wntn' till you've given yersclf blue devils—down-along,
too, with all them creatures hittin’ cach other and
drinkin’—I oughtn‘t to have left yer up here so much
alone—""

“* No—you couldn’t hclﬂ;t, Stephen—it’s nothing to do
with you,” It’s all more than you can manage and nobody
in the world can help me. 1It's scven years and a bit now
since I left Cornwall, 1sn’t 2t 2 ™

**Yes,” sud Stephen, Jooking across at him.

* All that time I've never had a word nor a sign from
any one there  Well, you mught have thought that that
would be long enough to break nght away fromat. . . .
Well, it 1sn't——""

“Don’t you go thinking about all that ime  You've
cleared 1t fight away—""

“No, 1 haven't’ cleared 1t~that’s just the pomt I
don’t supg;sc one ever clears anythung Al the tume I
was with Zant: 1 was reading so hard and hving so safely
that 1t was only at moments, when 1 was alone, that T
thought about 'x};chss atall, But these last weekst's been
comng on me full tide "

*What’s been comng on you ? **

** Well, Scaw House, I suppose . . and my father and
grandfather. My grandfather told me once that I couldn't
escape from the f‘;muly. and I can‘t—it’s the most extraor-
dtnary thing—"

. Stfphm saw that Pefer was growing agitated, s

N nd father both
. 1 moment It
you hke—but
o the bad
:n—women or
. . +e lose control
4na ICL the deval get tne upper nand  Let hum get it once
—really get 1t—and we're really done——""
Dobiir 2 mnd frm . samemacet et show + ~né 29 hyrmedly
» bittle uime

I've been
feeling these last weeks as though my father were sitting
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there—in that beastly house with that filthy woman—
and wining me—absolutely with all his might—to go
under: !

“ Byt what is it,” said Stephen, going, as always, to
the simplcst aspect of the chse, ‘‘ that you exactly want
to do?”

“Oh, T don’t know . . . just to let loose the whole
thing—I 'did break out once at Brockett’s—I've never told
anybody, but I got badly drunk one night and then went
back with some woman. . . . Oh! it was all filthy—but
I was mad, wild, for hours , . . insane—and that night,
in the middle of it all, sitting there as plainly as you please,
there in Scaw House, 1 saw my father—as plainly as I see

Yol »

“ All voung men,"” said Stephen, “ *ave got to go through
a bit of filtl, You aren’t the sort of fellow, Peter, that
stays there. Your wanting not to shows that you'll come
out of it all right.”

Here was a case where Stephen's simplicities were obvi-
ously of little avail.,

“Ah, but don't vou see,” said Peter impatiently, **it's
not the thing itself that 1 fecl matters so much, although
that’s rotten enough, but it’s the beastly devil—real, per-
sonal—1 tell you I saw him catch my grandfather as tight
as though he'd been there in the room . . . and my father
too. I tell yon, this last week or two I've been almost mad

. . wanting to chuck it al, this fighting and the rest, and
just go down and grovel . . .”

“1 expect it’s regular worle you're wanting,” said
Stephen, “ kecping your mind busy. It's bad to ’ave your
sort of brain wandering round with nothing to feed on.
It be all right, boy, in a day or two when you've got
some work.”

Peter's head dropped forward on to his hands. *I
don’t know—it’s like going round in a circle, You sce,
Stephen, what makes it all so difficult is—well, I don't
know . . . why I haven't told you before . . . but the
fact is—I'm in love—-"’

. “Tknew it a while back,"” said Stephen quietly, ** watch-
ing your face when you didn’t know I was lookin’ "

“ Well, it's all hopeless, of course, I don’t suppose I
shall ever see her again . . . but that’s what’s made this
looking for work so difficult—I've been wanting to get on
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—and every day scems to place her further away. And
then when T get hopeless, these other devils come round
and say ' Oh well, you can't get her, you know. That’s as
impossible as nnytmnq—s&(}'ou‘d better have your fling
whilc youcan . . * My I I'ma beastt™

‘The ¢ty broke from him with a britterness that filled the
bare little room.

Stephen, after a little, got up and put his hand on the
boy's shoulder,

" Nobody ain’t going to touch you while I'm here,” he
said simply, as though he were challenging devils and men

ahke.

Peter looked up and smuled. * What an old bnck you
are,” he said  *“Do you remember that fight Chnistias
time, years ago? . . You're always Iike that. . . I've
been an ass to bother you with 1t all, and while we've got
each other things can’t be so bad ”  He got up and stretched

his arms.

“Well, it's bedtime, especully as you've got to be off
carly to that old restanrant——"

P e epanreRt T

guttered and blew 1o the window cracks, and the cluster of
stars, still canght in the dirty roofs and clumneys of Bucket
Lane, twinkled, desperately—in sain,



CHAPTER VIII
STEPHEN’S CHAPTER

No knight—the hero of any chronicle—ever went forward
to his battle with a braver heart than did Peter now in his
desperate adventure against the world. His morbidity, his
introspection, his irritation with Stephen’s simplicities fled
from him . . . he was gay, filled with the glamour of show-
ing what one could do . . . he did not doubt but that a
fortnight would see him in a magnificent position. And
then—the fortnight passed and he and Stephen had still
their positions to discover—the money moreover was almost
at an end . . . another fortnight would behold them
penniless, '

It was absurd—it was monstrous, incredible, Life was
not like that—Peter bit his lip and set out again, Editors
had not, on most occasions, vouchsafed him even an inter-
view. There had come no answer to the four halipenny
wrappers. The world, like a wall of shining steel, closed
him in with impenetrable silence,

It was absurd—it was monstrous. Peter fought des-
perately, as a bird beats with its wings on the bars of its
cage. They were having the worst of luck, On several
occasions he had been just too late and some one had got
the position before him. Stephen too found that the places
where he had worked before had now no job for him.” “It
was the worst time in the world . . . a month ago now
or possibly in a month’s time. . . .” :

Stephen did not tell the boy that away from London
there were many things that he could do—the boy was not
up to tramping. Indeed, nothing was more remarkable
than the way in which Peter’s sirength seemed to strain,

248
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lke a flood, away. It was, pcrhaps, a matter of nerves as
much as physical strength—the Loy was burming with the
anxiety of it, whercas to Stephen this was no new ex-
penience  Peter saw 1t m the light of some hornble disaster
that belonged, in all the world’s hxstmg', to lum alone. He
came back at the end of one of lus days, white, his cyes
almost closed, hs fingers twitching, his bead hangmng a
little . . . very silent

He scemed to feel bitterly the ignomuny of 1t as though
he were reahzing for the first time that nobody wanted
him. e had come now to be ready to do anything, any-
thing in the world, and he had the look of one who was
ready to do anything  His blue coat was shuny, his boots
had ‘been patched by Stephen—there were deep black
hollr;ws under his eyes, and tis mouth bad become thun
and hard.

Stephen—having tumsclf his own distresses to sug‘port
—watched the boy with acute anxiety. He felt with in-
« o

would st the evensnig, in lus chawr, stanng n front of

fight against lus father, who sat, apparently, in the dark
rooms at Scaw House, wiling disaster  Now, as Stephen
and all the sensible world knew, tlus was ponsense——

It was also, 1n some still stranger way, a fight against
London itself—not London, a place of sireets and houses,
of Oxford Street and DPiccadilly Circus, but London, an
animal—a lind of dragon, as far as Stephen could make it
out, with scales and a tail

Now what was onc to make of this except that the boy's
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“ Why can’t you leave me alone ? ”* he said. “ You're
always worrying h .

A }s’low g\?sh ‘Tmounted into Stephen’s cheeks, but he said
nothing. . ]

“Well, why don’t you say something ? Nothing to
say ? It isn’t bad enough that you've brought me into

“ Come, Mr. Peter,” Stephen answered slowly. ‘ That
ain’t fair. I mever brought you into this. I've done my
best.”

““Oh, blame me, of course. That's natural enough. It
it hadn’t been for you *

Stephen came into the middle of the floor.

“ Come, Peter boy, yer tired. Yer don’t know what
yer saying. Best go to bed. Don’t be saying anything
that yer'd be regretting afterwards !

Peter’'s eyes that had been closed, suddenly opened,
blazing. ‘ Oh, damn you and your talk—I hate you.
wish 1'd never seen you—a rotten kind of friendship—"
liis vaice died off into muttering.

Stephen went back to his bed. ' This ain’t fair, Mz,
Peter,” he said in a low voice. “ You'll be sorry after-
wards. I ain’t ’ad any very ’appy time myself these last
weeks and now: "

Their nerves were like hot, jangling wires. Suddenly
into the midst of that bare room there had sprung between
them hatred. They faced each other . . . they could have
leapt at one another’s throats and fought. . . . )

Suddenly Peter gave a little cry that seemed to fill the
room. His head fell forward

 Oh Stephen, Stephen, I'm so damned ill, I'm so dam-
nably ill.”

He canght for a moment at his chest as though he would
tear his shirt open. Then he stumbled from the bed and
lay in a heap on the floor with his hands spread out

+ Stephen picked him up in his arms and carried him on
to his bed.

ui

The little doctor who attended to the wants of Bucket
Lane was discovered at his supper. He was a dirty little
man, with large dusty spectacles, a red nose, and a bald
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bead. He wore an old faded velveteen jacket, out of the

. . v
genelman as I was saying only yesterday tea-time, there's
nothu', I said, as I wouldn’t be willin’ to do for that there
poor Mr, Westcott and that there poor Mr. Brant ‘oo are
as Iike two ‘elpless children n their fightin® the world as
ever 1 see, and “owever I can help ‘em I said——"

“Well, my good woman,” the httle doctor finally .
terrupted, ““you can help here and now by getting some
hot water and the other things I've put down here ™

Vhen she was gone he turned slowly to Stephen, who
stood, the picture of despair, loolung down upon Peter

“*E's goin’ to dic ? " he ashed

“That depends,” the Uttle doctor answered. *The

‘s been starved—ought never to have been allowed to
get into thus condition,  Both of you hard up, I suppese ?

“ As 'ard up as we very well could be—" Stephen an-
swered grimly.

“ Well—has he no fnends > "

There—the question at last  Stephen took it as he
would have takcn a blow between the eyes.  He saw very
clearly that the end of his reym had come. e had done
what'he could and be had faed But i um was the
ficrce furious destre to fight for the boy Why should he
give hum up, now, when they had spent all these weeks
1ogether, w{:cn they had struggled for their very exustence
side by side ?  What nght had any of these others to Peter
compared with s nght #  He kaew very well that of he
gave him up now the boy would never be lus agan  He
might sce him—yes—but that passing of Peter that he
had already begun to realize would be accomphshed. He
might look at him, but only as a wanderer may look from
the valley up to the il The doctor broke i upon him
as he stood hesitating there——

“ Come,” he sud roughly, ** we have not much time
The boy may die, Has he no frends > .

Stephen turned Iis back to Peter  ** Yes,” he sud, *'1
know where they are. I will fetch them myself.” V-
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The doctor had not lived in Bucket Lane all these years
for nothing. He put his hand on Stephen’s arm and said :
“ You're a good fellow, by God. It'll be all right.’

Stephen went. ‘

On his way to Bennett Square a thousand thoughts
filled his mind. He knew, as though he had been told it
by some higher power, that Peter was leaving him now never
+6 return. He had done what he could for Peter—now the
boy must pass on to others who might be able, more fit-
tingly, to help him. He cursed the Gods that they had
not allowed him to obtain work during these weeks, for
then Peter and he might have gone on, working, prospering,
and the parting might have been far distant. .

But he felt also that Peter’s destiny was something
higher and larger than anything that he could ever com-
pass—it must be Peter’s life that he should always .be
leaving people behind him—stages on his road-—until he
had attained his place. But for Stephen a loneliness swept
down upon him that seemed to turn the world to stone.
Never, in all the years of his wandering, had he known any-
thing like this. It is very hard that a man should care for
only two creatures in the world and that he should be held,
by God’s band, from reaching either of them.

The door of Brockett’s was opened to him by a servant
and he asked for Mrs. Brockett. In the cold and dark hall
the lady sternly awaited him, but the sternness fell from her
like a cloak when he told her the reason of his coming.

" Dear me, and the.poor boy so ill,” she said. “We
have all been very anxious indeed about poor Mr. Peter.
We had tried every clue but could hear nothing of him.
We were especially eager to find him because Miss Monogue
had some good news for him about his book. There is a
gentleman—a friend of Mr. Peter’s—who has been doing
everything to find him-—who is with Miss Monogue now.
He will be delighted. Perbaps you will go up.”

. Stephen can have looked no very agreeable object at this
time, worn out by the struggle of the last weeks, haggard
and gaunt, his beard unkempt. But Norah Monogue came
forward to him with Doth her hands outstretched,

h“Opé you know something of Peter—tell us, please,”
she said.

A stout pleasant-faced gentleman behind her was intro-
duced as Mr. Galleon,
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=:i» Stephen explamed  * But why, why.,” said the gentle-
n, * didn't you let us know before, my good fellow ? **
ephen’s brow darkened. “ Peter didn’t wish 3t,” he

ud,
. But Norah Monogue came forward and put her hand
n his arm.  “ You must be the Mr. Brant about whom
has %0 often talked,” she said,  *“Iam so glad to meet
ou at last. Decter owes so much to you We have been
,<ryIng everywhere to get word of him because some pub-
“;Ahers have taken his novel and think very well of it
‘ndeed. DBut come—do Ict us go at once. There 1s no
‘ime to I '
- So they had taken his novel, had they ? Al these
Flays—all these ternble hours—that starving, that ghastly
axiety, the 's terror——all these thungs had been un-
hecessary.  Had they only known this separation now
zht have been avaided
He could not trust himself to speak to Bobby Galleon
“ind Norah Monogue These were the people who were
going to take Peter away
He tumed and went, in silence, down the stams,
At Bucket Lanc Bobby Gallecon took affairs into Ius
own hands. At once Peter should be removed to us
* house in Chelsca—tt would not apparently harm hum to be
zmoved that night
Peter was still unconscious  Stephen stood 1n the back
of the room and watched them make thew preparations,
£ They had all forgotten lum For a moment as they
¥ passed down the stars Stcmlm had tus last ghmpse of
Peter.  He saw the high white forehead, the long black
r}'cl:mhcs, the white drawn cheeks. . . . At this parting
+ Peter had no eye for him
r  Bobby Galleon and Miss Monogue both spoke to Stephen
¢ pleasantly before tlm{ went away  Stephen did not hear
what they sard.  Bo! l’_ﬁ' took Stephen’s name down on a
[_:‘xlccc of paper. . . hen they were gone. They were
all gone,
Mrs, Willlams looked through the door at him for a
moment, but sometlung in the man’s face drove her away
. Very slowly he put his few clothes together, He must
tramp the roads again—the hard roads, the glanng sun,

cold moon—a.h\a{s going on, always alone———

L

He shouldered hus bag and went out. . . .
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CHAPTLR 1
NO 72 CHLYNE WALK

BUR\ISHED cloudﬁ——s\w]len \mh golden light and
soft and i they sailing,
against a pale green autumn cvc'mnf' sky over Chelsca.

It was nearly six o’'clock, and at “the Krughtsbndge end
of Sloane Slmct a cloud of black towers quivered against
thc

¢ gree:
The ycllow light that the golden clouds shed upon the
carth bathed the neat and demure houses of Sloane Street
1 a brief bewaldered unreabity  Sloane Street, not accus-

doors and advised them to rest before dressing for dinner,
and so ensured these many comfortable souls that th
should not be disturbed by any unwelcome violence on their
emotions.  Soon, before ?oﬁkmg glassea and tables shirun,
with silver har-brushes, bodies would be ncd and thst
and faces would be p
for that dying moment, Sloane Strcct was lmcd nto thc
hearts of those burnished clouds and held for an instant
n glory. Then to the rchief of the neat and shimng houses
thc electric lights came out, one by one, and the world was
atself agamn,

Beyond Sloane Square, however, the Kmng's Road
chattered and rattled and munded not at all whether the
sky were yellow or blue.  Tlus was the hour when shopping
must be done and barrows shone beneath thar flanng gas,
and many ladies, with the appearance of having left their

=1
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homes for the merest minute, hurried from stall to stall,
The King's Road stands like a noisy Cheap Jack outside the
sanctities of Chelsca. Behind its chatter are the quietest
streets in the world, streets that are silent because they
prefer rest to noise and not at all because they have nothing
to say. The King's Road has been hired by Chelsea to
keep forcigners away, and the faint smile that the streets
wear is a smile of relief because that noisy road so admirably
achieves its purpose. In this mellow evening light the
little houses glow, through the river mists, across the
cobbles. The stranger, on leaving the King’s Road behind
him, is swept into a quiet intimacy that has nothing of
any town about it; he is refreshed as he might be were
he to leave the noisy train behind him and plunge into the
dark, scented hedge-rows and see before him the twinkling
lights of some fricndly inn. As the burnished clouds fade
from the sky on the dark surface of the river the black
barges hang their lights, and in Cheyne Row and Glebe
Place, down Oakley Street, and along the wide spaces of
Cheyne Walk, lamps bum mildly in a hundred windows.
Guarded on one side by the sweeping murmur of the river,
on the other by the loud grimaces of the King's Road,
Chelsca sinks, with a sound like the whisper of its own
name, into cvening. . . .

As the last trailing finger of the golden clouds dies before
the approaching army of the stars, as the yellow above the
horizon gives way to a cold and iron blue, lights come ount
in that housc with the green door and the white stone steps
—No. 72 Cheyne Walk—that is now Peter Westcott’s home.

has

Peter had, on the very afternoon of that beautiful
evening, returned from the sea; there, during the last
three weeks, he had passed his convalescence, and now, once
again, he faced the world. Mrs. Galleon and the Galleon
baby had been with him, and Bobby had come down to
them for the week-ends. In this manner Peter had had
an opportunity of getting to know Mrs, Galleon with a
certaunty and speed that nothing clse could have given
him. During the first weeks after his removal from
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AUUW LICL AU LO J0VE Ser sue lad veel & Miss Auce au

Cane, at first an antelligent, cynical, and rather trivaal
rson, Then suddenly, for no very sure reason that

any one could discaver, her character changed  She had

known Bot™ ° o

at him for

fell 1n love

had given way to ‘commonplace, but you could not find,
n the whole of London, a happier marnage

To Peter she was somethung entirely new Norah
Monogue was the only woman with whom, as yet, he had
come into any close contact, and she, by her very humility,
had allowed hum to assume to her a supenor, rather patron-
izing attitude,  The brief vision of Clare Rossiter had been
altogether of the opposite hand, partaking too funocusly of
heaven to have any carthly quality But here in Ahce
Galleon he discovered a woman who gave him something
—companionship, a hvely and cntical ntelligence, some
indefinable quality of charm—that was entirely mew to

m,

She chaffed him, enticized hum, admired hum, absorbed
him and flattered lum i a breath. She told hum that he
bad a_* degree * of talent, that he was the youngest and
most ignorant person for lus age that she had ever met,
that ke was conceited, that he was rough and ke had no
manncrs, that he was too humble, that he was a ** flopper ™
becasse he was so anxious to please, that he was a
antl an okt man at the same time, and finally that the
Galleon baby——a solemn child—had taken to hum as 1t had
nc\'nf' taken to any one dunng the eventful three years of
its Lie

Behind these contradictory cnitissms Peter knew that
there was a fricnd, and he was sensible cnough also to
realize that many of the thungs that she sud to im were

fectly true and that he would do well to take them to
rart. "At first she had made fum acgry and that had
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delighted her, so he had been angry no longer ; it seemed
to him, during these days of convalescence, that the solemn
melodramatic young man of Bucket Lane was an in-
credibility. .

And yet, although he felt that that episode had been
definitely closed—shut off as it were by wide doors that
held back at a distance every sound, the noise, the con-
fusion, the "terror, was nevertheless there, but for the
moment the doors were closed. Only in his dreams they
rolied back, and night after night he awoke, screaming,
bathed in sweat, trembling from head to foot. Sometimes
he thought that he saw an army of rats advancing acrass
the floor of their Bucket Lane room and Stephen and he
beat them off, but ever they returned. . . .

Once he thought that their room was invaded by a
number of old toothiess hags who came in at the door and
the window, and these creatures, with taloned fingers,
fought, screeching and rolling their cyes. . . .

Twice he dreamt that he saw on a hill, high uplifted
against a stormy sky, the statue of the Man on the Lion,
gigantic. He struggled to see the Rider’s -face, and it
seemed to him that multitudes of other persons—men and
women—were pleading, with hands uplifted, that they too
might see the face. But always it was denied them, and
Peter woke with a strange oppression of crushing dis-
appointment. Sometimes he dreamt of Scaw House and
it was always the same dream. He saw the old room with
the marble clock and the cactus plant, but about it all now
there was dust and necglect. In the arm-chair, by the fire,
Aacing the window, his father, old now and bent, was
sitting, listening and waiting. The wind howled about the
place, old boards creakeq, casements rattled and his father
never moved, but leaning forward in his chair, watched,
waited, eagerly, passionately, for some news. . . .

Ees

._ They were having dinner now—Bobby, Mrs. Galleon and
Peter—in the studio of the Cheyne Walk House. Outdde,
a sheet of stars, a dark river, and the pale lamps of the
street. The curtains of the studio were still undrawn and
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gold frames along the wall.

About Peter was a sense of ease and rest, of space that
was as new to lum as America was to Columbus = He was
not even now completely recovered from lus Bucket Lane
experiences, and there was still about him that uncertamty
of Iife—when one sees it as though through gauze curtains
—that gives reality to the quality of dreams. Life was
behind tnm, Life was ahead of him, but meantime let him
test in this uncertamn and beautiful country until 1t was
time for lum to go forward agamn This mntanmbiity—
walking as 1t were mn a fog round and round the Nelson
monument, knowing it was there but never seetng tt—
remaned with him even when practical matters were dis-
cussed. For instance, Reuben !Fallard was to be published
m a week’s time, and Peter was to recene fifty pounds 1n
advance on the day of publication {(unusually good terms
for a first novel Bobby assured hum) . also Bobby, through
his father, thought that he could secure Peter regular re-
viewing. ‘The mtention then was that Peter should remain
with the Galleons as a kind of paying guest, and so his pnde
would not be hurt and they could have an eye upon
dunng this launching of himinto London It was fortunate,
perhaps, that Ahce Galleon had hiked him down therc at
the sca, because she was a Jady who had her own way
at No, 72, and she by no means liked every one But
perhaps the Galleon baby had had more to do with every-
thing than any one kncw, and Mrs Galleon assured her
friends that the baby’s heart would most certamly be
broken if * the wild young guest,” as she called Peter, were

camed off,

And wild he was—of that, sceing bim now at dumner
there m the studio, there could be no doubt He was
wearing Bobby’s clothes, and there was still a Jook of
TS an L2 g 2§ mommmd heg matsth hot tha differ.



266 FORTITUDE

Galleon, as she watched him, was reminded of other things,
of other persons, of other events, that had marked his
earlier life. She glanced from Peter’s eyes to Bobby's.
She smiled, for on an earlier day she had seen that same
antithesis—the gulf that is fixed between Imagination and
Reality-—and had known its meaning. .

But for Peter, all he asked now was that he might be
allowed to rest in the midst of this glorious comfort. His
evil dreams were very far away from him to-night. The
food, the colour—ithe fruit piled high in the silver dishes,
the glittering of the great silver candelabra that stood on
the middle of the fable, the deep red of the roses in the
bowl at his side, the deeper red of the port that shone in
front of Bobby, and then, beneath all this, as though the
table were a coloured ship sailing on a solemn sea, thp
dark deep shining floor that faded into shadow-—all this
excited him so that his hands {rembled.

He spoke to Mrs. Galleon : )

“T wonder if you will do me a favour,” he said very
earnestly. ’

“ Anything in reason,’
Mis gravity.

“ Well, don’t call me Mr. Westcott any more, Because
‘m going to live here, and because I'm too old a friend of
3obby’s, and because, finally, I hate being called Mr.
Nestcott by anybody, might it be Peter ?

** Joseph calls him Peter as it is,” said Bobby quite
arnestly, looking at his wife.

They were both so grave'about it that Alice Galleon
ouldn’t be anything but grave too. She knew that it
vas really a definite appeal on behalf of both of them that
he should here and now solemnly put ber sign of approval -
m Peter. It was almost, in the way that they waited for
ier fo answer, a ceremony. She was even, as she looked
it them, surprised into a sudden burst of tenderness to-
vards them both. Bobby so solemn, such a dear, really
fuite an age and yet as young as any infant in arms.
’eter with forces and impulses that might lead to any-
hing or wreck him altogether, and yet, through it all,
rounger even than Bobby., Oh! what an age she, Alice
salleon, seemed to muster at the sight of their innocent
rust! Did every woman feel as old, as protecting, as
enderly indulgent, towards every man ?

»

she answered, laughing back at

.
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“Why, of course,”
shall be——"

Bobby rased his port. * Here's to Peter—to Peter
a.lnd Reuben Hallard—overwhelmng success to both of
them,"

Emotion, for an instant, held them. Then quetly
they stepped back agan. It was almost too good to be
true that, after all the turnings and twistings, hfe should
have brought Peter to this. He did not look very far
ahead, he did not ask himself whether the book were
likely to be a success, whether his career would justify
this beginning  1f only they would let lum alone . . .
He did not, even to himsel, name those powers, He was
wrapped about with comfort, he had fnends, above all (and
this gg had discovered at the sca) the Galleons knew Miss
Rosater . . . this last thought scemed, by the glonous
clamour of it, to draw that shect of stars down through
the window into the room, the air crackled with their
splendour

He was drawn back, down wto the world agan, by
hearing Bobby's voice

‘ 'The evening post and a letter for you, Peter

He looked down and, with a sudden pang of accusing
shame because he had forgotten so easily, with also a sure
knowledgze that that easy escape from lis other hife was
already forbidden hum, saw that the letter was from Stephen.
He felt that thetr eyes were upon lum as he took the letter
up, and he also felt that m Alice Galleon’s gaze there was a
wise and tender understanding of the things that he must
be feeing. The roughness of the envelope, the rudeness
of the handwriting, a stan in one comer that might be
beer, the stamp set crookedly-~these things scerned to hum
like so many voices that called um back  Five munutes
ago those days in Bucket Lane had belenged to another
Iife, now he was still there, and to-morrow he must tramp
out again, to-morrow . . .

The letter saud ¢

she answered quictly, * Peter it

“ Writing here dear Peter at twelve o'clock noon, the
TRed Crown Inn, Druttledge, on the road to Exeter, a hitle
house where thicey bandy-legred man you've heard me tell
about is Kecper and a good fellow and there’s queer enough
company 1o ktchen now to please you. A rough lot of

f\
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fellows; and a storm coming up black over high woods
that'll make walkin’ no easy matter on a slimy road, and,
dear boy, I've been thinkin’' strange about you and ‘ow
you'll pull along with your kind frends. That nice gentle-
man sent a telegram as he promised to and says you pull
finely along. Hopin' you really arc better. But dear boy,
if you find you can give me just a word on paper sayin’
that hear there is no course for worryin’ about your health,
then I'm happy because, dear boy, you'm always in my
thoughts and 17]ove you fine and wish to God I could have
made everything easier up along in thiccy Bucket Lane, I
go from hear by road to Cornwall and Treliss. I'm expect-
ing to find work there. Dear boy, don’t forget me and see
me again one day and write a letter.  They are getting too
much into their bellies and making the devil’s own noise.
There is Thunder coming the air is that still over the roof
of the barn and the road’s dead white. Dear Boy, I am
your friend, STEPHEN BRANT.”

The candles blew a little in the breeze {from the open
window and the lighted shadows ran flickering in silver
lines along the dark floor. Peter stood holding the letter
in his hand, looking out on to the black square of sky;
the lights of the barges swung down the river, and he could
hear, very faintly, the straining of ropes and the turning of
some mysterious wheel.

He saw Stephen—the great head, the flowing beard, the
huge body-—and then the inn with the thunder coming over
the hill, and then, beyond that, Treliss gleaming with its
tiers of lights, above the breast of the sca.  And from here,
from tlus wide Embankment, down to that sea, there
stretched, riding over hills, bending into valleys, always
white and hard and stony, the road. . . . ’

For an instant he felt as though the studio, the lights,
the comforts were holding hum like a prison.

“I’s a letter from Stephen Brant,” he said, turning
back from the window. ** He scems well and happy—-="

* Where is he 2

* Eating bread and cheese at an inn somewhere—on the
road down to Cornwall.”
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On the following Tuesday Reuben Hallard was published,
and on the Thursday afternoon Henry Galleon and Clare
Rosaiter were to come to tca. Rewben Hallard arnved 1n
a dark red cover with a white paper label  The six copies
lay on the table and looked at Peter as though he had had
nsthing whatever to do with therr existence  He looked
down upon them, opened one of them very tenderly, read
half a page, and felt that i1t was the best stuff he'd ever
scen. He read the rest of the page and thought that the
author, whoever the creature might be, deserved imprison-
ment for writing such nonsense

The feeling of strangeness towards 1t all was increased
by the fact that Bobby had, with the exception of the
final proofs—these Peter had read down by the sca—done
most of the proof-correcting It was a task for which
his practical common sense and lack of all imagination
admurably fitted hum  There, at any rate, Renden Hallard
was, ready to face all the world, to go, perhaps, to the

Tebndes, to be lost mn all probability, utterly
lost, 10 the turgd flood of contemporary fiction

There was a dedication ** To Stephen”” . . . How sur-

ised Stephen would be! He looked at the Chapter
!‘cadings—,\n Old Man with a Lantern—The Road at

Night,
g“ Sun_on the Western Moor—Stevenson—Tushery

all w they’d tear 1t to buts, those papers |
\ e S R e v
a X A

he . .
fellows, surcly believed 1n it

It was fat'and red and comfortable It had a worldly
prosperous look. Reuben Hallard and His Adventures.
+ . .Good Lord| What check

There were five coples to give away One between
Bolby and Mrs Galleon, one for Stephien, one for Miss
Monogue, one for Mrs Brockett, and one for Mr Zant
Reuben Hallard and Hits Adventures, by Peter Westeott
They would be getting 1* now at the newspa) ces. The

(
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Mascot would have a copy and the fat little chocolate con-
sumer. It would stand with a heap of others, and be tickep
off with a heap of others, for some youth to excrcise his
wit upon. As to any ome buying the book ! Who ever
saw any one buying a six-shilling novel 2 Ii was only
within the last year or so that the old three volumes with
their thirty-one-and-six had departed this life. The pub-
lishers had assured Peter that this new six-shilling form was
the thing. “ Please have you got Reuben Hallard by Peter
Westcott ? . . . Thank you, I'll take it with me.”

No, it was inconceivable.

There poor Reuben would lie—deserted, still-bomn, ever
dustier and dustier, whilst other stories came pouring,
pouring from endless presses, covering, crowding 1t down,
stamping upon it, burying it. . . . ‘“ Here lies Reuben
Hallavd. . . .’

Poor Peter !

On Thursday, however, there was the tea-party—a
Thursday never to be forgotten whilst Peter was alive.
Bobby had told him the day before that his father might
be coming. “ The rest of the family will turn up for cer-
tain. They want to see you. They're always all agog for
any new thing—one of them’s always playing Cabot to
somebody’s else’s Columbus. But father’s uncertain. He
gets something into his head and then nothing whatever
will draw him out—but I expect he'll turn up.”

The other visitor was announced to Peter on the very

1y. =

>"]i'ay the way, Peter, somebody’s coming to tea this
ternoon who's met you before—met you at that odd
»arding-house of yours—a Miss Rossiter. Clare’s an old
iend of ours. I told you down at the sea about her and
>u said you remembered meeting her.”’

“ Remembered meeting her i Did Dante remember
eeting Beatrice—did Petrarch remember Laura ? Did
eats forget his Fanny Brawne? Did Richard Feverel
rget his Lucy ?

On a level with these high-thinking gentlemen was
ster, disguising his emotions from Alice’s sharp eyes, but
lent, breathless, wanting some other place than that high
udio in which to breathe. * Yes—she came to tea once
ith a Miss Monogue there—I liked ber. . . .’

He was not there, but rather on some height alone with
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her and their hands touched over a photograph. “ The
\fan on the Lion.”” There was something worthy of kis
‘eeling for her !

Meanwhile, for the first of the afternoon one must
jut up with the Galleon famly Had Peter been scffi-
aently calm and sen=ible these 2ppendages to 2 great author
vould" have been worth hus attention. Behold them imn
relation to Henry Lessirgham, scaked 1n the works, beanng
o3 thetr backs the whole Edition de Luxe, declang them-
sdves with the httle odds and ends of hterary finery that
ttey had picked up, bursting with the good-nature of assured
scfconsequence—karmless, foolish, comfartable MMrs.
Galleon was massive with a large flat face that yjumped
suldenly into expression when one least expectedit.” There
was a great deal of silk about her, much lewsurely movement,
and her tactics were silence ard a clow signuficant smile—
these she alvays contnbuted to any conversation that was
really beyond her Had she not,” durning many years of
her Life, been marned to a gentus she would have been an
intensely <l g but ad h —as 1t
was, her e1z¢ and her silence enabled her to keep her place
at many literary dinners  Peter, watching her, was con-
sumed with wonder that Henry Galleon could ever kave
married her and understood that Bobby was the child of
bothlusparents  Bobby had a brother and sister—Percval
and Millicent.  Peraival was twenty-five and had written
two novels that were considered promusing by those who
did not krow that he was the son of lus father. He was
shim 2nd dark with 2 black thread of a moustache and rather
fine white fingers  His clothes were vi well cut, but his
appearance was a little too elaborately simple. His sister,
a gul of about eighteen, was shm and dark also; she had
the eager appearance of one who has heard just enough
to make her very anxious to hear a great deal more.

One felt that she did not want to miss anything, bt
probably her deternunation to be her father's ‘hugl"‘]’
’nouhtl prevent her from becoming very valuable or ntel-

ient.
Tinally it was strange that Bobby had so completely
escaped he stiadon of Jus father's piantle- These peoblc
were ntended, of course, to be the background of P
afternoon, and 1t was therefore more than =nﬂ°}:..,m,g
d A

that was the very last thing that they werey

v
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and Percival made a ball and then flung it backwards an¢
forwards thronghout the affair. Their mother watched
them with appreciation, and Alice Galleon, who knew them,
gave them tea and cake and let them have their way. Into
fhe midst of this Henry Galleon came—a little, round, fat
man with a face like a map, the body of Napoleon, anda
trot Tound the room like a very amiable pony, eyes thit
saw everything, understood everything, and forgave every-
thing, a brown buff waistcoat with gilt buttons, white spats,
and a voice that rolled and roared . . . he was the ten-
derest, most alarming person in any kind of a world, e
was so gentle that any sparrow would trust him implicitly,
and so terrific that an army would most certainly fly from
before him. He ate tea-cake, smiled and shook hands
with Peter, listened for half an hour to the spirited conver-
sation of his two children and trotted away again, leaving
behind him an atmosphere of gentle politeness and an
amazing savoir-faire that one saw his children struggling
to catch. They finally gave it up about half-past five and
retreated, pressing Peter to pay them a call at the earliest
opportunity.

This was positively all that Peter saw, on this occasion,
of Henry Galleon. It was quite enough to give him a
great deal to think about, but it could scarcely be called a
meeting.

At quarter to six, when Peter was in despair and Alice
Galleon had ordered the tea-things to be taken away, Clare
Rossiter rushed in. She stood a whirlwind of flying colours
in the middle of the Studio now sinking into twilight.

"' Alice dear, I am most terribly sorry but mother would
- stay. Icouldn't get her toleave and it was all so awkward.
!How do you do, Mr, Westcott ? Do you remember—we

met at Treliss—and now I must rush back this very minute.
We are dining at seven before the Opera, and father wants
that music yon promised him—the Brahms thing. Oh! is
it upstairs 7 Well, if you don’t mind. . .
. Alice Galleon left them together. Peter could say noth-
ingatall. He stood there, shifting from foot to foot, white,
absolutely tongue-tied.

She felt his embarrassment and struggled.

“ 1 hear that you've been very ill, Mr. Westcott. I'm

so dreadfully sorry and I do hope that you're better ? *’
He muttered something. P 4
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*Your book is out, 1sn't it? Reuben Hallard is the

tame 1 must get father to put it down on his list. One’s

taml o P Wt L e Wi
Vi

- Lr'h!sl Ll"htsl" cried Alice Galleon. " How.pi
\okn~ of her not to come to tea properly Well, I’etcr?
How vas it all 2

He was guilty of abominable rudeness.

He burst from the room without a word and banged,
dapmul), the door behund him. R




CHAPTER II

A CHAPTER ABOUT SUCCESS: HOW TO WIN IT, HOW TO
KEEP IT—WITH A NOTE AT THE END FROM HENRY
GALLEON

THE shout of applause with which Reuben Hallavd ivas
greeted still remains one of the interesting cases in modern
Tterary history. At this time of day it all seems ancient
and distant enough ; the book has been praised, blamed,
lifted up, hurled down a thousand times, and has finally
been discovered to be a book of promise, of natural talent,
with a great deal of crudity and melodrama and a hittle
beauty. It does not stand of course in comparison with
Peter Westcott’s later period, and yet it has a note that
his hand never captured afterwards. How incredibly bad
it is in places the Datchett incidents, with their flames and
screams and murder in the dark, sufficiently betray : how
fine it can be such a delight as The Cherry Orchard chapter
shows, and perhaps the very badness of the crudities helped
in its popularity, for theré was nothing more remarkable
about it than the fashion in which it captured every class
of reader. But its success, in reality, was a result of the
exact moment of its appearance. Had Peter waited a
thousand years he could not possibly have chosen a time
more favourable. It was that moment in literary history
when the world had bad enoungh of lilies and was turning
with relief to artichokes. There was a periadical of this
time entitled The Green Volume, This appeared some
where about 1890, and it brought with it a band of young
men and women who were exceedingly clever, saw the
quaintness of life before its reality, and stood on tipto
in order to observe things that were really growing quite

a4

.
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c'osc to the ground  This quarterly produced some very
admirable work ; 1ts contributors were all, for a year or
twa, as clever as they were young and as cynical as erther
Tre world was dressed 1n a powder puff and danced be.
neath Chunese lanterns and was as wiched as 1t eould be 1in
artificial rose-gardens It was all great fun for a year or

twd, , .
Then The Green Volume did, pcopl: began to whisper
PRV TR S il S T

as its primroses for its background It also told a story
with a beminnung to it and an end to 1t, and 1t contained
the beautiful character of Mrs Poveret, a character that was
undoubtedly nspired by that afternoon that Peter had
with lus maother

In addition to all this 1t must be remembered that the
world was entirdly unprepared for the book’s armval It
had been in no fashion heralded, and until a long review
%Jiupcnrcd in The Daily Globe no one noticed it i any way

ien the thing really began The reviewers were glad to

spring of 189G

The effect of all thus upon Peter may eastly be imagined.
It came to lum first, with those early reviews and an en-
meommem S @t v as something that did

P r a month or so 1t be-
b » felt as though he had
. slowly, as the wecks

asced and the success continued, he knew that the pub-
Hc:\tmn of this book had chanped the course of his hife
Letters from agents and publishers ashing for hus next
novel, letters from Amenca, letters from unknown readers,
all these thungs showed hum that he could look sow to-




276 FORTITUDE

wards countries that had not, hitherto, been enclosed b
his horizon. He breathed another air, .

And yet he was astonishingly simple about it all—very
young and very naive. The two things that he felt about
it were, first, that it would please very much his friends—
Bobby and his wife, Mrs. Brockett, Norah Monogue, M.
Zanti, Herr Gottfried, and above all, Stephen; and secondly,
that all those early years in Cornwall—the beatings, his
mother, Scaw House, even Dawson’s——had been of use to
him. One remembers those extraordinary chapters con-
cerning Reuben and his father—here Peter had, for the
first time, allowed some expression of his attitude to it all
to escape him. :

He felt indeed as though the success of the book placed
for a moment all that other life in the background—really
away from him. For the first time since he left Brockett’s
he was free from a strange feeling of apprehension. . ..
Scaw House was hidden.

He gave himself up to a glorious life. He plunged into
it. ...

83

He stepped, at first timidly, into literary London. It
vas, at first sight, alarming enough because it seemed to
:onsist, so largely and so stridently, of the opposite sex.
3obby would have had Peter avoid it altogether. * There
e some young idiots,’”” he said, *“ who go about to these
iterary tea-parties. They've just written a line or two
lomewhere or other, and they go curving and bending all
wer the place. Young Tony Gale and young Robin Trojan
mnd my young ass of a brother. . . . Don’t want you to
oin that lot, Peter, my boy. The women like to have ’em
f course, they're useful for handing the cake about but
hat’s all there is to it . . . keep out of it.” '

But Peter had not had so many friends during the early
sart of his life that he could afford to do without possible
mes now. He wanted indeed just as many as he could
masp. The comfort and happiness of his life with Bobby,
he success of the book, the opening of a career in front of
uim, these things had made of him another creature. He
1ad grown ten years younger ; his cheeks were bright, his
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ye clear, his step buoyant. e moved now as though he
Ioved lus fcllow creatures  One felt, on his entrance mnto
a room, that the air was clearer, and that onc was In the
company of a human being who found the world, quite
honestly and naturally, a debightful place. Tls was the
first effect that success had upon Peter.

And ndecd they met om—all of them—with open
arms  They saw in lum that burming flame that ¢l
who have been for the first time admitted into the free-
masonry of their Art must ever show. Afterwards he
would be accustomed to that country, would know 1ts roads
and hilis and cities, and would be perhaps disappomnted that
they were neither as holy nor as cternal as he had once
1magined them to be—now he stood on the hull’s edge and
looked down into a golden landscape whose bounds he could
not discern  But they met him too on the personal side.
The fact that he had been found starving 1in a London
garret was of 1tself a wonderful thing , then he had 1n lus
manner a rough, awkward charm that flattered them with
his youth and mexp He was imp and con-
fidential and then suddenly reserved and constrained  But,
above 1t all, 1t was evident that he wanted friendliness
and good fellowshup  He took every one at the salue that
they offered to lum  He first encouraged them to be at
their most human and then convinced them that that was
their natural character He highted every one's lamp at
et ] L e

L]

o .

obtained and how lucky to get so much so soon, and the
sums that another of thewr number did not obtan and
what 2 shame 3t was that such good worh was renwarded
by so little It was all—tlus conversation——n the most
gencrous strain,  Jealousy never rarsed ats head.  They
read—these precious people—the works of one another
with an eager prase and a tender condemnation delight-
ful to sce. "It was a warm bustling society that recenved
Peter,

These tea-parties and fircaide diccussions had not, per-
haps, been always so friendly and large-hearted, but an the
tune when Peter first encountered them they were in-
fuenced and moulded by a very remarkable woman—a
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woman who succeeded in combining humour, common sense,
and imagination in admirably adjusted qualities. Her
humour made her tolerant, her common sense made her
wise, and her imagination made her tender—her name was
Mrs. Launce.

She was short and broad, with large blue eyes that
always, if one watched them, showed her thoughts and
dispositions. Some people make of their faces a disguise,
others use them as a revelation—the result to the observer
is very much the same in either case. But with Mrs.
Launce there was no definite attempt at either one thing
or the other—she was so busily engaged in the matter in
hand, so absorbed and interested, that the things that
her face might be doing never occurred to her. Her hair
was drawn back and parted down the middle. She liked
to wear little straw coal-scuttle bonnets; she was ve
fond of blue silk, and her frocks had an inclination to {rail.
On her mother’s side she was French and on her father's
English ; from her mother she got the technique of her
stories, the light-hearted boldness of her conversation, and
her extraordinary devotion to her family. She was always
something of a puzzle to English women because she was a
great deal more domestic than most of them and yet bristled
with theories about morals and life in general that had
nothing whatever in common with domesticity. Some
one once said of her that “ she was a hot-water bottle
‘plaéying at being a bomb. . . . b

he belonged to all the London worlds, although she
“found perhaps especial pleasure in the society of her fellow
writers. ‘This was largely because she loved, beyond every-
thing else, the business side of her profession. = There was
nothing at all that she did not know about the publishing
and distribution of a novel. Her capacity for remember-
ing other people’s prices was prodigious, and she managed
her agent and her publisher with a deftness that left them
gasping. There were very few persons in her world who
had not, at one time or another, poured their troubles into
her ear. She had that gift, valuable in life beyond all
others, of giving herself up entirely to the person with whom
she was talking. When the time came to give advice the
combination of her common sense and her tenderness made
ber invaluable. There was no crime black enough, no
desertion, no cruelty horrible enough to outspeed her pity.

s
i
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said,

o yes—this js an catiely RE® nfe—new 1° every wa¥s

1 seem 100 pe sct amongst an entirely new crowd of
hasper overy 42! 1

She Jooked 2t mm <harply- « You're atrmd of all that
e said.

wqy made you wnite Reuben Hallard Perhaps thus
e here in London - - "
it aafer,” he canght her up
! tum v

wpon't) 8¢ answered very gravcly, «play for
ity it's the most dangerous thing " the world.” She
r\\w.d a momeD! and then . o But probnb\y
they, won't Jet You alone
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Ran
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I

He saw Clare Rossiter twice during this time, and, on
2ach occasion, it scemed to him that she was trying to make
up to him for his awkwardness at their first meeting. On
the first of these two occasions she had only a few words
with him but there was a note in her voice that he fancied,
wildly, unreasonably, was different from the tone that
she used to other people, She looked so beautiful with
her golden hair coiled above her head. It was the most
wongerful gold that he had cver seen. He could only,
in his excitement, think of marmalade and that was a
sticky comparison. ‘“The Lady with the Marmalade
Hair —how monstrous ! but that did convey the colour.
Her eyes scemed darker now than they had been before
and her cheeks whiter. The curve of her neck was so
wonderful that it hurt him physically. He wanted s» ter-
ribly to kiss her just beneath her ear. He saw how he
would do it, and that he would have to move away some
of the shining hair that strayed like sunlight across the
white skin.

