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BOOK ONE
CHAPTER 1

I
THOUGH Auberon was on’y about to be born to

Thomas and Winifred Garti:, there was already one

bundle of mottled pink flesn and white wool and
blue overalls rising and falling and tumbling about on the
sunburnt lawn of the Chantry, their house by the Thames.

This energetic person was Mollv; and she, too, was a
Garth, though not near akin to her guardian Thomas, the
last of many Thomas and Auberon Garths to own this
agreeable dwelling. Three years had passed since a foot
light-heartedly placed on a step imperfectly cut on the iced
Brenva Ridge of Mont Blanc had slipped out of that step.
This lapse had extinguished both Molly’s parents together.
A gifted lawyer had tried to make out that Molly’s mother
had had time to inherit the very small wealth of her husband,
under his will; that she had enjoyed its possession for quite
a few seconds, and then died intestate.  But how could you
tell? No one had seen the young couple finished except
their two Courmayeur guides, and these were killed too.
Anyhow, from first to last, a2 minute had sufficed to make
the infant Molly an orphan in the most liberal sense of the
word. The state of the bodies showed that.

During that minute Thomas and Winifred Garth had
been sunk fathoms deep in a mystic joy that was flooding
their honeymoon month in the neighbouring Valais. The
two were quite unpractically tender in conscience as well
as in heart; so the news that reached them in the murmurous
cool of a fine midsummer twilight, under the cherry-trees
of Vissoye, came like a reproachful summons: Molly, the
tiny third cousin at home, became, as it were, a frail gong on
which a brute blow had been struck to call them away from
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2 : ROUGH JUSTICE

a felicity too solely their own. Away they posted, over the
main ridge of the Alps, to bury the unrecognisable dead and
to provide for the wailing families of the guides, and then
home to England, to patch tp, as well as they could, the
world that had come to pieces under the unconscious Molly.

They carried her off, to keep as their own, and Molly,
a good-humoured soul, seemed to bless this arrangement by
beaming upon them at sight. Bereaved too soon to pick up
any mawkish tricks of self-pity, she had gone cheerfully on,
ever since, with the tall enterprise of life; she had ruled her
adoptive parents, upon the whole, justly and clemently;
though she might still be too young to size up her new
home in a critical spirit, she bore it at least the great love
that any young foal full of health will bear to any field that
it is used to. ’

I

It was a goodly abode, if you were not fussy about a few
fogs in winter and flies in hot summers, nor wedded too much
to the latest fashions in ““ sporting estates ” and ““ good social
neighbourhoods.” It was a small T'udor mansion of mottled
red brick, built just about 1550, and time and the weather
had worked on it well; like old wine and old paintings, its
walls had the deep-hearted glow that has to be slowly
amassed—a sort of savings put patiently by, out of many
years’ income of sunshine. More door and window than
wall, the river front of the house lay as open as summer
itself on the midsummer day of Auberon’s birth: house and
garden grew into each other; indoors and out, you got the
good of them both; you passed, without any sense of a
break, from rooms that smelt of roses more than the garden
itself, out to a terrace more cheerfully littered with papers
and books than the rooms you had left. Winifred Garth
had left them as they lay, to take to her bed.

As the house melted into the garden, the garden melted
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into wide England beyond. Over tl e low brick wall at the
riverside edge of the lawn, seeds of the gardeners’ flowers
had blown out for centuries, autumr: by autumn, on to the
tussocky outer turf that the tide watered twice daily; so
there was no rigid frontier, with sur.flowers all on one side
and marsh-marigolds all on the other. House and garden,
garden and foreshore, the old and iugust thoroughfare of
the Thames and the green stretch ot Surrey beyond it were
all members one of another.

The house stood at an elbow and looked, up and down,
along two of the highest tidal reaches of Thames. Thomas
Garth looked numbly up and down them during his vigil
of torment and fear in the garden that Winifred had left.
Up stream, among trees, there lay all that is left to this day
of the house where, they say, Queen Elizabeth died. Black
against the sky in the north-east there stood the big lion
passant aloft on the roof of the cubical monkish palace to
which Charles the Second fled from the Plague. The elms
that walled the north end of the garden rooted among the
stones of one of the votive chantries that Henry the Fifth,
as he is reported by Shakespeare, cannily mentioned to God
in his prayers before Agincourt: Garth’s house itself had
taken its name from some old connection with one of these
disestablished houses of prayer, and he would cheerfully have
sold his all to found another to-day if he could have hoped
that God ever took tips to make you top dog in a fight or to
see your wife safely through childbirth. No good; nothing
for it but waiting and gazing, with eyes that saw nothing at
all, at the shining highway at the foot of the garden, where
Lady Jane Grey had gone down on the ebb to the Tower
and Dr. Johnson had come up on the top of the tide to dine
with Mr. Cambridge at Richmond. Over the flat square
mile of meadow beyond the river, once marsh and then
deer-park and now grazed by horses and sheep, black-
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haired primitive man from the Mediterranean and yellow-
haired primitive man from the Elbe had picked their way in
turn, each full of magnificent hopes, towards the great ford
of Thames a mile lower down stream. Everything here
was scrolled and emblazoned with ancientry. Garth
had loved, all his life, that quality of the place. But
what was the good of it now—and Winifred dying,
perhaps?

Perhaps there really was, apart from this lover’s fears, a
delicate smell of death—at any rate, of unsuccess—about the
dignified landscape before him. Whatever figure this parish
of Gistleham, once the Domesday manor or vill of that
name, had once cut in the world, it was all over now. For
about a century past it had been losing slowly the stir of
life at full pressure. Progress seemed to have missed this
part of the Thames when she whirled past, a short mile
away to the north, along the Great West Road and, later,
the Great Western Railway. Scarcely ten miles lay between
the Garths’ house and mid-London. The city’s glow
showed turbidly red, of a night, on the under side of the
clouds. But the hum of life that used to be heard from the
Chantry lawn by old Auberon Garth, father of Thomas,
had long been sinking. It was the second time this had
happened, but now it sank more gently than it had done
when a Norman king who liked a little shooting converted
the Saxon village into a part of his new deer-forest of Staines.
Fashion had carried the pleasure-boats off to the more
afluent waters above the first lock. The big Georgian inn,
“The London Apprentice,” faced appealingly down stream
towards the faithless capital, its name commemorating the
vanished jollities of distant generations of city youth in its
now empty chambers. Gistleham had decayed with the
old barge traffic up river from London. Each year the
leisurely rumble and dip of big sculls came at longer intervals
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to the ear from the public ferry just above the Chantry
garden; and each year it was rarer to hear the little dry
rattle of stone upon wood as road meral was slowly unloaded
by hand from a barge into a cart at the village wharf, which
was now too large for its work.

* Just the place for the Garths,” Colin March used to
say—and he was a cousin of th-irs: he should know.
“Thomas Garth is the one authent : Conservative still left
in Britain. He’s like the only surviving wild cat in the
Highlands.  All the Garths were like that, I believe. The
one poor, Whiggish thing they ever did was to plant that
great beech on their lawn—new-fangled sort of a tree—
only brought in by the Romans. No doubt it was the
unpopular thing to do at the time—so they did it. They
have been keeping their eyes off the main chance—cutting
it dead—since history started. They wouldn’t turn Pro-
testant under Henry the Eighth, lest he should give them an
abbey and beeves; they waited till they were sure to get
into trouble by doing it temp. James the Second. I fancy
they built this house on the river so as to keep a watch on
the tides—Ilest they should ever take one at the flood and be
led on to fortune.”

Colin talks like that. You mustn’t mind Aim. Any-
how, however much Garth liked the beautiful place which
had not done very well for itself in these times, it did him
no good now—perhaps it made him ache worse, like still
sunshine on some day when you bury a friend.

IIX

Garth as she was, Molly could not be reasonably charged
at that moment with any insensate love of the past. Ata
yellow-barred nursery window above, her face appeared now
and then, grave, excited and restless. I fancy her whole
soul was plunging freely into the future. She was to *“ have
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a brother ”—for Nurse appeared to have settled already the
sex of this expected i lmmlgrant

Of course that was a rousing year altogether, if you were
still pretty young at the time. All old and worn-out things
were being swept out of the way at a quite breathless pace.
Almost unthinkable marvels of daring and wit were adding
extra oxygen to the air we all breathed. Mousic-halls and
universities were drumming with the deep reverberations of
“Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,” that jolliest of tunes, the last word
of youth’s happy contempt for the deafness of age to the
clear and loud call of life. A choir of young poets, tremend-
ous fellows, were drinking themselves to death, with great
devotion, lest some movement worthy of the name of Decad-
ence should fail to signalise the deathbed of a century. The
safety bicycle had just descended from Heaven, to make
women free of the road. For the first time in history Scots
were permitting the amateur champion at golf to come into
being upon a course not in Scotland. It was a prince of
years—all changes and stir.

And yet—well, the greatness of an event is said to reside
in the mind of him, or her, who is stirred by it. If so,
comets certainly ought to have blazed in the midnight sky
above Molly’s cot on the Midsummer Eve which was the
eve, too, of Auberon’sadvent. As for Thomas and Winifred
Garth the gold boom and the death of the Prince and the
general election itself paled down to nothing beside the great
nativity. It was to them a re-beginning of time, a re-birth
of themselves. For they were simple; they longed naively
for their first-born; it never occurred to their minds to
take their promotion to parenthood as either a nuisance or
a trifle.

v

In Molly’s bosom hope and desire may well have been

flecked with some doubts not easily dismissible. ~How big
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would the new comrade be? And ot what temper? What
line would he take, on the great issues? That of a leal true
ally?  Or that of a Claude Barbason, who had come to tea
on Molly’s last birthday and, after the: meal, had grabbed all
Molly’s toys and then sat inert in u corner, hoarding the
spoil and glowering darkly, sated w ‘th possession and yet
joyless, a grim enigma to the friendl, and ingenuous owner
of the sequestrated property? Hoje and anxiety fought
visibly in her flushed face when at last she was led into
Mother’s room, to inspect the recruit.

Disappointment, at that age, is past all disguising. How
is Hope to keep her countenance when her whole face has
just been battered in? Molly came and saw, and the sight
conquered her. Doubtless she had expected too much—
had looked for a lad of inches, parts and mettle, fit from the
first to jump in, as they say, and take hold; a red hand in
the foray upon the big strawberry-bed; a counsellor sage
to assist in maturing Molly’s darling scheme for climbing up
into the little copper beech-tree in the meadow and then
dropping, all astride, from a convenient bough on to the
bare back of the Shetland pony as he grazed. Vain hope!
The chimeras that we pursue!

The recruit was deplorable. Quantity, quality, every-
thing was lacking. Molly warily touched with the tip of
one finger the swarthy red skin of the comatose and damp-
haired animalcule. ‘Then she snatched the finger away. It
had not been burned. That was something. But oh the
limitations of the creature! Molly felt about for its feet,
through that futile imposture, its very long robe. Worse
and worse! Its wretched legs came down hardly any
distance at all. “ Having a brother!” So that was all it
came to!

Molly looked so tragi-comic that Winifred Garth—then
lying back, all slack and spent, on two pillows, her face
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transparent with exhaustion and yet radiant with mere rest
from pain and with another beatitude less definable—smiled
at her ward fondly while tears of weakness and sympathy
filled her own eyes, always the kindest that you can imagine.
She was amazingly beautiful just then, with the transfigura-
tion upon her that some women happy in their love and their
motherhood show at such times. ‘ Oh, Mollikin, don’t
mind so much,” she pleaded. * Kiss me and, please, please,
don’t be disappointed. I know he isn’t big, but he wil
grow, ever so much.”

Molly melted helplessly at this, and they lay face to face
for a good while, with the baby between them, in some sort
of silent communion of mutual tenderness and compre-
hension. Then Molly had to go, Mother’s nurse declaring
firmly that now she must rest. I s’pose,” Molly said at
the door, mastering firmly the painfulness of this thought,
“he’ll have his breakfas’ here in your room every morning
for kite a long time.”

There was no gainsaying it.

v

One fire, we are told, drives out another’s burning,
During the next few weeks the mind of Molly seemed to be
serving as a theatre for one of these dramas of expulsion.
Presently her first ardour of disappointment appeared to be
losing ground. Some less obviously reasonable flame was
presumably winning the day. Molly became pensive, for
whole minutes at a time. After one of these passages of
thought she would ask her nurse, without saying to whom
she referred, “Is he poor? ” Whatever the answer might
be, Molly would then subside into reverie. Thence she
would sometimes emerge, later on, with the interjection,
*“ Poor baby! ”” breathed in a tone of deepest commiseration.
At last she fairly avowed to Mrs. Garth the revolution that
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was now completed in her bosom “I don’ know,” she
said, “ what makes me feel sorry for Baby. 1 always feel ’s
if he had somefing a-matter wif hin.. S if he wanted some
food an’ couldn’t get it, or somefing ”

There was really as little the matter with Auberon as
there was with the infant Bacchus. if sculptors tell us the
truth.  Auberon had the massed gocl health of two thorough-
bred stocks in neither of which had nen or women lived quite
softly or defiled the temple. He .jid with all his soul the
whole duty of babies; he fed and siept with a will; he only
cried so far as, at that time of life, to cry is a form of gym-
nastics or else the lawful ringing of a bell; in his bath he made
the leg stroke of a frog with a verve that dissipated any doubt
in the minds of Winifred and Thomas about the aquatic
origin of man; when awake on the Chantry lawn, where
he lived most of the day, sucking in air and light like a plant,
he adored, with mighty chucklings and kickings of joy,
thanks and praise, the soughing sound of the big beech, the
poplars and the oaks, the muted roar of the distant weir,
the dancing chequer-work of sunlight and shadow among
blown boughs, the doings of birds and the faces of friends
who looked down into his pram. Whatever nature might
prompt Molly to fear, it was well with the child.

VI

Not until three years later did Molly’s craving to mother
the lesser creature get its grand chance. By that time
Auberon was putting the tongue of Shakespeare and Milton
to fairly free, if inexact, use. The lyric impulse of these
masters, also, seemed to be moving him on the lovely last
evening of June 1895, when he was lying flat on his back,
in his mother’s lap, after his bath. Naked and flushed all
over with his own blossoming health and the level sunshine
that let itself in through the tassels and leaves of wisteria and
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vine that framed the nursery’s western window, he fell to
crooning up at the shining love in her face a birdlike over-
flow of rhythmic contentment:

“For Muvs is vevvy dear
And val-loo-abble to me.”

At this the beautiful woman bending over him lost all
control of the pain that infests the ecstasies of mothers.  All
of them, I suppose, are Madonnas; they live in the shadow
of apprehended crucifixions. *“ Oh, Bron, Bron, my little
son,” she wailed, snatching him up in her arms to press him
close to her breast, and rocking her chair in a way that,
somehow, was like a wringing of hands. * To think that
one day you’ll be big, and then you won’t want to lie on my
lap any more!” It was all slipping away, the delight of
having him tiny, the sight of his little green cap in the
garden. Nobody else would ever love him enough when he
was a man, and then worse times and worse would come,
till some day he would lie on a bed, an old man and sick, and
she not there, and no one able to reach him, shut up alone
with pain. Not only after the death of her children must
Rachel mourn; every year of their youth bereaves her of
some dear thing that they were.

¢ Little babies! Little babies! ” Winifred said in a kind
of doting chant to her husband that night in the dark.  * The
feel of their skin! And the little smell!l And the little
heave as they breathe! And all their little needs that call
to you!” Garth tried to soothe her with caresses. She
spoke almost wildly.

There were unusual sounds in the house the next morning
when Auberon went forth on his customary round, to inspect
the delicious contents of life, before breakfast. And—more
disturbing still—some usual sounds were not there. His
mother, early up as a rule, was not to be seen. Nurse was
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furtively crying and said that Mother was ill.  Auberon
caught sight of his father far off a;.d ran back to Nurse in
alarm. “ What’s the matter with Fahva? ”” he asked. * His
face is so small! ”

VI

Auberon was never exactly told what had happened, in so
many words. But there was Mol'y’s face to read, as well
as the pinched and sunken one he had seen on his father.
The white torment in these must t.ave worked on Auberon
pretty strongly. For, half-way through the first mid-day
meal without Mother, he climbed ¢own from his chair, like
one urged by he could not tell what, walked round the table
and, straining up on tiptoe, hugged each of the other two
tightly round the neck with both arms and no words at all.

