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THE MATADOR OF THE
FIVE TOWNS

M RS BRINDLEY looked across the lunch-table at

her husband with glinting, eager eyes, which
showed that there was something unusual in the
brain behind them.

" Bob," she said, factitiously cam. " You don't
know what I've just remembered! "

"Well?"said he.

" It's only grandma's birthday to-day! "

My friend Robert Brindley, the architect, struck
the table with a violent fist, making his little boys
blink, and then he said quietly:

"The deuce! "

| gathered that grandmamma's birthday had been
forgotten and that 1t was not afestival that could be
neglected with impunity. Both Mr and Mrs Brindley
had evidently a humorous appreciation of crises, con-
tretemps, and those collisions of circumstanceswhich are
usually called " junctures” for short. | could haveim-
agined either of them saying to the other: " Here's a
funnything! The houseisonfire! " And thenyielding
to laughter as they ran for buckets. Mrs Brindley, in
particular, laughed now; she gazed at the table-cloth
and laughed almost silently to herself; though it ap-
peared that their joint forgetfulness might result in tem-
porary estrangement from a venerable ancestor who
was aso, birthdays being duly observed, a continua
fount of rich presents in specie.

I I
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Robert Brindley drew a time-table from his breast-
pocket with therapid gesture of habit. All men of busi-
ness in the Five Towns seem to carry that time-tablein
theiGrf Itl)reast-pockets. Then he examined his watch
carefully.

" You'll have time to dress up your progeny and
'cA:\atch the 2.5. It makes the connection at Knype for

xe."

The two little boys, aged perhaps four and six, who
had been ladling the messy contents of specially deep
plates on to their bibs, dropped their spoons and began
to babble about grea-granny, and one of them insisted
several times that he must wear his new gaiters.

" Yes" sad Mrs Brindley to her husband, after re-
flection. " And afine old crowd therell be in the train
—uwith thisfootball match! "

"Can't be helped! . . . Now, you kids, hook it
upstairs to nurse." _

" And what about you? " asked Mrs Brindley.

" You must tell the old lady I'm kept by business."

"I told her that last year, and you know what
happened.” .

" Well," said Brindley. " Here Loring's just come.
You don't expect me to leave him, do you? Or have
you had the beautiful idea of taking him over to Axe
to pass a pleasant Saturday afternoon with your
esteemed grandmother? "

" No," sad Mrs Brindley. " Hardly that! "

" Well, then?" _ _

The boys, having first revolved on their axes, did
down from their high chairs as though from horses.

" Look here” | said. " You mustn't mind me. |
shal be all right." _

" Ha-ha " shouted Brindley. " | seem to see you
turned loose aone in this amusing town on a winter
afternoon. | seem to see you! "

"1 could stop in and read," | said, eyeing the
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multitudinous books on every wall of the dining-room.
The house was dadoed throughout with books.
"Rot! " said Brindley. .

~ Thiswas only my third visit to his home and to the
Five Towns, but he and | had already become curiously
intimate. My first two visits had been occasioned by
official pll_?rlmages as a British Museum expert in
ceramics. Thethird wasfor apurely friendly week-end,
and had no pretext. The fact is, | was drawn to the
astonishing district and its astonishing inhabitants.
The Five Towns, to me, was like the East to those who
have smelt the East: it " called."

" I'll tell you what we could do," said Mrs Brindley.
" We could put him on to Dr Stirling."

" So we could! " Brindley agreed. " Wife, this is
one of your bright, intelligent days. Well put you on
to the doctor, Loring. 1l impress on him that he
must keep you constantly amused till | get back, which
| fear it won't be early. This is what we call manners,
youknow—to invite afellow-creaturetotravel ahundred
and fifty miles to spend two days here, and then to turn
him out before he's been in the house an hour. It's us,
that isl  But the truth of the matter is, the birthday
business might be a bit serious. It might easily cost
me fifty quid and no end of dlﬁlomacy. If you were
amarried man you'd know that the ten ﬁlagues of Egypt
are smply nothing in comparison wit Your wife's re-
lations.  And she's over eighty, the old lady."

" I'll give you ten plagues of Iégypt! " Mrs Brindley
menaced her spouse, as she wafted the boys from the
room. " Mr Loring, do take some more of that cheese
if you fancy it." She vanished. _

Within ten minutes Brindley was conducting me
to the doctor's, whose house was on the way to the
station. In its spacious porch he explained the circum-
stances in six words, depositing me like a parcel. The
doctor, who had once by mysterious medicaments saved



4 THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS

my frail organism from the consequences of one of
Brindley's Falstaffian "nights," hospitably protested
his readiness to sacrifice patients to my pleasure.
" It'll be a chance for Macllroy," said he.
"Who's Macllroy? " | asked.

" Macllroy is another Scotchman," growled
Brindley. "Extraordinary how they stick together!
When he wanted an assistant, do you suppose he looked
about for some one in the district, some one who under-
stood us and loved us and could take a hand at bridge?
Not he!  Off he %oes to Cupar, or somewhere, and comes
back with another stage Scotchman, named MaclIroy.
Now listen here, Doc! ~ A charge to keep you have, and
mind you keep it, or I'll never pay your confounded
bill. Well knock on the window to-night as we come
back. In the meantime you can show Loring your
etchings, and pray for me." And to me: " Here's a
latchkey." With no further ceremony he hurried away
to join hiswife and children at Bleakridge Station. In
such singular manner was | transferred forcibly from
host to host.

THE doctor and | resembled each other in this: that
there was no offensive affability about either of us.
Though abounding in good-nature, we could not become
intimate by a sudden act of volition. Our conversation
was difficult, unnatural, and by %usts falsely familiar.
He displayed to me his bachelor house, his etchings, a
few specimens of modern rouge ftambe ware made at
Knype, his whisky, his celebrated prize-winning fox-
terrier Titus, the largest collection of books in the Five
Towns, and photographs of Marischal College, Aber-
deen. Then we fell flat, socialy prone. Sitting in his
study, with Titus between us on the hearthrug, we knew
no more what to say or do. | regretted that Brindley's
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wife's grandmother should have been born on a fifteenth
of February. Brindley wasa vivacioustalker, he could be
trusted to talk. 1, too, am a good talker—with another
ood talker. With abad talker | am just alittle worse
than he is  The doctor sad abruptly after a nerve-
trying silence that he had forgotten a most important
cal at Hanbridge, and would | care to go with him in
the car? | was and still am convinced that he was
smply inventing. He wanted to break the sinister
spell by getting out of the house, and he had not the face
to suggest a sortie into the streets of the Five Towns
as a promenade of pleasure. _ _
So we went forth, splashing warily through the rich
mud and the dank mist of Trafalgar Road, past al those
dtrange little Indian-red houses, and raged empty
spaces, and poster-hoardings, and rounded kilns, and
high, smoking chimneys, up hill, down hill, and up hill
again, encountering and overtaking many electric trams
that dipped and rose like ships at sea, into Crown
Square, the centre of Hanbridge, the metropolis of the
Five Towns. And while the doctor paid his mysterious
call | stared around me at the large shops and the banks
and the gilded hotels. Down the radiating street-vistas|
could make out the fagades of halls, theatres, chapels.
Trams rumbled continually in and out of the square.
They seemed to enter casudly, to hesitate a few
moments as if at a loss, and then to decide with a non-
chalant clang of bellsthat they might aswell go off some-
where dsein search of something moreinteresting. They
were rather like human beings who are condemned to
live for ever in aplace of which they are sck beyond
the expressveness of words. o
And indeed the influence of Crown Square, with its
large effects of terracotta, plate a%ass and gold letters,
al under a heavy skyscape of drab smoke, was depress-
ing. A few very seedy men (sharplgdgtontrasting with
the fine delicacy of costly things behind plate-glass)
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stood doggedly here and there in the mud, immobilized
by the gloomy enchantment of the Square. Two of
them turned to look at Stirling's motor-car and me.
They gazed fixedly for along time, and then one said,
only his lips moving:

" Has Tommy stood thee that there quart o' beer
as he promised thee? "

No reply, no response of any sort, for afurther long
peno;i\! | Then the other said, with grim resignation:

n y. [1]
~ The conversation ceased, having made a little oas's
in the dismal desert of their silent scrutiny of the car.
Except for an occasional stamp of the foot they never
moved. They just doggedly and indifferently stood,
blown upon by all the nippi ng draughts of the square,
and as it might be sinking deeper and deeper into its
dejection. As for me, instead of desolating, the harsh
disconsolateness of the scene seemed to uplift me; |
savoured it with joy, as one savours the melancholy of
a tragic work of art. _

" We might go down to the Sgnal offices and worry
Buchanan a hit," said the doctor, cheerfully, when he
came back to the car. This was the second of his in-
spirations.

Buchanan, of whom | had heard, was another Scotch-
man and the editor of the sole daily organ of the Five
Towns, an evening newspaper cried al day in the streets
and read by the entire population.  Its green sheet ap-
peared to be a permanent waving feature of the main
thoroughfares. - The offices lay round a corner close by,
and as we drew up in front of them a crowd of tattered
urchins interrupted their diversions in the sodden road
to celebrate our glorious arrival by unanimously yelling
at the top of their strident and hoarse voices:.

" Hooray! Hoo—Dbl---dy—ray! ° ,

Abashed, | followed my doctor into the shelter of
the building, a new edifice, capacious and considerable
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but horribly faced with terra cotta, and quite unimpos-
ing, lacking in the spectacular effect; like nearly every-
thing in the Five Towns, carelesdy and scornfully ugly!
The mean, swinging double-doors returned to the assault
when you pushed them, and hit you viciously. Inadark,
countered room marked " Enquiries " there was nobody.

" Hi, there! " called the doctor.

A head appeared at a door.

" Mr Buchanan upstairs? " _

" Yes" snapped the head, and disappeared.

Up a dark staircase we went, and at the summit
were half flung back again by another self-acting door.

In the room to which we next came an old man and
a youngish one were bent over a large, littered table,
scribbling on and arranging pieces of grey tissue paper
and telegrams. Behind the old man stood a boy.
Neither of them looked up.

" Mr Buchanan in his—" the doctor began to
question. "Oh! There you are!"

The editor was standing in hat and muffler at the
window, gazing out. His age was about that of the
doctor—forty or so; and like the doctor he was rather
stout and clean-shaven. Their Scotch accents mingled
in greeting, the doctor's being the more marked.
Buchanan shook my hand with a certain courtliness,
indicating that he was well accustomed to receive
strangers. As an expert in small talk, however, he shone
no brighter than his visitors, and the three of us stood
there by the window awkwardly in the heaped disorder
of the room, while the other two men scratched and
fidgeted with bits of paper at the soiled table.

] Suddenly and savagely the old man turned on the

0

i What the hades are you waiting there for? "

" | thought there was something else, gr."

" Sing your hook."

Buchanan winked at Stirling and me as the boy
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douched off and the old man blandly resumed his
writing.

" Perhaps you'd like to look over the place? "
Buchanan suggested politely to me. " I'll come with
you. It's dl I'm fit for to-day. . . . 'Flul " He
glanced a Stirling, and yawned.

" Ye ought to be in bed," sad Stirling.

"Yes. |know. I'veknownitfortwelveyears. |
shall go to bed as soon as | get a bit of time to myself.
Well, will you come? The half-time results are be-
ginning to come in."

A telephone-bell rang impatiently.

" You might just see what that is, boss" sad the
old man without looking léi)

Buchanan went to the telephone and replied into it:
"Yes? What? Oh! Myatt? Yes, he'splaying. .

Of course I'm sure!  Good- bye" He turned to the
old man: " It's another of 'em wanting to know if
Myatt is playing. Birmingham, this time."

"Ah! " exclamed the old man, still writing.

" It's because of the betting,” Buchanan glanced a
me. " The odds are on Knype now—three to two."

" If Myatt is playing Knype have got meto thank
for it," sad the doctor, surprisingly.

"You? "

"Me! He fetched me to his wife this morning.
She's nearing her confinement. False alarm. | guar-
anteed him at least another twelve hours.”

" Oh! Sothat'sit, isit? " Buchanan murmured.

Both the sub-editors raised their heads.

" That's it," sad the doctor.

" Some people were s;yl ng he'd quarrelled with the
trainer again and was shamming,” sad Buchanan.
" But | didn't believe that. Theres no hanky-panky
about Jos Myatt, anyhow."

| learnt in answer to my questions that a great and
terrible football match was at that moment in progress
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at Knype, a couple of miles away, between the Knype
Club and the Manchester Rovers. It was conveyed to
me that the importance of this match was amost
national, and that the entire district was practically
holding its breath till the result should be known.
The half-time result was one goa each.

" If Knype lose" said Buchanan, explanatorily,
" they'll find themselves pushed out of the First League

a the end of the season. That'sacert. . . . oneof the
oldest clubsin England!  Semi-findists for the English
Cup in 78"

" 79" corrected the elder sub-editor.

| gathered that the criss was grave. _

" And Hyatt's the captain, | suppose? " sad I.

" No. But he'sthefinest full-back in the League."

| then had avision of Myatt asagreat man. By an
effort of theimagination | perceived that the equivalent
of thefate of nations depended upon him. | recollected,
now, large yellow posters on the hoardings we had
|%assed, with the names of Knype and of Manchester

overs in letters a foot high and the legend " League
match at Knype " over dl. It seemed to me that the
heroic name of Jos Myaitt, if truly he were the finest
full-back in the League, if truly his presence or absence
affected the betting as far off as Birmingham, ou_%ht
aso to have been on the posters, together with possibly
his portrait. | saw Jos Myatt as a matador, with a
long ribbon of scarlet necktie down his breast, and
embroidered trousers. _ _

" Why," sad Buchanan, " if Knype drop into the
Second Divison they'll never pa%/ another dividend!
Itll be al up with first-class football in the Five
Towns! " _ _

The interestsinvolved seemed to grow more compli-
cated. And here | had been in the district nearly four
hours without having guessed that the district was
quivering in the tense excitement of gigantic issues!
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And here was this Scotch doctor, at whose word the
great Myatt would have declined to play, never saying
a syllable about the affair, until a chance remark from
Buchanan loosened his tongue. But dl doctors are
strangely secretive.  Secretiveness is one of their chief
privaie pleasures. :

" Come and see the pigeons, eh? " said Buchanan.

" Pigeons? " | repeated.

" We give the results of over a hundred matches
in our Footbal Edition," said Buchanan, and added:
" not counting Rugby." _

_ Aswe [eft the room two boys dodged round usinto
it, bearing telegrams.

In a moment we were, in the most astonishin
manner, on aleaden roof of the Sgnal offices. Hig
factory chimneys rose over the horizon of dates on
every sde, blowing thick smoke into the general murk
of the afternoon sky, and crossing the western crimson
with long pennons of black. And out of the murk there
came from afar a blue-and-white pigeon which circled
largely several times over the offices of the Sgnal. At
length it descended, and | could hear the whirr of its
strong wings.  The wings ceased to beat and the pigeon
danted downwards in a curve, its head lower than its
wide tail. Then the little head gradually rose and the
tail fell; the curve had changed, the pace slackened; the
pigeon was calculating with all its brain; eyes, wings, tail
and feet were being co-ordinated to the resolution of
an intricate mechanical problem. The pinkish claws
seemed to grope—and after an instant of hesitation the
thing was done, the problem solved; the pigeon, with
delicious gracefulness, had established equilibrium on
the ridge of a pigeon-cote, and folded its wings, and
was peering about with strange motions of its extremely
movable head. Presently it flew down to the leads,
waddled to and fro with the ungainly gestures of a fat
woman of sixty, and disgppeared into the cote. At



THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS n

the same moment the boy who had been dismissed from
the sub-editor's room ran forward and entered the cote
by a wire-screened door.

" Handy things, pigeons! " said the doctor as we
approached to examine the cote.  Fifty or sixty pigeons
were cooing and strutting init.  There was a protest of
wings as the boy seized the last arriving messenger.

"Give it here! " Buchanan ordered.

The boy handed over a thin tube of paper which
he had untrastened from the bird's leg. Buchanan un-
rolled it and showed it to me. | read: "Midland
Federation. Axe United, Macclesfield Town. Match
abandoned after half-hour's play owing to fog. Three
forty-five."

" Three forty-five," sad Buchanan, looking at his
watch. " He's done the ten miles in haf an hour,
roughly. Not bad. First time we tried pigeons from
as far off as Axe. Here, boy! " And he restored the
paper to the boy, who gave it to another boy, who de-
parted with it.

" Man," sad the doctor, eyeing Buchanan. " Yed
no business out here. Ye're not precisely a pigeon.”

Down we went, one after another, by the ladder,
and now we fell into the composing-room, where
Buchanan said he felt warmer. An immense, dirty,
white-washed apartment crowded with linotypes and
other machines, in front of which sat men in white
aprons, tapping, tapping—gazing a documents pinned
at the level of their eyes—and tapping, tapping. A
kind of cavernous retreat in which monstrous iron
growths rose out of the floor and were met half-way by
electric flowers that had their roots in the ceiling!
this jungle there was scarcely room for us to walk.
Buchanan explained the linotypes to me. 1 watched,
as though romantically dreaming, the flashing descent
of letter after letter, arain of lettersinto the belly of
the machine; then, going round to the back, | watched
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the same lettersrising again in a close, slow procession,
and sorting themselves by themselves at the top in
readiness to answer again to the tapping, tapping of a
man in aonce-white apron. And while| was watching
al that 1 could somehow, by a faculty which we have,
at the same time see pigeons far overhead, arriving and
arriving out of the murk from beyond the verge of
chimneys.

" Ingenious, isn't it? " sad Stirling.

But | imagine that he had not the faculty by which
to see the pigeons. S

A reverend, bearded, spectacled man, with his shirt-
deeves rolled up and an apron stretched over his
hemispherical paunch, strolled slowly along an dley,
glancing at a galley-proof with an ingenuous air just as
It he had never seen a galley-proof before.

*t's a stick more than a column aready," sad he
confidentially, offering thelong paper, and then gravely
looking at Buchanan, with head bent forward, not
through his spectacles but over them.

The editor negligently accepted the proof, and | read
aseriesof titles: " Knype v. Manchester Rovers. Record
Gate. Fifteen thousand spectators. Two goalsin twelve
minutes. Myatt in form. Specia Report.”

Buchanan gave the dip back without a word.

" There you are! " said he to me, as another com-
positor near us attached a piece of tissue paper to his
machine. It was the very paper that | had seen come
out of the sky, but its contents had been enlarged and
amended by the sub-editoria pen.  The man began
tapping, tapping, and the letters began to flash down-
wards on their way to tell a quarter of a million people
that Axe v. Macclesfield had been stopped by fog.

"| suppose that Knypematch is over bynow?" Isaid.

" Ohno! " sad Buchanan. " The second half has
scarcely begun.”

" Like to go? " Stirling asked.
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~ "Wedl," | said, feeling adventurous, " it's a notion,
isn't it? "

" You can run Mr Loring down there in five or sx
minutes," said Buchanan. " And he's probably never
seen anything like it before. You mlght cal here as
you come home and see the paper on the machines."

WE went on the Grand Stand, which was packed
with men whose eyes were fixed, with an unconscious
but intense effort, on a common object. Among the
men were a few women in furs and wraps, equally
absorbed. Nobody took any notice of us as we in-
sinuated our way s;dp a rickety flight of wooden dtairs,
but when by misadventure we grazed a human being
the elbow of that being shoved itself automatically and
fiercely outwards, torepel. | had animpression of hats,
caps, and woolly overcoats stretched in long parallel
lines, and of grimy raw planks everywhere presenting
possibly dangerous splinters, save where use had worn
them into smooth shininess.  Then gradually | became
aware of the vagt field, which was more brown than
reen. Around the field was a wide border of in-
Initesimal hats and pale faces, rising in tiers, and be-
yond this border fences, hoardings, chimneys, furnaces,
gasometers, telegraph-poles, houses, and dead trees.

nd here and there, perched in strange Sl;(aerllous places,
even high up towards the sombre sky, were more
human beings clinging. On the field itself, at one end
of it, were a scattered handful of doll-like figures,
motionless; some had white bodies, others red; and
three werein black; all were so small and so far off that
they seemed to be mere unimportant casua incidents
in whatever recondite affair it was that was proceeding.
Then a whistle shrieked, and al these figures began
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simultaneously to move, and then | saw a ball in the
ar. An obscure, uneasy murmuring rose from the im-
mense multitude like an invisible but audible vapour.
The next instant the vapour had condensed into a
sudden shout. Now | saw the ball rolling solitary in
the middle of the field, and a single red doll racing to-
wards it; at one end was a confused ?roup of red and
white, and at the other two white dolls, rather lonel
in the expanse. The single red doll overtook the ball
and scudded along with it at his twinkling toes. A
great voice behind me bellowed with an incredible
volume of sound:

“Now, Jos!"

And another voice, further away, bellowed:

"Now, Jos "

And still more distantly the grim warning shot forth
from the crowd:

"Now, Jos! Now, Jos! "

The nearer of the white dolls, as the red one aﬁ
Broached, sprang forward. | could see aleg. Andthe

al was flying back in a magnificent curve into the

skies; it passed out of my sight, and then | heard a
bump on the dates of the roof of the grand stand, and
it fell among the crowd in the stand-enclosure. But
amost before the flight of the ball had commenced, a
terrific roar of relief had rolled formidably round the
field, and out of that roar, like rockets out of thick
smoke, Turst acutely ecstatic cries of adoration:

"Bravo, Jos! "

"Good old Jos!"

The leg had evidently been Jossleg. The nearer of
these two white dolls must be Jos, darling of fifteen
thousand frenzied people. _ _

Stirling punched a neighbour in the sde to attract
his attention.

" What's the score? " he demanded of the neigh-
bour, who scowled and then grinned.
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" Two—one — agen uz! "  The other growled.
" 1t'l take our b—s dl their time todraw. They're
playing a man short."

"Accident? "

" No! Referee ordered him off for rough play."

‘Severd spectators began to explain, passionately,
furioudly, that the referee's action was utterly bereft of
common sense and justice; and | gathered that a less

entlemanly crowd would undoubtedly have lynched

the referee. The explanations died down, and every-
body except me resumed his fierce watch on the field.

I was recalled from the exercise of avague curiosity
upon the set, anxious faces around me by a crashing,
whooping cheer whichinvolumeand sincerity of joy sur-
passed all noises in my experience. This massive cheer
reverberated round the field like the echoes of a battle-
ship's broadside in a fiord. But it was human, and
therefore more terrible than guns. | instinctively
thought: " If such are the symptoms of pleasure, what
must be the symptoms of pain or disappointment?"
Simultaneously with the expulsion of the unique noise
the expression of the faces changed. Eyes sparkled;
teeth became prominent in enormous, uncontrolled
smiles. Ferocious satisfaction had to find vent in fero-
cious gestures, wreaked either upon dead wood or upon
the living tissues of fellow-creatures. The gentle,
mannerly sound of hand-clapping was a kind of light
froth on the surface of the billowy sea of heartfelt ap-
ﬁlause. The host of thefifteenthousand might have just

ad their lives saved, or their children snatched from

destruction and their wives from dishonour; they might
have been preserved from bankruptcy, starvation,
prison, torture; they might have been rewarding with
their impassioned worship a band of national heroes.
Butitwasnot so. All that had happened wasthat the
ball had rolled into the net of the Manchester Rovers
goa. Knype had drawn level. The reputation of the
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Five Towns before the jury of expert opinion that could
distinguish between first-classfootball and second-class
was maintained intact. | could hear specidists around
me proving that though Knype had yet five League
matches to play, its situation was safe. They pointed
excitedly to ahuge hoarding at one end of theground on
which appeared names of other clubs with changing
figures. These clubs included the clubs which Knype
would have to meet before the end of the season, and the
figures indicated their fortunes on various grounds
smilar to this ground al over the country. If a goa
was scored in Newcastle, or in Southampton, the very
Peru of first-class football, it was registered on that
board and its possible effect on the destinies of Knype
was instantly assessed.  The calculations made were
dizzying.

Then a littleflock of pigeonsflew up and separated,
under theillusion that they were free agentsand masters
of the air, but really wafted away to fixed destinations
orn] the stupendous atmospheric waves of still-continued
cheering.

After a minute or two the ball was restarted, and
the greater noise had diminished to the sensitive uneasy
murmur which responded like a ddlicate instrument to
thefluctuationsof thegame. Each feat and manoeuvre
of Knype drew generous applause in proportion toits
intention or its success, and each deight of the Man-
chester Rovers, successful or not, provoked a holy
disgust. The attitude of the host had passed beyond
morality into religion.

Then, again, while my attention had lapsed from the
field, a devilish, a barbaric, and a deafening yell broke
from those fifteen thousand passionate hearts. It
thrilled me; it genuinely frightened me. | involun-
tarily made the motion of swalowing. After the
thunderous crash of anger from the host came the thin
sound of awhistle. The game stopped. | heard the
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same word regaeated again and again, in divers tones
of exasperated fury:
"Foul!"
| felt that | was hemmed in by potential homicides,
whose armswerelifted in the desire of murder and whose
featureswere changed from the likeness of man intothe
corporeal form of some pure and terrible instinct.
And | saw a long doll rise from the ground and
approach a lesser doll with threatening hands.
"Foul! Foul!" _
" Go it, Josl Knock his neck out! Josl He
trlppred thee up! " . .
here was a prolonged gesticulatory altercation be-
tween the three black dallsin leather leggingsand several
of the white and thered dolls. At last one of the man-
nikinsinleggingsshrugged hisshoulders, madeadefinite
gesture to the other two, and walked away towards the
edge of the field nearest the stand. It was the unprin-
cipled referee; he had disallowed the foul. In the pro-
tracted duel between the offending Manchester forward
and the great, honest Jos Myatt he had given another
point to the enemy. As soon as the host redized the
Infamy it yelled once more in heightened fury. It
seemed to surge in masses aﬁamst the thick iron railings
that alone stood between the referee and death. The
discreet referee was approaching the grand stand as the
least unsafe place. In a second a handful of execu-
tioners had somehow Egot on to the grass. And in
the next second severd policemen were in front of
them, not striking nor striving to intimidate, but heavily
pushing them into bounds. _
" Get back there! " cried afew abrupt, commanding
voices from the stand. o
 The referee stood with his hands in his pockets and
his whistle in his mouth. | think that in that moment
of acutest suspense the whole of his earthly career must
have flashed before him in a phantasmagoria.  And
2
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then the crisswas past.  The inherent gentlernanliness
of the outraged host had triumphed and the referee
was spared.

"Served him right if they'd man-handled him! "
sad a spectator.

" Ay! " said another, gloomily, " ay! And th' Foot-
ball Association 'ud ha' fined us maybe a hundred quid
and disgudified th' ground for the rest o' th' season! "

"D n th' Football Association!"

"Ay! But you canna! "

" Now, ladg! IPlay up, Knype! Now, ladsl Give
‘emhot hell! " Different voices heartily encouraged the
home team as the ball was thrown into play.

The fouling Manchester forward immediately re-
sumed possession of the ball. Experience could not teach
him. He parted with the ball and got it again, twice.
Thedevil wasinhimandintheball. Thedevil wasdriv-
ing him towards Myatt. They met. And then came a
sound quite new: acracking sound, somewhat like the
snapping of a bough, but sharper, more decisive.

"By Jove! " exclaimed Stirling. " That'shisbone! "

And instantly he was off down the staircase and |
after him. But he was not the first doctor on the field.
Nothing had been unforeseeninthewonderful organiza-
tion of this enterprise. A pigeon sped away and an
official doctor and an official stretcher appeared,
miraculously, simultaneously. It was tremendous. It
inspired awe in me.

" He asked for it! " | heard a man say as | hesi-
tated on the shore of the ocean of mud.

Then | knew that it was Manchester and not Knype
that had suffered. The confusion and hubbub were in
ahigh degree disturbing and puzzling. But one emotion
emerged clear: pleasure. | felt it myself. | was
aware of joy in that the two sides were now levelled to
ten men apiece. | was mystically identified with the
Five Towns, absorbed into their life. | could discern
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on every face the conviction that a divine providence
was in thisaffair, that God could not be mocked. | toe
had this conviction. | could discern aso on every face
the fear lest the referee might give a foul against the
hero Myatt, or even order him off the field, though of
course the fracture was a Smple accident. | too had
thisfear. It was soon dispelled by the newswhich swept
across the entire enclosure like a sweet smell, that the
referee had adopted the theory of a simple accident.
| saw vaguely policemen, a stretcher, streaming crowds,
and my ears heard amonstrous univedkal babbling. And
then the figure of Stirling detached itself from the
moving disorder and came to me.

" Well, Hyatt's caf was harder than the other
chap's, that's all," he said.

"Which is Myatt? " | asked, for the red and the
white dolls had all vanished at close quarters, and were
replaced by unrecognizably gigantic human animals, still
clad, however, in dolls vests and dolls knickerbockers.

Stirling warningly jerked his head to indicate a man
not ten feet away from me. This was Myaitt, the hero
of the host and the darling of populations. | gazed up at
him.  His> mouth and his |eft knee were red with blood,
and he was piebald with thick patches of mud from his
tousled crown to his enormous boot.  His blue eyes had
aheavy, stupid, honest glance; and of the three qualities
stupidity predominated. He seemed to be al feet,
knees, hands and elbows. His head was very small—
the sole remainder of the doll in him.

A little man approached him, conscious—somewhat
too obviously conscious — of his right to approach.
Myatt nodded. _ _ _

" Yen settled him, seemingly, Jos! " sad the little
man.

" Well," said Myatt, with dow bitterness. " Hadn't
he been blooming well begging and praying for it, aw
afternoon? Hadn't he now? "
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The little man nodded. Then he said in alower tone:

" How's missis, like? "

" Her's dtogether yet," said Myatt. " Or I'd none
ha played! "

" I've bet Watty haf-a-dollar as it inna a lad! "
sad the little man.

Myatt seemed angry.

" Wilt bet me haf a quid as it inna alad? " he
demanded, bending down and scowling and sticking out
his muddy chin.

" Ay! " sad the little man, not blenching.

"Evens? "

" Evens."

" I'll take thee, Charlie," said Myatt, resuming his
cam.

Thewhistle sounded. And several orderswere given
to clear the field. Eight minutes had been lost over a
broken leg, but Stirling said that the referee would
surely deduct them from the official time, so that after
al the game would not be shortened.

" I'll be up yon, to-morra morning," sad the little
man.

Myatt nodded and departed. Charlie, the little man,
turned on his heel and proudly rejoined the crowd. He
had been seen of all in converse with supreme greatness.

Stirling and | aso retired; and though Jos Myatt
had not even done his doctor the honour of seeing him,
neither of us, | think, was quile without a consciousness
of glory: I cannot imagine why. The rest of the game
was flat and tame. Nothing occurred. The match
ended in a draw.

v

WE were swept from the football ground on a furious
flood of humanity—carried forth and flung down adope
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into alarge waste space that separated the ground from
the nearest streets of little reddish houses. At the
bottom of the dope, on my suggestion, we halted for a
few moments aside, while the current rushed forward
and, j)readlng out, inundated the whole space in one
marvellous minute. The impression of the multitude
streaming from that gap in the wooden wall was -like
nothing more than theimpression of aburst main which
only the emptying of the reservoir will assuage. Any-
body who wanted to commit suicide might have stood
in front of that gap and had his wish. He would not
have been noticed. The interminable and implacable
infantry charge would have ﬁmd unheedingly over
him. A silent, preoccupied host, bent on something
else now, and perhaps teased by the inconvenient
thought that after &l a draw is not, as good as a win!
It hurried blindly, instinctively outwards, knees and
chins protruding, hands deep in pockets, chilled feet
stamping. Occasionally someone stopped or slackened
to light a pipe, and on being curtly bunted onward by
a blind force from behind, accepted the hint asan atom
accepts the law of gravity. The fever and ecstasy were
over. What fascinated the Southern in me was the grim
taciturnity, the steady stare (vacant or dreaming), and
the heavy, muffled, multitudinous tramp shaking the
cindery earth. Theflood continued to rage through the
gapOur automobile had been left at the Haycock
Hotel; we went to %et it, braving the inundation.
Nearly opposite the stableyard the electric trams started
for Hanbridge, Burdley and Turnhill, and for Longshaw.
Here the crowd was less dangerous, but still very for-
midable—to my eyes. Each tram as it came up was
savagely assaulted, seized, crammed and po , With
astounding rapidity.  Its steps were the western bank of
aBeresna. At a given moment the inured conductor,
brandishing his leather-shielded arm with a pitiless
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gesture, thrust aspirants down into the mud and the
tram rolled powerfully away. All thisin silence.

After a few minutes a bicyclist swished aong
through the mud, taking the far side of theroad, which

* was comparatively free. Hewore grey trousers, heavy
boots, and a dark cut-away coat, up the back of which
aline of caked mud had deposited itself. On his head
was a bowler hat.

" How do, Jos? " cried a couple of boys, cheekily.
And then there were a few adult greetings of respect.

It was the hero, in haste.

" Out of it, there! " he warned impeders, between
his teeth, and plugged on with bent head.

" He keeps the Foaming Quart up at Toft End," said
the doctor. " It's the highest pub in the Five Towns.
He used to be what they call a pot-hunter, a racing
bicyclist, you know. But he's got past that and hell
soon be past football. He's thirty-four if he's a day.
That's one reasonwhy he's so independent—that and be-
cause he's amost the only genuine native in the team."”