She did not scem to him quite so tiny when she smiled ;
it was exactly as water ripples when the sun suddenly
bursts dark clouds. He had a thousand comparisons for
her, and then sometimes she would be, as it were, caught
up into a clond, and he would only sce a general radiance
and be blinded by the light,

He wished very much that he could think of something
elsc—something other than marmalade—that had that
quality of gold. e often imagined what it would be
like when she let it all down—like a forest of autumn .
trees—no, that spoke of decay—like the sunlight on sand .
towards evening—Ilike the fires of Walhalla in the last act
of Gotterddmmerung—Ilike the lights of some harbour seen
from the farther shore—like clouds that are ready to burst
with evening sunlight. Perhaps, after all, amber was the
nearest . . .

““ Peter, ask Miss Rossiter if she will have some more
tca.' ..." Oh! What a fool he is! What an absolute
ass ! .

On the second of these two meetings she had read Reuben
Hallard. She Joved it! She thought it astounding!
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years after herself and was therefore junior still ; whilst
Mrs. Gallcon had stayed two years longer than Mrs, Rossiter,
and was a power there when Mrs. Rossiter was completely
forgotten ; they were fond of each other as long as they
were allowed to patronize one another,

Peter had spent a delicious evening. He had had half
an hour in the garden with Clare. They had spoken in an
undertone. He had told her his ambitions, she had told
him her aspirations. Some onec had sung in the garden,
and there had been one wonderful moment when Peter
had touched her hand and she had not taken it away.
At last they were both silent and the garden flowed about
them, on every side of them, with the notes and threads
that can only be heard at night. .

Ars. Rossiter, heavily and solemaly, brought her daughter
1 shawl. There was some one to whom she would like
to introduce Mr. Westcott. Would e mind ? Eden was
robbed of its glories. . . .

But he had had enough. He thought at one moment
that already she was beginning to care for him, and at
another, that a lover’s fancy made signs out of the wind
and portents out of the running water,

But he was happy with a mighty exultation, and then,
as he turned down on to the Embankment and fclt the
breeze from the river as it came towards him, he met Henry
Galleon.

The old man, in an enormous hat that was like a top hat
only round at the brim and brown in colour, was trotting
home. He saw Peter and stopped. He spoke to him in
his slow tremendous voice, and the words seemed to go
on after they had left him, rolling along the Embankment.

"I am glad to see you, Mr. Westcott. I have thought
that I would like to have a chat with you. I have just
finished your book.”

This was indeed tremendous—that Henry Galleon
should have read Reuben Hallard, Peter trembled all
over.

* I wonder whether you would carc to come and have a
chat with me. I have some things yon might care to sce.
What time like the present ? It is early hours yet and
fgud will ’t?e doing an old man who sleeps only poorly a
sindness.

What a night of nights! Peter, trembling with excite-
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ment, felt Henry = T4 e gveight
of the great man ng, and
the moon and th - ver and
the early little 1c . " of the
houses and the little ** tish-tish ™ of the water against the
Embankment scemed to say—'‘Oh1 Peter Westcott’s

oing to have a chat with Henry Galleon! Did you ever
Emr sucha thing !

Peter was sorry that us Embankment was deserted and
that there was no one to see them go into the house to-
gether, He drew o great breath as the door closed belund
them. The house was large and dark and mystenous.
‘The rest of the family were still out at some party  Heary
AR Pibthinauddel Al e St

cma . s  whom
- It was
- ided to
. " K . zed, I
remember lus coming 1n to breakfast opne day . ' or
“You were asking about Old Wallie as we used
to call him—poor fellow, poor r fellow—we lived to-
gether in rooms for some time. t was before I marned
—and penlously, dangerously—I might almost say magmfi-
cently near starvation we were too . . L
Peter, already inflamed with that earlier half-hour 1n the
rden, now breathed a portentous air  He was with the
s0ds . . . there on the Olympan heights he drank with
them, he sang songs with them, with mughty voices they
applauded Reuben Hallard. He drank in his excitement
many «heelisa an o nd cann thn s b bn mapee et an
books

opposi

larger, '

to empharize some point was tremendous as the hand of
a God.  Peter felt that he humself was growing smaller and
smaller, would soon in the depths of that mighty arm.
chair disappear altogether but that opposite him two
mughty burning eyes ‘held lam.  And always Iike thunder
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the voice rolled on. . . . “ My son tells me that this book
of yours is a success . . . that they are emptying their
purses to fill yours. That may be a dangerous thing for
you. I have read your book, it has many faults ; it is not
written at all—it is loose and lacking in all construction.
You know nothing, as yet, about life~you do not know
what to use or what to reject. But the Spirit is there, the
right Spirit. It is a little flame—it will be very easily
quenched and nothing can kill it so easily as success—
guard it, my son, guard it.”

Peter felt as Siegfried must have felt when confronted
by Wotan. . .

His poor little book was dwindling now before his eyes.
He was conscious of a great despair. How useless of him
to attempt so impossible a task. . . .

The voice rolled on

“T am an old man now and only twice before in my time
bave I seen that Spirit in a young man’s eyes. You may
remember now an old man'’s words—ifor I would urge you,
I would implore you to keep nothing before you but the
one thing that can bring Life into Art. I will not speak
to you of the sacredness of your calling. Many will laugh
at you and tell you that it is pretentious to name it so.
Others will come to yon and will advise how this is to be
done and that is to be done. Others will talk to you of
schools, they will tell you that once it was in that manner
and that now it is in this manner, Some will tell you that
you bave no style—others will tell you that you have too
much. Some again will tempt you with money, and money
is not to be despised. Again you will be tested with photo-
graphs and paragraphs, with lectures and public dinners.
- - . Worst of all there will come to you terrible hours when
you yourself know of a sure certamnty that your work is
worthless. In your middle age a great barrenness will come
upon you. You have been a little teller of little tales, and
on every side of you there will be others who have striven
for other prizes and have won them. Sitting alone in
your room with your poor strands of coloured silk that had
once been intended to make so beautiful a pattern, poor
boy, you will know that you have failed. That will be a
very dreadful hour—the only power that can meet it is
a blind and deaf courage. Courage is the only thing that
we are here to show . .", the hour will pass.”
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the swinging hammer of success, yon, sitting qmeuge;n
your room, must remember that a great e has n
gnen you, that you are here for one thung and one thing
only .". . to Lsten. The whole duty of Art is Lstemng
for the voice of God.

I am not spealang in phrases I am not pressing upon
rou any sensational discovenies, but here at the end of my
ong life, I, with all the thungs that I meant to do and have
fajled to do heavy upon me, can give you only this one
word, I have hurned, I have scrambled, I have fought
and cursed and stniven, but as an Artist only those hours
:l}at I have spent Listerung, waiting, have been my reat

ife,

*So it must be with yon You are here to bLsten.
Never mind 1f they tell you that story-telng 1s a cheap
thing, a popular thing, a mean thung 1t 15 the instrument
that 1s grven to you, and if when you come to die you
know that, for brief moments, you have heard, and that
what you have heard you have wntten, Lafe has been
justified,

** Nothing clse can console you, nothung else can com-
fort you. cre must be restraint, austenty, discipline—
words must come to you casily but only because hife has
come to you with so great a pain . the Artist's life 1s
the harshest that God can give to a man.  Make no mustake
about that. Fortitude 1s the Artist's only weapon of
defence, . . "

Henry Galleon came over to Peter’s chair and put hus
hand upon the boy’s arm.

"I am at the end of my work. 1 have dene what I can
You are at the beginmng of yours, You will do what you
can. I wish you good fortune.”

A wiston came to Peter.  Through the open window,
arainst the sheet of stars, gigantic, was the Rider on the

0Tk,

He could not see the Rider’s face.

A great exultation inflamed lum,

At that instant he was stripped bare.  His history, the
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’

people whom he kuew, the things that he had done, they
were all as though they had never been.

His soul was, for that great moment, naked and alons
before God.
G(;‘The whole duty of Art is listening for the voice o

s

A sound, as though it came to him from another world
broke into the room.

There were voices and steps on the stairs.

* Ah, they are back from their party,” Henry Galleo:
said, trotting happily to the door. ** Come up and have :
chat with my wife, Westcott, before going to bed.”
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peopie whom he kneéw. the things that he had done, they
were all a8 though they had never been.
His soul was, for that great moment, naked and alone
pefore God-
G“’Ihe whole duty of Art is Ystening for the voice of
odv « o o
A sound, @8 thoungh it came to him from another world,
broke into the room.

There wWereé voices and steps ont the stairs.

i Ah, they are pack from their pa.rty," Henry Galleon
said, trotting happily t© the door. « Come up and ‘have a
chat with MY wife, Westcott, before going to bed.”



CHAPTER III

THE ENCOUNTER
Prrre was now the young man of the moment He took
this clevation with frank delight, was encouraged by 1,
ave it all rather more, perhaps, than its actual value,
ﬁcg:m a new novel, The Stone House, started weekly review-
ing on The Interpreler, and yiclded humself up entwely to
Clate ‘Ro:s_ﬂen .

imagmed ‘ﬁcturc of what some other would one day have,
sent the blood rushing through Tum  Her holiness for um
was stdi mtact, but for another there would be human,
earthly wenders,

Then, curiously, as he met her more often and knew her
better, thete came S certain easy, almost casual, mter-
course, One Clare Rosaiter stll reigned amongst the
clouds, but there was now too another easy, fascinating,
lmmorous cresture who treated im almost hke Alice
Gallean herself—laughed at hum, teased um, ‘provoked
fum . . suddenly, like a shadow across a streén, wonld
sfip away ; and he be on us knees agan before something
that was only to be worshipped.

These two shapes of her crossed and were confused znd

a7
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again were parted. His thoughts were first worshipping
if heaven, t%en dwelling with delight on witty, charming
things that she had said.

For that man, when he came, there would be a most
wonderful treasure. .

Peter now Jost his appetite. He could not sleep at
night, He would slip out of his room, cross the silent
Chelsea streets, and watch her dark window. He culti-
vated Mrs. Rossiter and that massive and complacent lady
took it entirely to herself, Indeed, nothing at this time was
more remarkable than the little stir that Peter’s devotion
caused. It was perhaps that Clare had always bad a
clond of young men about her, perhaps that Peter was
thought to be having too wonderful a time, just now, to be
falling in love as well—that would be piling Life on to
Life !, . . no one could live under it.

Besides Mrs. Rossiter liked him . . . he was amazing,
you see . . . people said . . . .

And the next stage arrived.

One May evening, at the Galleons’ house, when some
one was playing the piano and all the world seemed to
be sitting in corners, Clare’s hand lay suddenly against
his. The smooth outer curve of his hand lay against
her palm. Their little fingers touched. Sheets of fire
rose, inflamed him and fell . . . rose again and fell, His
hand began to shalke, her hand began to shake. He heard,
a thousand miles away, some one singing about * the
morn.”’

Their hands parted. She rose and slowly, her white
dress and red-gold hair flung against a background that
seemed to him black and infinite, crossed the room.

That trembling of her hand had maddened him. It
suddenly showed him that he—as well as another—might
run the race for her. Everything that he had ever done
or been—his sentiments, his grossnesses, his restraints and
his rebellions-—were now concerned in this pursuit. No
other buman being—Stephen, Norah Monogue, Bobby,
Alice—now had any interest for him. His reviews were
written he knew not how, the editions of Reuben Hallard
might run into the gross for all he cared, The Stone House
lay neglected.

And he avoided seeing her. He was afraid to spoil that
moment when her band had shaken at the touch of his,
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and yet he was tormented by the longrmg for a new mecting
that” might provide some_ new amazement. Perhaps he
would hold Fxcr hand and feel the shadow of her body
bending towards his own | And hus heart stopped beating’;
and he was suddenly cold with a splendid terror.

Then he did meet her again and had nothing to say.
- et ) T °  He came home

A letter from
edition was of
. night restlessly
unhappy.

For the first time for many months the cld shadows
stole out 1nto the room—the black bulk of Scaw House—
the trees, the windows, his father . .

And o lum, tossing on his bed, there came thoughts of
a certain house 1 the town He could get up and dress
now—a €ab would soon take hum there . . . In the carly
morning he could shnk back

Clare did not want lim! A fool to fancy that she had
ever cared,

Tie, Peter Westcott, nobody ! \Why then should he
nat have hys adventures, he still so young and vigorous ?
e would go to that house

And then, almost reluctantly, as he sat up mn bed and
watched the grey, shadowy walls, Stephen scemed to be
visble to lum——5tephen, wallung the road, starting early
in the fresh air when the hght was breaking and the scent
of the grass was conl and filled sith dew

lic would wrte to Stephen in the mormng—he lay
down and went to sleep,

By this time, meanwhile, Alice and Bobby had noticed
Alice, 1ndeed, had a number of young men over whose
emotions she kept guard, and Peter had become, duning
these weeks, very valuable to her

She did not want lum to marry anybody—especially
she did not want him to marry Clare At breakfast, past
Teter's ears, as though he were not concerned at all, she
talked to Bobby—

" R}mlly. Dr. Rossiter spouls Clare beyond all bounds——""

“ ]

** He’s talung her with tum u]w to Glasgow to that Con-
gress thing e hnows porfectly well that she ought to
stay with Mrs. Rossiter—and so does she *’
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“ Well, it's no business of ours—'’ Bobby’s usual tolerant
complacency. . )

“ Tt is. Clare might be a fine creature if she didn’t let
herself be spoiled in this way. She’s perpetually selfish
and she ought to be told so.”

“ We're all perpetually selfish,” said Bobby, who began
to be sorry for Peter. .

*“ Oh! no, we're not. I'm very fond of Clare but I don’t
envy the man who marries her. There’s no one in the
world more delightful when she has her own way and
things go smoothly, but they’ve wrapped her up in cotton
wool to such an extent that she simply doesn’t know how
to live out of it. She’s positively terrified of Life.”

This, as Alice bad intended, was too much for Peter.
He burst out—

“* I think Miss Rossiter’s the pluckiest girl I’ve ever met.
She’s afraid of nothing.”

“ Except of being uncomfortable,” Alice retorted.
* That frightens her into fits. Make her uncomfortable,
Peter, and you’ll see—"'

And, red in the face, Peter answered—'" I don’t think
you ought to talk of any one who’s so fond of you behind
her back in that wa ”

"“Oh! I say just the same to her face. T'm always
telling her these things, and she always agrees and then’s
just as selfish as ever. That absurd little father of hers
has spoilt her !

Spoilt | Clare spoilt! Peter smiled darkly. Alice Gal-
leon—delightful woman though she was, of course couldn’t
endure that another woman should receive such praise—
Jealousy! Aht . ..

And the aged and weighty author of Reuben Hallard,
to whom the world was naturally an open book, and life
known to its foundations, nodded to himself. How
people, intelligent enough in other ways, could be so
short-sighted !

Afterwards, when they were alone, Bobby tookhim in hand.

“ You're in love with Clare Rossiter, Peter,” he said.

“Yes, I am,” Peter answered defiantly.

 But you've known her so short a time !

““ What's that to do with it ? »

“ Oh, nothing, of course. But do you think you're
the sort of people likely to get on ?*’
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! Really, Babby, I don’t—"
“1k ne of my t

quite true, But you
ree I've hnown Clare pretty sell all n;:r Iife and you're the
best friend I've got, so you mught allow me to take an
mterest **
** Well, say what you hke."”
** Nothing to say except that Clare isn’t altogether an

5

. ’
bad time, she'll show one the kind of things she’s made
of. But she's an only child, she’s been spoilt all her Ufe,
and the moment she begins to be unhappy she’s impossible **

** She shan’t cver be unhappy 1f I can help 1t)" mut-
tered Peter fiercely.

Bobby Jaughed. “ You'll do your best of course, but
are you the sort of man for her 7 She wants some one
who'lt mve her every kind of comiort, moral, physical, and
anteilectual  She wants somebody who'll accept her en-
thusiasma as gepmne ntelligence ~ You'll find her out -
tellectually it a week  Then she wants some one who'll
g@ve her his whole attention  You think now that you
will, but you won't—you can't—you're not made that way.
By temperament and trade you're an artist.  She thunks,
at tho moment, that an artist would smt her very well ;
but, i reahty, my boy, he's the very last sort of person
she ought to marry "’

Peter caught ot Bobby's words  * Do you really think
she cared about me ? ™

* She's interested  Clare spends ber days in successnve
enthusiasms — She's always lx‘mg enthusiastic—dread{ul
disillustons in between the heights  Mind you, there's
another side of Clare—a splendid side, but 1t wants very

show you one another

tered, * that she cares

~ .
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Bobby looked at him, laughed, and shrugged his shoulders
in despair,

i El 1 sec—it's no use,” he said, ** poor dear Peter—
well, T wish you tuck 1>

And that was the end as f{ar as Alice and Bobby were
concerned.  They never alluded to it again, and indeed
now scemed 1o fiavour meetings between Clare and Peter.

And now, through these wonderful Spring weeks, these
two were continually together, The Gallcons had, at first,
been inclined to consider Clare’s obvious preference for
Peter as the simplest desire to be part of a general rather
heady enthusiasm,  ** Clare loves little movements. . .
And Peter, throughout this Spring, was a little movement.
The weeks went on, and Clare was not herself—silent,
absorbed, almost morose.  One day she asked Alice Galleon
a number of questions about Peter, and, after that, reso-
Intely avoided speaking of him. “ Of course,” Alice said
to Bobby-—'" Dr. Rosstter will let her marry any one she
likes. She'll have plenty of money and Peter’s going to
have a great career.  After all it may be the best thing.”

Bobby shook his head.  ** They're both egoists,” he said.
* Peter because he's never had anything Tie wanted and
Clare because she's always had everything . . . it won't do.”

But, after all, when May gave place to burning June,
Bobby and Alice were inevitably drawn into that romance.
They yielded 1o an atmosphere that both, by temperament,
were too sentimental to resist.

Nearer and nearer was coming that intoxicating moment
of Peter's final plunge, and Clare—beautiful, these wecks,
with all the excitement of the wonderful episode—saw him
as a young god who had leapt upon a submissive London
and conquered it.

Mrs. Rossiter and Mrs. Galleon played waiting chorus.
Mrs. Launce from her little house in Westminster was, as
usual, glowing with a piece of other people’s happiness.
Bobby and Alice had surrendered to the atmosphere, All
were, of course, silent—until the word is spoken no move-
-nent must be made——the little god is so easily alarmed.

At last towards the close of this hot June, Mrs. Launce
proposed to Clare a week-end at her Sussex cettage by the
sca. She also told Peter that she could put him up if he
chose to come down at the same time,” What could be
more delightful in this weather ?
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** Dear Clare, only the timest cottage as you know—no
one cl<e unless Peter Westcott happens to come down—I
suggested 1t, and you can see the sea from your window
and there’s a common and a donkey, and you can roll in
the sand—""_ Mrs Launce, when she was very happy, be-
trayed her French descent by the delightful way that she
rolfed lier 1's

* Not a soul anywhere near—we can bathe all day ™

Clare would love to come—so strangely enough” would
Peter—'* The 5 30 tran then—Saturday. ** Dear Mrs,
Launce in her bonnet and blue silkl Clare had never
thought her so entirely dehightful

Peter, of course, plainly understood the thungs that dear
e, ’ T T © had been, m

was the only

whing 50 fine

N She franhly
loved it all, and though, at the moment, occupied with the
wark of at least & dozen women, and with a famuly that
needed her most carnest care, she hastened to assist the

Peter's own feelings were curiensly confused  He was
going to propose to Clare, and now he scemed to_face,
suddenly, the change that this must mean to tum  Those
carlier months, when it had been pursuit wath no certainty
of capture, had only shown lum one thing desirable—Clare
But now that he was face to face with it he was frightened
~—what did he know of women ? .

On the marning they were to go down, he sat 1 his
room, this ternble question confronting um  No, he knew
nothing about women | He had left tus heroine very much
alone in Reuben Hallard, and those occasions when he
had been obhiged to bring her on the stage had not been
too successful.  He knew notlung about women |

There would be things—a great many——as a marmed
man, he would have to change.  Sometimes he was mood;
for days together and wanted to sce no one  Sometimes
he was so completely absorbed by hus work that the real
people around hum” were shadows and wraiths  These
woods must vamush  Clare must always find hum seady
and cheerful and happy

A dreadful sense of inadequacy weghed upon Peter
And then at the concrete fact of her actual presence, at
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the thought of her standing there, waiting for him, want-
ing him, his doubts left him, and he was wildly, madly

happy. .

Rg}é yet, before he left the room, his glance fell on his
writing-table. White against its shining surface lay a
paper, and on the top sheet, written: The Stone House ;
a Novel; Chapter II. Months ago—he had not touched
it all these last weeks, and, at this moment, he felt .he
would never write anything again. He turned away with
a little movement of irritation. . . . ]

That morning he went formally to Dr. Rossiter. The
little man received him smiling. .

1 want to marry your daughter, sir,”’ said Peter.

“ You're very young,” said the Daoctor.

* Twenty-six,’” said Peter. i

«Well, it she’ll have you I won’t stand in your way———-o"

Peter took the §.30 train. . . .

I

Mrs. Launce, on Sunday afternoon, from the door of her
cottage, watched them both strike across the common
towards the sea—Peter, “ stocky,” walking as though no
force on earth could upset his self-possession and sturdy
balance, Clare with her little body and easy movement
meant for this air and sea and springing turf. Mrs. Launce

" having three magnificent children of her own believed in
the science of Eugenics heart and soul. Here, before her
eyes, was the right and proper Union—talk about souls
and spirit and temperament—important enough for the
immediate Two—but give Nature flesh and bones, with
cleanliness and a good straight stock to work on, and see
what She will do !

Mrs. Launce went into the cottage again and prepared
hersclf for an announcement at tea-time. She wiped her
eyes before she settled dowm to her work. Loving both
of them, the thought of their happiness hung about her all
the afternoon and made her very fender and forgiving
when the little parlourmaid arrived with a piece of the
blue and white china smashed to atoms. T can't think
‘ow it ‘appened, Mum. I was just standing . . .
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Poter and Clare croseing dha anemeen 102 2700
theyr feet,  Itwas
white line of tiny
the pleaming yell ¢ - . '
a3 COMMON, ANt wuv Liny LabIAhon, a small cottage
neatly hudden by a black belt of trees, on thewr nght  These
black, painted trees lay like a blot of ink against the blue

sky.

émmg down on the edge of the common they looked
on to the yellow sand  The air was remorselessly still as
Hmugh the world were cased in wrop; somewhere deep
within its silence 1ts heart mught yet be beating, but the
depths hud 1ts reverberation

leter Toy flat on his back and instantly hus world was
full af clamour. All about tim nsects were stuming, the
thin st1ff blades of grass were very famtly rusthng, a tiny
blue butterfly flew u]ix from the soil 1nto the brght ar—
some creature sang a hittle song that sounded like the faint
melody of a spanet

* All prawsing the Lord, I suppose—" Peter bistened
“* Hymn and glory songs and all the rest——"

en, clashing, out of the heart of the sky, the thought

followed. * There must be a God*—the tnklng wnsect
told him so

He gazed into the great sheet of blue above him, 50 re-
mote, so eruel . and yet the tiny blue butterfly flew,
without fenr, 1nto 1ts very heart

Peter's soul was drawn vp  He swung, he flew, he fied.
« < « Dawn bLelow, there on the hard, brown sad hus body
lay—dust to the dust—there, dead amongst the sinping
mseets . Fimteerat B . .

saw s body, toe '
up-turned boa
1
wit - asss sl purted his

cyes, and instantly has soul c;mfe swinging down to ham,
found hus body apain, filled once more tus veing with hife
and sound  After a vast silence he could brar anes —--

thatia - \

-
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thunder. There'll be a storm later. On a day like this in
Cornwall you would hear the sound of the Mining Stamps
{for miles—"' . .

“Well,”" she answered, “ I am glad we're not in Corn.
wall—I hate it.”

“ Hate it 1"’

“ Yes. That sounds horrible to you, 1 suppose, and
I'm quite ready to admit that it's my cowardice. Corn-
wall frightens me. When T was there as a tiny girl it was
just the same. I always hated it.” )

** 1 don’t believe you're ever frightened at anything.”

“ 1 am. I'm under such a disadvantage, you sce. If
T’d been white-faced and haggard every one would have
thought it quite natural that I should scream if T were left
in the dark or hate being left alone with those horrible
black rocks that Cornwall’s so full of, but just because I'm
healthy and was taught to hold my back up at school I have
to pretend to a bravery that simply doesn’t exist '

He rejected for the moment the last part of her sentence.
** Oh, but I understand perfectly what you mean by your
{ear of Cornwall.  Of course I understand it although I'love
the place with all my soul and body. But it is terrifying—
almost the only ternfying place that civilization has left to
us—Central Africa is nothing to it "

** Are you afraid of it ?”” she said, looking at him in-
tently.

" ’l}'rcmendously——bccausc I suppose it won't let me
alene.  It’s difficult to put into words, but I think what I
mean is that I want to go on now in London, writing and

seeing people and being happy, and it's pulling at me all
the tume.”

** What way pulling at yon ?

I can’t get out of my head all the things I did when I
was a boy there. I wasn't very happy you knaow, I've
told you something about it. . .". I want to go back. . . .
1 want to go back. 1 mustn’t, but I want to go back—and
it burts——"’

He seemed to have forgotten her—he stared out to sea,
his hands holding the grass on cither side of him.

She moved, and the sound suddenly brought him back.
He turned to her laughing,

“Sorry. 1 was thinking about things. That cottage
over there with the black trees reminded me of Scaw House
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a little , Dut 1t's all nght really. I suppose every
fetlow has the wild side and the sobc¥ side, agnl I'se \cx:?l
such & rum Iife and been civilized so short a time, .«
She sad slowly: I think I know what you mean,
though. 1 know enough of 1t to be frightencd of —1
don’t want hife to be ke that. I don’t suppose I've got
imagnation, 1 want st to be ordcﬂy and casy and no one
to be hurt or d1mngcd Oh { "—her voice was sudden:
like a cry-=" Why can't we just po through hie without
any one m;: {nghtcncd or made nuserable I believe n
e A eamisind amesiimo_al) those
. ly “And
mat 4 apout mu onty uung we ie here o jearn, 1 expect.
My mother died becanse she wasn't brave enough, and I
want ., . T want
llchmkc ofi—* There's only one thing 1 want and that’s
ou, Clare  Yon maust have known all these weehs that
i love yon, I'veloved you ever since I met you that Good
I'mday afternoon years ago  Let me take care of )ou see
that no one hurts you—love you . fove you-——*"
“ Do you really want me, Peter 27
Iie didn’t speak, but lus whole body turned towards her,
nnwcrcd her question
” Because I am -,{oum entirely I became yours that
(hk when your l\an touched mune, I wasn’t sure before
knew then
e foaked at her  He saw her, he thought, for the first
time  She «at with her hands pressing on the grass, her
body bent back a httle.
;T}“‘ curye from her neek to her feet was ke the shadow

for the first time into love.” She was caught, she was
trapped, she was gorgeously dehivered In her eyes he
=aw that he had her in the holiow of us hand and that
she was glad to be there.

But even now they had not touched—they had not
moved from thewr places. They were urged ton ne
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another by some fierce power, but also some great suspense
still restrained them. . .

Then Clare spoke, hurriedly, almost pleadingly :

“ But Peter, listen—before I say any more—you must
know me better. I think that it is just because 1 love you
so much that I see myself clearly to-day as I have never
seen myself before—although 1 have, I suppose, really
known . . . things . . . but I have denied them to my-
self. But now I know that all I say is true—"'

“ I am ready,’” he said, smiling. .

But she did not smile back at him, she was intensely
serious, she spoke without moving her eyes from his face.

“ It is not altogether my fault. I have been an only
child and everything that I have wanted I have always
had. I have despised iy mother and even my father
because they have given in to me—that is not a pleasant
thing to know. And now comfort, happiness, an absence
of all misery, these things are essential ”

** T will Yook after you,” said Peter. It was almost with
irritation that she brushed aside his assurance.

“ Yes, yes, I know, but you must understand that it’s
more than that. If I am unhappy I am another creature
you haven’t seen ... you don’t know. ... I I am
frightened *?

* But, Clare dear, we're all like that "

* No, it’s sheer wickedness with me. Oh! Peter, I love
you so much that you must listen. You mustn’t think
afterwards, ah, if I’d only known >

* Aren’t you making too much of it all ?  We've all got
these things, and it’s just because we can help each other
that we marry. We give each the courage "

" T’ve always been frightened,”’ she said stowly, ‘‘ always
when anything big comes along—always. And this is the
biggest ihing T've ever met. If only it had been some
ordinary man . . . but you, Peter, that I should hurt yor.”

“ You won't hurt me,” he answered her, * and I’d rather
be hurt by you than helped by some one else. Let's leave
all this. If you love me, there’s nothing else to say. . . .
Do you love me, Clare ? ? '

“Yes, Peter.”

Then suddenly before he could move towards her a storm
that had been creeping upon them burst over their heads.
Five minutes ago there had been no sign of anything but
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the finest weather, but in a moment the black clouds had
tolled up and the thunder broke, clashung upon the world.
The sea had vanished.

*“We must run for 1t,” cned Peter, rasing his voice
aganst the storm. '* That cottage over there—it’s the
only place "

hey ran.  The common was black now-—the rain drove
hissing against the sou, the air was hot with the faint sulphur

smell.

Peter flung himself upon the cottage door and Clare
followed htm 1n. For a moment they stood, breathless.
Then Peter, consctous only that Clare was beside hum, wild
with the excitement of the storm, caught her, held her for
a moment away from him, breathed the thunder that was
about them all, and then Jussed her mouth, wet with the
rain,

She cung to lnm, white, breathless, her head on hus
thoulder,

* Why, you're not fightened ? * The sense of her help-
Jesaness fifled him with a dehaous vigour  The way that
her hand pressed mn upon lus shoulder exalted lum. Her
wet golden hair brushed tus check.  Then he remembered
that they had invaded the cottage  For the first time 1t
occurred to him that thewr first embrace nught have been
observed : he turned round.

The yoom was filthy, o huge black fire-place occupied
most of 1t, the floor was littered wath pieces of paper, of
segetables, and a disagreeable smell protested aganst the
cl'oscd and dirty windows ALt first 1t ‘fecmul that tilus
POt viohe S O AR et wid

chair, .

Peter spoke to her. I hope you don’t mind our taking
shelter here, whilst the storm passes.”  She had seen them
embrace; 1t made lum uncomfortable, but the storm was
passing away, already the thunder was more distant.

W The old woman made no reply, only her eyes glared at
1T,
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Peter put his hand in Clare’s—* It's all right ; I think
the old thing's deaf and dumb and blind—TLook, the storm'’s
passing—There’s a bit of blue sky. Isn't it odd an old
thing Like that . ., ."” )

Clare shuddered a little, ‘I don’t like it—she’s horrid
~—This place is so dirty. I believe the rain’s stopped.”

They opened the door and the earth met them, good and
sweet, after the shower. The sky was breaking, the mists
were leaving the sea, and as the storm vanished, the sunm,
dipping towards the horizon, flung upon the biue a fleet of
ting' golden clouds.

Peter bent down to the old woman.

“ Thank you,” he said, *for giving us shelter.” He
placed a shilling on her lap.

. " Sl(m’s quite deaf and blind,” he said. * Poor old
“hing ! ”

’Ilgxey closed the door behind them and passed down a
ittle path to the scashore. Here wonders met them. The
sand, wet with the recent storm, catching all the colours of
the sky shone swith mother of peari—here a pool of blue,
there the fleet of golden clouds.

It stretched on every side of them, blazing with colour.
Behind them the common, sinking now into the dull light
of evening.

They stood, little pigmies, on that vast painted floor.
Before them the breeze, blowing back the waves into the
sun again, turaed the spray to gold.

Tiny figures, in all this glory, they embraced. In all
the world they seemed the only living things. . . .

nI

They had their witness. The old woman who lived in
the heart of those black trees was deaf and dumb indeed,
but her cyes were alive in her fading and wrinkled body.

When the door had closed she rose slowly from her
chair, and her face was wrinkled with the passion of the
hatred that her old soul was fecling.

What did they mean, those fwo, coming there and
haunting her with their youth and strength and love?
Kissing there before her as though she were already dead—
she to whom kisses were only bitter memories,
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Her face worked with fury. She hobbled, painfully, to
the door and opened it.

Below her, on a floor of gold, two black figures stood
together

Ganng at them she raised her thm and trembling hand ;
she flung, with a passionate, funions gesture, sometlung
from her

A small silver com ghttered in the i, whxstled for a
moment, and fcll.



CHAPTER IV
THE ROUNDABOUT

Irs. Rossiter and Mrs. Galleon sat solemnly, with the
najesty of spreading skirts and Sunday Best hats, in the
ittle drawing-room of The Roundabont, awaiting the re-
xurn from the honeymoon,

The Roundabout is the name that Peter has given to the
ittle house in Dorset Street, Chelsea, that he has chosen to
ive in with his bride. High spirits lead to nicknames, and
Peter was in the very highest of spirits when he took the
aouse. The name allnded both to the shape—round bow-
window like—fat bulging little walls, lemon-colour, and
-0 the kind of life that Peter intended to lead. All was to
oe Happiness. Life is challenged with all the high spirits
f a truly bappy ceremony.

It is indeed a tiny house—tiny hall, tiny stairs, tiny
rooms but quaint, with a little tumble-down Orchard behind
it, and that strange painted house that old mad Miss Ander-
son lives in on the other side of the Orchard. Such a
guiet little street too . .. a line of the gravest ftrees,
cobbles with only the most occasional cart and a little
church with a sleepy bell at the farthest end . . . all was
to be Happiness.

Wedding presents—there had been six hundred or so—
flled ‘ghe rooms. People had, on the whole, been sensible,
bad given the right thing. The little drawing-room with
its grey wall-paper, roses in blue jars, its two pictures—
Velasquez’ Maria Theresa in an old silver frame and Rem-
brandt’s Night Watch—vas pleasant, but overwhelmed
now by the presence of these two enormous ladies. The
evening sun, flooding it all with yellow light, was imperti-

302
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nert enough to bhind the eyes of Mrs, Rossiter.  She rose
and moved slowly to draw down the blinds, A kittle silver
clock struck half-past four,

“They must soon be here,” said Mrs, Galleon gloomuly.
Her gloom was happy and comfortable, She was mahing
the very most of a pleasant business with the greatest
satisfaction in the world.  She had done exactly the same
at Bobby's weddmg, and, i her heavy determuned way
she would do the same agamn before she died. Alice
Galleon would bo there :in a moment, meantime the two
lodies, without moving in their chairs, flung sentences
across at one another and smoothed their silk skirts with
thaar white plump hands.

**It's not really a healthy house—"

“ Nom . - "

+* Poor vt
belp feely .
our onl, fr.
i\'?!cglb really——*"

Well, {our own Bobby vouched for him. He'd known
him at school after all, ‘and we all know how cautions
Dobby is about people. Besides, Emma, no one could
have received him more warmly-—""

X hi of course . ."but stll, having no famuly

" Yes, we must make the best of 1t,”
, The sun's Light faded from the room-—the clock and the
ictures stood out sharply agamnst the gathenng dusk.
'wo ladies filled tho room with their shadows, and the
little fire clicked and rattled behind the murmurnng vaces.

n

Alice Galleon burst in upon them. “What! Not
amsed yet1 the trun must be dreadfully Iste. Lightst
Lights 1” No, don't you move, Aother 1

She retumned with lamps and flooded the room with
Lght. The ladies displayed a fecblo protest agmnst her
exultant happiness.
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“ T’m sure, my dear, I hope that nothing has happened.”

“ My dear Mother, what could happen ? "

* Well, you never know with these trains—and a honey-
moon, tood, is always rather a dangerous time. I re-
member "

“3 hear them!” Alice cried, and there indeed they
were to be heard bumping and banging in the little hall.
The door opened and Peter and Clare, radiant with happi-
ness, appeared. .

They stood in the doorway, side by side, Clare in a little
white hat and grey travelling dress and Peter browner and
stronger and squarer than ever.

All these people filled the little room. There was a
crackling fire of conversation,

“Oh! but we've had a splendid time—-""

“No, I don’t think Clare’s in the least tired: ”

 Yes, isn’t the house a duck ? **

“ Don’t we just love being back ?

. . . hoping you hadn’t caught colds ”

. . . besides we had the easiest crassin
‘. . . How’s Bobby ? ”

. . were so afraid that something must bave hap-

31
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ne
Igfki,f Rossiter took Clare upstairs to help her to take her
it off.

Mother and daughter faced one another—Clare flung
wself into her Mother’s arms,

‘Oh! Mother dear, he’s wonderful, wonderful 1 »’
Downstairs Alice watched Peter critically. She had not
alized until’ this marriage how fond she had grown of
ster. She had, for him, very much the feeling that Bobby
\d—a sense of tolerance and even indulgence for all
mpers and morosities and morbidities. She had seen
m, on a day, like a boy of eighteen, loving the world and
erything in it, having, too, a curous inexperience of
¢ things that life might mean to people, unable, appar-
itly, to see the sterner side of life at all—and then sud-
mly that had gone and given place to a mood in which
» one could help him, nothing could cheer him . , . like
ail, he was possessed with Spirits.

Now, as he stood there, he looked not a day more than
thteen. Happiness filled him with colour—Hhis eyes were
ining—his month smiling.
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“ Alice, ald grrl—she's splendid. I coulda’t have be-
Jieved that ife could be so good—~—-"

A curious werght was ifted from her at lis words, She
id not kaow what tt was that she had dreaded. Perhaps
1t land been merely a sense that Clare was too young and
inexpenienced to manage so difficult a temperament as
Peter’s—and now, after all, it scemed that she had managed
it But tn realizing the relief that she felt she realized too
the love that she had for Peter, When he was young
and happy the nsks that he ran scemed just as heavy as
when e was old and nuserable,

" Oh Peter! 1'm so glad—1 know she's splendid—Ch 1
I Ichieve you're going to be happy- -

" \’L-s”I " he answered ber confidently, 1 beheve we

Are——-

The ladies~—Mrs, Galleon, Mrs Rosater, and Alice—
retired.  Later on Clare and Ieter were comung into
Bobby's for a short time,

Left alone 11 thewr Little house, he drew her to the win-
dow that overlooked the Orchard, and siently they gazed
out at the old, fnendly, gnarled and knotted tree and the
nldl thi{k garden-wall that stretched sharply aganst the
nughtsky

TBelund them the fire crachled and the Lunps shed their
pleasant glow, and that dear child with the great stiff
dralc}« that Velasquez paunted smuled at them from the

wall,

Peter gave a deep <1zh of happiness.

“Our House . " be sad and drew her very close
to him. The two of them, as they stood there outlined
against the window, were so young and so pleasant that
surely the Gods would have pity !

13

In the days that followed he watched it all with -
credulity,  So swiftly had he been tossed, it scemed, from
fate to fate, and so casily, also, did be leave behund m
the things that had “mg;wd hum down, No sign now of
that Peter—evident enough an the Brockett days—morase,
sident, sometumes oppressed by a sense of uareasoned
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“ I'm sure, my dear, 1 hope that nothing has happen

“ My dear Mother, what could happen ? ” .

“ Well, you never know with these trains—and a ho
moon, too, is always rather a dangerous time. I
member ' X .

“J hear them!” Alice cried, and there indeed 1
were to be heard bumping and banging in the little
The door opened and Peter and Clare, radiant with ha
ness, appeared. . . .

They stood in the doorway, side by side, Clareinal
white hat and grey travelling dress and Peter browner
stronger and squarer than ever.

All” these people filled the Ilittle room. There w:
crackling fire of conversation,

“QOh! but we've had a splendid time—-""

“ No, I don’t think Clare’s in the least tired——""

“ Yes, isn’t the house a duck ?

“ Don’t we just love being back ?

“. . . hoping you hadn’t caught colds *

‘. . . besides we had the easiest crossing

. . . How’s Bobby ?”

‘... were so afraid that something must bave ]
pened '

Mrs. Rossiter took Clare upstairs to help her to take
hat off.

Mother and daughter faced one another—Clare f
herself into her Mother’s arms.

Y% ‘“Oh! Mother dear, he’s wonderful, wonderful!*’

' Downstairs Alice watched Peter critically. She had
realized until’ this marriage how fond she had grow
Peter. She had, for him, very much the feeling that B¢
bad—a sense of tolerance and even indulgence for
tempers and morosities and morbidities. She had
him, on a day, like a boy of eighteen, loving the world
everything in it, having, too, a curious inexperienc
the things that life might mean to people, unable, ap
ently, to see the sterner side of life at all—and then
denly that had gone and given place to 2 mood in w
no one could help him, nothing could cheer him .
Saul, he was possessed with Spirits.

_Now, as he stood there, he looked not a day more 1
eighteen. Happiness filled him with colour—ahis eyes -
shining—his mouth smiling.
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His days during this first year of married hfe were full,
vaned, exating as they could be—and yet, through it
all, hus cye was always upon that Little house, ugm the
moment when the door rught be closed, the fire blazing,
and they two alone, alone

He was, indeed, dunng this year, a charming Peter  He
Toved her with the hero worship of a boy, but also with a
humour, & coneciousness of success, a happy freedom that
drnied all mawkish sham sentiment. e stodied enly to
please her. He found that, after all, she did not care
very greatly for literature or music or pictures Her
enthuuasm for these things was the enthusiasm of a child
who 1 bathed 1n an atmosphere of apprectation and would
return it on to any object that she could find.

He discovered that she loved compliments, that she
cared about dress, that she loved to have crowds of fnends
about her, and that parties excted her as though these
were the first that she had ever known.  But he found, too,
that in those half-hours when she was alone with him she
showed her Jove for um with a passion and emphasss that
was almost temfying  Somctimes when she clung to him
it was as though she was afrard that 1t was not going to
last. e discovered in the very beginming that below
all her happy easy hie, an undercurrent of apprehension,
rometimes only vaguely felt, somctimes spninging into
m:l;t ]k:kc the eyes of some beast 1n the dark, kept company
with her,

It was always the future—a perfectly vague, wndefinite
future that temnfied her. Every momént of her hfe had
been sheltered and happy, an:?, by reason of that very
shelter, her fears had grown upon her  He remembered
one everurg when they had been present at some
and she had been radiant, beautiful, in his eyes divine.
Her nittle body had been strung to its utmost entrgy. she
had whirled t?xmugh the evening, and at last, as they re-
turned in the cab, she had lud her head on his shoulder
and suddenly flung her arms about hum and lassed him
—~his e3¢5, his cheeks, tus mouth—again and again ' Ohl
I'm =0 <afe with you, Peter dear,” she had ened to lum.

He loved thoe evenings when they were alone and she
would sit on the floor with her head on his knee and her
hand aganst his. Then suddenly she would lean back
and pull kis head down and kiss eyes, and then very
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slowly let him go. And the fierceness, the passion of her
love for him roused in him a strength of devotion that
all the years of unhappiness had been storing. He was
still only a boy-—the first married year brought his twenty-
seventh birthday—but his love for Clare had the depth
and reserve that belongs to a man.

Mrs. Launce, watching them both, was sometimes
frightened. “ God help them both if anything interferes,”
she said once to her husband. *“ I've seen that boy look
at Clare with a devotion that hurts. Peter’s no ordina
mortal—I wonder, now and again, whether Clare’s wort
it all.”

But this year seemed to silence all her fears. The
happiness of that little house shone through Chelsea.
“ Oh, we're dining with the Westcotts to-night—they’ll
cheer us up—they’re always so happy "— Oh! did you
see Clare Westcott ? I never saw any one so radiant.”

And once Bobby said to Alice: ‘“ We made a mistake,
old girl, about that marriage. It's made another man of
Peter. He’s joy personified.”

“1If only,” Alice had answered, " Destiny or whatever
it is will let them alone. I feel as though they were two
precious pieces of china that a housemaid might sweep off
the chimney piece at any moment. If only nobody will
touch them: >

Meanwhile Peter had forgotten, utterly forgotten, the

~rest of the world. Walls and fires—for a year they had

,.held him. The Roundabout versus the World. . . . "What

:'of old Frosted Moses, of the Sea Road, of Stephen, of

Mr. Zanti? What of those desperate days in Bucket
Lane? Al gone for nothing ?
Clare, perhaps, with this year behind her, hardly realized

the forces against which she was arrayed. Beware of the
Gods after silence. .

iv

IAnd after all, it was Clare herself who flung down the
glove.