A strange thing was that they both seemed to be more
sorry for him than for any one else. Molly whispered
thickly, “ I’ll do every single thing I can. I promise.” His
father, not a profuse dealer in endearments, gathered Auberon
into his arms convulsively, saying nothing, but stroking the
child’s hair very hard, with a kind of fierce fondness. Auberon
had to look away from his father’s face; its control of itself
was too dreadful.

Only yesterday Garth had come hurrying home from a
week in the North, where he had a seat to defend in the
elections raging that summer. As he came leaping, three at
a time, up the shallow white steps to the door, Auberon had
stood expectant at the top and, postponing his own embraces,
had said in a benignant tone of fatherly understanding, *“ Go
into the dlaw’n’-room, Fahva, You’ll ind Muvva there.”
Now she had died in her sleep, without word or cry.



CHAPTER 11

1
FOR the fifteen years before his wife died, Garth had

been succeeding in life; so most people said. But a

few had seen that there were seeds of failure lodged in
him too. And now his light was out; and many seeds, it
is known, will come up well in the dark.

Many good things had been his from the start—good birth
and looks and manners, the will to work hard, money enough
to give him his choice of work, but not enough to keep him
employed as the flustered Chancellor of a gross private
Exchequer. He had brains too, and had used to some pur-
pose the keys that public schools and ancient universities
leave lying about, in a casual way, before the toddling feet
of their nurslings, to pick up or to leave, as they choose. He
had travelled, and found out for himself what men have done
in the arts, and he had grasped the idea of history. So he
had come to see civilisation, the real thing, face to face—
not the dead word that we use lifelessly, but the living
magnificent figure everlastingly fighting its way through
wastes of sand and thorns, with eyes that appealed for help
to all the brave and clean-hearted.

Garth had believed, in his youth, that what is called “ public
life ” would give him his best chance of helping. At twenty-
six he had gained the liking of the House of Commons, a
senate not blind to personal worth, though it may care about
other things more. When his party came into power they
made him a Civil Lord of the Admiralty; then he had been
Under-Secretary for War; now, a few weeks after the death
of his wife, the party triumphed again and Garth was called
into the Holy of holies, the actual Cabinet. Yet the best
tipsters were already ceasing to give him as a predestinate

Prime Minister.
12
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He was “ unsound,” so they wou'd tell you; one couldn’t
depend on him. He had ambition, they said; but, like
Macbeth’s, it was not attended by quite the right type of
handmaidens. Once he had thrown up his job, and a good
one, on some fad that he had about .iving fair play to a pack
of Dutch louts who had got in our way at the far end of the
earth. Another time he had clean lst the day in a debate—
lost it off his own bat—by bringing in-o the light an embarrass-
ing fact which the Opposition, like fols, had never noticed at
all. He apparently failed altogether to see the good fight as
it was—as a strife between a noble army of patriots and a
crew of puny dastards who pestered the patriots at their
work. He would speak as if each party, perhaps, had got
hold of something to which each of the others might pay too
little regard if it had everything its own way. Even the
Irish! Even Labour!

This failing had been noticed even before his wife was
removed to where crowns of laurel and palm could no longer
be laid in her lap. But from that incident onward the dazz-
ling future that men had predicted for Garth certainly
wheeled round, faster than ever, towards a position just
behind him. His party’s press took to writing him off as a
fainéant, jibber or crank. Black looks from party leaders
were presently followed by frank wiggings, or attempts to
wig. “But, damn him,” said John Basil, one of these
chieftains, “ it’s no easy job, I can promise you—telling off
Garth.”

The old diplomatist, Wynnant, to whom it was said,
laughed understandingly. “No?! You begin to find out
how beastly good-looking he is, don’t you? ”

That really was a part of the trouble. Even in early
youth, Garth’s face had been of the lean and hardy school
of handsomeness; its regularity of structure showed up
strongly through its rather close-fitting vesture of flesh. It
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was now growing tautly ascetic or Savonarolan. His black
hair grew in the thronging, curling and overlapping locks
that are common on old statues, but seem now to be
rare. Of late this puissant headpiece had put on a chaplet
of slight greyness, worn like a wreath tilted a little back
on the head. It looked hard-gotten, somehow; so did the
multitudinous small lines now congregating round Garth’s
eyes.

“It isn’t only his looks,” said Basil. “It’s that de-
vastatory simple way that he has of seeing a thing. It’s
right, and so you must do it—that’s all he can see. Isaiah
as enfant terrible. He'd scuttle whole civilisations, not to
say partics. And yet he isn’t a prig, confound him! If
only he were, you could sneer in his face and begin to feel
better. He’s utterly humble, inside, although he’s a Dies
Ire to look at.”

“It’s a family curse,” said Wynnant, “ His father, old
Auberon Garth, was born a militant monk—Cato, Bayard,
Don Quixote, all muddled together—went out to fight with
Garibaldi—wasted his money on every mad cause he could
find. It was he that stuffed up Tom with this chivalry tosh.
And Tom’s wife, that has just died, was as bad, although
she looked like a Hebe by Titian.”

1

Nothing for it, at last, but to jettison this manifest Jonah.
The party did the thing in style, being sincerely fond of
him, as well as afraid. The lies given out from on high, as
to the cause of his resignation, were framed to do him all
imaginable honour. The peerage they offered was of a
grade higher than his Ministerial rank required. This was
safe, for they knew that he was not taking anything of the
sort. For the same adequate reason they offered him a large
political pension.
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Plain hard work was all he wanted now, not lollypops nor
money to buy them. One of hi- notions was that the
national ship was carrying too ma 1y passengers, too little
crew. Now that his own chosen w>rk was taken out of his
hands, it was bitter to feel that he I 1d never made the right
start; he ought to have first learnt o trade in his youth—the
law, commerce, anything—fitted h mself into the working
life of the country, made himself abl: to earn, at some job or
other, enough wages to keep him; every one, gentle or simple,
ought to do that; fail to'do that an. you had already begun
to lose caste; you were not giving your proofs; you were
one of the maggots inhabiting Britain’s cheese; you were
putting a sting of truth, so far as you could, into the Socialist
talk about parasites who lived on “ the workers.,” Too late
now, perhaps, to walk a hospital or to read for the Bar.  Still
he could throw up his seat in the House and fall to, for the
longest of hours, on some of the least voluptuous forms of
public service—the stodgy indispensable humdrum of local
government, routine committees, ploddingly useful enquiries
too dull for the Press to report.

His former colleagues cast a look his way, now and then,
half-amused and half-puzzled. “King Arthur,” said Basil,
the next time he and Wynnant met, *“ has got himself up as
municipal dustman.”

“1t’s Tom’s one wicked pride,” Lord Wynnant said, * to
be a nobody.”

‘ As if he ever could! ” said Basil.

I1I

Whenever the day’s dusty labours ended in time, the
widower would speed off home like a carrier-pigeon released:
he wanted to reconstruct for the two children whatever
fragment he could of their old delight of * coming down to
the drawing-room ” daily for the last hour before bath and



16 ROUGH JUSTICE

bed. It was then that their mother had read to them,
played games on the floor, or sung nursery rhymes at the
big piano, Auberon sitting straight up on her knee, rapt
with the divine sounds, and Molly snuggling close on a
minute wicker chair.

The failure of this endeavour was almost as ﬂat as that
which had crowned the larger politics of the prentice enter-
tainer. Singing or playing upon the piano was out of
Garth’s power. So he tried reading stories aloud. The
children were nice about it; but signs thickened that even
the best beloved of fables, when read out by him, were no
longer quite the old thing.

By way of amends he tried to strike out a line of his own.
Going down on all-fours, he gave representations of lions
and tigers, roaring and leaping about among the formalised
Persian flora of the drawing-room carpet. This went fairly
well for a time, at any rate as a relief for a public
jaded with Garth’s ineffective rendering of the nursery
sagas. Auberon would uplift his voice softly duringa pause
in the tale about the Glass Hill: “ Fahva, when you’ve
finissed zis story, will you, please, be a wild beast?” The
story, with less interpretative magic than ever to help it,
would lumber on to its next pause. But then, “ Oh, Fahva,
be a lion to me now,” Auberon appealed. Before the
story’s end it was almost a wail of “Fahva, I'm tired
of you not being a beast to me.” So the roarings had to
begin.

Even these were far from perfect. Their tepid success
of esteem could not deceive the mediocre and diffident
executant, After a single performance, or, at the best, one
half-hearted encore, the audience would fall away, together
or apart, to prosecute pursuits of their own devising in some
distant corner; they only applied to him for occasional help,
congratulation or condolence, according to the fortunes of
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these undertakings. Even then, d:d they really do it
through any genuine need of their owr:?  Or just from some
instinct of courtesy, lest he feel out of it?

Some things, of course, he could d¢ for them. Auberon,
almost breathless with long and hard scribbling on paper,
would come across from his chosen studio, the wide window-
seat that looked out on the river, brin sing his father a pencil
to re-sharpen. While this was being done, the child would
sit by his side, explaining clearly and kindly, *“ We have to
sharp it, ’0oo know, or else no write wil. come out at the end,”
and then return to his enchanting lubours in the window.
That was all right.  Auberon really could not put a point to
the pencil himself. But what about it, presently, when the
artist or author, the blast of his creative inspiration having
now blown itself out, came from the window again, his sheet
of paper densely overgrown with a thicket of contortionate
scrawlings.  “See!” he said, with a just pride firmly
controlled, as he showed the masterpiece to his father.
“See the pwojjuce of my twyings!”  First pausing to let
the thing tell, he added the natural comment upon an
accomplishment so remarkable: “ How big Bwon gwow-
ing!” The father gravely admired. But had the boy had
need of him, really? Or only befriended him? Taken
him, out of charity, into his confidence?

Passing the night-nursery door when the children had
just gone to bed that evening, Garth heard himself mentioned
within. A hungry heart soon puts away shame: he basely
listened. Auberon was saying seriously: * Fahva had a
good plan to-day. He made me have my rest in a sunny
place, afta my dinner.”

“1 think all Father’s plans are good,” Molly replied with
the same judicial gravity.

Auberon seemed to need time to ponder this wider state-
ment. Then he said *“ Vevvy.”

T c
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Molly, too, took her time, as if working it out, before
saying, “I think he has a big plan in his heart and all the
little plans come out of it.” Thomas Garth marvelled.
Strange, the talk of children, still able to use the word
“heart ” as simply as if it were * tummy.” But could it
be that the children really thought as well of him as that?
Or were they just trying to make the best of the bad job
that he was? Nothing more came to show. Molly said,
rather maternally, *“Last good-night, Bron.” Bron said,
“ Goo’-night. Fun to-morrow ”—a forecast with which
this resolute optimist always concluded the day.

1v

For several years now to come it was certainly fun on the
morrow, for Auberon. All sorts of common things went
to his head like strong waters; they filled him with glee,
merely because they were just what they were—iron
because it was cold to the hand, and wood because it was not,
and so on. Finding a hedgehog, a beast new to him, under
a shrub, he fairly circled round and round it in ecstasy,
glutting himself with the view of the creature from all
points of the compass. He could not look away when his
father came up: he could only say, out of the depths of his
joy, “ I am ree-garding it,” and then go on circling, ravished
above earth, like a little God finding his own creation very
good. “How glorious is the cup of my drunkenness!”
Auberon did not say it: but that was his state.

What could Thomas Garth have done? Caught the
child up in his arms, hugged him, said, “ Oh! yes, yes, I
understand it all. You've got the secret. That’s success
in life.  Don’t let them ever take it away from you.” Why,
of course Bron would only have stared, wondering what his
father meant. If you know nothing but Heaven, how can
you even frame the idea of being pushed out of it? No



BOOK ONEF 19

use: he could not reach the boy; so the bar of reserve went
on thickening between them.

\4

Now and again it would seem a- if signals could pass
pretty well between Garth and the children; for some
divine minutes their three minds w uld interplay happily.
Riding out before breakfast they met .. trailing drift of cattle,
twenty head or so. ‘““ Oh, Fahva, w. at sousands of cows! ”
Bron shouted, with joyous hyperbole.

Molly glanced quickly across at .is father. *‘Thou-
sands,” ” she said, *“ Is just a sort of expression that Bron and
I have.”

Garth nodded. They presently came to a field more
yellow than others. Bron shouted elatedly, “ Sousands of
buttercups! ” Then he checked, pondered a moment, and
added, ““ Real sousands. Nota ’spression.” It gave Garth
pleasure to see the child feeling its way towards the spare
and vivid precision of thoroughbred speech.

In the next meadow four horses were grazing. Garth
laughingly challenged the young hyperbolist: * Thousands
of horses, Bronkin? ”

“ Oh, Fahva!” Bron answered, * that isn’t even a ’spres-
sion. It’s just a make-up. Not enough horses to make it
a ’spression.” The three laughed together: lines of com-
munication were blessedly open.

When thoroughpaced naughtiness came in duec time, it
seemed to bring the two generations closer than anything
else did.  Sin, I suppose, is an essentially confidential affair.
In the hands of affectionate justice the evil-doer is apt to
make the most queerly intimate avowals. One morning
Garth came down to discover the breakfast-table in a state
of eloquent disarray. Silver and napery were out of their
places, Bron red in the face, and Molly in manifest terror
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for Bron. But Bron got in his word before Molly had
time to practise any diplomacy in his interest; I only
thwew a fish-knife at Molly because it wouldn’t hurt so
much as an ordina-wy one!”

Onsets with any form of knife were spanking matters,
but Bron unwittingly made his spanking lighter than it
might have been. When his father had dealt him a not
very drastic slap on his extended right palm, some honest or
vainglorious strand among the culprit’s tangled impulses led
him quickly to say, ““ That one didn’t hurt.” He held out
the other hand stoutly.  Its portion was light indeed, though
heavy enough, I expect, to sting the executioner. For
Garth was taken in by none of the common cant about the
moral beauty of caning. He knew of nothing else to do,
when it came to the worst. But beating the tiny offender
who could not hit back, and with whom he wanted to be
friends, felt disgustingly like being rude to a servant.

vI

To this shabby indulgence of slanging the domestics Bron
was addicted, in seasons of wrath, for some time after Molly
had achieved the courtesy proper to their station. When
asked by Nurse why he had hidden under a bed at the
appointed hour for a walk, the baffled tactician retorted
with the furious counter-question: *“ And why did yox go
scweaming about the house afta me? Making a noise like
a person singing for money in the stweets! You that are
always sending people to Fahva to be scolded, just for your
pleasure! ”

This unknightly practice so grew upon Bron that for part
“of his sixth year he fairly wallowed in the hot and turbid
waters of invective. His crowning debauch of the sort
occurred on a hot August morning. Bron had come in
tired, flustered and blowsed with the sun; chagrined, too,
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by the miscarriage of one of his vast plns of civil engineering
in the gardeners’ heap of loose sand. A savage contro-
versial impulse led him on to assume. loudly and insolently,
that there would be chicken for d.nner. * Chookie, o’
course! ” he blustered and bluffed u4s he stumped up the
stairs.  Alas for our poor human hopes: it was mutton.

Bron broke forth outrageously. * Pig’s food again!” he
ranted at Nurse; “just what you wo: 'd give us!”

Alone, and with all the sustainit g fires of anger now
quenched in his blood, Auberon had to repair to the study
that evening, when Father came home. Nurse never
reported any offence of the children’s. Whenever she com-
mitted either for trial, the prisoner had to go alone to the
great assize in the study and state the case for the prosecution
as well as the defence. Bron made his sorry confession with
gulps and glowerings of distaste at the scurviest parts of the
story. Still, he shirked nothing. ‘Chen the man and the
boy looked ruefully at each other, linked in a momentary
communion of shame and pride. They were intimate for
that instant. ‘“Not clever, Bron. Not brave. Not
funny,” said Thomas, friendly and sorrowful. * Only
shabby. Ugly.”