"Why?" | asked. " Where do they come from,
then? " '

" Oh! " said Stirling as he gently started the car.
" The club buys 'em, up and down the country. Four
of 'em are Scots. A few years ago an Oldham club
offered Knype £500 for Myatt, a big price—more than
he's worth now! But he wouldn't go, though they
guaranteed to put him into a first-class pub—afree
house. Hes never cost Knype anything except his
wages and the goodwill of the Foaming Quart."

" What are his wages? "

" Don't know exactly. Not much. The Football
Association fix a maximum. | daresay about four
pounds a week  Hi there! Are you deaf ? "

" Thee mind what tha'rt about! " responded a stout
loiterer in our path. " Or I'll take thy ears home for my
tea, mester."
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Stirling laughed.

In a few minutes we had arrived at Hanbridge,
splashing al the way between two processions that
crowded either footpath. Andin the middle of the road
was a third procession of trams,—tram following tram,
each gorged with passengers, frothing a the step with
passengers, not the lackadaisical trams that | had seen
earlier in the afternoon in Crown Square; a different
race of trams, eager and impetuous velocities. We
reached the Sgnal offices. No crowd of urchins to
salute us this time! _ _

Under the earth was the machine-room of the Sgnal.
It reminded me of the bowels of a ship, so full wasit of
machinery. One huge machine clattered sowly, and a
folded %reen thing dropped strangely on to a little iron
tableinfront of us. Buchanan openedit, and | saw that
the broken leg was in it at length, together with a state-
ment that in the Sgnal's opinion the sympathy of every
true sportsman would be with the disabled plgyer. I
began to say something to Buchanan, when suddenly |
could not hear my own voice. The great machine, with
another behind us, was working at a fabulous speed and
with afabulousclatter. All that my startled sensescould
clearly disentangle was that the blue arc-lights above us
blinked occasionally, and that folded green papers were
snowing down upon theiron table far faster than the eye
could follow them. Tall ladsin aprons elbowed me away
and carried off the green papers in bundles, but not more
quickly than the machine sned them. Buchanan put his
lipstomy ear. But | could hear nothing. | shook my
head. He smiled, and led us out from the tumult.

" Come and see the boys take them,” he said at
the foot of the dtairs.

In a sort of hal on the ground floor was a long
counter, and beyond the counter a system of steel rail-
ingsin parallel lines, so arranged that a person entering
at the public door could only reach the counter by pass-
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ing up or down each aley in succession. These stedl
lanes, which absolutely ensured the triumph of right
over might, were packed with boys—the ragged urchins
whom we had seen playing in the street. But not
urchins now; rather young tigers! Perhaps half a dozen
had reached the counter; the rest were massed behind,
shouting and quarrelling. Through ahole in the wall, at
the level of the counter, bundles of papers shot con-
tinuously, and were snatched up by servers, who dis
tributed them in smaller bundles to the hungry boP/s;
who flung down metal discs in exchange and fled, fled
madly as though fiends were after them, through a third
door, out of the pandemonium into the darkling street.
And unceasi ng(I]?/ the green papers appeared at the hole
in the wall and unceasingly they were plucked away
and borne off by those maddened children, whose desti-
nation was apparently Aix or Ghent, and whose wings
were their tatters.

" What are those discs? " | inquired.

" The lads have to come and buy them earlier in
the day,” said Buchanan. " We haven't time to sell
this edition for cash, you see."

" Well," | said aswe left, " I'm very much obliged.”

" What on earth for? " Buchanan asked.

" Everything," | sad.

We returned through the squares of Hanbridge and
by Trafalgar Road to Stirling's house at Bleakridge.
And everywhere in the deepening twilight | could see
the urchins, often hatless and sometimes scarcely shod,
scudding over the lamp-reflecting mire with sheets of
wavy green, and above the noises of traffic | could hear
the shrill outcry: "Sgnal. Football Edition. Foot-
ball Edition. Sgnal." Theworld wasbeing informed of
the might of Jos Myatt, and of the averting of disaster
from Knype, and of the results of over a hundred other
matches—not counting Rugby.
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v

DURING the course of the eveni ngﬁ when Stirling had
thoroughly accustomed himsdlf to the state of being in
sole charge of an expert from the British Museum,
London, and the high walls round his more private soul
had yielded to my timid but constant attacks, we grew
fairly intimate. And in particular the doctor proved
to me that his reputation for persuasive raciness with
patientswaswell founded. Y et uptothetime of dessert
| might have been justified in supposing that that much-
praised " manner " in a sick-room was nothing but a
provincial legend. Such may be theinfluence of aquite
Inoffensive and shy Londoner in the country. At half-
past ten, Titus being already asleep for the night in an
arm-chair, we sat af ease over thefirein the study tell-
ing each other stories. We had dealt with the arts, and
with medicine; now we were dealing with life, in those
aspects of it which cause men to laugh and women un-
easily towonder. Once or twice we had mentioned the
Brindleys. The hour for their arrival was come. But
being deeply comfortableand content where | was, | felt
no impatience. Then there was a tap on the window.

~ " That's Bobbie! " said Stirling, rising dowly from
his chair. " He won't refuse whisky, even if you do.
I'd better get another bottle."

The tap was reloeated peevishly.

" I'm coming, laddie! " Stirling protested.

He dlippered out through the hall and through the
sur(‘jqery to the side door, | following, and Titus sneezing
and snuffing in the rear. _

" | say, mester," said a heavy voice as the doctor
opened the door. It was not Brindley, but Jos Myatt.
Unable to locate the bell-push in the dark, he had char-
acterigtically attacked the sole illuminated window.

* He demanded, or he commanded, very curtly, that the
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doctor should go up instantly to the Foaming Quart
a Toft End.

Stirling hesitated a moment.

" All right, my man," said he, caimly.

" Now?" the heavy, suspicious voice on the door-
step insisted. _ _

"Il be there before ?/e if ye don't sprint, man.
I'll runupinthecar.” Stirling shut the door. | heard
footsteps on the gravel path outside.

"Ye heard? " said he to me. " And what am |
to do with ye? "

"“I'll go with you, of course," | answered.

" | may be kept up there a while."

"1 don't care” | sad roisteroudly. " It's a pub
and I'm a traveller."

Stirling's household was in bed and his assistant
gone home. While he and Titus got out the car |
wrote a line for the Brindleys: " Gone with doctor to
see patient at Toft End.  Don't wait up.—A. L." This
we pushed under Brindley's front door on our way forth.
Very soon we were vibrating up a steep street on the
first speed of the car, and the yellow reflections of dis-
tant furnaces began to shine over house roofs below us.
It was exhilaratingly cold, aclear and frosty night, tonic,
bracing after the enclosed warmth of the study. | was
joyous, but silently. We had quitted the kingdom of the
god Pan; we were in Lucinds realm, its consequence,
where there is no laughter. We were on a mission.

" | didn't expect this" sad Stirlin%

~"No?" | sad. " But seeing that he fetched you
this morning—"

~"Oh!"  That was only in order to be sure, for
himself. Hissister wasthere, in charge. Seemed very
capable. Knew all about everything. Until ye get to
the high socia status of a cleric or a draper's assistant
people seem to manage to have their children without
professiona assistance.”
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;‘jrhen do you think there's anything wrong? " 1

"I'd not be surprised."

He changed to the second speed as the car topped
the first bluff. We said no more. The night and the
misson solemnized us. And gradually, as we rose
towards the purple skies, the Five Towns wrote them-
selves out in fire on the irregular plain below. _
" That's Hanbridge Town Hall," said Stirling, point-
ing to the right. " And that's Bursley Town Hall," he
sald, pointing to the left. And there were many other
beacons, dominating the jewelled street-lines that faded
on the horizon into golden-tinted smoke.

The road was never quite free of houses. After
_occurrm_? but sparsely for half amile, they thickened
into a village—the suburb of Bursley called Toft End.
| saw a moving red light in front of us. It was the
reverse of Myatt's bicycle lantern. The car stopped
near the dark fagade of the inn, of which two yellow
windows gleamed. Stirling, under Myatt's snouted
guidance, backed into an obscure yard under cover.
The engine ceased to throb.

" Friend of mine," heintroduced meto Myatt. " By
the way, Loring, pass me my bag, will you? Mustn't
foré;et that." Then he extinguished the acetylene lamps,
and there was no light in the yard except the ray of the
bicycle lantern which Myatt held in his hand. We
groped towards the house. Strange, every step that
| take in the Five Towns seems to have the genuine
quality of an adventure!

Vi

IN five minutes | was of no account in the scheme of
things at Toft End, and | began to wonder Weig}/ | had
come.  Stirling, my sole protector, had vanished up the
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dark stairs of the house, following a stout, youngish
woman in awhite apron, who boreacandle. Jos Myait,
behind, said to me: " Happen you'd better go in there,
mester," pointing to a half-open door at the foot of the
dars. | went into alittle room at the rear of the bar-
parlour. A good fire burned in a small olL!-fashioned
grate, but there was no other light. Theinn was closed
to customers, it being eleven o'clock. On a bare
table | percelved a candle, and ventured to put a match
toit. | then saw amost exactly such a room as one
would expect to find at the rear of the bar-parlour of an
inn on the outskirts of an industrial town. It appeared
to serve the double purpose of a living-room and of a
retreat for favoured customers. Thetablewasevidently
oneat which mendrank. Onashelf wasarow of bottles,
moreor lessempty, bearing namesfamousin newspaper
advertisements and in the House of Lords. The dozen
chairs suggested an acute bodily discomfort such as
would only be tolerated by a sitter al of whose sensory
faculties were centred in hispalate.  On abroken chair
inacorner was an insecure pile of books. A smaller
table was covered with a chequered cloth on which were
afew plates. Along one wall, under the window, rana
pitch-pine sofa upholstered with a stuff dightly dis-
similar fromthat on thetable. The mattress of the sofa
was uneven and itssurfacewrinkled, and old newspapers
and piecesof brown ﬁaper had been stowed away between
it and theframework. Thechief article of furniture was
an effective walnut bookcase, the glass doors of which
were curtained with red cloth. Thewindow, wider than
it was high, was dso curtained with red cloth. The
walls, papered in a saffron tint, bore framed advertise-
ments and a few photographs of self-conscious persons.
The celling was as obscure as heaven; the floor tiled,
with alist rug in front of the steel fender.

| put my overcoat on the sofa, picked up the candle
and glanced a the books in the corner: Lavater's
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indestructible work, a paper-covered Whitaker, the
Licensed Victuallers Almanac, Johnny Ltedlow, the
illustrated catalogue of the Exhibition of 1856, Cruden's
Concordance, and seven or eight volumes of Knight's
Penny Encyclopaedia. While | was poring on these titles
| heard movements overhead—previously there had
been no sound whatever—and with guilty haste | re-
stored the candle to the table and placed mysdlf negli-
gently in front of the fire.

" Now don't let me see ye up here any more till |
fetch yel " said awoman's distant voice—not crosdy,
but firmly. And then, crossy: " Be off with ye now! "

Reluctant boots on the stairs! Jos Myaitt entered
to me. He did not speak at first; nor did I. He
avoided my glance. He was still wearing the cut-away
coat with the line of mud up the back. | took out my
watch, not for the sake of information, but from mere
nervousness, and the sight of the watch reminded me
that it would be prudent to wind it up.

" Better not forget that," | said, winding it.

" Ay! " sid he, gloomily. " It's atip." And he
wound up hiswatch; alarge, thick, golden one.

This watch-winding established a basis of inter-
course between us.

"1 hope everything is going on all right,” |
murmured.

" What dun ye say? " he asked.

"1 say | hope everything is going on al right,”
| repeated louder, and jerked my head in the direction
of the dtairs, to indicate the place from which he had
come.

"Oh!" he exclamed, as if surprised. "Now
what'll ye have, mcster? " He stood waiting. " It's
my call to-night."

| explained to him that | never took acohol. It
was not quite true, but it was as true as most general
propositions are.
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" Neither me! " he said shortly, after a pause.
~ " Youre a teetotaller too?" | showed a little
involuntary astonishment.

He put forward his chin. _ o

" What do you think? " he said confidentially and
scornfully. It was precisely asif he had said: "Do you
think that anybody but a born ass would not be a
teetotaller, in my position?"

| sat down on a chair.

" Take th' squab, mester," he said, pointing to the
sofa. | took it. _

He picked up the candle; then dropped it, and
lighted a lamp which was on the mantelpiece between
hisvases of blueglass. His movementswerevery slow,
hesitating and clumsy. Blowing out the candle, which
smoked for along time, he went with thelamﬁ_ to the
bookcase. As the key of the bookcase was in his right
pocket and the lamp In his ri%ht hand he had to change
the lamp, cautiously, from hand to hand. When he
opened the cupboard | saw a rich gleam of silver from
every shelf of it except the lowest, and | could distinguish
the forms of ceremonial cups with pedestals and im-
mense handles. _

" | suppose these are your pots? " | said.

IIAy! n

- He displayed to me the fruits of his manifold
victories. | could see him straining along endless cinder-
paths and highroads under hot suns, his great knees
%oing up and down like treadles amid the plaudits and

owls of vast populations. And all that now remained
of that glory was these debased and vicious shapes,
magnificently usdless, grossly ugly, with their inscrip-
tions logt in a mess of flourishes. _

" Ay! " he sad again, when | had fingered the last
of them.

" A very fine show indeed! " | said, resuming the
sofa.
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He took a penny bottle of ink and a pen out of the
bookcase, and aso, from the lowest shelf, a bag of
money and a long narrow account book. Then he sat
down at the table and commenced accountancy. It
was clear that he regarded his task as formidable and
complex. To see him reckoning the coins, manipuléat-
ing the pen, splashing the ink, scratching the page; to
hear him whispering consecutive numbers aloud, and
muttering mysterious anathemas against the untamable
naughtiness of figures—all thiswas painful, and with the
paintulness of a Smple exercise rendered difficult by in-
aptitude and incompetence. | wanted to jump up and
cry to him: " Get out of the way, man, and let me do
it for you! | can do it while you are wiping hairs from
your pen on your deeve." | was sorry for him because he
was ridiculous—and even more grotesque than ridicu-
lous. | felt, quite acutely, that it was a shame that
he could not be for ever the central figure of afield of
mud, kicking a ball into long and grandiose parabolas
higher than gasometers, or breaking an occasional leg,
surrounded by the violent affection of hearts whose
melting-point was the exclamation, " Good old Jos! "
| felt that if he must reﬁose his existence ought to
have been so contrived that he could repose in im-
passive and senseless dignity, like a mountain watching
the flight of time. The conception of him tracing

mbols in a ledger, counting shillings and sixpences,
lescending to arithmetic, and suffering those humilia-
tions which are the invariable preliminaries to legiti-
mate fatherhood, was shocking to a nice taste for
harmonious fitness. . . . What, this precious and
terrific organism, this slave with a specialty —whom
distant towns had once been anxious to buy at the
prodigious flﬂure of five hundred pounds—obliged to sit
In a mean chamber and wait silently while the woman
of his choice encountered the supreme peril! And he
would " soon be past football! " He was " thirty-four
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if aday! " It was the verge of senility! He was no
longer worth five hundred pounds.  Perhaps even now
this jointed merchandise was only worth two hundred
pounds! And "they"—the shadowy directors, who
could not kick a ball fifty feet and who would ﬁ_robably
turn sck if they broke a leg—" they " paid him four
pounds a week for being the hero of a quarter of a
million of people! He was the chief magnet to draw
fifteen thousand sixpences and shillings of a Saturday
afternoon into a company's cash box, and here he sat
litting his head over fewer sixpences and shillings
than would fill a half-pint pot! = Jos, you ought In
justice to have been Joso, with a thin red necktie down
your breast (instead of a line of mud up your back),
and embroidered breeches on those miraculous legs,
and an income of a quarter of a million pesetas, and
the languishing acquiescence of innumerable mantillas.
Every moment you were getting older and stiffer; every
moment was bringing nearer the moment when young
men would reply curtly to their doddering elders. " Jos
Myatt—who was'e ? " _

The putting away of the ledger, the ink, the pen
and the money was as exasperating as their taking out
had been. Then Jos, aways too large for the room,
crossad the tiled floor and mended the fire. A poker
was more suited to his capacity than a pen. He
glanced about him, uncertain and anxious, and then
crept to the door near the foot of the stairs and listened.
There was no sound; and that was curious.  The woman
who was bringing into the world the hero's child made
no cry that reached us below. Once or twice | had
heard muffled movements not quite overhead—some-
where above—but naught else.  The doctor and Joss
Sder seemed to have retired into a sinister and danger-
ous mystery. | could not dispel from my mind pictures
of what they were watching and what they were doi n(i.
The vast, cruel, fumbling clumsiness of Nature, her lac
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of majesty in crises that ought to be majestic, her in-
curable indignity, disgusted me, aroused my disdain.
| wanted, as a philosopher of al the cultures, to feel
that the present was indeed a majestic crisis, to be so -
esteemed by a superior man. | could not. Though
the crisis v%ossbly intimidated me somewhat, yet, on
behalf of Jos Myatt, | was ashamed of it. This may
be reprehensible, but it is true. _

He sat down by the fire and looked at the fire. |
could not attempt to carry on a conversation with him,
and to avoid the necessity for any talk at all, | extended
myself on the sofa and averted my face, wondering once

ain why | had accompanied the doctor to Toft End.
The doctor was now in another, an inaccessible world.
| dozed, and from my doze | was roused by Jos Myatt
going to the door on the dtairs. _

" Jos" sad a voice. " It'sagirl.”

Then a silence. _

| admit there was a flutter in gna%heart. Another
soul, another formed and unchangeable temperament,
tumbled into the world!  Whence? Whither? . . .
As for the quality of majesty—yes, if slver trumpets
had announced the advent, instead of a stout, aproned
woman, the moment could not have been more majestic
inits sadness. | say " sadness," which is the inevitable
and sole effect of these eternal and bana questions,
"Whence? Whither?"

" |s her bad? " Jos whispered. _

" Her's pretty bad," said the voice, but cheerily.
" Bring me up another scuttle o' coal." _ _

“When he returned to the parlour, after being again
dismissed, | said to him:

" Well, | congratulate you.”

" | thank ye! ™ he said, and sat down. Presently |
could hear him muttering to himself, mildly: "Hell!
Hell! Hel!"

| thought: " Stirling will not be very long now, and

3
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we can depart home” | looked at my watch. It
was a quarter to two. But Stirling did not appear,
nor was there any message from him or sign. | had to
submit to the predicament. Asafaint chilliness from
the window affected my back | drew my overcoat up
to my shoulders as a counterpane. Through a gap
between the red curtains of the window | could see a
star blazing. It passed behind the curtain with dis
concerting rapidity. The universe was swinging and
whirling as usual.

Vil

SOUNDS of knocking disturbed me. In the few seconds
that elapsed before | could realize just where | was
and why | was there, the summoning knocks were
repeated. The early sun was shining through the red
blind. | sat up and straightened my hair, involuntarily
composing my attitude so that nobody who might enter
the room should imagine that | had been other than
patiently wide-awake all night. The second door of the
parlour—that leading to the bar-room of the Foam-
ing Quart—was open, and | could see the bar itself,
with shelves rising behind it and the upright handles
of a beer-engine a one end. Someone whom | could
not see was evidently unbolting and unlocking the
principal entrance to the inn. Then | heard the scrap-
ing of a creaky portal on the floor.

"Well, Jos lad! "

It was the voice of the little man, Charlie, who had
spoken with Myatt on the football field.

" Come in quick, Charlie. It's cowd [cold]," sad
the voice of Jos Myaitt, gloomily.

"Ay! Cowd it is lad! It's above three mile as
I've walked, and thou knows it, Jos. Give us a
guartern o' gin."

' The door grated again and a bolt was drawn.
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~ The two men passed to%ether behind the bar, and so
within my vison. Charliehad agrey muffler round his
neck; his hands were far in his pockets and seemed to
be at strain, as though trying to prevent his upper and
his lower garments from flying apart. Jos Myatt was
extremely dishevelled. In the little man's demeanour
towards the big one there was now none of the self-
conscious pride in the mere fact of acquaintance that
| had noticed on the field. Clearly the two were
intimate friends, perhaps relatives. While Jos was
dispensing the gin, Charlie said, in a low tone:

"Well, what luck, Jos?"

This was the first reference, by either of them, to
the criss. o _ _

Jos deliberately finished pouring out the gin.
Then he said:

" Theré€'s two on 'em, Charlie."

"Two on 'em? What mean'st tha, lad?"

" | mean as it's twins."

Charlie and | were equally startled.

" Thou never says! " he murmured, incredulous.

" Ay! One o' both sorts," said Jos.

" Thou never says! " Charlie repeated, holding his
glass of gin steady in his hand.

" One come at summat after one o'clock, and th'
other between five and sx. | had for fetch old
woman Eardley to help. It were more than a
handful for Susannah and th' doctor."

Astonishing, that | should have dept through these
eventsl _ _ _

"How is her?" asked Charlie, quietly, as it were
casualy. | think this appearance of casuaness was
caused by the stoic suppression of the symptoms of
anxiety. _ _

" Her's bad,” said Jos, briefly.

" And | am na surprised," said Charlie. And he
lifted the glass. " Well—here's luck." He sipped
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the gin, savouring it on his tongue like a connoisseur,
and gradually making up his mind about its quality.
Then he took another sip.

" Hast seen her? "

" | seed her for a minute, but our Susannah wouldna
let me stop i' th' room. Her was raving like."

" Missis? "

IlAy! n

" And th' babbies—hast seen them ? "

"Ay!  But | can make nowt out of 'em. Mrs
Eardley says as her's never seen no finer."

“Doctor gone? " .

~ "That hehasna! He'sbin up thereall the blessed
night, in his shirt-sleeves. | give him a stlffaglass o
whisky at five o'clock and that's &l as he's had."

Charlie finished his gin.  The pair stood silent.

" Well," said Charlie, striking his leg. " Swelp me
bob! It fair beats me! Twinsl Who'd ha'thought
it? Jos, lad, thou mayst be thankful asit isna triplets.
Never did | think, as | was footing it up here this
morning, as it was twins | was coming to! "

" Hast got that half quid in thy pocket? "

" What half quid? " said Charlie, defensively.

"Now then. Chuck us it over! " sad Jos,
suddenI?/_ harsh and overbearing. _

" | lad thee half quid as it 'ud be a wench," said
Charlie, doggedly. . .

~"Thou'rt a liar, Charlie!" said Jos. "Thou
laidst half a quid as it wasna' a boy."

" Nay, nay! " Charlie shook his head.

" And a boy it isl " Jos persisted. o
~ "1t being alad and a wench," said Charlie, with a
judicial air, " and me 'aving laid as it 'ud be a wench,
| wins" In his accents and his gestures | could dis-
cern the mean soul, who on principle never paid until
he was absolutely forced to pay. | could see dso that
Jos Myatt knew his map.
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" Thou laidst me as it wasna a lad,” Jos almost
shouted. " Andaladitis, | tell thee." .

" And awench! " said Charlie; then shook his head.

The wrangle proceeded monotonously, each party
repeating over and over again the phrases of his own
argument. | was very glad that Jos did not know me
to be a witness of the making of the bet; otherwise |
should assuredly have been summoned to give judgment.

" Let'scdl it off, then," Charlie suggested at Tength.
" That'll settle it. And it being twins—"

" Nay, thou old devil, I'll none cal it off. Thou
owes me half a quid, and I'll have it out of thee."

" Look ye here" Charlie said more softly. " I'll
tell thee what'll settle it. Which on 'em come first,
th' lad or th' wench? " .

_"Th" wench come first," Jos Myatt admitted,
with resentful reluctance, dully aware that defeat was
awaiting him.

"Well, then! Th' wench is thy eldest child.
That's law, that is. And what was us betting about,
Jos lad? Us was betting about thy eldest and no
other. I'll admit as 1 lad it wasna a lad, as thou
syst. And it wasna' a lad. First come is eldest,
and us was betting about eldest."

Charlie stared at the father in triumph.

Jos Myatt pushed roughly past him in the narrow
space behind the bar, and came into the parlour.
Nodding to me curtly, he unlocked the bookcase and
took two crown pieces from a leathern purse which
lay next to the bag. Then he returned to the bar
and banged the coins on the counter with fury.

"Take thy brass!" he shouted angrily. "Take
thy brasst  But thou'rt a damned shark, Charlie, and
if anybody 'ud give me a ping o' bacca for doing it,
I'd bash thy face in." _

The other sniggered contentedly as he picked up
his money.
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" A bet's a bet," sad Charlie.

He was clearly accustomed to an occasiona
violence of demeanour from Jos Myatt, and felt no
fear. But he was wrong in feeling no fear. He had
not allowed, in his estimate of the situation, for the
exasperated condition of Jos Myatt's nerves under the
unique experiences of the night.

Jos's face twisted into a hundred wrinkles and his
hand seized Charlie by the arm whose hand held the
coins.

" Drop 'em! " he cried loudly, repenting his naive
honesty. "Drop 'em! Or I'll—" '

‘The stout woman, her apron all soiled, now came
swiftly and scarce heard into the parlour, and stood
at the door leading to the bar-room.

" What's up, Susannah? " Jos demanded in a new
VoiCe.

" Well may ye ask what's up! " said the woman.
" Shouting and brangling there, ye sots! "

"What's up?" Jos demanded again, loosng
Charlie's arm.

" Her's gone!" the woman feebly whimpered.
"Like that! " with a vague movement of the hand
indicating suddenness. Then she burst into wild sobs
and rushed madly back whence she had come, and the
sound of her sobs diminished as she ascended the stairs,
gnd expired atogether in the distant shutting of a

oor.

The men looked a each other.

Charlie restored the crown-pieces to the counter
and pushed them towards Jos.

" Herel " he murmured faintly.

Jos flung them savagely to the ground. Another
pause followed. _ _

" As God is 21(}/ witness," he exclamed solemnly,
his voice saturated with feeling, " as God is my wit-
ness”" he repeated, " I'll ne'er touch a footba again! "
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Little Charlie gazed up at him sadly, plaintively,
for what seemed a long while.

" It's good-bye to th' First League, then, for
Knype! " he tragically muttered, at length.

VI

DR STIRLING drove the car very slowly back to
Burdey. We glided gently down into the populous
vadleys. All the stunted trees were coated with rime,
which made the sharpest contrast with their black
branches and the black mud under us. The high
chimneys sent forth their black smoke calmly and tire-
lesdy into the fresh blue sky. Sunday had descended
on the vast landscape like a physical influence. We
saw a snake of children winding out of a dark brown
Sunday school into a dark brown chapel. And up
from the valeys came dl the bells of dl the temples
of dl the different gods of the Five Towns, chiming,
clanging, ringing, each insisting that it aone invited
to the altar of the one God. And priests and acolytes
of the various cults hurried occasondly aong, in silk
hats and bright neckties, and smooth coats with folded
handkerchiefs sticking out of the pockets, busy, happy
and self-important, the convinced heralds of eternal
salvation: no doubt nor hesitation as to any funda-
mental truth had ever entered their minds. We passed
through along, straight street of new red houses with
blue date roofs, al gated and gardened. Here and
there a girl with her hair in pins and a rough brown
apron over agaudy frock was stoning afront step. And
half-way down the street a man in a scarlet jersey,
supported by two women in blue bonnets, was beating
a drum and crying aloud: " My friends, you may die
to-night. Where, | ask you, where—?" But he had
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no friends; not even a boy heeded him. The drum
continued to bang in our rear. _

| enjoyed al this. All this seemed to meto be fine,
seemed to throw off the true, fine, romantic savour of
life. 1 would have altered nothing init. Mean, harsh,
ugly, squalid, crude, barbaric—yes, but what an intoxi-
cating sense in it of the organized vitality of a vast
community unconscious of itself! | would have altered
nothing even in the events of the night. | thought of
the rooms at the top of the Staircase of the Foamin
Quart—mysterious rooms which | had not seen an
never should see, recondite rooms from which a soul
had dipped away and into which two had come, scenes
of anguish and of frustrated effort! Historical rooms,
surely! And yet not a house in the hundreds of houses
past which we did but possessed rooms ennobled and
made august by happenings exactly as impressive in
their tremendous inexplicableness.

The natural humanity of Jos Myatt and Charlie, their
fashion of comporting themselves in a sudden stress,
pleased me. How else should they have behaved? |
could understand Charlie's prophetic dirge over the ruin
of the Knype Football Club. It wasnot that he did not
feel the tragedy in the house. He had felt it, and
because he hadfelt it he haduttered at random, foolishly,
the first clear thought that ran into his head. _

Stirling was quiet. He appeared to be absorbed in
steering, and looked straight in front, yawning now and
again. He was much more fatigued than | was. In-
deed, | had dept pretty well. He said, as we swerved
into Trafalgar Road and overtook the aristocracy on
its way to chapel and church:

"Well, ye let yesdf in for a night, young manl
No mistake! "

He smiled, and | smiled. o

" What's going to occur up there? " | asked, indi-
cating Toft End. .
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" What do you mean? "

" A man like that—left with two babies! "

"Oh!"hesaid. "They'll managethat al right. His
gster'sawidow. Shell go and live with him.  She'sas
fond of those infants already as if they were her own."

We drew up a his double gates.

" Be sure ye explain to Brindley," he said, as | left
him, " that it isn't my fault ye've had a night out of
bed. It was your own doing. I'm going to get a hit
of deep now. Seeyou thisevening. Bob's asked me
to supper.”

A servant was sweeping Bob Brindley's porch and the
front door was open. | wentin. The sound of the piano
guided me to the drawing-room. Brindley, the morn-
ing cigarette between his lips, was e‘:)Ia¥1ing Maurice
Ravel's " L'heure espagnole” He held his head back
S0 as to keep the smoke out of his eyes. His children
in their blue jerseys were building bricks on the carpet.

Without ceasing to play he addressed me calmly:

" You're a nice chap! Where the devil have you
been? "

And one of the little boys, glancing up, said, with
roguish, imitative innocence, n his high, shrill voice:

" Where the dd you been? "
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ON a Saturday afternoon in late October Edward
/ Coe a satlsfactog/ average successful man of
thirty-five, was walking slowly aong the King's Road,
Brighton. A native and inhabitant of the Five Towns
in the Midlands, he had the brusgue and energetic mien
of the Midlands. It could be seen that he was a
stranger to the south; and, in fact, he was now viewing
for thefirst time the vast and glittering spectacle of the
southern pleasure city in the unique glory of her autumn
season. A spectacle to enliven any man by its mere
splendour!  And yet Edward Coe was gloomy. One
reason for his gloom was that he had just left abicycle,
with a deflated back tyre, to be repaired at a shop in
Preston Street. Not perhaps an adequate reason for
gloom! . . . Well, that depends. He had been
Informed by the blue-clad repairer, after due inspec-
tion, that xhe trouble was not a common puncture,
but a malady of the valve mysterious. _
Andthe deflationwas not the sole cause of his gloom.
Therewasanother. Hewason hishoneymoon. Under-
stand me—not a honeymoon of romance, but a rea
honeymoon. Who that has ever been on a real honey-
moon can look back upon the adventure and faithfully
say that it was an unmixed ecstasy of j oy ? A honeymoon
isinitsnature and consequences o solemn, so dangerous,
and so pitted with startllnﬂ surprises, that the most
irresponsible bridegroom, the most light-hearted, the
least in love, must have 4r?oments of grave anxiety.
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And Edward Coe was far from irresponsible.  Nor was
he only alittle in love. Moreover, the circumstances
of his marriage were peculiar, and he had married a
dark, brooding, passionate girl.

Mrs Coe was the younger of two sisters named Olive
Wardle, well known in the most desirable circles in the
Five Towns. | mean those circles where intellectual
and artistic tastes are united with sound incomes and
excellent food delicately served. It will certainly be
asked why two sisters should be named Olive. The
answer is that though Olive One and Olive Two were
treated as Sisters, and even treated themselves as sisters,
they were not sisters.  They were not even half-sisters.
They had first met at the age of nine. The father of
Olive One, a widower, had married the mother of Olive
Two, a widow. Olive One was the elderskealy afew
months. Olive Two gradually alowed herself to be
caled Wardle because it saved trouble. They got on
with one another very well indeed, especidly after the
death of both parents, when they became joint mis-
tresses, each with a separate income, of a nice house
at Sneyd, the fashionable residentia village on the rim
of the Five Towns. Like dl persons who live long
together, they grew in many respects dike. Both were
dark, brooding and passionate, and to this deep simi-
larity a superficial similarity of habits and demeanour
was added. Only, whereas Olive One was rather
more inclined to be the woman of theworld, Olive Two
was rather more inclined to study and was particularly
interested in the theory of music.

They were sought after, naturalé?/. And yet they
had reached the age of twenty-five before the world per-
ceived that either of them was not sought after in vain.
The fact, obvious enough, that Pierre Emile Vaillac had
become an object of profound human interest to Olive
One—thisfact excited the world, and the world would
have been till more excited had it been aware of an-
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other fact that was not at al obvious: namely, that
Pierre Emile Vaillacwas the cause of asecret and terrible
breach between thetwo sisters.  Vaillac, awidower with
two young children, Mimi and Jean, was a Frenchman,
and a great authority on the decoration of egg-shell
china, who had settled in the Five Towns as expert
partner in one of the classc china firms at Longshaw.
He was undoubtedly a very attractive man.