On a winter’s evening she was engaged to some woman's
party. Peter had planned an evening, snug and industri-
ous, alone with a book. The Stone House awaited his
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attention—he had not worked at it for months. Also
he knew that he owed Henry Galleon a visit,  Why he
fiad not been to see the old man lately he searcely knew,

Clare, standing sn the Lttle hall, waiting for a cab,
suggested an alternative

* Peter dear, why don't you go round to Brockett’s if
youve nothing to do 2 ™

“ Brochett's '™

“Yes. You'se never been since we marned, and I had
a letter from Norah this moerming—not at all cheerful—
I'm afrasd she’s been il for months  They'd love to sece

ou’’

e Drockett’'st* He stond astounded, Well, why not?
A strange emotron—uncomfortable, ahen, stired him
He kissed her and saw her go with a half-distracted gaze.
What a world away Brockett s scemed b Od Mrs Lazarus,
Norah fpoor Noral)! M Brochett, young Robmn Tres-
siter,  ‘They would be glad to sce hun—it was a natural
thing enough that he should po—what was 1t that held
um back ? For the first time since his marnage, as he
slouly and thoughtiully Fut on his greatcoat, he was
distressed, He reproached himsclf—Norah, Stephen, Mr,
Zanttl . . . he bad not given thew a thought,

He felt, as he went out, as though he were gong, with
key and candie, to unlock ~ome old rusty door that led 1nto
srcret Tooms It was a wet wandy mght The branches
of the ittle orchard rattled and groaned, and doors and
windows were creahing

As he passed into the shadows and sience of Bloomsbury
the impreswon werghed with ancreaswg heaviaess upon

above the hitle counter )
The wind tugged at hus umbredla, the ramn lashed lus
(i [ REETRERTIS - of tus
) belt of
. . Ther=
| . ) .. it o

' . K
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The door was opened by Mrs. Brockett herself, and she
stood there, stern and black, peering into his face.

“What is it? What do you want?’ she asked
grimly.

He brushed past her, Yaughing, and stood back under the
gas in the hall looking at her,

She gave a little cry. “No! It can't be! Why, Mr
Westcott !’

He had never, in all the seven years that he had been
with her, seen her so strongly moved.

* But Mr. Westcott! To think of it! And the times
we've talked of you! And you never coming near us all
this while. You might have been dead for all we knew,
and indeed if it hadn’t been for Miss Monogue the other
day we'd have heard no news since the day that wild man
with the heard came walking in,” she broke off suddenly—
“ and there you are, holding your umbrella with the point
down and making a great pool on the carpet as though—"'
She took the umbrella from him, but her hand rested for
an instant on his arm and she said gruffly—

“ But all the same, Mr, Peter, I'm more glad to see you
than I can say—" She took him into her little room and

oked at him. “ But you've not changed in the least,”
he said, “ not in the very least. And where, pray, Mr.
‘ster, ‘r;ave you been all this time and come nowhere
earus?”’

He tried to explain ; he was confused, he said something
bout marriage and stopped. The room was filled with
bat subtle odour that brought his other life back to him
1 a torrent. He was bathed in it, overwhelmed by it—
oast-beef, mutton, blacking, oil-cloth, decayed flowers,
eraniums, damp stone, bread being toasted—all these
hings were in it.
mlge ﬁ%lg;l his nostrils with the delicious pathos and inti-

y of it.

She regarded him sternly. ““ Now, Mr. Peter, it's of no
se. Oh, yes, we've heard about your wedding. You
rote to Miss Monogue. But there were days before that,
iany of them, and never so much as a postcard. With
ome of my boarders it would be natural enough, because
hat could you expect? We didn’t want fhem, they
idn’t want us—only habit as you might say. But yon,
Ir. Peter. Why just think of the way we were fond of

e e 2 et A e bttt Cam Ser e
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The door was opened by Mrs. Brockett herself, and she
stood there, stern and black, peering into his face,

“What is it? What do you want?’ she asked
grimly.

He brushed past her, laughing, and stood back under the
gas in the hall looking at her.

She gave a little cry. “Not It can't be! Why, M
Westcott 1"’

He had never, in all the seven years that he had been
with her, secen her so strongly moved.

" But Mr. Westcott! To think of it! And the times
we've talked of you! And you never coming near us ali
this while. You might have been dead for all we knew,
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THE ROUNDABOUT 31

you—>Mrs Lazarus and little Robin and Miss Monogue—
as well as myself.”’ N
She stopped and pulled out her handkerchief and blew
her nose,
* I dare say you're 2 famous ma

she went on, * with

LIVE slayed angy <1 s ume with these dear people
waiting for him 2~ He sumply hadn’t realized.

* And Miss Monogue ? ** he asked at last  * I'm afraid
she’s not been very well

‘" She's been very 11l indeed—for months At one time
we were afraid that she would go  It's her beart Poor
dear, and she’s been worrying so about her work  But
she's better now, and she'll be truly glad to see you, Mz
Peter—but you mustn’t stay mor¢ than a few nunutes.
iShc'es up on the sofa, but 1t’s the excitement that’s bad for
her **

But first Peter went to pay a visit to the Tressiter estab-
Lishment, He knew, from old custom, that this would
be the hour when the fanuly would be getting itself,
slow and nosy degrees, to bed.  So tremendous, indeed,
was the tymult that he was able to open the door and
stand, witlun the room, watching and unnoticed  Mrs
;l‘r‘csmn:rwas attc‘ﬂ‘l‘ptmg to bathe a fat and very stndent

IRPEE D Sav iy -haviovi Bt a5

Lue7e was never a moment's doubt 1n his eyes. He flung
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himself upon Peter’s body, he wound his arms round
Peter's leg, he beat upon his chest with his bullet head,
he cried: *“Oh! Mr. Peter has come! Mr. Peter has
come | ¥

Mrs. Tressiter let the baby fall into the bath with a
splash and there it lay bowling. The other members of
tgc family gathered gound.

But Peter thought that he had known no joy so acute
for years as the welcome that the small boy gave him.
He hoisted Robin on to his shoulder, and there Robin sat
with his naked little legs dangling over, his hands in the
big man’s neck. .

“ Oh! Mr. Westcott, I’'m sure . . .’ said Mrs. Tressiter,
smiling from ear to ear and wiping her wet hands on her
apron—Robin bent his head and bit Peter’s car.

** Get on, horse,’’ he cried, and for a quarter of an hour
there was wild riot in the Tressiter family. Then they were
all put to bed, as good as gold,—"" you might have heard
a pin drop,” said Mrs. Tressiter,  when Agatha said her
—~-ayers V—and at last the lights were put out.

Peter bent down over Robin’s bed and the boy flung his

‘ms round his neck.

** I dreamed of you—1I knew you'd come,” he whispered.

" What shall I send you as a present to-morrow ? "

sked Peter,

** Soldiers—soldiers on horses. Those with cannons and

uny things on their backs. . . .” Robin was very explicit

" You'll be here to-morrow ? " he asked.

¢ No—not to-morrow,” Peter answered.

* Soon 7 "’

" Yes, soon.’” .

I love you, more than Agatha, more than Dick, more

1an any one ‘cept Daddy and Mummy.”

“ You'll be a good boy until I come back ? "’

* Promise . . . but come back soon.”

Peter gave him a long kiss and left him.  Supposing, one

1y, he had a boy like that ? A little boy in a shirt like

it ?  Wouldn't it be simply too wonderful 2 A boy to

ve soldiers to. .

He went across to Miss Monogue's door. A faint voice

wswered s kmock, and, entering the room, the scent

! medicine and flowers that he always connected with

s mother met him, Norah Monogue, very white, with
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darh shadows beneath her ey¢s, was Iying on the sofa by
the fire

Mrs Brockett had prepared her for Deter’s coming, and
«he simied up at m with her old smule and gave um her
hand  How thin and white 1t was, with 1ts long slender
fingers ] He wat down by her sofa, and be knew by the
way that she looked at him that she was reproaching him,

 Naughty Peter,” ohe sad, “ all these months and you
have been nowhere near us

"1, too, harve & bone—j3ou never gent me a word about
my wedding

She turned her head away 1 was (nghtfully I} just
then.  They dudn’t think Id pull through 1 did wnte
afterwards to Clare, I told her huw w1 d been~——"

© She pever told me ™

Diter bent over the sofa ** But { am ashamed, Norab,
more ashamed than I can <ay. After I got well and went
to lve with the Galleons a new hife seemed ta begin for me,
and I was so cager and excited about it all.  And then—""
he hestated for @ moment~" there was Clare

. Yes, 1 know there was Clare and I am so delghted

iln(l >

Suddenly Inding her face mn her hands she began to ary.
It was incxpressibly desolate there i the dim bare httle
room, and the sharp sense of his neglect and the remem-
brance of the good inend that she had been to hum for so
many years overwhelmed Pete®

He anclt down and put his arm round her  ** Norah—
don't, please, I can't bear it It's all nght  I've been a
beast, a selfish cad  But st shant happen agaua. I'll
comte often—1'm ashamed *

She cned for a httle and then she snuled at him - " I'm
a fool to cry like that, but you see I'm weak and iil—-and
seeing yor agan after all this tme and your being so suc-
cessful and happy upret me, I suppose " Forpave 1t, Peter,
and come again one day when I'm better and stronger—
and brng Clare t00."

She held tightly to his hand, and her grasp was hr -
end fevensh.  He reassured her, told her that b~
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come soon again, that he would bring Clare, and so left
her.

He took a cab and drove back to Chelsea in a storm of
agitation. Suddenly, out of nothing as it were, all these
people, this old life, had been thrust up in front of him—
had demanded, made claims. About him once again was
the old atmosphere : figures were filling his brain, the world
was a wild. tossing place . . . one of those Roundabouts
with the hissing lights, the screaming music, the horses
going up and down. Plain enough now that the old life
was not done with. Every moment of his past life seemed
to spring before him claiming recognition. He was drunk
with the desire for work. He flung the cabman something,
dashed into the little house, was in hisroom. The lamp was
lighted, the door was shut, there was silence, and in his
brain figures, scenes, sentences were racing—7The Stone
F{‘ouze, neglected for so long, had begun once more 1o
climb,

The hours passed, the white sheets were covered and
flung aside. Dimly, through a haze, he saw Clare standing
in the doorway.

‘* Bad old boy 1 ”

He scarcely glanced up.  ““ I'm not coming yet—caught
by work.” .

" Don’t be at it too late.”

He made no reply.

She closed the door softly behind her,



|

CHAPTER V
THE IN-DITWELENS

Tuey, out of the wind and rain, came Mr. Zanti,

u

Three days after Peter's viat to Brockett's he was
fimslung a letter before dressing for dinner.  He and Clare
were gowng on to o party later in the evemng, but were
dining quietly alone together fust  The storms that had

o T s Ao A i fonfomn s mn k1

e . .

room as though swept into 1t by a cyclone—breathlessty
annnunced that there was a g?vcntlcm:m 10 sec Mr Westcott

“El's dnpnm' 1n the ‘all,” she gasped, and handed Peter
asvery durty it o(]p:spcr.

Teter read '—*“Dear Boy,—Boing about to leave thus
country on an expedition of the utmost importance, 1 feel
tlhrn 1 must shake you by the hand beforc 1 go  Emilio
Zanty,"

Mr. Zanti, enormous, smiling from car to car, engulfed
in & great coat from which his huge head, buffeted by wind
and rain—tus red cheeks, his rosy nose, hus sparkling eyes

s
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—stood out like some strange and cheerful flower—filled
the doorway. . .

He enfolded Peter in his arms, pressed him against very
wet garments, kissed him on both cheeks, and burst into a
torrent of explanation. He was only in London for a very
few days—he must see his dearest Peter—so often before
he had wanted to see his Peter but he had thought that it
would be better to leave him~—and then he had heard that
his Peter was married-—well, he must see his lady—it was
entirely necessary that he should kiss her hand and wish
her wéll and congratulate her on having secured his “* own,
own Peter " for a life partner. Yes, he had found his
address from that Pension where Peter used to live; they
had told him, and he had come at once because at once,
this very night, he was away to Spain, where there was a
secret expedition—ah, very secret—and soon—in a month,
two months—he would return, a rich, rich man. This was
the adventure of Mr. Zanti’s life, and when he was in Eng-
Jand again he, Mr. Zanti, would see much of Peter and of his
beautiful wife—of course she was beautiful—and of the
dear children that were to come—-—

Here Peter interrupted him. He had listened to the
torrent of words in an odd confusion. The last time that
he had seen Mr. Zanti he had left bim, sitting with his head
in his hands sobbing in the little bookshop. Since then
everything had happened. He, Peter, had had success,

! Jove, position, comfort—the Gods had poured everything
into his hands—and now, to his amazement, as he sat there
in the little room opposite his huge fantastic friend, he wa:
almost regretting all those glorious things that had com
to him and was wishing himself back in the dark little book
shop—dark, but lighted with the fire of Mr. Zanti's amazin
adventures.

But there was more than this in his thoughts. As 1}
looked at Mr. Zanti, at his wild black locks, his flamii
cheeks, his rolling eyes, his large red hands, he was awa
suddenly that Clare would not appreciate him. Tt wast
first time since his marriage that there had been any qu
Hon of Clare's criticism, but now he knew, with absoh
certainty, that Mr. Zanti was entirely outside Clare’s ra
of possible persons. For the first time, almost with a sec
start of apprehension, he knew that there were things t
she did not understand.
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” Pm afraid.’ he said, ** that my wife is dreseing.  But
when 1)au come bich you shall mect of course—~that will
be delightiul”  And then he went on—"' But I simply
can't telt rou how spleticid st is to look at you agamn. Lots
of things have happened to me since I saw you, of course,
but I'tn qust the <une——"*

Whilst he was spealang hus voice had become eager, lus
cyes bught—he began to pace the room exctedly,

*Oh, Zanti! the days we used to have I sup-
pose the times I've been having Iately had put it all out of
my head, but now, with you here, 1t's all as though 1t hap.
pened yesterdny  The day we left Cornwall, you and I—
the fog when we got to London everything ”  He
drew a great breath and stood in the muddle of the room
histeming to the ram racing down the pipes beyond the dark
windows,

Mr, Zanty, gettang up ponderously, placed tus hands on
Peter's shoulders

“* Still the same Peter,” he smd  Now 1 hnow zat I
£o'appy. Zatisall 1 came for—1 said I must zee my Peter,
becanse Stephen~—-""

 Stephen~—" brohe 1 Peter sharply

* Yoo, our Stephen  He goes with me now to Spain.
He is now, until to-might, 1n London, but he will not come
to you because 'e's afraid—"

* Afrmd 2"

“ Yes, 'e says you are marned now and ‘ave a lovely
*ouse and "e says vou 'ave not written for a ver’ long tume,
and e just ashed me to e you 15 love and say that when
‘e comes back from Span, per'a; "

" Stephen ! Peter's voice was sharp with distress
“Zants, whereshenow ? 1 must goand sce himatonce !’

“ No, 'e *as gone already to the boat I follow im ™
Then Mr Zants added in a softer soice— S0 when he tell
me that you ’ave not wntten 1 say “ Ah! Mr Peter for-
£ets s o}d fnends,' and I was zorry, but 1 say thar § wall
go and make sure  And now I am glad, ver glad, and
Stephen will be glod too Al 15 well—"

Okt I am ashamed I don't know what has come
over me all this ime  But wait—1I1 will wnlte a note that

ou shall take to lum, and then—when he comes back from

i e
He went to lus table and began to wnte eagerly. Mr.
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" Zanti, meanwhile, went round the room on tip-fce, ex-

amining everything, sometimes shaking his huge head in
disapproval, sometimes nodding his appreciation.
Peter wrote ¢

DeAR, DEAR STEPHEN,—I am furious, I hate myself.
What can I have been doing all this time ? I have thought
of you often, but my marriage and all the new life have made
me selfish, and always I put off writing to you because I
thought the quiet hour would come to me-—and it has never
come. But I have no excuse—except that in the real part
of myself T love you, just the same as ever—and it will be
always the same. I have been bewildered, I think, by all
the things that have happened to me during this last year
~—%but I will never be bewildered again, Write to me from
Spain, and then as soon as you come back I will make amends
for my wickedness, I am, now and always, your loving

PETER.

Mr. Zanti tock the letter.

“ How is he 7’ asked Peter.

* I found 'im—down in Treliss. He wasn’t ’appy. 'E
vas thinking of that woman. And then ’e was all alone.
E got some work at a farm out at Pendragon and 'e was
just goin' there when I came along and made *im come to
Spain. ’E was thinkin’ of you a lot, Peter.”

. Mr, Zanti cast oue more look round the room. “* Pretty,”
de said. “ Pretty. But not my sort of place, Too many
walls—all too close in.”

In the hall he said once more—a little plaintively :

“ 1 showuld 'like to see your lady, Peter,”” and then he
went on hurriedly : *“ But don’t you go and disturb her—
aot for anything—I understand, . . .”

And, with his finger on his lip, wrapt in the deepest
mystery, he departed into the rain. .

As the door closed behind him, Peter felt a wave of
shill, unhappy loneliness. He turned back into the cheer-
ful little hall and heard Clare singing upstairs. He knew
-hat they were going to have a delightful little dinner,
‘hat, afterwards, they would be at a party where every one
vould be pleased to see them—he knew that the evening
1 front of him should be wholly charming . . . and yet
1e was uneasy. He felt now as though he ought to resign
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his evening, chimb 1o his fittle room, and work at The Stone
House  And yet what connection could that possibly have
with Mr Zan{1 ? :

s uncasiness had begun, he thought, after his visit to
Brockett's It seemed to lum as he went upstairs to dress
that the world »as too full of too many tgxsngs and that
LICHDARA FFR A e

a rule ¢he waited for lum to act up to her ecstasies and
athorrences ) to-might she talked as though she had no
audiznce but were determined to fill up time  Then sud-
denly <he was silent . her eves looked tired, and into them
there ¢rept a strange sceret httle shuydder as though she
were afraid of some thought or mystenious knowledge  She
1nohed now like a little pirl who knew that to-morrow—the
ineustalle to-morrow —~—<he must go to the dentist’s to be
tortured

The lact part of the meal was passed 1n silence.  Afters
wards she came into Ins study and sat curled up on the
floar at his feet watching him smoke

She thonght, as she Inoked up at hum, that something
had happened to make lum vounger  She had never scen
him as joung as he was to-mpht—and then because his
thoughtd were far anay and because her own troubled her
she made a diversion  She sud

** Who zas that extraordinary man you were tatking to
this evening 7

He came back, with a jerk, {from Stephen.

*What man > "

“Why, the man with all the black hair and a funny
squash hat.  J <aw Sarah let lumn

o that,” sad Teter, Inolang down at her tenderly,
S U S RO

th oo . . D
leoking man 3 Oh? 1 suppose he was one of those dread-
1ul peaple you knew m the slums or 1n Comnwall.”
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Peter saw Mr. Zanii’s dear friendly face, Iilzc a moon,
staring at him, and heard his warm husky voice, * Peter,
my boy. . . .” )

He moved a little impatiently. .

“ Look here, old girl, you mustn’t call him that. He's
one of the very best friends 1've ever had—and 1've been
rather pulied up lately—cver since that night you sent me
to Brockett’s. 1've {elt ashamed of myself.  All my happi-
ness and-—you-——and everything have made me forget my
old friends, and that won't do.”

She laughed., ““ And now I supposc you're going {o
neglect me for them——for horrid people like that man who
came to-night.”

Her voice was shaking a little—he saw that her hands
were clenchied on her lap. He looked down at her in
~~*7nishment.

My dear Clare, what do you mean? How could you
a thing like that even in jest 2 You know "

he broke in upon him almost fiercely— [t wasn’t jest,

cant what I said. I bhate all these carlier people you

1 to know—and now, after our being so happy all this

g, you'ce going to take them up again and make the

;¢ impossible—-—-"

Look here, Clare, you mustn’t speak of them like that

1ey’re my friends, and they've got to be treated as such.”
voice was suddenly stern. ‘“And by the way, as we

talking about it, I don’t think it was very kind of you .

cll me nothing at all about poor Norah's being so ill.
asked you to tcll me and you never said a word.

t wasn’t very kind of vou.”

I did speak to you about it, but you forgot >

I don’t think you did—1 am quite sure that I should

not have forgotten *

* Oh, of course you contradict me. Anvhow there’s.no
reason to drag Norah Monoguc into this.” The matter is
perfectly clear. I will not have dirty old men like that
coming into the house.”

** Clare, you shall not speak of my friends——""

“Oh, shan’t 1? When I married you I didn't marry
all your old horrid friends——"" :

* Drop it, Clare—or I shall be angry "

She sprang to her feet, faced him, ~ He had never in his
life scen such fury. She stood with her little body drawn
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to jt« full hemght, her hands clenched, her breast heaving
under hier white escming dress, her eyes glanng,
_ “Youshantl Youshan'tl 1 won't have any of them

you like, but you chaose between them and me~—yon can
Fo }x_;.ck to your old life sf you libe, but you go without

She burst from the room, banging the Joor bebind her,
She had behased exactly like a small ¢luld 1n the nursery
As he Jooked at the door he was bewaldered—whence sud-
denly had this fipure sprung 2 It was some one whom he
did not know.  le could not reconede it with the digmified
Clue, provd as a queen, crossing a ball-room, or the dear
Icloved Clare nesthng mto a comer of his armchasr, ber
face against his, or the gentle fnendly Clare hsteming to
cote story of dustress

The fury, the tempest of it It was as though cvery-
thing in the room had been broken.  And he, with lus
glortous, trameal youth, felt that the end of the world had
come. This was the conclusion of bie~no more canse for
hwving, no more friendship or comfort or help anywhere.
Clare had said those thungs to lum  He stood, for ten
minutes there, in the muddle of the room, without mov-
ing, his face white, hus eyes full of pain,

Sarah came to tell him that the hansom was there  He
moted mto the hall with the intention of sending 1t m‘“i’:‘
no parties for um to-might-—when, to s e
saw Clare conung slowly down the staws, her cluak on,
buét:mmg hcr‘glovw

wie ay lll(‘y ajove he l“‘“ GUL IS pdiy, louddtd uet
dress and sad-~*' Clare dear- .

She made no reply, but sat looking, with her eyes large
n;u"l Black in her Lttle white faor, steadintly in front
of biez,

1o
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1t

Lady Luncon was a rich, good-natured woman who hag
recently published a novel and was anxious to hear i
praised, therefore she gave a party. Originally a manu
facturer’s daughter, she had conquered a penniless baronef
—spent twenty years in the besieging of certain drawing
rooms, and now, tired of more mundane worlds, fixed he:
attention upon the Arts. She was a completely stupic
woman, her novel had been exceedingly vulgar, but he
good heart and a habit of speaking vaguely in capital letter
secured her attention. '

When Clare and Peter arrived people were filling he
drawing-rooms, overflowing on to the stairs and pourin
into the supper room. Some one, very far away, was sing
ing * Mon ceeur s'ouvre a ta voix,” a babel of voices ros
about Clare and Peter on every side, every one was flung
against every one; heat and scent, the crackle and rustl
of clothes, the soft voices of the men and sharp striden
voices of the women gave one the sensation of imminen
suffocation ; people with hot red faces, unable to move a
all, flung agonized glances at the door as though the entranc
of one more person must mean death and disaster.

There were, Peter soon discovered, three topics of con
versation: one was their hostess’s novel, and this was onl
discussed when Lady Luncon was herself somewhere a
hand—the second topic concerned the books of somebod:
who had, most unjustly it appeared, been banned by th
libraries for impropriety, and here opinions were divide
as to whether the author would gain by the advertisemen
or lose by loss of library circulation. Thirdly, there was |
new young man who had written a novel about the lov
affairs of a crocus and a violet—it was amazingly improper
full of poetry—* right back,” as somebody said, "t
}tl’a.ture." Moreover there was much talk about Form

Here is the new thing in fiction that we are lookim;
for . . .” also “ Quite a young man—oh yes, only abou
eighteen and so modest. You would never think .". .”

His name was Rondel, and Peter saw him for a moment
as the crowds parted, standing, with a tall, grim, elderk
-woman, apparently his mother, beside him. He was look
ing frightened and embarrassed, and stood up straigh
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against the wall as though afraid lest some one should
come and snatch fum away,

But Peter saw the world m a dream,  ¥le walked about,
n’ﬂh Clare bede him, and talked to many people; then
ghe emi- e . \ g it
ona
Iun
an,
was alrud, .,

F L S T Ay S
sha
fec
fol:

rey
such bitter determnation

He wanted to cast asule thus absurd Ynny, to bu
home alone with Clare, to it alone with her 18 the hittle
house and to reach the divine moment when reconciliation
came and they sere closer to one another than ever before
~and then (Kwrc was the homble suggestion that there
would be no reconcthation, that Clare would make of this
absurd quarrel an eternal breach, that thungs would never
be right agam,

He Iooked hack and saw Clare smilmg gaily, happily, at
some fnent.  He raw her as she had faced nm, funously,
an hour earlier . . . Oh God | If she should never care for
him arain [

He recognized many friends.  There were the two young
Galleons, Millicent and Pcrenal, looking as important and
mystenous as pesetble, taxing thewr brauns for something
clever tomay., L .

* Ah, that's Lifel™ Peter heard Peraval say to some
one.  Young fools, he thought to himsell, let them have
my trouble and then they may talk  But they were nice
to him when he came up to them.  The author of Reuben

w70te 1t 0ver thero—young chap standing vath lus back to
the wall, ., "
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There was also with them young Tony Gale, who was‘a
friend of Alice Galleon. He was nice-looking, eager and en-
thusiastic. Rather too enthusiastic, Peter, who did not like
him, considered. Full of the joy of life; everything was
“ topping ” and “ ripping.” I can't understangd,” he
would say, ** why people find life dull. I never find it dull
It's the most wonderful glorious thing—--" )

“ Ab, but then you're so young,” he always expected
his companions to say; and the thing that pleased him
most of all was to hear some one declare—"* Tony Gale’s
such a puzzle—sometimes he seems only eighteen and then
suddenly he’s fifty.” .

It was rumoured that he had once been in love with
Alice Galleon when she had been Alice du Cane—and that
they had nearly made a match of it ; but he was certainly
now married to a charming girl whom he had seen in Corn-
wall, and the two young things were considered delightful
by the whole of Chelsca.

Tony Gale had with him a man called James Maradick
whom Peter had met before and liked. Maradick was
forty-two or three, large, rather heavy in build and ex-
pression, and very taciturn. He was in business in the
city, but had been drawn, Peter knew not how, into the
literary world of London. He was often to be found at
dinner parties and evening “ squashes,” silent, observant,
and generally alone. Many people thought him dull, but
Peter liked him partly because of his reserve and partly
because of his enthusiasm for Cornwall. Cornwall seemed
to be the only subject that could stir Maradick into excite-
ment, and when Cornwall was under discussion the whole
man woke into sudden stir and emotion.

_ To-night, with his almost cynical observance of the emo-
tions and excitement that surged about him, he seemed to
Peter the one man possible in the whole gathering.

“Look here, Maradick, let's get somewhere out of this
crush and have a cigarette.”

_People were all pouring in to supper now, and Peter saw
his wife in the distance, on Bobby Galleon's arm. They
found a little conservatory, deserted now and strangely
quiet after the din of the other rooms : here they sat down.

Maradick was capable of sitting quite happily for hours,

without saying anything at all. For some time they were
both silent.
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At last Peter sad- “ By Jove, Maradick, yours is a
fortunate rort of hife—just going into the aty every day,
coming back to your m}c mn 5:: evening—no stuprd troubles
that come from imagimng things that aren’t there——"

“How do you hnow I don't?” answered Maradick
quictly. * Imagmation basn't anything to do with one’s
profesion ? 1 expect there's as much imagination amongst
the Stock Exchange men as_there 1s sith you bterary
people—only it's expressed differently ™

What (?n ou do,” sud Peter, il 1t ever gets too
much for you £ **

“ o ? "How do you mean ?

# Well, suppose you're feching all the time that onc little
thing more, one little word or wome one cormung 0 Or a
window breaking—anything will upset the equiibrium of
everything 7 Supposing you re out with all ’)-nur mght to
lm'p things sane and to prevent your hfe from swinging
back into all the storm and uncertunty that it was m
onee before, and supporing you feel that there are a whole
Iot of things trying to get you to swing back, what's the
best thing to do ?

** Why, hold on, hold on——"

** How da you mean > *

“ Lortitude—Courage  Cltinging on with your nals, set-
tirg your teeth.™

Peter was surpnised at the man’s carnestness  The two
of them sitting there mn that fonely deserted little con-
servatory were instantly asare of <ome common expenience

Maradick put hts hand on Peter's knee

“ Westeott, you're young, but I know the kind of thing
you mean. Believe me that at's no slly nonsonse to talk
of the Deasl—the Deval is as real and personal as you and
1, and he's got his agents i esery <ort and kind of place
1t hie onee fcu hits net out for you'then sou Il want all your
courage, know,” he went on, sinking hus vonce, * thege
was a ttme 1 had once i Cormwall when I was brought
pretty close to things of that wort—it doeen t leave you
the <ame afterwards.  There s a place down tn Cornwall
called Treliss . , "

“Trelis 1 Peter almost shonted " Why, that's where
1eome from. 1 was bom there— that ~ my tow p—"

Before Maradick could reply Bobby Galleon burst inte
e conservatory, ' Oh, there you we—I"ve been Joohing
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for you everywhere, How are you, Maradick ? Look
here, Peter, you've got to come down to supper with us.
We've got a table—Alice, Clare, Millicent, Percival, Tony
Gale and his wife, and you and I—and~—one other—an old
friend of yours, Peter.” . .

« An old friend ? ”* said Peter, getting up from his chair
and trying to look as though he were not furious with
Bobby for the interruption. .

“Yes—you'll never guess, if I give you a hundred
guesses—it’s most exciting—come along . )

Peter was led away. As he moved through the dazzling,
noisy rooms he was conscious that there, in the quiet, dark
little conservatory, Maradick was sitting, motionless, seeing
Treliss.

v

On his way down to the supper room he was filled with
annoyance at the thought of his interrupted conversation.
He might never have his opportunity again. Maradick
was so reserved a fellow and took so few into his confi-
dence—also he would, in all probability, be ashamed to-
morrow of having spoken at all

But to Peter at that moment the world about him was
fantastic and unreal. It seemed fo him that at certain
periods in his life he was suddenly confronted with a
' fellow creature who perceived life as he perceived it
There were certain persons who could not leave life alone
—they must always be seeing it as a key to something
wider, bigger altogether. This was nothing to do with
Christianity or any creed whatever, because Creeds implied
Certainty and Definition of Knowledge, whereas Peter and
the others like him did not know for what they were search-
ing. Again, they were not Mystics, because Mysticism
needed a definite removal from this world before any other
world were possible. No, they were simply ELxplorers,
and one traced a member of the order on the instant.
There had been already in Peter’s life, Frosted Moses,
Stephen, Mr. Zanti, Norah Monogue, and now suddenly
there was Maradick. These were people who would not
laugh at his terror of Scaw House, at his odd belief that

ﬁis father was always trying to draw him back to Tre-
SS, . ..
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As he entered the supper room and saw Clare sitting at
a_distant table, he knew that his wife would never be aa
Lxplorer  For her Fires and Walls, for her no questions,
no untidiness moral or physical, the Lxplorer travelled
ever with his Life 1 lus hands—~Clare believed in the Stay-
at-hnmes,

The great dming-room was filled with Stay-at-homes.
One saw it in their cyes, mn the futter of useless and tired
words that rose and fell—all the souls in that room were
cu<hioned and were happy that it was so.  The Rader on
the Lion was beyond the Electric Lights—on the dark
lull, over the darker river, under the stars. Somebody
pulled a cracker and put on a m{grcmp. He was a stout
man with a bald head, and the k of s neck nppled
with fat. e had tuny eyes

a k at Mr Horset,” cnied the woman next to lum—
“ Tan't he absurd 2 7

I'cter found at the table in the cormer Alice, Clare, Milh-
cent and Peroval Galloon, Tony Gale and lus safe, warting
There was al.o 2 man standing by Alice's chaw, and he
watched Peter wath amused eyev

He held out s hand and emuled,  “ How do you do,
Westentt 2 he said  Then, with the sound of his voice,
the soft almost caresng Lt of 1t, Peter hnew who 1t was.
s mund flew back to a day, years ago, whea he had flung
himwelf on the ground and ‘ened s soul out because

R e

i [ - allant,
. . L m and
dark and romantic as ever, making every one else in the
room shabby beade him, so that LBobby's white waistcoat
was indtantly secn to be hanging looscly above his shurt
and Peter’s trousers were short, and even the elegant
Peraval had scarcely covered with perfect equality the
ends of his wiute tie

Instantiy, as though the wntervening years had never
been, Jlobby took s second place beside Cards' glory.
Isen Peraval's sntention of sécunng the wonderful Mr.
Rondel, author of Tke Violet’s Redemption, for their table,
failed of 1ts effect,

They were enouzh.  They dida’t want saybody else—
Roor {1 Mr. Carditlac 1
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And he seized it. Just as he would have seized it years
ago at school so he seized it now. Their table was caught
into the most dazzling series of adventures. Cards had
been everywhere, seen everybody and everything—seen
it all, moreover, with the nght kind of gaiety, with an
appreciation that was intelligent and also humorous.
There was humour one moment and pathos the next—
deep feeling and the wittiest cynicism, ]

They were all swung about Europe, and with Cards at
their head pranced through the cities of the world. Mean-
while Peter fancied that once or twice Clare flung him a
little glance of appeal to ask for forgiveness—and once
they looked up and smiled at one another. A tiny smile,
but it meant everything—

“Oh! wont we have a reconciliation afterwards?
How could I have said those things ? Don’t we just love
one another ?

When they went upstairs again Peter and Cards ex-
changed a word : :

“ Youwll come and see us ?

“My dear old man, I should just think so. This is the
first time I've been properly in London for years and now
I'm going to stay. Fancy you married and successful, and
here am I still the rolling-stone ! ”*

“You! Why, you can do anything !

“ Can’t write Reuben Hallard, old boy . . .” And so,
with a laugh, they parted.

In the cab, afterwards, Clare’s head was buried in Peter’s
coat and she sobbed her heart out. * How I ¢ould have
been such a beast, Peter, Peter ! ”

* Darling, it was nothing.”

“Oh, but it was! It shall never, never happen again
« . .-but I was frightened ’

 Frightened {

“Yes, 1 always think some one’s going to take you
away. I don’t understand all those other people. They
frighten me—I want you to myself, just you and I—
always.”

* But nobody can take me away—nobody——"

The cab jolted along—her hand was on his knee—and
every now and again a lamp lighted her face for him and
then dropped it back into darkness.

By the sharp pressure of her hand he knew that she was

\
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mmved by an intensity of feeling, swayed now by one of
those moods that came to ber ro strangely that 1t scemed
that they belonged to another personality.

” Inoci .. Peter. I'm seemng clearly as I think 1
never have before  I'm afrand—not because of you—but
because of myself, If you knew *~here his hind came
down and found hers——*1f you knew how I despise myself,
my real self  I've been spodt always, always, always,
I've nlways known it. My real sclf 13 ashamed of 1t
But there's another side of me that comes down suddenly
and hides all that 1 th hen that happ 1 just
want to get what 1 want and not to be hurt and . | .**
she sed closer against lum and went on in a whisper.

“ t'eter, 1 shall always care for }vnu more than any one—
always, whatever )m;lwtpcnm But think, a time will come—I
know it—when youll have to watch me, to keep me by
you, and even let I’our work go—everything, just for a time
untl I'm safe suppese that moment comes to most
women in their marmed ises  But to me, when 1t happens,
it will be worse than for most women because I've always
had my way. You mustm’t let me have my way then—
samply ‘clutch e, be cruel, brutal, anything, enly don‘t let
me g6, Then, if you keep me through that, you'll always

To Peter 1t was almost as though ahe were talking in her
sleep, something, there in the old, lumbening cab, that was
fiven to her by some one clse to say, something to which
she herself would not give credit

** That's all mght, you darkng, you darhing, you darking**
Il covered her face, ler eves with hasses ~ " I'll never
Jet you go—never ”  He felt her quiver a httle under his
a

rema,

* Don't mind, Peter, my hormble, beasthh charmcter
Just keep me for a little, tratn me—and then later I'll be
such a wife to you, smh a wifed”

Then she drew his head down  His lps touched her
Body just above her dress, where her cloak parted

Shie whispered .

* There's sometlung clse ™

She ratwed her Lice from lus caat and looked up at him
Her cheelis were stained with crying, and her eyes, large
and dark, held lum fsnously as’though he were the one
place of safety.
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He caught her very close.
“Whatisite . ..

That night, long after he, triumphant with the glory of
her secret, had fallen asleep, she lay, staring into the dark,
with frightened eyes,,

AT



CHAPIER VI
BIRTH OF THEL NIEIR

1 rre's child was born on a might of {rost when the stars
wete hard and fierce and a full moon, dull gold, flung tugh
<hadows upon the town
Duning the afternoon the fear that had been m Clare’s
eves for many weehs suddenly flamed into terror—the
doctor was sent for and Peter was bamshed from the room.
Peter looked Tudscrously, pitifully young as he sat,
through the eveming, 1n hus room at the top of the house,
stanng in front of him, s fice grey with anviety, his
broad shoulders <et back as though ready for a blow, lus
strong fingers clutched the tlunps on s wnting-table,
held them, dropped them, just hihe the hands of a blind
man about the shining surface, tapping the wood
He <aw her aluays as he had scen her last mght when
she had eaught as arm crying—** If I die, Peter . Oh
Peter, o I cie ! and he had comforted and stroked
Ler Lair, warming her cold fingers
How young she was, how tiny for this suffering—and
it waa he, he who had bLrought it upon her | Now, she
was Iying 1n her bed, as he had once scen lus mother he,
with her hajr spread about the pillow, her hands gnpping
the !h!;cl!, her eyes w ule and black—the vast, lunlp -
POAN R SR i S it S
mld
. - s up
to him, 1t <crmed to him that the hush was debiberate,
The top branchies of the trees in the lttle orchard touched
=
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his window and tapped ever and again; a fire burnt
brightly, he had drawn his curtains, and beyond the windows
the great sheet of stars, the black houses, the white light of
the moon. .

And there, before him—what mockery ! the neat page
of The Stone House now almost completed.

He stared into the wall and saw her face, her red-gold
hair upon the pillow, her dark staring eyes

Once the nurse came to him—Yes, she was suffering, but
all went well . . . it would be about midnight, perhaps.
There was no cause for alarm. . . .

He thought that the nurse looked at him with com-
passion. He turned fiercely upon Life that it should have
brought this to them when they were both so young.

At last, about ten o'clock, able no longer to endure the
silence of the house~—~so ominous—and the gentle tap-tap
of the branches upon the pane and the whispering crackle
of the fire, he went out. . . .

A cold hard unreal world received him. Down Sloane
Street the lines of yellow lamps, bending at last until they
met in sharp blue distance, were soft and misty against the
outline of the street, the houses were unreal in the moon-
light, a few people passed quickly, their footsteps shdrp in
the frosty air—all the little painted doors of Sloane Street
were blind and secret.

He passed through Knightsbridge, into the Park. As
the black trees closed him in the fear of London came,
tumbling upon bim. He remembered that day when he
had sat, shivering, on a seat on the Embankment, and had
heard that note, sinister, threatening, through the noise
and clattering traffic. He heard it again now, It came
from the heart of the black trees that lined the moonlit
road, a whisper, a thread of sound that accompanied him,
pervaded him, threatened him. The scaly beast knew
that another victim was about to be born—another woman
was to undergo torture, so that when the day came and
the scaly beast rose from its sleep then there would be one
more to be devoured.

He, Peter, was to have a child. He had longed for a
child ever since he could remember. He had always
loveq children—other people’s children—but to love one
of his own! . .. To have something that was his and
Clare’s and theirs alone, to have its love, to feel that it

:
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depended upon them both, to watch it, to tend it—Life
could have no gift like that,

But now the chi!d was hidden from him. He thought
«f nothing but Clare, of her sufiferning and terror, of her
wuting there so helplessly for the dreadful moment of
stpreme pun - The love that he had now for Clare was
scmething more tender, more devoted, than he had ever
fe't for any human betag  His mind flew back fiercely to
that night of tus first quarrel when she had told him.  Now
ke ;a.s lm be pupished for hus heartlessness and cruelty . . .

v her 1o
l’)Hn agony and terror grew as he paced beneath the dark
and bending trees.  He sat down on a seat, at the other
end of which was a lttle man with a bowler hat, spec-
tacles, and hus coat collar turned up  He was a shabby little
man, and his thin bony hands %cat restlessly upon his
knees,

‘The httle man sud, * Good evening, sir ™

* Good evening,” said Peter, staring desperately m
front of him.

- l("s all this hlisted Gosernment. .

R Rl "

.

iv.  Curse Gawd—that's what I say—Curse Gand !

** What's He done ? ** sud Peter

“I've just broken in my wife's "ead with a poker.
Killed ‘er I expect—! dunno—going back to see 1n a
minute——""

* Why did you doat 2

“rad’ to—always nagmng—that’s what she was—
always nagging  Wanted things—all sorts o thungs—and
there were always cluldren coming—So we "ad a blasted
argyment this evenung and I broke ‘er ’ead open—Gawnd
dad it—that’s what I sap—0u"*

Peter said notlung

* You can call a bloommn' copper tf you want to," the
hittle man sud,

“ 11’8 no business of mune,” sud Peter, and he got up
and left lum. All shadows—only the mimster noise that
Loandon makes is real, that and o's suffering,

o™
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He left the Park, turned into Kuightsbridge, and camel
upon a toyshop. The shutters had not been put up an
the lights of a })amp shone full upon its windows. Against
the iron railings opposite and the high white road thee
toys stood with sharp, distinct outline behind the slanticg
light of the glass. There were dolls—a fine wedding doll,
orange blossom, lace and white silk, and from behind it a}l,
the sharp pinched features and black beady eyes stared
out. . . . There was a Swiss doll with bright red cheeks,
red and green clothing, and shoes with shining buckies.
Then there were the more ordinary dolls—and gradually,
down the length of the window, their clothing was taken
from them until at last some wooden creatures with flaring
cheeks and brazen eyes kicked their limbs and defied the
proprieties.

4 }—l'{e would. be a Boy . .. he would not care about
olls. . ..

There were soldiers—rows and rows of gleaming soldiers.
They came from a misty distance at the top of the shop
window~—came marching from the gates of some dark,
medizval castle. Their swords caught the lamp-light,
shining in a line of silver, and the precision with which
they marched, the certainty with which they trod the
little bridge . . . ah, these were the fellows! He would

v be a Boy . .. soldiers would enchant him! He shouid
7 have boxes, boxes, boxes !

There were many other things in the window; teddy
bears and animals with soft woolly stomachs and fat com-
fortable legs—and there were ugly, modern Horrors with
fat bulging faces and black hair erect like wire; there
were little devils with red tails, there were rabbits that
rode bicycles and monkeys that climbed trees., There
were drums—big drums and little drums—trumpets with
crimson tassels, and in one corner a pyramid of balls, balls
of every colour, and at the top of the pyramid a tiny ball
of peacock blue, hanging, balancing—daintily, supremely
right in pose and gesture.

it hz}d gesture. It caught Peter’'s eye—Peter stood,
}}'ﬂ:h his nose against the pane, his heart hammering—

Oh! -she is suffering—DMy God, how she is suffering 1"
—and there the little blue ball caught him, held him,
encouraged him.

1 will belong to your boy one day "’ it seemed to say
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eemed to be dragped the people that had made up lus

ife—they faced him, surrounded hum, bewildered him |
What night had he, thus encompassed, to hand these

thi1gs on to another 7 His father, his grandfather .

te faw always that dark straun of hatred, of madness, of

.. P .
I 1eEL T0T i

at had he done? . He stopgcd, staring con-
lunrdl?- about lum,  The people jostled fum on every side.
The ofd devils were at lum—"" Eat and dnink, for to-mortow
we the .., Give it bp . . Wo're too strong for you
and we'll be too strong for your san Wko are you to defy
us? Come down—gisve it u '

Hixwhito facc caughtattention  ** Movealong, guv’nor,”
Foree one shouted A man took him by the arm and
led him up a dark mide street.  §le turned fus eyes and saw
that the man was Maradick,

n
The elder man felt that the boy was trembling from

head to foot.
- g\'lml’- the matter, Westcott 2 Anything I can do for
you '

/"\‘ﬂ'\! .
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Peter seemnnd to take him in slowly, and then, with 2
great offort, (o pull himeelf together, .

“What, vou—Maradick 7 Where was T2 U'm afraic
've bren making a fool of myself. , . " A church cloct
efruch somewhere in the distance.  * Hullo, T say, whatk
that ? That's eleven. 1 must get back, 1 ought to le
at homee——"

* TH come with youe—'

Maradick hailed & hansom and helped Peter into it.