A queer thing is the building up of decency; a fine trait
may grow like an oak, almost imperceptibly, through many
years, or it may come up in the night like a2 mushroom out
on the lawn. Nature is said to do nothing by jumps, but a
boy that has had a surfeit of some darling vice may give it
up in an hour, utterly and for ever, like some favourite sweet
that has upset his stomach. Off came that particular’base-
ness, that night, like a shirt suddenly seen to be lousy. Bron
had got the idea—had suddenly discovered, once for all, the
beauty of one part of self-mastery.
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VI

Still, his father could not pray for the old Adam in Bron
to multiply these occasions for mutual understanding. Nor
yet could he pick lovers’ quarrels with the boy, just for the
renewal of love—tempering fires like those in which the two
children re-annealed from time to time the good steel of
their comradeship. Garth would look on uninterferingly,
if he could, while these little furnaces roared. He knew well
enough that within the two quarrelling friends there worked
forces which knew their business better than he.

Molly, on a low chair, was deep in Robinson Crusoe, while
Auberon played with his bricks on the drawing-room floor.
Wanting an ampler site, to build a palace, he said to Molly,
trenchantly, “ Take ’oor feet from where zey are in ’oor
rashness.” Molly, roused so rudely from her delicious pre-
occupation with Crusoe’s inventory of his household goods,
forgot for a moment that she was Bron’s mother, and
answered firmly, * Imposterous! ”  Then Bron jumped up
and came close to her face and said, in choler, “’Oo’re
a noosance!” And Molly rebuked him with, “Well,
you shouldn’t blow cool winds on my face with your
ragings.”  Thereupon Bron hallooed, “Molly killing
Bron!” and Molly rejoined, “I've quite as lot of right
‘to tread on the floor with my feet as your bricks
have!”

Bron now went to war and was beaten condignly, and then
Molly put her feet well out of his way. * I’m sorry, Bron,”
she said ; * you can hit me now, as hard as you like—any-
where—all over me.”

Bron said, “ No. It would be silly.”

“ Well,” said Molly, “T’ll give you all my Life Guards.”

*’Oo mustn’t,” Bron replied; “zey were a present.”

“Then,” Molly said, “ I’ll lend you @/ my soldiers to



BOOK ONE 23

play with, as long as you like, if you won’t mind my having
beaten you.”

Bron bristled up again. “’Oo d dn’t beat me. I beat
’00'9’

Molly took it placably: “ Your fhands are very strong,
Bron, ’speshly when the feel of some «ne’s hair between your
fingers puts more strengf in them.”

Bron subsided, and Molly ended : all with, “ You see,
when you called me a nuisance, I mav have been a nuisance
to you, but I wasn’t a nuisance in my s 2ht.”

Bron pondered, and left it at that. The storm had blown
itself out: from mind to mind, perhaps, an idea had passed.

Garth had seen it all through, from afar. He was better
out of it, better for them; tempers were furnished, like
ropes and ladders in gyms, for each little gymnast to over-
come for himself. Besides, if you butted in, to do good,
slips were easy to make. They would come, anyhow,
before you knew what you were doing. Musing one day
in a chair on the lawn, Garth was roused by a touch of Bron’s
hand at its muddiest, which was muddy indeed. The father
had said in an instant, “ Bron, do you /ike being so dirty?
And in another the son had answered, with dignity, * No, I
don’t. But it’s me work.”

Then it was clear: a miss had been made; a message had
not been picked up. Bron had come up with a mighty con-
fidence to impart; he had wanted to offer his father a share
in a lofty satisfaction. For the first time the gardener had
granted an old prayer of Bron’s and given him a piece of
“real work ” to do.  All by himself he had dug a small bed
that had really needed digging. It would have been dug
by a gardener if no Bron had been there, with his great spade,
to do it.
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I

HE greatest of innovations was started by Bron at
the age of seven.  First of his generation he climbed

the big beech at the far end of the lawn.

It was a doughty climb; for the first twelve feet from the
ground there were no branches at all; the trunk was smooth
and too vast to embrace and shin up.  But the enemy’s flank
could be turned. The children’s swing hung by two chains
from a level branch higher up; and Auberon told Molly that
night: “I climbed up one of the chains to its top, and then,
with great difficillily, I lifted my leg over the branch, and
then I climbed up. I found it ’straordinaly safe in the tip-
top of the tree, where the magpies live. Safer than on the
ground, ’cause you only hold on to the ground by your feet.
At the top the wind waves you about and you hear the
tree purring. We must cert’nly live in the trees always.
I'm conf’dent Fahva won’t be dang’rous about it, even if
Nurse is.”

Nurse might have been. But Bron had scented aright his
father’s sympathy with the joy of cutting the tether which
ties the duller beasts to the flat earth. Garth might be an
old Tory, but he was not an old hen, to spare himself tremors
by keeping his sturdy brood from adventuring in new
elements. Little monkeys ought to be monkeys. So the
two found they were free to live the new, the thrilling
arboreal life. They found delicious prehensile powers in
their hands and feet, and unsuspected skill that came respons-
ively up, ready-made, out of unexplored depths, to meet the
needs of this novel existence.

Molly supped the new intoxicant the more soberly of the
two. She always had her ward, Bron, to think for. But
Bron grinned with ungovernable glee every time his feet

24
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quitted the ground: he drew up his le.s to the lowest branch
with a triumphant snatch. What harm could any snake in
the grass below do to him now? Tt e glee of him quivered
and flicked in his naked soles when they fitted themselves
clenchingly on to the adorable, graspal e roundness of middle-
sized boughs. “ Isn’t it abs’utely tremendrous,” he asked
Molly with fervour, *“ the way en’mics can’t creep up behind
you in a tree? ”’
I

And yet, I suppose, mankind must always be growing.
That very autumn the two were impelled, by Heaven knows
what, to get them down from the trees and establish them-
selves in a hole in the face of a low gravel cliff that impended
over theriver. Nature had roughed out this cavern; Molly
and Bron revised her handiwork, enlarging it into a kind of
sand-martin’s hole on a grand scale. Thus perfected, it
ran some five feet horizontally into the vertical bosom, or
riverain frontage, of Middlesex. Then it took a sharp turn
to the left. Artificial thenceforth, it persisted for some six
feet more. Its end was out of sight of the world, and the
darkness of this ultimate refuge, even at noonday, elated
Bron till no utterance except incoherent song was possible
for him.

Peace passing all understanding enveloped the two
pioneers when they sat supreme at the mouth of this cave on
their return from some distant and momentous expedition.
No fearsome beast had turned up in their absence and settled
himself in at the far end of the cave; their land reposed; they
could rest and thank the stars that had sent them a governess
for lesson-times only and not, like Claude Barbason’s, a
directress of their leisure and organiser of approved outdoor
occupations,

As that winter closed down and darkness came on before
tea-time, the two would light a small fire of sticks in the
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mouth of the cave and sit on the safe side, the cave side, of
the blaze, broody with silent contentment, peering through
their turbid stockade of smoke and flickering flame at the
shifting glooms and gleamings along the nondescript fore-
shore beyond, at the whispering river and Gistleham Ait,
the savage island of osiers and rank grasses in mid-stream,
untrodden as yet by foot of Molly or Bron. From that
island jungle, with only a reasonable amount of assistance
from imagination, a lion or leopard, extremely famished, but
awed and perplexed by the glow of the fire, might readily be
discerned peering back at the two settlers’ illuminated faces.

With this stronghold always there to fall back on, they
practised the arts of the hunter and of the hunted, stealing
up like stalking cats upon the herons in Gistleham Reach,
to watch them fishing in the shallows; plunging their bared
arms swiftly down at eels seen lying lazily at the river’s
bottom; or else effacing themselves, with held breath and
tumultuous pulse, among dry reeds or whatever garden
rubbish was most like their clothes, when the abhorred time
came for going in for the night, and Nurse once more
became “ dangerous.”

“Isn’t it delicous,” Bron would say to Molly, using an
emphasis that cannot be rendered by any resources of print,
“when you are hiding behind a tree that’s really too little
to hide you prop’ly? Not moving at all, but just having a
struggle to make your body be littler! Tremendrous!”

III

The vogue of the cavern lasted till Bron’s eighth birthday,
a festival hailed, at its dawn, with the ecstatic cry, “It i
to-day ”—shouted through the open door to Molly’s room
—and bidden farewell to, next morning, with the reflection,
also uttered privately to Molly, *“ Well, anyhow, I am eight
stil.” Almost from that day, strange to say, the cavern
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seemed to irk the maturing Bron. New desires possessed
him in his riper age. Away with all slavish home-keeping!
Out into the great world! The ncoleness of life was to
cross the unfathomed backwater that hitherto had cut them
off from the pathless thickets of Gist zham Ait, affront the
unknown fauna of the island and plu k out the heart of its
marshy mystery.

“It’s dang’rous,” Bron argued grively to Molly, “still
we have to do it—else nothing will « ver be any good, any
more.”

Molly gave in, though uncasy about Auberon’s imperfect
swimming. Choosing the after-dinner hour when Nurse,
by Heaven’s kindly connivance, used to *“drop off ” under
the beech-tree, they swiftly stripped among the rhododen-
drons nearest the shore and struck out lustily for the New
World.

They swam, for security’s sake, in close formation. Molly,
the stronger vessel, had stipulated for this; Bron was to
swim on the upstream side of her, with his left hand on her
right shoulder. So the sturdy Molly was the main propul-
sive force of the whole equipage; but the lesser legs of Bron
and his disengaged right arm provided auxiliary screws of no
mean value, as Molly eagerly assured their proprietor, while
she insisted, nevertheless, upon her precautions.

The nervously short strokes of the pair, rapid as those of
scared frogs, can scarcely have had to be plied for two
minutes before the naked explorers were plunging on feet
and hands up the mud banks of the enchanted island, to hide
and recover breath among its serried osiers.

“We're form’able swimmers!” Bron panted elatedly, when
they could settle down for a moment, under cover. “ Well
done us. Bags this island private to us.”

“ Watch where the sun is,” Molly anxiously urged.
Steering by the glorious lamp of Heaven they committed
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themselves to the trackless forest of withies, forced a way
across the new continent’s sixty good yards of breadth and
beheld in amaze the main stream beyond, with its unfamiliar
system of forelands, eddies and bays, all freakish and de-
lectable.

“T'remendrous! Delicous!” Bron stood doating on it
all, till Molly espied some one fishing far off in a punt, and
then they knew they were naked and plunged back into the
scrub. But the earth was theirs, and the fulness thereof.

v

Three months later the water turned achingly cold; the
rough island story grew rougher; the numbed hearts of the
furtive swimmers cried out for a boat. Father’s boat and
punt were locked up in the boat-house, pending the children’s
passing of a stiff swimming test. Clearly they had to found
a marine of their own, unobserved.

First a plank was privily requisitioned and launched, for
ferry service. But this rude craft was found to exhibit the
unforeseen and quite incorrigible vice of taking a heavy list
to one side or one end, without provocation or warning, and
tilting the ship’s company into the Thames.

Only then did they respectfully take into council Bert,
the new garden boy, a genius “ tremendrously good,” as
Bron had already noticed, at making all sorts of things.
With Bert as principal naval designer, they painfully stretched
a skin of old canvas tight over a sketchy framework of wood
and nailed the edges of the canvas down upon the gunwale
with tin tacks, to form a gaunt coracle, a thing of sunken
cheeks and prominent ribs.

This Genius of Famine, expressed in terms of naval
architecture, they then tarred to repletion. Bert, the all-
foreseeing, contrived the tar. The thing floated, only too
well. Fantastically buoyant, she almost refused to displace
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any water at all. She whirled rourd on her base at the
touch of light airs, like a leaf that has fallen dry on a lake.
But she served. She changed the wcrld. The charm of a
strange new accessibility suddenly invested the farther bank
of the main stream. It was * tremen.lrous.”

v

Of course Thomas Garth had se:n much of this and
inferred all the rest. He had tried, ui.observed, to cut down
the risks of the game as much as he ciuld without depriving
the two of the training of free advenwure, from which you
can never keep risk wholly out. He coveted for them the
joy and the education of winning at least the physical world
for themselves.

They won it, triumphantly. First they won the world
as it stood, with no history to it—just the feel of the earth
as it was to the senses now—what it would be if it had all
been made only last night and were not a worn ancient face,
seamed, stained and engraved with endless cross-hatching ot
documentary wrinkles, its mountains the ruins of more
wondrous heights now all but erased, our life upon it, per-
haps, by this time the unconsciously subsident life of an
over-blown rose. Whatever the date, wherever they were,
Molly and Bron stood, as yet, at the centre and lived in the
prime. Everything, just as they saw it, was all that it could
be thought of as being; every tree was of its only con-
ceivable age and size; any break in the line of camp-shedding
along the flank of the Ait was normal, not a falling-away
from some higher state that should be. Petty kinks in the
line of the foreshore, silted shoals at the tail of the Ait or at
some ditch’s toy estuary, eddies stealing back upstream in
angles between the bank and the little sharp currents thrown
off obliquely from tiny headlands—all these were not relics
of any old doings of water and land; nothing of any sort
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was mere postscript, nor yet preface; neither did they lead
up to any greater condition of things nor were they lapses
from one; they had the unqualified worth of a first Creation
of all. The two saw all there was and, behold! it was very
good—almost as if they had made it.

vI

But history comes. You may start without any, so far
as you know; but all the rest of the time you are touching
or making it. Eve ate an apple, and see all that happened.

The children had not been navigators for more than a
year before historic events that stood out enormous in the
life of Gistleham Reach were commemorated in names not
known to Ordnance surveyors: Massacre Bight, where, after
age-long vigils, the two had seen the fledgeling cuckoo eject
the lawful heirs of the mansion; Floaty Head, the insig-
nificant cape of sand where Auberon first detected, and
showed to Molly, the sun-dried granules of flint floating off
on a rising tide, though the world said that stones did not
float; Misery Spit, where that first-built and best-loved of
canoes rammed itself, during the hottest of Augusts, upon a
truly venomous snag—a spiky stake, almost as hard and
unwoodlike as iron, that stuck up a few inches slantwise out
of the bed of the shrunken stream.

While the crew had waded ruefully around the wreck,
essaying salvage, Bron’s naked feet, plunging distractedly
hither and thither, had struck one stumpy tooth of the same
kind after another. In talk with his father at breakfast next
day these perils to shipping were touched upon with some
bitterness. * Father,” Bron said gravely, “the river has
got a sort of sharp nails sticking up through its soles, to hurt
people and boats.” He went on to describe these enormities
more precisely.

Thomas Garth, as you know, was eccentric. “ The old
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boy,” Colin would say, “is a graveyird that won’t do its
work. The greatest school and the 3reatest university in
the world tried to give a good classicil education a decent
burial in him, as well as in me and you. But in Garth
the thing won’t lie quiet and moulcer. It gets up and
‘walks’; it comes poking into the rea’, serious affairs of the
day.”

Learned writers of the kind who s t in chairs, weighing
documentary proofs, and don’t go out .nd look at the things
and places that they write of, had lat:ly been saying more
positively than ever that Caesar and his troops must certainly
have waded across the respectable arm of the sea now con-
stricted between the Palace of Westminster and St. Thomas’s
Hospital—then flanked by handsome fringes of marsh on
each side—on their way north to St. Albans. But Garth
had known, all his life, as well as he knew his own flower-
garden, the great ford of Thames, a mile down Gistleham
Reach. There he had seen little launches run aground in
the fairway, at summer low water, and children standing
knee-deep in mid-stream. In league with his latest in-
formant, Bron, he now set forces in motion which ended by
drawing out of the gravel under the muddy bed of the stream
some hundreds of semi-petrified oak stakes, planted in rows
and all leaning the same way as that which had bruised Bron
in the heel. Then a few learned men began to remind the
rest that the Venerable Bede had noticed the same thing as
Bron, only twelve centuries sooner; were not these hundreds
of stakes a few of the thousands the British Cassivelaunus
had driven well in, to engage the bowels of the Roman troops
as they forded the river breast-high?