Olive One, when the relations between herself and
Vaillac were developing into something unmistakable,
had suddenly, and without warning, accused Olive Two
of poaching. It wasafrightful accusation, and afright-
ful scene followed it, one of those scenesthat are seldom
forgiven and never forgotten. It altered their lives, but
as they were women of considerable common sense and
of good breeding, each did her best to behave afterwards
as though nothing had happened.

Olive Two did not convince Olive One of her inno-
cence, because she did not bring forward the supreme
proof of it. She was too proud—in her brooding and her
mystery—to do so.  The supreme proof was that at this
time she herself was secretly engaged to be married to
Edward Coe, who had conquered her heart with un-
imaginable swiftness a few weeks before she was about
to sit for a musical examination at Manchester. " Let
us say nothing till after my exam.," she had suggested
to her betrothed. " There will be an enormous fuss,
and it will put me off, and | shall fail, and I don't want
to fail, and you don't want me to fail." He agreed
rapturously.  Of course she did fail, nevertheless. ~ But
being obstinate she said she would go in again, and they
continued to make a secret of the engagement. They
found the secret delicious.  Then followed the devastat-
ing episode of Vaillac. Shortly afterwards Olive One
and Vaillac were married, and then Olive Two was alone
inthenicehouse. The examination was forgotten, and
dhe hated the house.  She wanted to be married; Coe
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adso. But nothing had been said.  Difficult to announce
her engagement just then! The world would say that
she had married out of imitation, and her sster would
think that she had married out of pique. Besides, there
would be the fuss, which Olive Two hated. Already the
fuss of her sgter's marriage, and the effort at the wed-
ding of pretending that nothing had happened between
them, had fatigued the nerves of Olive Two.

~ Then Edward Coe had had the brilliant and seductive
idea of marrying in secret. To dip away, and then to
return, saying, "We are married. That's al!" . . .
Why not? No fussl No ceremonia! The accom-
plished fact, which simplifies everything!

It was, therefore, a secret honeymoon that Edward
Coe was on; delightful—but surreptitious, furtive! His
mental condition may be best described by stating that,
though he was conscious of rectitude, he somehow could
not look apolicemanin theface. After all, plain people
do not usually run off on secret honeymoons. Had he
acted wisely? Perhaps this question, presenting itself
now and then, wasthe chief cause of hisimproper gloom.

HOWEVER, the spectacle of Brighton on a fine Satur-
day afternoon in October had its effect on Edward Coe
—the effect which it has on everybody. Little by little
it inspired him with the joy of life, and straightened his
back, and put a sparkle into hiseyes. And he was filled
with the consciousness of the fact that it is afine thing
to be well-dressed and to have loose gold in your pocket,
and to eat, drink, and smoke well; and to be among
crowds of people who are well-dressed and have loose
goldin their pockets, and eat and drink and smokewell;
and to know that a magnificent woman will be waiting
for you at a certain place at a certain hour, and that
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upon catching sight of you her dark orbs will take on
an enchanting expression reserved for you alone, and
that she is utterly yours. In aword, he looked on the
bright side of things again. It could not ultimately
matter a bilberry whether his marriage was public or
private.

He lit a cigarette gaily. He could not guess that
untoward destiny was waiting for him close by the
newspaper kiosque.

A little girl was leaning against the paisade there,
and gazing somewhat restlesdy about her. A quite
little girl, aged, perhaps, eleven, dressed in blue serge,
with a short frock and long legs, and a sailor hat
(H.M.S. Formidable), and long hair down her back, and
amild, twinkling, trustful glance. Somewhat untidy,
but nevertheless the image of grace.

She saw him first. Otherwise he might have fled.
But he was right upon her before he saw her.  Indeed,
he heard her before he saw her.

" Good afternoon, Mr Coe"

"Mimi! "

The Vaillacs were in Brighton! He had chosen
practically the other end of theworld for hishoneymoon,
and lo! by some awful clumsiness of fate the Vaillacs
were at the same end! The very people from whom
he wished to conceal his honeymoon until it was over
would know dl about it at the very start! Relations
between the two Olives would be still more strained and
difficult! In brief, from optimism he swung violently
back to darkest pessmism. What could be worse thanto
be caught red-handed in a surreptitious honeymoon?

She noticed his confusion, and he knew that she
noticed it. She was a little girl. But she was dso a
little woman, a little Frenchwoman, who spoke English
perfectly—and yet with adifference!  They had flirted
together, sheand Mr Coe. She had anew mother now,
but for years she had been without a mother, and she
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would receive cellers at her father's house (if he happened
tobeout) with adeliciousimitation of apractised hostess.

He raised his hat and shook hands and tried to play
the game. _ o

""What are you doing here, Mimi? " he asked.

" What are you doing here? " she parried, laughing.
And then, Ferceiving his increased trouble, and that
she was failing in tact, she went on rapidly, with a
screwing up of the childish shoulders and something
between a laugh and a grin: " It's my back. It seems
it's not strong. And so we've taken an ever so jolly
little house for the autumn, because of the air, you
know. Didn't you know? "

No, hedid not know. That wastheworst of strained
relations. 'Y ou were not informed of eventsin advance.

" Where?" he asked.

"Oh! " she said, pointing. "That way. On the
road to Rottin%dean. Near the big girls school. We
came in on that lovely electric railway —aong the
beach. Have you been on it, Mr Coe? " _

Terrible! Rottingdean was precisely the scene of his
honeymoon. The hazard of fate was truly appalling.
He and his wife might have walked one day straight
into the arms of her sister! He went hot and cold.

" And where are the others? " he asked nervoudly.

" Mamma "—she coloured as she used this word, so
strange on her lips—" mamma's at home. Father may
come to-night. And Ada has brought us here so that
Jean can have his hair cut. He didn't want to come
without me."

"Ada?"

" Adas a new servant. She's just gone in there
again to see how long the barber will be” Mimi indi-
cated a barber's shop opposte. " And I'm waiting
here," sheadded. o

" Mimi," he said, in a confidential tone, " can you
keep a secret? "
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She grew solemn. " Yes" She smiled serioudy.
seWhat?"

" About meeting me. Don't tell anybody you've
met me to-day. See?"

“Not Jean?"

" No, not Jean. But later on you can tell—when |
give you the tip. | don't want anybody to know just
now.'

It was a shame. He knew it was a shame. He
deliberately flattered her by appealing to her as to a
ﬁrown woman. Hedeliberately oPUt a ca’ oling toneinto

is voice. He would not have done it it Mimi had not
been Mimi—if she had been an ordinary sort of English
girl. But she was Mimi. And the temptation was
very strong. She promised, gravely. He knew that
he could rely on her.

Hurrying away lest Jean and the servant might
emerge from the barber's, he remembered with com-
punction that he had omitted to show any curiosity
about Mimi's back.

THE magnificent woman was to bewaiting for him in
the lounge of the Royal York Hotel at a quarter to
four. She was coming in to Briqhton by the Rotting-
dean omnibus, which function, unlessthedriver changes
his mind, occurs once in every two or three hours. He,
being under the necessity of telephoning to London on
urgent business, had hired a bicycle and ridden in.
Despite the accident to this prehistoric machine, he
arrived a the Roya York half a minute before the
Rottingdean omnibus passed through the Old Steine
and set down the magnificent woman his wife. The
sght of her steppin%off the omnibus really did thrill
him. They entered the hotel together, and, accustomed
though the Roya Y ork isto the reception of magnificent
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women, Olive made a sensation therein.  Asfor him,
he could not help feeling just as though he had €oped
with her. He could not help fancying that al the
brilliant company in the lounge was murmuring under
the strains of the band: " That johnny there has
certainly eloped with that splendid creature! "

" Ed," she asked, fixing her dark eyes upon him,
" is anything the matter? ™ _ _

They were having tea at a little Moorish table in the
huge bay window of the lounge. _

" No," hesaid. Thiswas the first lie of his career
as a husband. But trulﬁ/ he could not bring himself to
give her the awful snock of telling her that the Vaillacs
were close a hand, that their secret was discovered,
and that their peace and security dﬁoended entirely
upon the discretion of little Mimi and upon their not
meetln% other Vaillacs.

" Then ]t‘s_havwgg that puncture that has upset
ou," his wife insisted. You see her feelings towards
im were so passionate that she could not feave him

aone. Shewas utter_l?/_f)reoccupled by him.

" No," he sad guiltily. _

" I'm afraid you don't very much care for this
place" she went on, because she knew now that he
was not telling her the truth, and that something, in-
deed, was the matter. _ _

"'On the contrary," he replied, " | was informed
that the finest tea and the most perfect toast in
Brighton were to be had in this lounge, and upon my
soul | feel asif | could keep on having tea heretor ever
and ever amen! "

He was trying to be gay, but not very successfully.

~ "I don't mean just here" she said. " | mean all
this south coast."” o

" Well—" he began judicially.

"Oh! Ed!" she implored him. "Do sy you
don't like it! "

4
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" Why! " he exclamed. " Don't you?"

She shook her head. " | much prefer the north,"
she remarked.

" Well," he said, " let'sgo. Say Scarborough.”

" You're joking,” she murmured. " You adore
this south coast."

"Never! " he asserted positively.

- " Wadl, darling," she said, " if you hadn't sad
first that you didn't care for it, of course | shouldn't
have breathed a word—"

" Let's go to-morrow,” he suggested.

" Yes"  Her eyes shone. .

"First train! We should have to leave Rotting-
dean a sx o'clock am."

" How lovely! " she exclamed. She was en-
chanted by this idea of a capricious change of pro-
gramme. It gave such a sense of freedom, of
Irresponsibility, of romance! _ _
~ " More toast, please" he sad to the waiter,
joyoudly.

It cos him no effort to be gay now. He could
not have been sad. The world was suddenly trans-
formed into the best of &l possible worlds. He was
saved! They were saved! Yes, he could trust Mimi.
By no chance would they be caught. They would
gick in their rooms al the evening, and on the
morrow they would be away long before the Vaillacs
were up.  Pgpa and " mamma" Vaillac were terrible
for late risng. And when he had got his magnificent
Olive safe in Scarborough, or wherever their noses
might lead them, then he would tell her of the risk
they had run. o

Th%/ both laughed from mere irrational glee, and
Edward Coe nearly forgot to pay the bill. However,
he did ﬁay it. They departed from the Roya York.
He put his Olive into the returning Rottingdean omni-
bus, and then hurried to get his repaired bicycle. He
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had momentarily quaked les Mimi and company
might be in the omnibus. But they were not. They
must have left earlier, fortunately, or walked.

v

WHEN hewas till about a mile away from Rottingdean,
and the hour was dusk, and he was walking up a hill,
he caught sight of a girl leaning on a gate that led by
along path to a house near the cliffs. It was Mimi.
She gave a cry of recognition. He did not care now
—hewas at ease now—nbut redly, with that house so
close to the road and so close to Rottingdean, he and
his Olive had practically begun their honeymoon on
the summit of a volcano!

Mimi was pensive. He felt remorse at having
bound her to secrecy. She was so pensive, and SO
wistful, and her eyes were so loya, that he felt he
owed her a more complete confidence.

" I'm on my honeymoon, Mimi," he said. It gave
him pleasure to tell her.

"Yes" she sad smply, " | saw Auntie Olive go
by in the omnibus."

That was dl she said. He was thunderstruck, as
much by her cam simplicity as by anything ese.
Children were astounding creatures.

" Did Jean see her, or anyone? " he asked.

Mimi shook her head.

Then he told her they were leaving the next
morning at Sx.

" Shall you be in a carriage? " she inquired.

" Ve

" Oh! Do let me come out and see you ?o past
she pleaded. " Nobody dse in our house will be
till hours afterwards! ... Do! "

He was about to say " No," for it would mean re-
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vedling the whole affair to his wife at once. But aftei
an instant he sad " Yes" He would not refuse that
exquisite, appealing gesture. Besides, why keep any-
thing whatever from Olive, even for aday?

At dinner he told his wife, and was glad to learn
that she aso thought highly of Mimi and had con-
fidence in her.

\Y

MIMI lay in bed in the nursery of the hired house on
Lhe way to Rottingdean, which, considering that it
was not " home," was a fairly comfortable sort of
abode. The nursery was immense, though an attic.
The white blinds of the two windows were drawn, and
a fire burned in the grate, lighting it pleasantly and
behavm% in a very friendly manner. At the other
end of the room, in the deep shadow, was Jean's bed.

The door opened e3uietly and someone came into
the room and pushed the door to without quite
shutting it.

" Is that you, mamma? " Jean demanded in his
shrill voice, from the distance of the bed in the corner.
His age was exactly e%ht.

" Yes, dear,” said the new stepmother.

The menial Ada had arranged the children for the
night, and now the stepmother had come up to kiss
them and be kind. e was a conscientious young
woman, full of a desire to do right, and she had deter-
mined not to be like the traditional stepmother.

She kissed Jean, who had taken quite a fancy to
her, and tickled him ésgreeably, and tucked him up
anew, and then moved slently across the room to
Mimi. Mimi could see her face in the twilight of the
fire. A handsome, good-natured face; yet very deter-
mined, and perhaps a little too full of common sense.
It had a responsible, somewhat grave look. After al,
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these two young children were a responsibility, especi-
aly Mimi with her back; and, moreover, Pierre Emile
Vaillac had disappointed both her and her step-children
by telegraphing that he could not arrive that night.
Olive One, the bride of three months, had put on fine
raiment for nothing.

" Well, Mimi," she said in her low, vibrating voice,
as she stood over the bed, " | do hope you didn't overtire
yourself this afternoon.” Then she kissed Mimi.

"Oh no, mamma! " The little girl smiled.

" It seems you waited outside the barber's while
Jeannot was having his hair cut.”

" Yes, mamma. | didn't like to go in."

" Ada didn't stay with you al the time? "

" No, mamma. Firgt of al she took Jeannot in,
and then she came out to me, and then she went in
again to see how long he would be."

"I'm sorry she left you alone in the street. She
ought not to have done so, and I've told her. . . .
The King's Road, with al kinds o;JJeopIe about! "

Mimi saidnothing. Thenew MadameVaillac moved
alittle towards the fire.

" Of course” the latter went on, " | know you're a
regular little woman, and perhaps | needn't tell you but
you must never speak to anyone in the street.”

"'No, mamma."

" Particularly in Brighton. . . . You never do,
do you? "

" No, mamma."

" Good-night." o

The stepmother left the room.  Mimi could feel her
heart beating. Then Jean caled out:

" Mimi."

She made no reply. The fact was she was too dis-
turbed to be able to reply.

Jean cdled again and then got out of bed and
thudded across the room to her bedside.
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" | say, Mimi," he screeched in his insistent treble,
" who was it you were talking to? "

Mimi's heart did not beat, it jumped.

"When? Where?'

" This afternoon, when | was having my hair cut."

" How do you know | was talking to anybody? "

" Ada saw you through the window of the barber's."

"When did she tell you?"

" She didn't. | heard her telling mamma."

There was a silence. Then Mimi hid her face, and
Jean could hear sobhing.

"You might tell me! " Jean insisted. He was too
absorbed by his own curiosity, and too upset by the full
realization of the fact that she had kept something from
him, to be touched by her tears.

" It's a secret,” she muttered into the pillow.

"You might tell me! "

" Go away, Jeannot! " she burst out hysterically.

He gave an angry lunge against the bed.

" | tell you everything; and it's not fair. C'est pas
juste! " he said savagely, but there were tears in his
voice too. He was a creature at once sensitive and
violent, passionately attached to Mimi.

He thudded back to his bed. But even before he
had reached his bed Mimi could hear him weeping.
~ She gradually dilled her own sobs, and after a
time Jean's ceased. And then she guessed that Jean
had gone to deep. But Mimi did not go to deep. She
knew that chance, and Mr Coe, and that odious new
servant, Ada, had combined to ruin her life. She saw
the whole affair clearly. Ada was officious and fussy,
aso secretive and given to plotting.  Adals leading idea
was that children had to be circumvented. Imagine
the detestable woman spying on her from the window,
and then saying nothing to her, but sneaking off to tell
tales to her mammal Imagineit! Mimi'sstrict sense
of justice could not blame her mamma. She was sure
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that the new stepmother meant well by her. Her
mamma had given her every opportunity to confess, to
admit of her own accord that she had been talking to
somebody in the street, and she had not confessed. On
the contrary, she had lied. Her mamma would pro-
bably say nothing more on the matter, for she had a
considerable sense of honour with children, and would
not take an unfair advantage. Having tried to obtain
a confession from Mimi by pretending that she knew
nothing, and having failed, she was not the woman to
turn round and say, " Now | know all about it. So just
confessat once! * Her mamma would accept the situa-
tion, would try to behave as if nothing had happened,
and would probably even say nothing to her father.

But Mimi knew that she was ruined for ever in her
stepmother's esteem.

And she had quarrelled with Jean, which was exceed-
ingly hateful and exceedingly rare.  And there was aso
the private worry of her mysterious back. And therewas
another thing. The mere fact that her friend, Mr Coe,
had gone and married somebody. For long she had had a
weakness for Mr Coe.  They had been intimate at times.
Once, lagt year, in the stern of a large sailing-boat at
Morecambe, while her friends were laughing and shout-
ing at the prow, she and Mr Coe had had a most beauti-
ful quiet conversation about her thoughts on the world
in general; she had stroked hishand. ... No! She
had no dream whatever of growing up into a woman
and then marrying Mr Coe!  Certainly not. But still,
that he should have gone and married, like that ... it
was. ..

Thefire died out into blackness, thus ceasing to be a
friend. Stll she did not deep. Was it likely that she
should deep, with the tragedy and woe of the entire
universe crushing her?

in AT &
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Vi

MR EDWARD COE and Olive Two arose from their bed
the next morning in great spirits. Mr Coe had told
both hiswife and Mimi that the hour of departure from
Rottingdean would be six o'clock. But this was an
exaggeration. So far as hiswife was concerned he had
aready found it well to exaggerate on such matters. A
little judicious exaggeration lessened the risk of missin
trains and other phenomena which cannot be mi
without confusion and disappointment.

As a fact it was already sx o'clock when Edward
Coe |looked forth from the bedroom window. Hewas
completely dressed. His wife aso was completely
dressed. He therefore felt quite safe about the train.
Thewindow, whichwasfairly high up intheworld, gave
on the south-east, so that he had a view, not only ot the
vast naked downs billowing away towards Newhaven,
but also of the Channel, which was calm, and upon
which little parcels of fogrested. The sky was clear
overhead, of a greenish aophlre colour, and the
autumnal air bit and gnawed on the skin like some
friendly domestic animal, and invigorated like an ex-
pensive tonic. On the dying foliage of atree near the
window millions of precious stones hung[._ Cocks were
boasting. Cows were expressing a justitiable anxiety.
And in the distance a small steamer was making a
great deal of smoke about nothing, as it puffed out of
Newhaven harbour.

" Olive," he said.

"What isit?" .

She was putting hats into the top of her trunk.
She had a specid hat-box, but the hats were too
large for it, and she packed minor trifles in the hat-
box, such as skirts. This was one of the details
which first indicated to an astounded Edward Coe
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that a woman is never less like a man than when
travelling.

" Come here," he commanded her.

She obeyed. o

" Look at that,” he commanded her, pointing to
the scene of which the window was the frame.

She obeyed. She also looked at him with her dark,
passionate, and yet half-mocking eyes.

" Yes" she sad, " and who's going to make that
trunk lock? "

She snapped her fingersat the sweet morning influ-
ences of Nature, to which he was peculiarly sensitive.
Andyet hewasdelighted. Hefoundit entirefly delicious
that she should say, when called upon to admire
Nature: " Who's going to make that trunk lock? "

He stroked her hair. _

" It's no usetrylgg to keep your hair decent at the
seaside,” she remarked, pouting exquisitely. N

~ He explained that his hand was offering no criti-
cism of her hair. And then there was a knock at the
bedroom door, and Olive Two jumped a little away
from her husband. . .

’ "Come in," he cried, pretending to be as bold as
alion.

However, he had forgotten that the door was |ocked,
and he had to go and open it. '

A tray with coffee and milk and sugar and dlices
of bread-and-butter was in the doorway, and behind
the tray the little parlour-maid of the little hotel.
He greeted the girl and instructed her to carry the
tray to the table by the window. _

" You are prompt,” said Olive Two, kindly. She
had got up so miraculously early herself that she was
Startled to see any other woman seléjo quite as early.
And dso she v/as a little surprised that the parlour-
maid showed no surprise at these very unusual hours.

" Yesm," replied the parlour-maid, wondering why
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Olive Two was s0 excited. The parlour-maid arose at
five-thirty every morning of her life, except on special
occasions, when she arose at four-thirty to assst in
pastoral affairs.

"All right, this coffee, eh?" murmured Edward Coe
as he put down the steaming cup after his first sp.
They were alone again, seated opposte each other at
the small table by the window.

Olive Two nodded.

It must not be supposed that this was the one
unique dreamed-of hotel in England where the coffee is
good of itsown accord. No! In the matter of coffee
this hotel was just like al other hotels. Only Olive
Two had taken special precautions about that coffee.
She had been into the hotel kitchen on the previous
evening about that coffee.

" By the way," she asked, " where's the sun?"

" The sun doesn't happen to be up yet,” sad
Edward. He looked at hisdiary and then at hiswatch.
" Unless something goes wrong, you'll be seeing it
indgde of three minutes."

" Do you mean to say we shall see the sun rise? "
she exclaimed.

He nodded.

"Well!" cried she, absurdly gleeful, "l never
heard of such a thing! " _

She watched the sunrise like a child who sees for the
first timethe ingde of awatch. And when the sun had
risen she glanced anxiously round the disordered room.

" For heaven's sake," she muttered, " don't let's
forget these tooth-brushes! "

" You are o ridiculous," said he, " that | must kiss
you."
The truth is that they were no better than two
children out on an adventure.

It was the same when down in the hotel-yard they

got into the small and decrepit victoria which was
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destined to take them and their luggage to Brighton. It
was the same, but more 0. They were both so pleased
with themselves that their joy was bubbling continually
out in manifestations that could only be described as
infantile. The mere drive through the village, with the
pony whisking his tail round corners, and the driver
steadying the perilous hat-box with his left hand, was
so funny that somehow they could not help laughing.

Then they had |eft the village and were climbing the
exposed highroad, with the wavy blue-green downs on
the right, and the immense glittering flat floor of the
Channdl on the left. And the mere sensation of being
dive amost overwhelmed them. _

And further on they passed a house that stood by it-
sdf away from theroad towardsthe cliffs. It had adop-
ing garden and a small greenhouse. The gate leading
to the road was gjar, but the blinds of al the windows
were drawn, and there was no sign of life anywhere.

" That's the house," said Edward Coe, briefly.

"1 might have known it," Olive Two replied.
" Olive One is certainly the worst getter-up that | ever
had anything to do with, and | believe Pierre JEmile
isn't much better."

" Well," said Edward, " it's no absolute proof of
duggardliness not to be up and about at six forty-five
of a mornin?, you know."

" | was forgetting how early it was! " said Olive
Two, and yawned. The yawn escaped her before she
was aware of it.  She pulled herself together and kissed
her hands mockingly, quizzicaly, tothehouse. " Good-
bye, house! Good-bye, house! "

They were saved now. They could not be caught
now on their surreptitious honeymoon. And their
spirits went even higher.

"1 thought you sad Mimi would be waiting for
us? " Olive Two remarked.

Edward Coe shrugged his shoulders. " Probably
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overdept herself!  Or she may have got tired of wait-
ing. | told her six o'clock.”

On the whole Olive Two was relieved that Mimi
was invisible.

" It wouldn't really matter if she did- split on us,
would it? " said the bride.

" Not a hit," the bridegroom agreed. Now that
the?: had safely left the house behind them, they were
both very valiant. It was as if they were both saying:
" Who cares?” The bridegroom's mood was entirely
different from his sombre apprehensiveness of the
previous evening.  And the early sunshine on the dew-
drops was magnificent.

But a couple of hundred yards further on, at a
bend of the road, they saw a little girl shading her
eyes with her hand and gazing towards the sun.  She
wore a short blue serge frock, and she had long restless
legs, and the word Formidable was on her forehead, and
her eyes were al screwed up in the strong sunshine.
And in her hand were flowers.

" There she is, after al! " said Edward, quickly.

Olive Two nodded. Olive Two aso blushed, for
Mimi was the first person acquainted with her to see
her after her marriage. She blushed because she was
now a married woman.

Mimi, who with much prudence had .managed so
that the meeting should not occur exactly in front of
the house, came towards the carriage. The pony was
walking up a dope. She bounded forward with her
childish grace and with the awkwardness of her long
legs, and her hair loose in the breeze, and she laughed
nervously.

"Good morning, good morning,” she cried.
"Shall | jump on the step? Then the horse won't
have to stop.” _ _

And she jumped Il?htly on to the step and glggled,
still nervously, looking first at the bridegroom and then
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at the bride.  The bridegroom held her securely by the
shoulder.

"Wdl, Mimi," sad Olive Two, whose shyness
vanished in an instant before the shyness of the child.
" This is nice of you."

The two women kissed. But Mimi did not offer her
cheek to the bridegroom. He and she simply shook
hands as well as they could with a due regard for
Mimi's firmness on the step.

"And who woke you up, en? " Edward Coe de-
manded. o

" Nobody," said Mimi; " | got up by myself, and,"
turning to Olive Two, " I've made this bou?uet for you,
auntie. There aren't any flowersin the fields. But |
got the chrysanthemum out of the greenhouse, and put
some hits of ferns and things round it. You must ex-
cuse it being tied up with darning wool."

She offered the bouquet diffidently, and Olive Two
accepted it with awarm smile. _

"Wdl," sad Mimi, " | don't think I'd better go
any further, had 1?2 "

There was another kiss and hand-shaking, and the
next moment Mimi was standing in the road and waving
a little crumpled handkerchief to the receding victoria,
and the bride and bridgroom were cricking their necks
to respond. She waved until the carriage was out of
sight, and then she stood moveless, a blue and white

ot on the green landscape, with the morning sun and
the sea behind her.

"Exactly like a little woman, isnt she?" sad
Edward Coe, enchanted by the vision.

" Exactly! " Olive Two agreed. " Nicelittle thing!
But how tired and unwell she looks! They did well to
bring her away." _

"Oh! " sad Edward Coe, "she probably didn't
deep well because she was afraid of overdeeping her-
self.  She looked perfectly al right yesterday."
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I

T)ERHAPS it was because | was in a state of excited
JL  annoyance that | did not recognize him until he
came right across the large hal of the hotel and put his
hand on my shoulder. _

| had arrived in Paris that afternoon, and driven to
that nice, reasonable little hotel which we al know,
and whose name we dl give in confidence to al our
friends, and there was no room in that hotel. Nor in
seven other haughtily-managed hotels that | visited!
A kind of archduke, who guarded the last of the seven
againgt possible customers, deigned to inform me that
the season was at its fullest, half London being as usual
in Paris, and that the only central hotels where | had a
chance of reception were those monstrosities the Grand
and the Hotel Terminus at the Gare St Lazare. |
chc:cse the latter, and was accorded room 973 in the
roof.
. | thought my exasperations were over. Butno! A
magnificent porter within the gate had just consented
to get my luggage off the cab, and was in the act of
beginning to do so, when a savagely-dressed, ugly and
ageing woman, followed by a maid, rushed neuroticall
down the steps and called him away to hold a parcel.
He obeyed! At the same instant the barbaric and
repulsive creature's automobile, about as large as arail-
way carriage, drove up and forced my frail cab down
the street. | had to wait, humiliated and helpless, the
taximeter of my cab mdtggtrlously adding penny to
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penny, while that offensive hag installed herself, with
the help of the maid, the porter and two page-boys,
in her enormous vehicle. | should not have minded
had she been young and pretty. I she had been youn
and pretty she would have had the right to be rude an
domineering. But she was neither young nor pretty.
Conceivably she had once been young; pretty she could
never have been. And her eyes were hard—hard.

Hence my state of excited annoyance.

" Hullo! How goes it?" The perfect colloquia
English was gently murmured at me with a French
accent as the gentle hand patted my shoulder.

" Why," | said, cast violently out of a disagreeable
excitement into an agreeable one, " | do believe you
are Boissy Minor! "

| had not seen him for nearly twenty years, but |
recognized in that soft and melancholy Jewish face,
with the soft moustache and the soft beard, the wistful
features of the boy of fifteen who had been my com-

anion at an " international " school (aclever invention
or inflicting exile upon patriots) with branches at
Hastings, Dresden and Versailles.

Soon | was telling him, not without satisfaction,
that, being a dramatic critic, and attached to a London
daily paper which had decided to flatter its readers by
giving specia criticisms of the more important new
French plays, | had come to Paris for the production
of Notre Dame de |a Lune at the Vaudeville.

And as | told him the idea occurred to me for
positively the first time: '

" By the way, | suppose you aren't any relation of
Octave Boissy? "
| rather hoped he was; for after al, say what you
like, there is a certain pleasure in feeling that you have
been to school with even a relative of so tremendous
a European celebrity as Octave Boissy—the man who
made a million and a half francs with his second play,
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which was nevertheless quite a good play. All the
wals of Paris were shouting his name.

"I'm the johnny himself," he replied with timi-
dity, naively proud of his Saxon dang.

| did not give an astounded No! An astounded
No ! would have been rude. $till, my fear is that |
failed to conced entirely my amazement. | had to
fight desperately against the natural human tendency
to assume that no boy with wTiom one has been to
school can have dev OE into a great nlan.

" Redly! " | remarked, as camly as | could, and
added a shocklng lie "Well, Pm not surprlsedl"
And & the same time | could hear mysdf saying a
few days later at the office of my paper: "1 met
Octave Boissy in Paris. Went to school with him,
you know."

" Youd forgotten my Christian name, probably,"
he said.

" No, | hadn't,” | answered. " Your Christian name
was Minor. You never had any other! " He smiled
kindly. " But what on earth are you doing here? "

Octave Boissy was a very wealthy man. He even
looked avery wealthy man. He was one of the darlings
of success and of an absurdly luxurious civilization.
And he seemed singularly out of place in the vast,
banal foyer of the Hotel Terminus, among the shifting,
bustling crowd of utterly ordinary, bourgeois, moder-
ately well-off tourists and travellers and needy touts.
He ought at least to have beenin a very select private
room at the Meurice or the Bristal, if in any hotel at al!

" The fact is, I'm neurasthenlc he sad simply,
just as if he had been saying, " The fact is I've got a
wooden leg."

*'Oh!" | laughed, determined to treat him as
Boissy Minor, and not as Octave Boissy

"1 have a morbid horror of walking in the open
air. And yet | cannot bear being in a small enclosed
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space, especidly when it's moving.  This is extremely
:cnclonvement. Mais gue veux-tu? .. SMS comme
al"

" Jeteplains' | put in, so as to return his familiar
and flattering " thou " immediately.

"1 was strongly advised to go and stay in the
country,” he went on, with the same serious, wistful
smplicity, " and so | ordered a special saloon carriage
on the railway, so as to have as much breathing room
as possble; and | ventured from my house to this
station in an auto. | thought | could surely manage
that. But | couldn't! | had a terrible crigs on
arriving at the station, and | had to st on a luggage-
truck for four hours. | couldn't have persuaded my-
sdf to get into the sdoon carriage for a fortune! |
couldn't go back home in the auto! | couldn't walk!
So | stepped into the hotel.  1've been here ever since.”

" But when was this? "

" Three months ago. My doctors say that in
another sx weeks | snal be sufficiently recovered
to leave. It isa most distressng malady. Mais quc
veux-tu? | have a suite in the hotel and my own
servants. | walk out here into the hall because it's so
large. The hotel people do the best they can, but of
course—" He threw up his hands. His resigned,
gentle smile was at once comic and tragic to me.

" But do you mean to say you couldn't walk out
of that door and go home? " | questioned.

" Daren't! " he said, with finaity. " Come to my
rooms, will you, and have some tea."

I
A LITTLE later his own vaet served us with tea in

alarge private drawing-room on the sixth or seventh
floor, to reach which we had climbed a thousand and



66 THE SUPREME ILLUSION

one dtairs, it was impossible for Octave Boissy to use
the lift, as he was convinced that he would die in it if
he took such a liberty with himself. The room was
hung with modern pictures, such as had certainly never
been seen in any hotel before.  Many knick-knacks and
embroideries were adso obvioudly foreign to the hotel.

" But how have you managed to attend the re-
hearsals of the new play? " | demanded.

"Oh! " sad he, languidly, "I never attend any
rehearsals of my plays. Mademoiselle Lemonnier sees
toall that."

" She takes the leading part in this play, doesn't
she, according to the posters? "

" She takes the leading part in al my plays"
sad he.

" A first-class artiste, no doubt? I've never seen
her act.”

"Neither have I' " said Octave Boissy. And as
| now yielded frankly to my astonishment, he added:
"You see, | am not interested in the theatre. Not
only have | never attended a rehearsal, but | have
never seen aperformance of any of my plays. Don'tyou
remember that it was engineering, above al else, that
attracted me ? | have a truly wonderful engineering
shop in the basement of my house in the Avenue du
Bois. | should very much have liked you to see it;
but you comprehend, don't you, that I'm just as much
cut off from the Avenue du Bois as | am from Timbuctoo.
My malady is the most exasperating of al maladies.”

" Wdll, Boissy Minor," | observed, " | supposeit has
occurred to you that your case is calculated to excite
wonder in the smple breast of a brutal Englishman."