For a moment there was stlence—then Maradick said -

** I hope everything's all right, Westcott 2 Your wife !

Peter spoke as though hie were in a dream. ** Uve been
waiting there all the afternoon—she's been suffering—
My God!. .. It got on my nerves. . . She's so young
—they ought’t to hurt her like that!*  He covered his
face with his hands.

“1 know. I felt like that when my first child came.
It's terrible, awful.  And then it's over—all the pain—
and it's maganificent, glorious—and  then—later—it's so
commonplace that vou cannot believe that it was ever
cither awful or magmiicent. Fix vour mind on the glori-
ous part of it, Westcott. Think of this time to-morrow
when your wife will be so proud, s happy—vyou'll both be
;,1) proud, so happy, that you'll never know anything in life
ke it

" Yes, ves, I know—of course it’s sure to be all right—
but I suppose this warting's got on my nerves.  There was
a fellow in the Park just broken lis wife's head in—and
then everytlung was so quict. I could almost hear her
crying, right away in her room."”

He stopped a moment and then went an. “* It's what
I've always wanted—always to have a boy. And, by
Jove, he'l be wonderful ! 1 tell vou he shall be—\Ve'll be
:li)uch: p’:ﬂs!" He broke off suddenly——" You haven't 2
oy ?

“No, mine are both girls. Getting on now—they'll
saon be coming out. 1 should like to have bad a boy—"'
Maradick sighed.

* Are they an awful lot to you ?

" No—1 don't supposc they arc. I should have un-
derstood a boy better—but they're good girls, I'm prond
of them in a way—but I’'m out so much, you see.”

Peter faced t?xc contrast. Here this middle-aged man,

»
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with his two grle—and here too he, Peter, with lus ago-
ninng, flanung tnal—to slip, so soon, mto dull common-
lace ?

* But didn't you~—if you can Jook so far—didn’t you,
ahen the first chuld came, funk it ?  Your responsibility
1 mean All the things onc’s—one’s ancestors—it’s
fiphteawng enough for oneself, but to hand it on—"
__"It's nothing to do with oneseli—one’s used, that's all,

jolly thunt wall between the sanest, most level-headed beef-
cating squire 1 the country and the maddest poet tn
Bedlum /7 hnow—I've been both in the same day. It's
better to be both, I Lelieve, if you can keep one under the
Other, but you sust keep 1t under—"

Marmadick talhed on  He saw that the boy’s nerves
were jumping, that he was holding tumself 10 with the
greatest difficulty
. Peter said: */ You don’t know, Maradick  I've had to

but to-night—-a-"

* Gond heavens, man—you‘re not going to tell me that
your father, your grandfather—the rest of thi
Stronger than you \What about your soul, your own
Ylmsed soul that can’t be touched by any hwing thing, or
dead thing exther, of you stick to 1t ? \Why, every man's
B0t power enough in fumsell to nde heaven and earth and
all etermty if he only believed he'd got 1t! Ride your
Sroples, man—nde ‘em, dove ‘em-—end ‘em scu!&mg.
Bekieve i yourself and stick to st—Courage ! .+ .* /
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Peter seemed 1o take him in slowly, and then, with 2
great effort, to pull himself together. B

" What, you—dlaradick ? Where was I? T'm afraic
T’'ve been making a fool of myself, . . .’ A church clock
struck somewhere in the distance. * Hullg, I say, whatks
that? ‘That's eleven. I must get back, I ought fo le
at home-—" .

“ U come with you—-—-"" .

Maradick hailed a hansom and helped Peter into it.

For a moment there was silence—then Maradick said !

“ T hope everything's all right, Westcott ?  Your wife }”

Peter spoke as though he were in a dream, “ I've been
waiting {here 2ll the afternoon—she’s been suffering—
My God! .. . It got on my nerves. . . . She's so young
~—they oughtn't to hurt her like that.” He covered his
face with his hands.

T know, I felt like that when my first child came.
It's terrible, awful. And then it’s over-—all the pain—
and it’s magnificent, glorious—and then—Iater—it's so
commonplace that you cannct believe that it was ever
either awful or magnificent. Fix your mind on the glori-
ous part of it, Westcott. Think of this time to-morrow
when your wife will be so proud, s¢ happy—you'll both be
fﬁ; pr'zud, so happy, that you'll never know anything in life

e it.”’

" Yes, yes, I know—of course it's sure to be all right—
but I suppose this waiting’s got on my nerves. There was
a fellow in the Park just broken his wife's head in—and
then everything was so quiet. I could almost hear her
crying, right away in her room.”

He stopped a moment and then went on. ** It's what
T've always wauted—always to have a boy. And, by
Jove, he'll be wonderful! I tell vou he shall be—We'll be
‘:;uch? pals!” He broke off suddenly—'* You haven't a

037 ? »

“No, mine are both girls. Getting on now——they'll
soon be coming out. I should like to have had a boy—"
Maradick sighed.

" Are they an awful lot to you ?

" No~—I don't suppose they are. I should have un-
derstood a boy better—but they're good girls. I'm proud
of them in a way—but I'm out so much, you see.”

Peter faced the contrast. Here this middle-aged man,

)
‘
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with his two girls—and here too he, Peter, with his ago-
nunng, flaming trial—to slip, so soon, into dull common-
lace ?
e But ddn’t you—i{ you can look so far—didn’t you,
ahen the first €inld came, funk it? Your rcsponslbxhty
i mean. All the things one's—one's ancestors—it's
frightening enough for oncself, but to hand it on—"
* It's nothing to do wnh‘oncscy-wno’a used, that's all

RSP, Weh—i KHOW e dangetd oL we owners—1 toid
you that once in Cornwall, I—the most unhkely person n
tLe world—was caught up by 1t. I've never laughed at
morludity, or perves, or insamty since  There's such a
Jolly thin wall between the sanest, most level-headed beef-
cating squre n the country and the maddest poet mn
Bedlam, " J know—I"ve been both in the same day  It's
better to be bath, T believe, 1f you can heep one under the
other, but you must keep 1t under- *

Mandick talhed on He saw that the boy’s nerves
were jumping, that he was holding humsclf in with the

! ¢ had to
em have
s 1 shall
me, scc
70 under
. ung it—
but to-night—"

" Good heavens, man—you're not gomng to tell me that
your father, your grandfather——the rest of them—are
strorzer than you. What about your soul, your own
biesed soul that can't be touched by any iving thing, or
dead thing ather, if you stick to n¥ VWhy, every man s
E0t power enough in fumsclf to nide heaven and earth and
all ctermuty 1f he only beheved he'd got at! Ride your
KTy man—nde ‘em, dmve ‘em—send ‘em scutthing
in yourself and stick to it—Courage! . . .”
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Maradick pulled himself in, They were driving now,!
down the King's Road. The people were pouring in a
thick, buzzing crowd, out of the Chelsea Palace. Middle-
aged stockbrolers in hansom cabs—talking like the third
act of a problem play }—but Maradick had done his worle
As they drove round the corner, past the mad lady’
painted house, he saw that Peter was calmer. He haid
regained his self-control. The little house where Peter
lived was very still—the trees in the orchard were stiff ard
dark beneath the stars. . .

Peter spoke in a whisper—* Good-night, Maradick,
you’ve done me a lot of good—1I shan't forget it.” ’

“ Good luck to you,” Maradick whispered back. Peter
stole into the house,.

The little drawing-room looked very cosy; the fire
was burning, the lamp lighted, the thick curtains drawn.
Maria Theresa smiled, with all her finery, from the wall.

Peter sat down in front of the fire. Maradick was right.
One must have one’s hand on the bridle—the Rider on
the Lion again, It's better that the beast under you
should be a Lion, rather than a Donkey, but let it once
fling you off its back and you're done for., And Maradick
had said these things! Maradick whom, once, Peter had
considered the dullest of his acquaintances. Well, one
never knew about people—most of the Stay-at-Homes were
Explorers, and vice versa, if one only understood them.

How still the house was! What was happening up-
stairs ? He could not go and see—~he could not move.
He was held by the stillness. The doctor would come
and tell him, . . .

He thought of the toyshop~—that blue ball—it would be
the first thing that he would buy for the boy—and then
soldiers—soldiers that wouldn’t hurt him, that he couldn’t
lick the paint from

Now the little silver clock ticked ! He was so terribly
tired—he had never been tired like this before, . . .

The stillness pressed upon the house. Every sound—
the distant rattling of some cab, the faint murmur of trams
—~—was stifled, extinguished. The orchard seemed to press
in upon the house, darker and darker grew the forest about
g:——(’.}[‘he stars were shut out, the moon . , . the world was

ead.

Then into this sealed and hidden silence, a voice crying
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CHAPTER VII
DECLARATION OF HAPPINESS

ExTtrACTS from letters that Bobby Galleon wrote to Alice
Galleon about this time :

. .. But, of course, T am sorrier than T can say that
it's so dull.  That’s due to charity, my dear, and if you
will go and fling yourself into the depths of Yorkshire
beeause a girl like Ola Hunting chooses to think she's un-
happy and lonely you've only vourself to thank. Morcover
there's your husband to be considered. I don’t suppose,
for a single instant, that he really prefers to be left alone,
with his infant con, mind you, howling at the present
montent because his nurse won't let him swallow the glass
marbles, and you can picture to yourself—if you want to
make younself thoroughly unhappy—your Robert sitting,
melancholy throughout the long evening, alone, desolate,
creeping to bed somewhere about ten o’clock.

* 3o there you are—You're bored to death and I've no
one to growl at when I come back from the City—all Ola
Hunting’s fault—wring the girl’'s neck.  Meanwhile here
1 sit, and every evening I'll wnte whatever comes into my
head and never look back on it again but stick it into an
eavelope and send it to you.  You know me too well by
now to be disappointed at anything.

* I'm quite sure that, if vou were here with me now,
sitting in that chair opposite me and sewing for all you
were worth, that the tﬁ?nz that we'd be talking about
wounld be Peter. If, therefore, these scrawls are full of
Peter you wor't mind, I know.  He's immensely occupying

=6
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my attention just now, and you love him as truly and
dreply as 1 do, so that 3f I go on at length about him you'll
cxcuse 3t on that score,  You who know me better than
any one clwc i the world know that, 1n my most secret
heart, 1 flatter mysclf on my ability as a psycholomst. 1
remember when [ told you first how you laughed, but I
think «tnce then you've come round not a httle, and al-
though we both keep it to ourselves, 1t's a little sceret that
you'sea tiny it proud of I can see how brother Percival,
ar young Tony Gale, or even dear Peter humsclf would
mock, if 1 told them of this amixtion of mine, * Good,
dear, stumd old Bobby® 1s the way they think of me,
and I know 1t's mother’s perpetual wonder {and also, I
think, a little her comfart) that I should be so lacking 1o
briliance when Percival and Millie arc so full of st

“ You know Peter's atutude to me m these things—
rou'w: seen ot often enough  He's patromzing-~he can't
help it.  That t*n t, he consuders, my line in the Jeast, and
let me once begin to talk to hum of stocks and shares and
he'll open all s cars Well, 1 can’t blame lum—but [ do
tlunk these wnters and people are inchned to draw thetr
line 2 lsttle ton sharply with their Plilistines—great big
gull, please—and Artnsts At any rate, here goes for my
Jrychology, and good luck to it~ Peter, 1n fact, 15 s0 in-
tetesting A subject of one sees anything of him at all that I
believe he'd draw speculation out of any one  There was
old Maradick talling about hum the other might—fas-
anated by lum and m e {}
well—another instance of your Plulistine and Artist muxed.

“ But I knew him—and hnew lum jolly well too—when
he was about twclve, so that I really get a pull over the
1est of you there, for it adds of course immensely to the
intereet, and 1f ever <inld was Father of the Man, Peter was
You know how we both funked that marnage of his for
hum—yuy beeause you knew Clire so well, I because I
krew beter. And limn for a ume 1t really seemed that we
were both entirely wrong  Clare’s 15 o far simpler per-
somality than Peter’s, and 1f you work along one or two
recogmized lines—Ilet her have her way, don't frghten her,
above all heep her comventional—it's all nght  Clare was,
and is, m\!ull?' in love with hum and he madly with her of
course—and that helped every thing along  You know how
relicved we both were, and indeed 1t scemed, for a ug
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that it was going to be the making of both of them—going
to make Clare braver and Peter less morbid.

*\Vell, it's since you've been away that everything’s
happened.  Although the baby was born some wecks before
vou went, it’s only lately that Clarc has been up and about.
She's perfectly well and the baby's splendid—promises to
be a tremendous fellow and as healthy as possible.  You
can imagine, a little, ihe cffect of it all on Clare. I don't
suppose there’s any girl in London been so wrapped in
cotton wool all her life, and that old ass of a father and
still more irritating ass of a mother would go on wrapping
her still if they had theirway. The fuss they’ve both made
about this whole business is simply incredible~—especially
when the man’s a doctor and brings Lord knows how m:m?'
children into the world every week of his life. But it's ail
been awfully bad for Clare. = Of course, she was frightencd
—{rightened out of her wits, It's the very first time life
ever had its wrappings off for her—and that in itself of
course is a tremendously good thing. But you can’t, un-
{fortunately, wrap any one up for all those years and then
take the wrappmgs off and not deliver a shock to the
s%'stem. Of course there’s a shock, and it’s just this shock
that I'm so afraid of. I'm afraid of it for onc thing because
Peter’s so entirely oblivious of it. He was in an agony of
terror on the day that the baby was born, but ence it was
there—well and healthy and™ promising—fear vanished.
He could only sce room for glory—and glory he does. I
cannot tell fou what that boy is like about the baby; at
present he thinks, day and uight, of nothing clse.  It'is the
most terrific thing to watch his feeling about it~—and mean-
while he takes it for granted that Clare feels the same. . . .
Welj, she doesn't. 1 have been in a good deal during these
Iast few days and she’s stranger than words can say—
dacsn't see the child if she can help it—Iloves it, worships
it, when it is there, and——is terrified of it. I saw a look
in her eyes when she was nursing it yesterday that was
sheer undiluted terror.  She’s been frightencd “out of her
life, and if T know her the least litile bit she’s absolutely
made up her mind never to be frightened like that again.
She is going to hurl herself into a perfect whirlpool of ex-
citement and entertainment, and drag Peter with her if she
can,  Mernwhile, behind that hard little head of hers, she’s
making plans just as fast as she can make them. I believe
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P N LR T

T"ve bren tallang tr; you for .an hour and a Half and that's
something .. **

1

“. .. I've just come n from diming with Peter and
Clare and feel inclined to talk to you for hours ahead
Haweser, that 1 can’t do, so I shall wnite to you instead,
and you're to regard it all as 3 continuation of the things
that T said in last night's letter T am as interested as ever,
and fndeed, after this eveming’s dinner, more interested
The odd thing about it all 13 that Peter 13 %o completely
oblinous to any change that may be gomng on i Clare
Mo, e : L A

. . i

about the name of the bov at the time of the chnsteming
Teter invisted that it should be Stephen, after, 1 suppose,
that odd Cormish friend of hus, and Clare, weak and 1ll
tlough she was, objected with all her might [ don't
Lnow why she took thus a0 much to heart, but 1t was all,
1 suppose, part of that odd hatred that she has of Peter's
cathier Iife and earlier friends  She has never met the
man Brant, Lut I think that she fances that he 15 going
1o mwoop down one of these days and carry Peteroff on s
Tronmack or sometlung  She gave in about the name—
indeed 1 have never seen Peter more determined—but T
think, nevertheless, that she broods over st and remembers
it. My dear, I am as sorry for her as I can be.  There she
stands, loving Peter wath all her heart and soul, ternfied
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out of her wits at the possibilities that life is presenting to
her, hating Peter’s friends at one moment, his work the
next, the baby the next—exactly like some one walking
on a window-ledge in his sleep-and suddenly waking and
discovering

“ Peter’s a more difficult question. He's too riotously
happy just at the moment to listen to a word from any
one. His relation to the child is really the most touching
thing you ever saw, and really the child, considering that
it has scarcely begun to exist, has a feeling for him in the
most wonderful way. It is as good as gold when he is
there and follows him with its eyes—it doesn’t pay much
attention to Clare. I think it knows that she’s frightened
of it. Yes, Peter is quite riotously happy. You know that
The Stone House is coming out next week. There is to
be a supper party at the Westcotts’—myself, Mrs. Launce,
Maradick, the Gales, some woman he knew at that board-
ing-house, Cardillac, and Dr. and Mrs. Rossiter.

“ By the way, Cardillac is there a great deal, and I am
both glad and sorry. He is very good for Clare and not at
all good for Peter. He seems to understand Clare in the
most wonderful way—far better than Peter does. He
brings her out, helps her to be broader, and really, I think,
explains Peter to her and helps things along. His in-
ifluence on Peter is all the other way. Peter, of course,
worships him, just as he used to do in the old days at
school, and Cards always liked being worshipped. He has
an elegance, a savoir-faire that dear, square-shouldered,
rough-and-tumble Peter finds entrancing, but, of course,
Peter’s worth the dozen of him any day of the week. He
drags out all Peter's worst side. 1 wonder whether you'll
understand what I mean when 1 say that Peter isn’t meant
to be happy—at any rate not yet. He's got something too
big, too tremendous in him to be carved easily into any
one of our humdrum, conventional shapes. " He takes
things so hard that he isn't intended to take more than
onc thing at a time, and here he is with Clare and Cards
both, as 1t seems to me, in a conspiracy to pull him into a
thousand little bits and to fling each little bit to a different
tea-party.

‘He ought to be getting at his work and he isn't getting
at it at all. The Stone House is coming out next weck
and it may be all right, but I don’t mind betting that the
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next one suffers  If he weren't in a kind of dream he'd

' “'He's so amazngly young 1 the ways of the world, so
eager to make fnends with everybody, so delighted with an
enurely superficial butterfly hke Cards, so devotedly at-
tached to his wife, that I ‘must confess that the outlook
seems to me bad.  There s going to be a tremendous tug-
of-war in 2 munute, and 1t's not gotng to be easy for the
boy--nor, indeed, for Clire
“1 hogc that you don t feel so far removed from this

in your Yorkshire desert that st has no nterest for you,
but I know how devoted you are to Peter, and one doesn't
want to sce the boy tumned into the society novelist crea-
ture—the kind of creature, God forgive me, that brother
Percival is certain to become  You ll probably say when
you read this that I am trying to drag out all the mortid
tide of Peter and make him the melancholy, introspective
creature that he used to be, in fits and starts, when you
firet knew lum.  Of course that's the last thing I want to
do, but work to a man of Peter's temperament 15 the one
tock that can save Ltm  He has, 1 do believe, a touch of
gerus 11 lim somewhere, and [ bolieve that if he s allowed
10 follow, devoutly and with pun and anguish maybe, his
Art, hell be a great creature—a great man and a great
wnter, Dot he's :n the making—too eager to please, too
eager to care for every one, too desperatddy down if he
tlunks tlungs are gomng badly with um I notice that he

21t been 10 see my father lately I thunk too that all
this reviening 19 bad for lim—othcr people s novels pour-
ing tpon lum in an avalanche must take somethuing from
the freshness of Jus own

- An‘how I, Robert Galleon, vour clever and penetrat-

e AT TS Co 2 L el e eved Clare,
« . - e, wall, 1
[ . . = g that he
Subwis PLow—and Cards Wil Belp Ber—out ol shesr miee
Qel, Dyenly believe, rd
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“QOn their own heads be it.  As to the carpets you
asked me to go and look at . . "

I

« . . And now for the supper party. Although there's

a whole day behind me I'm still quivering under the ex-
citement of it. As I tell you about it it will in all proba-
bility declare itsclf as a perfectly ordinary affair, and,
indeed, I think that you should have been there yourself
to have realized the cmotion of it. But I'll try and give
it you word for word, I was kept in the City and arrived
lafe and they were all there. Mrs. Launce, twinkling all
over with kindness, Maradick in his best Stock Exchange
manner, the Gales (Janet Gale perfectly lovely), the old
Rossiters, Cards, shining with a mixture of enterprise and

tnowledge of the world, and Jast of all a very pale, rather

iervous, untidy Irishwoman, a Miss Monogue.” Clare was

0 radiantly happy that I knew that she wasn't happy at

il—had obviously taken a great deal of trouble about her

1air, and had it all piled up on the top of her head and

ooked wonderful. I can’'t describe these things, but you

tnow that when she’s bent on giving an impression she

ieems to stand on her toes all the time—well, she was

tanding on every kind of toe, moral, physical, emotional

ast night. Finally there was Peter looking as though his

:vening dress had been made for something quite different

rom social dinner parties. It fitted all right, but it was

.00 comfortable to be smart—he looked, beside Cards, like

1 good serviceable cob up against the smartest of hunters.

P_eter’s rough, bullet head, the way that he stands with

s legs wide apart and his thick body holding itsclf de-

iberately still with an effort as though he were on board

thip—and then that smile that won all our hearts ages

1go right out of the centre of his brown eyes first and then

surving his mouth, at last seizing all his body—but always,

n spite of it, a little appealing, a little sad somewhere—

:an't you see him ?  And Cards, slim, straight, dark, beau-

ifully clothed, beautifully witty and, I am convinced,

seantifully insincere, Can't you see Cards say ‘ good even-

ng ' to me with that same charm, that same ease, that same
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contempt that he had when e were at school together ?
Bobly Galleon—an honest good fellow—but dull—mon
Dieu—dull (he rather hkes Irench phrases)y—can't you
hear him saying it 2 Well, from the sery first, there was
something 1n the mir  We were all excited, even old Mrs,
Ro<ater and the pale Insh creature whom I remembered
afterwards I had met that day when I went to that board.
inp-house after Peter, Clare was quite extraordinary-—1
L

D S A i O T S N

seemed to have a genuine pleasure in Peter's happiness,
and I believe he's as fond orthc boy as he's able to be of
any one. A copy of The Stone Honse was given to each
of us Sl haven‘t had time to look at mune yet), and I sup-
pose the combination of the baby and the book moved us
all. Besides, Clare and Peter both looked so absurdly
young. Such c¢hildren to have had so many adventures
alreats Ve mommee ‘ " N
you ' h ‘

her 1 ' .

other = =+ ' " ot
Iwe ' " . "
best, and 1 saw her lnok at Peter once or twice mn a way
that thowed how strongly she {elt about him.

“Well, old gir], I'm bothered 1f I can explain the kind of
anxtety that came over me after a time  You'll thunk me
a regular profesional croaker, but really I suppose, at
bottom, 1t was some sort of fechng that the whole thing—
this shouting and cheering and thumpng the table—was
rrrm.uurr. And then T suppose 1t was partly my know-
edze of Peter, It wasn't hke hum to behave in this sort
af way. He wam't himself—exated, agitated by some-
tlung altogether foreign to lum, I could have thought that
he wat drunl,, of I hadn't known that he hadn't touched
any liquar whatever. But a man of Peter's temperament
1avs o7 thie cort of thing—1t 't the sort of way he's
meant to take hfe.

“ Whatever the reason may have been I know that I
fclt suddenly outeide the whole business and most awfully
depressed, T thunk Miss Monoguo felt exactly the same,
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By the time the wine was on the table all I wanted was
to get right away. It was almost as though I had been
looking on at something that I was ashamed to see. There
was a kind of deliberate determination about their happi-
ness, and Clare’s little body, with her hair on the verge, as
it seemed, of a positive downfall, had something quite
pitiful in its deliberate rejoicing; such a child, my dear
—I mever realized how young until last night. Such a
child, and needing some one so much older and wiser than
Peter to manage it all. '

“ Well, there I was hating it when the final moment
came. Cardsgotup, and in one of the wittiest little speeches
you ever heard in your life, proposed Peter’s health, alluded
to Reuben Hallard, then Clare, then the Son and Heir, a
kind of back fling at old Dawson’s, and then last of all, an
apostrophe to The Stone House all glory and honour, ete.:
—Well, it was most neatly done, and we all sat back, silent,

or Peter’s reply.

* The dear boy stood there, all flushed and excited, with
ds hair pushed back off his forehead, and began the most
xtraordinary speech I've ever heard. 1 can’t possibly give
rou the effect of it at secondhand, in the mere repetition of
t there was little more than that he was wildly, madly
1appy, that there was no one in the world as happy as he,
hat now at last the gods had given him all that he had
wer wanted, let them now do their worst—and so crying,
Iung his glass over his shoulder, and smashed it on to the
vall behind him.

“ I cannot possibly tell you how sinister, how ominous
he whole thing suddenly was. It swooped down upon all
f us like a black cloud. Credit me, if you will, with a
righly-strung bundle of nerves (not so sohd matter-of-fact
15 I seem, you know well enough), but it seemed to me, at
hat moment, that Peter was defying, consciously, with
1S h_eart in his mouth, a world of devils, and that he was
:ognizant of all of them. The thing was conscious—that
vas the awiful thing about it. I could swear that he was
seeing far beyond all of us, that he was hurling his happi-
1ess at something that he had there before him as clearly
15 I have you before me now. It was defiance, and I be-
ieve the minute after uttering it he would have liked to
rave rushed upstairs to see that his baby was safe. . . .

Be that as it may, we all felt it—every one of us. The

P
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arty was clouded. Cards and Clare did their best to
mr,'?xlcn tlungs up agam, and Peter and Tony and Janet
Gale played ally games and made a great deal of noise—
but the spinit was gone

* 1 left very early. Miss Monogue came away at the
same time  She spoke to me before she smd good-might ¢
° 1 know that you are an old friend of Peter’'s—I am so
fond of hitn—we a1l are at Brockett's, 1t isn’t often that we
see him—I know that you will be his true fnend 11 eve
tense of the word-——and help lum—as he ought to be belp’i‘z
Itissolttle that Icande . *

** Her votee was sad I am afraid she suffers a great
deal - She 1s evidently greatly attached to Peter—I Lked

LT,

*Wdl, you in your sober way will say that this s all
a great deal of nonsense  Why shouldn't Peter, if he
wishies, aay that he s happy 2 All 1 can say 1s that if you
yourelf had been there R
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By the time the wine was on the table all T wanted was
1o get right away. It was almost as though I'hagd been
looking on at something that I was ashamed to see. There
was a kind of deliberate determination about their happi-
ness, and Clare's Jittle body, with her hair on the verge, as
it scemed, of a positive downfall, had something quite
pitiful in its defiberate rejoicing: such a child, my dear
—1 never realized how vouny until last night. Such 2
child, and needing some one <o much older and wiser than
Peter to manage it all.

*Well, there T owas hating it when the final moment
came.  Cardsgot up, and inone of the wittiest little speeches
vou ever heard in vour life, proposed Peter's health, alluded
tev Rewben Hallard, then Clare, then the Son and Heir, a
Lind of back fling at old Dawson’s, and then last of all, an
apostrophe to The Stone House all glory and honour, efe. @
—~Well, it was most neatly done, and we all sat back, silent,
for Peter's reply.

“ The dear oy stood thiere, all flushed and excited, with
his hair pushed back off hus forehead, and began the most
extraordinary speech I've ever heard. 1 can’t possibly give
you the efiect of it at secondhand, in the mere repetition of
1t there was hittle more than that he was wildly, madly
happy, that there was no one in the world as happy as he,
that now at Iast the gods had given him all that he had
ever wanted, let them now do theirr worst—and <o crying,
fluner hus glass over s shoulder, and smashed it on to the
wall belund tum.

T cannot possibly tell vou how sinister, how ominous
the whole thing snddenly was, 1t swooped down upon all
of us like a black cloud.  Crechit me, i vou will, with a
highly-strung bundle of nerves (not so solid matter-of-fact
as I soem, vou know well enough), but it scemed to me, at
t!_m. moment, that Peier wias defying, consciously, with
his Bieart s his mauth, o world of devils, and that he was
cotmizant ef all of them. The thing was conecious—that
wat the avful thing about . 1 could swear that he was
seeing for bevend all of we, that he wis hurhng his happi-
ne:s at somethune that he had there bofore him as clearly
as I huwe you beinre me now, Tt was defiance, and 1 be-
lieve the minute afier utrering it he would have liked to
!:.:\.'."v rushied upatnaizs 1o see timt Wis baby was safe, L . .

" e that asatmay, we all felt it—eviry one of us.  The
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rty was clonded. Cards and Clare did their best to
mﬁzm thunge up agaim, and Peter and Tony and Janet
Gale played silly games and made a great deal of nowse—~
Imt the spint was pone,

1 Jeft veny early  Miss Monogue came away at the
wime time  She spoke to me before she sud good-mght
° 1 knaw that you arc an old friend of Peter's—I am so
fond of lum—we alf are at Drockett’s, 1t isn’t often that we
sre lum—1I hnow that you wall be his true friend 1n ey
st ve of the word—and hlp him—as he ought to be helped.
Itissolttlethat lcando .

“ Uer votee was sl 1 am afrmd she suffers 3 great
;lc:\l. She 13 evidently greatly attached to Deter—I hked
icr,

“Well, you 1n your sober way will say that this s all
a great deal of noneense  \Why shouldn’t Peter, 1f he
wishes, «ay that he s lappy 2 Al I can say 1s that af you
yourwlf had been there . ™ "



CHAPTER VIII
BLINDS DOWN

It was not until Stephen Westcott had rejoiced in the
glories (so novel and so thrilling) of his first birthday and
The Stone House had been six months before the public
eye that the effect of this second book could be properly
estimated. Second books are tlie most surely foredoomed
creatures in all creation, and there are many excellent
reasons for this. They will assuredly disappoint the expec-
tations of those who enjoyed the first work, and the autho
will, in all probability, have been tempted by his earlies
success to try his wings further than they are, as yet, abl
to carry him.

Peter’s failure was only partial. There was no questio
that The Stone House was a remarkable book. Had !
been Peter’s first novel it must have made an immen:
stir ; it showed that he was, in no kind of way, a man
one book, and it gave, in its London scenes, proof that i
author was not limited to one kind of life and one kind
background. There were chapters that were fuller, wist
iIn ;very way more mature than anything in Reuben H

ard.

But it was amazingly unequal. There were places
it that bad no kind of hfe at all ; at times Peter appea
to have beheld his scenes and characters through a m
to have been dragged right away from any kind of visios
the book, to have written wildly, blindly.

The opinion of Mrs. Launce was perhaps the souns
that it was possible to have, because that good lady
spite of her affection for Peter, had a critical judgment"
was partly literary, partly commercial, and partly hur

N 550 '
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She nlways judzed a book first with her brain, then with

her heart, and lastly with her knowledge of her fellow

creatures 1t may pay better than Reuben Hallard,

she rard, * there's more love intevest and 1t ends happi

Semie of ft is beautifully \\ﬂ‘uor;, some of it quite unspeal
X he m

abl eter, t uneven thing I've
e 1 W Prigeres
s “splendid—what happened to you? . Bat it

will «ell, T expect  Tell your banker to read it, go inta
Iots of banks and teli them  Bank clerks have subscnip-
tions at arculating fibranes always fiven them . . . but
the wild tats are best, the wild bits are splendid—that
1t about the rochs at mght ., you don’t know much
about women yet—vour frls are awfully bad. By the
way, do you know that Mary Hollins 13 only gettng {100

advance next
shocking, 1 . . .
hy that new - . - .
2 meet enorn v e ot
whole bitch of new copres jast mpht~—1 near

Mrs, Launce was dicappmnted—Peter could tell well
erouph  He recenved some landatory teviews, some letters
from stranpers, some adulation from people who knew
nothwg whatever  Ie did know what 1t was exactly that
he had expectrd—~hut whatever 1t was that he wanted,
hie did not get 1it—he vas disatsfied

e Lepan to blame his publishers—they had not ad-
sertieed hum enourh s he even, eccretly, chenshed that
st hapelesa of all convictions—that it book was above
the heads of the public,  He notieed, also, that wherever
bhe marht be, this name of Rondel “YI""""“‘ before hum,
Mr, Rondel wath Ius foolish face and thin mother 1n black,
was obvinusly the young man of the moment—an the hiterary
'nrug\ ('Xl’h\(;mcnlﬁ ‘n( any of th‘e weekly PApers you rught see

AR DV INGVIR R SRV Dist-S  SR a Ve

aptrinns ar

oL reviewers and amongst tus onwp person:
faends,  Ond o it ™

man told fum that he had no style, that he
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must Iearn the meaning and feeling of words; q.nother
told him that his characters were weak but that his style
was * splendid—a real knowledge of the value and meaning
of words.” Some one told him that he knew nothing at
all about women, and some one else that his women were
by far the best part of his work. The variety was endless
—amongst those who had appeared to him giants there
was the same uncertainty. He seemed too to detect with
the older men a desire to praise those parts of his work
that resembled their own productions and to blame any-
thing that gave promise of originality. .

For himsclf it seemed to him that Mrs. Launce’s opinion
was nearest the truth. There were parts of it that were
good, chapters that were better than anything in Reuden
Hallard, and then again there were many chapters where
he saw it all in a fog, groped dimly for his characters,
pushed, as it seemed to him, away from their lives and
interests by the actual lives and interests of the real people
about him. This led him to think of Clare, and here he
was suddenly arrested by a perception, now only dimly
grasped, of a change in her attitude to his writings., He
dated it, thinking of it now {for the first time, from the
birth of young Stephen—or was it not earlier than that, on
that evening when they had met Cards at that supper
party, on that evening of their first guarrel ?
. In the carly days how well he remembered Clare’s
enthusiasm—a little extravagant, it seemed now. Then
during the first year of their married life she had wanted to
know everything about the making of The Stone House.
It was almost as though it had been a cake or a pie, and he
knew {hat he had found her questions difficult to answer,
and that he had had it driven in upon him that it was not
really because she was interested in the subtleties of his
art that she inquired but because of her own personal
affection for him; if he had been making boots or a suit of
clothes if would have been just the same. Then when
The Stone House appeared her eagerness for its success
had been tremendous—there was nothing she wouid not do
to help it along—but that, he somewhat ironically dis-
covered, was because she liked success and the things that
success brought.

Then when the book had not succeeded—or only so very
little—her interest had, of a sudden, subsided. “Oht! 1
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soppose you've got o go and do your uilly old writing ., ,
I think you might comr out with me just this afternoon.
It 1in’t often that 1 ask anytlung of you. . . . He did
not beheve that she had ever really fimshed The Stone
Hetse  She pretended that she had—'the end was
mriply perfect,” but she was vague, nebulous  He found
the marher 1n k- =--  a o v

She was «a ¢ .
that perhaps th -
had romethung
anything to do
et us eat and .
uptair—" 183, 1 wiswolt, el sgoand raghim L L L
And then they faa come and imvaded his room at the top
af the house, and snmetimes he had been glad and had Gung
tuy work down as though 1t were of no account . | and
then afterwards, in the muddle of <ome tea-party, he had
teen sutddenly  achamed, dccplf. bitterly ashamed, as
thizh he had actually wounded those winte pages Iying
up there 12 his quiet ronm

He nas at this ume hke a man jostled and pushed and
turred about at come natous fur, looking, now tlis way,
row that, absorbed by a thowand «zhts, a thousand
fouto—and always through it all fecling, itterly s hus
Leart, that Snmc&xmg dear to tim, somewhere in some
thue of sifence, was dymg—-

Well, kang 1t all, at any rate there was the Cluld §

n

Atany rate there was the Chuld !

Ardwhat a child ! Did any one ever have a baby Lke
it, 10 fat and round and white, with its head abready covered
with funt polden sulk, 1ts eves grey and wondering—with
it sadden gravsties, 1ts amazng jovs and ternfic humour,
the beatty of 1ty steppung away, us it i, suddenly with.
o3 any wirming, bcenmx a marad mest and curtaiae, anto
= other lind that 1t knew of  How amazng to watch
Paryt Wwly forgot all the things thatst h 4 come into
e wreld emembening, as 1t slowly he Laws
Ut b pew order of thungs demanded | - hience,
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Could any onc who had been present ever forget its crow
of costasy at the first shaft of sunlight that it cver beheld,
at its first realization of the blue, shining bell that Peter
bought, at its first vision, through the window, of falling
snow !

Peter was drunk with this amazing wonder. All the
facts of lifo—even Clare and his work—faded before this
new presence for whose existence he had been rcsg;onsible.
It had been one of the astonishing things about Clare that
she had taken the child so quietly. He had scen her
thrilled by musical comedy, by a dance at the Palace
Music Hall, by the trumpery pathos of a tenth-rate novel—
before this marvel she stood, it seemed to him, without
any emotion.

ometimes he thought that if it had not been for his
reminder she would not have gone to kiss the child good-
night. There were many occasions when he knew-—with
wonder and almost dismay-——that she was afraid of it ; and
once when they had been in ther nursery together, and
young Stephen had cried and kicked his heels in a tempest
of rage, she had seemed almost to cling to Peter for pro-
tection.

There were occasions when Peter fancied that the baby
seemed the elder of the two, it was at any rate certain that
Stephen Westcott was not so afraid of his mother as his
mother was of him. And yet, Peter fancied, that could
Clare only get past this strange nervous fear she would
love the baby passionately—would love him with that
same fierceness of passion that she flung, curiously, now
and again upon Peter himseclf. ‘‘Let me be promised,”
she scemed to say, “ that I will never have any trouble or
sorrow with my son and 1 will love him devotedly.” Mean-
while she went into every excitement that life’ could pro-
vide for her. . . .

It was on a March afternoon of early Sprinp after a
lonely tea (Clare was out at one of her partics) that Peter
went up to the nursery. Xe had just finished reading the
secortd novel by that Mr. Rondel whose Violef sensation had
occurred some two years before. This second book was
good--there was no doubt about it—and Peter was ashamed
of a kind of dim reluctance in his acknowledgment of its
quality. The fellow had had such reviews; the book,
although less sensational than its predecessor, had hit the

.
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pubhic eteaizht in the middio of its susceptible heart,  Hlad
youny Rendel done 1t all with brd worh-=wuell, that was

common cnourh-—but {the book was good, uncommonly
o).

He rent the nurre downstars and began to build an
elalwrate fartresa on the nursery floor.  1he baby lay on
us back on a rug by the fire and contemplated his woollen
shoe, which he <lodly drarged off and disdanfally flung
away, Thin erowmng to lumeelf, he watched lus father
and the world tn genrral

1lc wav amazinply hle Peter—the grey eves, the mouth
a little rtern, a little sully, the saub nose, the arms a httle
short and thcl, and that' confident, happy smule

He watched tut father

‘To lum, lying on the rug, many many miles away there
w1t a coloured glary that rn round the upper part of the
wall—as yet, he only knew that they gave Tum, those
colours, something of the same phiasare that us milk gave
hm, that the warm, gfowmme, nomy shapes beyond the
carpet pave lum, that the happs, comfortable smell of the
Thine plhyang near im an the floor gave lum  About
th~ ‘Ihing he was eternally perpleed 1t was Somethung
that mude wunds that he h&mn that pressed s body an
a vay that be loveit that took his tingers and his toes and
made them w.rm and comtortihk

It was Somethers motcover fram which delicious things
hunp—tlings that he could duteh and hold and pull  He
was perplexed, bat he knew that whon this Thang was near
tim be was warm and happy and contented and pencerally
went to sdeep s evey ‘Im\l\ travelled round the room
and rested finally upvm o round blue ball that hung, turning
a Lttle from =:ds to nide, 01 a nad above fus bed  Tlas
wax, to fum, the final triumph of exastence—to have 1t in
1aa hand, to roll 1t round nml round to bang 1t down vpon
the foor and watch 1t jump, thus was the reason why one
was here, tlus the solution of all perplexities.  He would
havelhed tohnve st in lus hands now a0, crusing, he smiled

Pexaantly at the Thing on the flour bewde lum and then
wikedat the ball

Peter pot up from las kaees, fetched the ball down and
rolind 1t alang tte floor  As it came danany, curving,

@ young Stephen shricked with  delight,
vE ot dus Lands o would 1t escape bum and

N

-
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Could any one who had been present cver forget its crow
of ecstasy at the first shaft of sunlight that it ever beheld,
at its first realization of the blue, shining ball that Peter
bought, at its first vision, through the window, of falling
snow !

Peter was drunk with this amazing wonder. All the
facts of life—even Clare and his work—faded before this
new presence for whose existence he had been responsible.
Tt had been one of the astonishing things about Clare that
she had taken the child so quietly. He had seen her
thrilled by musical comedy, by a dance at the Palace
Music Hall, by the trampery pathos of a tenth-rate novel—
before this marvel she stood, it seemed to him, without
any emotion.

ometimes he thought that if it had not been for his
reminder she would not have gone to kiss the child good-
night. There were many occasions when he knew—with
wonder and almost dismay-—that she was afraid of it ; and
once when they had been in the: nursery together, and
young Stephen had cried and kicked his heels in a tempest
of rage, she had seemed almost to cling to Peter for pro-
tection.

There were occasions when Peter fancied that the.baby
seemed the elder of the two, it was at any rate certain that
Stephen Westcott was not so afraid of his mother as his
mother was of him. And yet, Peter fancied, that could
Clare only get past this strange nervous fear she would
love the baby passionately—swould love him with that
same fierceness of passion that she flung, curjously, now
and again upon Peter himself. * Let me be promised,”
she seemgd to say, ‘“ that I will never have any trouble or
sorrow with my son and I will love him devotedly.” Mean-
while she went into every excitement that life could pro-
vide for her. . . .

It was on a March afternoon of early Spring after a
lonely tea (Clare was out at one of her parties) that Peter
went up to the nursery. FHe had just finished reading the
secorid novel by that Mr. Rondel whose ioler sensation had
occurred some two years before. This second book was
good—there was no doubt about it—and Peter was ashamed
of a kind of dim reluctance in his acknowledgment of its
quality, The fellow had had such reviews; the book,
although less sensational than its predecessor, had hit the
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Clare, shmetimes I think you're about two years

* e shan't hear abont i, she r ted arain. ** You
dan't care—you d(:n't care what I think or what I say—
ST A R PN T

hz_- LI . P PERTEN
to -0 . - . ..
ebt - . . ' .o
raf . i H N :
—thowe people It docsn’t matter to you—yon never
think of me—=""

“ At any rate,” he retorted, “af ?'ou were up here in
thr nurery mote often you would be able to take care
that Steplien's ianncent cars weren't insulted with my
sulgar conversation "’

It was then that he saw, belund Clare, in the doorway,
the dark smiling face of Cards

Cards camo forvard “ Really, you two,” he sad,
haurtang " Peter, old man, don't absurd-—you too,
Chare ** (ke called her Clare now)

The anper dird out of Clare’s eyes  * Well, he knows
I hats lum talling about that nasty old town to the
baby—", Then, 1n a moment, <he was spuling agun—
" I'm sory, Peter Cards 1y quite nght, and anybow the
balsy, docen’t underetand
Sfie stood smihing in front of lum, but the frown did not
ave hs face,

“Oht at's all nzht * he sud sullenly, and he brushed
st them up the stars to hey own room.

m

Trom the «ilener of his room he thought that he could
hear them lLwugtung about 1t downstarrs ** Silly old
Ieter—always getting into tem " Well, was he?
And after alf ladn’t st been, this time, her aflar 7 Stephen
and ke had been kappy enough before the other had come
i1 What was thus senseless dislike of Clare's to Cornwall ?
What could 1t matter to her 7 It was clways cropping
up now  fle coulll think of a thousand occasions, Litely,
when the Lad been reuned by ot
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disappear altogether ? Would it come to him? ... It
camg, and wasgclutchcd and held and triumphed over, .

Peter sat down by his son and began to tell him about
Cornwall., He often did this, partly because the mere
mentioning of names and places satisfied some longing in
his heart, partly because he wanted Cornwall to be the
first thing that young Stephen would realize as soon as he
realized anything. ‘° And you never can tell, you know,
how soon a child can begin. . . .’ L.

Stephen, turning the blue ball round and round in his
fingers, gravely listened. He was perfectly contented.
He Iiked the sounds that circled about him—his father’s
voice, the rustle of the fire, the murmur of something
beyond the walls that he could not understand.- .

™ And then, you see, Stephen, if you go up the hill and
round to the right you come to the market-place, all covered
with shiny cobbles, and once a week filled with stalls where
people sell things. At the other end of it, facing you, there's
an old Tower that’s been there for ages and ages. It’s got
a fruit stall underneath it now, but once, years ago, there
was fighting there and men were killed. Then, if you go
past it, and out to the right, you get into the road that
leads out of the town. It goes right above the sea, and on
a fine day—-"

" Peter |

The voice broke like a stone shattering a sheet of glass.
The ball dropped from young Stephen’s hands. He felt
suddenly cold and hungry and wanted his woollen shoe.
He was not sure whether he would not cry. He would
wait a moment and see how matters developed.

Peter jumped to his feet and faced Clare ; Clare in a fur
cap from beneath which her golden hair seemed to burn in
anger, from beneath which her eyes furiously attacked
his. Of course she had heard him talking to the baby
about Cornwall. They had quarrelled about it before . . .
he had thought that she was at her silly tea-party. His
face that had been, a few moments before, gentle, humor-
ous, happy, now suddenly wore the sullen defiance of a
sulky boy.

e Hli,r breast was heaving, her little hands beat against her
ock.