Molly and Auberon had not heard about Caesar before.
He seemed to be a great fellow.  So Bron got quite the wrong
introduction to him and his men—not as nominatives and
accusatives and other instructive occasions for parsing, but
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as the drenched waders now described by his father as
sweating and spitting and cursing the beastly stakes that
caught them so nastily in the tummy. Bron listened en-
tranced while he heard, in his father’s words, which tingled
with life, the hook-nosed captain’s tale of his brush with the
Britons at the ford. Bron wriggled and crowed with excite-
ment. Think of the horses splashing and stumbling across,
the men on foot panting up the steep bank, dripping wet; and
then the Britons above, turning tail of a sudden—changed
from a defiant, yelling front into scampering figures huge and
clear on the sky-line!

The vision gave Bron strange new pleasures. School was
all to come yet. No one had put it into his head that there
was anything rotten or mean in liking to know about Romans
and poor, funny old Britons. ‘

VIIL

When they were veterans of twelve and nine, Molly and
Bron looked back with a kind of pity on that benighted state
of themselves in which they did not yet know Victor Nevin.
Strange to think that even in those old days the brilliant
Victor had already been going about the world, shining, and
they utterly unaware of it.

One or two other friends of about their own age had
already dazzled the humble eyes of the pair before Victor
the Conqueror first hove in sight, for tea on Molly’s ninth
birthday. Colin March was always “tremendrously funny”:
Claude Barbason, when not hoarding toys in grim silence,
had a way with him that made you feel how little you knew
the great world. But Victor was the nonpareil; Victor was
imperturbable, the comely, the witty and wise, the serenely
smiling dominator of people and of circumstances. Bron
had fairly sat gaping with admiration during that eye-opening
tea. “How can a person eat his tea and not listen to
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Victor’s compersations? ” he had indignantly asked when
rebuked by Nurse for not getting on with his food.

¢ Listening to Victor’s compersations ” had, from that
time forth, been one of the headiest of lawful pleasures.
Molly’s riper mind could, of course, vnjoy even more than
Bron’s of the flavour of Victor’s ironic and allusive wit.
Victor was godlike, and to confess an¢ worship him was the
only thing to be done—at any rate for 4 soul so downright as
Molly. She did it freely the second time he came to the
house. Victor and she had been wast.ing their hands in the
bath-room basin at the same time, and Victor was nattily
pushing down the skin at the roots of his oval and roseate
finger-nails.

“ You're nice,” Molly began.

Victor did not contest it.

“ Your green tie is nice,” the adorer resumed.

“So glad you like it,” said Victor.

A short pause and then Molly said firmly, “ I'm perfec’ly
sure that you can bath yourself all right.” And then,
“When you fall down I ’spec’ you never cry. You
just say ‘Oh!’” and then again, “Even if a wild
beast were to eat you, you wouldn’t cry. You'd only
grumble.” This litany of Molly’s was not ill received by
the divine addressee.

Then and ever since, five minutes of Victor had always
sufficed to reduce our two homespun wits to a state of almost
kneeling admiration. And now their seasoned judgments
confirmed their earlier impressions.

Sometimes Victor would come for a whole day. Then
he would review the Chantry composedly, say that the house
was a little too much out of the world, and practise critical
charity towards the garden and everything that was in it
“T thought that I would see,” he said at tea-time on one of

these days, *“ how much your two garden-boys knew. So
D
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when I saw them helping the man to plant some elders
to-day I said, ¢ After you’ve planted these elders, will you
be planting any youngers?> Fred saw the joke pretty soon,
but we had to explain it to Bert.”

Bron and Molly roared: their laughter would come as
pat as any chorus to Victor’s sallies. For reasons which
they could not, for the life of them, have given, they would
not themselves have played off this jest upon Bert, even if
they had had the requisite genius. ~ Still, it must be all right:
Victor had done it. '

“ Putrid name—"* Bert,’ really,” Victor resumed. Just
by the way he pronounced a name, Victor could put a kind
of inverted commas round it, and these were extraordinarily
damaging; you felt you must have been a dullard not to have
thought it a measly name long ago.

The face of Bron fell. A blight, a killing blight, had
fallen on the name of the valued co-author of the first
canoe. Victor’s alert feelers warned him, no doubt, for he
sheered off a little, without abruptness. “ Talking of
names,” he said, “ do you know what’s a common name in
Scotland? ”

“No. What?” they both eagerly asked.

“ Thistle,” said Victor.

Bron gaped. ““For persons?” he asked in amaze-
ment.

“No. For plants,” Victor said, with a slight, curly
smile on his Cupid’s-bow lips. None of your blatant
triumphs for Victor.

The two listeners marvelled. The ease of it all. The
ingenuity!

“I do believe,” said Bron that night to Molly, after
Lights Out, “ that Victor a/ways has an underneath meaning
to his talk!”

“Yes. And isn’t it wonderful,” Molly added, “ the way
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he sits there in his chair, putting his little smile on all the
day-nursery? ”

“Tremendrous! ” Bron agreed. * And then his de-
scribation of the tipsy man! Wasn’t :t inciting? ” Bron’s
English, when he was deeply stirred was apt to become
rashly experimental.

Vi

More fatally rash were Bron’s few and short surrenders
to a certain mad impulse that sometime- arose in him. What
if he, Bron, should come out strong, i:ke Victor’—shine in
conversation and have people admire Lim? Pricked by this
transient spur of ambition he ventured at long intervals to
launch some topic of his own, drawn from his special interests
in the make of birds or of ships. * Victor,” he asked, with
a strained composure, when one of these wild fits possessed
him, * where, do you think, are the works of a ship? ”

“Well, and where, O most wise Bron? ” Victor rephed
with a curiosity merely polite and, indeed, slightly ironic.
The Nevins were all eminent Latins and Grecians. Quite
young they learnt to contemn all physical science as
“Stinks.” And was not marine engineering a subdivision of
Stinks?

“In its bo-els,” said Bron firmly, controlling his pride as
he spoke. ““ Under its crop. Truly.”

Victor winced expressively. “Truly? Truly a disgust-
ing truth 1 he observed.

Bron’s topic instantly wilted. Victor’s ban had a won-
drous power of bringing home to you the conviction of sin,
especially the sin of grossness. And in that sin I fear that
Bron almost revelled. When it came to the pleasures of
the table, and to its pains, he was Rabelaisian. ““ O Father!
Sir!l  Good man!” he would cry, at the mid-day meal,
when liberally helped to something toothsome. A tough
piece of meat would move him to say darkly, « This gristle
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is all full of springs. When I bite it, it jumps bigger under
my teeth,” and the first curds and whey of a year drew
from him the rhapsody, “It brings forth the Spring on my
brow!” But it was at seasons of festal repletion that Bron
sank lowest. He came back from a birthday tea at Claude
Barbason’s house to find Molly and Victor in the Chantry
garden. Bron described the feast, its glories and the at-
tendant sorrows. Everything at the Barbasons’ was always
magnificent. “ At tea,” he averred, there was nothing
plain whatever. The lowest thing was some splendid
sandwiches. The only thing that I don’t like is that all
the inner parts of my stummick are sore.”

Victor smiled across to Molly—a confidential smile that
seemed to offer her the privilege of sharing his amusement
at the sight of this pcor Goth.

¢ It’s like a kitty growlmg, the unperceiving Bron went
on, with his round, red, mgenuous face full of care.

“ What is? ” Molly asked, in discomfort.

“ Some sort of grumpy music going on inside me,” said
the shameless one.

Victor’s laugh at this was addressed wholly to Molly.
It co-opted her, still more distinctly, into the civilised set,
the elect, the non-hogs.

“1 wonder,” Bron said, as he scratched a head heavy
from the banquet, “ why it is that niceness in your mouth
should not be good for the inside vitals of your body.”

“ Oh, don’t scratch your head so,” Molly whispered in
distress.

“ 1 have to scratch it,” the spent reveller pleaded aloud.
“It’s all bizzing with tickles.”

“Bron,” said Molly, that night, from bed to bed, through
the half-open door, “ I’'m making myself a sort of promise
not to remark about eatables, ever again.”

“Scand’lus! ” said Bron. “ How can any one not talk
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about prog when they’ve had a prog.ndous day, as I have
to-day? And then a sincere pain in t} eir body!”

“1I do believe,” Molly urged, * we’ve always talked too
much about our tummy pains. I’ve done it much more
than you—much more than nice pecple do. They might
think us nasty.”

“ A habit,” Bron said, doggedly, ‘ that’s once d’veloped
can’t be un’veloped.”

“ Do let’s try,” Molly pleaded. “ 300’ night!”

“ Goo’ night.”

No doubt Molly saw, well enough, that he was going to
try. A little grumbling from Bron, in such cases, was only
like the scraping and plunging of a horse trying to get a
heavy load under way.

“ Goo’ night, again,” Molly said gratefully. ‘ Last
glowing goo’ night.”

“ Goo’ night,” said Bron. * Fun to-morrow.”

X

Victor came of a caste less antique than the Garths, but
still choice in its way. The Nevins were academic, but
socially they were elect; children of light, they could hold
their own with any child of this world. For a hundred
years their clan had drawn from “ the things of the mind ”
—a phrase which they used a good deal—a full stock of
the good things of this life. Nevins grew up, with the
unflustered ease of geranium cuttings reared under glass,
into bishops, deans, head-masters, heads of houses at Oxford
and Cambridge. They scarcely seemed to compete or to
strive. A Nevin was deferentially served with bays, a
laurel wreath, or a choice palm, and then the other aspirants
scrambled among themselves for any honorific green-stuff
that might be left over. Like great princes of the Church
in an earlier age the Nevins had gained the ear of the world’s
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rulers and yet retained the distinction of being vessels of
grace; they acted as standing counsel for culture and con-
servators of serious critical standards.

“ And what is all the merriment about? ” Victor asked,
looking in at the door of the bath-room. Molly, nail-
brush in hand, was helping Bron to dig out dark earth from
his nails, before the nursery dinner.

Molly’s careless laughter ceased. * Only a little make-
up of ours,” she said, deprecatingly. Molly walked in the
fear as well as the love of the god-like curator of civilisation.

Bron was less wary. “ About a very poetical man,” he
said, “ who worked in a garden. We made up a poem:

“ His talk was all rhyme,
His nails were all grime.”

Bron roared again at the funniness of this composition.
Victor didn’t laugh. *“ If I may break it to you,” he said,
with Olympian aplomb;  that isn’t a poem. It’s only a
dogger’l.”

Even Bron was stricken sober. But yet more repre-
hensible than his asthetic blindness was his turn for sub-
versive speculation.  “ Isn’t it curious,” he pondered aloud
as the three children lay on the hot August lawn and blinked
at the dazzling river, “ how people say a dull book is dry,
but they don’t say a nice book is wet. Why shouldn’t you
say ‘a perfectly sopping animal story’? ”

“ ¢ A dry book,” ” said Victor judicially, * is an idiom.”

That ended that. Bron’s craze for going behind things
which need only be looked at in front was checked, for the
time. The three lay silent, blinking and thinking. Then
Bron suddenly asked: “ Victor, what is a glory? ”

Victor counter-questioned *“ Why? ”

“ Because I've heard God has a thing he’s fond of, called
his glory.”
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*“It’s all in the Bible, all right,” said Victor dismissively.

This time, however, Bron was havinyitout. *“ And why,”
he went on, “do they say he’ll come <o try us all for doing
sins when they say he’s here now—everywhere, all the time?
He must be just on top of my head nc ».”

“ My good vain youth ” Victor began.

But Bron was for making the mos- of his outing, before
the prison-house of shyness and hur.ility should close on
him again. “ If he’s everywhere,” I = persisted, *“ he must
be there as much as anywhere else. 3o why has he got to
come! And sometimes they say he’.l come with a noise,
and sometimes they say we won’t hear him because he’ll
come with little quiet feet, like a fly’s pats or a kitty’s, and
turn people upside down who do sins.”

“ My dear asinine goose,” said Victor, quite disturbed by
these wanderings away from respectable tracks, “all that’s
after you’re dead.”

But Bron plunged on. ““ I don’t believe,” he said, * you're
ever quite dead. I'm pos’tive that if I were put in a grave
I could just reach up with my arm through the earth,
slowly, moving it by little bits and scratching letters on the
ground on top, for people to see. How do we know that
the kitty we buried won’t move just a tiny bit? ”

“Q, let’s dress up and do acting,” said Victor.

“Yes, yes,” Molly cried. It was dreadful to havc poor
old Bron seeming silly to Victor, and Victor snubbing Bron.
And Victor was sure to be jolly if they acted, he did it so
marvellously well.

Victor was author, producer and actor in one, like
Moliére; the way he could make up speeches amazed the
two others. Molly received a few goodish parts at his
hands: the heroine has to be somebody. But Bron got
mainly the scurvy tasks that are apt to fall to the minor
“utility ” actor under the actor-manager system. And,
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now, after doing patiently the Recreant Knight, the Furtive
Assassin, the Hard Father and the Peasant Slave, Bron
jibbed when he was directed to stab himself and fall dead
across the mail-clad body of Victor, as became the Faithful
Page. “No,” he demurred. * It’s too silly.”

“ My good lad,” said Victor, “ you don’t really expect to
be the Knight Templar? At your age! ”

The conscious moderation of Victor’s tone put Bron
hopelessly in the wrong. He weakened. ‘I don’t mind,”
he said, “saying, ¢ Don’t insult valour in the form of this
fallen knight!’ But I have a strong obnoxion to stabbing
myself. It’ssilly.”

“ Well, well—— ” Victor said resignedly. Human per-
versity had to be humoured, no doubt. Bron was let off
the supreme sacrifice. But a passing demur, like this, never
meant that he questioned Victor’s genius for the drama.
His admiration was much too profound to be uttered to
Victor himself. But Molly heard about it and echoed it.
Bed talked to bed in the dark. “ Vick is most terrific’ly
good,” Bron said on the night after the first performance of
that rattling farce, “ The Medical Man.” “ He sticks the
key into your mouth in ’zac’ly the proper place for a ther-
ometer. I know, ’cause I’ve had my real tempiture taken
by Dr. Wynne. Simply tremendrous, Vick’s goodness at
acting!”

“ Isn’t he wonderful,” Molly said with intensity. * Goo’
night, Bron.”

“ Goo’ night. Fun to-morrow.”

X

In his tenderest years Auberon had picked up a dangerous
habit: he took it that people meant all they said—if not
that they meant even more. This came of living too much
with his father. When Thomas Garth said he “ hoped
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to take Molly and Bron out for a rice or a row or a swim
the next day, Bron knew that this benefit was a pretty sure
thing,

Of course he knew, all right, wha: lying was. He had
tried it. Long ago he had found that a lie could often get
him a thing that he wished for. So he had told lies. Their
power seemed magical. Things th.t he feared to meet
could be charmed out of his path with a simple lie. Then
he was found out and there came a g .od, long, friendly talk
with his father.

He now learnt that his father had made precisely the same
find as himself: it seemed his father knew, as well as Bron,
what an Aladdin’s slave-of-the-lamp this lying could be—
a getter of gains and a saviour from things that hurt or
scared or gave you trouble. And yet his father felt that to
call up this slave was “ pretty mean,” however grievous your
need.

His father did not exactly say why: he did not put it in
so many words that all the virtues worth having were various
forms of courage and all the vices were various modes of
turning tail and showing white feathers. And yet that
notion did pass from the man to the child. Words in
themselves, I suppose, are naught and the best of phrases
only groups of clickings of teeth and pursings and partings
of lips upon jets of soiled air. The little or much that they
mean depends on what you feel the creature to be who is
making these signals at the time. When Thomas Garth
said he thought lies pretty mean, Bron felt he was being let
into one of the magnificent secrets of the grown-up; in-
stantly and for ever it became one of the bottom certainties
of life that lies were a sort of sneak filth which nobody
would touch, once he knew what it was. All grown-up
people were brave and said only just what they meant.