He laughed, and | was glad that | had had the
courage to reduce him definitely to the rank of Boissy
Minor.

" And not only in the breast of an Englishman! "
he sad. " Mais que veux-tu? One must live"
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" But | should have thought you could have made
a comfortable living out of engineering. In England
consulting engineers are princes.”

"Oh vyes!"

" And engineering might have cured your neuras-
thenia, if you had teken it in sufficiently large
quantities.” _

" It would," he agreed quietly.

" Then why the theatre, seeing that the theatre
doesn't interest you? "

" In order to live" he replied. " And when | say
* live | mean live. It isnot a question of money, it is
a question of living."

" But as you never go near the theatre—"

" | write solely for Blanche Lemonnier,” he said.
| was at a loss. Percelving this, he continued inti-
mately: "Surely you know of my admiration for
Blanche Lemonnier? "

| shook my head.

" | have never even heard of Blanche Lemonnier,
save in connection with your plays” | said.

" She is only known In connection with my plays,"
he answered. " When | met her, a dozen years ago,
she was touring the provinces, playing small parts in
third-rate companies. | asked her what was her greatest
ambition, and she said that it was to be applauded
as a star on the Paris stage. | told her that | would
satizfg/ her ambition, and that when | had done so |
hoped she would satisfy mine. That was how | began
to write plays. That was my sole reason. It is the
sole reason why | keep on writing them. If she
had desired to be a figure in Society | should have
gone into poalitics.” _ _ _

" | am getting very anxious to seethislady,” | sad.
" | feel asif | can scarcely wait till to-night.”

d hShe will probably be here in a few minutes,"
sad he.
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" But how did you do it? " | aked. " What was
your plan of campaign? "

" After the success of my first play | wrote the second
specially for her, and | imposed her on the management.
| made her a condition. The management kicked, but
| was in a position to insst. | insisted.”

"It sounds simple." | laughed uneasily.

" If you are a dramatic critic,” he said, " you will
guessthat it wasnot at first quite so smple as it sounds.
Of course it issimple enough now. Blanche Lemonnier
is now completely identified with my plays. Sheisas
well known as nearly any actress in Paris.  She has the
glory she desred” He smiled curiously. " Her
ambition is satisfied—so is mine" He stopped.

"Wdl," | sad, " I've never been so interested in
any play before. And | shal expect Mademoiselle
Lemonnier to be magnificent."

" Don't expect too much,” he returned camly.
" Blanche's acting is not admired by everybody.
And | cannot answer for her powers, as I've never
seen her at work."

" It's that that's so extraordinary! "

"Not abit! | could not bear to see her on the stage.
| hate theideaof her acting in public. Butitisher wish.
And after dl, it isnot the actress that concerns me. It
is the woman. It is the woman aone who makes my
life worth living. So long as she exists and is kind to
me my neurastheniais a matter of indifference, and |
do not even trouble about engineering."

He tried to laugh away the seriousness of his tone,
but he did not quite succeed. Hitherto | had been
amused a his singular plight and his fatalistic
acceptance of it. But now | was touched.

" I'm talking very freely to you,” he sad.

" My dear fellow," | burst out, " do let me see her
portrait."

He shook his head.
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" Unfortunately her portrait is all over Paris. She
likes it s0. But | prefer to have no portrait myself.
My feding is—"

At that moment the vaet opened the door and we
heard vivacious voices in the corridor.

" She is here" said Octave Boissy, in a whisper sud-
denly dramatic. Hestood up; | dso. His expression
had profoundly changed. He controlled his gesturesand
his attitude, but he could not control his eye.  And
when | saw that glance | understood what he meant by
"living." | understood that, for him, neither fame nor
artistic achievement nor wealth had any value in his
life. Hislife consisted in one thing og(ljy.

" Eh bien, Blanche! " he murmured amorously.

Blanche Lemonnier invaded the room with arro-
gance. She was the odious creature whose departure
In her automobile had so upset my arrival.
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1

AS he hurried from his brougham through the sombre
hall to his study, leaving his secretary far in the
rear, he had already composed the first sentence of his
address to the United Chambers of Commerce of the
Five Towns; his mind was full of it; he sat down at
once to his vast desk, impatient to begin dictating.
Then it was that he perceived the letter, lodged promi-
nently against the gold and onyx inkstand given to him
on his marriage by the Prince and Princess of Wales.
The envel Oﬁe was imperfectly fastened, or not fastened
at al, and theflap came apart ashefingered it nervoudly.
" Dear Cloud,—This is to say good-bye, finally—"
He stopped.  Fear took him at the heart, as though
he had been suddenly told by a physician that he must
submit to an operation endangering his life. And he
skipped feverishly over the four pages to the signature,
‘s Yours sincerely, Gertrude."
The secretary entered. _ _
" | must write one or two private letters first,” he

sdd to the secretary. " Leave me. I'll ring.”
" Yes gr. Shdl | take your overcoat? '
" No, no."

A discreet closing of the door.

" —finally. | can't standit any longer. Cloud, I'm
gone to ItaI?/. | shall use the villa a Florence, and
trust you to [eave me done. Y ou must tell our friends.
You can start with the Bargraves to-night. I'm sure
they'll agree with me it's f% the best—'
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It seemed to him that this letter was very like the
sort of letter that gets read in the Divorce Court and
printed in the papers afterwards; and he felt sick.

"—for the best. Everybody will know in a day or
two, and then in another day or two the affair will be
forgotten. It's difficult to write naturally under the
circumstances, so al I'll say is that we aren't suited to
each other, Cloud. Ten years of marriage has amply

roved that, though | knew it six—seven—years ago.
ou haven't guessed that you've been killing me all
these years; butitisso—" o
~ Killing her!  He flushed with anger, with indigna-
tl%n, IWlt innocence, with guilt—with Heaven knew
what!

"—itisso. You'vebeenlivingyour life. But what
about me? In five more years | shall be old, and |
haven't begun to live. | can't stand it any longer. |
can't stand this awful Five Towns district—"

Had he not urged her many a time to run up to South
Audley Street for a change, and leave him to continue
his work? Nobody wanted her to be aways in
Staffordshire!

"—and | can't stand you. That's the brutal truth.
You've got on my nerves, my poor boy, with your
hurry, and your philanthropy, and your commerce,
and your seriousness. My poor nerves! And you've
been too busy to notice it.  You fancied | should be
content if you made love to me absent-mindedly, en
Bassant, between a political dinner and a bisnhop's

reakfast."

He flinched. She had stung him.

" | sling you—"_ | o

No! And he straightened himself, biting his lips!

"—| ding you! I'm rude! I'm inexcusable!
People don't say these thln%s, not even hysterical wives
to impeccable husbands, eh? | admit it. But | was
bound to tell you. You're a serious person, Cloud, and
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I'm not.  Still, we were both born as we are, and I've
just as much right to be unserious as you have to be
serious. That's what you've never redlized. You
aren't better than me; you're only different from me.
It is unfortunate that there are some aspects of the
truth that you are incapable of grasping. However,
after this morning's scene—"

Scene? What scene? He remembered no scene,
except that he had asked her not to interrupt him while
he was reading his letters, had asked her quite politely,
and she had left the breakfast-table. He thought she
had left because she had finished. He hadn't a notion
—what nonsense!

"—this morning's scene, | decided not to " interrupt'
you any more—" :

Yes. There was the word he had used—how
childish she was!

"—any more in the contemplation of those aspects
of the truth which you are capable of grasping. Good-
bye!  You're an honest man, and a straight man, and
very conscientious, and very clever, and | expect you're
doing a lot of good in the world. But your respons-
bilities are too much for you. | relieve you of one,
quite a minor one—your wife. You don't want a wife.
What you want is a doll that you can wind up once a
fortnight to say ' Good-morning, dear,’ and ' Good-
night, dear. | think | can manage without a husband
for a very Ion% time. I'm not so bitter as you might

uess from this letter, Cloud. But | want you
thoroughly to comprehend that it's finished between us.
You can do what you like. People can say what they
like. I've had enough. [I'll pay any price for freedom.
Good luck. Best wishes. | would write this letter
afresh if | thought 1 could do a better one—Yours
sincerely, Gertrude."

He dropped the letter, picked it up and read it again
and then folded it in his accustomed tidy manner and
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replaced it in the envelope.  He sat down and propped
the letter againgt the inkstand and stared at the ad-
dress in her careless hand: " The Right Honourable
Sr Cloud Madpas, Baronet." She had written the
address in full like that as a last stroke of sarcasm.
And she had not even put " Private."

He was dizzy, nearly stunned; his head rang.

Then he rose and went to the window.  The high hill
on which stood Malpas M anor—the famous Rat Edge—
fell away gradually to the south, and in the distance
below him, miles off, the black smoke of the Five Towns
loomed above the yellow fires of blast-furnaces. He
was the demi-god of the district, a greater landowner
than even the Earl of Chell, a model landlord, a model
employer of four thousand men, a model proErletor of
seven pits and two iron foundries, a philanthropist, a
religionist, the ornamental mayor of Knype, chairman
of a Board of Guardians, governor of hospitals, pres-
dent of Footbal Association—in short, Sir Cloud, son
of Sr Cloud and grandson of Sir Cloud.

He stared dreamily a his dominion. Scandl,
then, was to touch him with her smirching finger, him
the spotlesst Gertrude had fled. He had ruined
Gertrude's life!  Had he? With his heavy and severe
conscientiousness he asked himself whether he was to
blamein her regard. Yes, he thought he was to blame.
It stood to reason that he was to blame. Women,
especialy such as Gertrude, proud, passionate, reserved,
don't do these things for thhln%_ _

With a dgh he passed into his dressing-room and
drorgled on to a sofa

e would be inflexible—he knew her. His mind
dwelt on the beautiful first days of their marriage, the
tenderness and the dream!  And now—!

He heard footsteps in the study; the door was
opened! Itwas Gertrude! He could see her in the dusk.

had returned! Why? She tripped to the desk,
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leaned forward and snaiched at the letter. Evidently
sggd did not know that he was in the house and had
read it.

~ The tension was too painful. A sigh broke from
him, as it were of physical torture.

" Who's there? " she cried, in astartled voice. " Is
that you, Cloud? "

"'Yes" he breathed.

" But you're home very early! " Her voice shook.

" I'm not well, Gertrude," he replied. " I'm tired.
| camein hereto liedown. Can't you do something for
my head? | must have a holiday."

He heard her crunch up the letter, and then she
hastened to him in the dressing-room.

" My poor Cloud! " she said, bending over him in
the mature elegance of her thirty years. He noticed
her travelling costume. " Some eau de Cologne? "

He nodded weakly.

" WEell go away for aholiday," he said, later, as she
bathed his forehead.

_ The touch of her hands on his temples reminded
him of forgotten caresses. And he did redly fedl as
though, within a quarter of an hour, he had been
through a long and dreadful illness and was now con-
valescent.

"THEN you think that after starting she thought
better of 1t? " sad Lord Bargrave after dinner that
night. " And came back? "

Lord Bargrave was Gertrude's cousin, and he and
his wife sometimes came over from Shropshire for a
week-end. He sat with Sr Cloud in the smoking-
1r:oom; aman with greying hair and ayoungish, equable
ace.

"Yes, Harry, that was it* You see, I'd just
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happened to put the letter exactly where | found it.
She's no notion that I've seen it."

" She's a thundering good actress! " observed Lord
Bargrave, spping some whisky. " | knew something
was up at dinner, but | didn't know it from her: |1
knew it from you."

Sr Cloud smiled sadly. _

" Well, you see, I'm supposed to be ill—at leadt, to
be not well."

" Youd best take her away a once" said Lord
Bargrave. " And don't do it clumsl?/. Say you'll go
away for afew days, and then gradually lengthen it out.
She mentioned Italy, you say. Waell, let it be Italy.
Clear out for sx months."

" But my work here? "

" D—n your work here!" sad Lord Bargrave.
" Do you suppose you're indispensable here? Do you
suppose the Five Towns cant manage without you?
Our cadte is decayed, my boy, and silly fools like you
try to Iengther] out the miserable last days of its im-
portance by giving yoursdves airs in industrial dis-
tricts!  Your conscience tells you that what the dema-
gogues say is true—we are rotters on the face of the
earth, we are mediaeval; and you try to drown your con-
science in the noise of philanthropic hes. There
isn't a sensible working-man in the Five Towns who
doesn't, at the bottom of his heart, assess you at your
true value—as nothing but a man with a hobby, and
plenty of time and money to ride it." _

fflll | do not agree with you,” Sr Cloud sad
stiffly.
_ 'yYes, you do," said Lord Bargrave, " At the same
time | admire you, Cloud. I'm not built the same way
myself, but | admire you—except in the matter of
Gertrude. There you've been wiong—of course from
the highest motives: which makes it al the worse. A
man oughtn't to put hobbies above the wife of his
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bosom. And, besdes, she's one of us. So take her
away and stay away and make love to her."

" Suppose | do? Suppose | try? | must tell her! "

" Tdl her what?"

" That | read the letter. | acted a lie to her this
afternoon. | can't let that lie stand between us. It
would not be right."

Lord Bargrave sprang up.

" Cloud," he cried. " For heaven's sake, don't be
an infernal ass. Here you've escaped a domestic
catastrophe of the first magnitude by amiracle. You've
made a sort of peace with Gertrude. She's come to her
senses. - And now you want to mess up the whole show
by the act of an idiot! What if you did act a lie to
her this afternoon? A very good thing! The most
sengble thing you've done for years!  Let the lie stand
between you. Look at it carefully every morning
when you awake. It will help you to avoid repeating
inthe futurethe high-minded errorsof thepast. See? ™

AND in Lady Bargrave's dressng-room that night
Gertrude was confiding in Lady Bargrave.

" Yes" she sad, " Cloud must have come in within
five minutes of my leaving—two hours earlier than he
was expected. Fortunately he went graight to his
dressing-room. Or was it unfortunately? | was half-
way to the station when it occurred to me that | hadn't
fastened the envelope!  You see, | was naturally in an
awfully nervous state, Minnie. So | told Callins to
turn back. Fuge, our new butler, is of an extremely
curious disposition, and | couldn't bear the idea of him
prying about and perhaps reading that letter before
Cloud got it. And just as | was picking up the letter
to fasten it | heard Cloud in the next room. Oh! |
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never felt so queer in al my life!l The poor boy was
quite unwell. | screwed up the letter and went to him.
What ese could | do? And really he was so tired and
white—well, it moved me! It moved me. And when
he spoke about going away | suddenly thought: * Why
not try to make a new start with him?'  Afterdl ..."

There was a pause.

" What did you say in the letter?' Lady Bargrave
demanded. " How did you put it? "

“I'll read it to you," said Gertrude, and she took
the letter from her corsage and began to read it. She
got as far as " | can't stand this awful Five Towns
district,” and then she stopped.

" Well, go on,” Lady Bargrave encouraged her.

" No," sad Gertrude, and she put the letter in the
fire. " The fact is" she said, going to Lady Bargrave's
‘chair, " it was too cruel. | hadn't redized. ... |

must have been very worked-up. . . . One does work
onesdlf up. ... Things seem a little different
now. . . ." She glanced a her companion.

"Why, Gertrude, you're crying, dearest! "

" What a chance it was! " murmured Gertrude, in
her tears. "What a chance! Because, you know, if
he had once read it | would never have gone back on it.
I'm that sort of woman.  But as it is, there's a sort of
hope of a sort of happiness, isn't there? "

" Gertrude! " It was Sir Cloud's voice, gentle and
tender, outside the door.

" Mercy on us! " exclaimed Lady Bargrave. " It's
half-past one. Bargrave will have been aseep long
'since.”

Gertrude kissed her in silence, opened the door, and
left  her.
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1

HEN | was dying | had no fear. T was simply
indifferent, partly, no doubt, through exhaus-
tion caused by my longillness. It wasawarm eveningin
August. We ought to have been at Blackpool, of course,
but we were in my house in Trafalgar Road, and the
tramcars between Hanley and Bursley were shaking the
house just as usual. Perhaps not quite as usual; for
during my illness | had noticed that a sort of tiredness,
a soft, nice feeling, seems to come over everything at
sunset of a hot summer's day. This universal change
affected even the tramcars, so that they rolled up and
down the hill more gently. Or it may have been merely
my imagination. Through the open windows | could
see, dimly, the smoke of the Cauldon Bar Iron Works
dowly crossing the sky in front of the sunset. Margaret
sat in my grandfather's oak chair by the gas-stove.
There was only Margaret, besides the servant, in the
house; the nurse had been obliged to go back to Pire-
hill Infirmary for thenight. | don't know why. More-
over, it didn't matter.
I began running my extraordinarily white fingers
* Some years ago. the editor of Black and White commissioned me to
write a story for his Christmas Number. | wrote this story, He
expressed a deep personal admiration for it, but sad FE)osmvely that he
would not dare to offer it to his readers. | withdrew the story,"and gave
him instead afrolic tale about a dentist. (See page 136.) Afterwards, |
was glad that | had withdrawn the story, for | perceived that its theme

could only be treated adequately in a novel. | accordingly wrote the
novel, which was duly published under the same title.—A. B.
78
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aong the edge of the sheet. | was doing this quite
mechanicaly when | noticed a look of alarm in
Margaret's face, and | vaguely remembered that play-
ing with the edge of the sheet was supposed to be a
trick of the dying. So | stopped, more for Margaret's
sake than for anything else. | could not move my head
much, in fact scarcely at all; hence it was difficult for
me to keep my eyes on objects that were not in my line
of vison as | lay straight on my pillows. Thus my
%es soon left Margaret's. | forgot her. | thought
out nothing. Then she came over to the bed, and
looked a me, and | smiled a her, very feebly. She
smiledinreturn. She appeared to me to be exceedi ngrl1y
strong and healthy. Sx weeks before | had been the
strong and healthy one—I| was in my prime, forty, and
had a tremendous appetite for business—and | had
aways regarded her as fragile and delicate; and now
she could have crushed me without effort! | had an
unreasonable, instinctive feeling of shame at being so
weak compared to her. | knew that | was leaving her
badly off; we were both good spenders, and al my
spare profits had gone into the manufactory; but | did
not trouble about that. | was amost quite callous
about that. | thought to myself, in a confused way:
" Anyhow, | shan't be here to see it, and shelll worry
through somehow! " Nor did | object to dying. It
may be imagined that | resented death at so early an
age, and being cut off in my career, and prevented
from getting the full benefit of the new china-firing oven
that | had patented. Not at al! It may be imagined
that | was Ipreoccupled_W|th a future life, and thinking
that possibly we had 9|ven up going to chapel without
sufficient reason. No! | just lay there, submitting like
a person without will or desres to the nursing of my
wife, which was al of it accurately timed by the clock.
| just lay there and watched the gradual changing of
the sky, and, faintly, heard clocks striking and the
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quiet swish of my wife's dress. Once my ear would
have caught the ticking of our black marble clock on
the mantelpiece; but not now—it was logt to me. |
watched the gradual changing of the sky, until the blue
of the sky had darkened so that the blackness of the
smoke was merged init. But to the left there appeared
a faint reddish glare, which showed where the furnaces
were;  this %I]are had been invisble in daylight. |
watched dl that, and | waited patiently for the last
trace of slver to vanish from a high part of the sky
above where the sunset had been—and it would not.
| would shut my eyes for an age, and then open them
again, and the silver was aways in the sky. The cars
kept rumbling up the hill and bumping down the hill.
And there was gtill that soft, languid feeling over every-
thing. And dl the heat of the day remained. Some-
times a waft of hot air moved the white curtains.
Margaret ate something off a plate. The servant stole
in. Margaret gave a gesture as though to indicate
that | was adeep. But | was not asegp.  The servant
went off. Twice | restrained my thin, moist hands
from playing with the edge of the sheet. Then | closed
213/ eyes with a kind of definite closing, as if finaly

mitting that | was too exhausted to keep them open.

DIFFICULT to describe my next conscious sensations,
when | found | was not in the bed! | have never
described them before.  You will understand why I've
never described them to my wife. | meant never to
describe them to anyone.  But as you came al the w

from London, Mr Myers, and seem to understand dl
this sort of thing, 1've made up my mind to tell you
for what it'ss worth. Yes, what you say about the
difficulty of sticking to the exact truth is quite correct.
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| feel it. Still, 1 don't think | over-flatter mysdf in
saying that | am a more than ordinarily truthful man.
Wel, | was looking at the bed. | was not in the
bed. | can't be precisely sure where | was standing,
but | think it was between the two windows, half
behind the crimson curtains.  Anyhow, | must have
been near the windows, or | couldnt have seen the foot
of the bed and the couch that is there. | could most
digtinctly hear Cauldon Church clock, more than two
miles away, strike two. | was cold. Margaret was
leaning over the bed, and staring at a face that lay on
the pillows. At first it did not occur to me that this
face on the pillows was my face. | had to reason out
that fact. When | had reasoned it out | tried to speak
to Margaret and tell her that she was making a mistake,
gazing at that thing there on the pillows, and that the
real one was standing in the cold by the windows. |
could not speak. Then | tried to attract her attention
in other ways, but | could do nothing. Once she
turned sharply, as if startled, and looked straight at
me. | strove more frantically than ever to make signs
to her; but no, I could not. "Seemingly she did not see.
Then | thought: " I'm dead! This is being dead!
I've died! " _ _
Margaret ran to the dressing-table and picked up her
hand-mirror.  She rubbed it carefully on the counter-
ane, and then held it to the mouth and nostrils of that
ace on the pillows, and then examined it under the gas.
She was very agitated; the whole of her demeanour
had changed; | scarcely recognized her. | could not
help thinking that she was mad. She put down the
mirror, glanced a the clock, even glanced out of the
window (she was much closer to me than | am now to
you), and then flew back to the bed. She seized the
scissors that were hanging from her girdle, and cut a
hole in the top pillow, and drew from it aflock of down,
which %he carefully placed on the lips of that face. The
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down did not even tremble.  Then she bared the breast
of the body on the bed, and laid her ear upon the region
of the heart; | could see her eyes blinking as she
listened intensely. After she had listened some time
she raised her head, with a little sob, and frantically
Bulled the bell-rope. | could hear the bell; we could

oth hear it. There was no response; nothing but a
fearful slence. Margaret, catching her breath, rushed
out of the room. | was sck with the most awful
disgust that | could not force her to see where | was.
| had been helpless before, when | lay in the bed, but
| was far more completely helpless now. Talk about
the babe unborh!

She came back with the servant, and the two women
stood on either side of the bed, gazing at that body.
The servant whispered:

" They do say that if you put afull glass of water on
the chest you can tell for sure.”
~ Margaret hesitated. However, the servant began to
fill a glass of water on the washstand, and they poised
it on the chest of that body. Not the dightest vibra-
tion troubled its surface. | was—not angry; no,
tremendously disgusted is the only term | can use—at
al this flummery with that body on the bed. It was
shocking to me that they should confuse that body with
me. | thought them dilly, wilfully slly. | thought
their behaviour monstrously blind.  There was |, the
master of the house, standing chilled between the
windows, and neither Margaret nor the servant would
take the least notice of mel

The servant said:

" I'd better run for the doctor, maam.” And she
lifted off the glass.

"What use can the doctor be? " Margaret asked.
" Only spoil the poor man's night for nothing. And
he's had a lot of bad nights lately. He told me to be—
prepared,”
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The servant said:

"Yes, mum. But I'd better run for him. That's
what doctors is for."

As soon as the front-door banged on the excited
servant, my wife fell on that body with a loud cry, and
stroked it passionately, and | could see her tears drop-

ing on it. She wept without any restraint. e
oved me very much; | knew that. But the fact that
she loved me only increased my horror that she should
be caressing that body, which was not me ét al, which
had nothing whatever to do with me, which was loath-
some, vile, and as insensible as a log to the expressions
of her love. She was not weeping over me. She was
weeping over an abomination.  She was al wrong, all
tragically wrong, and | could not set her right. Her
woe desolated me. We had been happy together for
sixteen years. Her error desolated me, as a painful
farce. But a dow, horrible change in my own con-
sciousness made me forget her grief in my own in-
creasing misery.

| DO not suPpos_e that the feeling which came over me
IS capable 0 bag described in human Ianguafge. It
can only be hinted at, not truly conveyed. If | ¢

that | was utterly overcome by the sensation of being
cut off from everything, | shall perhaps not impress you
very much with a notion of my terror. But | do not
see how | can better express myself. No one who has
not been through what | have been through—it is a
pretty awful thought that al who die do probably go
through it—can possibly understand the feeling of acute
and frightful loneliness that possessed me as | stood
near the windows, that wrapped me up and enveloped
me, as it were, in an icy sheet. A few people in Eng-
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land are possibly in my case—they have been, and they
have returned, like me. They will understand, and
only they. | was solitary in the universe. | was in-
visble, and | was forgotten. There was my poor wife
lavishing her immense sorrow on that body on the
bed, which had ceased to have any connection with
me, which was emphatically not me, and to which [ felt
the strongest repugnance. | was even jealous of that
lifeless, unresponsive, decaying mass. You cannot
guess how | tried to yell lo my wife to come to me and
warm me with her companionship and her sympathy—
and | could accomplish nothing, not the faintest
whisper.

| had no home, no shelter, no place in the world,
no share in life. | was cast out. The changeless pur-
poses of nature had ejected me from humanity. It was
as though humanity had been a fortified city and the
gates had been shut on me, and | was wandering round
and round the unscalable smooth walls, and beating
against their stone with my hands. That is a good
smile, except that |1 could not move. Of course if |
could have moved | should have gone to my wife. But
| could not move. To be quite exact, | could move
very dightly, perhaps about an inch or two inches, and
in any direction, up or down, to left or right, back-
wards or forwards; this by a great straining, fatiguin
effort. | was stuck there on the surface of the world,
desolae and undone. It was the most cruel situation
that you can imagine; far worse, | think, than any
conceivable physical torture. | am perfectly sure that
| would have exchanged my state, then, for the state
of no matter what human being, the most agonized
martyr, the fOldest criminal. | would have given any-
thing, made any sacrifice, to be once more within the
human pale, to feel once more that human life was not
going on without me.

There was a knocking below. My wife left that
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body on the bed, and came to the window and put her
head out into the nocturnal, gadit silence of Trafalgar
Road. She was within a foot of me—and | could do
nothing.

She whispered : " Isthat you, Mary ? "

The voice of the servant came: " Yes, mum. The
doctor's been called away to a case. He's not likely
to be back before five o'clock.”

My wife said, with sad indifference: " It doesn't
matter now. [I'll let you in."

She went fromtheroom. | heard the opening and
shutting of the door. Then both women returned into
the room, and talked in low voices.

My wifesaid: " Assoonasit'slight youmust . . ."
ShestoEped and corrected herself. " No, the nursewill
be back a seven o'clock. She said she would. She
will attend to al that. Mary, go and get a little rest,
if yOL'IA\ can." ] .

" Aren't you going to put the pennies on his eyes,
mum ? " the servant asked.

" Ought | ?" said my wife. " 7 don't know much
about these things." S

d Oh yes, mum. And tie his jaw up,” the servant
sad.

His eyes! Hisjaw ! | was terribly angry in my
desolation. But it was afutile anger, though it raged
through me like a storm. Could they not understand,
would they never understand, that they were gro-
tesquely deceived? How much longer would t e}/
continue to fuss over that body on the bed while I, /,
the person whom they were supposed to be sorry for,
suffered and trembled in dire need just behind them ?

A ridiculous bother over pennies. There was only
one penny in the house, they decided, after searching.
| knew the exact whereabouts of two shillings wort
of copper, rolled in paper in my desk in the dining-
room. It had been there for many weeks; | had
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brought it home one day from the works. But they
did not know. | wanted to tell them, so as to end the
awful exacerbation of my nerves. But of course |
could not. In spite of Mary's superstitious protest, my
wife put a penny on one eye and half-a-crown on the
other. Mary seemed to regard this as a desecration,
or at best as unlucky. Then they bound up the jaw
of that body with one of my handkerchiefs. | thought
| had never seen anything more wantonly absurd.
Their trouble in straightening the arms—the legs were
quite straight—infuriated me. | wanted to weep in
my tragic vexation. It seemed as though tears would
ease me. But | cojild not weep.

The servant said: " You'd better come away now,
mum, and rest on the sofa in the drawing-room.”

Margaret, with red-bordered, glittering eyes,
answered, staring al the while at that body: " No,
tl:/lary. Itsnouse. | can't leave him. | won't leave

iml "

But she wasn't thinking about me at al. There |
was, neglected and shivering, near the windows;, and
she would not look at me!

After an interminable palaver Margaret induced the
servant to leave the room. And she sat down on the
chair nearest the bed, and began to cry again, not
troubling to wipe her eyes. She sobbed, more and
more loudly, and kept touching that body. She seized
my gold watch, which hung over the bed, and which
she wound up every night, and kissed it and put it
back. Her sobs continued to increase.  Then the door
opened quietly, and the servant, half-undressed, crept
in, and without saying a word gently led Margaret out
of the room. Margaret's last glance was at that body.
In a moment the servant returned and extinguished the
gas, and departed again, very carefully closing the
door. | was now utterly abandoned.
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ALL that had happened to me up to now was strange;
but what followed was still more strange and still less
cagpable of being described in human language.

| became aware that | was gradually losing the
sensation of being cut off from iIntercourse, at any-
rate that the sensation was losing its painfulness. |
didn't seem to care, now, whether | was neglected or
not. And to be cast out from humanity grew into a
matter of indifference to me. | became aware, too, of
the approach of a mysterious freedom. | was not free,
| could still move only an inch or so in any direction;
but | felt that a process of dissolving of bonds had
begun. What manner of bonds? | dont know. |
felt—that was al. My indifference dowly passed into
a sad and deep pity for the world. The world seemed
to me so pathetic, so awry, so obstinate in its honest
illusions, so slly in its dishonest pretences. " Have |
been content with that ?" | thought, staggered. And
| was sorry for what | had been. | perceived that the
ideals of my life were tawdry, that even the best were
poor little things. And | perceived that it was the
same with everyone, and that even the greatest men,
those men that | had so profoundly admired as of
another clay than mine, were as like the worst as one
sheep was like another sheep. W because nature
had ejected me from that petty little world, with its
ridiculous and conceited wrongness? What an ideal
Why, | sad to myself, that world spends nearly the
whole of its time In movin% physical things from one
place to another. Change the position of matter—that
Is al it does, al it thinks of. | remembered a States-
man who had referred to the London and North-
Western Railway as being one of the glories of Eng-
land! Parcels! Parcelsl Parcels, human, brute,
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insensate!  Nothing but parcel-moving! | smiled.
And then | perceived that | could understand and solve
problems which had defied thousands of years of human
philosophy, problems which we on earth called funda-
mental. And ol They were not in the least funda-
mental, but were trifles, as smple as Euclid. It was
surprising that the solution of them had not presented
itself to me before! | thought: With one word, one
single word, | could enlighten the human race beyond
al that it has ever learned. Feeble-bodied, feeble-
minded humanity!

And then | had aglimpse. ... | was in the bed-
room, near the windows, all the time, but nevertheless
| was nowhere, nowhere in space. | could feel the roll
of the earth asit turned lumberingly on its axis—a faint
shaking which did not affect me. S$till, | was in the
bedroom, near thewindows. AndI hadaglimpse. . . .
The heralds of a new vitality swept trumloeting through
me, and a calm, intense, ineffablejoy followed in their
train. | had aglimpse. . . . And my eyes were not
dazzled. | yearned and strained towards what | saw,
towards the exceeding brightness of undreamt com-
panionships, hopes, perceptions, activities, and sorrows.
Yes, sorrows! But what noble sorrows they were
that | felt awaited me there! | strained at my mys-
terious bonds. It seemed that they were about to
bresk and that | should be winged away into other
dimensions. . . .

And then, | knew that they were tightening again,
and the brightness very dowly faded, and | logt faith
in the gift of vison which momentarily had enabled me
to see the illusions and the littleness of the world.  And
| was dowly, dowly drawn away from thewindow. . . .
And then | felt heavy weights on my eyes, and | could
not move my jaw. | shuddered convulsively, and a
coin struck the floor and ran till it fell flat. And the
door swiftly opened. . . .
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YES, my whole character is changed, within; though
externally it may seem the same. Externaly | may
seem to have resumed the affections and the interests
which occupied me before my illnessand my remarkable
recovery. Yet | am different. Certainly | have lost
again the strange transcendental knowledge which was
mine for a few instants. Certainly | have descended
again to the earthly level.  All those magic things have
dipped away, except hope. In a sure hope, in a pos-
tive faith, 1 am waiting. | am waiting for al that
magic to happen to me again. | know that the pain of
loneliness, when again | shall see my own body from
the outside, will be exquisite, but—the reward! The
reward! That is what is always a the back of my
mind, the source of the calm joy in which | wait. Ex-
ternaly | am the successful earthenware manufac-
turer, happily married, getting rich on a chinafiring
oven, employing a couple of hundred workmen, etcetera,
who was once given up for dead. But | am more than
that. | have seen God.
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I

LL this happened at a Martinmas Fair in BursIeK,
long ag]Q In the fifties, when everybody through-
out the Five Towns pronounced Bursey " Bodey " as
a matter of course; in the tedious and tragic old times,
before it had been discovered that hell was a myth, and
before theinvention of pleasure or even of half-holidays.
Martinmas was in those days a very important moment
in the annual life of the town, for it was at Martinmas
that potters' wages were fixed for twelve months ahead,
and potters hired themselves out for that term at the
best rate they could get. Even to the present day the
housewives reckon chronology by Martinmas. They
, " It1l be seven years come Martinmas that Sa’s
babby died o' convulsions." Or, " It was that year as it
rained and hailed dl Martinmas." And many of them
have no idea why it is Martinmas, and not Midsummer
or Whitsun, that is alwaﬁs on the tips of their tongues.
The Fair was one of the two great drunken sprees of
the year, the other being the Wakes. And it was meet
that it should be so, for intoxication was a powerful aid
to the signing of contracts. A sot would put his name
to anything, gloriously; and when he had signed he had
sgned. us the beaver-hatted employers smiled at
Martinmas drunkenness, and smacked it fainiliarly on the
back; and little boys swilled themselves into the gutter
with their elders, and felt intensely proud of the feat.
These heroic old times have gone by, never to return.
It was on the Friday before Martinmas, at dusk.