** He shan’t,” she broke out at last,  hear about it.”

“ Of all the nonsense,” Peter answered her slowly.
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* Really, Clare, sometimes T think you're about two years

** Hle shan’t hear about it,'* she 1 ted again. ** You
dnn't care—you don't eare what I think or what I say—
1'm tus mother—I have the nght—-»>'

The baby looked at them both with wondering eyes, and
to any outsile observer would furely have scemed the
eldest of the three,  Clarc's breath came in little pants of
rge—"* You know-—that I hate—all mention of that place
ethime people. It docsn’t matter to you—you never
think of me—*

“ At any rate,” he retorted, * if you were up here in
the nursery more often you would be able to take care
that Stephen's innncent ears weren't ansulted with my
vulzar coms ersation——-"*

It was then that he saw, betund Clare, in the doorway,
the dark emiling face of Cards

Cards came forward. ' Really, you two” he said,
lwghing  ** Peter, old man, don’t ‘f)c absurd—you too,
Clare * (ke ealled her Clare now)

The anwer dicd out of Clare's eyes  * Well, he knows
T hate lum talling about that nasty old town to the
aby—"" Then, 1n a moment, she was smiling again—
. S e e e

IR TSRy My

. not

Lati 1t 8 au Lignt, ' he sua sunenty, and he brushed
past them up the stars to kus own room.

.
m
Trom the silence of hus room he thought that he could

).x.r:u thr‘m lauglong about 1t downstars * Suly old

Lpoaeon dae vowd Lk 01 a thousand occast : y
when "Le bad been tuused by at. ous, lately,
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But, as he paced, with frowning face, back and fprwar(_ls
across the room, there was somcthing more puzzling still
that had to be thought about. Why did they guarrel
about such tiny things? In novels, in good reliable
novels, it was always the big things about which people
fought. Whoever beard of two people quarrelling because
onc of them wanted to tallk about Cornwall ? and yet it
was precisely concerning things just as trivial that they
were always now disputing. Why need they guarrel at
all? In the first year there had always been peace, ' Why
shouldn’t there be peace now ¢  Where exactly lay Clare’s
altered attitnde to himself, to his opinions, to the world
in general, If he yiclded to her demands—and he had

iclded on many more occasions than was good either for

cr or himseli—she had, he fancied, laughed at him for
being so easily defeated. If he had not yielded then she
had been, immediately, impossible. . . .

And yet, after their quarrcls, there had been the most

wonderful, precious reconciliations, reconciliations that,
even now at his thought of them, made his heart beat
aster. Now, soon, when he went downstairs to dress for
linner, she would come to him, he knew, and beg most
eautifully his pardon. But to-night it seemed suddenly
hat this kind of thing had happened too often lately. He
elt, poor Peter, bewildered. There seemed to be, on every
ide of him, so many things that he was called upon to
nanage, and he was so unable to manage any of them.
de stopped in his treading to and fro and stared at the
ong deal writing-table at which he always worked.

There, waiting for him, were the first chapters of his
1ew novel, Mortimer Stant.  In the same way, two years
1g0, he had stared at the early chapters of The Sione House
—on that morning before he had gone to propose to Clare.
Now there flashed through his mind the wonderful things
‘hat he intended Mortimer Stant to be. It was to concern
1 man of forty (in his confident selection of that age he
lisplayed, most stridently, his own youth), and Mortimer
vas to be a stolid, reserved Philistine, who was, against
1is will, by outside forces, dragged into an emotional crisis.

At the back of his mind he had, perhaps, Maradick for
s figure, but that was almost unconscious, Mortimer
stant was to represent a wonderful duel between the two
amps—the Artists and the Philistines—with ultimate
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victory, of coeres, for the Arpsts. Ttwes to be . . . well,

what was 1t to be? At present the stold Mortuner was
Fidlen behind a phalanx of people—Clare, young Stephen,
Cards, Dobby, Mrs. Rosater (twesome woman), Alcs
Galleon—That was 1t. It was hidden, hidden jost ag
parts of The Stone House had been hdden, but hudden
more deeply—a regular jungle of mterests 2rd occopations
was creeping, stealtinly, stealthily upon tum.

And \";tn tus eye fufl upon an open letter that lay on hus
talds, and, at the sight of it, he was sewzed mth zsbnmm;
sepenof <hame  How could he have forgotten ?

The letter ran—

My pran Mo WrsrcoTT,
You

ot betn to <ec me for many months  Forther
1te hand of Ged, be demed you
se the time.
Hesry Gavtros,

s weor writen feebly, almost allegibl L1
£rc ELt baka, for many Seets oy
2 ¢ 8 Lealth and dunng the last

= City and spent all bus time

e o S o 0 T
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He stepped out of the house unperccived and was im-
mediately conscious of the Spring night. Spring—with a
nraninifaiae ~d —siravagance that seems to be—~to own
' .sndon~had leapt upon the streets.

<+ 1 s« - was bathed in the cvening glow.
Clouds, like bales of golden wool, sailed down a sky so
fainily bluc that the white light of a departed sun seemed
to glow behind it.  The lamps were crocus-coloured against
black barges that might have been loaded with yellow
primroses so did they hint, through their darkness, at the
yellow haze around them.

The silence was melodious ; the long line of dark houses
watched like prisoners from behind their iron bars. They
might expect, it scemed, the Spring to burst through the
flagstones at their fect.

Peter's heart was lightened of all its burden. He shared
the glory, the intoxication of the promise that was on every
side of him. On such a night great ambitions, great ideals,
zreat lovers were created.

He saw Henry Galleon, from behind his window, watching
the pageant. He saw him gaining new life, getting up from
ais bed of sickness, writing ancw his great masterpicces.
And he saw himself, Peter Westcott, learning at last from
the Master the rule and discipline of life. All the muddle,
the confusion of this Jazy year should be healed, He and
Clare should see with the same cyes. She should under-
stand his need for work, he should understand her need for
aelp.  All should be happiness and victory in this glorious
vorld, and he, by the Master’s side, shounld . . .

He stopped suddenly. The house that had been Henry
Galleon’s was blank and dead.

At every window the blinds were down. .

LY



CHAPTLR IX
WILD MEN

To Peter’s immediate world 1t was a matter of surpnse that
he should take Henry Galleon’s death so hardly. Itisa
penalty of greatness that you should, to the majonty of
your fclinw men, be an Tdearather than a human being ™ To
s own famuly Henry Galleon had, of course, been real
cnouph, but to the outtide world he was the author of
Henry Lessirghans and The Roads, whese face onc saw in
the papers as one saw the face of Royalty  Peter Westcott,
moreorer, had not appeared, at any time, to take more
than a general interest o the great man, and 1t wos even
understond that old Mr. Galleon and Millicent and Peraval
contdered themselves womewhat affronted because the
Master hat ¥ been exeredingly land to the young man.
‘Taken trovble about him, tned to know hum, but young
Westcott had allowed the thing to drop—had not been near
lum dunng the fast year

sen Bobby and Alice Gallcon were astonished at Peter’s
el To Bobby hs father’s death came a3 a fine ending
1o a fine career e had died, full of honour and of years.
Even Boblry, who thought that he knew tus Peter pretty
well by pow, was puzzial

* e takes it Boblv explained to Alice, ** as though at
were a land of omen, s~ ever <o riuch more 1n ¢ than any
of undo It seems that he was comung round the very even-
ing that fither ied to talk to lum, and that he suddenly
gan the Llinds down , 1t was a shack to tum, of course
thunk 1t*s all been a hind of remorse working out, remorse
pot anly for having neglected myv father, tut for having
Jeft other things—lus work, 1 suppose, ratlier to look after

E 49

i,"\
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themselves. But he won’t tell me,”” Bobby almost desper-
ately concluded, “ he won’t tell me anything—he really is
the most extraordinary chap.” .

And Peter found it difficult enough to tell himself, did
not indeed try. He only knew that he felt an acute, pas-
sionate remorse, and that it seemed to him that the denial
of that last visit was an omen of the anger of all the Gods,
and even—although to this last hie gave no kind of expres-
sion—the malicious contrivance of an old man who waited
for him down there in that house by the sea. It was as
though gates had been clanged in his face, and that as he
heard them close he heard also the jeering laughter behind
them. . . . He had missed his chance.

He saw, instantly, that Clare understood none of this,
and that, indeed, she took it all as rather an affectation on
his part, something in him that belonged to that side of
him that she tried to forget. She hated, quite frankly,
that he should go about the house with a glum face because
an old man, whom he had never taken the trouble to go
and see when he was alive, was now dead. She showed him
that she hated it.

_He turned desperately fo his work. There had been a
hint, only the other day, from the newspaper for which he
wrote, that his reviews had not, lately, been up to his usual
standard. He knew that they scemed to him twice as
difficult to do as they had seemed a year ago and that
therefore he did them twice as badly.

_He flung himself upon his book and swore that he would
dissipate the shadows that hid it from him. One of the
shadows he saw quite clearly was Cards’ attitude to his
work. It was strange, he thought almost pathetically,
how closely his feeling for Cards now resembled the fecling
that he had bhad, those vears ago, at Dawson's. He still
worshipped him—vorship was the only possible word—
worshipped him for all the things that hie, Peter, was not.
One could not be with him, Peter thought, one could not
watch his movements, hear his voice, without paying it all
the most absoluie reverence. The glamour about Cards
was, to Peter, something almost from another world, Peter
felt so clumsy, so rough and ugly and noisy and out-oif-
place when Cards was present, that the fact that Cards was
almost always present now made life a very difficult thing.
How could Peter prevent himself from reverencing every
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Imply, was unli; a poor one, and that Pcter’s work was not
altogether of the beet he alment openly acserted * What
can old Peter hnow about life ?** ‘one eould hear lum =ay-
ing—" Whrre's he been > Wha's he known? VWhateyer
in the world has he don~ 7

Against this, 10 apute of the phiter that chnne abont
Cardy head, Peter mught, perhaps, have stood He geo
murded himeelf, a hundred times a day  that one must not
eare about the thinzy that ather penple wud one must have
ome's eyes fixed upon the pool— one must be sure of oneaelf,
what 1ad Galleon =ud ?

Dat there vus alen the dtiect of ot all open Clare to
e conndered  Clare hiotened to Cards “he was, Peter
shooruly coredered, very largcly of Cardy opruon The
ten people for vhom he rared meet an the world after
yourz Stephen who as a et ke not yet begun to count,
thoeght that Le was warting bus tuer

Sermetiries, as he st st bav ol ot table fichting with a
frowngy senas of disglisrnment that was bae nothiny s
rh 2y a clulls Birst discrnery that s bastita] doll s
fdwatl: ttraw he would wash pascronatedy sehmmently,
it the teturn of theer davs when Le bad satn Latle
bedrorm wmitieg fiedben Hauzed with Norah Meromue,
ard deor M. Zants and ¢sen tantum Lttde Gottfned, there
0 emcorrooe lym,

Tkt tad bren Adventure—bert thas > Ard then
L4 wrvld remermber young Stepleen ard (Lre—paments
eyt Litely that she had slored with lam—ord L2 vl be

Uhtaz

1
1t w2t P 20 afterronn of funcss wind a iy
A7nl Lot the pnevital I orcarted. Al the the
trrs 12 the Linle orclard pad been kehent © P
Vrrether asthaman 4t errin 2 fum e 4o -
by 22d were adignant at got bz sl i

-t
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Him : they gave yon the impression that it would be quite
as much as your ?ife would be worth to venture into their
midst.

Peter had, during a number of hours, endeavoured to
sieree the soud of Mortimer Stani—meanwhile, as the wintd
}mwlcd. ihe rain lashed the windows of his room, and the
personality of Mr. Stant faded farther and farther away
mio nltimate distance, Peter was increasingly conscious that
he was listening for something, )

He had felt himscl surraunded by this strange sense of
anticipation before.  Sometimes it had stayed with him for
a short period only, sometimes it had extended over days—
always it brought with it an emotion of excitement and
even, if he had analysed it sufficiently, fear, .

He was suddenly conscious, in the naked spaces of his
barely furnished room, of the personality of his father.
conscious was he that he got up from his table and stood
at the rain-swept window, looking out into the orchard,
as though he expected to see a sinister figure creeping,
stealthily, from behind the trees. In his thoughts of WS
father there was no compunction, no accusing scruples of
neglect, only a perfectly concrete, active sense, in some
vague way, of force pitted against force.

1t might be summed up in the conviction that ** the old
man was not done with him yet "—and as Peter turned
back from the window, almost relicved that he had, indecd,
seen no crecping figure amongst the dark trees, he was aware
that never since the days of his starvation in Bucket Lane
had he been so conscious of those threatening memories of
Scaw House and its inhabitants,

At that, almost as he reached his table, there was a
knocl on his door,

*“ Come in,’’ he cried, and, scorning himself for his fears,
faced the maid with staring cyes.

“ Two gentlemen to see you, sir,” she said. * I have
shown them into the study.’

 Is Mrs. Westcott in ? ™
" No, sir. She told me that she would not be back until
six o’clock, siv.”

* I will come down.”

In the hall, hanging amongst the other things as a Piraic
might hang beside a company of Evangelist ministers, was
Stephen Brant’s hat.

L
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As Peter's hand turned on the handle of the study door
Le knesz that hus heart was beating with so furious a clamour
that he could not hear the lock turn.

m

He entered the room and found Stephen Brant and Mr,
Zantt facng lum.  The hitle wandow between the dim
rows of books showed him the pale Lght that was soon to
succeed the storm.  The two men scemed to fill the Little
room; thar bodies were shadowy and mysterious against
1he pale colour, and Peter had ‘the impression that the
things 1n the room—the chairs, the books, the table—
huddled agunst the wall, so crowded did the place scem.

or lymsel, at hus first «ight of them, he was compelied,
Instantly, to chieck a fechng of joy so overwhelming that
he was }um-u-ll astonished at the force of st.  To them, as
they stood there, smuling, feeling that <ame emotion to
which he, also, was now succumbing ! He checked himself
1t was as though he were foreed suddenly, by a supreme
effort of will, to dnve from the room a tumultuous crowd of
ctures, enthusiasms, and memone, that, for the sake of
the preeent and of the future, must be forbidden to stay
with him. It was almurd—he was a husband, a father, a
responsible hotiseholder, almost a personage . . and yet,
as he looked at Stephen’s eyra and Mr, Zanti's smule, he
was the httle boy back agmun tn Tan's <hop with the old swt
of ammour, the beads and aiver and Eastern cloths, and out
beyond the window, the sea was breaking upon the wooden

ey, ..
y )?«- put the picture away from um and rushed to greet
the two of them, ™ Zanti} Stephen ! . Oht how
splendid I How perfectly, perfeetly splendid 17

Mr, Zantt's enormots body was encddred tn a sunt of
LUSrb R A T il A ot i el

Tom Vg e la
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these things,” you might hear him say, * but 1 Jove still
better to do anything in the workd ihat I can for you, my
{riend.”’

Stephen presented a more moderate appearance, but he
was brown with health and shining with strengih. He was
like the old Stephen of years and years ago, so different
from ihe man who had shared with Peter that room in
Bucket Lane. . )

He carried himsel with that air of strong, caulious re-
serve that Cornishmen have when they are in some other
country than their own ; his eyes, mild, gentle, but on the
alert, ready at an instant to be hostile.  Then, when Peter
came in, the reserve instantly fled.  They had, all three of
them, perhaps, expected embarrassment, but at that cry
of Peter’s they were suddenly together, Mr. Zanti, waving
his hands, almost shouting, Stephen, his eyes resting with
delight on Peter, Peter himself another creature from {he
man who had pursued Mortimer Stant in the room upstairs,
half an hour before.

* 'We thought that z¢ time 'ad come, dear boy , . . we
know zat you are busy.”" Mr, Zanti looked about him a
little anxiously, as though he expected to find Mrs, Peter
hiding under a chair or a sofa.

“Oh1! Stephen, after all this Jong Jong whilel Why
didn’t you come before when Mr. Zanti came ?

“ Too many of us coming, Mr, Peter, and you so busy.”

“Nomsense. I'm not in the least busy—I'm sorry to
say my wife's out but the baby’s in—upstairs, and there's
the most terrific woman up there, too, the nurse—I'm
frightened out of my life of her—but we'll get rid of her
and bave the place to ourselves . . . you know the kid's
called after you, Stephen ? ”

*“ No, is he really ? " Stephen’s face shone with pleasure.
“I'm keen to see him,”

“Oh, be's a trump! There never really was such a
baby.”

“ And your books, Mr. Peter 2 ”

“Oh! the books!” Peter's voice dropped, * mever
mind them now. But what have you been doing, you
two ? Made heaps of money ? Discovered treasure ? . . .”
He pulled himself up shorfly. He romembered the book-
shop, the girl leaning against the door looking into the
street, then the boys crying the news. . . .
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1 Mr, Zanti had been mixing limsell up with that eort
of thang agin | And then the brght Dlue sust, the wlate
Epits, were reassunpg As af one could ever take ruch a
ehild semon<ly about anytlung 1

Mr. Zantt “hook tus head rucfully.  * No, not ezackly
a fortunr!  There was a plice 1 ‘card of, nght up m the
DBaque sountry——"twas an old decerted parden, where zey
‘ad buned tregoure, contunes ago—I ’ad it quite certunly
from a friend  We camre ur there for a urme but we found
nothing,*  He sizlind and then was instantly cheered amain.,
“ But at's all bt 1hve got o plan now—a wonderful
phin,”  He hoeame very mystenous  * It's a cortun thing
—ue're off to Cornwall, Mr. Brant and myself-—""

“Corrwall

* Coms ton, Peter ™

*“ART don’t T wich that T couwld ™ e suddenly caw
his Lfe, his books—eventhng in Lordon holding am,
tying him——"Hut ! ecant go row, my father béing there
makes it impocable.  But in any care, 1 m a family man
now—you know

As hie sud the words he was comscrous that, m Stephen's
€34 at any mte, the family man was about the last thing
that ke Joohed.  He was wondenng with intense cunosaty,
what were the thirps that Stephen was tinding = lum, for
the thingy that Stephen found were most assuredly the
thines that he was ~ No one knew him as Stephen knew
him. Apamnst hus wall the thought of Clare came drving
"an him. How litth~ she know hun | or was st only that
the knew another = 1e of him ?

But he pulled hirvell anay from that  * Now for the
nurery—Stephen Secundus © But youll hase to support
mrl\\hxl\t I get nd of Mrs. Kent—pethaps three of us to-
gether. -

As he Jed the way upsturs he knew that Stephen was
not entirely reasrured about Lam.

Mm, Kant was a luge, busy swoman, ke a hore—a
brarse who di ikes other horas and <mffs an enemy 1
every wind. She very deadedh sniffed an enemy oy,
and Mr, Zanti's blue <t paled before ber fierce eves,  He
nvp{vd tack into the doormay aratn, treading wpn
s wen, Poter, who was always coaaoes that M Kant
Jooked npon imeif and Clare as two entirelv ndicelous
and shghtly impertinent chddnn, stammered a bttle,
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“You might go down and have your tea now, NMrs.
Kant. I'll keep an cye upon Stephen.”

“ I've had myv tea, thank you, sir.” .

“Well, T'H relieve you of the baby for a little.” She
was sewing, She snapped off a picce of thread with a
sharp click of her teeth, sat silently for a momen: staring
in front of her, then quictly got up. “ Thank ydu, sir,”
she said, and left the room,

All three men breathed again as the door closed—then
they were all conscious of young Stephen,

The thing was, of course, absurd, but to all threc of them
{here came the conviction that the baby had been laughing
at them for their terror of Mrs, IKant.” He was aurled up
on a chair by the fire, looking at them with his wide eyes
over his shoulder, and he scemed to sxg', “1I don’t carc a
snap for the woman—why should you ?* The blue ball
was on the floor at the foot of the chair, and the firclight
leapt upon the frieze that Peter had so carefully chosen—
giants and castles, dwarfs and princesses rununing round the
room in red, and blue, and gold.

Young Stephen looked at them, puzzled for an instant,
{hen with a shout he would have acclaimed his father, but
his gaze was suddenly arrested by the intense blueness of
Mr. Zanti's clothes, He stared at it, fascinated. Into his
life there had suddenly broken the revelation that yon
might have somcthing far larger than the blue ball that
moved and shone in so fascinating a manner. His eyes
immediately glittered with the thought that he would
presently have the joy of rolling something so big and
shining along the floor. He could not bear to wait. His
fat fingers curved in the air with the eager anticipation of
it—words, actual words had not as yet come to him, but,
crowing and gurgling, he informed the world that he wanted,
he demanded, instantly, that he should roll Mr. Zanti.

" Well, old man, how arc you ? 7 said Peter. But he
would not look at his father.” His arms stretched toward
Mr. Zant.

“Yow've made a conquest right away, Zanti,” Peter
said, laughing. )

It was indeed instantly to be perceived that Mr. Zant
was in his right clement.” Any pretence of any kind of age
fell away from him, his arms curved towards oung Stephen
as young Stephen’s curved towards him. e was making
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noivs i1 his throat that exactly resembled the noives that
the tab made.

He looked down gravely upon the chair—"' 'Ow do you
;lo?" l:lc sud, and he took young Stephen's fat fingers in
) N

I say«” he remarked, Jooling at Peter and Stephen,
*that'e would like to vl me upon the floor—Lke that ball
ther 3

“Well, et tum,” smd Peter, lauglung,

The baby then dug tus fingers mto Mr Zant’s haur and
pulied doan hus head towards the chaur, intense satisfaction
tlonding 119 face as he did <o

The laby scemed, for a moment, to whisper into Mr.
Zant's car, then chuckhng, 1t chimbed down from the chair,
and, on all fours, crawled, its eyes and mouth suddenty
serious as though 1t were conscious that 1t was engaged upon
a rery desperate adventure  The three men watched at
Across the alsolute silence of the room there came the
sound of the rain dnving vpon the pane, of the tumbling
clatter of the fire, of the baby’s hands falung upon the
tarpet,

.\‘r. Zanti was euddenly upon his hnees " Here” he
e, sewnng the blue Lall,  Te rolled 1t to young Stephen
1t was canght, dropped, and then the fat fiegers had ﬂunﬁ
themselves upon Mr Zantr’s coat.  Ie let lumself go an
was pulled back =prasling upon the floor, lus huge body
stretclung from nd to end of the g

Then, almast before they had realized st, the other two
men were down upon ther hnees  The ball was packed up
and tossed from hand to hand, the baby, sitting upon Mr
Zanty's stomach, watchung with delight these extraordinary
cyents

Then they played Hunt the Shipper, sitting round 1 a
Ting upon the carpet, young Stephen trying to cateh hus own
L , fathing over upon hus back, kacking his legs i the ar,
dastung pow at Stephen the Lder's beard, now at tus
father's coat, now at Mr Zanti's legs.

The nease of the laughter drowned the mun and the fire,
Mr Zants had the shpper—he was sitting upon st feter
made a dach for it, Mr. Zantt rolled over, they were all 2
a heap vpon the floor

“ie'got it” Mr Zanti was off an all fopre round
the room. the aby on lus back clutching ~{l:-‘m'

~ &
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He held their hands for a moment as they stood outside
in the dusk. :

** Where arc you staying ? I must see you again—"

“ We go down to Cornwall to-morrow.’

Stephen caught Peter’s shoulder :

‘ Come down to us, Peter, if you get a chance.”

They all stared at one another; they were all, abso-
lutely, entirely without words, Afterwards they would
regret that they had said nothing, but now—— |

They vanished into the dusk, and Peter, stepping into
‘lc)];c house again, closed very softly the hall door behind

m.



CHAPTER X
ROCKING TUE ROUNDABOUT

As he climbed, once more, the stairs to the nursery, he was
conraous of the pecesaty for a great restrmnt - Did he
but relax ot an instant’ lus control he was aware that
forces—often dimly pereeived and shuddered at—would
now, a8 never 1n his bfe before, burst into freedom

1t war as thouph 2 whale hle of oy and happiness had
Teen suddenly snatched from him, and 1t was Clare who had
1obixd him-—Clare who hud never cared what the things
might be that she demanded from ham—Clare who gave
lum nothing.

But i sage now, he also felt, was beyond all reason,
romethung that belonged to that other part of tum, the
part that Scaw Ifouse and ats dask room understs an
0 temnibly fostered

e wasd afrasd of what he might do

u

On ning the pursery door he <aw the strapht, thin,
:h!mnmxck of Mrs Rant as she bent to put things straeht
Youny Stephen was quietly asleep  He closed the doos,
an, turning n the narrow pasage, found Clare coming
out of her room.  In the ditn gl they faced one another,
hestidity flarringy botween them She doohed at hem for @
moment, her breast heasvang, ber mouth so tisht and <harp
her eves v fictee that her hittle stature seemied 1o be tassed
by hier anger to o great keght

)
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At that moment Peter felt that He hated her as he had
never hated any one in his life before.

She went back, without a word, into her room. .

She did not come down again that night and he had his
evening meal, miserably, alone. . .

e slept in his dressing-room. Long before morning his
rage had gone. He looked at her locked door and wished,
miserably, that he might die for her. . . . :

111

Later, as he sat, hopelessly, over the dim and sterile
pages of Mortimer Stanif, Mrs. Rossiter came, heavily, in
to talk with him. Mrs. Rossiter always entered the room
with an expression of stupid benignity that hid a good deal
of rather sharp perception. The fact that she was not
nearly so stupid as she looked enabled her to look all the
stupider, and she covered a multitnde of brains with a
quantity of hard black silk that she spread out around her
with the air of one who is filling as much of the room as
she can conveniently seize upon. Her plump arms, her
broad and placid bosom, her flat smooth face, her hair,
entirely negative in colour and arrangement, offered no clue
whatever to her unsuspected sharpnesses. Smooth, broad,
flat, and motionless, she carried, like the Wooden Horse of
Troy, a thousand dangers in the depths of her placidity.

She had come now to assist her daughter, the only person
for whom she may be said to have had the slightest genuine
affection, for Dr. Rossiter she had long despised, and Mrs.
Gallcon was an ally and companion but never a friend.
She had allowed Clare to marry Peter, chiefly because Clare
would have married him in any case, but also, a little,
because she thought that Peter had a great career in front
of him. Now that Peter’s career seemed already to be,
for the most part, behind him, she disliked him, and because
he appeared to have made Clare unhappy suddenly hated
him . . . but placidity was the shield that covered her attack,
and, for o symbol, one might take the large flat golden
brooch that she wore on her bosom—flat, expressionless,

and shining, with the sharpest pin behind it that ever
brooch possessed.
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Wirs, Remsiter, «ith no appearance of having heard any-
thing that Tt Lad said, continued— :
“ron know, Peilh that your temperament is very dif-
ferent to Clarc’s. vou are, and I know you will forgive
my putting ;4 so plainly, @ little wild stﬂlr—doubtless owing
to your carlicr yecars- Clare is gentle, bright, happy. She
has never given my husband or myself a moment’s trouble,
Pbut that is beeause we understood her nature. We knew
that she loved people about her to be happy—she flourished
in the sun, she drooped under the clouds . . - under the
clouds,” Mrs. Rossiter repeated again softly, as she searched
with care for her next words.

Irritation was risiog within Peter. Why should it be
conclnded so incvitablz that the fault was all on Peter’s
side and not at all on Mare's—after all, there were reasons
, .. but he pulled himself up. He had behaved like a
heast. o
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“ Wil she forpive me 7%

Y Drear Chace,” sud Mrs, Reeater, niurg bnthtly and
with a peneral air of benovolence towards all the sinfiers in
exntence, M s the mont forgiving ereature in the workd

He went down 1o her bedroom and found her lying on a
rofv and reading a novel,

He fell on hus knees at her side—" Clare—darling—i'm
a beast, a brute——-""

She suddenly turned her face 1nto the cushions and burst
into passionate erying. “Ohl it's homble—homble—
hormble—""

e Licad her hand, and then getting on to his feet apain,
stond looking at her ankwardly, struggling for words with
which to comfort her

v

And then at luncheon, there was a hittle penalled feeble
note fur Peter from Norah Manogue  * Plewe, if you can
spare half an hour come to me In a day or two [am off
0 the country ™

Things had just been restored to peace and happines—
Clare had {u‘t proposed that they xhoold go, that aftes-
mwn, to a Prvate View together—they might go and have
ten with——

Tor an in<tant he was tempted to atandon Norah.  Then
his couraze came

“ Heren a note from Mia Monogue,” he sud  “ Shes
awfully 31, 1 think 1 ought ——

Clarc’s face hantenrd amun She gut up from the table

= Just as you please—" she <aid

lir cimbed on ta the ommbus that was to ctumble with
fam down Iecadilly wath a badoous, numbing sense of
beirs under the hand of fate \Why, at this moment
all ims, shoul) this letter of Nemah Memogue « bave aude
s unhappy appearance 1 Wath what dithouly and s«ormow
1ad he and Clire reachnd onee more a recenalntio, only,
0 wantenly, to be pluched away from 1t azunt Frem
the top of b omm{nu be ookl down upoen a snister
London 1t was a beavy, bwenag day, thik couds hike
darp dothy came down upon the towens amd clamness

Lo 1rees 10 the Grren Path were black and il and 1
and out of tte Quln f guret Alipped cattiously and it seemed
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furtively. Just beyond the Green Park they were building
2 vast hotel, climbing figures and twisting Iines of scaffold-
ing pierced the air, and behind the rolling and rattling of
the traffic the sound of many hammers beat rhythmically,
monotonously. . . . .

To Peter upon his omnibus, suddenly that sound that
he had heard before—that sound of London stirring——came
back to him, and now more clearly than he had ever known
it. Tap-tap-tap-tap . . . Clamp-clamp-tap-tap-tap-tap—
whir! whir! .. . Clamp-clamp. . . .

It seemed to him that all the cabs and the buses and the
little black figures were being hurried by some power
straight, fast, along Piccadilly to be pitched, at the end of
it, pell-mell, helter-skelter mto some dark abysmal pit,
there to perish miserably.

Yes, the beast was stirring! Ever so little the pave-
ments, the houses were heaving. Perbaps if one could se¢
alrcady the soil was cracking beneath one’s feet. ‘“ Look
out! London will have you in a minute.” Tap-tap-tap-
tzlxp—clamp-damp——mp-tap-tap ~tap —whir-whir — clamp-
clamp. . . .

Anvhow it was a heavy, clammy day. The houses were
ghosis and the people were ghosts, and grey shadows, soon
perhaps to be a yellow fog, floated about the windows and
the doors and mufiled all human sounds. .

He passed the great pile of scaffolding, saw iron girders
shining, saw huge cranes swinging in mid-air, saw tiny,
tiny black atoms perched above the noise and swallowed
by the smoke . . . tap-tap—clamp-clamp. . . .

Yes, the beast was moving . . . and, out and in, lost
and then found again, crept that twisting chain of beggars
to whose pallid army Peter himself had once so nearly
belonged.

* I suppose I've got a headache after all that row with
Clare,” Peter thonght as he climbed off the omnibus.

v

He realized, as he came into the Bloomsbury square,
and saw Mrs, Brockett gloomily waiting for him, that the
adventures of his life were most strangely bound together.
Not for an instant did he seem to be able to escape from
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any one of them, Now it would be Comseal], now the
Jookshop, now Stephien, row Mr Zant], now Bucket Lane,
niow Treliw—all of them tnterweasing, arresting hus action
at every moment. Becanee he had done that onee now
this must not be permttad im, he felt, as he rang the ol
Leavy hell of Brockett s, that his head would never thunk
ceatly arun  As the door opened and he stepped 1nto the
il hie heard, funtly, across thie flat spaces of the Square
“ Tap-tap-tap-tap—clampctunp . . 0

Tien Mre. Brockett, who might be contidered, 1if any
onr fn the wotfd, tmmune from mortad smagimations,
felt the heaviness of the day, sugrested a prevalenee of
thunder, and shooh her hrad when Peier ashed about Misa

s bad, Mr Peter very bad, poor dear,  There's
no doubt about that,  Its hard to seo what can be done
for her—=but plucky ! That's a «mall word for g 0+

“ 1'm sure rhe 3e," end Peter, feeling ashamed of having
made &0 much of hus own bitle treables

** fhe must get out of Loadon if shes to improve at all
In a week or two | hope <he i b able to mose

” How's every one ele 2

" Ob, will fnough”  Mre Drockett straphtened her
dreea ot Ler boaotifnl Lands in the ol fanaliar way—
* ut you're pot loking sery bty yourself, Mr Peter

TORYT Pryoall naht,” be apswered, smailing, hut she
Bhﬁ"\\. ber bead after him as ehe watched lum go up the
stain,

And then he was rsurprised He came nto Norzh
Memnue's room and faund her aittieg wp by her window,
Indiag better than be had ever <een ber  Her face was
full of cotrur and her eyes trght and eruling, Ouiy on
By tamids the blue vens stong aut, and their touch, when
she shool hands wath fam, was bt and burnmg

Tlut be wan peamsured, Mrs flinchetr bl exapgerated
a0 rade il & worst ofat all

“ You're Inlang *rlcm‘.x-i-l‘m o piv! 1 was afrad
101 vory Iettey e

“0Oh1 ¥ really am pettirs on,” she heolean padlv, “ and
1" the riemt oy 1n the wotld that you are to come 11 and
tee Ime s gquackiy Oy ona day Wle thas London doey
it Bn hessdy upoa ong, doeas’t 3t ? and one just lanm
10 tle coutitrye—n"
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Alittle breath of a sigh escaped from her, and she looked
through her window at the dim chimneys, the clouds hang-
ing like consolidated smoke, the fine, thin dust that filtered
the air.

“You're looking tired yourself, Peler. Working too
bard ?

*“No,” he shook his head. * The work hasn't been
coming ecasily at all. I suppose I've been too conscious,
Intely, of the criticisms every one made about The Stone
House. T don’t believe one ought really to listen to any-
body, and yet it's so hard not to, and so difficult to know
who-e opinton one aught to take if onc's going to take any-
bodv’s. I wish,” he suddenly brought out, ** Henry Galleon
were still alive. 1 could have followed him.”

* But why follow anybody 2

* Ah! that's just it. I'm beginning to doubt myself
and that's why it’s getting so difficult.”

Her cyes searched his face and she saw, at once, that he
was in very real trouble.  He looked vounger, just then,
«he thoueht, than she had ever scen him, and she felt herself
so immensely old that she could have taken him into her
arms and mothered him as though he’d been her own snn,

* There are a lot of things the matter,” she said, ** tell
me what they all are.”

*Well,” he saud slowly, T suppose it’s all been mostly
my own fault—Dbut the real difficulty is that 1 don’t ceem
to b able to run the business of being married and the
busmne s of wnung topether, I don't think Clare in the
Ieast cares now about my writing—she almost resents it ;
shie cared at first when she thought that I was going to

mutke o huge suceess of it, but now "
¥ But, of course,” raid Miss Monogue, ** that success
cons slowly-—1t must if 1t's gong to be any use at all "

*Well, <fie deesn’t see that,  And she wants me to go
aut to parties and play about all the time—and then she
dosrn’t want me to be any of the things that I was before
met buro All my earher Wie fnghtens her—1 suppose,” he
taddendy emded, 1 want her (o be different and ng wants
me 1o be difirreny, and we can’t make a compromise,”

Then J=s Monoque sud @ * Have any outside people
interhred atall ’

Peter eabnred. * Well, of coune
up dur Clare,  She came and talle

Mrs. Rossiter stands
d to me this moming
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and I think the things that she sud were quite true, 1

suppree 1 am morose and mottid sometines—mote than 1

rmhémd then,” hie added slouly, * there's Cards——**
- xS

* Cantlillac—a man 1 was at school with.  I'm very fond
of him, He's the best frend I've got, and he's been all
over the plare and done everything, and, of course, knows
ever po much more about the world than 1 do.  The fact
i1 he thinks really that my novels are dreadfol nonsense,
anty he's much too Lind o say so—and, of course, Clare
Tooka up to him a 1ot Although he's only my own ace he
toema 50 much older than both Clare and myself 1 don't
bLelieve she'd have lost interest in my work so quickly i
l'lt hadt t ilnﬂumcnl her—and he's wnfluenced me too—""

- - to tell you how
' - ' 1y people in my
Bife that I've cared about, and I've never realized anything
m intencely before,  Beeandey, " he went on, laurhung proudly,
“hes such a splendid kid1 1 wash you could see tum,
Norah  He'll do something one day——"

*Well, what's the troubl~ about Stephen ?

" Clare's 80 odd about um.  There are tuimes when 1
don’t believe she eares for lum the Jeast hittle tit. Then
there are other timet when she resents ficreely my inter-
fening about Lim.  Somctim™ she seems to love tum more
ihan anything in the world, but at's always in an odd
defiant way,~—just as though she were afrud that some-
thary & hiurt ber if she showed that she cared too
mm&x,"

Tlere was mlence between them for a munute and then
TPeter summad 1t all up with —" The fict 15, Dorah, that
every sort of thiae'a petting in between me and my work
and womes me. 1t as though 1T were tocing more ballc
in the air than 1 could posubly manape At one moment
1 think it's Clare that I've got epecially to hang on to—
another time {t’s the book—and then it's Stephen.  The
romett e settled down something turns up to remmd
i~ of Cornwall ar the Boolshop  Fact s I'm petting
batterad at Ly sometlarg or othrer and 1 never can grt
my treath,. 17 oughtn't ever to have mamed—I'm not up
tra”
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Norah Monogue took his hand. ,

““You are up to it, Peter, but I expect you've got a l_ot
to go through before you'rc clear of things. Now I'm
going to be brutal. The fact is that you’re too sclf-centred.
People never do anything in the world so long as they are
wondering whether the world’s going to hurt them or no.
Those ecarly years of yours made you morbid. You've
got a temper and one or two other things that want a lot
of holding down and that takes up your attention—And
then Clare isn't the woman to help you '

Peter was about to break in, but she went on —“ Oh!
1 know my Clare through and through. She’s just as
anxious as you are not to be hurt by anything and so she’s
heing hurt all the time. She’s out for happiness at any
cost and you’re out for freedom—frecdom from every kind
of thing——and because both of you are denied it you are
restive. But you and Clare are both pcople whose only
salvation is in being hurt and knocked about and bruised
to such an extent that they simply don’t know where they
are. Oh! I know—I'm exactly the same sort of person
myself. We can't thank the Gods if we are knocked
about; ”?

Suddenly she paused and, falling back in her chair, put
her hand to her breast, coughing. Something seized her,
held her in its grip, tossed her from side to side, at last left
her white, speechless, utterly exhaunsted. It had come so
suddenly that it had taken Peter entirely by surprise. She
lay back now, her eyes closed, her face a grey white.

He ran to the door and called Mrs, Brockett. She came,
and with an exclamation hurried away for remedies.

Peter suddenly felt his hand seized—a hoarse whisper
was in his ear—~" Peter—dcar~—go—at—once—I can’t bear
~—you—to see me-—like this. Come back—another day.”

He knelt, moved by an affection and tenderncss that
seemed stronger than any emotion he had ever known, and
kissed her, She whispered :

** Dear bo »

On his way back to Chelsea, the orange lamps, the white
streets powdered with the evening glow, the rustling plane
trees whispered to him, ** You've got to be knocked about
~—you've got to be knocked about—yowve got to be
knocked about—"' but the murmur was no longer sinister.

Still thinking of Norah, he went up to the nursery to see
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the boy in bed  He remembered that Clare was pring out
abme {o a party and that he woull hasve the evening to
humneel!

On entening the room, dark exeept for a mght-licht by
the bay's bed, «ome untnown fear a<aided tum He wat
instantiv, at the thre<hold, conscious of 1t He stood {or
n rinment an alence then realized what it was The bay
wat moaning an las leep

He went quickly overto thecotand bent down  Stephen’s
PR NS Ara it

. P .. e e
v .. . .

He's Lad a httle cold all day, ar 1've hept am
indeora

" Have you tal oo lus temperature 2

* Yes . notlung at all unusual  He often goes up

and down
11ave you spolen to your mustress 2

“Yes, it She artoer wath me that there 18 rothing
unual—'

e brushal past the woman and went to lus wile's
bedrnam,

She wasdreseed and was puttirg on a <turg of pearls, a
wedding present from her father  She smiled up at lam

** Clare, do vou baow Stephen’sali > !

* No s omly aeold  I've been up to «ee tum——-*

He teok Lrr hand—alr smiled up ot lam— 114 yon
enjoy sour vyt 4 She fastened the pechlace

Ure, stav in to-raphit 1t may be notlung, butaf the

v £t warepe—'"
* 1} you want me to stay ¥

Yea!!

I wanted you to go with me they aftemoon——"
That wasdifferent  The boy man be really il—"
*You 't do what T wanted Uy afternoon Why
thoold [ what von want now #7
“ Chre, slay,  Pirase, I e
She tool, ier Land pently out of fus, and, 21she went out
of the dror, smatchmt off the electng hight
e Feard the opeming of the Wall door and, standirg
whete shie Lad Teft Lim 1 the dul bedroom, saw, slaning,
lauztarg at lam, her eye
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Erved iz Creyme Walk, The man could be with Bim in
grarier of an bour.

Then he went back mto the puesery, Mes, Kant was
There.

“ Yve sent for Dr. Mizehell

“ Yery well

 He'll be here 1 guarter of an hoar™

** Very well, sr

He hated the weman.  He woeld Like to take her thun
ooy vk and wring at

He went over to the cot and looked dawn,  The Ittle
body cutlined voder the cothes was so helpless, the Ltsle
Bands, clenched row, wee s toy . he wos breathong
ooy fast, and Bitle sounds came i between hus teeth,
Little streepling cnes

ter mw that woment when Stephen the elder t-.:d

beld Stephen the younger alofr m Hs arms. The Gods
arpear to us enly When we elum to challenge thewr exaita-
ton. They had beer challenged az that mement .
Young St:;\h-n agunst e Godst Surely an unegual
contesz)

4

D=, Mitchell caree and 1nstanthe the struggle was at its
Reight. Aprendionis. As they stood over the o0t the oy
awcke and began to ¥ & hrtle, turned s head from side
to averd the bighe, beating with b bands

into Tetee's bmrt

“ Texoperature 1o3~—presty tad””  Mitchell who was

a stous, short rman with red cheeks, grey eves, and the ar
of an amiable rohig, was LOW AQTO semething
sharp, alert, eficlal

Trter cansht his arm—

“ Irsallnght ¥ .. . you don't thinke— 3™

Thke man t.m\«l and Tocked at him with eyes so kind
that Peter tremtied,
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I ook here, we've got to fight it, Westcott. I ought
to have been called hours ago. But keep your head and
we'll pull the child through. . . . Better go down and
have something to eat. You'll need it.” .

Outside the door Peter faced a trembling Mrs. Kant.

“ Look here, you lied just now. You never took the
boy's temperature.”’

¢ Well, sir: "

“ Did you or not 27’

“ Well, sir, Mrs. Westcott said there was no need. I'm
sure I though ”

* You leave the house now——at once. Go up and pack
your things and clear out. If I see you here in an hour’s
time the police shall turn you out.”

The woman began to cry. Peter went downstairs. To
his own surprise he found that he could eat and drink.
Of so fundamental an importance was young Stephen in
his life that the idea that he could ever lose him was of an
absurd and monstrous incredibility. No, of that there was
no question—but he was conscious nevertheless of the
supreme urgency of the occasion. That young Stephen
had ever been delicate or in any way a weakling was a
monstrous suggestion. Always when one thought of him
it was a baby laughing, tumbling—or thoughtfully, with
his 1léand rolled tightly inside his father's, taking in the
world.

Just think of all the tottering creatures who go on and
on and snap their fingers at death. The grotesque old
men and women ! Or think of the feeble miserables who
never know what a day's health means—crowding into
Davos or shuddering on the Riviera !

And young Stephen, the strongest, most vital thing in
the world | Nevertheless, suddenly, Peter found that he
could eat and drink no more. He put the food aside and
went upstairs again,

In the darkened nursery he sat in a chair by the fire and
waited for the hours to pass. The new nurse had arrived
and moved quietly about the room. There was no sound
at all save the monotonous whispering beseeching little
cries that came from the bed. One had heard that con-
centration of will might do so much in the directing of such
a battle, and surely great love must help. Peter as he sat
in the half-darkness thought that he had never before
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realized his love for the boy—how i it h
all- ading—so that if 1t were taken from him Iife would
be instantly broken, without colour, without any rhythm

or force.

O T L (I .
af
at

ayg Lol ,
there is anythung 1 all that stuff about God anyway,
Westcott 2 '*—af a mght when he had gone with some
loose woman of the town and of the wet miry street that
they had left behind them as she had closed the door—of
. o f T 7 T enCardillac again—
' 1 to him that mght

so_from that to

' r House, the struggle

a strange novel of
The Brothers Karg-
ramazoffs . that
. . . " and the Kara-
mazoffs were of a sensual, debased stock--rotten at the
base of them with an old drunken buficon of a father—
yes, that was like the Westcotts  All Ius life, struggle . . .
and young Stephen—all his life, struggle and yet,
v i AMn Anibliy f Aameadabine of $ha feht warn 4 on

everything were taken from hum, if he were absolutely,
nakedly alone—what then ?  Ah, what thent
He bunied his head 1n lus hands  * God, you don't
know what young Stephen 1s to me—or, yes, of course,
you do know, God—and because you do know, you will
not take him from me "’
e - k1ot 2 ymeevery now
* Peter went over
aur examunation,

k of ty»—-’l\e’\
{ ‘T - -
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golden haze of London beyond, two stars that now, when
the storm had spent itself, showed in a dark, dim sky.
Very faintly the clanging notes of trams, the clatter of a
hansom cab, the imperative call of some bell came to him.