With this precarious faith still unquenched, Bron entered
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a church, at the age of ten, for the first time since his
christening. Why not sooner! Because his father had
religion alive and aflame in himself and did not want his
son to be rendered incapable of winning that treasure. So
he had not let the child be drilled from the first to repeat
things which, if they are uttered at all, ought to rise to the
lips like insuppressible cries of love or grief. Bron, as you
know, had heard some random talk about God. But he
had not heard the full story of Christ nor seen a congregation
of people saying they were miserable and wicked when they
were clearly on very good terms with™ themselves and the
world, well pleased with their clothes, and standing
up without fear for human or divine inspection. This
lack, of proper experience led to a sad upset the first
time that Bron, under the escort of Nurse, was immersed
in the flood of astonishing and touching assertion that
is let loose in places of worship about eleven on Sunday
mornings.

The outside of Gistleham parish church had always looked
quiet and safe. A goodly piece of Tudor brick, with some
small second-hand Roman bricks thrown in to save money,
it sat serene on its banked plinth of earth, secure above more
literal floods and spring tides. For Bron’s ears its un-
commonly good peal of bells, doubly charged with melody
by the liquid sounding-board lying below, had always shaken
out the very soul of mellow romance upon the listening
night when the ringers practised on Wednesday evenings.
Bron had often lain awake late, squirming for joy, as he
sucked in this enchanting melody.

Uncle Quentin, too, the aged holder of this cure of souls,
had always before been one of the least disturbing of men.
But now—! First there was some lovely singing and reading.
Uncle Quentin betrayed no agitation during this part. But
then he climbed the pulpit stairs and gave out a piece of
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terrible news—no doubt, Bron felt, .iecause so many people
were all there together and might Lelp at once. It was a
rending tale of some kind and brave man ferociously hurt a-
long time ago, and feeling a dreadful yain, even now, because
there was something not done which he wanted them all to
do for him.

Old Quentin Garth certainly knew how to preach. Bron
wept beside Nurse in the family pew, shrinking shamefacedly
back into his corner. But people -eecmed to be strangely
tranquil. Instead of rushing out to help they sang another
hymn, quite slowly. Even when they came out of church
they walked away as if nothing remarxable had happened and
nothing had to be done. And Nurse, when anxiously ques-
tioned, only said we mustn’t take things too much to heart—
people would think us so odd if we did. Strange! Why,
Uncle Quentin had just said: *“ We must take to heart all
that Jesus has borne for us.”

Molly was down with measles, and not to be seen.  Bron,
alone in his distress, almost tackled his father. If only he
had done it, this might have changed many things that came
to pass later on.  But Bron’s first hesitant word of approach
to the avowal was, somehow, not caught: his father may have
been thinking of something else; and so Bron lost heart and
gave up, as will happen between fathers and sons; the ships
draw near in the dark till a shout would carry across the little
interval that is left; but some one is not on the watch;
nothing passes across; and then the two vessels sheer off
again to estranging distances.

Beaten there, Bron felt he must now wait till Monday,
agonising as it was. Bert, the leal Bert, the sensible and
friendly Bert, would then be back at work in the garden.
Bert would help. But Bron had learnt a little caution
already. It seemed curiously easy to get oneself thought
silly.  So it was with a cunning show of idle inquisitiveness
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that he asked Bert, before breakfast on Monday, ““ what all
the talk was about—what people were saying—about Jesus
-Christ.”

Bert’s introduction to Christian history had not been put
off so long as Bron’s. Bert had long been a patient fre-
quenter of Uncle Quentin’s Sunday-school. On hearing
Christ’s name he went off like a musical-box: “’ceived by
th’ Oly Ghos’, born a Virgimary, suffed undepontius Pilate,
’scruc’fied ’ead a-buried, sended into Hell, Thursday rose
again, sended into Heaven, sense a shall come a-judge
quick-a-dead——"" Bert broke off after delivering this passage
gravely, like an incantation. “ Don’t ya know it? ” he said,
rather shocked. Bert told Bron, straight off the reel, any
number of things about Christ—parables, miracles, snubbings
of Jews—things that Thomas Garth had saved up for Bron
till he could have some chance of hearing them with
understanding.  Still, it was clear that no idea of Christ’s
fate, as an occurrence actual and dreadful, as if some one
were drowning in the river or being dragged by a bolting
pony, had ever visited Bert.

X1

Auberon was to go to the Nevins’ next day: not to tea,
for the measles barred that, but just to play with Victor in
the garden. Vick—why, of course—Vick was the man to
consult in this strait. Vick knew everything,

Snow lay on the ground, and the two were having fun
with a sledge when Auberon broached the great topic.
Victor winced. His precocious sense of a good theme to
keep off was worthy of an archbishop. Still, he kept up
very well the light, cheery tone of the elder, the man who
knows better. * Compose yourself, my Auberon,” he said,
“and let bygones be bygones.”

Auberoa only rushed on, all the harder. Victor tried to
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head him off with a quotation adapted, in Victor’s scholarly
way—he was thirteen now—from the poets :

“ Aub‘ron, wait a little leager
Till your little wits are stronger.”

Growing slightly graver as his junior jersisted in indiscretion,
Victor fished out a thing that he hs1 heard his father, the
great Dr. Nevin, quote with relish from The Imitation—
something like “ What’s the good o! asking a lot of tough
questions, when God won’t ever blame you for not know-
ing? ”  Good doctrine, too, for the Nevins of this world to
bring up when its enfants terribles, its devastatory probers of
questions that are better left untouched, begin their comfort-
killing pranks. But Auberon seemed to find this good diet
about as satisfying as sawdust.

Only one thing was left for a prudent physician of souls
to prescribe.  The sledge had lain unused while they talked.
Auberon, Victor said, must be frozen with standing about,
talking. Let him fall to; let him pull the sledge with a
will.  Victor, whose fur gloves were immense, would will-
ingly sit on the sledge and play driver.

Auberon gave way and hauled. Victor adjured him to
go faster and faster. “ Work jolly hard, Bron,” he said.
*“ It makes you broiling. I've often tried it.”

Bron, being sturdy as well as desperate, tugged mightily.
Quite a good medicine, too, though Victor may not have
known much about it.  So long as twin-brother body is well
clenched for work, like a fist, twin-brother mind may be able
to keep care away.

XI1I

Uncle Quentin preached again the next Sunday. Good
stuff too, Auberon thought. It told you what to do.  * Be
Christlike, one to another.” Were we not—so Uncle
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Quentin asked his hearers—all castaways on the earth?—a
mere boatful of sailors marooned in mid-ocean, on some
desolate speck of bare island? Let us be loyal comrades.
No shirking of our bit of work! No grabbing at more
than our share of whatever small good things were going!

Under the spell of this second masterpiece Auberon made
a clean breast, to Bert, of his alarm lest Christ should happen
to look that way—that afternoon perhaps—and say in a
regretful voice that Auberon was using too much of the
castaways’ stock of fuel on these cold wet days, or eating
more than his ration of shellfish and clams, or whatever
castaways in Gistleham ate in their stead. To make things
more fit for divine inspection, Auberon pressed upon Bert
a kind of covenant of early Christian communism, at any
rate in the important matter of sweets—all goodies received
thenceforward by either Christian to be pooled and fairly
halved for consumption. Bert agreed. He liked Auberon
and he venerated the family. Still, he marvelled. The
Christian lymph had never “taken” like this in the calm
soul of Bert, though Bert was a good fellow too.

Molly, when she could be talked to, came nearer to
understanding it all. Molly was always decent about Bron’s
little rushes this way and that. She accompanied him on
his sallies as some mothers ride in the train of adventurous
sons, half amused at the crude ardours of men while wholly
bent on taking care of their own particular paladins. Quite
motherish was Molly’s steady sense of the paramount worth
of unfevered well-being in body and soul; she was all for
preserving alive creatures who, only a short time ago, were
invaluable curvilinear babies, especially Bron. So Molly
indicated to Bron all the nice sensible people—Nurse, Bert,
Victor, Colin, Claude, Uncle Quentin himself on all week-
days—whom the New Testament was not visibly upsetting,

There she touched Bron’s yielding side. Every one
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seemed to know so much better thar he! They all had
fine, clear, sweeping things to say, rigat off, while he was
fumbling for words to explain how puzzled he was. Surely
they must be right. So, by degrees, th.e restive part of him
allowed itself to be patted and stroked down into a pretty
safe state of conformity. Even before he went away to be
squashed by the best of prep-schools, f public schools and
universities into the standard mould « f his class, any wild
and strong notions he had of his own wvere learning to lurk
in quiet corners of his mind, well out o people’s way. Like
the Red Indian braves they were beins disarmed and com-
mitted to remote reservations. To all appearance Auberon,
at eleven, was, for his size, a Christian as little perturbed by
the volcanic part of Christianity as any whose spirit dozed
luxuriously in the warm sunshine of augustly lustrous words
and music under the mellow Old-Masterish windows of
Gistleham Church.
XIII

Molly, now fourteen, was to go North, to one of the
great modern public schools for girls, in the same term that
Auberon went South, to Brereton’s highly reputed prep-
school on the Channel coast.

For both of them the event was too enormous, too epoch-
ending and too devastating to be faced in any spirit but that
of callous jocosity. Both were afraid, perhaps, of being
unbearably moved. Bron went a day before Molly. He
started just after their middle-day dinner. It is the least
emotional hour of the day; your blood, I suppose, is busy
attending to some vital affairs of the intestines; it cannot be
bothered to bring up fuel to stoke fires of love and grief in
the brain.  All day, as the bad hour came nearer, time had
seemed to Bron to slide away ungraspably; it felt like
sculling up stream in a flood, when the water slips away
from your sculls; they can’t grip it.
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All the morning the two talked trivial rubbish at intervals
—irrelevant rubbish, exchanged almost harshly. * In anxious
haste they put out every kind light that the trouble lit in their
eyes. Garth wondered at them during the last meal; could
they be shallow-hearted, these little beloved beings, from
whom he was cut offf Or were they really strong? He
did not know how stern he looked himself at that day’s
winding-up of the long failure of his own baflled affection.
So, at this meal where love was, there was nothing of love’s
forthright warmth. Each enisled in his separate pain, each
aching with tenderness for the two others, they ate together
in grim silence the last of those middle-day dinners of
childhood which all of them could dimly see now to have
been of the nature of sacraments, mystical and enchanting
in retrospect, and irrecoverable now.

“ Good-bye. We part in peace” was the nearest that
Bron came to an utterance worthy of the moment: this in
the hall, before he finally went out.  His father had already
taken his seat in the carriage, to give them their chance.

“ Good-bye, old Bron,” said Molly. Then she was
convulsed and retreated abruptly into the depths of the house.
The captaincy of her soul was only regained just in time for
her to rush out again to the door and wave both arms to the
carriage, now moving. Bron stuck out his head. * Goo’
bye again, Molly!” he shouted. “ Last glowing goo’
bye!” At the word “ glowing ” his voice hung uncertain
between seemly mockery of emotion and shameless abandon-
ment to it. With this tremulous joke, they wrote in the
full stop at the end of their last chapter of childhood.
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CHAPTER IV

1

‘ J : Y ITH no easy mind had Tt omas Garth let Molly

and Auberon go. But what else could he do?

A sailor must live the life of his ship; men and
women must live the life of their own country. Private
tuition was the mere outer shell of an education: it left
nearly everything out; and none of the fancy new educations
had yet given its proofs. So the old public school, whatever
its faults and absurdities, had to be used, for what it was
worth.  But still Garth was uneasy.

The English world that he loved, and believed in, seemed
now to be failing, and failing first at the top. The common
people, he fancied, were still undecayed; his garden was
kept and Gistleham ferry was rowed by men of the straight,
stable, diligent, good-natured breed of Old Adam and
Bottom, of Court and Williams and Bates. But those who
had once been its guides—? The old riders seemed to be
falling out with their horses—fearing them, not going near
them if they could help it, shirking the old job of under-
standing their wants and sharing their slow, friendly thoughts.
As Garth saw things, the only right of captaincy that the
old ruling class had ever possessed was drawn from the
strength of its members’ love and knowledge of tenants,
labourers, servants, private soldiers and sailors, their own
lifelong comrades in rural economy, in sport, in the rearing
of children and in the chivalries of war and adventure.

Not that Garth despised our new rulers, the men of
directors’ fees and dividends. He admired some of their
qualities. Only he hated the way that most of them seemed
{) think of the *lower orders” as so many wolves to be

icked or dazzled or scared into harmlessness. Almost

49 E
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everywhere, among the well-to-do, he found a standing
assumption that things had finally gone wrong, that the
great days were over, the Goths at the gate, the end already
in sight; that nothing was left but to see that you and your
set did not “get left” while Old England broke up. “Eat
and drink, for to-morrow we die ”—it was not said, but
that was the spirit; it broke out in a new type of flaunting
bravado of luxury, as public as possible, flouting the eyes
and the ears of the mob. That way lay war between classes,
the last abomination of all, the utter failure of England’s
family. The fatted caterpillars of the commonwealth were
gambling with what was not theirs. A demagogue of
talent had only to come to the front—he would easily drum
forth a host of the hungry and cold to make an end of these
maggots and of the cheese that they infested.

Garth hated the thought. Better be dead than see the
magnanimous, tolerant England split into two squalid hosts
of backbiters, and all the saving talents of Englishmen
thrown out of use—the sane earthen humour, the plodding
mother-wit that always arrived in the end, the gruff old
good-temper in keeping discipline and in enduring it—all
the traits that had saved England so many times, when leaders
had faltered or luck failed.

What were her old leaders doing to save her from that
sorry fate? Many deserting—streaming across from the old
thoroughbred camp to make any terms that they could with
the queer no-nation Midases that were coming to town in
those years from South Africa, jingling in their pockets the
profits of the agony and bloody sweat of better men. Garth
was a visualiser; the latest change in the state of England
presented itself to his mind in the visible figure of a great
lady, serene and regal to look at, posting off in a hansom
into the City after a hurried breakfast, to cadge from an
unsightly company-rigger, her guest of last night, the latest
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tip for a flutter in diamonds or gold, rubber or cycles or oil,
or whatever dirty gamble was * boorring ”” at the moment. -

Into the first ante-chamber to this world of tumbled plumes
and tarnished shields he had just tirown his son and his
ward. Could there be much hope «f keeping up any clean
and sturdy tradition in schools wtere the young of the
capitulating upper caste would prot:ibly be overcrowed by
the pushing progeny of its trashy capt.rs or supplanters? He
supposed his jolly, natural, uncom:non Bron, who could
have chatted and joked about plain rhings with Chaucer or
Shakespeare, would now be planed and trimmed down to a
stock pattern. His racy, coloured talk would be taken
away; he would be pumped full of witless conventional tags—
first the words and then, perhaps, the thoughts as well, of
imitative dullards and vulgarians.

Molly, too? Would her famous school on the Fifeshire
coast send her back at eighteen an indistinguishable unit in
any of the bevies of drearily frisky young women with dead
bluish-white noses whom Garth was beginning to notice in
people’s drawing-rooms, aping, as it seemed, the manners and
looks of the London barmaids of his youth?

II

The thought that you may have failed to give two young
creatures their chance of a fair run, for their only time on
earth, is not the best companion to live with. Nor is a
vacuous house by the Thames the cheeriest place in winter
for this cohabitation. A mild and still humidity hangs
heavily over the valley, month after month. The effect is
one of immobile and listless eternity. It helps you to feel, if
your own thoughts are running that way, as if the affairs you
most cared for were wound up for ever, your business done
and nothing left but to moulder like everything about you.

Garth, however, was not the man to let himself wallow
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in warm baths of melancholy. Finding the new emptiness
of his house too hollowly resonant for his good, he gave
himself less of it. He increased his stodgy work to about
twelve hours a day, dined out more than he had done since
his wife’s death, and looked up old friends of his youth from
whom he had drifted apart.  On most nights he slept at the
Chantry in a small dressing-room next to the room that had
been Winifred’s. But now he retained a bedroom at his
club, where he could turn in when work or some social
engagement kept him in town very late.

Saturdays and Sundays, with their vacant hours, were the
trouble. But Saturday afternoons were soon provided for.
Garth found a satisfaction for one of his hungers in a kind of
one-sided conversation with crowds at places where Londoners
relax their work-a-day reserve in the happy ease of their
spectatorship of sport:  Now and then he would bring off
a shot with both barrels by asking some one with whom he
had played football at school or Oxford, and whom he had
scarcely seen since, to join him and some thirty thousand
others in watching the great League match of the day:
Clement Wade, for example, that sterling *“ Soccer ” forward
at the *Varsity, now a famous Liberal journalist in London.
That was a great idea, Garth felt, as soon as it occurred to
him. Why had he never thought of it before? Wade would
delight in the wonderful play and in the thirty thousand
lookers-on: he would be in his element: he would fraternise
with the people.