In the centre of the town, g%n the waste ground to the
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north of the " Shambles"” (as the stone-built meat
market was cdled), and in the space between the
Shambles and the as yet unfinished new Town Hall, the
showmen and the snowgirls and the showboys were
titivating their booths, and cooking their teas, and
watering their horses, and polishing the brass rails of
their vans, and brushing their fancy costumes, and
hammering fresh tent-pegs into the hard ground, and
Iighting? thefirst flares of the evening, and yarning, and

uarrelling, and washing—all under the sombre purple

y, for the diversion of a small crowd of loafers, big
and little, who stood obstinately with their hands in
their pockets or in their deeves, missing naught of the
promising spectacle.

Now, in the midst of what in less than twenty-four
hours would be the Fair, was to be seen a strange and
quuant sight—namely, a group of three white-tied,

road-brimmed dissenting ministers in earnest con-
verse with fat Mr Snaggs, the proprietor of Snaggss—
Snaggss being the town theatre, a wooden erection,
generally caled by patrons the " Blood Tub," on
account of its sanguinary programmes. On this occa-
son Mr Snaggs and the dissenting ministers were for
once in away agreed. They all objected to a certain
feature of the Fair. It was not the roundabouts, so
crude that even an infant of to-day would despise them.
It was not the shooting-galleries, nor the cocoanut shies.
It was not the arrangements of the beersellers, which
were formidably Bacchic. It was not the boxing-
booths, where adventurous youths could have teet
knocked out and eyes smashed in free of charge. It
was not the monstrosity-booths, where misshapen and
maimed creatures of both sexes were displayed al aive
and nearly nude to anybody with a penny to spare.
What Mr Snaggs and the ministers of religion objected
to was the theatre-booths, in which the mirror, more or
less cracked and tarnished, was held up to nature.
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~ Mr Snaggss objection was professonal. He con-
Sdered that he aone was authorized to purvey drama
to the town; he considered that among al purveyors
of drama he alone was respectable, the rest being up-
starts, poachers, and lewd fellows. And as the dissent-
ing ministers c?azed a Mr Snaggss superb moleskin
waistcoat, and listened to his positive brazen voice,
they were amost convinced that the hated ingtitution
of the theatre could be made respectable and that Mr
Snaggs had so made it. At any rate, by comparison
with these flashy and flimsy booths, the Blood Tub,
rooted in the antiquity of thirty years, had a dignified,
even a reputable air—and did not Mr Snaggs give fre-
quent performances of Cruickshanks The Bottle, a
sermon ?ag nst intemperance more impressive than any
sermon delivered from a pulﬁlt in a chapel? The dis
senting ministers listened with deference as Mr Snaggs
explained to them exactly what they ought to have
done, and what they had failed to do, in order to ensure
the success of their campaign against play-acting in the
Fair; acampaign which now for several years past had
been abortive—lar%ely ﬂt was rumoured) owing to the
secret jealousy of the Church of England.

"It ony on ye had had any gumption,” Mr Snaggs
was saying fearlessy to the parsons, " yed ha' gone
straight to th' Chief Bailiff and yed ha—Houch! "
He made the peculiar exclamatory noise roughlal indi-
cated by the last word, and spat in disgust; and with-
out the dightest ceremony of adieu walked Ponderously
away up the dope, leaving his sentence unfinished.

"It is remarkable how Mr Snaggs flees from before
my face," said a neat, aert, pleasant voice from behind
the three parsons. " An((jec}/et save that in my unre-
%enerate day | once knocked him off a stool in front of

is own theayter, | never did him harm nor wished him
anything but good. . . . Gentlemen!”

A rather small, dight man of about forty, with tiny
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feet and hands, and " very quick on his pins" saluted
the three parsons gravely.

" Mr Smith! " one parson stiffly inclined.

" Mr Smith! " from the second.

" Brother Smith! " from the third, who was Jock
Smith's own parson, being in charge of the Bethesda in
Trafalgar Road where Jock Smith worshipped and where
he h recen.tlg begun to preach as a loca preacher.

Jock Smith, herbalist, shook hands with vivacity
but dso with self-consciousness. He was self-conscious
because he knew himsdlf to be one of the chief characters
and attractions of the town, because he was well aware
that wherever he went people stared at him and pointed
him out to each other. - And he was half proud and half
ashamed of his no_torlet[\;. _

Even now a little band of ragged children had
wandered after him, and, undeterred by the presence
of the parsons, were repeating among themselves, in a
low audacious monotone:

" Jock-at-a-Venture!  Jock-at-a-Venture! "

HE was the youngest of fourteen children, and when
he was a month old his mother took him to church to
be christened. The rector was the celebrated Rappey,
sportsman, who (it is said) once pawned the church
Bible in order to get up a bear-baiting. Rappey asked
the name of the child, and was told by the mother that
she had come to the end of her knowledge of names,
and would be obliged for a suggestion. - Whereupon
Rappey began to cite &l the most |udicrous names in
the Bible, such as Aholibamah, Kenaz, Iram, Bad-
hanan, Abiasaph, Amram, Mushi, Libni, Nepheg,
Abihu. And the mother laughed, shaking her head.
And Rappey went on: Shimi, Carmi, Jochebed. And
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at Jochebed the mother became hysterical with laughter.
" Jock-at-a-Venture," she had sniggered, and Rappey,
mischievoudly taking her at her word, christened the
infant Jock-at-a-Venture before she could protest; and
the infant was stamped for ever as peculiar.

He lived up to his name. He ran away twice, and
after having been both a salor and a soldier, he re-
turned home with the accomplishment of flourishing
a razor, and settled in Burdey as a barber. Immedi-
ately he became the most notorious barber in the Five
Towns, on account of his gab and his fisticuffs. It was
he who shaved the |eft side of the face of an insulting
lieutenant of dragoons (after the great riots of '45,
which two thousand military had not quelled), and then
pitched him out of the shop, soapsuds and all, and
fought him to a finish in the Cock Yard and flung him
through the archway into the market-place with just
half a magnificent beard and moustache. It was he
who introduced hair-dyeing into Burdey. Hair-
dyeing might have grown popular in the town if one
night, owing to some confusion with red ink, the Chair-
man of the Burdey Burial Board had not emerged from
Jock-at-a-Venture's with a vermilion top-knot and been
%reeted on the pavement by his waiting wife with the

itter words: "Thou foo! "

A little later Jock-at-a-Venture abandoned barber-
ing and took up music, for which he had aways shown
a mighty gift. He was realy musica and performed
on both the piano and the cornet, not merely with his
hands and mouth, but with the whole of his agile ex-
ﬁrve body. He made a good living out of public-

ouses and tea-meetings, for none could play the piano
like Jock, were it hymns or were it jigs. His cornet
was employed in a band a Moorthorne, the minir;i?
village to the east of Burdey, and on his nocturn
journeys to and from Moorthorne with the beloved
Instrument he had had many a set-to with the maraud-
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ing colliers who made the road dangerous for cowards.
One result of this connection with Moorthorne was that
a boxing club had been formed in Burdey, with Jock
as chief, for the upholding of Burdley's honour against
visiting Moorthorne colliers in Burdey's market-place.

Then came Jock's converson to religion, a blazing
affair, and his abandonment of public-houses. As tea
meetings aone would not keep him, he had started
again in life, for the fifth or sixth time—as a herbalist
now. It was a vocation which suited his delicate
hands and his enthusiasm for humanity. At last, and
quite lately, he had risen to be a local preacher. His
first two sermons had impassioned the congregations,
though there were critics to accuse him of theatricality.
Accidents happened to him sometimes. On this very
afternoon of the Friday before Martinmas an accident
had happened to him. He had been playing the piano
a the rehearsal of the Grand Annual Evening Concert
of the Burdey Male Glee-Singers. The Bursley Male
Glee-Singers, determined to beat records, had got a
soprano with a foreign name down from Manchester.
On seeing the shabby perky little man who was to
accompany her songs the soprano had had a moment
of terrible misgiving. But as soon as Jock, with a
careful-careless glance at the music, which he had never
seen before, had played the first chords (with a” How's
that for time, missis? ), shewasreassured. At theend
of the song her enthusiasm for the musical gifts of the
local artist was such that she had sprung from the plat-
form and simply but cordially kissed him. She was a
stout, feverish lady. He liked a lady to be stout; and
the kiss was pleasant and the compliment enormous.
But what a calamity for alocal preacher with a naughty
past to be kissed in full rehearsal by a soprano from
Manchester! He knew that he had to live that kiss
down, and to live down aso the charge of theatricality.

Here was a reason, and a very good one, why he
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deliberately sought the company of parsons in the
middle of the Fair-ground. He had to protect himself
againgt tongues.

"1 DON'T know," sad Jock-at-a-Venture to the par-
sons, gesturing with his hands and twisting his small,
elegant feet, "1 dont know as I'm in favour of
stopping these play-acting folk from making a living;
stopping 'em by force, that is”

He knew that he had said something shocking, some-
thing that when he joined the group he had not in the
least meant to say. He knew that instead of protect-
ing himself he was exposing himself to danger. But he
did not care.  When, as now, he was carried away by
an idea, he cared for naught. And, moreover, he had
the consciousness of being cleverer, acuter, than any of
these ministers of religion, than anybody in the town!
His sheer skill and resourcefulness in life had aways
borne him safely through every difficulty—from a
prize-fight to a soprano's embrace.

" A strange doctrine, Brother Smith! " said Jock's
own pastor.

The other two hummed and hawed, and brought the
tips of their fingers together.

"Nay! " said Jock, persuasively smiling. " 'Stead
0' bringing 'em to starvation, bring 'em to the House o'
God! Preach the gospd to 'em, and then when ye've
preached the gospel to 'em, hapﬁen they'll change their
ways o' their own accord. Or happen they'll put their
play-acting to the service o' God. If there's plays agen
drink, why shouldna there be p(le?/s agen the devil, and
for Jesus Christ, our Blessed Redeemer? "

" Good day to you, brethren,” sad one of the
parsons, and departed. Thus only could he express his
horror of Jock's sentiments.
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In those days churches and chapels were not so
empty that parsons had to go forth beating up congre-
gations. A pew was a privilege. And those who did
not frequent the means of grace had at any rate the
grace to be ashamed of not doing so. And, further,
grolling players, in spite of John Wedey's exhorta-
tions, were not considered salvable. The notion of
trying to rescue them from merited perdition was
too fantastic to be seriousy entertained by serious
Christians.  Finally, the suggested connection between
Jesus Christ and a stage-play was really too appallln?!
None but Jock-at-a-Venture would have been capable
of suichanidea o

" | think, my friend—" began the second remaining
minister. _

" Look at that good woman there! " cried Jock-at-
aVenture, interrupting him with a_dramatic out
stretching of the right arm, as he pointed to a very
stout but comely dame, who, seated on a threele?ged
stool, was calmly peeling potatoes in front of one of the
more resplendent booths. "Look at that face! Is
there no virtue in it? Is there no hope for salvation
init?"

" None," Jock's pastor replied mournfully. " That
woman—her name is Clowes—is notorious. She has
eight children, and she has brought them all up to her
trade. | have made !ggum%. The elder daughters
are actresses and married to play-actors, and even the
youngest child is taught to strut on the boards. Her
tromjgelsthelargest in the Midlands." o

ck-at-a-Venture was certainly dashed by this in-
formation. _ _

" The more reason,” sad he, obstinately, " for
savingher! . . . Andal hers!"

The two ministers did not want her to be saved.
They liked to think of the theatre as being beyond the
pae. 7'I'hey remembered the time, before they were
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ordained,, and after, when they had hotly desred to see
the inside of atheatre and to rub shoulders with wicked-
ness. And they took pleasure in the knowledge that
the theatre was aways there, and the wickedness there-
of, and the lost souls therein. But Jock-at-a-Venture
genuinely longed, in that ecstasy of his, for the total
abolition of al forms of sin.

" And what would you do to save her, brother? "
Jock's pastor inquired coldly.

" What would | do? 1'd go and axe her to come to
chapel Sunday, her and hers.  1'd axe her kindly, and
I'd crack a joke with her. And I'd get round her for
the Lord's sake." _

Both ministers sighed. The same thought was in
their hearts, namely, that brands plucked from the
burning (such as Jock) had a disagreeable tendency to
carry piety, as they had carried sin, to the most ridicu-
lous and inconvenient lengths.

v

"THOSE are bonny potatoes, missis! "

" Ay! " The stout woman, the upper part of whose
shabby dress seemed to be subjected to considerable
strains, looked at Jock carelessly, and then, attracted
perhaps by his eager face, smiled with a certain facile
amiability.

" But by th' time they're cooked your supper'll be
late, I'm reckoning.”

" Them potatoes have naught to do with our supper,”
sad Mrs Clowes. " They're for to-morrow's dinner.
Therell be no time for pedling potatoes to-morrow.
Kezial " She dhrilled the name.

A dim little girl showed herself between the heavy
curtains of the main tent of Mrs Clowess caravanseral.

" Bring Sapphira, too! "
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"Those yours? " asked Jock.

" They're ming," sad Mrs Clowes. " And I've Sx
more, not counting grandchildren and sons-in-law like"

I'; No wonder you want a pailful of potatoes! " sad

Kezia and Sapphira appeared in the gloom. They
might have counted sixteen years together. They were
dirty, tousled, graceful and lovely.

" Twins" Jock suggested.

Mrs Clowes nodded. "Off with this pail, now!
And mind you don't spill the water. Here, Kezial
Take the knife.  And bring me the other Fal f

The children bore away the heg\gl pail, staggering,
eagerly obedient. Mrs Clowes lifted her mighty form
from the stool, shook pedlings from the secret places
of her endless apron, and calmly sat down again.

" Yerule 'em with arod of iron, missis" said Jock.

She smiled good-humouredly and shrugged her vast
shoulders—no mean physical feat.

" | keep 'em lively," she said. " There's twelve of
‘em in my lot, without th' two babbies. Someoné's got
to be after 'em all the time."

" And you not thirty-five, | swear! "

"Nay! Ye're wrong."

Sapphira brought the other pail, swinging it. She
put it down with a clatter of the faling handle and
scurried off.

" Am | now?" Jock murmured, interested; and, as
it were out of sheer absent-mindedness, he turned the
pail wrong side up, and seated himself on it with a calm
that equalled the calm of Mrs Clowes.

It was now nearly dark. Theflares of the showmen
were answering each other across the Fair-ground; and
presently ayoung man came and hung one out above the
ralled platform of Mrs Clowes's booth; and Mrs Clowes
blinked. From behind the booth floated the sounds of
the confused chatter of men, girls and youngsters,
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together with the complaint of an infant. A few yards
away from Mrs Clowes was atruss of hay; apony sidled
from somewhere with false innocence up to this truss,
nosed it cautiously, and then began to bite wisps from
it. Occasiondly a loud but mysterious cry swept
across the ground. The sky was full of mystery.
A%aunst the sky to the west stood black and clear the
silhouette of the new Town Hall spire, awondrous erec-
tion; and sticking out from it at one sde was the form
of agigantic angel. It was the gold angel which, from
the summit of the spire, has now watched over Burdey
for half a century, but which on that particular Friday
Ead been lifted only two-thirds of the way to its final
ome.

Jock-at-a-Venture felt deeply dl the influences of
the scene and of the woman. He was one of your
romantic creatures, and for him the woman was mag-
nificent. Her magnificence thrilled.

" And what are you going to say? " she quizzed him.
" Sitting on my pal! " _

Now to quiz Jock was to challenge him.

" Sitting on your pail, missis" he replied, " I'm
going for to say that you're much too handsome a
woman to go down to hell in eternal damnation.”

She was taken aback, but her profession had taught
her the art of quick recovery. _

"You belong to that Method% lot," she mildly
sneered. " | thought | seed you talking to them white-
chokers."

" | do," sad Jock. '

I "And | make no doubt you think yoursef very
clever."

" Well," he vouchsafed, " | can splice a rope, shave
ahead, cure awart or aboil, and tell afinewoman with
any man in this town. Not to mention boxing, as I've
given up on account of my religion." .

" | was handsome once" sad Mrs Clowes with
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apparent, but not red, inconsequence. " But I'm dll
run to fat, like. I've played Portiain my time. But
now it's as much as | can do to get through with Maria
Martin or Belladonna,”

" Fat! " Jock protested. " Fat! | wouldn't have
an ounce taken off ye for fifty guineas."

He was so enthusiastic that Mrs Clowes blushed.

"What's this about hell-fire?" she questioned.
" | oftenthink of it— 1'm alonely woman, and | often
think of it."

"You lonely! * Jock protested again. "With all
them childer?

IIAy! n

There was a slence. o

" See thee here, misss " he exploded, HQFI ng up
from the pail. " Ye must come to th' Bethesda down
yon, on Sunday morning, and hear the word o' God.
It'll be the making on ye."

Mrs Clowes shook her head.

"Nay! " | |

" And bring yer children," he persisted.

" If it was you aswas going to preach like! " she
said, looking away.

" Itis measisgoing to preach,”" he answered loudly
and proudly. " And I'll preach agen any man in this
town for adollar! "

Jock was forgetting himself: an accident which
often happened to him.

v

THE Bethesdawas crowded on Sunday morning; partly
because it was Martinmas Sunday, and partly because
the preacher was Jock-at-a-Venture. That Jock
should have been appointed on the " plan " [rota of
preachers] to discourse in the principal loca chapel
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of the Connexion at such an important feast showed
what extraordinary progress he had aready made in
the appreciation of that small public of experts which
aided the parson in drawing ug the quarterly plan.
At the hanads of the larger public his reception was sure.
Some sixteen hundred of the larger public had crammed
themselves into the chapel, and there was not an empty
place either on the ground floor or in the galeries.
Even the " orchestra™ (asthe " singing-seat " was then
caled) had vistors in addition to the choir and the
double-bass players. And not a window was open.
At that date it had not occurred to people that fresh air
was not a menace to existence. The whole congrega
tion was sweltering, and rather enjoying it; for in some
strangely subtle manner perspiration seemed to be a
help to religious emotion. Scores of women were
fanning themselves, and among these was a very stout
péony-taced woman of about forty in a gorgeous yellow
dress and a red-and-black bonnet, with a large boy and
asmall girl under one arm, and a large boy and a small
girl under the other arm.  The splendour of the group
appeared somewhat at odds with the penury of the
" Free "Seats," whither it had been conducted by a
steward.

Inthe pulpit, dominating all, was Jock-at-a-Venture,
who sweated like the rest. He presented a rather noble
aspect in his broadcloth, so different from his careless,
shabby week-day attire. His eye was lighted; his
armraisedin acompelling gesture.  Pausing effectively,
he lifted a glass with his left hand and sipped. It was
the signa that he had arrived at his peroration. His
Berorations were famous. And this morning every-

ody felt, and he himself knew, that all previous perora-
tions were to be surpassed.  His subject was the wrath
to come, and the transient quality of human life on
earth. " Yea" he announced, in gradually-increasing
thunder, " al shall go. And loike the basdess fabric o
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a vison, the cloud-capped towers, the gor?eous palaces,
the solemn temples, the great globe itself—* Yea, |
say, adl which it inherit shall dissolve, and, like this
insubstantial payjent faded, leave not a rack behind."

His voice had falen for the last words. After a
dramatic silence, he finished, in a whisper amost, and
with eyebrows raised and staring gaze directed straight
a the vast woman in yellow: " We are such stuff as
drames are made on; and our little life is rounded with
adegp. May God have mercy on us. Hymn 442."

The effect was terrific. Men sighed and women
wept, in relief that the strain was past. Jock was an
orator; he wielded the orator's dominion. Well he
knew, and well they al knew, that not a professional
preacher in the Five Towns could play on a congrega-
tion as he did. For when Jock was roused you could
nigh see the waves of emotion sweeping across the up-
turned faces of his hearers like waves across a wheat-
field on a windy day.

And this morning he had been roused.

Vi

BUT in the vestry after the service he met enemies,
in the shape and flesh of the chapel-steward and the
circuit-steward, Mr Brett and Mr Hanks respectively.
Both these important officials were local preachers,
but, unfortunately, their godliness did not protect them
againgt the ravages of jealousy. Neither of them could
stir a congregation, nor even fill a country chapel.

" Brother Smith," said Jabez Hanks, shutting the
door of the vestry. He was a tall man with a long,
greyish beard and no moustache. " Brother Smith, it
Is borne in upon me and my brother here to ask ye a
question.” )

"Ask! "said Jock.
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" Were them yer own words—about cloud-capped
towers and basdess fabrics and the like? | ask ye
civilly."

" And | answer ye civilly, they were," replied Jock,

" Because | have here)” said Jabez Hanks, malici-
oudy, " Dods Beauties o' Shakspere, where | find
them very same words, taken from a stage-play called
The Tempest."

Jock went a little pale as Jabez Hanks opened the
book.

" They may be Shakspere's words too," said Jock,
lightly.

" A fortnight ago, a Moorthorne Chapel, | sus-
pected it," said Jabez.

"Suspected what? "

"Suspected ye 0 quoting Shakspere in our
pulpits.”

" And cannot a man quote in a sermon? Why,
Jabez Hanks, Fve heard ye quote Matthew Henry by
the fathom."

"Ye've never heard me quote a stage-play in a
pulpit, Brother Smith," said Jabez Hanks, majestically.
" And as long as I'm chapel-steward it wunna be
tolerated in this chapel."

"Wunnait? " Jock put in defiantly.

" It's adefiling of the Lord's temple; that's what it
is " Jabez Hanks continued. " Ye make out as yere
againgt stage-plays at the Fair, and yet ye come here arid
mouth ‘em In a Chrigtian pulpit. You agen Stage-
playss Weren't ye seen talking by the hour to one o
them trulls, Friday night—? And weren't ye seen
peeping through th' canvas last night? And now—"

" Now what?" Jock inquired, approaching Jabez on
his springy toes, and looking up at Jabez's great height.

Jabez took breath. " Now ye bring yer fancy
women into the House o' God! You—a servant o
Christ, you—"
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Jock-at-a-Venture interrupted the sentence with his
daring fist, which seemed to lift Jabez from the ground
by his chin, and then to let him fall in aheap, as though
his clothes had been a sack containing loose bones.

" A good-day to ye, Brother Brett," said Jock,
reaching for his hat, and departing with a dam of the
vestry door.

He emerged at the back of the chapd and got by
" back-entries” into Aboukir Street, up which he
strolled with a fine show of tranquillity, as far as the
corner of Trafalgar Road, where stood and stands the
great Dragon Hotel. The congregations of severa
chapels were dispersing dowly round about this famous
corner, and Jock had to salute severa of his own audi-
ence. Then suddenly he saw Mrs Clowes and her four
children enter the tap-room door of the Dragon.

He hesitated one second and followed the variegated
flotilla and its convoy.

The tap-room was fairly full of both sexes. But
amon%1 them Jock and Mrs Clowes and her children
were the only persons who had been to church or chapel.

" Here's preacher, mother! " Kezia whispered,
blushing, to Mrs Clowes.

"Eh" sad Mrs Clowes, turning very amiably.
"It's never you, mester! It was that hot in that chapel
we're dl on us dying of thirst. . . . Four gills and a
pint, please! " (This to the tapster.)

" And ?ive me a pint," said Jock, desperately.

They all sat down familiarly. That a mother should
take her children into a public-house and give them
beer, and on a Sunday of al days, and immediately
after asermon! That aloca preacher should go direct
from the vestry to the gin-paace and there drink de
with astrolling player! These phenomenawere smply
and totally inconceivable! And yet Jock was in pre-
sence of them, assgting at them, postively acting in
them! Andin spite of her enormities, Mrs Clowes still
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struck him as a most agreeable, decent, kindly, motherly
woman—quite apart from her handsomeness. And
her offspring, each hidden to the eyes behind a mug,
were a very well-behaved lot of children.

"It does me good,” sad Mrs Clowes, quaffing.
"And ye need summat to keep ye up in these days!
We did Belphegor and The Witch and a harlequinade
last night. And not one of these children got to bed
before half after midnight. But | was determined to
have 'em at chapel this morning. And not sorry | am
| went! Eh, mester, what a Virginius you'd ha” made!
| never heard preaching like it—not as I've heard
much! "

" And you'll never hear anything like it again,
misss" sad Jock, " for I've preached my last sermon.”

" Nay, nay! " Mrs Clowes deprecated.

" I've preached my last sermon,” said Jock again.
" And if I've saved a soul wi' it, misss . . .!" He
looked at her steadily and then drank.

"1 won't say as ye haven't" sad Mrs Clowes,
lowering her eyes.

VI

RATHER less than aweek later, on a darkening night,
avan left the town of Burdey by the Moorthorne Road
on its way to Axe-in-the-Maoors, which is the metropolis
of the wild wastes that cut off northern Staffordshire
from Derbyshire. Thisvanwasthe last of MrsClowes's
caravanserai, and almost the last to leave the Fair.
Owing to popular interest in the events of Jock-at-a-
Venture's public career, in whose meshes Mrs Clowes
had somehow got caught, the booth of Mrs Clowes had
succeeded beyond any other booth, and had kept open
longer and burned more naphtha and taken far more
money. The other vans of the stout lady's enterprise
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(there were three in al) had gone forward in advance,
with al her elder children and her children-in-law and
her grandchildren, and the heavy wood and canvas of
the booth. Mrs Clowes, transacting her own business
herself, from habit, invariably brought up the rear of
her processon out of a town; and sometimes her
leisurely manner of settling with the town authorities
for water, ground-space and other necessary com-
modities, left her several miles behind her tribe.

The mistress's van, though it would not compare
with the glorious vehicles that showmen put upon the
road in these days, was aroomy and dignified specimen,
and about as good as money could then buy. The front
portion consisted of a parlour and kitchen combined,
and at the back was a dormitory. In the dormitory
Kezia, Sapphira and the youngest of their brothers
were deeping hard. In the parlour and kitchen sat
Mrs Clowes, warmly enveloped, holding the reins with
her right hand and a shabby, paper-covered book in her
left hand. The book was the celebrated play, The
Gamester, and Mrs Clowes was studying therein the
role of Dulcibel. Not arole for which Mrs Clowes was
physically fitted; but her prolific daughter, Hephzibah,
to whom it appertained by prescription, could not
possbly play it any longer, and would, indeed, be in-
capacitated from any role whatever for at least amonth.
And the season was not yet over; for folk were hardier
in those days.

The reins stretched out from the careless hand of
Mrs Clowes and vanished through a dit between the
double doors, which had been fixed dlightly open.  Mrs
Clowess gaze, penetrating now and then the dlit, could
see the gleam of her lamp's ray on ahorse's flank. The
only sounds were the hoof-falls of the horse, the crunch-
ing of the wheels on the wet road, the occasiona rattle
of a vess in the racks when the van happened to
descend violently into arut, and the steady murmur of
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Mrs Clowess voice rehearsing the grandiloquence of the
part of Dulcibel. '

~ Andthentherewas another sound, which Mrs Clowes
did not notice until it had been repeated severa times,
the cry of a human voice out on the road:

" Missis! "

She opened wide the doors of the van and looked
prudently forth. Naturally, inevitably, Jock-at-a-
Venture was trudging alongside, level with the horse's
tail!  He stepped nimbly—he was a fine walker—but
none the less his breath came short and quick, for he
had been making haste up a steepish hill in order to
overtake the van.  And he carried a bundle and a stick
|h n his hands, and on his head a superb but heavy beaver

at.

" I'm going your way, missis" said Jock. .

" Seemingly,” agreed Mrs Clowes, with due caution.

" Cangt gi° us a lift? " he asked.

" And welcome," she said, her face changing like a
flash to it the words.

"Nay, ye needna stop! " shouted Jock.

In an instant he had leapt easily up into the van,
and was seated by her Sde therein on the children's stoal.

" That's a hat—to travel in! " observed Mrs Clowes.

Jock removed the hat, examined it lovingly and
replaced it. o e

" | couldn't ha left it behind," said he, with a sigh,
and continued rapidly in another voice: " Misss, wen
seen a pretty good lot o' each other this wik, and yet ye
dips off o'thisn, without saying good-bye, nor a word
about yer soul! "

Mrs Clowes heaved her enormous breast and shook
the reins.

"I've had my share of trouble" she remarked
mysteriously. o

" Tell me about it, misss "

And lo! inamoment, lured on by his smile, she was
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telling him quite familiarly about the ailments of her
younger children, the escapades of her unmarried
daughter aged fifteen, the surliness of one of her sons-
in-law, the budding dishonesty of the other, the perils
of infant life, and the need of repainting the big van
and getting new pictures for the front of the booth.
Indeed, all the worries of a queen of the road!

"And I'm so fat!" she said, "and yet I'm not
forty, and shan't be for two year—and me a grand-
mother! "

"1 knowed it! " Jock exclaimed.

" If I wasn't such a heap o' flesh—"

" Ye're the grandest heap o' flesh as | ever set eyes
on, and I'm telling ye! " Jock interrupted her.

Vil

THEN there were disconcerting sounds out in the
world beyond the van. The horse stopped. The
double doors were forced open from without, and a
black figure, with white eyes in a black face, filled the
doorway. The van had passed through the mining
village of Moorthorne, and this was one of the maraud-
ing colliers on the outskirts thereof. When the colliers
had highroad business in the night they did not trouble
to wash their faces after work. The coa-dust was a
positive aid to them, for it gave them a most useful
resemblance to the devil.

Jock-at-a-Venture sprang up as though launched
from a catapult.

" Is it thou, Jock? " cried the collier, astounded.

"Ay, lad! " said Jock, briefly.

And caught the collier a blow under the chin that
sent him flying into the obscurity of the night. Other
voices sounded in the road. Jock rushed to the door-
way, taking a pistol from his pocket. And Mrs Clowes,
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al dithering like ajelly, heard shots.  The horse started
into agalop. The reins escaped from the hands of the
mistress, but Jock secured them, and lashed the horse
to greater speed with the loose ends of them. _

- " I've saved thee, misssl " he sad later. " | give
him aregular lifter under the gob, same as | give Jabez,
Sunday. But where's the sense of a lone woman
wandering about dark roads of a night wi' a pack of
childer? . . . Them childer 'ud ha” dept through th'
bettle o' Trafalgar," he added.

Mrs Clowes wept.

" Wel may you say it! " she murmured. "And
it's not the first time as I've been st on! "

" Thou'rt nowt but a girl, for al thy flesh and thy
grandchilder! " said Jock. " Dry thy eyes, or I'll dry
em for thee! "

~ She smiled in her weeping. It was an invitation to
him to carry out his threat.

And while he was dryi ng er eyesfor her, she asked:

" How far are ye going? Axe? "

"Ay! And beyond! Canl act, | ak ye? Can |
fight, | ask ye? Can ye do without me, | ask ye, you a
lone woman? And yer soul, asis mine to save? "

" But that business o' yours at Bursley? "

" Here's my bundle," he said, " and here's my best
hat. And I've money and a pistol in my pocket. The
only thing I've clean forgot is rgé/ cornet; but I'll send
for it and I'll play it a& my wedding. I'm Jock-at-a-
Venture." o _

And while the van was rumbling in the dark night
across the waste and savage moorland, and while the
children were dleeping hard at the back of the van, and
while the crockery was restlesdy clinking in the racks
and the lamp swaying, and while he held the reins, the
thin, lithe, greyi_n man contrived to take into his arms
the vast and amiable creature whom he desired. And
the van became a vehicle of high romance.



THE HEROISM OF
THOMAS GHADWICK

I

! I_IAVE you heard about Tommy Chadwick? "
"N Jone gossip asked another in Burdley.
0

" He's a tram-conductor now." _

This information occasioned surprise, as it was
meant to do, the expresson on the faces of both gossps
|n_d|cat|ngI a Bleasan_ t curiosity as to what Tommy Chad-
wick would be doing next. _ _

Thomas Chadwick was a " character " in the Five
Towns, and of asomewhat unusual sort. " Characters™
in the Five Towns are generaly either very grim or
very |j0||y, either exceptionaly shrewd or exceptionally
simple; and they nearly always, in their outward as-
pect, depart from the conventional. Chadwick was not
thus. Aged fifty or so, he was a portly and ceremonious
man with an official gait. He had been a policeman in
his youth, and he never afterwards to look like
a policeman in plain clothes. The authoritative mien
of the policeman refused to quit hisface. Yet, beneath
that mien, few men (of his size) were less capable of
exerting authority than Chadwick. He was, at
bottom, a weak fellow. He knew it himself, and
everybody knew it. He had left the police force be-
cause he consdered that the strain was beyond his
strength. He had the constitution of a she-ass, and
the calm, terrific appetite of an elephant; but he main-
tained that night duty |n|iJ|anuary was too much for
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him. He was then twenty-seven, with a wife and two
small girls. He abandoned the uniform with dignity.
He did everything with dlﬂnlty._ He looked for a
situation with dignity, saw his wife and children go
hungry with dignity, and even went short himself with
dignity. He continually got fatter, waxing on mis-
fortune. And— another curious thing— he could
aways bring out, when advisable, a shining suit of
dark blue broadcloth, a clean collar and a fancy neck-
tie. He was not a consistent dandy, but he could be a
dandy when he liked.