The world could thus go on! Mitchell crossed to him
and put his hand on his shoulder.

“ He's pretty bad, Westcott. An operation’s out of the
guestion, 'm afraid. Butif you’d like another opinion "

“ No, thanks. 1 trust you and Hunt” The doctor
could feel the boy’s body trembling beneath his touch.

«It's all right, Westcott. Don’t be frightened. We'll
do all mortalscan. We’ll know in the early morning how
things are going to be. The child’s got a splendid con-
stitution.” ,

He was interrupted by the opening of the nursery door,
and, turning, the men saw Clare with the light of the
passage at her back, standing in the doorway. Her cloak
was trailing on the floor—around her her pink filmy dress
hung like shadows from the light behind her. Her face
was white, her eyes wide.

h;;d\Vha.t— ?”’ she whispered in the voice of a frightened
child.

Peter crossed the room, and took her with him into the
passage, closing the door behind him.

She clung to him, looking up into his face.

** Stephen’s very bad, dear. No, it's something in-
ternal ”

“ And I went out to a party ? ** her voice was trembling,
she was very near to tears. ‘‘ But I was miserable, wretched
all the time. I wanted to come back, T knew I oughtn’t to
have gone, . . . Oh Peter, will he die? Oh'! poor little
thing ! Poor little thing !

. Even at that moment, Peter noticed, she spoke as though
it were somebody else’s baby.

“‘ No, no, dear. It'll be all right. Of course it will.
Mitchell’s here, he'll pull him through. But you'd better
go and lie down, dear. I promise to come and tell you if
anything’s the matter. You can’'t do any good—there’s
an excellent nurse !

“ Where’s Mrs. Kant ?

* 1 dismissed her this evening for lying to me. Go to
bed, Clare—really it’s the best thing.”

She began to cry with her hands up to her face, but
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she went slowly, with her cloak still trauing after her, to
her room
She had not, he noticed, entered the nursery,

m

He went back and sat down agajn in the arm-chair by the
ire. Poor Clare ! he felt only a great protecting pity for
her——a strange feelng, compounded of emotions that ‘were
unexpectedly confused. A feching that was akin to what
he would have felt had she been lus sister and been in-
ulted by some drunken blackguard in the strect Poor
Clare] She was so young—simply not up to these ug
rrown-up troubles

Those hittle cries had ceased-—only every now and agan
an echo of a moan—so shight was the sound that broke the
silence  The hours advanced and there settled about the
house that chilly ominous sense of antiupation that the
early morming brings 1n its grey melancholy hands It
vas a little house, but 1t was full, now, of expectancy  Up
the stawrs, through the passages, pressing agamnst the
vindows there were wmany prescnces waiting for the mo-
ment when the issue of this struggle would be decided.
Ihe air was filled with thar cinll breath  The struggle
round the bed was at 1ts height On one side doctors,
qurses, the father, the mother—on the other that stil,
romc Figure, in His very aloofuness so strong, 1 His -
difference so terrible.

‘With Peter, as the grey dawn drew nearer, confidence
led. He was suddenly conscious of the strength and
invisiility of the thung that he was fighting He must
fo something If he were compeiled to sit, silently,
Juictly, with his hands folded, much longer, he would go
mad. * But 1t was absurd—Stephen, about whom he
made so many plans, Stcghcn. concerning whom there

nad been that struggle to brning about very mt’ﬁ‘l‘m
* hus

W Lt
sccmed, into some tiny shape, Iike a nut, 5o that his things
hung loosely all about him
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He could not bear that dark cavernous nursery, with
the faint lights, and the stairs and passages beyond it so
crowded with urgent silence !

He caupht Mitchell on the shoulder,

Y Howis it 7" . .

“ Oh! we're fighling it. It's the most rapid thing T've
ever known. If we only could have operated! Look here,
go and lie down for a bit—I'll let you know if there’s any
change 1!

He went to his dressing-room, all ghostly now with the
first struggling light of dawn, He closed the door behind
him and then fell down on his knees by the bed, pressing
his face into his hands.

He prayed: “ Oh! God, Gad, God. T have never
wanted anything like this before, but Stephen is more to
me, much, much more to me than anything that I have
ever had—more, far more than my own life. I haven't
much to offer, but if yon will let me keep Stephen you can
have all the rest.  You can send me back to Bucket Lane,
take my work, anything . . . I want Stephen . . . I want
Stephen. God, he is such a good boy. He has always
been good and he will make such a fine man., There won't
be many men so fine as he. He's good as gold. God, 1
will dic myself if he may live, ’'m no use. I've made a
mess of things—but let him live and take me. Oh! God,
I want him, I want him!”

He broke into sobs and was howed down there on the
floor, his body quivering, his face pressed against the bed.

He was conscious that Clare had joined him. She must
have heard him from her room. He tried as he felt her
body pressed against his, to pull himself together, but the
crying now had mastered him and he could only fcel her
pushing with her hand to find his—and at last he let her
take his hand and hold it.

He heard her whisper in his ear:

‘“ Peter, de_ar, don’t~—don't crv like that, I can't bear
to hear you like that. I'm so miserable, Peter. I’'ve been
so wicked—so cross and selfish. I've hurt you so often—
I'm going fo be better, Peter. I am really.’”

At that moment they might have come together with a
reality, an honesty that no after-events could have shaken.
But to Peter, Clare was very far away, He was not so
conscious of her as he was of those presences that thronged
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thc house. What could she do for iz oow ¥
pethaps  But now it was Step; hen-—Step
B e ot o has s e Fes T ot
his cheek, and at last he pu’ sus arm are=ed Bar 2oe bl
hrr r!ese 1o hxm, and she, vmh her {% 2=y Bos, went
ot a3

\Mch:\\l He lay dmm (m the hrd. 1 b diew
and was instantly asl

He was outside Scaw House He was tcttercale?,
and the kowhng wind and ramn bufieted ks bod Z
stones cut his et The wirdows of the bovss wem
and barred  He oould just reach the lower wsmloss w2
his hands if he stood on tiptoe

e tapped apman and azam

He was tired, exhausted  He 1'...r‘ e 2 vz sy
way and the ramn hurt us tere £ znie
shane dimly belund the dark
there, and instantly at the
a1d 1ad come he was conreries aleo 1ozt
sceounts, refuse 1t. He knew that af !':
Stephien would die, 1t Gependad
Hc tumed to fiee, but fos

.. ws 0%t

Gt uont Lryoid, s xz“‘-’; tazd
hus arm e a v\te s bordy
screamed L, L and woke to S t}-ror K%k
ing light and Mitchell shalarg kum by the 2o

v

He was 260 dreaming, Now & =Ty
Clare was kneeling by Su-n.“:r.'s ';—:1 10‘: L;‘;/‘:'x :Zt
bending down—the nrrse was erying very sy,
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He looked down on his son. . As he looked the little face
was, for an instant, puckered with pain. The mouth, the
eyes, the throat struggled.

The tiny hands lifted for a moment, hung, and then, like
fluttering leaves, fell down on to the counterpane. Then
the body was suddenly quiet, the face was peaceful and the
head had fallen gently, sideways against the pillow.

At that moment of time, throughout the house, the
Presences departed. The passages, the rooms were freed,
the air was no longer cold, .

At that moment also Peter awoke. Mitchell said: °
‘‘ The boy’s gone, Westcott.”

Peter, turning his back upon them all, drove from him,
so softly that they could scarcely hear, but in a voice of
agony that Mitchell never afterwards forgot :

¢ 1 wanted him so—1I wanted him so.”



CHAPTER XII
A WOMAN CALLED ROSC BENNETT

Tae days that followed were dead—dead 1n more than
any ordinary sense of the word But perhaps 1t was Peter
who was dead. He moved, ate, drank, even wrote his
teviews, slept—he thanked gravely all those who offered
condolences—wrote letters 1’ answer to land friends
« .. Dear 5—— It was Just hkenﬁvou to wnite so kindly
and sympathefically . . .” and this time be was
without any land of emotion. He was aware that there
Pvaenbr Sttt R aptr St iyt i)

thiik to feél. Thinling meant pam, meant a sudden

not exist.

He was thinner. His shoulders seemed to prerce sharply
his clothes ; Ius cheels were wiite and hollow, there were
dark lines beneath tus eyes, dark, grey patches. His legs
were not so strawght, nor so strong = Moreover, h:sr;,xgﬂ,s
were as though tgey were covered with a film. ( I

3 ¥
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evervthing they yet saw nothing at all. They passed
thrg;h tghe wgrlg and were confronted by the heavy,
veiling curtains. . . . .

This condition lasted for many days. Of all about him
none understood him so well as Bobby Galleon. Bobby
had always understood him, and now he felt for him witha
tenderness that had both the past and the future to heighten
its poignancy. It seemed fo Bobby that nothing more
tragic than the death of this child could possibly have
occurred. It filled him with anxiety for the future, it
intensified to a depth that only so simple and affectionate a
character as his could feel, the love that he had always
had for Peter.

He was with him during these days continually, waiting
for the relief to come, ,

“ It’s got to come soon,” he said, ** or the boy’ll go mad.”

At last it came.

One day about tea-time they were sitting in Peter’s
upstairs study. It had been a day of showers, and now the
curtains were not drawn and a green-grey dusk glimmered
beyond the curtains.

eter was writing letters, and as Bobby watched him he
seemed to him like some automaton, something wound

. into life by some clever inventor. The hand moved

across the paper-—the dead eyes encountered nothing in

their gaze, the shoulders were the loosely drooping shoulders
of an old man.

‘* Can you see, Peter ?

¥ Yes, thanks. Switch on the light if you like.”

Bobby got up and moved to the door. ~ The dusk behind
Peter’s face flung it into sharp white outline. . :

Another shower | The rain at first in single drops, then
more swiftly, fell with gentle, pattering fingers up and
down_ the window. It was the only sound, except the
scraping of Peter’s pen. The pen stopped. Peter raised
his héad, listening.

Bobby switched on the light, and as he did so Peter in
a strangled breathless mutter whispered—

‘“The rain! The rainl It was like that that night.
Stephen! Stephen{”

His head fell on to his hands and he burst into a storm
of tears.
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hid

And now Peter was ont to be hurt, hort more horribly
than he could have ever believed possible It was like
walkirg—~as they did 1n the days of the Ordeal—on red-
hot iron, every Step an agony ~ Always there was some-
thing to remnd lum! He could go nowhere, see nobody,
summon no lind of recoliection out of the t without
1his coming to him. There were a thousand things that
Stephen had done, that he, Peter, had never noticed at
the time. He was haunted now with regrets, he had not
made enough of him whilst he was there! Ah! had he
only known that the fume was to be so short{ How he
would have spent those precious, precious moments| It
was as though he had flung away, wilfully, possessions of
the utmost price—cast them off as though st had
very intention to feel, afterwards, this burming regret
‘The things m the nursery were gackcd away, but there
remained the room, the fneze with the dragons and prin-
cesses, the fire-place, the lugh broad window  Agamn and
ST TN LR IN L 40 fancied

hat, behind
. with eqoal
come back

grown up, famous already at s0 young an age, loved by
men and women, handsome, good. .. Oh! the folly
of it{ No human being could carry all the glones that
Peter had designed for lus son—n0 human bemg, then
how much less a Westcott. It mght be best after all,
young Stephen had been spared. Until every stone of
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Scaw House was level with the ground no Westcott could
be termed safe—perhaps not then. .

Now he realized how huge a place in his heart the boy
had filled dimly, because as yet he refused to bring it to
the open light” he was conscious that, during these past
two years he had been, save for Stephen, a very lonely
man. It was odd that Stephen the elder and Stephen the
younger should have been the only two persons in his life
to find the real inside of him—they two, and perhaps
Norah Monogue. But, otherwise, not Bobby, nor Cards,
nor Alice Galleon, nor Mr. Zanti—nor Clare.

Not Clare. He faced the fact with a sudden shudder.
Now that Stephen was gone he and Clare were face to face—
face to face as they bad never been since that first happy
vear of their marriage. That first year of their marriage-—
and now !

With an instant clenching of his teeth he pulled down
the blinds upon that desolating view.

II1

With tecth still clenched he set himself to build up his
house again. Clare was very quiet and submissive during
those first weeks. Her little figure looked helpless and
appealing in its deep black; she was prettier than she
had ever been in her life before. People said * Poor Mrs.
Westcott, she feels the loss of her baby so dreadfully
and they didnt think about Peter. Indeed some people
thought him callous. ‘' Mr. Westcott seemed to be so
fond of the child. Now I really believe he’s forgotten all
about him.” Bobby was the only person in the world who
knew how Peter sufiered.

Clare was, indeed, after a time, reassured. Peter, after
all, secemed not to mind. Did he mind anything ? He
was so often glum and silent that really you couldn’t tell.
Clare herself had been frightened on that night when the
baby bad died. She had probably never in all her life fclt
a more genuine emotion than she had known when she
knelt by Peter’s side and went to sleep in his arms. She
was qute ready to feel that emotion again would Peter
but allow her.  But no. He showed no emotion himsclf
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and expected no one else to show any, for he was read.

to spare 1t but in her heart of hearts she longed to flny
away from ber this emotional atmosphere. She had loved
the baby—of course she had loved 1. But she had always
known that something would happen to it—always. If
Peter wauld 1nsist on having those hornd Cormshmen . . ,
At heart she connected that dreadful day when_those

hor ~ " by
dea s

S Clare
fou b she

emphatically stated her desire to be bappy again

She stated 1t always in Peter's absence, feeling that he
would i no way understand her It can't help T
dear little Stephen that we should go on being melanc oly
and doing nothung  That's only morbud, 1sn't it, mother 2 ™

Mrs. Rossiter entirely agreed, as mdeed she always
agreed with anythung that Clare suggested

“ The dear thung does loak fovely m black though,” she
confided to Mrs Galleon ' Mr Cardillac couldn't take
his eyes off her yesterday at luncheon ™

Mrs, Rossiter and Jerry Cardillac had, dunng the last
year, become the very best of fnends,  Peter was glad to
st¢ that 1t was so. Peter couldn’t pretend to care very
deeply about his mother-in-law, but he felt that it would
do ger all the good in the world to sce somethung of old
Cards. It would broaden her understanding, give her
perhaps some of that chanty towards the whole world that
was one of Cards’ most charmung features. Cards, 1n fact,
had been so much in the house lately that he mught be
considered one of the famuly.  No one could have been more
tender, more sympathetic, more exactly nght about young
Stephen’s death. He had become durnmg those weeks
almost a necessity He scemed to have no particular
interest of lus own n hfe He dressed very perfectly,
he went to a number of parties, he had delightful httle
gathenings 1n his own flat, but, with it afl, he was some-
thing more—a great deal morc—than the mere sooety
idler. There was a hint at possible wildness, an almost
simster suggestion of 1ble lawlessness that made him
infimtely attractive. He was such good com cmz'. and yet
one felt that one didn't know nearly the whole of tum.

To Peter he was the most wonderful thing 1n the world,

"
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to Clare he was rapidly becoming so—uo wogder then
that The Roundabout saw him so often.

v

1t would need a very acute perception indeed to pursue
precisely the train of cause and effect in Mrs, Rossiter’s
mind after young Stephen’s death. Her black garments
added, in the most astonishing fashion, to her placid flat-
ness. If she had gloried before in an armour that was so
negative that it became instantly exceedingly dangerous,
her appearance now was terrifying beyond all words. Her
black silk had apparently no creases, no folds—it almost
eliminated terms and boundaries. Mrs. Rossiter could
not now be said to come into a room—she was simply
there. One was sitting, gazing it might be at the fire, a
looking-glass, a picture or two, when suddenly there came
a black shadow, something that changed the colour of
things a little, something that obscured certain objects,
but scarcely anything more definite. The yellow brooch
was definite, cold, stony eyes hung a little above it, over
those a high white forehead—otherwise merely a black
shadow putting out the fire,

She was in The Roundabout now all the time. How
poor Dr. Rossiter fared it was difficult to imagine, but he
cared for Clare as deeply as his wife did, and was quite
ready for everything to be sacrificed to her at this crisis
of her history.

Mrs. Rossiter, meanwhile, was entirely convinced that
Peter was responsible for his son’s death. Had you
suddenly challenged her and demanded her reasoned
argument with regard to this matter she wounld probably
have failed you—she did not like reasoned arguments—
but she would also have been most sincerely indignant
had you called her a liar, and would have sworn to her
convictions before a court of law.

! Those Cornishmen "’ bhad frightened the poor lLttle
thing into fits and it was only to be expected. = Moreover
it followed from this that a man who murdered his only
child would most assuredly take to beating his wife before
very long. After that, anything might happen. Peter
was on a swift road to being a “ Perfect Devil.”
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Inleed, allow Mrs Rosuter two oomccuhve hours of
peace and quiet, she, sitting ke the personification of
the Enpglish chmate, alone before her fire, and she could
make any one into anything—once made so they remained,

It mattered nothing to her that poor Peter was, dunng
these weeks, the most subdued and gently courteous of
husbards—that was as 1t might be (a f2vounte phrase
of hers). She knew lum . .. and, so knowing, waited
for the wmevitable end.

But the more certain she was of his villamous pos-
sibilities the more placid she became. She spread her
placidity over everythung. It lay, ke an mnsible glue,

r}l)ma everything 1n The Roundabout—yon could feel 1t on
door-handles, as you feel the yammy remuniscences of
incantions servant-maids. Peter felt 1t but did not know
shat it was that he had to deal with.
He had deternuned, when the, sharpest shock of Stc;z)zen’s

moment, the thing to struggle for
He must get her back—he must get ber back.
d his bramn, all this time, was the horror of bemng
!eft a!one in the world and of what he might do—then
To get Clare back he must bave the assistance of two
people—Alrs. Rossiter and Cards
It was at thuis pownt that he perceved Mrs. Rosater's

12
i3 TRV U, get near her.

" . to please her.

»uld  force no

1d yet he was

" of ‘opposition,

* 1 beueve sne wams Lide 10 uait we,” he suddenly
revealed to himself, and, with that, all bope of her as an
ally vanished.

Then be hated her~he hated her more bxttcxly eve exy day,

He wanted to tell her not to call am ** Pet
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to Clare he was rapidly becoming so—no wonder then
that The Roundabout saw him so often.

v

It would need a very acute perception indeed to pursue
precisely the train of cause and effect in Mrs. Rossiter’s
mind alter young Stephen’s death., Her black garments
added, in the most astonishing fashion, to her placid flat-
ness. If she had gloried before in an armour that was so
negative that it became instantly exceedingly dangerous,
her appearance now was terrifying beyond all words. Her
black silk had apparently no creases, no folds—it almost
eliminated terms and boundaries. Mrs. Rossiter could
not now be said to come into a room—she was simply
there. One was sitting, gazing it might be at the fire, a
looking-glass, a picture or two, when suddenly there came
a black shadow, something that changed the colour of
things a little, something that obscured certain objects,
but scarcely anything more definite, The yellow brooch
was definite, cold, stony eyes hung a little above it, over
those a high white forehead—otherwise merely a black
shadow putting out the fire.

She was in The Roundabout now all the time. How
poor Dr. Rossiter fared it was difficult to imagine, but he
cared for Clare as deeply as his wife did, and was quite
ready for everything to be sacrificed to her at this crisis
of her history.

Mrs. Rossiter, meanwhile, was entirely convinced that
Peter was responmsible for his son’s death. Had you
suddenly challenged her and demanded her reasoned
argument with regard to this matter she wounld probably
have failed you-—she did not like reasoned arguments—
but she would also have been most sincerely indignant
bhad you called her a liar, and would have sworn to her
convictions before a court of law,

! Those Cornishmen ” had frightened the poor little
thing into fits and it was only to be expected.  Moreover
it followed from this that a man who murdered his only
child would most assuredly take to beating his wife before
very long. After that, anything might happen. Peter
was on a swift road to being a * Perfect Devil.”
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Inieed, allow Mrs, Rossiter two comsecutive hours of
ace and quiet, she, sitting hike the persontfication of
the English chmate, alone before her fire, and she could
make iny one into anything—once made so they remained.

It mattered nothing to her that poor Peter was, durin,
these aceks, the most subdued and gently courteous of
husbards—that was as 1t mught be (a favounte phrase
of hers)., She knew lum ... and, so knowing, wated
for the inevitable end.

But the more certain she was of his willamous pos-
sibilitics the more placid she became, She spread her
placidity over everything. It lay, hke an mnvisible glue,
S et -t ©°7 —jyou could feel 1t on
i . - mmy repuniscences of

1t but did not know

He had determined, when the sharpest shock of Stephen’s
death had passed, and he was able to think of other things,
that th‘c supremely 1mportant thing for hum now to do was
Praatte it Lt i s o = g as

EELELY

He must get her back—he must get her back.
Belund his brain, all tlus time, was the horror of bemng
left alone in the world and of what he might do—then

To get Clare back he must have the assistance of two
people—Mrs, Rossiter and Cards

It was at this pomnt that be perceived Mrs. Rossiter's
phadity,

He could not get at her at all—he could not get near her,
He tried in every way, dunng these weeks, to please her.
She apparently” noticed nothing, He could force no
direct ‘opinion about anytlung from her and yet he was
i He was of ‘opposit:

0!
increasingly, every day.
“1 bcﬁcy\"c s;?u-ar)u: Clare to hate me,” he suddenly
revealed to himself, and, with that, all hope of her as an
ally vanished.
“Then he hated her—he hated her more bitterly every day
He wanted to tell her not to call lum * Peter dear —
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she loved to put him in positions that showed him ir the
worst light to Clare. .

At luncheon for instance: “ Peter dear, it would be a
nice thing for vou and Clare to go to that Private View at
the Carfax this afternoon. You've nothing to do, Clare,
have you 2

Peter knew that Mrs, Rossiter bad already ascertained
that he was engaged. He knew also that Clare bhad had
no thought of Peter’s company before but that naw she
would very speedily feel herself injured.

* I'm afraid—"" Peter would begin.

* Peter's too engaged to take you, Clare dear.”

* 1 dare say Jerry will come—"" this from Clare,

*Ah! ves, Mr. Cardillac is always rcady to take any
trouble, Peter,”

*1f you'd let me know carlier, Clare, that you wanted
m 39

Mrs. Rossiter,  “ Oh! don’t put yvourself out, Peter. It
would never do to break an engagement. Only it scems
such a long thme since you and Clare——-"

Peter.  ** We'll go to-morrow afternoon, Clare.”

Clare. " You're so gloomy when yon do come, Peter.
It's like going out with a ghost.”

Mrs. Rossiter. ** Ahl Peter has his work, dear~so
much hanpgs on the next book, doesn't it, Peter 7 Naturally
the Iast one didn't quite——-—=" ’

Peter,  ** Look here, Clare, I'll chuck this engagement.”

Clare. **XNo, thank you, Peter—Jerry and 1 will be all
right.  You can join us if you like—-"

The fact was that Peter wasn’t tactful. He showed
Mrs, Rossiter ymuch too plainly that he disliked her in-
tensely. He had no ider that he showed it her, e
thought, indeed, that he was very skilful in his disguise of
1’315 feclings, but Mrs, Rossiter knew and soon Clare knew
also,

Peter bad no conception of subtiety in the matter, It
was clear to him that he had once been devoted to Clare
and she to him, it was clear also that that relationship had
recently been dimmed,  Now that Stephen was gone that
early intimacy must be restored, and the fact that he was
willing on his side 10 do anything to bring it back seemed
to him reason enough for its restoration,  That the whols
matter was composed of the most delicate and intricate
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threads never occurred to him for an instant. Clare had
loved him once, Clare would love him again—and the
sooner it happened the better for him

Meanwhile Mrs, Rossiter being enemy rather than ally
there remained Cards

But Cards was strange. Peter could never claim to
have been intimate with him—their relationship had been
founded on an nequality ~ ~ rarcmmitinn foave Dad
Cards’ superority. Card
always patronized him. 1
in the place so much of
than ever before,

e nf

Ths attitude of Cards was 1 fact as vague and nebulous
as all the other things that seemed now to stand between
Peter and Clare.

Peter tned to talk to Cards—he was always prevented

“ What
ba
: and Mrs,
Rosstter had gone upstairs, he demanded an answer.
*“Look here, Cards, what have I done? You profess
to be a fnend of mume. Tell me what crime I've com-

mitted,”
FpeAnt oone L3 b 1 imm Cuddanle hamac SErOUS.
1 .
. t friend
1
JruT

“Yes—yon and Clare and her mother—all of you keep
me at amms’ length—why ?

* Do you really want a straight tallung ?

“ Of course,™

“ Well, T can only speak for myself—but—to tell the
truth, old boy—I think you've been rather hard on poor
Lttle Clare.”
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Tor the first Hime since his marriage Peter resented
Cards’ words. * Poor little Clare —wasn’t that a little
o0 intimate ? X
¢ “ What do you mean? ” he asked, his voice a little
harder. .

 Well—I don’t think you understand her, Peter.

“ Explain.” . ' ir

“ She's a happy, merry person if ever there was one in
this world. She wants all the happiness you can give
her: » :
T Wen ? 3

““‘Well, you don’t seem to see that. Of course young
Stephen’s death—"" . .

“Iet's leave that—"' Peter's voice was harder again.

“ Oh, all right—just as you please. But most men
would have seen what a shock it must be to a girl, so young,
who knew so little about the cruelty of life. You didn’t
—you don't mind, Peter, do you ?—you didn't seem to
think of that. Never tried to cheer her up, take her
about, take her out of herself. You just wrapped yourself
u 3

“You don’'t understand,” muttered Peter, his eyes
lowered, “If I'd thought that she’d really minded
Stephen’s death——"

;  “Oh! come, Peter—that’s grossly unfair, Why, she

* felt it all most horribly. That shows how little you've
understood her, how little you’ve appreciated her. You've
always been a gloomy, morbid devil, and »

 All right, Cards—that’ll do.”

Cards stood back from the table, his mouth smiling, his
eyes hard and cold,

“Oh! mo, it won’t. You asked for it and now you're
going to %ft it. You’ve not only been gloomy and morbid
all your fife, you've been selfish as well-—always thinking
of yourself and the books you were going to write, and
then when they did come they weren’t such great shakes
You oughtn’t to have married at all. You've never con
sidered Clare at all—your treatment of he "

Peter stood up, his face white, so that his eyes and th
lines of his mouth showed black in the shadow.

* Clear out—I’ve heard enough.”

* Oh! that’s just like you—ask me for my opinion ar
then lose your temper over it. Really, Peter, you're i
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any one else. He had expected Clare to be like himseld,
had made 1O allowance for Aifferences of tempcrament,
ad . . - POOI Peter had never before known an hour ©
such miserable seli-conclemnation. Had he knownh where
o find him he would have gone that very instant to beg

on.
Now, in cornparison with his own black deeds, Mrs.
Rossiter seemed an angel. He chould show her in the

was singing & song—his mouth could be seen to open and
shut, sometimes his arms moved—n0 sound could be
heard

s p and down ladies in
enormous hats walked languidly- They" all wore clothes
that were gorgeous and a little soiled.” They walked for
the most part in couples and appeared to be absorbed
in conversation, but every now and again they smile
mechanically, rocognized 2 friend or $aw somebody wh
was likely very shortly to become ONE;

There was & great deal of noise. Ihere were numbel
of men—old entlemen who were there because they ha
always been there, younsg gentlemen who were there becaw
they had never beel there before, and a few gentlemen wi

The lights plazed, the heat noise steadily accur
lated, corks were poP in the bar behind, promises w
broken 1 e Pro de n front, on after elev

when everything had become SO uncom{ortable that -
very lights in the building protested, the doors Were ope
and the whole l_3ubble and gqueak was fung out into

ers.

at the first table that occurred to
apd it was not until he 1ooked round about him th
discovered thatalady in a buge plack hat was sitting SU

\
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opposite him, Her cheeks were rouged, her gloves were
soiled, and her hair looked as though it mught fall into a
thousand pieces at the shightest provocation, but her eyes
were pathetic and tired, They didn’t belong to her face.

“ Hullo, dear, let’s have a dnnk. Haven't had a dnnk
to-mght.”*

He asked her what shg would ltke and she told hum.
PR e e ang sy

catch
cheer
youup”
* No, thanks,'” said Peter politely. ** I must get back
to my own place m a mmute

. PRy

at him

*1 knew jt,” sud Peter tnumphantly, “ the way you
rolled your ¢'s——'*

“ Well, chuck 1it, dear,” said Miss Bennett, ** and let's
talk sense  What's Cornwall got to do with us anyhow ? **

“ I'm Cornish too,” said Peter, “ it’s got a g deal to
do withus  You needn’t tell me, of course—but what part
do you come from ?

Still sullenly she said @ ** Almost forgotten the name of
it, solong ago  You wouldn’t know 1t anyway, it's such a
httle place. ~ They called 1t Portergwarra—"

"1 know,” cried Peter, * near the Land’s End Of
course I know it. There are holes in the rocks that the
Lft the boats through. There's a post-box on the wa
T've walked there many a time—-"

“AVell, stow 1t, old man,” Miss Bennett answered de-
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cisively. * I’m not thinking of that place any more and I
don't suppose they’ve thouglit of me since. Why, it's
yearg———-" . . )

She broke off and began hurriedly to drink. Peters
cyes sought her eyes—his eyes were miserable and so were
hers—but her mouth was hard and laughing.

“It’s funny talking of Cornwall,” she said at last, “ No
one’s spoken of the place since 1 came up here. But it's
all right, I tell you—quite all right. You take it from m¢,
chucky. I enjoy my life—have a jolly time, There's dis-
advantages in every profession, and when you've got a bit
of a cold as I have now, why '

She stopped. Her cyes sought Peter’s, He saw that
she was nearly crging.

“ Talking of Cornwall and all that,” she muttered;
“silly rot I I'm tired—I’m going home.”

He paid for the drinks and got a hansom.

At that moment as he stood looking over the horse into
the dimly-lit obscurities of the Square he thought with a
sudden beating of the heart that he recognized Cardillac
looking at him from the doorway of a neighbouring restau-
rant. Then the figure was gone., He had got Cardillac
on the brain{ Nevertheless the suggestion made him sud-

. denly conscious of poor Miss Bennett's enormous hat, ber
» Touge, her soiled finery, that allowed no guestion as 4o Ber
/ position in the world.

Rather hurriedly he asked her to get into the cab.

' Come that far—"" she said.

He got in with her, and she took off one glove and he
held her band and they didn’t speak all the way.

When the hansom stopped at last he got down, helped
her out, and for a moment longer held her hand.

“ We're both pretty unhappy,” he said. * Things have
been going wrong with me too. But think of Cornwall
scf)metimes and remember there’s some one else thinking
0 it‘ll

“ You're a funny kid,” she said, looking at him, ** senti-
mental, I don't think [ ”

But it was her eyes—tired and regretful—that said
good-bye. )

She let herself in and the door closed behind her.

He turned and walked the streets; it was three o’clock
before he reached his home.




CHAPTER XIII
“ MORTIMER STANT"
Nexr moming Peter went round to Cardilfac’s flat an‘d
T, 5 AW R H .

chairs and its béautiful old china’was of the very best—and
Cards himself, in 3 dark bluc swmt with a black tic and a

I . '
1mply in her additional kindnesses to Cardillac that she felt
for him deeply and was sorry that he, too, should have been
made to sugcr under Peter’s bear-like nature.
w7
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There was even an implied atmosphere of alliance in the
attitude of the three to Peter, an alliance fostered and
cemented by Mis. Rossiter, and spread by her, up and
down, in and out about the house. X

It was obvious indeed now that Mrs. Rossiter was, never
again, under any terms, to be won over. She hgd Qemded
in her own slow mind that Peter was an objectionable

erson, that he neglected his wife, quarrelled with his best
If)riends, and refused to fulfil the career that he had promised
to fulfil. She saw herself now in the réle of protectress of
her daughter, and that rle she would play to the very
end. Clare must, at all costs, be happy, and, in spite of
her odious husband, happy she should be. )

Peter discerned Mrs, Rossiter’s state of mind on the
whole clearly enough, but with regard to Clare he was
entirely in the dark. He devoted his days now to her
service. He studied her every want, was ready to abandon
his work at any moment to be with her, and was careful
also to avoid too great a pestering of her with attentions.

“ 1 know women hate that,” he said to himself, “ if you
go down on your knees to them and hang around them
they simply can’t stand it. I won’t show her that I care.”

And he cared, poor fellow, as he had never cared for her
before during their married life. The love that he had
had for Stephen he would now give to Stephen’s mother
would she but let him.

But it was a difficult business. When Mrs. Rossiter
was present he could do nothing right. If he were silent
she would talk to Clare about people being morose, and
what a pity it was that some people didn’t think of other
people a little instead of being miserable about things for
which they had nobody to thank but themselves; and if
he tried to be light-hearted and amusing Mrs. Rossiter bore
with his humour in so patient and self-denying a spirit that
his efforts failed lamentably and only made the situation
worse than it had been before.

Clare seemed to be now entirely in her mother’s hands;
she put her mother’s large flat body between herself and
Peter, and, through that, they were compelled to talk.

Peter also knew now that Clare was exceedingly uncom-
fortable in his presence—it was almost as though she had
something to conceal. On several occasions he had noticed
that his sudden entrance into a room had confused her;
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once he had caught her hurnedly pushing a letter out of
sight, She was now strangely tinud when he was there;
sometimes with 2 sudden furious beating of the heart he
fancied that she was cormng back to him again because she
would make littie half movements towards hum and then
draw back. Once he found her crying.

The impulse to beg her to confide 1 um was almost
stronger than he could resist, and yet he was termfied lest

Did Cards know ? Peter suddenly asked imself, with
a strange pang of jealousy That he should be jealous of
Cards, the most splendid, most honourable fellow in the
world1  That, of course, was absurd. And Lﬁ:t they were
together so often, and 1t was with Jerry Cardillac alone that
Clare seemed now at ease.

qe =T arese o ¢ m hum

ve won-
wife
With
other women Cards mught have few scruples—Peter bad
heard such stories~but with Peter’s wife, no.

Peter wondered whether perhaps Clare did not miss
young Stephen more than they knew |  Oh, if that were the
Teason, how he could take her into s arms and comfort
lier and love her ! Poor httle Clare . . . the time would
come when she would show him that she wanted him

Mcanwhile the months passed, the proofs of Mortimer
Stan! had been concctcdp and the book was about to
:\gpca.r. To Peter now everything scemed to hang uyon
this event It became with tum, dunng the weeks before
its appearance, a monomania  If this book were a success,
why then Clare and Mrs Rossiter and all of them would
come round to hum. It was the third book wiuch was
always so decisive, and there was ground to recover after the
comparative failure of the sccond novel  As he corrected
the 510013 he persuaded lumself that Morfimer Stant wasn't,
after all, so bad. It had been ambitious of hum, of course,
to wnte about the emotions and experiences of a man
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f forty, and there was perhaps rather an overloaded and
zmdeﬁttempt at atmo?phereg but there was life in the
hook. It had, he thought, more swing in the telling of it
than the other two. . i

It is possible, when one is correcting proofs, to persuade
oneseclf of anything. , The book appeared and was, from the
first moment, loaded with mishap. On the day of publica-
tion there was that terrible fire at the Casino theatre——
people talked of nothing else for a fortnight. Moreover by
an unlucky chance young Rondel's novel The Precipice
was published on the very same day, and as the precipice
was a novel one and there were no less than three young
ladies prepared to fall over it at the same moment, it of
course commanded instant attention, It was incidentally
written with an admirable sense of style and a keen sense
of character.

But Peter was now in a fever that saw an enemy round
every corner.  The English News Supplement only gave
him a line :—*‘ Mortimer Stant. A new novel by the
author of Reuben Hallard, depicting agreeably enough
the amorous adventures of a stockbroker of middle-age.”
To this had all his fine dreams, his moments of exultation,
his fevered inspiration come! He searched the London

. booksellers buti could find no traces of Mortimer Stant
,at any of them. His publishers told him that it was only
* the libraries that bought any fiction, with the exception of

volumes by certain popular authors—and yet he saw at
these booksellers novels by numbers of people who could
not lay claim to the success that Reunben Hallard had
secured for its writer.

The reviews came in slowly, and, excepting for the
smaller provincial papers, treated him with an indifference
ihat was worse than neglect. ** This interesting novel by
Mr., Westcott.,” “ A pleasant tale of country life by the
author of Reuben Hallard.” * Will please those who like
a %uiet agreeable book without too much incident.”

ne London wqekly review—a paper of considerable im-
portance—took him severely to task, pointed out a number
of incoherences of fact, commented on carelessness of style,

and finally advised Mr. Westcott, ““ if he is ever to wrife a
boolk of real importance, to work with greater care and to
be less easily contented with a superficial facility,”

But worse than these were the opinions of his friends.
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He Galleon was indeed gone, but there were a few—
stm-{aunce, Alfred Lester, Will:tam Trent, Alfred Hext—
who had taken a real and encouraging interest in him from
the beginning. They took hum senously enough to tell
him the truth, and tell him the truth they did. Dear Mrs.
Launce, who couldn’t bear to hurt anybody and saw per-
haps that he was taking the book a gréat deal more hardly
than he had taken the others, veiled it as well as she could =
T A thanle S0 et cnlandid dhamee e # Dobar Aaeee,

care for her.

What to do when all the things of life—the bustle and
hurry, the marriages and births and deaths——came in be-
tween him and his work so that he could scarcely see 1t,
so many things obscured the way. Poor Mortimer! Lost
indeed behind a shifting, whirning cloud of real ife—never
to emerge, poor man, into anything better than 2 muddle-
aged clothes-prop.

For stx weeks the book lingered in the advertisements
A second edition, composed for the most part of an edition
for America, was announced, there were a belated review
or two .. .and then the end The end of two years'
hopes, ambitions, struggles, sweat, and tears—and the end,
too, of how much else 7

again and again, almost realized in the ntensity of s
dreams of it.” He had known that this acluevement of his
would take a long tume, that he must meet with many
Tehnfe +hat b o b chnceea and dncmnce Aed b hamn ~mmast
bu
hez . .

i

mis TR
bu
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the ranks of the “ Pretty Good,” its place given it beside
that rising and falling fide of fiction that covered every
year the greedy racks of the circulating libraries and ebbed
out again leaving no trace behind it.

Now, after the failure of Mortimer Stant, for the first
time, this awful question—* What if, after all, you should
be an Ordinary Creature ? What if you are no better than
that army who fights happily, contentedly, with mediocrity
for its daily bread and butter ? That army, upon whose
serried ranks you have perhaps, unconsciously, but never-
theless with pity, looked down? . .. What if you are
never to write a word that will be remembered, never even
to cause a decent attention, amongst your own generation 2 ”

What if, after all this stir and fluster, this pain and agony
and striving, there should be nothing exceptional about
Peter ? 'What rock to stand on then ?

He had never, perhaps, analysed his feelings about it
all. He had certainly never thought himself an excep-
tional person . . . but always in his heart there had been
that belief that, one day, he would write an exceptional
book.

He was very young, not yet thirty, but he had had his
chance. It seemed to him, in these weeks following the
death of Mortimer Stant, that his career was already over.
There was also the question of ways and means. Just
enough to live on with the reviewing and a column for
an American paper and Clare's income, but if the books
were all of them to fail as this one had failed—why then
it was a dreary future for them both.

In fact there were now, at his feet, pits of so dismal and
impenetrable a blackness that he refused to look down,
but clung rather to his determination to make 2all things
right with Clare again, and then things would come round.

If that failed him-—why then, old black-faced father in
Scaw House with your drunken cook and your company of
ghosts, you shall have your merry way !

I

Henry Galleon was dead. Mrs. Launce was, unfortu-
nately, during the whole of this period of Peter’s career,
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Bobby had always been a background, some one who was
there, one hiked to think, if one wanted lum ; but if there
was any one more exciting, then Bobby vamished, Lately
——for quite a long time now—there had been Cardillac—
and somehow Cards and Bobby did not get on together,
and it was unpossible to have them both at the same time
But now Peter turned to Bobby with the eagerness of a
return to some comfortable old arm-chair after the brilliant
new furniture of a friend’s palace  Bobby was there wait-
ing for tum, It 15 not to be denled that the occasional

3
I'm disappointed.”

But Bobby nodded his head  * The boy’s 2ll nght,”
he said, *“ he's just trying to forget young Sfephen, and he
forgets things better 1n Cardillac’s company than he does
1 mine—1"m not lively enough for that kand of thung. 3
come back——""

But, at the same time, Bobby was anxious, Thmgs
‘were wrang up there at The Roundabout, very wrong He
knew Clare and Cards and Peter and Mrs. Rossiter, 1n all
probability better than any one alive knew them—and he
was no fool

P SO YU YO S 3pmara
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cellaneous collection of Yellow-backs, Peter had poured out
his soul :

“Bobby, 1 feel as though I'd just been set up with my
back apainst the wall for every onc to make shies at.
Everything’s going  wrong—everything. The ground’s
crumbling jrom under my feet.  First it's young Stephen,
then it's Clare, then my book fnils (don’t Jet’s humbug—
vou know it’s an utter failure, then I quarrel with Cards,
then that damned woman—""he stopped at the thought of
Mrs. Rossiter and drove his hands together, Then hie went
on more quietly. “It's like fighting in a fog, Bobby.
There's the thing T want somewhere, just beside me—I want
Clare, Clare as she used {o be when we were first married—
But I can't get at her, and yet, through it all, I don't know
what it is that stops me,

* 1 know I hadn’t thought of her enough—with the book
and Stephen and everything. Cards told me that pretty
straight—but now I've seen all that and I'm ready 1o do
anything—anything if she’ll only love me again.”

™ Go directly to her and tell her,” said Bobby ; * have
it all out in the open with her.”

“ That’s just it,” Peter answered, “ T never scem to get
her alone. There’s always cither her mother or Cards
there, Cards sees her much more alone than 1 do, but, of
course, she likes his company better than mine just now.
I'm such a gloomy beggar

‘* Nonscuse,” said Bobby roughly. * You believe any-
thing that any one tells you. They tell you that you're
gloomy and depressing, and so yon think yvou are. " They
didn’t find you gloomy at Brockett's, did they ?  And Alice
and I have never found you depressing.  Don't listen to
that woman. Clare’s always been under her influence, and
it's for you to take her out of it—not to lic down quictly and
say she's too much for you. But there’s another thing,’” he
added slowly and awkwardly, after 2 moment’s pause.

* What'’s that ? ** asked Peter.

“ Well—Cards,” said Bobby at last. “Oh! T know
yow'll say I hate him. But 1 don’t. I don’t hate him.

‘ve always known him for what he was—in those days at
Dawson’s when if you flattered him he was kind, and if you
didn’t he was contemptuous. At Cambridge it was the
same. There was only one fcllow there I ever saw him
knock under to—a man called Dune—and he was out and
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way exceptional amyba, at pames ard work and every.
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me bring, ard if he'd Lat the runrire of bim be marht
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undirien eotewpt that st only Poman tlat [
1] be a hittls prejn Giond. Bt thats nether bers noe
t—what 15 the prost Prier 1 thatbestoomoch epat
rhtr Too moch far tis owa pod, too raued’ for
. A~ —tro truch for—Clare s
Bt bhy t
> Oh yee—] krnow | m saving a senms thinr—bet you
ked mie {00 my advier 2nd Lene st Ldntay
ards Means any Larm, but peop's will tatk and it wozlt
> you any darige 17 Clare s oves aatker, Peter, 3! yoo were
»Ear ]l gp to bamoa Latle
“Dwar cff Bettn ' 1 anv ene el
e wort, 3 had atd auch a thimz of coere ©akonld tave
ren et awilly aneTy, but e alwary krown bow oo
Lf you were atwrt Carde You omver Liked et eved i
e Daweon davs, You et @t st 008 A P
tell you, Bobby, that 1d¢ treet (ande e ve ©an 16 trust
¢ onm 0 the werld OF contme CLare 1R to be wath ke,
-lr!cmwl»lur\mlrmtm Try sutereancites
2-tly  Wry, bes splemiitt The ctler dav whea 1
vt 3 xvy{r(‘ 1..1.c-1«-~—- v teemjee Lhe a bev of tee—
Ll lave hmarl - wav N tork 1% One oy,

)-m’u tom Brw pplentid Bead”

by’
e the damare, Youre rrhe, the tF 0ot prt
lire alome 25 d Bave 1t nizht cut with et Well dear e
s away.”

Bty mul: " Vea Loew, Dever, bt Alee 2ot
~i1 @y mnythiep (o the world to ke you tappy—
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Peter gripped his hand.

“I kngt\:zpygou would. If I could forget young Stephen,”
he caught his breath—'‘ Bobby, 1 sce him _ecverywhere,
all the time. T lie awake hours at night thinking about
him. I sec him in my sleep, see him sometimes grown-
up—splendid, famous. . . . Sometimes I think he-comes
back.” I can see him, lying on his back and looking up
at the ceiling, and 1 say to myself, * Now if you don’t
move he'll stay there’ . .. and then I move and he's
gone. And I haven't any one to falk about him to. I
never know whether Clare thinks of him or not. He was
so splendid, Bobby, so strong. And he loved me in the
most extraordinary way. We'd have been tremendous
pals if he'd lived. o .