I

Wade came, tall and gaunt as ever, but half-bald and
grizzled, with blinking eyes and a stoop. He had the high-
pitched, remonstrative voice that you hear from some dons
who feel that they must be patient with this stupid world,
but not weakly patient. His manner at luncheon showed a
touch of surprise at Garth’s choice of entertainment for this
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afternoon of reunion. His note of acceptance had been
curtly cordial, the note of a consciousiy overworked man.

On the ground they sat at one flznk of a huge covered
stand. A low partition separated *hem from the thirty
thousand devotees who had paid their shilling apiece to stand
up for the whole afternoon.  ““ Coloss:I!”” Wade murmured,
surveying the vast bank of white fac s that sloped upwards,
all round the ground. ““Colosseal! Imperial Roman!”

A famous Lancashire team were to play the best that
London could show. Just beyond the partition a party of
cloth-capped Bolton mill-hands were whiling time away with
funny stories. One man triumphantly curled the tail of his
yarn and then turned to a friend. *Thy turn, lad,” he
said, and the friend came out, like a shot, with a tale about
a dog of his own—how it always got a-gate o’ barking when
any one came to t' house, and how a friend of his, one o’
them nervous lads, had come round, one neeght, and rapped at
door. ¢ ‘Coom in,” says I, ‘coom in, Ben, lad.” Ben
hadn’t nobbut oppen’t door a teeny crack when dog oops
an’ flees at crack, barkin’ like. “Coom reet in, Ben,” says
I, ‘his bark’s worse than ’s bite” *Aye,’ says Ben, ‘I
know that, ahl reet. But does dog know?’”

Garth listened. He liked the yarn and the quick laugh
that received it. He liked these men. At sunset yesterday
they must have been standing at work in the electrically
lighted mist of some reeking factory, two hundred miles
away; all night they would have travelled in their boots by
slow * trip train ’; to-night they would do it again; they
would reach their beloved, unlovely town among the Pennine
moors in the haggard November dawn, still looking out on
life and its humours with amused, unjaded eyes. That was
our strength and our hope—the hardihood of the common
man’s unfastidious gusto; these were England’s artesian wells
of vitality; they reached down to inexhaustible central
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waters of eagerness and will to live. Clement Wade did
not seem to be taking much notice.

v

From a cavern under the stands the teams came bouncing
out on to the ground in succession, with an air of dutiful
friskiness. Each was hailed with a roar, the home team
with a mighty roar of recognition and encouragement, the
Northerners with a lesser, but still a respectable, roar of
sporting hospitality.

The party of amateurs from Bolton-le-Moors had first to
scrutinise their heroes cannily, just to make sure that these
were no changelings. One’s dearest friends sometimes look
strangely different, away from home..

“ Yon Gawstang? - Niver!”

‘“ Aye, tha blind bat, tha; thot’s Gawstang. Can’t ’ee
tell ’im by ’is big be’ind? ”

“ Wheer’s Nickey? ”

“ Why, theer, on t’ reet.”

“Wot! ’Im that’s spittin’? *

(13 Aye.”

“ Thot’s reet. Thot’s Nickey.”

As soon as the work of identification was done, that of
adjuration began. “ Good ol’ Bowton!” “ Let ’em ave it,
Nickey!” “Shove thy backside up agen ’em, Gawstang! ”
Their speech was as gross as earth and yet, like the earth,
rudely clean; a kind of coarse health of the spirit showed
through it.

Everywhere round the little Lancashire gang was the
Londoner, less loud, less forthright, less sociable, keeping
himself to himself, and yet civil, patient, quick to light up
at a glint of comedy.

Garth had not been in a crowd for some weeks. He felt
a familiar warmth re-invading his mind. It was akin to
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the deep delight of looking out from a boat train, after an
absence abroad, at the Kentish hop-;;ardens and orchards.
English crowds did not change; th:y went on like the
Thames and the Chilterns; they were like old things which
art has caught as they passed by and has invested with a
poignant imperishable beauty—the so:igs and the jesting in
old Shallow’s Gloucestershire garden. the candle-lit frolics
in old city inns, the grunted dialogue of shivering carters
that harnessed their jades in a dark tavern-yard before some
medizval dawn rose over Rochester  Garth’s power of
loving, stinted of certain other objecrs, had fastened, with
all its disengaged strength, on this savoursome, immemorial
Englishness of the English.

A sky-splitting roar broke in on this reverie. ~Garstang,
of the ample haunches, had nattily kicked a goal, and the
whole party from Lancashire had instantly detonated to-
gether, like a single cannon. One of its members was
now triumphantly executing a few clog-dance steps; others
were throwing their cloth caps to perilous heights; soon their
separate impulses seemed to coalesce and they all sang in
chorus, ““ Everything in Lancashire is reet oop to t’ mark.”

The Southrons, more conscious of class and correctitude,
gazed, partly scandalised and partly amused, at these wild
cattle from the North. 'The Northerners, in turn, enjoyed
this comic effect of their own ardour on the primmer South.
“ Order there! I must have order,” a Lancashire humourist
said to his friends. “ Tha’rt shockin’ these quiet London
lads.” But the Londoners, too, had cheered Garstang’s
goal, and Lancashire’s chaff of the capital was all friendly,
in recognition of this piece of chivalry.

v

The whistle blew half-time. *“ You'd like to stretch
your legs? ” said Garth. They walked a little, up and down
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cavernous corridors, the darksome bowels of the huge
concrete stand. Through a door they caught glimpses of a
lighted bar, with glasses of beer pushed about on its sloppy
zinc counter.

The sight embittered Wade. ** Beer, beer, glorious
beer,’ ” he quoted gloomily.  * Is this what they come for? »

Garth explained. *“ A club owns the place. You or [
couldn’t buy a drink there. Only members.”

Wade smiled, a smile wearily scornful. “ Oh, yes, the
club evil. Is it quite beyond human power, I wonder, for
clubs to exist without becoming mere drinking-dens? ”’

“The Athenzum seems to bring it off,” Garth pleaded
mildly.

Wade made the gesture of brushing aside an irrelevance.
“Yes, yes; of course. I don’t mean clubs for educated
men. It’s in these working-men’s clubs that the bar is a
curse. They can’t resist it.”

Garth was not quick at dismissing as rubbish anything
that a friend said: surely there must be something worth
minding in what any one seriously thought, if only you
could get at it. Still, he remembered young workmen
whom he had seen taking their ease in their inn of an evening,
over their modest social glass; also a Loders’ Ball in his last
term at Oxford—some sots from a fashionable college had
come to it boozed and noisily drivelling: one of them had
trodden on Garth’s sister’s dress and torn it so badly that
she had gone away early, in tears, her hoped-for evening of
happiness spoilt. No, the feeble scrubs were not all of one
class. Wade must have made some sort of mistake.

They made their way back to their seats. Their Lan-
castrian neighbours had stood fast all the time, guarding
their places. The funny stories were flowing again. *“ Mind
owd Bill Townley? ”” one man was saying.

“ Aye. 'E were a proper rough soart,” said another.
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* Mind wot ’appened to ’im,” said the first, *‘ ten years
ago, "fore Coop Final?

“’Ad a bit o’ trouble, ’adn’t he? ”

*“ Aye. Seems a maate of ’is "ad sp ke out of ’is turn or
summat. So Bill give ’im a bit of .ttention. ’E was a
gradely boxer, was Bill—I saw t’ other felly’s faace when
Bill ’ad done wi’ ’im. T’ other fel'y turned croosty an’
summonsed owd Bill, an’ magistraates give im a month on
t" boards. It broke Bill’s ’eart. *COw, Christ!’ ’e says,
‘I'll be in joog coom Saturday, an’ Wanderers in
t’ Final!’

“ Thot maade chief beak sit oop. * You’ve booked?’ ’e
says.
“‘ Aye,’ says Bill, ‘ I've got me brief to Crystal Palace.’

‘¢ Wheer’s ticket? * says beak, an’ Bill ands it cop. Tell
‘ee it were dirty.  Bill "ad been feelin’ it with ’is ’and *most
every minute since ’e’d got it.

““Thot’s reet enoof,’ says beak, soon ’s ’e’d looked it
oaver. ‘Saame block ’s me own.” Then he leans down to
clerk. “’As this felly,” ’e asks, ‘any right to appeal to
t' Sessions?’

““’E would ’ave,’ says clerk, * if ’e 'adn’t pleaded guilty.’

*“<The stoopid felly!’ says beak. ‘’An’ then we could
ha’ bailed him out?’

*“ «Thot’s reet,’ says clerk.

‘¢ Prisoner,’ says beak, ‘ tha’st got to amend yon defence.
Not Guilty’s t’ word. "Urry oop wi’t, now.’

““But I done it, says Bill. ‘I ’it 'im. Look at ’is
boko!’

““Tha silly gowk,’” says beak, ‘if ee doan’t plead Not
Guilty TI'll give ee two months’ °'E turns to clerk.
‘ Theer,’ he says; “enter t' man’s proper plea.” Clerk done
it. ¢ Prisoner, says beak, ‘is released on ’is own ’cog-
nisances, pendin’ appeal.” Soa Bill saw Bowton win Coop,
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an’ then ofl to quod, ’appy. Appeal? Noa, Bill didn’ want
noa appeal.” .

This time Wade had listened: Garth noticed that. But
to what? To a squalid tale of brutal assault, of magisterial
misconduct, of universal preoccupation with a * com-
mercialised ” sport? Or to the voice of English good-
humour, the old love of a game, a joke and a man who was
a ‘“character”? For both things, Garth saw, might be
said to be there. There are both skin and bones in a head,
though rays of one sort of light will show you only the
skin, and another only the skull. Wade’s face had a look
of distaste. I never went,” he said, as the teams re-
appeared, ‘“to a bull-fight in Spain. But no doubt this
gives one all the essentials.”

“ Isn’t the bull an essential perhaps? * said Garth., “ And
the feeble old horses? ”

“Oh, yes,” Wade allowed, with a hard, wintry smile. ‘At
the last day we’ll be able to perk up and say, ‘* We were
decent to beasts.’ ”

“ A good plea, too,” Garth murmured, “so far as it
goes.”

vi

The game was running high; the crowd was held and
stirred by the keen play, as it shifted this way and that: the
sudden groans of dismay and quick sighs of relief thickened
into one continuous undulating roar that only stopped when
a Lancashire player was slightly hurt. The game paused
and the Northerners’ trainer, a podgy little cloth-capped
man, came scudding out from the cavern under the stand,
with a towel and sponge in his hands, and carried off his
wounded man, picky-back, to the edge of the turf. While
the trainer ministered there, the whistle blew, the game went
on, and, lo! in another minute a second Lancastrian was
disabled—winded in mid-field. The trainer looked up,
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comically distracted by this second strok:: of fate. Then he
swiftly relinquished the first of his ba:tered nurslings and
flew to the aid of the second.

The crowd laughed sympathetically, as it watched the
little homely worried man. “’Orf gows mother,” a
Cockney near our friends said, * to min.! the new biby.”

Next moment the London team’s t-ainer came fleeting
out like the wind, sponge and towel ir. hand and coat-tails
flying, to tend the patient whom his rival had had to abandon;
and then, as quick as the amused and f:iendly laugh before,
came a clapping of hands from everybody, north and south,
in approval of this prompt little impulse of sportsmanship.
Garth felt himself to be absurdly moved: golden moments,
rare and unforgettable, when all the separate hearts of a
crowd give a little generous jump together, however trivial
the occasion. *The great heart of the people ”—yes,
there was such a thing, though rhetoricians said so.

The grey light was thickening as the game went on, the
turbid rose-red disc of the cold sun sank sombrely into a
high bank of mist. All over the high embankment of
faces that rose round the ground the perpetual striking of
matches, now here and now there and always somewhere,
twinkled more brightly as twilight came on. Half closing
his eyes, Garth could see them, not as separate sparks but
as one wide continuous shimmer, like the radiant pulse that
beats in a frosty night sky. That, again, made the holiday
crowd seem more utterly one, as the firmament does when
all the stars seem to throb to one rhythm.

Garth glanced at Wade. Could it be that old Clement
was feeling nothing of this? But Wade’s face was chilly
and weary. Hadn’t they better, said Wade, clear out now,
before they got caught in the crowd at the end of the match
—a hansom might be unprocurable then.
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VII

Wade’s spirits rose as the hansom sped eastward. He
thanked Garth for the little outing. Yes, we ought, he
said, to see these portents of our times. “ Only,” he
cautioned his friend, *“ don’t confuse your football crowds
with the British democracy.”

“Is there somebody else? ” said Garth, simply. * Oh,
you mean the fellows who go off alone on their bikes on a
Saturday afternoon, to watch birds? They’re good fellows
too. And the ones that just dig in the garden? They're
great. Something like success in life, to find the digging
business thrill you every time!”

Wade smiled austerely: “ It isn’t exactly the bird-fanciers
that I mean. Nor .even the amateur gardeners.” Wade
was undoubtedly cheering up as the distance grew between
him and the sight and sound and smell of that monstrous
crowd—so gross, so childish, the sport of trashy * herd-
emotions.” Now, with the mob well out of the way, he
could see the real People again, the vast public meeting of
men and women who might or might not have read Mill
and Spencer, but were, anyhow, rationalists and utilitarians
and positivists in their hearts. To see the people, he warned
Garth, you must stand off a little; else you would not see
the wood for the trees.

But Garth loved the wood, tree by tree—the adorable
oddness of individual persons in body and soul; their wilfully
independent valuations of things; their seemingly irrational
. —perhaps super-rational—quests of queer grails which
struck them as holy or delightful ~ Why, it was for that he
liked Wade. But how explain such things to him? Wade’s
lips would curl; they would have that pitying smile; he
would say * Oh, if it comes to mysticism: ” and make as
if to wash his hands free of cobwebs.
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Garth did not try to explain.

At the north-west corner of Kensiigton Gardens they
paid off their cab and set out on the ever-beautiful walk
across the three parks to Pall Mall. Dusk had come; as
they penetrated the depths of the Gardens the mist soon
effaced the lamp-marked line of the Biuyswater Road; soon
the multitudinous roar of the street tra fic softened itself to
a soothing murmur. They might hav: been in some misty
solitude of the Andes, hearing far below them the slow beat
of the Pacific surf on a sequestered beach.

Thus abstracted from life’s sordid touch, Wade’s theoretic
fervour could let itself go. In a minute or two he was
extolling with true eloquence the hero of his visions, the
‘“average citizen,” or * common man,” as Wade called this
paragon: just, inoffensive, pure and wise—give him a real
chance and see how soon he would put to rights all that was
wrong in our present sad state. Garth listened more than
he spoke; he could not escape from that notion of his that
there must be something in anything that was seriously
said by a sane, upright man, and he knew Wade to be
that.

They passed into Hyde Park. Couples were whispering
here, plastered close to the trunks of big trees; a girl and a
tall soldier, hardy with passion, lay embraced on the damp
grass. Wade’s flow of eloquence flagged: here was life
failing again; it refused to live up to his austere visions; it
showed only creatures sensual, shiftless, uncontrolled—beings
for whom there was nothing to do but tighten many laws so
as to save them from making a bet or buying a drink, or
spitting on the ground or leaving bits of orange-peel in their
wake, not to mention sins more grievous. He quoted sourly
from Taine’s book about England a note on the shameless
loves of Guardsmen in Hyde Park. What possessed us to
keep whole battalions of Guards in London at all  Was it
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merely to give electric shocks to travelling Frenchmen’s
sense of decency? '

Wade came of the business patriciate—the traders of old-
standing weaith and high civilisation, the breed that had
fought their way into a place in the sun, some seventy years
before, the men of the Reform Bill and the Anti-Corn-Law
League. There lingered in him still the resentful instinct
of a snubbed, insurgent class against a dominant and in-
dolently snubbing one. It was apt to blaze out at any
reminder of the Army, the Navy or diplomacy, the services
traditionally officered by the sons of the enemy, the old
owners of the land. So now the waters were let loose and
Garth contributed less than ever to the talk. Offcial life
had taught Garth plenty of things that would now have
served only too well to illustrate Wade’s diatribe against the
War Office. But Garth held his tongue. Wade needed
no spurring along his favourite road. Garth had insensibly
cast himself in late years for the part of a moderator, a blower
of froth off all the various full flagons of rhetoric, a doer or
remembrancer of things which the fiery braves of all parties
were apt to neglect in their fine frenzies of antipathy.