Of course, he had no trade. The manual skill of a
policeman is usdess outside the police force. One
cannot sdll it in other markets.  People said that Chad-
, wick was afool to leave the police force. Hewas, but
he was a sublime and dignified fool in his idle folly.
What he wanted was a position of trust, a position
where nothing would be required from him but a dis-
play of portliness, majesty and incorruptibility. Such
positions are not easy to discover. Employers had no
particular objection to portliness, majesty and in-
corruptibility, but as a rule they demanded something
else into the bargain. Chadwick's first situation after
his defection from the police was that of night watch-
man in an earthenware rnanufactory down by the canal
at Shaé/éport. He accepted it regretfully, and he firmly
declined to see the irony of fate in forcing such a post
on a man who conscientioudy objected to night auty.
He did not maintain this post long, and his reasons for
giving it up were kept a dark secret. Some sad that
Chadwick's natural tendency to segp at night had been
taken amiss by his master.

Thenceforward he went through transformation
after transformation, outvying the legendary chame-
leon. He was a tobacconist, a park-keeper, a rent
collector, a commission agent, a clerk, another clerk,
gtill another clerk, a sweel stuff sdler, a fried fish
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merchant, a coal agent, a book agent, a pawnbroker's
assistant, a dog-breeder, a door-keeper, a board-school
keeper, a chapel-keeper, a turnstile man at football
matches, a coachman, a carter, a warehouseman, and a
chucker-out a the Empire Music Hall at Hanbridge.
But he was nothing long. The explanations of his
changes were invariably vague, unseizable. And his
dignity remained unimpaired, together with his broad-
cloth. Henot only h dclgn_ltyfor_hlmself, but enough
|eft over to decorate the caling which he happened for
the moment to be practising. He was dignified in the
sde of rock-balls, and especialy so in encounters with
his creditors, and his grandeur when out of a place
was a model to al unemployed. _

Further, he was ever a pillar and aid of the powers.
He worshlcsoped order, particularly the old order, and
wealth and correctness. He was ever with the strong
against the weak, unless the weak happened to be an
ancient institution, in which case he would support it
with al the valour of his convictions. Needless to say,
he was a very active politician. Perhaps the activity
of his politics had something to do with the frequency
of his transformations—for he would aways be his
somewhat spectacular self; he would aways call his
soul his own, and he would quietly accept a snub from
no man.

And now he was a tram-conductor. Things had
come to that.

* In the old days of the steam trams, where there
were only about a score of tram-conductors and eight
miles of line in al the Five Towns, the profession of
tram-conductor had still some individuality in it, and
a conductor was something more than a number. But
snce the British Electric Traction ComBa_nCY had in-
vaded the Five Towns, and formed a subsidiary local
company, and constructed dozens of miles of new line,
and electrified everything, and raised prices, aud
8
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abolished season tickets, and quickened services, and
built hundreds of cars and engaged hundreds of con-
ductors—since then a tram-conductor had been naught
but an unhuman automaton in a vast machine-like
organization. And passengers no longer had their
favourite conductors. _

Gossips did not precisely see Thomas Chadwick as
an unhuman automaton for the punching of tickets
and the ringing of bells and the ejaculation of street
names. He was never meant by nature to be part of a
system.  Gossips hoped for the best. That Chadwick,
at his age and with his girth, had been able, in his ex-
tremlt%,_to obtain a conductorship was proof that he
could bring influences to bear in high quarters. More-
over, he was made conductor of one of two carsthat ran
on alittle branch line between Bursley and Moorthorne,
o that to the village of Moorthorne he was still some-
body, and the chances were just one to two that persons
who travelled by car from or to Moorthorne did so
under the majestic wing of Thomas Chadwick. His
manner of starting a car was unique and stupendous.
He might have been s?nal_lln " full speed ahead "
from the bridge of an Atlantic liner.

CIIADWICK'S hours aboard his Atlantic liner were so
long as to interfere seriously, not only with his leisure,
but with his political activities. And thisirked him the
more for the reason that at that period local politics in
the Five Towns were extremely agitated and interest-
ing. People became politicians who had never been
politicians before. The question was, whether the
Five Towns, being aready one town in practice, should
not become one town in theory—indeed, the twelfth
largest town in the United Kingdom! And the dis-
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trict was divided into Federationists and anti-Federa-
tionists. Chadwick was a convinced anti-Federa-
tionist.  Chadwick, with many others, pointed to the
history of Burdey, " the mother of the Five Towns" a
history which spread over a thousand years and more;
and he asked whether " old Burdey " was to lose her
identity merely because Hanbridge had insolently out-
grown her. A poll was soon to be taken on the sub-
Ject, and feelings were growing hotter every day, and
rosettes of different coloursflowered thicker and thicker
in the streets, until nothing but a strong sense of polite-
ness prevented members of the opposing parties from
breaking each other's noses in St Luke's Square.

Now on a certain Tuesday afternoon in spring
Tommy Chadwick's car stood waiting, opposte the
Conservetive Club, to depart to Moorthorne. And
Tommy Chadwick stood in all his portliness on the plat-
form. The driver, a mere nobody, was of course at the
front of the car. The driver held the power, but he
could not use it until Tommy Chadwick gave him per-
mission; and somehow Tommy's imperia attitude
seemed to indicate this important fact.

There was not a soul in the car. _

Then Mrs Clayton Vernon came hurrying up the
dope of Duck Bank and signalled to Chadwick to wait
for her. He gave her awave of the arm, kindly and yet
deferential, asif to say, " Be at ease, noble dame!  You
are in the hands of a man of the world, who knows what
is due to your position. This car shal stay here till

ou reach it, even if Thomas Chadwick loses hissituation
or failing to keep time." _

And Mrs Clayton Vernon puffed into the car. And
Thomas Chadwick gave her a helping hand, and raised
his official to her with a dignified swee}IJ_; and his
glance seemed to be saying to the world, " There, you
see what happens when / deign to conduct acar!  Even
Mrs Clayton Vernon travels by car then.” And the
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whole socia level of the electric tramway system was
apparently uplifted, and conductors became fine, portly
court-chamberlains. _

For Mrs Clayton Vernon really was a personage in
the town—perhaps, socidly, the leading personage. A
widow, portly as Tommy himself, wedthy, with a
family tradition behind her, and the true grand manner
in every gesture!  Her entertainments at her house at
Hillport were unsurpassed, and those who had been
invited to them seldom forgot to mention the fact.
Thomas, a person not easil?/_ sta%gered, was nevertheless
staggered to see her travelling by car to Moorthorne—
even in his car, which to him in some subtle way was
not like common cars—for she was seldom seen abroad
apart from her carriage. She kept two horses. As
suredly both horses must be laid up together, or her
coachmanill. Anyhow, there she was, in Thomas's car,
splendidly dressed in anew spring gown of flowered silk.

" Thank you," she said very sweetly to Chadwick, in
acknowledgment of his assistance. _

Then three men of no particular quality mounted
the car.

" How do, Tommy? " one of them carelessly greeted
the august conductor. This impertinent youth was
Paul Ford, a solicitor's clerk, who often went to Moor-
thorne because his employer had a branch office there,
open twice aweek. o

Tommy did not respond, but rather showed his dis-

leasure.  He hated to be called Tommy, except by a
ew intimate coevals. _

" Now then, hurry up, please! " he sad coldly.

" Right oh! your majesty,” said another of the men,
and they all three laughed.

What was still worse, they dl three wore the Federa-
tionist rosette, which was red to the bull in Thomas
Chadwick. It was part of Tommy's political creed that
Federationists were the " rag, tag, and bob-tail " of the
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town. But as he was a tram-conductor, though not an
ordinary tram-conductor, his mouth was sealed, and he
could not tell his passengers what he thought of them.

Just as he was about to pull the starting bell, Mrs
Clayton Vernon sprang up with alittle " Oh, | was quite
forgetting! " and amost darted out of the car. It was
not quite a dart, for she was of full habit, but the
alacrity of her movement was astonishing. She must
have forgotten something very important.

An idea in the nature of a political argument sud-
denly popped into Tommy's head, and it was too much
for him.  He was obliged to let it out. To the winds
with that impartiality which a tram company expects
from its conductors!

" Ah! " he remarked, jerking his elbow in the direc-
tion of Mrs Clayton Vernon and pointedly addressing
his three-Federationst passengers, " she's alady, sheidl
Shewon't travel with anybody, shewon't! She chooses
her company—and quite right too, | say ! "

And then he started the car. He felt himself richly
avenged by thissally for the " Tommy " and the " your
majesty " and the sneering laughter.

Paul Ford winked very visibly at his companions,
but made no answering remark. And Thomas Chad-
wick entered the interior of the car to collect fares. In
his hands this operation became a rite. His gestures
seemed to say, " No one ever appreciated the import-
ance of the vocation of tram-conductor until 1 came.
We will do this business solemnly and meticulously.
Mind what money you give me, count your change, and
don't lose, destroy, or deface this indispensable ticket
that | hand to you. Do you hear the ting of my bell?
It isasign of my high office. | am fully authorized."

When he had taken his toll he stood at the door of
the car, which was now jolting and climbing past the
loop-line railway station, and continued his address to
the company about the aristocratic and exclusive ex-
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cellences of his friend Mrs Clayton Vernon. He pro-
ceeded to explain the demerits and wickedness of federa-
tion, and to descant on the absurdity of those who

ublicly wore the rosettes of the Federation party, thus

randing themselves as imbeciles and knaves; in fact,
his tongue was loosed.  Although he stooped to accept
the wages of a tram-conductor, he was not going to
sacrificethegreat political right of absolutely free speech.

" If | wasn't the most good-natured man on earth,
Tommy Chadwick," said Paul Ford, " I should write
to the tram company to-night, and you'd get the boot
to-morrow." _ )

"All | say is" persisted the singular conductor—
"dl | say is—she's a lady, she is—a regular real lady!
She chooses her company—and quite right too!  That
| do say, and nobody's going to stop my mouth.” His
manner was the least in the world heated.

"What's that? " asked Paul Ford, with a sudden
start, not inquiring what Thomas Chadwick's mouth
was, but pointing to an object which was lying on the
seat in the corner which Mrs Clayton Vernon had too
briefly occupied. _ _

~ He rose and picked up the object, which had the
glitter of gold.

" Give it here," said Thomas Chadwick, command-
ingly. "It's none of your business to touch findingsin
{]ny é:ar; " and he snatched the object from Paul Ford's

ands.

It was so brilliant and so obviously costly, however,
that he was somehow obliged to share the wonder of it
with his passengers.  The find levelled al distinctions
between them. ~ A purse of gold chain-work, it indis-
creetly revealed that it was gorged with riches.  When
you shook it the rustle of banknotes was heard, and the
chink of sovereigns, and through the meshes of the purse
could be seen the white oi valuable paper and the tawny
orange discs for which mankind is so ready to commit
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al sorts of sn. Thomas Chadwick could not forbear
to open the contrivance, and having opened it he could
not forbear to count its contents. There were, in that
purse, seven five-pound notes, fifteen sovereigns, and
half a sovereign, and the purse itself was probably worth
twelve or fifteen pounds as mere gold.

" There's some that would leave their heads behind
‘em if they could! " observed Paul Ford.

Thomas Chadwick glowered a him, as if to warn
him that in the presence of Thomas Chadwick noble
dames could not be insulted with impunity.

" Didn't | say she was a lady? " sad Chadwick,
holding up the purse as proof. " It's lucky it's me as
has laid hands on it! " he added, plainly implying that
the other occupants of the car were thieves whenever
they had the chance.

" Well," said Paul Ford, " no doubt you'll get your
reward al right! "

"It's not—" Chadwick began; but at that
moment the driver stopped the car with ajerk, in obedi-
ence to a waving umbrella.  The conductor, who had
not yet got what would have been his sea-legs if he had
been captain of an Atlantic liner, lurched forward, and
then went out on to the platform to greet a new fare,
and his sentence was never finished.

THAT day happened to bethe day of Thomas Chadwick's
afternoon off; at least, of what the tram company
called an afternoon off. That isto say, instead of ceas-
ing work at eleven-thirty p.m. he finished at six-thirty
p.m. In the ordinary way the company housed its last
Moorthorne car at eleven-thirty (Moorthorne not being
a very nocturnal village), and gave the conductors the
rest of the evening to spend exactly as they liked;
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but once a week, in turn, it generously alowed them
a complete afternoon beginning at six-thirty.

Now on this afternoon, instead of going home for
tea, Thomas Chadwick, having delivered over hisinsignia
and takings to the inspector in Bursley market-place,
rushed away towards a car bound for Hillport. A
policeman caled out to him:

"Hil Chadwick!"

~ "What's up? " asked Chadwick, unwillingly stop-
ping.
" Mrs Clayton Vernon's been to the station an hour
ago or hardly, about a purse as she says she thinks she
must have left in your car. | wasjust coming across to
tell your inspector." _ _

" Tel him, then, my lad,” said Chadwick, curtly,
and hurried on towards the Hillport car. His manner
to policemen aways mingled the veteran with the com-
rade, and most of them indeed regarded him as an initi-
ate of the craft. Still, his behaviour on this occasion
did somewhat surprise the young policeman who had
accosted him. And undoubtedly Thomas Chadwick
was scarcely acting according to the letter of the law.
His proper duty was to hand over all articles found in
his car instantly to the police—certainly not to keep
them concealed on his person with a view to restoring
them with his own hands to their owners.  But Thomas
Chadwick felt that, having once been a policeman, he
was éat liberty to interpret the law to suit his own con-
venience. He caught the Hillport car, and nodded the
professional nod to its conductor, asking him atechnical
question, and generaly showing to the other mn%ers
on the platform that he was not as they, and that he had
important official privileges. Of course, he travelled
free; and of course he stoloped the car when, its con-
ductor being indde, two ladies signaled to it a the
bottom of Oldcastle Street. He had meant to say
nothing whatever about his treasure and his errand to
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the other conductor; but somehow, when fares had
been duly collected, and these two stood chatting on the
platform, the gold purse got itself into the conversation,
and presently the other conductor knew the entire
history, and had even had a glimpse of the purse

itself.

Or::f)osite the entrance to Mrs Clayton Vernon's
?roun s at Hillport Thomas Chadwick dipped neatly,
or al his vast bulk, off the swiftly-gliding car. (A
conductor on a car but not on duty would sooner perish
by a heavy fall than have a car sto? ed in order that
he might descend from it.) And Thomas Chadwick
heavily crunched the gravel of the drive leading up to
g/elalrls layton Vernon's house, and imperiously rang the

" Mrs Clayton Vernon in? " he officially asked the
responding servant.

" She's in" said the servant. Had Thomas Chad-
wick been wearing his broadcloth she would probably
have added " gr." _

“Well, will you please tell her that Mr Chadwick—
Thomas Chadwick—wants to speak to her? "

" Is it about the purse? " the servant questioned,
suddenly brightening into eager curiosity. _

" Never you mind what it's about, miss" sad
Thomas Chadwick, sternly.

At the same moment Mrs Clayton Vernon's grey-
curled head appeared behind the white of the ser-
vant. Probably she had happened to catch some echo
of _ngmas Chadwick's great rolling voice.  The servant
retired.

" Good-evening, m'm," said Thomas Chadwick,
raising his hat arrily. " Good-evening." He beamed.

" So you did find it?" sad Mrs Vernon, camly
smiling. " | felt sure it would be al right.”

"Oh, yess mm." He tried to persuade himself
that this sublime confidence was characteristic of great



122 THE HEROISM OF THOMAS CHADWICK

ladies, and a laudable symptom of aristocracy. But he
would have preferred her to be a little less confident.
After dl, in the hands of a conductor less honourable
than himself, of a common conductor, the purse might
not have been so " al right " as al that! He would
have preferred to witness the change on Mrs Vernon's
features from desperate anxiety to glad relief. After
al, £50, los. was money, however rich you were!

" Have you got it with you? " asked Mrs Vernon.

~"Yesm," sad he. "I thought I'd just step up
with it myself, so as to be sure.”

" It's very good of you! "

" Not at dl," sad he; and he t;J)éoduced the purse.
" | think you'll find it as it should be."

" Mrs Vernon gave him a courtly smile as she thanked
im. -

~"1I'd like ye to count it, maam," sad Chad-
wick, as she showed no intention of even opening
the purse. _

" If you wish it," said she, and counted her wealth
and restored it to the purse. " Quite right—quite right!
Fifty pounds and ten shillings” she said pleasantly.
"I'm very much oblnlged to you, Chadwick."

" Not a al, mml'" He was ill standing in the
sheltered porch. _

An idea seemed to strike Mrs Clayton Vernon.

" Would you like something to drink? " she asked.

" Well, thank ye, m'm," sad Thomeas.

" Marig" sad” Mrs Vernon, cdling to someone
within the house, " bring this man a glass of beer."
And sheturned again to Chadwick, smitten with another
idea " Let me see. Your eldest daughter has two
little boys, hasn't she? " _

" Yesm," said Thomas—" twins." _

" | thought s0. Her husband is my cook's cousin.
Well, here'stwo threepenny bits—one for each of them."
With some trouble she extracted the coins from a
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rather shabby leather purse—evidently her household
purse. She bestowed them upon the honest conductor
with another grateful and condescending smile. " |
hope you don't mind taking them for the chicks" she
said. "1 do like giving things to children. It's so
much nicer, isn't it? "

" Certainly, m'm."

Then the servant brought the glass of beer, and Mrs
Vernon, with yet another winning smile, and yet more
thanks, left him to toss it off on the mat, while the
servant waited for the empty glass.

v

ON the following Friday afternoon young Paul Ford was
again on the Moorthorne car, and subject to the official
ministrations of Thomas Chadwick. Paul Ford was a
man who never bore malice when the bearing of malice
might interfere with the gratification of his sense of
humour. Many men—perhaps most men—after being
S0 grossly insulted by a tram-conductor as Paul Ford
had been insulted by Chadwick, would at the next
meeting have either knocked the insulter down or coldly
ignored him. But Paul Ford did neither.  (In any case,
Thomas Chadwick would have wanted a deal of knock-
ing down.) For some reason, everything that Thomas
Chadwick said gave immense amusement to Paul Ford.
So the young man commenced the conversation in the
usual way:

" How do, Tommy? "

The car on this occason was coming down from
Moorthorne into Burdey, with its usual bump and rattle
of windows. As Thomas Chadwick made no reply,
Paul Ford continued: :

" How much did she give you—the perfect lady, |
mean? "
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Paul Ford was sitting near the open door.  Thomas
Chadwick gazed absently at the Town Park, with its
terra-cotta fountains and terraces, and beyond the Park,
a the smoke risng from the distant furnaces of Red
Cow. Hemight have been lost in deegp meditation upon
the meanings of life; he might have been prevented
from hearing Paul Ford's question by the tremendous
noise of the car. He made no sgn. Then dl of a
sudden he turned amost fiercely on Paul Ford and
glared at him.

" Yewant to know how much she gave me, doye? "
he demanded hotly.

" Yes" sad Paul Ford.

" How much she gave me for taking her that there
purse?" Tommy Chadwick temporized.

'He was obliged to temporize, because he could not
quite resolve to seize the situation and deal with it once
for &l in a manner favourable to his dignity and to the
ideals which he cherished.

" Yes" sad Paul Ford.

"Well, I'll tell ye" sad Thomas Chadwick—
" though | don't know as it's any business of yours.
But, as you're so curious! . . . She didn't give me

anythingi. She asked me to have a little refreshment,
like the lady sheis. But she knew better than to offer
Thomas Chadwick any pecuoniary reward for giving
her back something as she'd happened to drop. es a
lady, sheisl "

"Oh!" sad Paul Ford. "It dont cost much,
being a lagy! " _ _

“But I'll tell ye what she did do," Thomas Chadwick
went on, anxious, now that he had begun so well, to
bring the matter to an artistic conclusion—" I'll tell ye
what she did do. She give me a sovereign apiece for
my grandsons-my eldest daughter's twins” Then,
after an effective pause: "Y e can put that in your pipe
and smokeit! . . . A sovereign apiece! "
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"And have you handed it over? " Paul Ford in-
quired mildly, after a period of soft whistling.

"|'ve started two post-office savings bank accounts
for 'em,” said Thomas Chadwick, with ferocity.

The talk stopped, and nothing whatever occurred
until the car halted at the railway station to take up
passengers.  The heart of Thomas Chadwick gave a
curious little %ump when he saw Mrs Clayton Vernon
coming out of the station and towards his car. (Her
horses must have been still lame or her coachman il
laid aside.) She boarded the car, smiling with a quite
particular effulgence upon Thomas Chadwick, and he
greeted her with what he imagined to be the true antique
chivary. And she sa down in the corner opposite to
Paul Ford, beamln% _ _

When Thomas Chaowick came, with great respect,
to demand her fare, she said: _

" BK the way, Chadwick, it's such a short distance
from the station to the town, | think | should have
walked and saved a penny. But | wanted to speak to
you. | wasn't aware, last Tuesday, that your other
daughter got married last year and now has a deer little
baby. | gave you threepenny bits each for those dear
little twins.  Here's another one for the other baby. |
think | ought to treat al your grandchildren aike—
otherwise your daughters might be jealous of each
other "—she smiled archly, to indicate that this passage
\r/]vas hu?worous—" and there€'s no knowing what might

appen! " _

_ rs Clayton Vernon always enunciated her remarks
in aloud and clear voice, so that Paul Ford could not
have failed to hear every word. A faint but beatific
smile concealed itself roguishly about Paul Ford's
mouth, and he looked with a rapt expression on an ad-
vertisement above Mrs Clayton Vernon's head, which
assured him that, with a certain sogp, washing-day
became a pleasure.
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_ Thomas Chadwick might have flung the threepenny
bit into theroad. He might have gone off into Iangualge
unseemly in a tram-conductor and a grandfather.  He
might have snatched Mrs Clayton Vernon's bonnet off
and stamped on it. He might have killed Paul Ford
(for it was certainly Paul Ford with whom he was the
most _an%_ry). But he did none of these things. He
said, in his best unctuous voice:

" Thank you, m'm, I'm sure! "

And, at the journey's end, when the passengers de-
scended, he stared a harsh stare, without winking, full
in the face of Paul Ford, and he courteously came to
the aid of Mrs Clayton Vernon. He had proclaimed
Mrs Clayton Vernon to be his ided of a true lady,
and he was heroicaly loyal to his ided, a martyr to the
cause he had espoused. Such a man was not fitted to be
atram-conductor, and the Five Towns Electric Traction
Company soon discovered his unfitness—so that he was
again thrown upon the world.



UNDER THE CLOCK

I

I T was one of those swift and violent marriages which
occur when the interested parties are so severely
wounded by the arrow of love that only immediate and
constant mutual nursingwill savethemfrom afatal issue.
(So they think.) Hence when Annie came from Sneyd
to inhabit the house in Birches Street, Hanbridge, which
William Henry Brachett had furnished for her, she
really knew very little of William Henry save that he was
mtensel}y lovable, and that she was intensely in love with
him. Their acquaintance extended over three months.
And she knew equally little of the manners and customs
of the Five Towns. "For athough Sneyd lies but a few
milesfrom theimmense seat of pottery manufacture, itis
not as the Five Towns are. It is not feverish, grimy,
rude, strenuous, Bacchic, and wicked. It is a model
village, presided over by the Countess of Chell. The
people of the Five Towns go there on Thursday after-
noons (a%r;pe_nce, third class return), as if th%_were
oing to Paradise.  Thus, indeed, it was that William
enry had met Annie, daughter of a house over whose
door were writ the inviting words, " Teaand Hot Water
Provided.' _ _
~ There were a hundred and forty-two residences in
Birches Street, Hanbridge, al alike, differing only in the
degree of cleanliness of their window-curtains. Two
front doors together, and then two bow-windows, and
then two front doors again, and so on all up the street
and al down the street. L1|2f7e was monotonous, but on
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the whole r&epectable Annie came of an economical
farml(}/ ,orewous to the wedding, she had been
afraid that WI iam Henry's ideal of economy might fall
short of her own. In thls she was mistaken. In fact,
she was startlingly mistaken. It was some dight shock
to her to be informed by William Henry that owing to
dackness of work the honeymoon ought to be reduced
to two days.  Still, she agreed to the proposal with joy.
(For her life was going to be one long honeymoon.)
When they returned from the brief honeymoon, William
Henry took eight shillings from her, out of the money
he had given her, and hurried off to pay it into the Going
Away Club, and there was scarcity for afew days. This
happened in March.  She had then only a vague idea of
what the Going Away Club was. But from William
Henry's air, and his fear let he might be late, she
gathered that the Goi ng Away Club must be avgral im-
portant institution.  Brachett, for aliving, painted blue
Japanese roses on vases at Gimson & Nephews' works.
He was nearly thirty years of age, and he had never
done anything else but paint blue Japanese roses on
vases.  When the demand for blue Japanese roses on
vases was keen, he could earn what Is called " good
money"—that is to say, quite fifty shillings a week.
But the demand for blue Japanese roses on vases was
subject to the caprices of markets—especially Colonia
markets—and then William Henry had undcsired days
of leisure, and brought home less than fifty shillings,
sometimes considerably less.  Still, the household over
which Annie presided was a superi orIy respectable house-
hold and William Henry's income was, week in, week out,
one of the princeliest in the street; and certainly Annie's
window-curtains, and her 3i|t—edged Bible and artificia
flowers displayed on a small table between the window-
curtains was not to be surpassed.  Further, William was
"steady,” and not (i)lte raving mad about football
matches; nor did he bet on horses, dogs or pigeons, ~
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Nevertheless Annie—although, mind you, extra-
ordinarily happy—found that her new existence, be-
gdes being monotonous, was somewhat hard, narrow
and lacking in spectacular delights. Whenever there
was any suggestion of spending more money than usual,
William Henry's fierce chin would stick out in a formid-
able way, and his voice would become harsh, and in the
result more money than usua was not spent. His
notion of an excursion, of awild and costly escapade, was
awalk in Hanbridge Municipal Park and two shandy-
gaffs at the Corporation Refreshment House therein.
Now, athough the Hanbridge Park is a wonderful tri-
umJ)h of grass-seed and terra-cotta over cinder-heaps
and shard-rucks, although it is a famous exemplar to
other boroughs, it isnot precisely the Vae of Llangollen,
nor the Lake District. It is the least bit in the world
tedious, and by the sarcastic has been likened to a
cemetery. And it seemed to symbolize Anni€'s life for
her, in its cramped and pruned and smoky regularity.
She began to look upon the Five Towns as a sort of
prison from which she could never, never escape.

I Saﬁ she was extraordinarily happy; and yet she
was unhappy too. In a word, she resembled al the
rest of us—she had " somehow expected something dif-
ferent " from what life actually gave her. She was
astonished that her William Henry seemed to be so con-
tent with things as they were.  Far, now, from any ap-
ﬁrehens on of his extravagance, she wished secretly that

e would be alittle more dashing. He did not seem to
feel the truth that, though prudenceis all very well, you
can only live your life once, and that when you are dead
you aredead. He did not seem to understand the value
of pleasure. Few people in the Five Towns did seem to
understand the value of pleasure. He had no distractions
except his pipe. Existence was a harsh and industrious
struggle, aseries of undisturbed daily habits. No change,
no galgty, no freak! Grim, changeless monotony!
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And once, in July, William Hean abandoned even
his pipe for ten days. Work, and therefore pay, had
been irregular, but that was not in itself a reason suffi-
cient for cutting off a luxury that cogt only a shilling a
week. It was the Going Away Club that swallowed up
the tobacco money. Nothing would induce William
Henry to get into arrears with his payments to that
mysterious Club. He would have sacrificed not merely
his pipe, but his dinner—nay, he would have sacrificed
his wife's dinner—to the greedy maw of that Club.
Annie hated the Club nearly as passionately as she loved
William Henry.

Then on the first of August (a Tuesday) William
Henry came into the house and put down twenty
sovereigns in a row on the kitchen table. He did not
say much, being (to Annie's mild regret) of a secretive
disposition.

Annie had never seen so much money inarow before.

" What's that? " she said weakly,

" That? " said William Henry. " That's th' going
away money."

A FLAT barrow at the door, atin trunk and two bags on
the barrow, and a somewhat ragged boy between the
handles of the barrow!  The curtains removed from the
windows, and the blinds drawn! A double turn of the
key inthe portal! And away they went, the ragged boy
having previoudy spit on his hands in order to get a grip
of thebarrow. Thusthey arrived at Hanbridge Railway
Station, which was a tempest of traffic that Saturday
before Bank Holiday. The whole of the Five Towns ap-
peared to be going away. The first thing that startled
Annie w'as that William Henry %ave the ragged boy a
shilling, quite asmuch asthe youth could haveearned in
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acouple of daysin aregular occupation. William Henr
was dso lavish with a porter. When they arrived,
after a journey of ten minutes, at Knype, where they
had to change for Liverpool, he was agan lavish with a
porter. And the same thing happened at Crewe, where
they had to change once more for Liverpool. They had
time at Crewe for an expensive coloured drink.  On the
long seething Elatform William Henry gave Annie al
his money to keep.

" Here, lass " he said. " Thisll be safer with you
than with me."

She was flattered.

When it came in, the Liverpool train was crammed
to the doors. And two hundred people pumped them-
sves into it, as ar is forced into a pneumatic tyre.
The entire world seemed to be going to Liverpool. It
was uncomfortable, but it was magnificent. It wasjoy,
it was life.  The chimneys and kilns of the Five Towns
were far away. And Annie, though in a cold perspira-
tion lest she might never see her tin trunk again, was
feverishly happy. At Liverpool William Henry de-
manded slver coins from her.  She had aglimpse of her
trunk. Then they rattled and jolted and whizzed in an
omnibus to Princes Landing Stage. And William
Henry demanded more coins from her. A great ship
awaited them. Need it be said that Douglas was their
destination? The deck of the great ship was like a
market-place. Annie had never seen such a thing.
They climbed up into the market-place among the shout-
ing, gesticulating crowd. There was a real shop, a
which William Henry commanded her to buy a hat-
guard. The hat-guard cost sixpence. At home six-
pence was sixpence, and would buy seven pounds of fine
mealy potatoes; but here sixpence was nothing—cer-
tainly it was not more than a halfpenny. Theg wan-
dered and found other shops. Annie could not believe
that all those solid shops and the whole market-place
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could move. And she was not surprised, a little later,
to see Prince's Landing Stage diding away from the
ship, instead of the ship diding away from Prince's
Landing Stage.  Then they went underground, beneath
the market-place, and Annie found marble halls, colossa
dtaircases, bookshops, trinket shops, highly-decorated
restaurants, glittering bars, and cushioned drawing-
rooms. They had the most exciting meal in the restau-
rant that Annie had ever had; asothe most expensive;
the price of it indeed staggered her; still, William Henry
did not appear to mind that one meal should exceed the
cogt of two days living in Birches Street. Then they
went up into the market-place again, and lo! the
market-place had somehow of itself got into the middle
of the seal

Before the end of the voyage they had tea at three-
penceacup. Anniereflected that the best " Home and
Colonial " tea cost eighteenpence a pound, and that a
pound would make two hundred and twenty cups.
Similarly with the bread and butter which they ate, and
the jam! But it was glorious. Not the jam (which
Annie could have bettered), but life! Particularly as
the sea was smooth!  Presently she descried a piece of
chak sticking up against the horizon, and it was
Douglas lighthouse.

THERE followed six days of delirium, six days of
the Iaerge_ﬂ conceivable existence. The holiday-makers
stopped in a superb boarding-house on the promenade,
one of about a thousand superb boarding-houses.  The
day's Horoceedl r;?(s began a nine o'clock with a regal
breakfast, partaken of at a very Ion% table which ran
into a bow window. At nine o'clock, in al the thou-
sand boarding-houses, a crowd of hungry and excited
men and women sat down thus to a very long table,
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and consumed the same dishes, that is to say, .Manx
herrings, and bacon and eggs, and jams. Everybody
ate as much as he could. William Henry was never
content with less than two herrings, two eggs, about four
ounces of bacon, and as much jam as would render a
whole Board school sticky.  And in four hours after
that he was ready for an enormous dinner, and so was
she; and in five hours after that they neither of them
had the dlightest disinclination for atruly high and com-
P_Iex tea. Of course, the cost was fabulous. Thirty-
ive shillings per week each. Annie would calculate
that, with thirty boarders and extras, the boarding-
house was taking in money at the rate of over forty
ounds aweek. Shewould aso calculate that about a
undred thousand herrings and ten million little bones
were swallowed in Douglas each day.
But the cost of the boarding-house was as naught.
It was the flowing out of coins between mesls that de-
prived Annie of breath. They were aways doing some-
thing. Sailing in a boat! Rowing in a boat! Bath-
ing The Pier! Sand minstrels!  Excursions by
brake, tram and train to Laxey, Ramsey, Sulby Glen,
Port Erin, Snaefelll Morning shows! Afternoon
showsl  Evening shows!  Circuses, music-halls,
theatres, concerts! And then the public bals, with
those delicious tables in corners, lighted by Chinese
lanterns, where you sat down and drew strange liquids
up straws.  And it dl meant money. There were even
places in Douglas where you couldn't occupy a common
chair for half a minute without paying for it. Each
night Annie went to bed exhausted with joy. On the
second night she counted the money in her bag, and said
to William Henry:
"How much money do you think weve spent
aready? Just—"
"Don't tell me, lass! " he interrupted her curtly.
" When | want to know, I'll ask ye"
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X And on the fifth evening of this heaven he asked
er:

"What'n ye got left? "

She informed him that she had five pounds and two-
pence left, of which the boarding-house and tips would
absorb four pounds.