* I could have stood anything if I’d been able to see him
growing up, had him to care about. . . . I'm so lonely,
Bobby—anad if I don’t make Clare come back to me, now
that the book’s failed, I—I—TI'll go back to Scaw House
and just drink myself to the devil there with my old father ;
he'll be glad enough.”

““ You once told me,”’ Bobby said, ** about an old man
in your place when you were a kid, who said once, ‘ It
jsn't life that matters but the Courage you bring to it—’
Well, that’s what you’re proving now, Peter.”

** Yes, but why me? T’'ve had a bad time all my life—
always been knocked about and cursed and kicked. Why
should it go on all the time—all the time ? *

* Because They think you’re worth it, I suppose,”’ said
Bobby.

IIX

And the result of that conversation was that on that
very night Peter made his appeal. They had had a silent
evening (Mrs. Rossiter was staying in the house at this
time), and at last they all had gone up to bed. Peter
stayed for a moment in his dressing-room, seeing his white
face in the looking-glass, hearing the beating of his heart,
and -then, with a hand that strangely trembled, knocked
on Clare’s door.

Her voice sounded frightened, he thought, as she called
to him to come in. Indeed, as he entered she folded a
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Ietter that she had been reading, and put it in a drawer
intheg¢ =~ "7 7 7 ¢ (A

ng-tabl '

scgmcd to Peter very fragile and tiny as she sat there i
her black evening frock, her breast rising and falling as
though something had suddenly frightened her, her eyes
vz|dck:‘m:i startled He fflt_,a gross, coarse brute as he

. ' verything
0ows ypon
7 who Fmd
Apparently she was reassured now, for she took off her
«necklace and moved about the things on her table as though
to show lum that she was on the point of undressing
** Well, Peter, what is 1t 2 ** she said,
* I've come—Clare—just a moment—1I want a talk ™"
' But it's late, 1'm tired—won’t some other time do ? **
*'No, I want it now "
‘ What isat 2"
She was looking into the glass as she spoke to him.
He pulled a Little chair over to her and sat forward o
that his knees nearly touched her thun black dress. He
ut out hus big hand and caught one of her little ones;
be th'o_u‘ght for a moment that she was gomg to resist—

Then the expression was gone
“ How do you mean ?* she said, still looking 1nto the
glass . " What do you mean, Peter? I haven’t noticed
nn).'thmg dsfferent.”
_“Ohyes, youhave. 7 " .
died and before that
rather be without me
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me selfish and glum, and so I suppose I was. But I missed
—the kid—a lot”’ Again Peter felt her hand fremble.
He pressed it. Then he went on, leaning more towards
her now and putting an arm out to touch her dress:

“ Clare—it’s been like a fog all these weeks—we've
never had it out, we've never talked about it, but you've
been disappointed in me. You thought I was going to
write great books, and 1 haven't—and then your mother
—and I—don't get on. And then I suppose I'm stupid
in society—I can’t talk a lot to any one who comes along
as all you people can.  T've been brought up differently and
~and—I know you don’t like to think about that ejther,
and so I'll never bring my old friends into the house and
I'1l see that I'm not such a gawk at your parties—="

He paused for a moment ; she was looking down now and
he couldn’t sec her eyes. He bent forward more closely—
his arm caught her wrist—his hand crushed hers.

She tried desperately to pull herself together to say
something.

‘' No—there’s nothing. Well, if there is—O{ course
suppose it happens to all married people—-v-"

*“\WVhat happens ? "’

“ Why, they find one another out a little. Things
nircn't quite as they thought they’d be. That must happen
always.”

‘ But tell me—tell me the things in me that have dis-
appointed you and then [ can alter: i

‘ Well—it's a little as you say. You have been rather
rude to Mother. And then——your quarre ’?

*What! You mean with Cards!”

* With~—Jerry—yes. And then,’”” her voice was high
and sharp now-—her eyes avoided his—'* I've always—
been happy, until I married. Things frighten me. You
don't understand me, Peter, how easily I'm frightened—
you never seem to see that. Other people—know.”

“ I’ve been selfish—I~—-"

* Yes,”” she went on still in that high voice, * and you
never consider me in little things. And you laugh at me
as though I were stupid. I don’t suppose it's all your
fault. You were brought up—roughly. But you ar¢
rough. VYou hurt me often. I can’t bear,” her lip was
trembling and she was nearly crying—"* I can’t bear being

unhappy——-"
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“ My God!” cned Peter, ** what 2 brast I am! What
a brute I've been 1™
“ Yes—and you, never seemed to think that I punded

1 4la Ghnnbante Annth $ho Aeae Tt thing—of course

hought of me—"*
Love me, Clare—
And then 1f you'll
onty love me 1 Lt be avie 10 white the most wonderful books
I'lt"be famous all the world over—if yow'li only love me,
Clare darling

He dropped on to us knees before her, and looking up at
her whispered—"' Cl d; , darl you're all that
I've got now—everything 1n the woxlg And 1n retum
I'll fry to be everything to you TIl spend my lLfe in
making you happy. I'll care for only one thing, and that
is to be your servant  Clare—Clare——"

She gave a httle protesting cry—' Peter, Pecter—
don't—I—I—can’t—" and then wn a shuddening whisper
—* Peter—I'm not good enongh—1I don’t love you now—

et

But he had caught her, was holding her to um now,
with both his arms round her, pressing her against s
shirt, hurting her—at last covering her mouth, her eyes,
her checks with kisses

He had not heard those words now, in the tumph of
having her back agam, lus as she had been on the first
day ot thewr marrage, did not feel her body unresponsive,
her hands cold, nor did he sce the appeal, wild and desperate,
m her eyes. . . .

At last he lelt her, closing, softly, her door between
them,
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That was not a very happy evening, Clare scarcely

At ] L Ror he o

. 1ost.  She did

ake her hand

L and he asked

. . she thought

that she was. That mght he came i, took her for a

moment 1n his hands, kissed ber very gently on the lps,

and said—

** Clare, you're not angry with me for last night 2

“No,” she answered him. Tlgeu she g.gded ,312“,"[1%; :ﬁ

her tired.

e in her.
“ 11 make her love me just as she used to, those days on
our honeymoon  God bless her™”

Yes, Mrs. Rossiter was strangely altered. It all shows
what one can do with a woman when one tnes. Her
hostile placidity had given place to something almost

thetic, One would have thought, had one not known
that lady’s i of , that she was
perplexed, almost distressed

eter was conscious that Clare was now as sient with
her mother as she was with lum,  He perceived that Mrs,
Rossiter was disturbed at Clare’s reticence He fancied

possible—she appeared to be ready to accept Peter as

a fnend and ally now—now after these many weeks of

hostility. Surely women are strange creatures In any

asee one may ogserve the yellow brooch agitated now and
at ease,

Very soon, too, Cards came to make his farewells; he
Wwas going to Paris for the whole of Ma{
‘What! Won't you be back for the beginmung of the
ason ? 7' cried Peter, astorushed.
No,” Cards answered, laughing, ** for once the Season
€an commence without me."
e was especially affectionate, but seemed anxious to
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be gone: His dark eyes avoided Peter's gazel- He didn’'t
ook well—2 little anxious : and Cards was generally the
a carelessness:
Peter 1ooked bim uP

soul of ﬁght—hearte
What & § jendid fellow he was
g that same delight that he phad always
incti is good 1o00kS, his ease. «“ He
e be ing of somewne 2! Peter used to
nk, © he ought really—"n0 wonder people spoil him.”
« There's another thing,” Peter <aid, © you're jorgetting
She’ll be dreadfully disap-

Clare’s pirthday next week-
po'mted at your not being bere for it.”
« P11 have 1o remember it from Paris,”’ Cards said.
« Well—it's an awful pity that you're going for a whole
month. don't know what we S all do without you-
And you cheer Clare up——she’s rather depressed just now-
Thinls of thelida bit, 1 expect.”

« well, T write,”’ said Cards, and was gone.

11

trer that chowed him

“Peter received at this time 2 le
¢ be had, at any rate one friend in the world who be-
in hi 1t was from S Mara(}ick, and it was

n bim.

trangely encourag’mg——now a

whose blackness he SO resolutely _tm'ned away-
S

»its from

Tt asked him to go with Maradick as bis gu

Club dinner. Then it wenton. « - - « you know, Westcott,
should. 1ike ships in the

+ as often as we

we don’t mee
i 5 and then pass: But

witﬁ the Stay-at—ﬁomes, an
ms with the Explorers, an

T
mfortable. The only bappy
2t are those Who know the Kind of thing 1
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are—Ixplorers or Stay.at.Homes, and just stick at that

and shut their eyes tight to the other hind of peoplr—il

mlexste pat, that ather world  Those are the happy people,

and after all most people are like that.  But we, youand §f,

are uncomfortably conscious of the other Party—-want to
0w them in fact, want them to recene us

* Well, I'm getting on and t's late days for me, but
you've got all your life before you and will do great things,
take my word for 1t.  Only don t b discouraged because
the Stay-at-Homes don’t come to you all at once. Give
‘em tune—tiey U come 7

Thus seemed to Peter, at this moment of a whole welter
of daubt and confusion and misunderstanding of people’s
motines and poutions, to explain a great deal \Was that
the reason why he'd_been so happy m old Zachary Tan's
«hop years ago?  Why he of been happy through all that
existence at the bookshop, those absurd unreal conspirators
~happy, yes, even when stanvang with Stephen in Budket
ane,

He was then i hus nght company—<esplorers one and
all, Whereas here ‘enow 2 Had he ever been happy
at The Roundabaut except dunng that first year, and
afterwards when Stephen came © - And was ot that, too,
the explanation of young Stephen’s ppimess upon the
armval of Mr Zanti and Brant ¢+ Did he not reagmise
them for what they wer, explorers 2 He bung a young
explorer himself

n the other side Mrs Rouwuter, Clare, Cards, ol Bnbby
who in sprte of hus aficction never understond 1l the
things that Peter did or sud the Galleony, old M Galleon
and Peraval and his sster Had Henry Gallon

- 1 onderat all bas Uife,

0 e + window watcling
. s w for an nstant las

«1th her towers ber
m0fs and chimneys—smoke and mist and hare weaving a
web—and then beneath 12, humming, butzing, turrg, af
the hives, all the comedics, all the tragedice—kirgs and
Emcts. guttersnipes ard duchesses, politiaans and news-

3, ecnumenals and <aints— Joo

yt\'autmg. that golden top, for some hand to et at l‘"”} '
ming,

t
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In that moment Peter Westcott, aged twenty-nine, with
2 book just behind him that had been counted on every
side the most dismal of failures, saw himself the English
Balzac, saw London open like a book at his fect, saw heaven
and all its glories . . . himself the one and only begetter
of a thousand masterpieces | .

But the sun set-—the towers and roofs and chimneys were
coldly grey, a ragged wind rose through the branches of
the orchard, dark clouds hid the risen moon, newsboys
were crying a murder in Whitechapel.

1 hate this house,”” Peter said, turning away from the
window, into a room crowded now with dusk.

1

It was the first of May, and the day before Clare’s birth-
day. It was one of the most beautiful days of the year,
with a hint of summer in its light and shadow, a shimmer
of golden sun shaking through the trees in the orchard,
flung from there on to the windows of The Roundabout,
to dance in twisting lines along the floors and across the
walls.

., All doors and windows seemed to be open: the scent
of flowers—a prophecy of pinks and roses where as yet
there were none—flooded the little Chelsea streets,

* The Velasquez on the walls of The Roundabout danced
in her stiff skirts, looking down upon a room bathed in
green and gold shadow,

It was three o’clock in the afternoon and Peter was going
out to buy Clare a present. He had seen a ruby pendant
many months ago in a window in Bond Street. He had
thought of it for Clare, but he had known that, with young
Stephen’s education and the rest of the kid’s expenses, he
could not dare toafford it. Now . . . things were different.

It should sign and seal this new order. . . .

He came downstairs. He looked into the little sitting-
room. Clare was standing there by the window looking
at the gay frees in the orchard. On the opposite wall the
Velasquez danced. . . .

She had not heard him come in, and she was standing by
the window with her hands clasped tightly behind her, her
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body strung up, so it scemed, by some height of deter-
mination. She wore a black dress with a httle white
round her neck and at the sleeves. Her hair was rolled
into a pile on the top of her head and the sunlight from
the orchard was shiming upon it.

When Peter called her name she turned round with a
startled aci and put her hand to her throat. Then she
moved back agamst the window as though she were afraid
that he was going to touch her,

He noticed ber movement, and the words that he had
intended to say were checked on his ips, He stammered,
instead, something about lfoing out. She nodded her
head ; she had pulled herself together and walked towards
im from the window.

*Won't you come, too? It 1s such a lovely day,” he
asked her.

' I've got a headache,”

“It’ll do your headache good.”

a But she shook her head—** No, I'm going upstairs to he
own."”

She moved past him to the door. Then with her hand
on it she turned back to hum.
* Peter, I—"" she said.
She seemed to appeal ‘to‘ln‘m with Psr eyes beseeching,
PR ; B ? i
. .. .

" Yegrtt
—She pacsed through the door across the sunlit hall, up
the dark stairs. She walked with that hesitating halting
step that he knew so well; her small, white hand lay for
,a moment on the banisters—then she had disappeared.

: ) was a
.. e ‘ight,
! word



426 FORTITUDE
The letter said :—

caR MR, PETER, L
D];I‘his is 2 hurried line to tell you that He is dead at last,
died in drink cursing and swearing, and now per mother
and she, poor dear, are going to America and I'm going fo
look after her hoping that we’ll be marrying in a few months
time and so realize my heart’s wish.

Dear Peter I sail on Thursday from Southampton and
would be coming to see you but would not like to incon-
venience you as you now are, but my heart is ever the same
to you, Dear Boy, and the day will come when we can talk
over old times once again. .

Your affectionate friend, sir, :

Now about to be made the happiest man in all the world,

STEPHEN.

N.B.—T hope the little kid is strong and happy.

N.B.~Zanti goes with us to America having heard of
gold in California and is to be my best man when the day
comes.

So Stephen’s long wait was ended at last. Peter’s eyes
were dimmed as he put the letter away in his pocket.
‘What a selfish beast, to be sure, must this same Peter

« Westcott be, for here he was wishing—yes, almost wishing
~—that Stephen’s happiness had not come to him. Always
t the back of everything there had been the thought of
~Stephen Brant. Let all the pits in the world gape and
yawn, there was one person in the world to whom Peter
was precious, Now-—in America—with a wife . . . some
of the sunlight had gone out of the air and Peter’s heart
was suddenly cold with that old dread.

Another friend taken from him! Another link gone!
Then he puiled himself together, tried to rejoice with
Stephen at his happiness, failed dismally, walked down
Piccadilly defiantly, with swinging shoulders and a frown-
ing face, like a sailor in a hostile country, and went into
the Bond Street jeweller’s.

He had been there on several former occasions, and a
large stout man who looked as though he must have been
Lord Mayor several years running came forward and gave
Peter an audience. Precious stones were of no account in
such a place as this, and the ruby pendant looked quite
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stall and humble when it was brought to Peter-—never-
theless 1t was beautiful and would swit Clare exactly, It
s_eenpgd to :fp}gqa.\’personany to Peter, as though it knew

. Ce oo DI ANED R T0g It ey

I s .
Si pounds . . . Never mund, it marked an occasion,
The mby smued at Peter as 1t was shpped mto its case;
it was glad that it was going to somebody who hadn't very
many things.

He had several other matters to settle and 1t was nearly
five o’clock when he turned out of Kmghtsbridge down
Sloane Street. The sun was shggmg behind the Hyde
Park Hotel so that already the shadows were lying along
the lower g;rts of the houses although the roofs were bright
with sunshine.

It was the hour when all the dogs were taken for the last
exerase of the day Every lund of dog was there, but
especially the fat and pampered vanety—Poms, Kmg
Charles, " Pekinese, Dachshunds—a few bigger dogs, and
even one mournful-eyed Date who walked with melancholy
supenonty, as a ling amongst s vassals

Il"he street stured with the patterings of dogs. The
light shd down the sky~—voices rang 1n the clear air softly
as though the dying R;y had besought them to be tender.
The colours of the shops, of the green trees, of shm and
Lanehe £t duncrad hances were powdered with gold-dust;

ng 1ts bells,
was cold—perhaps
with sunskine azd
' it was.more than
ey he fhonght, *that Cormshmen always

) s2y,” he thosgbt, “ that Co
know when it Qisaster's comng. If that's true, somethun
ought to be gamyg to happen to me e .

.gAnd theu,g in é ﬂash,l?hat sound that he had Fecah
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subconsciously expecting, came—the sound of the sea.. He
could hear it quite distinctly, a distant, half-determined
movement that seemed so vast in its roll and plunge, so
sharp in the shock with which it met the shore, and yet so
subdued that it might be many thousands of miles away.
Tt was as though a vast tide were dragging back a million
shells from an endless shore—the dragging hiss, the hesi-
tating suspense in mid-air, and then the rattle of the
returning wave.

As though hypnotized he closed his eyes. Yes, he was
walking along the Sea Road. There was that range of rock
that lay out at sea like a crouching dog. There was that
white twisting circle of. foam that lay about the Ragged
Stone—out there by itself, the rock with the melancholy
bell. Then through the plunging sea he could hear its note
—the moan of some one in pain. And ever that rattle,
‘that hiss, that suspense, that crash.

“ 1 beg your pardon—" he had run into a lady’s-maid
#ho was leading a pompous King. Charles. The spaniel
eyed him with hatred, the maid with distrust. He passed
on—but the Sea had departed.

To chase away his gathering depression he thought that
he would go in and have tea with Bobby and Alice. It was
quite late when he got there, and stars were in a sky that
was so delicate in colour that it seemed as though it were
exhausted by the glorious day that it had had; a little
sickle moon was poised above the Chelsea trees.

To his disgust he found that Percival and Millicent
Galleon were having tea with their brother. Their recep-
tion of him very quickly showed him that Mortimer Stant
had put a final end to any hopes that they might have had
of his career as an artist. . ’

“ }Iow’s the book doing, Westcott ? ” said Percival,
looking upon Peter’s loose-fitting clothes, broad shoulders,
and square-toed shoes with evident contempt.

* Not very well, thank you, Galleon.” ‘

' Ah, well, it didn’t quite come off, did it, Westcott ?—
not quite. Can’t hit the nail every time. Now young
Rondel in this Precipice of his has done some splendid
work. We had him to tea the other day and really he
seemed quite a nice unassuming fellow: *

“Oh! shut up,” Bobby growled. * You talk too much,
Percival.”
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Peter was growing. Quite a short time ago he would
have been furtous, would have gone into hus shell, refused
to speak to anybody, been depressed and glowering.

Now, smiling, he said

“ Alice, swon't you consider it and come up and dine with
us after all to-night 2 It's only my mother-inlaw beside
ourselves—-""

* No, thanks, Peter. 1 mustn't. The boy's not quite
the thing.”

 Well, all nght—if you must

Nevertheless 1t hurt, a\thouih it was only that young
ass of a Galleon That, though, was one of the pits into
which one must not look.

He felt the Little square box that contained the ruby,
Iying there so snugly 10 hus pocket.  That cheered bum.

“1 munst be getting back. Good-mght, everybody.
See you at dinner, Bobby."”

Hewent. |



CHAPTER XV
MR. WESTCOTT SENIOR CALLS CHECKMATE

PrrER felt as he closed the hall door behind him that The
Roundabout was both cold and dark. The little hall drew
dusk into its corners very swiftly, and now, as he switched
on the electric light, he was conscious almost of protest on
the part of the place, as though it wished that it might
have been left to its empty dusk.

A maid passed him.

“ Has your mistress gone upstairs ? * he asked her.

“ 1 don’t think she has come in, sir.”

“ Not come in ? ”

“No, sir, she went out about three o'clock. 1 don't
think she’s come back, sir.”

She’s running it pretty close, he thought as he looked
at his watch—then he went slowly up to dress.

He had been more irritated by the superiorities of young
Percival Galleon than he had cared to confess. Peter had,
at the bottom of his sounl, a most real and even touching
humility. He had no kind of opinion of his abilities, of his
work in comparison with the other workers that counted.
Moreover he would not, were his ultimate critical sense
aroused, fail to admit to himself some certain standard of
achievement. Nothing that young Galleon could say
mattered from the critical standpoint—nevertheless he
seemed to represent, in this case, a universal opinion ;
even in his rejection of Peter one could see, behind him, a
world of readers withdrawing their approval.

* Peter Westcott’s no good. . . . Peter Westcott's no
good. . . . Peter Westcott’s no good. . . .”

In any case that was quite enough to account for the

430
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PP that he was feehng—feeling with i ing force
as the mmutes passed. He undressed and dressed agan
siowly, wondenng vaguely, loosely, in the back of bis mind,
why 1t was that Clare had not come m. Perhaps she had
come in and the maid had not heard her. He took the

what we agreed to the other mght. A new Mfe . . . new

altogether. . ."

4 He was conscious as he took hus shirt off that lus win-
ows. . M

with

ver

th;ym

back

for hi

better

had o

alert——the hnes had gone. He was strong and vigorous

as he stood there, lus body shiming under the glow, He

opened and shut his hands, feelng the strength, force, 1w

his fingers. Thick-set, sturdy, with s shoulders back

again now, straight, not bent as they had been '
“Oh, I'm ail right—I'm all nght, you know, T wote

sot Bt R i

wa

bre ‘

agawn, when he had dressed he tumed out the bght, opened
the windows more widely, and stood for a moment there
smelling the smoke, feelng the ar on Ius forehead, seeing
the dark fluttering shadows of the trees, the sitver moon,
the dim red haze of the London sky. . . «

1

He went down to hus study. Clare must be in now.

Bobby would be here 1 a few minutes. He to} . the J
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Times but his mind wandered. “Mr. Penning Bruce was
at his best last night in the new musical comedy produced
at the Apollo Theatre—the humour of his performance
as Lieutenant Pottle, a humour never exaggerated nor
strained. . . .” ) .

But he couldn’t attend, He looked up at the little
clock and saw that it was nearly dinner-time. Bobby
ought to be here. :

He stood up and listened. The house was profoundly
silent. It was often silent—but to-night it was as though
everything in the house—the furniture, the pictures—were
listening—as though The Roundabout itself listened.

He went into the ball—stood for a moment under.
the stairs—and then called “ Clare—Clare.” He waited
and then again ‘Clare, Clare—I say, it’s late. Come
along: >

There was no answer.

Then, crossing the hall, he opened the door of the little
drawing-room and looked in. It was black and empty—
here, too, he could smell the burning leaves.

He switched on the light, and instantly, perched against
the Velasquez Infanta, saw the letter, white and still before
the pink and grey of the picture. At the sight of the
letter the room that had been empty and cold was suddenly
burning hot and filled with a thousand voices. ‘ Take it
—take it—why don't you take it ? It’s been waiting there
for you a long time and we've all been wondering when

on were coming in for it. It’s waiting there for you.
ake it—take it—take it ! ”

At the sight of it, too, the floor of the room seemed in-
sjcanﬂy to pitch, slanting downwards, like the deck of a
sinking ship. He caught on to the back of a chair in order
that he might not slip with it. His hands shook, and there
was a great pain at his heart, as though some ope were
pulling it tight, then squeezing it in their fingers and letting
it go again.

Then, as suddenly, all his agitation fled. The room was
cold and empty again, and his bands were steady. He
took the letter and read it.

It was written in great agitation and almost illegible,
and at the bottom of the paper there was a dirty smudge
thg.z might have been a tear stain or a finger mark.

ran:




THE ROUNDABOUT 433

*Tmust go. Ihave beenso unh:q;})y for so long and we
don't get on together, Peter, now. You don’t understand
me and I must be happy. I had been always happy until
I married you—perhaps 1t’s partly my fanlt but I only
hinder your work and there is some one else who loves me,
He has always said so.

“T would not have gone perhaps if it had not been for
what you did or April 12. I know because some one saw
you getting mnto a cab at midmght with that hornble
woman. That shows that you don’t care about me, Peter.
But perhaps I would have gone anyhow. Once, the mght
1 told you about baby comung, I told you there’d be a time
when you’d have to hold me. It came—and you didn't
see it = You didn’t care—you can’t have loved me or yon
would have seen, - But anything 1s better than stay-
g here bike this I am verg'aunbapp‘y now but you will
not care. You are cruel and hard, Peter. You have never
understood what a woman wants,

T am going to Jerry i Pans  You can divorce me 1
don’t care about anything now. I won't come back—I
won't, I won't. CLaRre.”

He read this all through, very carefully with 2 sernious
brow He finished it and then knew that he had not read
a word of it. He went, slowly, to the wimdow and opened
it because the room was of a stifing heat Then he took
the letter again and read it As he finished 1t again he
was conscions that the door-bell was ningmng.  He wondered
w}w it was nnging.

o cem, ea . .-
. . N
—never stramed . . . never exaggerated . . mnever
straiged . .

e .

* She's gone away, Bobby,"' Peter said, 1 a voice that
shook a Iittle but was otherwise grave and almost a whasper,
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eo low wasit. ' She's gone away—to Cardiltac””  Then he
added 1o himself—"* Cardillac is my best friend.” ’

Then he said " Listen,” and he read the letfer straight
throngh. He reprated some of the phrases—"" What yoeu
did on April 12 “* That shows that you don't care. . . .
You are cruel and hard, Peter. . . . I am going to Jerry
in Paris. . . .7 i

" Jerry—that’s Cardillae, vou know, Bobby, Ic's in
Paris, and che's foine over to him because she can’t stand
me any more, She says 1 don't care about her. Isa't
that funny, when 1 love her so much 2 7

Bobhy went to him, put his arm round his peck-—

v Peter—dear—Peter—wait,” and then * Oh my God !l
we must stop her——-""

Tie drew himeelf away from Bobby's arm and, very un-
steadily, went across the room and then stood against the
farther wall, his head bent, motionless,

* Stop her 2 Oh!l no, Bobby., Stop her when she wants
to pol I—"" His voice wasn't Peter's voice, it was a
tlhin monntonous voice lke some one speaking at a great
divtance, :

Then it sremed that intellicence was flashed npon him,
He lurched forward and with a great voice——us though
h-:_!z:ul been struck by some sudden, agonizing, immortal

i —

" Bobby—Babby—my wife—Clare—-""

And av that indtant Mrs. Rossiter was shown into the
TOOL.

m

The maid who apened the door hnd apparently some
vaspoon that 7 thinge were odd,” because the waited for
a moment before she closed the door apgain, staring with
wide cyes o the room, catching, perhaps, some hint
from Ber macter’s white face that something terrible had
ecournsd,

It was ohvious enonch that Mes. Rossiter had herenlf,
during the last weel, been o no easy mind.  From the
first plances 2t Petrr and Babby she seemed to understand
c\'fr;,'ihm;:. for, instantly, at that glimpse of their faces,
ehie begame, for the first time in her dife, perhaps, a per-
gunzlity, o figure, something defined and cutlined.
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Her face was suddenly grey.  She hesitated tack apalnet
tae door and, with her face on Feter, said in a whisper, to

Bnbb{' 3
* What-—shat has happened 2

Iﬁobbi- was pot inchned to spare her. At an onlooket
during these Iast months he felt that she, perhapy, wat
more gultdy responssble for the catastropho than any niher
rumarn bemg,

* Qlare,”” he said, trymng to fix her eyer. * She's gane
off to Cardillnc—to Parns”

Then he was lumself held by the tragedy of thosa twp
faces  Thev faced ench other acrosa the room.  Deter,
with eyes and a mouth that wero not hit~—cyeq not mans,
the eyes of no human besng, month smiling drawa tght
like a razor's edge—unith his hands sprentd ont pgainat e
wall, watched Mrs Rossiter

Mrs, Rossiter, at Bobby’s words, had huddicd up, nude
denly broken—anly her eyes, (n lier great foolish expronsiosis
less face, stung to an agony to wiuch the rest of }mr Doy
could not move

Her httle soul—a tiny scrap of o tiung in that vagne

rison of dult flest ddenty ded—deaporntely

urt by the only weapon $hat confd ever havn found i1,

“Clare t” that soul whispered, “ not gone! IU's not

passible—~1t can't be-t can't be {
18 all youre ol

. although her eyes

never left Ius faco—~she came up to Bnbby, her hands out @
* Bobby~please, please—tell me Thiv iy abrurd ~
there's n mistake, Clare, Clare would never do s thing
fike that—never leave me like that—why—~"' and ber volen
rose, ”* I've loved her—~I've loved her as fio motlut ever
) : © tomr She knows it

nly one vwho foves et

the wall, muttesing,
waving WS hands at her—"Iv's you! Yem! Veu
Youw've driven her to this~you and your cursd inter
ference. You took her from me-—you told ber 10 desrive
me m everything, You taught het 1o he and trrk, Ghe
loved me before you came into 1t Nuw b prosd, 3f yoo
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like—now be proud. God damn you, for making your
daughter into 2 whore—That’s what yow've done, you.with
vour flat face, your filthy flat face—you've made yoar
daughter a whore, I tell you—and it's nothing but you—
*OU~—yOU ’

He lifted his hand as though he would strike her across
ihe face. She said nothing, but started back with her hands
up as though to protect herself. He did not strike her,
His hand fell.  But she, as though she had {elt a blow, had
her hiand held to her face.

He stood over her for a moment laughing, his head
flung back. Then, still laughing, he went away from them
out into the hall.

Then, through the open door, they heard him. He .
passed through the upper rooms crying out as he went—
* Clare! Clare! Where are you ? Come down! They're
here for dinner! You're wanted! It's time, Clarel—
where are you ? Clare! Clare !”

They heard him, knocking furniture over as he went.
Then there was silence.  Mrs. Rossiter seemed, at that,
te come to herself.  She stood up, fecling her check.

* It's sent him off his head, Bobby., Go after him.
He'll hart himself.””  Then, as though to herself, she went
on—"" T must find Clarc—she'll be in Paris, I suppose. I
must go and find her, Bobby. She'll want me badly.”

She went quictly from the room, still with her hand to
her cheek.  She listened for a moment in the hall.

She turned round to Bobby :

‘* It daesn’t say—the letter—where Clare's gone ?

' No—only Paris.”

He helped her on with her cloak and opened the front
door for her.  She slipped away down the street.

Bobby turned back and saw that Peter was coming
down the stairs. But now the fury had all died from his
face, only that look, as of some animal wounded to death,
a look that was so deep and terrible as almost to give his
white face no expression at all, was with him.

It had been with him at Stephen’s death, it was with,
him far more intensely now. He looked at Bobby.

' 8he's gone,” in a tired dull voice as of some one nearly
asleep,  gone to Cardillac.  Iloved Cards—and all the time
he loved Clare. I loved Clare, and all the time she loved
Cards. It's damned funny isn't it, Bobby, old man ?
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He stood facing htm in the hall, no part of him moving
except lus mouth * She says I treated her like a brute
I don’t thiplr T Aid  Cha gale shava + e meanth e T 2 4
one nmight—

T've never

cab—Perha_ .

Bennett—damned unhappy—so am I—so am I. I'm a
lonely fellow—I always have been | *

He went past Bobby, back mnto the Iittle drawing-room.,
Bobby foltowed him.

He turned round

“You can go now, Bobby. 1 shan’t want you any
more.’”

* No, I'm gong to stay

** I don't want yoo—I don't want any one

“I'm going to stay **

“* 1'd rather you went, please*’

“ I'm poing to stay **

Peter paid no more attention He went and sat down
on a chair by the window. Bobby sat down on a chair
near him.

Once Peter said. * They took m¥hbahy They took
my work. They’ve taken my wife ey’'re too much for
me. 1I'm beaten”’

Then there was absolute silence in the house The
servants, who had heard the tumbling of the furmture,
crept frightened to bed

Thus The Roundabout, dark, utterly without sound,
stayed through the mght Once, from’ the chair by the
window 1 the little drawwng-room a voice sad, " I'm
going back to Scaw House—to my father  I'm gong back
—to all of them.”

During many hours the httle siives clock ticked cheer-
fully, seeing perhaps with its httle bright eyes the two
darlz figures and wondening what they did there







BOOK IV
SCAW HOUSE






CHAFTER I
THE SEA
ETER WESTCOTT was dead.
They put his body into the 11 50 from Paddington.
n
It was a day of lugh, swmgmg winds, of dappled skies, of
shuning gleaning water Bunches now and again of heavy

black clouds clustered on the honzon, the cows and horses
n the ﬁelqs were.sh.'.\rply dgﬁned, standing out npdly

propped uf; n‘{;’amst red velvet that yidlded with a hard,
! - - SO

swept of all 1ts recent company, waiting for new, for very
different inhabitants

The white hands motionless upon the knees, the eyes
facing the hght but blind, the body still agunst the velvet,
throughout the long, long day . .

m

There were oceasions when some one came and asked for
his ticket  Some one came once and asked hum whether
+

s



442 FORTITUDE

“He would take lunch.” Once a woman, flushed and
excited, laden with parcels, tumbled into his carriage, and
then, after a glance at the white face, tumbled out again.

Then, from very, very far away, came the first whispered
breath of returning consciousness. The afternoon sun now
had banished the black clouds—the wind had fallen—the
sky was a quiet blue and birds rose and fell, rivers shone
and had passed, roads were white like ribbons, broad and
brown like crinkled paper, then ribbons again as the train
flung Devonshire, scornfully, behind its back. Peter was
conscious that his body was once more to be tenanted.
But by whom ?

Here was some one coming to him now, some one who,
as the evening light fell about the land, dark with his cloak
to his face, came softly down upon the house and knocked at
the door. Peter could hear his knock—it echoed through
the empty passages, the deserted rooms, it was a knock that
demanded, imperatively, admittance. The door swung
back, the black passages gaped upon the evening light and
were closed again. The house was once more silent—but
no longer untenanted.

v

Peter was now conscions of the world. That was
Exeter that they had left behind them, and soon there
would be Plymouth and then the crossing of the bridge
and then—Cornwall |

_Cornwall! His lips were dry—he touched them with
hlS_ tongue and knew, suddenly, that he was thirsty, more
thirsty than he had ever been. He would never be hungry
again, but he would always be thirsty. An attendant
passed. What should he drink ? The attendant suggested
a whisky and soda. Yes . . . a large whisky. . . .

It was very long indeed since he had been in Cornwall—
he had not been there since his boyhood. What bad he
been doing all the time in between 7 He did not know—
he had no idea. This new tenant of the house was not
aware of those intervening years, was only conscious that
he was returning, after Jong exile, to his home—Scaw
House, yes, that was the name . . .. the house with the
trees and the grey stoné walls—yes, he would be glad to
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T at harma nmnem smbb Woe fadlae YRoof L a. o

v

They were at Trewth, that Lttle station where you must
change for Treliss, It stood open to all the winds of
heaven, two lines of paling, a little strp of platform, stand-
ing duolately, at wistful attention 1n the heart of gentl

thing folde mild claas @aelp tvomn handime bamatbon

' Y ,

o= B I 1

B lictcr—-somewherc n some straé'uge dim recesses of his
soul—felt 1t about hus body = The wind, bringing all these
scents, touched his cheek and s hair, and he was conscious
that that dark trasveller who now tenanted hus house closed
the doors and windows upon that breath. It might waken

the air
Suddenly there came to Peter, waiting there, the deter-
Tunation to drive He could not stand there, su_noun,x'iecll

drive—he must drive . 3

In the road outside the station a decrepit cab with a
thin rake of a man for dnver was waitng for a passible
customer, The cab was faded, the wheels encrusted with
ancient mud, the horse old and wheezy, but the cabman,
standing now thinner than ever zgawnst the sky, was, ia
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spite of a tattered top hat, filled with that cheerful optimism
that belongs to the Cornishman who sees an opportumty
of * doing ' a foreigner. .

“ 1 want to drive to Treliss,” said Pej:er_. ]

They bargained. The battered optimist obtained the
price that he demanded and cocked his eye, derisively, at
the rising moon.

Peter surveved the cab. .

“ T'1l sit with you on the box,” he said. L

The thin driver made way for him. It was a high jolt-
ing cab of the old-fashioned kind, 2 cab you might have
sworn was Cornish had you seen it anywhere, a cab that
smelt of beer and ancient leather and sait water, a cab that
had once driven the fashion of Treliss to elegant dances and
now must rattle the roads with very little to see, for all your
irouble, at the end of it.

The sleeping fields, like grey cloth, stretched on every
side of them and the white road cut into the heart of the
distance. It was a quarter to eight and a blue dusk.
The driver iilted the top hat over one ear and they
were off.

“ I know this road as yer might say back'ards. Ask
any one down along Treliss way. Zachy Jackson they'll
say~—which is my name, sir, if yer requirin’ a good 'orse
any time o’ day. Zachy Jackson! which there ain’t no
man~—tarkin' of 'orses fit to touch 'im, they'll tell yer and
not far wrong either.”’

But now with every stumbling step of that bony horse
Peter was being shaken into a more active conscicusness,
consciousness not of the past, very slightly of the present,
but rather of an eager, excited anticipation of events shortly
to befall him, of the acute sense—the first that had, as yef,
come to him-—that, very shortly, he was to plunge bimself
into an absolute abandonment of all the restraints and
discipline that had hitherto held him. He did not know,
he could not analyse to himself——for what purpose those
restraints had been formerly enforced upon his life. Only
now—at this moment his body was being flooded with a
warm, riotous satisfaction at the thought of the indulgences
that were to be his,

Still this fortress of his house was bare and desolated,
but now in some of the rooms there were lights, fire, whis-
pers, hali-hidden faces, eyes behind curtains.
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The wind struck him in the face. ' Enough of this—
yow're done for—you're beaten—you're broken . . . you're
gong back to your hovel You're creeping home—don't
make a fine thing of it—"' the wind said.

The top of the Jull rolled up to them, and suddenly with
the gust that came from every quarter there svas borne
some sound. It was very delicate, very mysterious—the
sound, one might fancy, that the earthwould make 1f all

LLLIPILULS d UdlRUESS Wient & Cloud swaliowed the moon
i)n the daylight that landscape, to any one who loved not
Comwall, would seem ugly indeed, with a grey cottage
stuck here and there naked ypon the moor, with a bare

hulng L Uo, on. penoiung w, LuL Lo KNEel GOWN 47U WOr-
Br. n ha

ship God. een 1t often before and he
R =3-ss == ma - st whipped up
noise that had

P
crept across the country frightened lum  1f it went on
mgh longer 1t would make him remember—he must not
m’rll;mber. [ to a d mysterious lane and the
ey turned down 1into a deep, 2
Whispe); was }gdden. Now therg was about them only the
urgent crowding of the hedges, the wild-flowers finging
their scent on to the mght air, and above and below aud on
every side of the old cab there streamed into the aw the
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sweet smell of crushed prass, as thouph many fields had
been pressed between pinmt's fingers and t0 had been
feft. .

Peter sat there, and about him, ke flames licking wood-
work, evil thouphts devoured his bedy.  He was going pow
at last to do all thove things that, there many years, he had
prevented himeelf from doing.  That at any rate he knew,
. . . He would drink and dnink and drink;, until he would
never remember anything again . .. nover again, ..
Meanwhile as the eab slowly bepan to climb the hill again
Mr. Jackson was telling a story,

He rotled his s as though life were indeed 2 valuable
and happy thing, and now and again, waving his thin whip
in the air, he would seem to appeal to the moon,

“ rTwas down to Dunotter Cove and I, 2 lad, my father
bein® a fisherman, and one night, I mind it as thouph it
were yesterday, there was a mighty wreck,  Storm and
wind and rain there was that might, and there we were,
out in i, suddenly, all the village of us. I but a slip of
a boy, vou must know, which it was thirty year back now,
and the rain sizzling on the cobbles and the wind blawin’
the chimneys crooked., Well—she were a mighty wreck
blawn right up against the unotter rucks, you understand,
and sendin’ up rockets and we seein’ her clear enough,
black out to sea which she seemed enormouns in the night
time and all. My father and the rest of "em went out in
the boat—we waited and we waited and they didn’t come
back. . . . Thev never come back—none of them only a
crazed luny, Bill Tregothny—"c was washed up against the
rocks down to Boallian and ‘e were just livin', |, , . And
when it come davhght "—Mr, Jackson cleared his throat
and paused—'* when it come daylight there wasn’t no
wreck-—nothing—nor no bodies neither—nothing—-only Bill
Tregothny the fool, . . .

Peter had heard no single word of this. Iis ears were
straining for the return of that whisper.  They were nearly
once again at the hill top, Then mn front of them there
would be the sca—at the top of the hill there would be
the sea. . . . He was seized with o great terror—irightencd
like a child in the dark, . . . ** Bill Tregothny, you must
understand, sir, ‘ad always been a idiot—always, born so.
When ’¢ was all well again ‘¢ told strange tales about the
lot of them havin’ boarded the vessel and there bein’ gold
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alloverthe * *  * T T

the gold Iyin au wouu,

.. course Bill was the idiot you must understand, but
it's true enough that there were no vessel i the marmin‘'—
no vessel at all~-and my father and the rest were never
scen again—nor no bodies neither, . , . And they do
say— P .

whoich bul Lregoumy says . . .

e sea broke vpon them with an instant, menacing
roar.  Between them and this v‘mlence there was now only
M N P P PR fpts

* i

the thubder,

shoking back, have you? After all these years you've
come slinlang back. “Where are all your fine hopes now.
where all those early defiances, those vast ambitions 7—
‘Worthless, broken, defeated-—worthless, broken, defeated.”
And then 1t seemed to change .
‘' Peter—Peter—Hold out a lttle longer—the battle
isn't over yet—~Struggie on for a httle, Peter—I'll help
ou—T'll bning your courage back to you-——Trust me,
eter—Trust me . .
- Through the rattle of the surf there came the sick
melancholy lowing of the Bell Rock—swinging over a
space of waters it jell across fields, uputterably, abomi-
nably sad,






CHAPTER II
SCAW HOUSE

Mr. Jacksow inquired as to the hotel that Peter preferred
and was 1old to dnive anywhere, 50 he chose The Man at

The Man at Arms had been turned, by young Mr. Ban-
mster, from a smiall 1nsy cant kostef‘;y mto the most
important hotel 1n the West of England,” It stood above
the town, looking over the bay, the roofs of the new town,
the cottages of the old one, the curving 1sland to the nght,
the lighthouse to the left—all Carnwali g those grey stones,
that blue sea, the grave fishing boats, the flocks of gulls,
far, far below.

Mr. Banmster had spared no trouble over ;"he Man at

ern

, and now it was e
with an old Minstrels’ Gallery kept studiously dusty. and
G O R i AP b sa et 2 St
Igh .
cour
but " .

R ) v .
that you expected 1o find 3 poem by Suckling or Lovelace
on th{ backp:( them. \When Peter been last in Treliss
The Man at Arms had scarcely existed, but he was now
be ressted.  He must lie down-—here, anywhere—now, at

once and sleep . . . sleep sleep
Mr. Banmuster caught hum by the arm as he swayed.x 5
“
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“ You look played out, sir.” )

“Doneup . . . done up ! .

His eyes were closed. Then suddenly he had touched
Mr. Bannister’s shoulder. He was looking at a wire letter
rack, hanging by the superintendent’s little office. There
were some telegrams and many letters stretched behind
the wire netting. One envelope was addressed—

Miss Norah Monogue,
The Dan at Arms Holel,
Treliss,
Cornwall.

“ Miss Monogue . . . Miss Monogue . . . have you any
one here called Miss Monogue ?

“ Yes, sir—been here some weeks. Poor lady, she’s
very ill, I’m afraid., Something to do with her heart—
strained it in some way. Scemed much better . . . but
the last few days . . .” .

Peter stumbled upstairs to his room.

I

Some clock was striking five when he awoke and looking
vaguely about his room saw, by the light, that it must be
late afternoon. He must bave slept for a day and a night.
As he lay back on his bed his first moments of consciousness
were filled with a pleasant sense of rest and ease. He re-
membered nothing . . . he only knew that in the air there
was the breath of lowers and that through the open window
there floated up to him a song, 2 murmur of the sea, a rattle
of little carts. i

He looked about his room. On a distant wall there was
a photograph—** Dunotter Rocks, from the East.” Then
he remembered.

He flung the bed-clothes off him and hurried to dress.
He must go up to Scaw House at once, at once, at once.
Not another moment must be wasted. His hands trembled
as he put on his clothes, and when he came downstairs he
was dishevelled and untidy. He had eaten nothing for
many hours, but food now would have choked him, He
hurmied ont of the hotel.
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.Thc town must have had many recollections to offer
him, and he observed 1t, but he passed through it, locke
ing neither ta the right nor the left, brushing people aside,
stnding with great steps up the stecp cobbled street that
leads out of the town, on to the Sea Road.