Only at Hyde Park Corner was Wade’s flow of words held
up for a minute, while they committed themselves to the
little sea of traffic-swept roadway and navigated its jostle and
swirl of cross-currents. Beyond it the shades of the Green
Park swallowed them up and Wade could safely be pungent
and trenchant and scathing and aphoristic and antithetic and
epigrammatic again. More and more his talk was of abstract
things ending in “ ism ”—nationalism, Imperialism, mili-
tarism, Caesarism, many more ; he marshalled and reviewed
them; he made them march and countermarch and contend
and react; he shifted them hither and thither like children’s
bricks and lead soldiers, which are so easy to move as you
will.
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Garth looked on, civilly and patiertly, at this intellectual
war-game. He was too proud to c.aim his fair half of a
talk or to want to print any idea of Lis upon any one else’s
mind.

“I'm afraid I've been gabbling,” said Wade, as they
parted in Pall Mall, each to his cl.b. He spoke with a
compunctious little smile that was r.ther engaging, a little
gleam of frosty sunshine flickering up on his hungry,
arrogant face. * You always listencd too well.  You be-
trayed us all into chattering.”

Garth said, quite sincerely, *“ I like to hear about things.”
He shook hands warmly at their farewell. Wade might say
what he liked; he would still be a friend of Garth’s youth
and an irreplaceable piece of the past. Had they not rowed
in the same boat at school?



CHAPTER V

I

‘ J: Yy HILE he dressed in his attic room at the club
Garth stood up manfully, at the sessions of silent
thought, for old Wade. Even if he had not been

old Wade, Garth would have had to make the best of him

now; to do anything else would have been scrubby, like
slating a man who has just left the room, after letting him
talk and never withstanding him to his face.

But what a lot of people Wade seemed to dislike, with all
his love of humanity at large—not even of one nation only.
Garth thought of the old Sophists, the fellows who taught
wisdom—operhaps taught it quite decently well—and yet
had it not. Could one be a philanthropist without lover?
Or a humanitarian without much humaneness? Perhaps.
Besides, Wade was sound timber; he worked for great ends,
as he saw them; he did not live softly, nor scheme for him-
self. Besides, there was something stout in the way that
Wade kept up his end. Most of those wealthy old Liberal
clans, indeed most of the men of Wade’s own, had bought
big estates, and then the older rural caste had put its women
on to them and they had intermarried and quietly fused them-
selves into the territorial breed that they had envied and
drubbed; and then they had taken the line that gave them
the most social ease and had become, by “ protective assimila-
tion,” the bluest of Tories. Wade was tougher than that,
anyhow; he was a good old wild elephant, not to be coralled
nor coaxed into tameness by females. If you could say as
much of all the men in a nation, that nation could do
anything. Besides, they had rowed in the same boat at
school, and they had been at Oxford together.

Garth left his window open, after his custom. Through

it there penetrated gleams and sounds of mid-London, awake
64
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for the night; lights near and far; and a bugle blowing
from the barracks, across St. James’s Park, its remote and
melancholy call; and the ceaseless li;:ht thud of the feet of
horses drawing inaudible wheels, a hud that came lively
and quick from hoofs that trotted 'ree in the Mall, but
slow from a corner below the wind w where every horse
was pulled in for the turn. What a stir it had made in his
mind long ago, whenever he came up to town from Oxford,
this vesper London all a-tingle with ilitting lights and festal
hastening.  * This is life, life! ”—he had always felt, exult-
antly, then, as his hansom shot out from under the roof ot
Paddington Station. Wade had come up with him once;
the two had gone to the play and seen the rising star of
Irving, and heard the chimes at midnight together. No,
there couldn’t be much wrong with old Wade. And now
he was to see the other thing; he was going to dine in
Audley Square with Mrs. Barbason, the mother of Claude
—a portly and predominant person: thanks to the death of
her good man, a dull fellow and a sad drag on her socially,
she had become of late one of the most militant hostesses of
the Conservative party.
I

Garth met at her door Lord Wynnant, the old ambassador,
better known by his old name of Horace March. Him a
pretty and insignificant cousin of Garth’s had married long
ago and enriched with two sons, the younger of them the
lively Colin whom you know. Wynnant’s elderly face, white
but far from austere, had a moustache that sank the wearer
of any common moustache in despair. You could not have
thought beforehand that there was such beauty in any
moustache as resided in those two light wisps of blond hair,
blown horizontally out, as it were, in two delicate and tapering
streamers to right and left. The rest of his face had the

regulation lines of the blood Englishman—the modelling of
»
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nose, chin, lips and eyes—only, somehow, a little bit over-
done, as if some handsome but very slightly raffish actor
had got himself up as a Bohun or a Mowbray of the
prime.

“Thomas,” said Wynnant, with the ambrosial smile that
he always had when he spoke—under the moustache it
looked like a pretty woman’s vivacity in the shade of a
bright parasol—*“let us cling together closely to-night.
These good Tory ladies’ feasts are becoming absolute
morgues. Wailing and gnashing of teeth. To eat at such
boards 2 man must have the supports of friendship as well as
of religion.”

Sure enough, the times were gloomy, in houses like this.
There was no longer a Boer War now to busy the giddy
minds of the crowd; once more the vulgar were raising
prickly questions at home; Lord Salisbury, the sturdy old
lion of the Conservative party, had died; his frailer suc-
cessor’s Ministry was falling to pieces; resignation followed
resignation; every by-election brought a new loss and a
darker portent. Clearly a smash was coming, whether a
remediable minor smash, like the last little victory of the
Radicals, or the smash, the grand final smash that must come
at some time or other, the break-up of Empire and of all
things good, the penalty of all the years of pandering and

_truckling to the mob.

Wynnant was right. They were to have it all out; over
the very soup the inquest on the departed glory of Israel was
reopened. Mrs. Barbason’s explanation was trenchant and
brusque—just that Incarnate Evil, the Ancient Prince of
Hell, bad arisen again, in uncommon good fettle this time.
Oh, he would do plenty of harm. And then we should
shake off our sloth and take a short run and kick him back
again to his own place. It sounded so simple. The lady
was much given to simplifying as well as to those abrupt
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freedoms of speech that easily pass as wit from the lips of
masterful dowagers, the esprits forts ot dull circles.

Too simple, Wynnant suavely sug; ested, always with the
ambrosial smile at play between the tair grizzled moustache
and his fine shapely teeth. Wasn’t tiie whole world chang-
ing?—Richard Strauss coming to London to make all our
old music sound stale; stockbrokers casting off care and
singing ““ Let’s go a-Maying ”* and walking to Brighton for
prizes coram populo; newspapers giving up print, to have
pretty pictures instead; some peopic putting down their
carriages—trying to get about in these new motor-cars that
always had the driver lying supine on the road, underneath
them, gazing adoringly up at their vitals; all the world
cheering up, larking about, attempting the light touch—and
turning, perhaps, from * us steady old people ™ to give a fair
chance to the Strausses of public affairs, the red-hot fire-
carriages of politics? Unprejudiced, unprincipled, Wynnant
poured out his frivolous stuff—piled it up into a sort of
rickety dam, to keep the more serious sorts of foolishness
from utterly flooding the conversation.

Vain attempt, he knew well. His own wife had her
solemn niaiserie to contribute. *“ I may be utterly wrong,”
she said in a weary way that she had, “but I cad’t help
thinking the country—the real England, you know—must
hate all this court we’re paying to France—and it not three
years since the Kaiser was so nice in coming to dear Queen
Victoria’s funeral! After all, the French are Republicans
still, however we try to blink it. Why should we turn to
them now, and away from all our dear Queen’s relations?
Horace and I were absolutely happy at Berlin—happier far
than at Paris, although of course at Paris the big Embassy
garden is lovely. The Prussians, you know! Their loyalty
to their King! And their discipline!—so unlike the wild
street driving in Paris, which really does explain the regicide
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and the Terror and Jacobinism and everything. Honestly,
can we blame English people for feeling the French are not
quite the friends they would care to be seen walking with?
It might be those awful Americans next. And if ever there
came a great war, we might have all the rag, tag and bobtail
of the world hanging on to our coat-tails and boasting they
were our allies.”

Wynnant’s face remained demurely inexpressive during
this performance of his dame’s. He looked across at Garth,
as if to ask for his fair share of credit for taking it well—
* See how stoutly I bear our common cross, yours and mine,
of a connection with this foolish lady.” But Garth gave
no answering look. And then their hostess burst in, with
her hustling robustness. “ A great war?—that’s all we
need—all of us. But the dregs need it most. They're
simply flabby with comfort—absolutely uppish and pert
with sheer safety. They need a life-or-death job, in the
field, to let ’em see the hole they’d be in if they hadn’t
their betters to lead ’em.”

Garth listened. He tried to find all the rightness he
could in the good woman’s words. He rummaged his mind
for recollections of any recent feats of born captaincy in our
nation’s affairs. Nothing came to hand except a sight he
had seen lately—the Prime Minister speaking to a great
Lancashire crowd. He remembered the slack, charmful
figure poised and swaying on the platform—a gracious
dilettante, a lovable sceptic, a courtly toyer with delicate
doubts and amateur of drams of intellectual exhilaration—
struggling to give a lead, in urgent matters of national
practice, to the thousands of blunt realists before him—and
these trying equally hard to get some guidance from him,
going half-way to meet it and greet it if only it would come;
but no guidance coming; no lead that a plain soul could
follow; and then the little bursts of cheers coming farther
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and farther apart as the meeting went on; the audience,
that had been all ears at first, lapsing at last into apathy,
for all its humble friendliness; the sheep looking up to be
fed, and no food arriving.

But Mrs. Barbason was surginy along: “‘Labour
leaders’! Funny phrase. God knows what Labour is to
them, or they to Labour. And yct they call themselves
‘Labour leaders’! A war would pretty soon do for them
all—them and their traitorous cant about peace. They'd
be stoned in the streets—that’s my p-ophecy.” She turned
abruptly on Garth, who sat on her left, and put to his head
a pistol-like question: *“ Am I talking nonsense?  Or not? ”

“Well,” said that patient hearer, ““ you prophets ought
to know about stoning.”

Iz

There were only eight at the table. Enough, too, Garth
would have said: conversation ought to be general: of
course it gave bores a wider field for their devastations;
still, it made people stand fire; the old Spartan was all for
giving of proofs and winning of spurs.

Four of the eight you know. The rest were Colonel
Hubbock-Orde, a lifelong War Office soldier; George
Roads, the new man, the owner of many new and aurifer-
ous newspapers; and the wives of these two. Hubbock-
Orde was undersized and wizened; he had a peaky nose, a
bad chin, a tiny moustache, mouse-coloured and waxed,
and little fidgety eyes. In spite of all this unkindness of
Nature’s he was conscientiously trenchant in speech, he
played with a will the plain blunt soldier-man’s part.  * Why
wait for a war? ” he cut in, with that Wellingtonian brusque-
ness. He’d teach these civilians. ‘‘ We don’t wait for war to
discipline troops. We get ’em in hand during peace. Same
with a nation. You’ve got an undisciplined nation, you
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politicians. That’s your trouble. You've let ’em run
wild. These silly elections are only a symptom. You’ve
got to get your men in hand.”

Mrs. Barbason nodded approvingly. Roads found his
voice: he even detached his eyes from his victuals. * How
d’you do it? ” he asked. No doubt he earnestly wanted to
know. He was an obviously underbred person of forty or
so, with too much flaccid flesh, and he cultivated a laboured
intensity of expression, like “still strong men” in weak
movie plays: under his pasty skin the flabby facial muscles
were industriously clenched; but through this screen any
observant person like Garth or Wynnant could see a flurried
little soul crouching or shuffling about behind it. “I’'ve
tried, myself,” he said. “It’s all no go.” In fact all his
boundlessly circulating ha’porths of sensational assertion and
detraction had lately been used, in the course of some obscure
negotiation for a peerage, to prop up the falling cause. Yet
nobody seemed to mind. The sea rose and rose and poor
little Canute was bewildered.

“ It’s perfectly simple,” the Colonel said. “ Give ’em an
order—that’s all.”

“ Par exemple
him.

“ Oh, any old order will do,” said the Colonel. “ Only
—see that it’s obeyed. Then give another, and see that
it’s obeyed too. And then go on doing it over and over
again, till they’re disciplined.”

“ You speak,” said Mrs. Barbason, * the Bible truth.”

“You see,” the Colonel said triumphantly. * Any
order’s good enough to show who’s master. But why not
begin with National Service? And call it Conscription?
There’s no need to funk the plain name.”

Garth’s mind clung to concrete things if he could get
them; if not, then to first-hand reports of them. So there

?” said Wynnant. Here was fun for
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came back to him now a scrap of a dialogue that he had
heard by chance in a Dorsetshire ale-house; two sergeants
whose tunics seemed to record mucn active service were
talking solemnly over two pints of b:er; one of them had
said: “When I’m in a proper’ot shop —same as you and me
was at Chitral—I don’t want no blocdy conscrip’ anywhere
near me.” “ Gawd, no!” the other had answered, with
fervour.

Still, Garth did not raise the poin-  “ Take each man’s
censure, but reserve thy judgement!”—that was only
common sense; Colonels, as well as sergeants, deserved to
be heard about their own trade. So he said nothing till
Mrs. Roads, a stumpy woman with a blank blue and white
face, and many spiky confections of big diamonds indenting
ghastlily the dead-white fat of her bosom, said that the
person for whom she felt was the King, if ever he should be
forced to put up with a pack of Radical Ministers. “ Just
think,” she said, * of having to have them in his house!”

Wynnant’s eyes twinkled. Even Mrs. Barbason, who
knew that Roads had to be patted and stroked for the good
of the cause, smiled rather cruelly at the poor woman’s
assumption of a right to sympathise with the social agonies
of the august. But Garth was always almost helplessly
merciful to people helplessly absurd. * Oh, come,” he re-
monstrated gently, *“ Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman is the
best of company.”

“I thought it was he,” said Mrs. Hubbock-Orde, * who
drove the Duke of Cambridge out of the Army? ”

The merciless humour in Wynnant’s fine eyes turned from
the first female guy to the second. These War Office ladies
from Hampstead were famous pasture for an ironist.  * Isn’t
that, perhaps,” Wynnant asked, * what endears our ‘C. B’
to the King? ”

Mrs. Hubbock-Orde came as near to snorting as any prim
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woman might. “ Of course,” Wynnant blandly went on,
“he has less wit than Vernon Harcourt. Harcourt’s the
wittiest fellow in London. But ‘ C. B.” has more humour.”

“ Oh, he’s a funny man, is he? ”  Mrs. Hubbock-Orde’s
voice would have withered all Laodiceans and wits if it could.

Iv

When the women were out of the way, Roads came more
fully to life and began to give tongue to some purpose. To
do this, he needed port, a cigar and the retrospect of a non-
irritant dinner. Given these things, God was with him
and Roads would unbend and give gratuitous tips to com-
panies of the kind with whom he dined in these latter days
and whom he held to be mostly fools, though he longed with
all the little force of his soul to be more like them. *“I do
wish to God that I could be a gentleman,” Roads had once
said to Garth in one of the confidential fits that Garth un-
wittingly inspired in many people who were merely acquaint-
ances. That avowal had bound Garth over to toleration of
Roads. What can you do when a man throws down all his
defences before you, even a man who ought to be kicked?