" Hm! " hereplied. " It'sgoing to be a bit close”

On the seventh day they st sal. The dream was
not quite over, but it was nearly over. On the ship,
when the porter had been discharged, she had two and
twopence, and William Henry had the return tickets.
Still, this poverty did not prevent William Henry from
sitting down and ordering afine lunch for two (the sea
being?1 again smooth). Having ordered it, he calmly
told his wife that he had a sovereign in his waistcoat
pocket. A sovereign was endless riches. But it came
to an end during a long wait for the Five Towns train at
Crewe. William Henry had apparently decided to
finish the holiday as he had begun it. And the two and
twopence aso came to an end, as William Henry, sud-
denly remembering the children of hisbrother, was deter-
mined to buy gifts for them on Crewe platform. At
Hanbridge man and wife had sixpence between them.
And the boy with the barrow, who had been summoned
by a postcard, was not visble. However, a cab was
visible.  William Henry took that cab.

" But, Will—"

" Shut up, lass! " he stopped her.

They plunged into the smoke and squalor of the Five
Towns, and reached Birches Street with pomp, while
Annie wondered how William Henry would contrive
to get credit from a cabman. The entire street would
certainly %ather round if there should be a scene.

" Just help usinwith thistrunk, wilt ? " said William
Henry to the cabman. This, with sixpence in his
pocket!

Then turning to his wife, he whispered:
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" Lass, look under th' clock on th' mantelpiece in th'
parlour. Y€l find six bob."

He explained to her later that prudent members of
Going Away Clubs alwaysleft money concealed behind
them, as this was the sole way of providing against a
calamitous return.  The pair existed on the remainder
of the six shillings and on credit for aweek. William
Henry became his hard sdf again.  The prison life was
resumed. But Annie did not mind, for she had lived
for aweek at the rate of athousand ayear. Andina
fortnight William Henry began grimly to pay his sub-
scriptions to the next year's Going Away Club.



THREE EPISODES IN THE
LIFE OF MR GOWLISHAW
DENTIST

1

THEY al happened on the same day. And that day
was a Saturday, the red Saturday on which, inthe
unforgettable football match between Tottenham Hot-
spur and the Hanbridge F.C. (formed regardiess of ex-
pense in the matter of professionals to take the place of
the bankrupt Knype F.C.), the referee would certainly
have been murdered had not a Five Towns crowd ob-
served its usual miraculous self-restraint. o
Mr Cowlishaw — aged twenty-four, a fair-haired
bachelor with aweak moustache—had bought the prac-
tice of the retired Mr Rapper, a dentist of the very old
school. He was not a native of the Five Towns. He
came from St Albans, and had done the deal through
an advertisement in the Dentists Gitardian, a week
Lournal full of exciting interest to dentists. Save sucl
nowledge as he had gained during two preliminary
visits to the centre of the world's earthenware manu-
facture, he knew nothing of the Five Towns; practi-
caly, he had everything to learn. And one may say
that the Five Towns is not a subject that can be ™ got
up " in aday. . .
~ His place of business—or whatever high-class den-
tists choose to call it—in Crown Square was quite ready
for him when he arrived on the Friday night: specimen
"uppers" and " lowers ™ and odd teeth shining in their
glass ea, the new blackl-s%nd-gold door-plate on the
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door, and the electric filing apparatus which he had pur-
chased, in the operating-room. Nothing lacked there.
But his private lodgings were not ready; at least, they
were not what he, with his finicking Albanian notions,
celled ready, and, after a brief atercation with his land-
lady, he went off with a bag to spend the night at the
Turk's Head Hotel.  The Turk's Head is the hotel
in Hanbridge, not excepting the new Hotel Metropole
(Limited, and German-Swiss waiters). The proof of its
excellence is that the proprietor, Mr Simeon Clowes,
was then the Mayor of Hanbridge, and Mrs Clowes one
of the acknowledged leaders of Hanbridge society.

Mr Cowlishaw went to bed. Hewasa good Sleeper;
a least, he was what is deemed a good Sleeper in St
Albans. He retired about eleven o'clock, and re-
quested one of the barmaids to instruct the boots to
arouse him at 7 am. She faithfully promised to do so.

He had not been in bed five minutes before he heard
and felt an earthquake. This earthquake seemed to
have been born towards the north-east, in the direction
of Crown Square, and the shock seemed to pass south-
wards in the direction of Knype. The bed shook; the
basin and ewer rattled together like imperfect false
teeth in the mouth of an arrant coward; the walls of the
hotel shook. Thensilence! No cries of alarm, no cries
for help, no lamentations of ruin! Doubtless, though
earthquakes are rare in England, the whole town had
been overthrown and engulfed, and only Mr Cowlishaw's
bed |eft standing. Conquering histerror, Mr Cowlishaw
put his head under the clothes and waited.

He had not been in bed ten minutes before he heard
and felt another earthquake. This earthquake seemed
to have been born towards the north-east, in the direc-
tion of Crown Square, and to be travelling southwards;
and Mr Cowlishaw noticed that it was accompanied by a
strange sound of heavy bumping. He sprang coura
geoudy out of bed and rushed to the window. And it
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so happened that he caught the earthquake in the very
act of flight. It was one of the new cars of the Five
Towns Electric Traction Company, Limited, guaran-
teed to carry fifty-two passengers. The bumping was
due to the fact that the driver, by atoo violent applica-
tion of the brake, had changed the form of two of its
wheels from circular to oval. Such accidents do hap-
pen, even to the newest cars, and the inhabitants of the
Five Towns laugh when they hear a bumpy car as they
laugh at Charley's Aunt. The car shot past, flashing
gparks from its overhead wire and flaming red and green
lights of warning, and vanished down the main thorough-
fare. Andgradually the ewer and basin ceased their col-
loquy. Thenight being thenight of the zgth December,
and exceedingly cold, Mr Cowlishaw went back to bed.

" Well," he muttered, " thisis a bit thick, thisisl "
(They use such language in cathedral towns.) " How-
ever, let'shopeit'sthe last.”

It was not the last. Exactly, it was the last but
twenty-three. Regularly at intervals of five minutes
the Five Towns Electric Traction Company, Limited,
sent one of their dreadful engines down the street, ap-
parently with the object of disintegrating al the real
property in the neighbourhood into its origina bricks.
At the seventeenth time Mr Cowlishaw trembled to hear
a renewa of the bump-bump-bump. It was the oval-
wheeled car, which had been to Longshaw and back. He
recognized it asan old friend. He wondered whether he
must expect it to pass athird time. However, it did not

athirdtime. After severa clocksin and out of the

otel had more or less agreed on the fact that it was one
o'clock, therewasasurcease of earthquakes. Mr Cowli-
shaw dared not hope that earthquakes were over. He
waited in strained attention during quite half an hour,
expectant of the next earthquake.  But it did not come.
Earthquakes were, indeed, done with till the morrow.
It was about two o'clock when his nerves were suffi-
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ciently tranquillized to enable him to envisage the pos-
shility of going to degp. And he was just dipping,
g“dl ng, floating off when hewas brought back to realities

y a terrific explosion of laughter at the head of the
dairs outside his bedroom door.  The building rang like
the inside of a piano when you strike a wire directly.
The explosion was followed by low rumblings of laughter
and then ebg/ aseries of jolly, hearty "Good-nights." He
recognized the voices as being those of a group of com-
mercial travellers and two actors (of the Hanbridge
Theatre Royal's specialy selected London Panto-
mime Company), who had been pointed out to him with
awe and joy by the aforesaid barmaid. They were tell-
ing each other stories in the private bar, and apparently
they had been telling each other stories ever since.  And
the truth is that the atmosphere of the Turk's Head,
where commercial travellers and actors forgather every
night except perhaps Sundays, contains more good
stories to the cubic inch than any other resort in the
county of Staffordshire. A few seconds after the ex-
plosion there was adropping fusillade—the commercial
travellers and the actors shutting their doors. And
about five minutes later there was another and more
complicated dropping fusillade— the commercial
travellers and actors opening their doors, depositing
their boots (two to each soul), and shutting their doors.

Then silence.

And then out of the sllencetheterrified Mr Cowlishaw
heard arising and arising a vast and fearful breathing,
as of some immense prehistoric monster in pain. At
first he thought he was asegp and dreaming. But he
was not. This gigantic sighing continued regularly,
and Mr Cowlishaw had never heard anything like it
before. It banished deep.

After about two hours of its awful uncanniness, Mr
Cowlishaw caught the sound of creeping footstepsinthe
corridor and fumbling noises. He got up again. He
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was determined, though he should have to interrogate
burglars and assassins, to discover the meaning of that
horrible sighing.  He courageously pulled his door open,
and saw an aproned man with a candle marking boots
with chalk, and putting them into a box.

"l say! " sad Mr Cowlishaw.

" Beg yer pardon, sr," the man whispered. " I'm
%etting forward with my work so as | can go to th' fut-

aw match this afternoon. | hopel didn't wakeye, sr."

" Look here! " said Mr Cowlishaw. " What's that
appalling noise that's going on al the time? "

" Noise, sir? " whispered the man, astonished.

“Yes" Mr Cowlishaw insisted. " Like something
breathing. Can't you hear it? "

The man cocked his ears attentively. The noise
veritably boomed in Mr Cowlishaw's ears.

" Oh! That !" said the man at length. " That's
th' blast furnaces at Cauldon Bar Ironworks. Never
heard that afore, sir? Why, it's like that every night.
Now you mention it, | do hear it! It's a good couple o
miles off, though, that isl "

Mr Cowlishaw closed his door.

At five o'clock, when he had nearly, but not quite,
forgotten the sighing, his lifelong friend, the oval-
wheeled electric car, bumped and quaked through the
street, and the ewer and basin chattered together busily,
and the seismic phenomena definitely recommenced.
The réight was still black, but the industrial day had
dawned in the Five Towns. Long series of carts with-
out springs began to jolt past under the window of Mr
Cowlishaw, and then there was a regular multitudinous
clacking of clogs and boots on the pavement. A little
later the air was rent by first one steam-whistle, and
then another, and then another, in divers tones an-
nouncing that it was sx o'clock, or five minutes past,
or half-past, or anything. The periodicity of earth-
quakes had by this time quickened to five minutes, as at
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midnight. A motor-car emerged under the archway of
the hotel, and remained Stationary outside with its
engine racing. And amid the earthquakes, the motor-
car, the carts, the clogs and boots, and the steam
muezzins caling the faithful to work, Mr Cowlishaw
could dill dlStIﬂgUlSh the tireless, monstrous sighing
of the Cauldon Bar blast furnaces. And, finaly, he
heard another sound. It came from the room next to
his, and, when he heard it, exhausted though he was,
exasperated though he was, he burst into laughter, so
comically did it strike him. '

It was an alarm-clock going off in the next room.

And, further, when he arrived downstairs, the bar-
maid, sweet, conscientious little thing, came up to him
and said, "I'm so sorry, Sr. | quite forgot to tell the
boots to call you! "

THAT afternoon he sat in his beautiful new surgery and
waited for dental sufferers to corne to him Irom all
uarters of the Five Towns. It needs not to be said
that nobody came. The mere fact that a new dentist
has" set up " inadistrict is enough to cure all the tooth-
ache for miles around. The one martyr who might,
ﬁerhaps, have paid him a vist and a fee did not show
erself. This martyr was Mrs Simeon Clowes, the
mayoress. By a curious chance, he had observed,
during his short sojourn at the Turk's Head, that the
landlady thereof was obviously in pain from her teeth,
or from a particular tooth.  She must certainly have in-
formed herself as to his name and condition, and Mr
Cowlishaw thought that it would have been a graceful act
on her part to patronize him, as he had patronized the
Turk'sHead. Butno! Mayoresses, even the most tact-
ful, donot awaysdo the rl? t thing at the right moment.
Besides, she had doubtless gone, despite toothache,
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to the football match with the Mayor, the new club
being under the immediate patronage of his Worship.
All the Fottlng world had gone to the football match.
Mr Cowlishaw would have liked to go, but it would have
been madness to quit the surgery on his opening day.
S0 he sat and yawned, and ed a the crowd crowd-
ing to the match at two o'clock, and crowding back in
the gloom at four o'clock; and at a quarter past fivelie
was reading a full desc&ptl_on of the carnage and the
heroism in the football edition of the Sgnal. Though
Hanbridge had been defeated, it appeared from the
Sgnal that Hanbridge was the better team, and that
Rannoch, the new Scotch centre-forward, had fought
nobly for the town which had bought him so dear.

Mr Cowlishaw was just dozing over the Sgnal when
there happened a ring a his door. He did not precipi-
tate himself upon the door.  With beating heart he re-
tained his presence of mind, and said to himsdlf that of
course it could not possibly be a client. Even dentists
who bought a practice ready-made never had aclient on
their firstday. He heard the attendant answer thering,
and then he heard the attendant saying, " I'll see, sir.”

It was, in fact, a patient. The servant, having
asked Mr Cowlishaw if Mr Cowlishaw was at liberty,
introduced the patient to the Presence, and the Pres-
ence trembled. _ _ _

~ Thepatient was atall, stiff, fair man of about thirty,

with a tousled head and inelegant but durable clothing.
He had a drooplgg moustache, which prevented Mr
Cowlishaw from adding his teeth up instantly.

" Good afternoon, mister,” sad the patient,
abruptly. _ _

"'Good afternoon,” said Mr Cowlishaw. " Have
you... Canl ..." )

Strange; in the dental hospital and school there had
been no course of study in the art of pattering to
patients!
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~ " It's like this" said the patient, putting his hand
in his waistcoat pocket.

" Will you kindly st down,” said Mr Cowlishaw,
turning up the gas, and pointing to the chair of chairs.

" It's like this" repeated the patient, doggedly.
" You see these three teeth? "

He displayed three very rea teeth in a piece of
reddened paper. As a spectacle, they were decidedly
not appetizing, but Mr Cowlishaw was hardened.

"Really! " said Mr Cowlishaw, impartialy, gazing
on them.

" They're my teeth," said the patient. And there-
upon he opened his mouth wide, and displayed, not
without vanity, a widowed gum. " 'Ont 'eeth," he
exclaimed, keeping his mouth open and omitting pre-
liminary consonants.

"Yes" sad Mr Cowlishaw, with a dry inflection.
" | saw that they were upper incisors. How did this
come about? An accident, | suppose? "

" Well," said the man, " you may call it an accident;
| dont. My name's Rannoch; centre-forward. Ye
see? Were ye at the match? "

Mr Cowlishaw understood. He had no need of
further explanation; he had read it dl in the Sgnal.
And so the chief victim of Tottenham Hotspur had
come to him, just him!  This was luck! For Rannoch
was, of course, the most celebrated man in the Five
Towns, and the idol of the populace. He might have
been M.P. had he chosen.

" Dear me! " Mr Cowlishaw sympathized, and he
sad again, pointing more firmly to the chair of chairs,
"Will you st down?"
~ "1 had 'em al picked up," Mr Rannoch proceeded,
ignoring the suggestion. " Because a bit of a scheme
came into my head. And that's why I've come to you,
as you're just commencing dentist. Supposing you
put these teeth on a bit of green velvet in the case in
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your window, with a big card to say as they're guaran-
teed to be my genuine teeth, knocked out by that
blighter of a Tottenham half-back, you'll have such a
crowd as was never seen around your door. All the
Five Towns 11 come to see 'em. It'll be the biggest
advertisement that either you or any other dentist ever
had. And you might put a little notice in the Sgnal
gaymg that my teeth are on view at your premises; it
would only cost ye ashilling. ... | should expect ye
to furnish me with new teeth for nothing, ye see."

In his travels throughout England Mr Rannoch
had lost mogt of his Scotch accent, but he had not lost
his Scotch skill in the art and craft of trying to pay less
than other folks for whatever he might happen to want.

Assuredly the idea was an idea of genius. As an
advertisement it would be indeed colossa and unique.
Tens of thousands would gaze spellbound for hours at
those relics of their idol, and every gazer would inevit-
ably be familiarized with the name and address of Mr
Cowlishaw, and with the fact that Mr Cowlishaw was
dentist-in-chief to the heroical Rannoch. Unfortun-
ately, in dentistry there is etiquette.  And the etiquette
of dentistry isasterrible, as unbending, as the etiquette
of the Court of Austria.

~ Mr Cowlishaw knew that he could not do this thing
without sinning against etiquette.

" I'm sorry 1 can't fall in with your scheme,” sad
he, "but | can't.”

" But, man! " protested the Scotchman, " it's the
greatest scheme that ever was." '

" Yes" sad Mr Cowlishaw, "but it would be un-
professional.”

Mr Rannoch was himself a professiona. " Oh,
well," he sad sarcadticaly, "if you're one of those
amateurs—"

" I'll put you thejob in aslow aspossible,” said Mr
Cowlishaw, persuasively.
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But Scotchmen are not to be persuaded like that.

Mr Rannoch wrapped up his teeth and left.

What finally happened to those teeth Mr Cowlishaw
never knew. But he satisfied himself that they were
not advertised in the Sgnal.

Now, just as Mr Cowlishaw was personally conducting
to the door the greatest goal-getter that the Five Towns
had ever seen there happened another ring, and thus it
fell out that Mr Cowlishaw found himsdlf in the double
difficulty of speeding his first visitor and welcoming his
second al in the same breath. It is true that the
second might imagine that the first was a client, but
then the aspect of Mr Rannoch's mouth, had it caught
the eye of the second, was not reassuring. However,
Mr Rannoch's mouth happily did not catch the eye of
the second.

The second was a visitor beyond Mr Cowlishaw's
hopes, no other than Mrs Simeon Clowes, landlady of
the Turk's Head and Mayoress of Hanbridge, a
tall and well-built, handsome, downright woman, of
something more than fifty and something less than
sixty; the mother of five married daughters, the aunt
of fourteen nephews and nieces, the grandam of seven,
or it might be eight, assorted babies; in short, a lady
of vast influence. ~ After dl, then, she had come to him!
If only he could please her, he regarded his successon
to his predecessor as definitely established and his
fortune made. No person in Hanbridge with any
yearnings for style would dream, he trusted, of going to
any other dentist than the dentist patronized by Mrs
Clowes. o | |

She eyed him interrogatively and firmly. She
probed into his character, and he felt himself pierced,

JO
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" You are Mr Cowlishaw? " she began.

" Good afternoon, Mrs Clowes” he replied. " Yes,
| am. Can | be of sarvice to you? "

" That deﬁends" dhe said.

He asked her to step in, and in she stepped.

" Have you had any experience in taking teeth
out? " she asked in the surgery. Her hand stroked
her left cheek.

" Oh yes" he sad eagerly. " But, of course, we
try to avoid extraction as much as possble

" If you're going to talk like that," she said coldly,
and even bitterly, ™ I'd better go."

He wondered what she was driving at.

" Naturally," he said, summoning &l his latent
powers of diplomacy, " there are cases in which ex-
traction is unfortunately nec "

"How many teeth have you extracted?' she in-
quired.

" | redly couldn't say," he lied. " Very many."

" Because" she said, " you don't look as if you
could 'Bo! ' to a goose.”

He observed a gleam in her eye.

" | think | can say ' Bo! ' to a goose," he said.

She laughed.

" Don't fancy, Mr Cowlishaw, that if | laugh I'm
not in the most horrible pain. | am. When | tell you
| couldn't go with Mr Clowes to the match—"

" Will you take this seat? " he said, indicating the
chair of chairs, " then | can examine."

Sheobeyed. " | do hate the horrid, velvety feeling
of these chairs" she said; " it's most creepy.”

" | shall have to trouble you to take your bonnet off."

So she removed her bonnet, and he took it as he
might have taken his firstborn, and laid it gently to
rest on his cabinet. Then he pushed the gas-bracket
50 that the light came throuEh the large crystal sphere,
and made the Mayoress blin
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" Now," he said soothingly, " kindly open your
mouth—wide."

Like al women of strong and generous character,
Mrs Simeon Clowes had a Iarﬁe mouth. She obediently
extended it to dimensions which must be described as
augudt, a the same time pointing with her gloved and
chubby finger to a particular part of it. _

" Yes, yes," murmured Mr Cowlishaw, assuming a
tranquillity which he did not feel. This was the first
time that he had ever looked into the mouth of a
Mayoress, and the prospect troubled him.

He put his little ivory-handled mirror into that
mouth and studied its secrets.

" | see" he said, withdrawing the mirror. " Ex-

nerve. Quite simple. Merely wants stopping.
When I've done with it the tooth will be as sound as
ever it was. All your other teeth are excellent.”

Mrs Clowes arose violently out of the chair.

" Now just listen to me, please," shesaid. " | don't
want any stopping; | won't have any stopping; | want
that toothout. I've aready quarrelled with one dentist
this afternoon because he refused to take it out. |
came to you because you're young, and | thought you'd
be morereasonable. Surely abody can decide whether
shélll have atooth out or not!  It's my tooth. What's
a dentist for? In my young days dentists never did
anYthl ng ese but take teeth out.  All | wish to know is,
will you take it out or will you not? "

" It's redly a pity—" _

" That's my affair, isn't it? " she stopped him, and
moved towards her bonnet. _

" If you insst," he said quickly, " | will extract."

" Well," she said, " if you don't cal this insisting,
what do you cal insisting? Let me tell you | didn't
have a wink of deep last night! "

"Neither did I, in your confounded hotel!" he
nearly retorted; but thought better of it.
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The Mayoress resumed her segt, taking her gloves off.

" It's decided then? " she questioned.

" Certainly,” sad he. " Is your heart good? "

" 1smy heart good? " she repeated. " Young man,
what business is that of yours? It's my tooth I want
you to deal with, not my heart."

" | must give you gas," said Mr Cowlishaw, faintly.

" Gasl " she exclamed. " You'll give me no gas,
young man. No! My heart isnot good. | should die
under gas. | couldn't bear the idea of gas.  You must
takeit out without gas, and you mustn't hurt me. I'ma
perfect baby, and you mustn't on any account hurt me."

The moment was crucid. Supposing that he re-
fused—a promising career might be nipped in the bud;
would, undoubtedly, be nipped in the bud. Wheress,
if he accepted the task, the patronage of the aristocracy
of Hanbridge was within his grasp.  But the tooth was
colossa, monumental. He estimated the length of its
triple root at not less than 75 inch.

" Very well, madam," he said, for he was a brave
youngster.

But he was in a panic. He felt as though he were
about to lead the charge of the Light Brigade. He
wanted a stiff drink. (But dentists may not drink.)
If he failed to wrench the monument out at thefirst pull
the result would be absolute disaster; in an instant he
would have ruined the practice which had cost him so
dear. And could he hope not to fail with the first pull?
At best he would hurt her indescribably. However,
having consented, he was obliged to go through with
the effair. _ _ _

He took every possible precaution. He chose his
most vicious instrument.  He applied to the vicinity of
the tooth the very latest substitute for cocaine; he pre-
Pared cotton wool and warm water in aglass. And at
ength, when he could delay the fatal essay no longer,
he said:
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" Now, | think we are ready."
" You won't hurt me? " she asked anxioudly.
~ " Not a bit," he replied, with an admirable smula-

tion of gaiety.

" Because if you do—"

He laughed. But it was a hysterical laugh.  All his
nerves were on end. And he was very conscious of
having had no deep during the previous night. He had
agck feeling. The room swam. He collected himself
with aterrific effort.

" When | count one" he sad, "I shdl take hold;
when | count two you must hold very tight to the chair;
and when | count three, out it will come."

Then he encircled her head with his left arm—
brutally, as dentists always are brutal in the thrilling
crigs.  "Wider!" he shouted.

And he took possesson of that tooth with his
fiendish contrivance of stedl.

" One—two—"

He didn't know what he was doing.

There was no three. There was a dight shriek and
athud on the floor. Mrs Simeon Clowesj ug]J)ed upand
briskly rang a bell. The attendant rushed in. The
attendant saw Mrs Clowes gurgling into a handkerchief,
which she pressed to her mouth with one hand, while
with the other, in which she held her bonnet, she was
fanning the face of Mr Cowlishaw. Mr Cowlishaw had
fainted from nervous excitement under fatigue. But
his unconscious hand held the forceps; and the forceps,
victorious, held the monumental tooth.

" O-0-pen the window," spluttered Mrs Clowes to
the attendant. " He's gone off; hell come to in a
minute."

She was flattered. Mr Cowlishaw was for ever en-
deared to Mrs Clowes by this singular proof of her im-
pressveness. And a woman like that can make the"
fortune of haf a dozen dentists.



CATCHING THE TRAIN

I

RTHUR COTTERILL awoke. It was not ex-
L7\ actly with a start that he awoke, but rather with
a swift premonition of woe and disaster. The strong,
bright glare from the patent incandescent street lamp
outside, which the lavish Corporation of Burdey kept
burning at the full till long after dawn in winter, illu-
minated the room (through the green blind) almost
as well as it illuminated Trafalgar Road. He clearly
distinguished every line of the form of his brother
Simeon, fast and double-locked in deep in the next bed.
He saw dso the open trunk by the dressing-table in
front of the window. Then he’looked at the clock on
the mantelpiece, the silent witness of the hours.  And a
pair of pincers seemed to clutch his heart, and an anvil
to drop on his stomach and rest heavily there, producin
an awful nausea. Why had he not |ooked at the cloc
before? Was it possble that he had been awake even
five seconds without looking at the clock—the clock
u?on which it seemed that his very life, more than his
life, depended? The clock showed ten minutes to
seven, and the train went a ten minutes past. And it
was quite ten minutes walk to the station, and he had
to dress, and button those new boots, and finish pack-
ing—and the porter from the station was late in coming
for the trunk! But perhaps the porter had aready
been; perhaps he had run%and rung, and Igone_alw in
despair of making himsalf heard (for Mrs Hopkins sept
at the back of the house). 15
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~ Something had to be done.  Yet what could he do
with those hard pincers pinching his soft, yleldlng
heart, and that terrible anvil pressing on his stomach
He might even now, by omitting all but the stern neces-
sties of his toilet, and by abandoning the trunk and
his brother, just catch the train, the indispensable train.
But somehow he could not move. Yet he was indubi-
tably awake. _

" Simeon! " he cried at length, and sat up.

The younger Cotterill did not stir.

"Sim! " he cried again, and, leaning over, shook
the bed.

" What's up? " Simeon demanded, broad awake in a
second, and, as usual, calm, imperturbable.

"We've missed the train! It's ten—eight—
minutes to seven,” sad Arthur, in a voice which com-
bined reproach and terror. And he sprang out of
bed and began with hysteric fury to sort out his
garments. o

Simeon turned dowly on his sde and drew a watch
from under his pillow. Putting it dose to his face,
Simeon could just read the did.

"Its dl right” he sad. " Stll, you'd better get
up. It's eight minutes to Sx. Weve got an hour and
eighteen minutes.” _

_ ;‘What do you mean? That clock was right last
night."
% Yes. But | atered it

"When?" _

" After you got into bed."

" | never saw you."

" No. Butl atered it."

"Why?"

" To be on the safe sde”

" Why didn't you tell me? "

" If I'dtoldyou, | might just aswell have not altered
it.  The man who puts a clock on and then goes gab-



152 CATCHING THE TRAIN

bling al over the house about what he has done is an
ass, in fact, to cdl him an assls to flatter him."

Arthur tried to be angry.

" That's dl very well—" he began to grumble.

But he could not be angry. The pincers and the
anvil had suddenly cessed their torment.  He was free.
He was not a disgraced man. He would catch the train
easly. All would bewdl. All would be asthe practical
Simeon had arranged that it should be.  And in advanc-
ing the clock Simeon had acted for the best. Of
course, it was safer to be on the safe side!  In an affair
such as that in which he was engaged, he felt, and he
honestly admitted to himself, that he would have been
nowhere without Simeon.

"Light the stove first, man,” Simeon enjoined him.
" There's been a change in the wesather, | bet. It's as
cold as the very deuce.”

Yes, it wasvery cold. Arthur now noticed the cold.
Strange—or rather not strange—that he had not noticed
it before! Helit the gas stove, which exploded with its
usual disconcerting plopl and a marvellously agreesble
warmth began to charm his senses.  He continued his
dressng as near as possible to the source of this ex-
quisite warmth. Then Simeon, in his leisurely manner,
arose out of bed without aword, put hisfeet into dippers
and lit the gas. _ _

" | never thought of that," said Arthur, laughing
nervoudy. .

" Shows what a state you're in," said Simeon.

Simeon went to the window and peeped out into the
Slence of Trafalgar Road.

" Sight mist," he observed.

Arthur felt afaint return of the pincers and anvil.

" But it will clear off,” Simeon added.

Then Simeon put on a dressing-gown and padded
out of theroom, and Arthur heard him knock at another
door and call:
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"Mrs Hopkins, Mrs Hopkins!" And then the
sound of adoor opening. _ _ _

~ " She was dressed and just going downdtairs," sad
Simeon when he returned to their bedroom. " Break-
fast ready in ten minutes. She st the table lagt night.
| told her to."

" Good! " Arthur murmured.

At sixteen minutes past Sx they were both dressed,
and Simeon was showing Arthur that Simeon aone
kneWvhow to pack a trunk. At twenty minutes past
sx the trunk was packed, locked and strapped.

" What about a3<ett|ng the confounded thing down-
stairs? " Arthur asked. o

~ "When the porter comes," sad Simeon, " he and |
will do that. It's too heavy for you to handle.”

At six twenty-one they were having breakfast in the

little dining-room, by the heat of another gas-stove.
And Arthur felt that al waswell, and that in postponing
their departure till that morning in order not to upset
the immemorial Christmas dinner of their Aunt Sarah,
they had done rightly. At half-past six they had, be-
tween them, drunk five cups of tea and eaten four eggs,
four dices of bacon, and about a pound and a half of
bread. Simeon, with what was surely an exaggeration
of imperturbability, charged his pipe, and began to
smoke. They had forty minutes in which to catch the
Loop-Line train, even if it was prompt. There would
then be forty minutes to wait at Knype for the London
express, which arrived at Euston considerably before
noon. After which there would be a clear ninety
minutes before the business itself—and less than a
quarter of a mile to walk! Yes, there was a rich and
generous margin for &l conceivable delays and accidents.

" The porter ought to be comi n% sad Smeon. It
was twenty minutes to seven, and he was brushing his
hat.

Now such a remark from that personification of
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cam, that living denial of worry, Simeon, was decidedly
unsettling to Arthur. By chance, Mrs Hopkins came
into the room just then to assure hersdf that the young
men whose house she kept desired nothing.

" Mrs Hopkins," Simeon asked, " you didn't forget
to cdl at the gation lagt night? "

"Oh no, Mr Smeon,"” sad she "I saw the
second Dorter, Merrith. He knows me. At leadt, |
know his mother—known her forty year—and he
Eromised me he wouldn't forget. Beddes, he never

as forgot, has he? | told him particular to bring his
barrow.”

It was true the porter never had forgotten! And
many times had he transported Smeon's luggage to
Bleskridge Station. Simeon did a good deal of com-
mercid travelling for thefirm of A. & S. Cotterill, tea-
pot makers, Burdey. In many commerciad hotes he
was familiarly known as Tegpot Cotterill.

The brothers were reassured by Mrs Hopkins.
There was half an hour «to the time of the train—and
the station only ten minutes off. Then the chiming
clock in the hall struck the third quarter.

"That clock right?' Arthur nervoudy inquired,
assuming his overcoat.

"It's a minute late* sad Simeon, assuming his
overcodt. ’

And at that word " late," the pincers and the anvil
revisted Arthur. Even the confidence of Mrs Hopkins
in the porter was shaken. Arthur looked at Simeon,
depending on him. It was imperative that they should
caich the train, and it was imperative that the trunk
should catch the train. Everything depended on a
porter. Arthur felt that dl his future career, his hap-
piness, his honour, his life depended on aporter.  And,
after dl, even porters at a pound a week are human.
Therefore, Arthur looked at Simeon. .

Simeon walked through the kitchen into the back-
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yard. In a shed there an old barrow was lying. He
drew out the barrow, and ticklishly wheded it into the
house, as far as the foot of the sars.

" Mrs Hopkins" he cdled. " And you too! " he
glanced a Arthur.

" What are you %?ing to do? " Arthur demanded.

~ " Whed the trunk to the station myself, of coursg"

Smeon replied. " If we meet the porter on the way,
S0 much the better for us. . . and so much theworse for
him! " he added.