Here on the Sea Road he paused  The wind, teanng,

Road she kept pace with him ”

*I'm done with her . I'm done with everybody
Damn 1t all, one keeps thinking "

In the eveming Light the sea below the road was a pale
blue and near the shore 2 calm green It was all very

eful. The water lapped the shore, the Bell Roc!

sighed its melancholy note across space, out a httle way,
when some jagged stones sprang like shoulders from the

exciternent mcreased and lus knees trembled and his eyes
were burning ~ He did not thik of the carlier days when
he had walked that same road  That was another existence
that had nethung to do with hum as he was now  The
anticipation that cssed him was parallel with the eager
demand of the opium-smoker  * Soon I shall be drugged.
I'm going to forget, to forget, to forget.  Just to let myself
go~to sink, to drown.”
Te e Ot e et e omenneness of keeping at bay

! upon ham if he gave
- t would be all over—
In 4. —nad the corner

. . . trees, with
) “he deserted
he sun was
lanung, but

(‘sf
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“ You look played out, sir.”

“Doncup . . . doncup!”’

His eyes were closed. Then suddenly he had touched
Mr. Bannister’s shoulder. He was looking at a wire letter
rack, hanging by the superintendent’s little office. There
were some telegrams and many letters stretched behind
the wire netting. One envelope was addressed-—

Miss Norah Monogue,
The Man at Avins Hotel,
Treliss,
Cornwall,

“ Miss Monogue . . . Miss Monogue . . . have you any
one here called Miss Monogue ? 7

“Yes, sir—been here some wecks. Poor lady, she's
very ill, I'm afraid. Something to do with her heart—
strained it in some way. Scemed much better . . . but
the last few days . . " ’

Peter stumbled upstairs to his room.

I

Some clock was striking five when he awoke and looking
vaguely about his room saw, by the light, that it must be
late afternoon. He must have slept for a day and a night.
As he lay back on his bed his first moments of consciousness
were filled with a pleasant sense of rest and ease, He re-
membered nothing . . . he only knew that in the air there
was the breath of flowers and that through the open window
there floated up to him a song, a murmur of the sea, a rattle
of little carts,

He looked about his room. On a distant wall there was
a photograph—'‘ Dunotter Rocks, from the East.,”” Then
he remembered.

He flung the bed-clothes off him and hurried to dress.
He must go up to Scaw House at once, at once, at once.
Not another moment must be wasted. His hands trembled
as he put on his clothes, and when he came downstairs he
was dishevelled and untidy. He had ecaten nothing for
many hours, but food now would have choked him. He
hurried out of the hotel.
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The town must have had many recollections to offc
him, and he observed it, but he };ssed through it, loolil-
ing neitber to the night nor the left, brushing people aside,
stnding with great steps up the steep cobbled street that
leads out of the town, on to the Sea Road.

Here on the Sea Road he paused The wind, teanng,
as it had always done, round the corner met um, and for a
moment he had to pull lnmself together and face 1t He
remembered, too, at that mstant, Norah Monogue. Where
had he seen her 7 What had brought her to hus mind quite
latelyp Whee * 2 oee - TS B
4 Then he reme

She was at T *°
t#= have dnven }

Road she kept pace with hum
< b “T'm done with her, . . I'm done with everybody.
théx Damn it all, one keeps thinkn, "

-t In the eveming bght the sea below the road was a pale
blue and near the shore a calm green It was all ve;
peaceful. The water lapped the shore, the Bell Roc!
sighed its melancholy note across space, out a lttle way,
w%mn some jagged stones sprang like s‘h‘auldﬂs from the
. - P Sebigi o W

hemlra

bt .

R aaara iimsansre vass
zts  that had nothing to do with hum as he was now The
"¢ anticipation that possessed hum was parallel with the eager
s demand of the opium-smoker “ Soon I shall be drugged.
I'm going to forget, to forget, to forget  Just to let myself
own

goste Sl‘nk.' Lo drOWR T memvcmce ot Teeping at bay
11f he gave

e all over—

the corner

trees, with

he deserted

fhe sun was

famng, but

LR



452 FORTITUDE

Tt did not seem to him to have changed in any way since
he had left it. The windows had always been of a grim
bideous glass, the stone shape of the place always squat and
ugly, and the short flight of steps that led up to the heavy
beetling door had always hinted, with their old hard sur-
{face, at a surly welcome and a reluctant courtesy. It was
all as it had been. )

The sky, now a burning red, looked down upon an
utterly deserted garden, and the silence that was over all
the place seemed to rise, like streaming mist, from the heart
of the nettles that grew thick along the crumbling wall.

The paint had faded from the door and the knocker
was rusty ; as Peter hammered his arrival on to the flat
silence a bird flew from the black bunch of trees, whirred
into the air and was gone. . . .

For a long time after the echo of his knock had faded
away there was silence, and it seemed to him that this
could be only another of those dreams—those dreams when
he had stood on the stone steps in the heart of the deserted
garden and woken echoes through the empty house. At
last there were steps; some one came along the passage
and halted on the other side of the door and listened. They
both waited on either side, and Peter could hear heavy
thick breathing. Xe caught the knocker again and let
it go with a clang that seemed to startle the house to
its foundations. Then he heard bolts very slowly drawn
back, again a pause, and then stealthily the door swung
open.

A scent of rotten apples met him as the door opened, a
scent so strong that it was confused at once with his vision
of the woman who stood there, she, with her gnarled and
puckered face, her brown skin and crooked nose standing,
as it were, for an actual and visible personification of all
the rotten apples that had ever been in the world. .

_He recognized also a sound, the drunken hesitating
hiccough of the old clock that had been there when he had
come in that evening long ago ready to receive his beating,
that had kept pace with his grandfather’s snorings and
mutterings and had seemed indeed the only understanding
companion that the old man had ever had. The woman
was, he saw, the arms-akimbo ferocious cook of the old days,
but now how wrinlkled and infirm !—separated by so many
more years than the lapse of time allowed her from the
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woman of bis past appearance there, There was more 1
her than the mere crumbling of her body, there was also
the crumbling of her spint, and he saw 1 her old bleared
eyes the sign of same fierce battle fought by her, and fought
to her own utter defeat.

In her eyes he saw the thing that hus father had be.

me, . .

What did he want, she asked htm, comung disturbing
them at that hour ? but 1n her face there was, he fancied,
somethung more than the surly question justified, some
cunosity, some eagerncss that scemed to show that she did
not have many visitors here and that their company might
be an eager relief

* I'm Peter Westcott and I've come to sce my father,”

She did not answer this, but only, with her hand to her
breast, stood back a little and watched hum with-frightened
eyes. She was weanng an old, faded, green blouse, open
at her scraggy neck, and her skart was a kind of bed-quilt,
0dd bits of stufls of many colours stuck together. ~Her
scanty hair was 1‘:uued mto a bunch on the top of her
head, her face where 1t was not brown was purple, and
her hands were always shalung so that her fingers rattled
together ke twigs But her alarmed and startled cyes
had some appeal that made one pity ber poor battered
old

‘body.

- Yog' don't remember me,” he said, looking into her
frightmed eyes, But she shook her head slowly.

i Vet 2ot Tuptbar bens o fparst 2u 2w 7 aha a1
made the same spluttering noiss, and there was the door
of the room. t’lr;‘a:sg’ad oncc%ccn hus grandfather’s, and Peter
fancied that he could still sce the old man swayng there
in the doorway laughmng at hus son 2nd s grandson 2s

strug; ‘there on the flvor
worzan pushed open the dmingroom door and
Peter went in.

Petzy's first thought was that hus father was oot th':r;
He saw standing in front of the well-remecrned fire-place
a gemaldosking gentleman clathed 1o 2 emyn 1nr-
gown—a bald gentleman, rather fat, with a,pE'

.
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in one hand and a glass of something in the other. Peter
had expected he knew not what—something stern and ter-
rible, something that would have answered in one way or
another to those carly recollections of terror and punish-
ment that still dwelt with him. He had remembered his
father as short, spare, black-haired, grim, pale—this gentle-
man who was now watching him, bulged in the cheeks and
+he stomach, was highly coloured with purple veins down
the sides of his nose, and his rather podgy hands trembled.
Nevertheless, it was his father. When the red dressing-
gown spoke it was in a kind of travesty of that old sharp
voice, those cutting icy words—a thickened and degenerate
relation :

“ My boy! Atlast!” the gentleman said.

The room presented disorder. On the table were scat-
tered playing cards, a chair was overturned, under the
cactus plant lay what looked like a fiddle, and the only two
pictures on the wall were very indecent old drawings taken
apparently from some Hogarthian prints.

Peter stared at all this in amazement. It was, after
the grim approach and the deserted garden, like finding
an Easter egg in a strong box. Peter saw that his father
was wearing under the dressing-gown a white waistcoat
and blue trousers, both of them stained with dark stains
and smelling very strongly of whisky. He noticed also
that his father seemed to find it difficult to balance himself
on both his legs at the same time, and that he was continu-
ally shifting his feet in an indeterminate kind of way, as
though he would like to dance but felt that it might not be
quite the thing.

Mr, Westcott closed up both his eyes, opened his mouth
and shut it again and shook Peter excitedly by the hand.
At the same time Peter felt that his father was shaking his
hand as much because he wanted to hold on to something
as for reasons of courtesy.

“Well, I am glad. I wondered when you would come to
see your poor old father again—after all these years. I've
often thought of you and said to myself, * Well, he’ll come
back one day. You only be patient,” I've said to myseli,
‘and your son will come back to you—~your only son, and
it isn’t likely that he’s going to desert you altogether.” ”

* Yes, father, T've come back,” said Peter, releasing his
band. *“TI've come back to stay.”
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He thought of the many times m London when he'd
pictured his father, stern and dark, pulling the wires, drag-
ging his wicked son back to him—he thought of that . . .
and now this. Andyet ...

“ Well now, isn't that pleasant—you’ve come to stay !
Could I have wanted anything better ? Come and sit
down—yes, that char—and have something to dnnk,
What, you won’t # 'Well, perhaps later. So you've come
to keep your old father company, have you? I'in sure
that's defightful _ Just what a son ought fo do. We shall
get along very well, I'm sure

All the while that lus la‘\her talked, still holding the
. ti e . Rt haai

s:reat deal more in his father than hé at present perceived,
he could not resist a kimd of warm pleasure that here at any
rate was some sort of a haven, that no one else 1n the world
mght want lam, but here was some one who was glad to
see him

“Well, my boy, tell me all you've been doing these

e been in London, wnting——""

“ Dear, dear—have you really now ?  And how’s 1t all
tumed out ?

“Dear’ me, I'm sorry for that But there are better
things in the world than writing, believe me. I dare say
my boy, you thought me unkind in those old days, but 1t
ﬁt" for your best—oh dear me, yes, entirely for your

. He‘rc, for an mstant, his father’s voice sounded so like
S o Bonsiant, el sed

that.” Mr Westcott

gers on a very old and

-bless them—angels for

s Poor boy, I'm sorry,

“Ihadason. He died.”
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«“ Well now, I am indeed sorr{' : I'd have liked a grand-
son too. Don't want the old Westcott stock to dic out.
Dear me, that is a pity.”

t was at this point that Peter was aware, although he
could not have given any reasonable explanation of his
certainty, that his father had been perfectly assured be-
forchand of all the answers to these questions. Peter
looked at the man, but the eyves were almost closed, and
the smile that played about the weak lips—once so stern
and strong—told onc nothing.

It was dark now, Mr, Wesicott got, somewhat un-
steadily, to his feet.

“ Come,” he said, “ I'll show you the house, my boy.
Not changed much since you were here, I'm sure. Wanted -
a woman's care since your dear mother died of course—
and your poor old grandfather ’

He whispered over again to himsclf as he shuffled across
the room—"* your poor old grandfather "

It bhad secemed to grow very suddenly dark. Outside
in the hall, under the spluttering lamp, Mr. Weslcott found
a candle. The house was intensecly silent.

As they climbed the stairs, lighted only by the flickering
candle-light, Peter’s {eelings were a curious mixture of
unecasiness and a strange unthinking somnolence. Some
part of him, somewhere, was urging him to an active un-

rest—*‘ Norah . . . what does she want interfering 2 T'll
just go and sce her and come back. . . . No, I won't, I'll
just stay here . . . never to bother again . . . never to

bother again. . . "

He was also, in some undefined way, expecting that
at any moment his father would change. The crimson
dressing-gown swayed under the flickering candle-light.
Let it turn round and what would one see inside it ? His
father never stopped talking for an instant—his thick
wandering voice was the only sound in the deserted house.

The rooms were all empty, They smelt as though the
windows had not been opened for years. It was in the
little room that had once been his bedroom that the apples
were stored—piles upon piles of them and most of them
rotten. The smell was all over the house.

Mr. Westeott, standing with the apples on every side
of him, fiung monstrous shadows upon the wall—" This
used to be your room. I remember I used to whip you
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here when you were disobedient. The only way to bring
up your child. The Westcotts have always believed m
1t. Dear me, how long ago it all seems”, . . you can
have this room again if you like. Any room in the
house you please. We'll be very good company for one
another. . . "’

All about Peter there was an atmosphere of extraordi-

languor—just to sit here and let the days shp by,
the'years pass  Just to stay here with no one to hurt one,
10 need for courage. , . .

They were out in the long passage. Mr Westcott came
and placed his hand upon Peter's arm  The whole house
was a great cool place where one slept. Mr. Westcott
smuled into Peter’s face . . . the house was silent and
dark, and oh! so restful. The candle swelled to an enor-
mious size—the red dressing-gown seemed to enfold Peter.

In another moment he would have fallen asleep there
where he stood. With the last struggle of a drowmmng
man he pulled back his fading senses.

“ 1 must go back to the hotel and fetch my thmngs’*
I&léacould see his father’s eyes, that had been wade open,

- Ez'e can send for them *”

* No, I must go for them myself.”

For 2 moment they faced one another. He wondered
what his father intended o do. Then with a gemal laugh,
Mr, Westcott said: ** Well, my boy, just as you please—
just as you please I know you'll'come back to your old
fatbcr—¥ know you'll come back—-"

He blew the candle out and put his arm through tus
501's and they went downstairs together.



CHAPTER 111
NORAH MONOGUL

Prrre found, next morning, Miss Monogue sitting by her
window. She gave him at once the impression of some-
thing kept alive by a will-power so determined that Death
himself could only stand aside and wait until it might
waver,

She was so thin that sitting there in the clear white
colaurs of the sky bevond her window she seemed like
fine =ik, something that, at an instant’s breath, would be
swept like a shadow into the air,  She wore something
Ioose and white, and over her shoulders there was a grey
shawl. Her grevy hair was untidy as of old, escaping
from the order that it had been intended to keep and
falling over her beanuful eyes, so that continually she
maved her band—+0 thin and white with its deep purple
veme—tn push it back., In this still white figure the
eyis burnt wath an amazing fire.  What eyes they were !

One seemed, in the old days, to have denied them their
progeer splendour, but now in this swiftly {ading body they
{md gathered more Iife and vigour, showing the soul that
triumphed over ro slender a mortality,

She sermed to Peter, as he came into the ronm, to stand
for =0 much more than he had ever hitherto allowed her.
Here, in her last {urious stropele to keep a life that had
given to her nothing worth having, he saw suddenly em-
blazoned about him the part that ehe had played in his
life, always from the first moment that he had known her
~—a part that had been, by him, o frequently neglected,
s frequently denied,

L3S
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As she turned and saw him he was ashameg at the joy
thatL hi‘s comil 0 obv_iously brought her. He felt her

He had come to her with some dum sense that it was
kind of im to visit her; he advanced to her now across

- T 1ce as he had presented
+ pathetic and betraying

. urning hands about lus
cold one, made him sit down 1n & chair by her side, and,
trembling with the excited joy of having’'him with her,
forced him to determine that, whatever came of 1t, he
would keep his troubles from her, would let her know
nothing of hus old chuckhng father and the shadowy wel-
come that Scaw House had flung over fum, would be still
the é’eter that he had been when he had seen her last in

ndon.

" Peter | How splendid to have you here! When Mr
Banmster told me last might I could have cnied for happi-
ness, and he, dear little man, was surely as Ppleased to see
me gear e mam

@

an °
breast as though to rd\lcvc some pam there ‘‘ Are you
o ML L et LB a1 ke Trn T 1e - f



that it should be you—you! of all people in this lovely,
exciting, surprising world.” e e .

“How did it happen?” he askeéd, * your coming
down ¥ . )

« After 1 saw you last~—1I was very bad. My stupid old
heart. . . . And the doctor said that I must get away, to
the sea or somewhere. Then—what do you think ?—the
dears—all of them in Brockett's—put their heads together
and got me quite a lot of money. . . . Oh! the darlings,
and they just as poor as church mice themselves. Of
course I couldn’t insult them by not taking it. They'd
have been hurt for ever—so I just pocketed my pride and
came down here.”

* Why Treliss ? '’ asked Peter.

“ Well, hadn’t you so often talked about it? Always,
T’d connected you with it in my mind and thought that
one day I'd come down and see it. I suggested it to the
doctor—he said it was the very place. 1 used to hope
that one day C%rou’d be with me here to explain it, but I
never expected it . . . not so soon . . . not like this.”

Her voice faltered a little and her hand held his more
tightly.

They were silent. The sounds of the world came, muffled,
up to their window, but they .were only conscious of one
another.

Peter knew that, in another instant, he would tell her
everything. He had always told her everything—that is
what she had been there for, some one, like an elder sister,
to whom he might go and confess.

At last it came. Very softly she asked him : .

* Peter, what’s the matter? Why are you here?
‘What’s happened ? »

Staring before him out of the window, seeing nothing but
the high white light of the upper sky, his heart, as it scemed
to him, lying in his hands like a stone to be tossed lightly
out there into space, he told her :

 Everything’s happened. Clare has run off with my

best friend. . . . It has just happened like that. I don't
blame her, she liked him better—but I—didn’t know—it
was going . . . to happen.” .

He didn’t look at her, but he heard her catch her breath
sharply and he felt her hand tighten on his, They were
silent for a long time, and he was dimly aware in some un-
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analysed way that this was what she had expected ever
since he had come 1nto the room.

** Oh 1" she said at last, holding lus hand very tightly,
* I'm sorry, I'm sorry- -

He had’seen, of course, from the beginning that this
business must be told her, but lus one desre was to hug{
through it, to get 1t done and bamshed, once and for ali,
from their conversation

‘"It happened,” he went on gruffly, ** quite suddenly.
I wasn't 1n any way prepared for it “She just went off to
Pans, after leaving a Eéttet. ‘With the death of the boy and
thfi fatlure of my book—it just seemed the last blow—the
end.”

*The end—at thxrtg ?** she said softly, almost to her-
self, ** surely no—with the pluck that ‘you've got—and
the health ™™~ N

“Todo?’

1 will ask her
;vya;nt’l:er back ¢ No, WAL s 21l done with Al that e s

sezed her at those last words of lus  Her hand slowl:
withdrew from hus, 1t fell back on to her lap, and he felt
her whole bady draw, as it were, mto itself, as though 1t
Iglad come into contact with some terror, some unexplamed
arm
But she only said :
And what will you do at home, Peter ? **
He answered her with a kind of bravado—" Oh, write,
I suppose I went up to see the old man yesterday.
Changed enormously since the old days. I found hum
quite gemal, seeme: very anxious that 1 should come I
exgect be's a bit lonely *
he did not answer this and there was a long awkward
Pause. He knew, as they sat there, m troubled silence,
that Ius conscience was awake It had seemed to be so
quiescent through his visit yesterday , it had been drugged
and dimmed all these last Testless days But now 1t was
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up again. He was conscious that it was not, after all,
going to be so easy a thing to abandon all his energies,
his militancies, the dominant vigorous panoply of his soul. -
He knew as he sat there, that this sick shadow of a woman
would not let him go like that.

He said good-bye to her for the moment, but, as he left
the room, he knew that Scaw House would not see him
again until he had done everything for her that there was
to be done.

I

That evening he saw the doctor who attended on her.
He was a nice young fellow, intelligent, eager, with a very
real individual liking for his patient, ‘* Ah!l she’s splen-
did—brave and plucky beyond anything I've ever seen;
so full of fun that you'd think that she’d an idea that
another three weeks would see her as well as ever again
—whereas she knows as well as I do that another three
weeks may easily see her out of the world altogether !

““ There's no hope then ? ** asked Peter.

* None whatever. There’s every kind of complication.
™ must have always had something the matter with

ind if she’d been cared for and nursed when she was
zer she might have pulled out of it. Instead of that
always worn herself to a thread-—you can see that.
sn’t one of those who take life easily. She ought to
gone before this, but she holds on with her pluck and
weofitall. . . .Lord! when one thinks of the millions
'ople who just ‘slug’ through life—not valuing it,
; nothing with it—one grudges the waste of their hours -
tzlat woman like Miss Monogue could have done so much
1em.”’

um I doing her any harm, going in to see her ?
{o0—doing her good. Don't excite her too much
lerwise the company’s the best thing in the world for

e days then, were to be dedicated to her service, He
, of course, that at the end of it—and the end could
e far distant—he would go to Scaw House and remain
;. meanwhile the thing was postponed. He would
hink about it.

t on his second meeting with Norah Monogue he
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saw that he was not to be allowed to dismiss it.  He found
her sitting still by her window ; she was flushed now with
a httle colour, her eyes burming with a more determned
fire than ever, her whole body expressing a dauntless
€nergy.

Thggsxght of her showed him that there was to be battle,
and, strangely enough, he found that thcre was some-
thing in himself that almost welcomed it. Before he knew
where he was he found that he was ““out™ to defend his
whole Iife.

The first thing that she 91(1 was to ‘dga\v from him a

guard,

“ Ahl don't I know that I've made a mess of 1t all ?
Do you thunk that I'm proud of myself ?*’ he pleaded with
her. * Honestly I cannot see where, as far as Clare 1s
concerned, I'm” to blame. She didn’t understand—how
could she ever have understood ?—the way that my work
;n:xttmd t_? me. Iwanted to heep 1t and I'wanted to keep
UPaiigaiv Sty Sha-S et P
an
wi

rough for me. Rough from the beginming, when m; father
used to whip me, rough at school, rough when I starved 1
London, roughest of all when young Stephen died I'd
wanted to make something out of 1t, and I suppose the
casiest woy seemed to me to make 1t romantic,  This place,
you know, was always mn my bones, That Tower dowsa
in the Market Place,” old Tan's cuniosity shop, the sea—
these were the thungs that kept me gomp  Afterwards .t
London 1t was the same, ngs were hard, so I mads
:‘h‘gm into a story~I coloured them up Nothng k=t
o meam & . L S
b Liovawu LtCll, Al BUE Glun L ke 1t See

understand the Adventure point of view It was
immoral, indecent. I went casily along, and thes, =
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all the romance went out of it—clean—like a pricked
bubble. When young Stephen died I suddenly saw that
life was real—naked—ugly, not romantic a bit. Then it -
all fell to pieces like a house of cards, It's easy enough to
be brave when you're attacking 2 cardboard castle—it’s
when you're up against iron that your courage is wanted.
It failed me. T've funked it. I'm going to run away.”

He could see that Norah Monogue's whole life was in
the vigour with which she opposed him—

“ No, no, no. To give it up now. Why, you're only
" thirty—everything’s in front of you. Listen. I know
you took Clare crookedly, I saw it in the beginning. In the
first place you loved her, but you loved her wrong. VYou've
been a boy, Peter, all the time, and you’ve always loved like
a boy. Don’t you know that there's nothing drives a
woman who loves a man more to desperation than that
that man should give her a boy's love? She’d rather he
hated her. Clare could have been dealt with. To begin
with she loved yon—all the time. Oh! yes, I'm as certain
of it as I can be of anything. I know her so well. But the
unhappiness, the discomfort—all the things, the ugly things,
that her mother was emphasizing to her all the time—
frightened her. Knowing nothing about life she just felt
that things as they were were as bad as things could be.
1t seems extraordinary that any one so timid as she shounld
dare to take so dangerous a plunge as running off to an-
other man. :

*“ But it was just because she knew so little abont Life
that she could do it. This other man persnaded her that
he could give her the peace and comfort that you counldn’t.
She doesn’t know—poor thing, poor thing—what it will
mean that plunge. So, out of very terror, she tookit. And
now—Oh ! Peter, I'm as certain as though I could see her,
she’s already longing for you—would give anything to get
back to you. This has taught her more than all the rest of
her life put together. She was difficult—selfish, frightened
at any trouble, supersensitive—but a man would have
understood her. You wanted affection, Peter—from her,
from me, from a lot of people—but it was always because
of the things that it was going to bring to you, never because
of the things that you were going to give out. You'd never
grown up-—never. And now, when suddenly the real
world has come to you, you're going to give it up.”
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‘I don’t give 1t up,” he said to her—" I shall wnte—I
shall do things—"’

She shook her head ' You've told me. T know what
that means.”” Then almost below her breath—" It’s hor-
nble—it's horrible.  You mustn't do 1t—yon must go back
to London—ryon must go back.”

But at that he rose and faced her.

" . Pt
to’fail again—to suffer all that agairi—to have them take
everything I love from me agam—to be broken again ! No,
let them break the others—I'm done withat. . ~ .

““And the others 3" she answered lum. *'Is it to be
always yourself 2 You've fought for your own hand and
:_lh 've beaten you to your knees—fight now for something

ner——r

She seemed as she appealed to him to be shimng with
some great conquenng purpose  Here, with her poor body
AP DU I - S

how nhocrral maan

m

The Lttle dusty Miastrels’ Gallery saw a good deal of
tim during these days. It was a lonely place at the top of
the hotel, once intended to be picturesque and romantic
for London visitors, but ultimately left to its own com-
Pany with its magmfic 0

ere Peter came. '
at war with every ot
Scaw House with bag
then the Westcott tradition might have caught um when
tie was in that numbed condition—caught lum and held

m
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Now he had stayed away just long enough for all the
old Peter to have become alive and active again. )

He looked back upon London with a great shuddering.
The torment that he had suffered there he must mever
undergo again. Norah was now the one friend left to him
in the world. HMe would cut himself into pieces to make
these last days of hers happy, and yet the one thing that
could give her happiness was that he should promise to go
back.

She did not understand—no one could understand—
the way that this place, this life that he contemplatc}i,
pulled him. The slackness of it, the lack of discipline in it,.
the absence of struggle in it, All the strength, the fighting
that had been in him during these past years, was driven
out of him now. IHe just wanted to let things drift—to
wander about the fields and roads, to find his clothes grow-
ing shabby upon him, to grow old without knowing even
that he was alive—all this had come to him.

She, on the other side, wonld drive him back into the
battle of it all once more. To go back a failure—to be

ointed out as the man whose wife left him because she
ound him 50 dull~to hear men like young Percival Gallcon
laughing at his book—to sell his soul for journalism in order
fo make a living—to see, perhaps, Clare come back into the
. London world—to break out, ultimately, when he was sick
1and tired of it all, into every kind of debauch . . . how
much better to slip into nothing down here where nobody
knew nor cared !

And yet, on the other hand, he had never known until
?i?w the importance that Norah Monogue had held in his

c,

Always,_ in everything he had dome, in his ambitions
and despairs, his triumphs and defeats, she had been behind
him. He'd just do anything in the world for her l~—any-
thing except this one thing.  Up and down, up and down
he paced the little Minstrels’ room, with its dusty green
chagrsla;fxd its shining floor—* 1 just can’t stand it all over
again

But every time that he went in to see her—and he was
with her continually—made lis resistance harder., She
didn’t speak about it again, but he knew that she was
ahwvays thinking about it.

‘“She’s worrying over something, Westcott—do you
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happen to know what it 18 ? * the doctor asked him  ‘It's
bad for her, 1f you can help her about it 1 any way- *

The stramn between them was becoming unbearable,
Every day, when he went in to sit wx'th her, they “_rould

He saw her growmng daily weaker. Sometimes he felt
that he must run away altogether, go up to Scaw House
and leave her to dic alone ; then he knew that that cruelty
at any rate was not m him. One day he thought her
brutal and interfering—another day it scemed that it was
he who was the tyrant, He remnded himself of all the
things that she had done for hum—all the things, and he
could not grant her this one request.

Then bhe would ask himself what the devil her nght was
that she should order lus Ife 1n this way ? . . . every day
the struggle grew harder.

‘The tension could not hold any longer—at last 1t broke.

w

One evening they were sitting i silence beside her
window. The room was in dusk, and he could )just see
her white shadow against the dim blue Light beyond the
window,

Suddenly she broke down, He could hear her crying,
behind her hands. The sound in that grey, silent room
was more than he could bear. He went over to her and
put hus arms around her.

“Norah, Norah, please, please It's so awfully bad
for you. I oughtn’t to come 3f I——"

She pulled herself together. Her voice was quite calm
and controlled,

* Sit over there, Peter. I've got to talk to you.”

He went back to hus charr.

I've only got a few more wecks to hive, I know it
Perhaps only a few morc days. I must make the very
utmost of my time.  T've got to save you. . . "

He said nothing,
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#Oh! T know that it must all have seemed to you
abominable—as though I were making use of this illness
of mine to extort a promise from yow, as though just
because I'm weak and feeble I can hold an advantage over
you. Oh! I know it’s all abominable —but I'll use every-
thing—vyes, simply everything—if I can get you to leave
this place and go back !”

He could feel that she was pulling herself together for
some tremendous effort.

“ Peter, I want you now just to think of me, to put
yourself out of everything, absolutely, just for this half-
hour. After all, as I've only a few half-hours left, I’'ve
got that right.” .

Her laugh as she said it was one of the saddest things
he’d ever heard.

“ Now I'm going to tell you something—something that
I'd never thought I'd tell a soul.

“I've not had a very cheerful life. It hasn’t had very
much to make it bright and interesting. I'm not com-
plaining, but it’s just been that way—'"" OShe broke off
for 2 moment. “ 1 don’t want you to interrupt or say
anything. It'll make it easier for me if I can just talk out
ilnto *’t'he night air, as it were—just as though no one were

ere.

She went on: *“The one thing that’s made it possible,
made it bearable, made it alive, has been my love for you.
Always from the first moment I saw you I have loved you.
Oh! I haven’t been foolish about it. I knew that you'd
never care for me in that kind of way. I knew from the
very first that we should be pals but that you’d never
dream of anything more romantic. I've never had any
one in love with me—I'm not the kind of woman who
draws the romance out of men.

“* No, I knew you’d never love me, but I just determined
that I'd malke you, your career, your success, the pivot, the
centre of my life.

“1 wasn't blind about you—not a bit. I knew that
}you were selfish, weak, incredibly young about the world.

knew that you were the last person in existence to marry
Clare—all the more reason it seemed to me why I should
be behind you. I was behind you so much more than you
ever knew. I wonder if you've the least idea what most
women'’s lives are like. They come into the world with the
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{hat such things were being given her 2 Before you came
1 was slowly falling into desparr. Thunk of all the women
who are haunted by the awful thought—' The time will
come when death will be facing me and I shall be forced to
own that for any place that I have ever filled 1n the world I
might never have been born.” How many women are there
who do not pray every day of their ives * God give me some-
thing to do before I'die—some place to fill, some work to
m.rr*v out, something to save my self-respect.’

“7T tell you that there 13 a time coming when women
will force these things that are in them upon the world.
God help all poor women who are not wanted |

I wasn't wanted, There was nothing for me to do, no
place for me to fill . . then you came. At once I serzed
upon that—God scemed to have sent 1t to me 1 believed
thataf I turned all those energies, those desires, those ambi-
tions upon you that it would help you to do the things
that you were meant to do 1 was with you always—I
slaved for you—you became the end 1n life to which I had
been c:ﬂlcv}.

* Al the time you were only a boy—that was partly, 1
think, why I loved you. You were so gauche, so ignorant,
st violent, so confident onc moment, 50 plunged mto despair
the next, For a while everything scemed to go well. I
had thought that Clare was gomg to be good for you, was
E:mg to make you unselfish. I thought that you'd got the

tter of all tgat part of you that was your inhentance.
Even when I came down Hhere I thought that all was well
I knew that I had come down to die, and I thanked God
because He had, after all, allowed me to make something of
my life, that I'd been able to sce you Lited 1nto snccess,
that I'd seen you start a splendid “career. Then you
came, and I knew that your hfe was broken into preces. I
knew that what had happened to you mught be the most
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splendid thing in the world for you and might be the most
terrible,  If you stay down here now with your father then
you are done jor—you are done for—and my life has, after
all, gone for nothing.” " .

Her voice broke, then she leaned forward, catching his
hands :

“ Peter, I'm dying—I'm going. If you will only have
it you can take me, and when I am gone 1 shall still live on
in'yon. Let me give you everything that is best in me—
let 'me feel that I have sent you back to London, sent you
with my dying breath—and that you go back, not because
of yourself but because of everything that you can do for
every one clse. . .

“ Believe me, Peter dear, it all matters so little, this
trouble and unhappiness that you've had, if you take it
bravely. The courage that you’'ve wanted before is noth-
ing to the courage that you want now if you're going lack,
Let me die knowing that we're both going back.

* Think of what your life, if it's fine enough, can mean
to other people. Go back to be battered—never mind
what happens to your body—any one can stand that.
There’s London waiting for you, there’s life and adventure
and hardship. There are people to be helped. You’ll go,
with all that I can give you, behind you . . . you'll go,
Peter ? "

He sat with his teeth set, staring out into the world. He
had known from the first sentence of her appeal to him
that she had named the one thing that could give him
courage to fight his cowardice. Some one had once said :
“If any onec soul of us is all the world, this world and
the next, to any other soul, then whoever it may be that
thus loves us, the inadequacy of our return, the hopeless
debt of us, must sirike us to our knees with an utter
humility.”

So did he feel now. Out of the wreck there had sur-
vived this one thing. He remembered what Henry Galleon
had once said about Fortitude, that the hardest trial of all
to bear was the consciousness of having missed the Finest
Thing. All these years she had been there by the side of
him and he had scarcely thought of her—now even as he
watched her, she was slipping away from him, and soon
he would be left alone with the consciousness of missing
the greatest chance of his life,
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The one thing that he could do in retum was to give
her what she asked. But 1t was hard—he was under no
allusion as to the desperate deternunation that 1t would
demand. The supreme moment of his life had come. For
the first time he was poing to fling away the old Peter
WWesteott altogether. He could feel it ciinming to lum
!\b’out lum‘, n the air, spints were fighting Ie had never

that he had never known before, he picked up Peter West-
cott in s hands, held lum, that miserable figure, high 1n
air, rased him, then flung hum with all his strength, out,
away, far into space, Duier to return, never to encumber
the carth agamn.

*I'll go back,” Peter smd—and 23 he said 1t, there was
no clation 1n him, ouly a clear-sighted vision of a hfe of
struggle, toll, torment, defeat, mn front of lum, somethin,
so hard and arduous that the new Peter Westeott that ha
naw been born secemed small indeed to face 1t

But nevertheless he knew that at the moment that he
£aid those words he had broken into picces the spell that
had been over him for so many years That Beast o hum
that had troubled hum for so long, all the dark shadows of
Scaw House . these were at an end

He felt tired, discouragesd, no fine creature, a3 he turned
to her, but he knew that, from that moment, 3 new lfe
had begun for um.

He put hus arms round Norah Monogue and kissed ber.

v

He pot up very early next morning and went down to
the thbOuxP 'H.e fishang-boats were coming in, great
flocks of gulls, waiting for the spoil that was soon to be
theirs, were wheeling 10 clouds about the brown sauls.

The boats stole, ope after another, around the prer. The
air was filled with shnll cries—the only other sound was

the lapping of the water as 1t curled up the httle bc:sch.t

As Peter stood therc, there crept upon hum a sensation
’ 7]

ot
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of awe. He took off his hat. The gulls seemed to cease
their cries. -
As another F"7--sail stole round the white point,
gleaming now”, i »*he knew, with absolute certainty,
St Namh T8 -7 lead.
——



CHAPTER 1V
THE GREY HILL

Tne day of Norah Monogue's funeral was fine and clear.
Peter and httle Mr Banmster were the only mourners, and
it was Peter’s wish that she should be buried in the hittle
;‘md}(’l graveyard of the church where his mother had been
uried.

. There was always 2 wind on that little hill, but today
it was gentler than he had ever known it before, His mund
went back to that other funeral now, as 1t seemed, such a
lfetime ago  Out of all the world these two women only
now seemmed to abide with ham.  As he stood beside the
grave he was conscious that there was about him a sense
L 08 CRuScious thar there wa - AR ond
- ' " b . nt had

- .- ogether

grave.
. t hours

happy.
Fggccd she had not lived in vain.

o

Heavy black clouds were banking upon the honzon as
e went down the hill and struck the Sca Road in the
durection of Scaw House. Except 1n that far distance the
£ky Was a relentless changeless blue. Every detail mn the

1w
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scene was marked with a hard outline, every sound, the
sea, the Bell Rock, the cries of sheep, the nestling trees,
was doubly insistent. .

He banged the knocker upon the Scaw Haouse door, and
when the old woman came to open to him he saw that
something had occurred. Her hair fell about her neck,
her face was puckered with distress, and her whole appear-
ance was dismayed.

“Is my father in ? ”’ he asked. . .

“He 15, but he’s ill,” she answered him, eyeing him
doubtfully. *“He won’t know yer—I doubt hell know
any one. He’s had a great set-back o .

Peter pushed past her into the hall—"“ Isheili ?

“Indeed he is. He was suddenly took—the other
evenin’ T being in my kitchen heard a great cry. I come
runnin’, and there in the dining-room I found him, standing
there in the midst, his hands up. His eyes, you must
understand, sir, were wide and staring—' They’ve beaten
me,” he cried, ‘' They’'ve beaten me '—just like that, sir, and
then down he tumbled in a living fit, foaming at the mouth
and striking his poor head against the fender. Yer may
come up, sir, but he won't know yer which he doesn’t me
either.”

Peter followed her up to the dreary room that his father
inhabited. Even here the paper was peeling off the walls,
some of the window-glass was broken and the carpet was
torn. His father lay on his back in an old high four-poster.
His eyes stared before him, cheeks were ashen white—his
hands too were white like ivory.

His lips moved but he made no sound. He did not see
I;e:.ter nor did his eyes turn from the blank stare that held
them.

‘“ Has he a doctor ? » Peter asked the old woman.

“ Ay—there’s a young man been coming—" the old
woman answered him. She was, he noticed, more sub-
servient than she had been on the former occasion. She
obviously turned to him now with her greedy old eyes as
the one who was likely soon to be in authority.

Peter turned back to the door. * This room must be
made warmer and more comfortable, I will send a doctor
from the hotel this evening—1I will come in again to-night.”

As he looked about the poor room, as he saw the dust
that the sunlight made so visible, he wondered that the
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house of cards could so recently have held him within
1ts shadow. He felt as though he had ed through
some terrible nightmare that the hight of day rendered not
only fantastic but, incredible. That old Peter Westcott
hagiudeed been flung out of the high window of Norah
Monogue’s room. ..

Leaving Scaw House on his right he struck through the
dark belt of trees and came out at the foot of the Grey
Hiul. The dark belt of cloud was spreading now fast across
the blue—soon it would catch the sun—the Tower itself
was already swallowed by a cold grca' shadow,

Peter began to climb the hill, and remembered that he
had not been there since that Easter momning when he had
lfds&ed an unknown lady and so flung fine omens about s

uture.

Soon he had reached the little grecn mound that lay
below the Guant's Finger Althougki the Grey Full would
e R R E et e,

s e " PRAREFEIN
caught the sea and only far away to the nght the waves
still glittered, for the rest it was an inky grey with a touch
of white here and there where submerged rocks found
breakers, For one moment the sun had stil evaded the
r.k;ud. then 1t was caught and the world was instantly
ccld.

Peter as he sat there felt that if he were only still enouch
the sitence would soon be vocal.  The Hull, the Sea, the Sky
—these things seemed to have summoned lum there that

v might speak to him,
e was utterly detached from life. He looked down
fram o toatmh in e mod man hae TosTa e bdene Sl

it was now to prepare.

For full circle he had come He, Peter Westcatt, sat
there, as naked, as alone, as barren of all rewards, of all
Success, of all achievements as he had been when, so many
yearsago, he had watched that fight in the 1nn on Chnstmas
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Eve. The scene passed before him again—he saw himself,
a tiny boy, swinging his legs from the high chair. He saw
the room thick with smoke, the fishermen, Dicky the Fpol,
the mistletoe swinging, the snow blocking in from outside,
the fight—it was all as though it passed once more before
his eyes.

His whole life came to him—the scenes at Scaw House,
Dawson’s, the bookshop, Brockett's, Bucket Lane, Chelsea,
that last awful scene there . . ., all the people that he had
known passed before him-—Stephen Brant, his grandfather,
his father, his mother, Bobby Galleon, Mr. Zanti, Clare,
Cards, Mrs. Brockett, Norah, Henry Galleon, Mrs. Rossiter,
dear Mrs. Launce . . . these and many more. He could
see them all dispassionately now : how that other Peter
\Westcott had felt their contact; how he had longed for
their friendship, dreaded their anger, missed them, wanted
them, minded their desertion. . . .

Now, behold, they were all gone. Alone on this hill
-vith the great sea at his feet, with the storm rolling up to

1im, Peter \Westcott thought of his wife and his son, his
riends and his career—thought of everything that had
>een life to him, yes, even his sins, his temptations, his
lesires for the beast in man, his surly temper, his furious
wnger, his selfishness, his lack of understanding—all these
‘hings had been taken away from him, every trail had been
riven to him——and now, naked, on a hill, he knew the first
seace of his life,

And as he knew, sitting there, that thus Peace had
some to him, how odd it seemed that only a few weeks ago
1e bad been coming down to Cornwall with his soul, as he
1ad then thought, killed for ever.

The world had seemed, utterly, absolutely, for ever at
m end; and now here he was, sitting here, eager to go
sack into it all again, wanting—it almost seemed—to be
sruised and battered all over again.

And perceiving this showed him what was indeed the
uth, that all his life had been only Boy's History. He
1ad gone up—he had gone down—he had loved and hated,
=xulted and despaired, but it was all with a boy’s intense
‘ealization of the moment, with a boy’s swift, easy transi-
ion from one crisis to another.

It had been his education—and now his education was
wwer.  As he had said those words to Norah Monogue, "' I
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will go back,” he had become a man. Never again would
Iafe be so uf.terlf' over as 1t had been two months ago—
never agam would he be so single-hearted in his reserved
adoption of 1t as he had been those days ago, at Norah
Mgr'mgue's iide‘

PR S T T R I S P,

for yourself and you have been beaten to your knees—go
back now and do something for others. You have been
brave for yourseli—be brave now for others ™

And he'was going back.

He was gong back, as he had scen on that day, to no
easy life. He was gomng to take up all those links that had
been so difficult for hum before—he was going to learn all
over again that art that he had fancied that he had con-
quered at the very first attempt—he was going now with
no expectations, no hopes, no ambitions Life was still an
advcrlxvture, but now an adventure of a l‘ufd,‘ cruel sort,

The sky was black with clouds. Peter could see the
sand rising from the dunes i a thin mist

Peter flung hamself upon his back The first drops of
ram fell, cold, upon lus face, Then he heard ;

** Peter \VWestcott ! Peter Westcott 1

“I'm here 1"

& What have you brought to us here ?

“ I have brought nothing "
o What have you to offer us 2 **

* T can offer nothing "

He got up from the ground and faced the wand He
put lus back to the Giant’s Finger because of the
force of the gale. The ram was coming down now m
torrents.

He felt a great exultation surge through hus body.

Then the Vowce-not m the ram, nor the wind, nor
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the sea, but yet all of these, and coming as it scemed
from the very heart of the Hill, came swinging through the
storm-~——

“ Have you cast This away, Peter Westcott 2

“ And this ?”

* That also—""

“ And this?”

* This also ?”’

* And this 2 "’

“ T have flung this, too, away.”

“ Have you anything now about you that you trea-
sure ? '

“ 1 have nothing.”

“ Friends, ties, ambitions ?

“ They are all gone.” .

Then out of the heart of the storm there came
Voices :— .

“ Blessed be Pain and Torment and every torture o
the Body. . . . Blessed be Plague and Pestilence and the
Tliness of Nations. . . .

* Blessed be all Loss and the Failure of Friends and the
Sacrifice of Love. . . .

** Blessed be the Destruction of all Possessions, the Ruin
of all Property, Fine Cities, and Great Palaces. . . .

** Blessed be the Disappointment of all Ambitions. . . .
H“ Blessed be all Failure and the ruin of every Earthly

ope. . . .

* Blessed be all Sorrows, Torments, Hardships, En-
durances that demand Courage. . . .

' Blessed be these things—for of these things cometh
the making of a Man. . . .

Peter, clinging to the Giant’s Finger, staggered in the
wind. The world was hidden now in a mist of rain, He
was alone—and he was happy, happy, as he had never
known happiness, in any time, before.

The rain lashed his face and his body. His clothes
clung heavily about him.

He answered the storm-—

“ Make of me a man—to be afraid of nothing . . . to
be ready for everything—Love, friendship, success . . . to

take if it comes . . . to care nothing if these things are
not for me—

‘“ Make me brave! Make me brave!”’
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He fanced that once more against the wall of sea.ms
he saw tremendous, victonous, the Ruder on the Lior
But now, for the first time, the Rider's face was turme
towards him——

And Behold—he was the Rider |
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