Roads had only one subject—himself and his *pheno-
menal ”* rise, as he called it—the “ record  circulation of his
prints. He must have felt that every one else was thinking
of this all the time and longing to know how it was done.
So it was with an air of doing his best for his friends that
he now proceeded to wrench the talk round to the one loved
theme. “ Study your public honestly—faithfully,” he was
saying presently. “That’s the whole secret. That and
science.”

“Science Siftin’s and sich?” said the Colonel loftily.
“ ¢ Hours with a Microscope’? ”

“Lor, no!” said Roads; ‘there isn’t a cent in that
bleat.” He settled down to give golden wisdom away.
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“You just mark up your chart—tbat’s all. And study it
like Hell.”

“ What chart?” said Hubbock-Cirde, still rather airily.
“ Weather? ”

“Yes, in a way,” Roads explained. “ You mark up the
daily net sales of your paper—on a ¢ irve—a diagram thing.
And then, some time when sales se-'m pretty average, you
try a new feature—*‘ Turf notes a: d notions,” or ‘ Books
that have Pep,’ or that thing we’re trying out now in The
Day—* The Bread of Life : the Ckristian’s Daily Crumb.’
You keep it up every day for a fortnight and watch the
curve on the chart. Then you drop that feature for a
fortnight; then you put it on again; and all the time you
keep on watching your sales on the chart. The chart may
show nothing at all—the feature hasn’t mattered a damn,
either way. But now and then the curve goes up a little
bit during the second week of the fortnight the feature is
in, and down again during the second week of the fortnight
i’s out. Then you may—though it isn’t sure yet—have
got hold of a winner; so you feel round a bit more, just to
eliminate possible causes of error. And then, when at last
you’ve got a dead cert, you back it, all in, like a man.
Science and guts—that’s all there is to it.  Simply keep your
hand on the pulse of the nation. Any of you men could
do it, just the same as me.”

“Sounds logical,” said Hubbock-Orde, decidedly im-
pressed.  “ But what about these rotten by - elections?
Didn’t your papers say we should romp? What was the
matter!  All the curves got out of curl?”

Perhaps the unconscious Colonel touched a more tender
spot than he knew. Science must have been urging Roads
at that time to make at least some civil gesture towards the
rising sun of the Liberal party. And yet the setting sun
held that half-promised peerage; it could not be forsaken.
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And yet, again, the sun might set faster than science could
estimate—sink suddenly into the ocean, peerage and all.
So Roads’ vesper serenity might well be a little perturbed as
he replied, “ Well, I'm a Conservative, same as every one,
ain’t I?  And how would you fight elections? Put up on a
placard ‘ The Radical wins. Still, we're open to votes’?  If
you had to make a last stand in a war, would you say to
your men ‘ Nothin’ doin’. We’re licked.  Still, you can
fire away if you like ’? ”’

There was something in that, the Colonel allowed.
“Mind you,” Roads went on, *“ when I say that I'm a Con-
servative, I don’t say I’m a stick-in-the-mud. I’'m out to
face facts every time. If it do turn out that all England is
turning right round at this next general election—mind, I
don’t say yet that it is, but still, if the good old Conservative
cause should become a back number, for keeps, same as the
crinoline—well, I don’t say but I might have to go with the
country.  ‘ My country right or wrong,’” you know—that’s
good enough for me. Fact is, I'm just off to Algiers for a
month or two now, to think it all out, and I'm just giving
my editors one simple order for while I'm away: ‘ Be fair to
all parties, til! further instructions.”

You see, Wynnant was reputed one of the Prime Minister’s
intimates. Possibly Roads was discharging a kind of ulti-
matum into the air, to be picked up by whoever might have
his receivers properly tuned—‘ Hurry up there with that
peerage. I can’t wait for ever.”

v

No doubt Roads instinctively knew his man, up to a point.
These animals live by such instincts. Diplomacy was
Wynnant’s trade, and an unfastidious sense of comedy his
recreation. 'To him Roads was an entertaining * character
part,” a grotesque to be prized and guarded and egged on to
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abound in his own line of grotesqueness. Certainly Roads
ought to have his peerage, or anytling else that might be
needed to keep him performing in these stupid old Tory
houses where such fun was scarce; Roads was even more
impayable than that quaint deposit of "{'ime’s, Hubbock-Orde,
with his droll illusion of knowing h:s own mind though he
had no mind to know. Roads was the prime low comedian,
the proper foil to that tall figure of I igh comedy, Garth, the
old lion who suffered the monkey, the ass and the parrot
gladly and never gave them up as no good. “ The OId
Stone Man,” Wynnant once said to me, * sees us all rushing
round and yelling out how we’re the men who know what’s
what. He does know, and yet he keeps still—if he let on
that he knew, he’d feel as if he were swaggering round in a
cheap bookie’s coat with shillings sewn on, all over the front.
And yet, through some twist in his mind, he thinks we're
worth talking to.”

To-night, when Roads had found his tongue, Wynnant
had quoted aloud to Garth a version of the hymn:

“Soon as the stars of night prevail,
Our friend takes up his wondrous tale,
And nightly to the listening earth
Relates the story of his worth.”

Wynnant was genially insolent; he relied on the dullness of
Roads’ wits and the thickness of his skin. But Garth took
it coldly. Garth was not joining his friend in the medizval
diversion of putting a half-witted clown, blind for choice, on
the stage, to amuse the house, between whiles, with his queer
capers and frothings.

Wynnant was not hurt by this coldness.  Just the oppo-
site,  Garth was all the more Garthian for being like that.
“Every man in his humour ”—that was the only sound
rule—the way to enrich the great little comedy.



CHAPTER VI

ARTH wanted to reach home that night. So he

caught the last train to Sheane: thence a riverside

walk of half an hour would leave him with only the
breadth of the river between him and the Chantry. The
ferryman would be gone home to bed, but all was arranged;
the Chantry punt would be lying padlocked to the ferry
landing-place, for Garth to take himself across. He often
did, at these hours.

You would not half express the loneliness of that river-
side walk at midnight in winter by saying you would meet
nobody there. Solitude can go further than that: a grave-
yard is lonelier than a meadow, and any solitude may be
deepened at night by the blinking of a light in some distant
window—by anything, in fact, that sharpens your sense of
being excluded.

The path was banked up high, for safety from floods;
along it you walked hoisted up in the air; you looked down
on one side to the river and on the other to a vast field, a
mile square, where kings used to hunt deer. It was dead
low water to-night, so the quietude of the stream was deep;
only a furtive occasional whisper from some trickle of water
breaking over a pebble below interrupted a hush that seemed
almost studied. Far out on the great stretch of grass an
old horse stood motionless, knee-deep in white mist, and
coughed patiently. Overhead, a broken line of big chestnut
trees darkened some parts of the way; now and then there
would just rise into hearing the faint groan or whine of a
bough chafed by some other bough that was too flabby to
hold out its own weight at arm’s length.

Garth was a Stoic, but not insensible. He gave to the

pressure of the hour and the place—at any rate so far that
76
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his thoughts, as he stepped out on the walk, grew more
fluent without becoming less sombre. The figures he had
seen since noon came up for his mind to review, and the men
delighted him not, nor the women e ther. First there was
Clement Wade, the inclement, the n.an of democratic prin-
ciple and anti-democratic heart, extoll ng the people’s wisdom
and hating its company, burning wit a kind of chilly fire,
a friar’s lantern kindled out of miste and coldness. Garth
had known Liberals whom he felt to have got hold of some
essential portion of rightness—men f red with a mettlesome
glow of eagerness that the common man should have licence
to live out his life in a way of his own, if he chose, and to
have a fair say in the settling of things. That was virile;
that was the right check on any fool rulers who rode a country
always on the curb, in a perpetual funk lest it buck. But
these iced intellectuals whose creed was all “ Noes ”—a
litany of scornful disbelief in Empire, Army, Navy, in symbol
and tradition, in the rude patriotism of the simple, in almost
every little effort we made to keep up our end in the world.
“ Yes—ryes, by God; I do believe ”—that was what ought
to light and warm men’s hearts—some animating fervour of
admiration and love for something or other, some passionate
sense of kinship with common, warm-blooded life and its
ways.

But where to find it? In the men like Hubbock-Orde,
the Forcible Feeble, stamping his weak little foot and crying
out for his poor little untaught will to be done?  In Wynnant,
that jolly atheist, a king of unbelievers, to whom England
was an agreeable house soon to come down? Drink up
the cellar, eat up the deer in the park while any were left—
that was the wisdom of the Wynnants. In Roads? Poor
Roads, a fit object for pity, like all human guys, but also a
peril, a new breed added to England’s old parasites, a mosquito
that might lay waste a whole country while only trying to
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suck a few drops of blood for itself. And those women at
dinner, not even waiting for a * class-war ” to be waged by
the hosts from the slums, but waging it themselves already
with their puny poisoned darts—as if the first-class pass-
engers on an endangered liner were to send the labouring
crew a sneering message of defiance. Poor old ship! Poor
old England!

Since he had gone out of political life he had gained, by
no wish of his own, an odd new position close to its core.
One reigning statesman after another had formed an un-
accountable habit of wanting to know what Garth thought.
When they meditated their grand coups they would send for
him, just to see how these bright notions struck him. They
hardly ever struck him precisely as they struck the party’s
agents or its press. But more than once they had apparently
struck most of the electors afterwards as they had struck
Garth at first and not as they had struck those confident pro-
fessional diviners. To some of the great and wise—and
not in his own party only—these occasional conversations
with Garth had come to serve as exploratory borings into
that enigmatic mass of fundamental rock ** the mind of the
country,” about which they all talked so intimately, and
which they so sincerely wished that they could understand.
Neither sanguine nor soured, nor spiteful, nor timid, he
seemed to have attained a realism of judgement which was
more difficult for themselves. Besides, they soon found out
two things. No title, star or ribbon need be offered to
Garth in payment for these services. And any secret con-
fided to him was like a very small stone dropped into a very
deep well.

So Garth knew things not told to electors—the things that
were then whitening the hair of the best statesmen. He had
been taken behind all the showy fagades. He had seen the
Navy, not on parade—the feuds of the Admirals; the flash
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Armada of new * super-ships ”” on wtich the nation’s willing
bounty was being spent to placate a few greedy traders in
false news and public excitement while possible enemies
were working in silence to bring cur boasted super-ships
down to the status of fat bathers in a by full of sharks. The
War Office, too,—still just what he } 1d known it in his year
of service there—the eager, cunn g scramble for snug
billets, the pushing crowd of middlir: ; characters and brains
long cut off from the regimental life hat can keep soldiering
wholesome; the snarls and grumble. and intrigues against
the few real soldiers who tried to drag the sloths and the
shirkers along. And—who knowsi—a great war might
come.

He pulled himself in. What the dcuce was he doing?
Maundering, thinking rhetorically, luxuriating in a warm
bath of voluptuous despair? A beastly idea! Truth, of
course, was never rhetorical, always mixed and qualified:
rotters there were, but the country still swarmed with good
tryers—splendid nobodies who kept the world going round and
said nothing about it; the sound England behind the flash
mask would always astound you afresh.  Besides, there were
the young, with their magnificent chance. To Garth, as
he looked back from middle-age, it seemed almost beyond
imagination that other men should not make more than he of
the boundless opportunities of youth.

He wrenched his mind away, by a kind of force, from futile
melancholy. He made for his old refuge from the mean
slough of self-pity—the next thing to be done. Wasn’t
there some next thing to be done?

n

Yes, of course, he remembered it now. Wynnant had
lazily passed on to Garth a petition for help from the
headmaster of Chellingham, their old school, to which
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Auberon was presently to go. Curwen, or *“ Tyke,” the
famous old Yorkshire player, who had for twenty years been
the cricket coach at Chellingham, had suddenly died of
appendicitis. Could Garth, as an old cricket Blue, suggest
a worthy successor to Tyke in this great office? Rather!
Of course he would try. He would begin to try now. A
hundred yards farther on there was a long and floridly carved
timber seat by the path. He found it dry, sat down at the
end that came first and plunged into practical thought,
reviewing carefully such cricket pros of his day as had been
fit to receive the adoration of boys. There was Short, who
used to be the one pro in the Hallamshire team and, as
Wynnant had once said, its only gentleman too. And
Moulding, of Kent, 2 man of clean qak, fit to bring up young
princes. .

From where he sat thinking, the Chantry was just within
sight: the light that burned for his return dotted the colour-
less landscape with one steady spark. Also across the
stream, but much nearer, were two larger houses. Dark-
ness had turned them into mere blocks of blackness, blotting
out details of surface and leaving visible only the figure that
each mansion presented in silhouette against the watery
pallor of the sky.

One of the two figures stood regally up to face this hard
test of the fundamental quality of a building. It showed a
noble assemblage of masses stately and reposeful; the genius
of its early eighteenth-century builder came out in the dark
like a star disengaged from its day-time obscurity. Seated,
as Garth knew, on a knoll made of gravel, it lifted clear of
low mists. It looked straight down an avenued reach of
the river, a kind of woodland glade half a mile long, turfed
with water. Gistleham Church and the Chantry filled the
far end of this divine vista.

The other house stood three hundred yards farther down-
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stream, and now exactly opposite Gart!.. Its sky-line might
have been that of a slum.  Roofs, tow-:rs and chimneys were
fretted into freakish incoherence; thev were a dull tale told
by an idiot, a flow of architectural ;ibberish. This mess
was plumped down on the low alluviil clay, almost on the
foreshore mud. It seemed to shur. of set purpose, the
ravishing view down the sylvan river avenue closed by the
pedestalled church and the embowerec Chantry.

It was of set purpose. Garth knew. He had reason to.
The fine house had been built for the first Lord Follett, the
Admiral, at the noon of his fame. '[he second house had
been built, only twelve years ago, bv the seventh peer of
that name. To Garth, as Chairman of the local Petty
Sessions, it had fallen, thirteen years ago, to send this noble-
man to prison for an indecent assault on a lictle girl, com-
mitted in drink. Follett had taken this sentence as an
unneighbourly and sanctimonious act and as a piece of dis-
loyalty to the upper orders of the nation. When he came
back from jail he used to say to such friends as would still
dine with him, “ Can’t stand this house. Not a Jack
window in it but looks bang down the reach, right into that
holy prig Garth’s bloody midden.” So, being rich enough
to spare himself pain, Follett had built house number two
and had sold house number one to the governors of a charity-
school for daughters of charwomen. The peer had cele-
brated his flitting with the only public benefaction of his
life. He had given for the public use—as it could not be
kept private—the seat on which Garth was now sitting.
Here Follett would sit on fine days, look across at his new
house, and chuckle over the way he had got the better of
Garth.

When Garth had done his practical thinking and had
provisionally resolved to recommend Moulding, he sat on
for a few moments, eyeing the two houses and fascinated by

G
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that rather magical trick that the darkness had of subduing
some qualities in an architect’s work and laying all the stress
on others. Like adversity, wasn’t it? It made the bigger
qualities show through. While he gazed he suddenly found
that an awareness of something new and strange was rising
up in him with steady swiftness till it almost shouted: * Look
out! Quick! You’re not alone!”

111

He turned his head sharply round to the right. Sure
enough, some figure was sitting deep in the shadow that
obscured the opposite end of the seat, close under the great
chestnut’s trunk. A moment more and he perceived that
the ﬁgure was Ieavmg its corner and sidling furtively along,
still in a sitting position, towards himself.

Garth did not stir. *“ Well? ” he asked harshly. The
furtive approach instantly stopped. By now the figure had
moved one-third of the length of the seat and was less deep
in shadow. It was a big man’s.

A kind of exhilaration began to tingle in Garth.  Action,
risk perhaps?  Life, that turbid and intricate business, seemed
to run clear ata touch from those elementary things. * Well,
what’s your trouble? ”* he asked in a voice rather less grim.

“ Wha’ the ’ell’s that to you? ” the man snarled.

“ Try sitting back in your corner,” said Garth. * You’ll
talk better.”

The man jumped up. “ A six-footer,” thought Garth.

“ You're damned regimental,” the man blustered down at
him.

Garth felt the glee that comes when some little physical
crisis sets your simplest faculties working above themselves.
How long would it take this fellow to reach him and strike?
As long as it would take himself to spring up and parry?
He did the sum with an exultant sense of leisure and ease.