IT was just as dark as though it had been midnight—
dark and excessvely cold; not a raé of hopein the sky;
not asign of lifeinthe street.  All Burdey, and, indeed,
dl the Hve Towns, were degping off the various conse-
uences of Christmas on the human frame. Trafalgar

oad, with its double row of lamps, each exactly like
that onein front of the house of the Cotterills, stretched
downwards into the dead heart of Burdey, and upwards
over the brow of the hill into sga:e And athough
Arthur Cotterill knew Trafagar Road as well as Mrs
Hopkins knew the hundred and twenty-first Psam, the
effect of the scene on him was most uncanny. He
watched Simeon persuade the loaded barrow down the
sep into the tiny front garden, not daring to help him,
because Simeon did not like to be helped by clumsy
people in delicate operations.  Mrs Hopkins was rapidly
pouring al the goodness of her soul into his ear, when
Smeon and the barrow reached the pavement, and
Simeon staggered and recovered himself.

~ " Look out, Arthur," Smeon cried. " The road's
like glass. It's rained in the night, and now it's freez-
ing. Come dong.”

Arthur bade adieu to Mrs Hopkins.
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" Eh, Mr Arthur," saidshe. " ThingSII be different
when ye come back, this time a month.”

He said nothing. The pincers and the anvil were
a him agan. He thought of fals, torn garments,
broken legs.

Simeon lifted the arms of the barrow, and then
dropped them.

" Have you got it? " he demanded of Arthur.

“Got what?"

“ Yes" sad Arthur, comprehending.

“ Are you sure? Show it me. Better give it me.
It will be safer with me."

Arthur unbuttoned his overcoat, took off his left
glove, and drew from one of his pockets a small, bright
object, which shone under the street lamp. Simeon
took it silently. Then he definitely seized the arms of
the barrow, and the procession started up the street.

No time had been lost, for Smeon had an ex-
traordinary gift of celerity. It was eleven minutes to
seven. Nevertheless, Arthur felt the pincers, and the
feel of the pincers made him look at his watch.

" See here" said Simeon, briefly. " You needn't
worry. We shall catch that train. Weve got twenty
minutes, and we shall get to the station in nine."  The
exertion of wheelln%the barrow over wfyat was practi-
caly a sheet of rough ice made him SEeak in short gasps.
~ Impossible for the pincers and the anvil to remain
in face of that assured, dmost god-like tone!

" Good! " murmured Arthur. " By Jove, but it's
cold though! " _ _ o

" I've never been hotter in my life/" sad Simeon,
puffing. " Except in my hands."

"Can't | teke it for a bit? "

"No, you cant" sad Simeon. At the robust
finality of the refusal Arthur laughed. Then Simeon
laughed. The party became gay. The pincers and the
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anvil were gone for ever.  Smeon turned gﬂngerly into
Pollard Street—half-way to the station.  They had but
to descend Pollard Street and climb the path across the
cinder-heaps beyond, and they would be, as it werg, in
harbour: In Pollard Street Smeon had the happy idea
of taking to the roadway. It was rougher, and, there-
fore, less dangerous, than the pavement. At intervals
he shoved the whedl of the barrow by main force over
asone.

"Put my hat straight, will %ou? " he asked of Arthur,
and Arthur obeyed. It was becoming a task under the
winter stars.

Then Arthur happened to notice the wheel of the
barrow—itssolewhedl.

"1 say," he said, " what's up with that wheel? "

" t's rockﬁ, that's what that wheel is" replied
Simeon. " | hope it will hold out."

Instead of pushing the barrow he was now holding
it back, down the dant of Pollard Street.  The mist had
cleared. And Arthur could see the red gleam of asignal
in the neighbourhood of the station. But now the
pincers and the anvil were at him again, for Simeon's
tone was adarming. It indicated that the wobbling
wheel of the barrow might not hold out.

The catastrophe happened when they were climbing
the cinder-dope and within two hundred yards of the
little station.  Simeon was propelling with al his might,
and he propelled the wheel againgt half a brick. The
wheel collapsed. There was a splintering even of the
main timbers of the vehicle as the immense weight of
the trunk crashed to the solid earth.

Simeon fell, and rose with difficulty, standing on one
leg, and terribly grimacing. _ _

He said nothing, but consulted his watch by the aid
of a fusee. _ _

" We must carry it," Arthur suggested wildly.

" We can't carry it up here.  It's much too heavy."
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~ Arthur remembered the tremendous weight of even
his share of it as they had did it down the dtairs.

No. It could not be carried. _

" Beddes," sad Simeon, " I've sprained my ankle, |
fear." And he sat down on the trunk. .

" What are we to do? " Arthur asked tragically.

~"Do? Why, it's perfectly smple! You must go
without me. Anyhow, run to the dtation, and try to
get the porter down here with another barrow."

Man of infinite calm, of infinite resource. Though
the pincers and the anvil were horribly torturing him at
that moment, Arthur could not but admire his younger
brother's astounding sangfroid.

And he set off. . '

" Herel " Simeon called him peremptorily. " Take
this—in case you don't come back." '

And he handed him the small bright object.

" But | must come back. | can't possibly go with-
out the trunk. All my things arein it."

"1 know that, man. But perhaps you'll have to go
without it. Hurry! " _

Arthur ran. He encountered the senior porter at
the gate of the station.

"Where's Merrith? " he began. "He was to
have—" | S

" Merrith's mother is dead—died at five o'clock,”
said the senior porter. " And I'm here &l aone.”

Arthur stopped as if shot.

"Wel" he recovered himself. "Lend me a
barrow." '

~ "1 sndl lend ye no barrow. It's against the rules.
Since they transterred our stationmaster to Cl‘egi]g
there's been an ingpector down here welly [wel nighj
every day."

" But | must have a barrow." '

b" | shal lend ye no barrow," said the senior porter,
a brute.
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A ggnd dose to the signa-box clattered down from
red to green. _ _

" Her's signdlled,” said the senior porter. " Areyc
travelling by her? "

Arthur had to decideinamoment. Must he or must
he not abandon Simeon and the trunk? The train, a
processon of lights, could be seen in the distance
under the black sky. He gave one glance in the
direction of Simeon and the trunk, and then entered
the dtation. o _ _

Simeon had been right. He did catch the train.

It was fortunate that there was a wide margin be-
tween the advertised time of arrival of the Loop-Line
train a Knype and the departure therefrom of the
London express. For, beyond Hanbridge, the Loop-
Line train came to a standstill, and obstinately re-
mained at a standstill for near upon forty minutes.
Dawn began and completed itself while that train re-

there. Thingsgot to such apoint that, despite the
Intense cold, the few passengers stuck their heads out of
the windows and kept them there. Arthur suffered
unspeakably. He imparted his awful anxiety to an old
man in the same compartment. And the old man said:

" They adways keep the express waiting for the Loop.
Moreover, you've plenty o' time yet."

He knew that the Loop was supposed to catch the
express, and that in actual practice it did catch it. He
knew that there was yet enough time. Still, he con-
tinued to suffer. He continued to believe, at the bot-
tom of his heart, that on this morning, of al mornings,
the Loop would not catch the express.

However, he was wrong. The Loop caught the
express, though it was a nearish thing. He dashed
down into the subterranean passage at Knype Station,
reappeared on the up-platform, ran to the fore-part of
the express, which was in and waiting, and jumped; a
porter banged the door, a guard inspired the driver by a
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tune on awhistle, and off went the express.  Arthur was
now safe. Nothing ever happened to a North-Western
e:j)ress He was safe. He was shorn of his luggage
(amost, but not quite, |nd|§)en$ble) and of Simeon;
but he was safe. He could not be disgraced in the
world's eye.  He thought of poor, gallant, imperturb-
able, sprained Simeon freezing on the trunk in the
middle of the cinder-waste.

THE train stopped momentarily at a station which he
thought to be Lichfield. Then (out of his wakin
dreams) it seemed to him that Lichfield Station h
strangely grown in length, and just as the train was
drawing out he saw the word " Stafford " in immense
white enamelled letters on a blue ground. There was
nobody else in the compartment. His heart and
stomach in a state of frightful torture, he sprang out of
it—not on to the line, but into the corridor (for it was a
corridor train) and into the next compartment, where
were seated two men.

" Is this the London train? " he demanded, not con-
ceding his terror,

"No, itisnt It's the Birminghamtrain," said one
of the men fiercely—a sort of a Levite. _

"Great heavens! " ejaculated Arthur Cotterill.

. " You ought to inquire before you get into atrain,"
sad the Levite.

" The fact is"" sad the other man, who was perhaps
a coudn of a Good Samaritan, " the express from Man-
cheter is split up at Knype—one part for London, and
the other part for Birmingham."

" | know that," said Arthur Cotterill.

" Ever gnce | can remember the London part has
gone off first."
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" Of course" said Arthur; " I'vetravelled by it lots
of times."

" But they atered it only last week."

" | only just caught the train,” Arthur breathed.

" Seems to me you didn't catch it," sad the Levite.

"1 must be in London before two o'clock,” sad
Arthur, and he said it so solemnly, he sad it with so
much of his immortal soul, that even the Levite was
startled out of his callous indifference.

" There are expresses from Birmingham to London
that do the journey in two hours," sad he.

" Let us see" sad the cousin of a Good Samaritan,
kindly, opening a bag and producing Bradshaw,

And he explained to Arthur that the train reached
New Street, Birmingham, at 1045, and that, by a Sngu-
lar good fortune, a very fast express left New Street at
1140, and arrived a Euston at 1.45.

Arthur thanked him and retired with his pincers and
anvil to his own compartment.

He was aruined man, adisgraced man. The loss of
his trunk was now nothing. At the best he would be
over half an hour late, and it was quite probable that he
would be too late altogether. He pictured the other
people waiting, waiting for him anxioudy, as minute
after minute passed, until the fatal hour struck. The
wholeaffairwasunthinkable. Simeon'sfault, of course.
Simeon had convinced him that to go up to London on
Christmas Day would be absurd, whereas it was now
evident that to go up to London on Christmas Day was
obvioudy the only prudent thing to do. Awful!

The train to Birmingham was in an ironical mood,
for it raninto New Street to the very minute of the time-
table.  Thus Arthur had fifty-fivefutile minutes to pass.
At another time New Street, as the largest Single station
in the British Empire, might have interested him.  But
now it was no more interesting than Purgatory when you
know lehere you are ultimately going to. He sought
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out the telegraph-office, and telegraphed to London—

adespairing, yet amanly telegram.  Then he sought out

the refreshment-room, and ordered awhisky. He was

just putting the whisky to his lips when he remem-
ered that if, after dl, he did arrive in time, the whisky

would amount to a serious breach of manners. So he

PUt the glass down untasted, and the barmaid justifiably
elt hersdlf to have been insulted.

He watched the dow formation of the Birmingham-
London express. He aso watched the various clocks.
For whole hours the fingers of the clocks never bud?ed,
and even then they would show an advance of only a
minute or two.

" Is this the train for London? " he asked an in-
spector a 11.35.

" Can'tyou see? " sadtheinspector, brightly. Asa
fact, " Euston " was written al over the train. But
Arthur wanted to be sure this time.

~ The express departed from Birmingham with thfc
nicest exactitude, and covered itself with glory asfar as
Watford, when it ran into a mist, and lost more than a
quarter of an hour, besides ruining Arthur's career.

Arthur arrived in London at one minute past two.
He got out of the train with no plan. The onefeasible
enterprise seemed to be that of suicide.

" Come on, now," said a voice—a voice that stag-
gered Arthur. It was a man with a crutch who spoke.
It was Smeon. " Come on, quick, and don't talk too
much! To the hotel first." Simeon hobbled forward
rapidly, and somehow (he could not explain how) the
anvil and pincers had left Arthur.

" | got hold of a milk-cart with a sharpened horse,
and drove to Knype. Horse fell once, but he picked
himself up again. Cost me a sovereign. Only just
caught thetrain.  Shouldn't have caught it if they hadn't
sent off the Birmingham part before the London part.
| was agonished, | can tell you, not to find you at
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Euston. Went to the hotd. Found 'em al waiting,
of course, and practicaly weeping over a telegram from
you. However, | soon arran?ed things. Had to buy a
ﬁruthI:h. . . . Here boy, liftt " They were in the
otel.

On a bed dl Arthur's finest clothes were laid out.
The famous trunk was at the foot of the bed.

"Quick!"

"But look here!™ Arthur remonstrated. "It's
after two now."

"Wel, ifitis? Wevegot till three. I'vearranged
with the mandarin chap for a quarter to three."

" | thought these things couldn't occur after two
o'clock—by law."

" That's what's the matter with you,” said Simeon;
" youthink too much. The two o'clock law was altered
years ago. Had anything to eat? " He was helping
Arthur with buttons.

" | expected not. Here! Swadlow this whisky."

" Not I! " Arthur protested in a startled tone.

"Why not?"

" Because | shall haveto kissher after the ceremony.

" Bosh! " sad Simeon. " Drink it. Besdes, there's
no kissng in a Registry Office. You're thinking of a
church. 1 wish you wouldn't think so much. Here!
Now the necktie, you cuckoo! "

In three minutes they were driving rapidly through
the London mist towards the other sex, and in aquarter
of an hour there was one bachelor the less in this vale of

tears.



THE WIDOW OF THE
BALCONY

I

HEY stood at the window of her boudoir in the new
house which Stephen Cheswardine had recently
bou%ht a Sneyd. The stars were pursuing their orbits
overhead in a Clear dark velvet sky, except to the north,
where the industrial fires and smoke of the Five, Towns
had completely put them out. But even these distant
sgns of rude labour had a romantic aspect, and did not
impair the general romance of the scene.  Charlie had
loved her; "he loved her ill; and she gave him odd
minutes of hersdf when she could, just to keep him
dive. Moreover, there was the log firerichly crackling
in thewell-grate of theboudoir; therewasthéfeminine-
ness of the boudoir (dimly lit), and the soft splendour of
her gown, and behind al that, pervading the house,
th_egay rumour of the party. And in front of them the
window-panes, and beyond the window-panes the stars
intheir orbits. Doubtless it was such influenceswhich,
despite severd degrr]ees of frost outside, gave to Charlie
W%odruff's thoughts an Italian, or Spanish, turn. He
said:

" Stephen ought to have this window turned into a
French window, and build you a balcony. It could
eeslgnbe done. Just the view for abacony. You can
ése%[ Sneyd L_?Iiefrom here (You could. ~Peoplewere

ing on it.

. Heg did not add that you could see the Sneyd Golf
Links from there, and wcia 6Z\l/ersa | doubt if the idea
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occurred to him, but as he was an active member of the
Sneyd Galf Club it would certainly have presented itself
to him in due season.

" What a lovely scheme! " Vera exclamed enthusi-

adtically.
It appealed to her. It aﬁ)pealed to al that was
romantic in_her bird-like soul. She did not see the
links; she did not see the lake; she just saw hersdf in
exquisite frocks, lightly lounging on the balcony in high
summer, and dreaming of her own beauity.

" And have a striped awning," she said.

"Yes" hesad. " Make Stephen do it

"1 will,)" she sad. S

At that moment Stephen came in, with hisbald head
and his forty years.

" | say! " he demanded. " What are you up to? "

" We were just watching the skaters," said Vera.

" And the wonders of the night,” sad Charlie,
chuckling characteristically. He aways laughed at
himself. He was a philosopher.  He and Stephen had
been fast friends from infancy. . .

" Well, youd just better skate downdairs" sad
Stephen.  (No romance in Stephen! He was nettin
a couple of thousand a year out of the manufacture o
toilet-sets, in dl that smoke to the north. How could
you expect him to be romantic?)

" Charlie was saying how nice it would be for me to
have a French window here, and a marble balcony,"
Veraremarked. It had not taken her long to think of
marble. " You must do it for me, Steve”

"Bosh!" sad Stephen. "That's just like you,
Chalie. What an assyou arel " _

" Oh, but you must / " said Vera, in that tone which
meant business, and which aso meant trouble for
Stephen.

" She's come,” Stephen announced curtly, deter-
mined to put trouble off.
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" Oh, has she? " cied Vera " | thought you sad
she wouldn't.”

" She hesitated, because she was afraid. But she's
come after al," Stephen answered.

"What fun! " Vera murmured.

And ran off downstairs back again into the midst of
the black coats and the white toilettes and the holly-
clad electricity of her Christmas gathering.

THE newsthat she had comewas al over the noisy house
inaminute, and it had the astonishing effect of produc-
ing what might roughly be described as a slence. It
stopped the reckless waltzing of the piano in the draw-
ing-room; it stopped the cackle incident to cork-pool
in the billiard-room; it even stopped agood deal of the
whispering under the Chinese lanterns beneath the
gairs and in the alcove at the top of the stairs.  What
it did not stop was the consumption of mince-pies
and claret-cup in the small breakfast-room; people
mumbled about her between munches.

She, having been sustained with turkey and beer in
the kitchen, was led by the backstairs up to Veras very
boudoir, that being the only suitable room. And there
shewaited. Shewasawoman of about forty-five; fat,
unfair (in the physica sense), and untidy. Of her
hands the less said the better.  She had probably never
visted a professond coiffeur in her life.  Her form was
straitly confined in an atrocious dress of linsey-woolsey,
and she wore an apron that was neither white nor black.
Her boots were commodious. After her mea she was
putting a hat-pin to a purpose which hat-pins do not
usualy serve. She gained an honest living by painting
green leaves on ydlow wash-basins in Stephen's re-
nowned earthenware manufactory. She spoke the
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didect of the people. She had probably never heard of
Chrigtian Science, bridge, Paquin, hard, Father
Vaughan, the fall of consols, osprey plumes, nor the new
theology. Nobody in the house knew her name; even
Stephen had forgottenit.  And yet the whole house was
agog?_ concerning her. o

The fact was that in the palntgjg-sh_ops of the
various manufactories where she had painted green
leaves on yellow wash-basins (for in al her life she had
done little €lse) she possessed a reputation as a prophet,
seer, oracle, fortune-teller—what youwill. Polite persons
would perhaps never have heard of her reputation, the
toiling millions of the Five Towns being of a rather
secretive nature in such matters, had not the subject
of fortune-telling been made prominent in the district
b){1 the celebrated inadent of the fashionable palmist.
The fashionable palmist, having thriven enormoudly in
Bond Street, had undertaken a tour through the pro-
vinces and had sopﬁed severa days at Hanbridge (our
metropolis), where he had an immense vogue until the
Hanbridge police hit on the singular idea of prosecuting
him for an unlawful vagabond. Stripped of twenty
pounds odd in the guise of afineand codts, and having
narrowly missed the rlgours of our county jail, that
fashionable palmist and soothsayer had returned to
Bond Street full of hate and respect for Midland justice,
which fears not and has afist like anavvy's. The atten-
tion of the Five Towns had thus been naturally drawn
tofortune-tellingingeneral. Andit wasdeemed that in
securing a local celebrity (quite an amateur, and there-
fore, it was uncertainly hoped, on the windy sde of the
law) for the diversion of his Christmas party Stephen
Cheswardine had done a stylish and origina thing.

Of course no one in the house believed in fortune-
telling. Oh no! But as ah amusement it was amusing.
Asfun, itwasfun. Shedid her busnesswith tea-leaves:
so thetaleran. Thiswas not considered to be very dis
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tinguished. A crystal, or even cards, or the anatomy of

asacrificed fowl, would have been better than tea-leaves e

tea-leaves were decidedly lower dass.  And yet, despite

these drawbacks, when the question arose who should

Erstt g/ti_sit the witch of Endor, there was a certain
esitation.

"You go!"

"No,yougo." _

"Oh!" Pm not gom " (a superior IauPh), efc.
At last it waes decided that Jack Hal and Cissy

Woodruff (Charlie€'s much younger sister), the pair hav-
ing been engaged to be married for exactly three days,
should make the first cal. They ascended, blushing
and brave. In a moment Jack Hall descended aone,
nervoudy playing with the slk handkerchief that was
lodged in his beautiful white waistcoat. The witch of
Endor had informed him that she never received the two
sxes together, and had expelled him. This incident
greatly enhanced the witch's reputation. Then
Stephen happened to mention that he had heard that
the woman's mother, and her grandmother before her,
had been fortune-tellers. Somehow that statement
seemed to strike everybody full in the face; it set aseal
on the authority of the witch, made her genuine. And
an uncanny feeling seemed to spread through the house
as the house waited for Cissy to reappear.

" She's very good,” said Cissy, on emerging. " She
told me all sorts of things." .

A Vce/roup formed at the foot of the stairs.

" What did she tell you? " .

" Well, she sad | must expect a very important
letter in a few days, and much would depend on it,
and next year there will be a big removal, and a large
lumbering piece of furniture, and | shal go a journey
over water.  It's quite right, you know. | suppose the
letter's from grandma; | hope it is anyway. And if
we go to France—" -
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_ Thenceforward the witch without a name held con-
tinuous receptions in the boudoir, and the boudoir
gradually grew into an abode of mystery and strange-
ness, hypnotizing the entire house. People went
thither; people came back; and those who had not been
pictured to themselves something very incantatory,
and little by little they made up their minds to go.
Some thought the woman excellent, others said it was
dl rot. But none denied that it was interesting.  None
could possibly deny that the fortune-telling had killed
every other diverson provided by the hospitable Stephen
and Vera (except the refreshments).  The most scornful
scoffers made a concesson and kindly consented to go to
the boudoir. Stephen went. Charlie went. Even the
Mayor of Hanbridge went (not being on the borough
Bench that night). .

But Verawould not go. A genuine fear was upon
her. Christmases had aways been unlucky for her
of mind. And shewashighly supertitious. Yet

she wanted to go; she was burning to go, al the while
assuring her guests that nothing would induce her to go.
The party drew to a close, and pair by pair the revellers
drove off, or walked, into the romantic night. Then
St%)hen told Vera to give the woman half-a-sovereign
and let her depart, for it was late. And mdoaymgt e
half-sovereign to the woman Vera was suddenly over-
come by temptation and asked for her fortune. The
woman's grimy simplicity, her smiling face, the com-
monness of her teapot, her utter unlikeness to anything
inthe first act of Macbeth, encouraged Vera to believe
in her magic powers. Verds hand trembled as,
under ingtructions, she tipped the tealeaves into the

SaLCeY.

" Ay! " sad the witch, in broadest Staffordshire,
running her objectionable hand up and down the
buttons of her linsey-wolsey bodice, and gently agitating
the saucer. " Theer's a widder theer." [Theres a
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widow there.] " Yo'l be havin' a letter, or it mit be a
talligram—"

- Verawouldn't hear any more. Her onefear inlifewas
thefear of Stephen'sdeath (though she didconsole Charlie
with nice amiles and lots of tite-b-tete), and here was this
fiendish witch directly foreseeing the dreadful event.

EVERY day for many days Stephen expected to have to
take part in apitched battle about the proposed balcony.
The sweet enemy, however, did not seem to be in fight-
ing form. It is true that she mentioned the balcony,
but she mentioned it in quite a reasonable spirit.  As
tounding as the statement may appear to any persona
acquaintance of Verds, Vera showed a capacity to per-
ceive that there were two sides to the question.  When
Stephen pointed out that balconies were unsuited to the
English climate, she dmost agreed. When he said that
balcojiies were dangerous and that to have a safe one
would necessitate the strengthening of the wall, she
merely replied, with wonderful meekness, that she only
weighed seven stone twelve. When he informed her
that the breakfast-room, aready not too light, was
underneath the proposed balcony, which would further
darken it, she kept an angelic slence.  And when he
showed her that the view from the proposed balcony
would in any case be marred by the immense pall of
F_ilve Towns smoke to the south, she ill kept an angelic
dlence

Stephen could not understand it.

Nor was this dl. She became extraordinarily
solicitous for his welfare, especialy in the matter of
health. She wrapped him up when he went out, and
unpacked him when he came in. She cautioned him
againg draughts, overwork, microbes, and dietary in-
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discretions.  Thanks to regular boxing exercise, his old
dyspepsia had amost entirely disappeared, but this did
not prevent her from watching every mouthful that
vanished under the portals of his moustache. And she
superintended his boding too. She made a point of
bemP present whenever he and Charlie boxed, and she
would force Charlie to cease flgﬁmng a the oddest
moments. She was flat againgt having a motor-car;
she compelled Stephen to drive to the station in the four-
wheeler instead of in the high dog-cart. Indeed, from
the way she guarded him, he might have been the one
frail life that stood between England and anarchy.

And she was always o kind, in arather melancholy,
resigned, wistful fashion. .

0. Stephen could not understand it. _

There came a time when Stephen could neither
understand it nor stand it. And he tried to worm out
of her her secret. But he could not. The fascinating
little liar stoutly stuck to it that nothing was the matter
with her, and that she had nothing on her mind.
Stephen knew differently. He consulted Charlie
Woodruff. She had not made a confidant of Charlie.
Charlie was exactly as much in the dark as Stephen.
Then Stephen (I regret to have to say it) took to swear-
ing. For instance, he swore when she hid al his thin
socks and so obliged him to continue with his thick ones.
And one day he swore when, in answer to his query why
she was pale, she said she didn't know. .

He thus, without expecting to do so, achieved a
definite climax.

For she broke out.  She ceased in half a second £0 be
Bale. She gave him with cutting candour all that had

een bottled up in her entrancing bosom.  She told him

that the witch had foreseen her awidow (which was the
same thing as prophesying his death), and that she had
done, and was doing, all that the ingenuity of a loving
heart could suggest to keep him dive in spite of the pie-
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diction, but that, in face of his infamous brutaity, she
should do no more; that if he chose to die and leave her
awidow he might die and leave her awidow for al she
cared; in brief, that she had done with him.

When she had become relatively cam Stephen
addressed her camly, and even ingratiatingly.

" I'm sorry," he said, and added, " but you know
you did say that you were hiding nothing from me."

" Of coursg" she retorted, " because | was" Her
arguments were usually on this high plane of logic.

" And you ought not to be so supertitious,” Stephen
proceeded.

" Well," sad she, with truth, " one never knows."
And she wiped away atear and showed the least hint
of an inclination to kiss him. " And anyhow my only
anxiety was for you."

" Do you redly believe what that woman said? "
Stephen asked.

" Well," she repeated, " one never knows."

" Because if you do, I'll tell you something.”

"What?" Vera demanded. _

At this juncture Stephen committed an error of
tactics. He might have let her continue in the fear of
his death, and thus remained on velvet (subject to occa-
sond outbreaks) for the rest of his life. But he gave
himsdf utterly avvzg;. o ' _

" Shetold me | should livetill | was ninety," said he.
" So you can't be awidow for quite haf a century, and
you'l be eighty yourself then." ,

IV

WITHIN twenty-four hours she was at him about the

balOO% . .
" The summer will be lovely," she said, in reply to
his argument about climate.
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" Rubbish," she sad, in reply to his argument about

~ "Who cares for your old breakfast-room? " she said,
in reply to his argument about darkness at breakfast.

" We will have trees planted on that sde—big ems,”
shesdd, inreply to his argument about the smoke of the
Five Towns spoiling the view. -

Whereupon Stephen definitely and clearly enunci-
ated that he should not build a balcony.

' Oh, but you must! " she protested.

" A bacony is quite impossible,” said Stephen, with
his firmest masculinity. -

"Youll seif it's impossible” sad she, " when I'm
that widow."

The curious may be interested to know that she has
dready begun to plant trees.



THE CAT AND CUPID

THE secret history of the Ebag marriage is now
printed for the first time. The Ebag family,
who prefer their name to be accented onthefirst syllable,
once amost ruled Oldcastle, which is a clean and con-
ceited borough, with long historical traditions, on the
very edge of the industrial, democratic and unclean Five
Towns. The Ebag family still lives in the grateful
memory of Oldcastle, for no family ever did more to
preserve the celebrated Oldcastilian superiority in social,
moral and religious matters over the vulgar Five Towns,
The episodes leading to the Ebag marriage could only
have happened in Oldcastle. By which | mean merely
that they could not have happened in any of the Five
Towns.  In the Five Towns that sort of tiling does not
occur. | don't know why, but it doesn't. The people are
too deeply interested in football, starting prices, rates,
public parks, diding scales, excursions to Blackpool, and
municipal shindies, to concern themselves with organists
as such. In the Five Towns an organist may be a
sanitary inspector or an auctioneer on Mondays. In
Oldcastle an organist is an organist, recognized as such
in the streets.  No one ever heard of an organist in the
Five Towns being taken up and petted by a couple of
]gld Ia(rj:i_igs But this may occur at Oldcastle. It, in
act, dd.

The scandalous circumstances which led to the dis-
appearance from the Oldcastle scene of Mr Skerritt, the
origind organist of St Hal%idfd’ have no relation to the
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present narrative, which opens when the ladies Ebag
began to seek for a new organist. The new church of
S Placid owed its magnificent existence to the Ebag
family. The apse had been given entirdy by old
Caigphas Ebag (ex-M.P., now a paralytic sufferer) at a
cog of twelve thousand pounds, and his was the
origina idea of building the church. When, owing to
the decline of the working man's interest in beer, and
one"or two other things, Caigphas lost nearly the whole
of his fortune, which had been gained by honest labour
in mighty speculations, he rather regretted the church;
he would have preferred twelve thousand in cash to a
view of the apse from his bedroom window; but he was
man enough never to complain. He lived, after his
misfortunes, in a comparatively small house with his
two daughters, Mrs Ebag and Miss Ebag. These two
ladies are the heroines of the tale.

Mrs Ebag had married her cousin, who had died.
She possessed about six hundred a year of her own.
She was two years older than her sister, Miss Ebag, a
spingter.  Miss Ebag was two years younger than Mrs
Ebag. No further information as to their respective
ages ever leaked out. Miss Ebag had a little money of
her own from her deceased mother, and Caiaphas had
the wreck of hisriches. The total income of the house-
hold was not far short of a thousand a year, but of this
qlkJ)ite two hungggd ayeardwashdaso%ped by yourg)%g E(E]i (;[B
Ebag, Mrs Ebag's step-daughter (for Mrs E
been her husband's second choice). Edith, who was
notorious as a sily chit and spent most of her time in
London and other absurd places, formed no part of the
household, though she visited it occasondly. The
household conssted of old Caiaphas, bedridden, and his
two daughters and Goldie. Goldie-was the tomcat, so
termed by reason of his splendid tawniness. Goldie
had more to do with the Ebag marriage than anyone or
anything, except the weathercock on the top of the
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house. This may sound queer, but is as naught to the
queerness about to be unfolded.

IT cannot be consdered unnatural that Mrs and Miss
Ebag, with the Assstance of the vicar, should have
managed the affairs of the church. People nicknamed
them " the churchwardens,” which was not quite nice,
having regard to the fact that their sole am was the
truest welfare of the church. They and the vicar, in a
friendly and effusive way, hated each other. Some-
times they got the better of the vicar, and, less often, he
got the better of them. Inthe choice of a new organist
they won. Ther candidate was Mr Carl Ullman, the
artistic orphan.

Mr Carl Ullman is the hero of the tale. The son of
one of those German designers of earthenware who at
intervals come and settle in the Five Towns for the
Purpose of explaining fully to the inhabitants how in-

erior England is to Germany, he had an English mother,
and he himsdf was violently English. He spoke
English like an Englishman and German like an English-
man. He could paint, model in clay, and play three
musica instruments, including the organ. His one
failing was that he could never earn enough to live on.
It seemed as if he was adways being drawn by an in-
vishble string towards the workhouse door. Now and
then he made half a sovereign extra by deputizing on
the organ. In such manner had he been introduced to
the Ebag ladies.  His romantic and gloomy appearance
had attracted them, with the result that they had asked
him to lunch after the service, and he had remained with
them till the evening service. During the vist they had
learnt that his grandfather had been Court Councillor
in the Kingdom of Saxony. Afterwards they often
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sad to each other how ided it would be if only Mr
Skerritt might be removed and Carl Ullman take his
Bla:e And when Mr Skerritt actually was removed,
y his own wickedness, they regarded it as dmost an

answer to prayer, and successfully employed their
powerful interest on behdf of Carl. The sdary was a
hundred ayear. Not once in his life had Carl earned
a hundred pounds in a single year. For him the Situa
tion meant opulence. He accepted it, but camly,
gIoomiI%. Romantic gloom was his joy in life. He
said with deep melancholy that he was sure he could not
find a convenient lodging in Oldcastle.  And the ladies
Ebag then said th"t he must really come and d a
few days with them and Goldie and papa until he was
" suited." He said that he hated to plant himself on
people, and yielded to the request. The ladies Ebag
fussed around his dark-eyed and tranquil pessimism,
and both of them instantly grew younger—a curious but
authentic phenomenon. They adored his playing, and
they were enchanted to discover that his notions about
hymn tunes agreed with theirs, and by consequence dis-
agreed with the vicar's.  In the first week or two they
scored off the vicar five times, and the advantage of
having your organist in your own house grew very
apparent. They were aso greatly impressed by his
gentleness with Goldie and by his intelligent interest in
serious questions.

One day Miss Ebag sad timidly to her sister: " It's
just Sx months to-day."

" What do you mean, sister? " asked Mrs Ebag, self-
conscioudy.

" Since Mr Ullman came."

"So it id " sad Mrs Ebag, who was just as well
aware of the date as the spinster was aware of it.

They said no more. The position was the least bit
delicate.  Carl had found no lodging. He did not offer

to go. They did not want him to go. He did not offer
13
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to pay. And redly he cost them nothing except laundry,
whisky and fussing. How could they suggest that he
should pay? He lived amidst them like a beautiful
myaer?/, and al were seemingly content. Carl was
obably saving the whole of his salary, for he never
ught, clothes and he did not smoke. The ladies Ebag
smply did what they liked about hymn-tunes.

You would have thought that no outsider would find
a word to say, and you would have been mistaken.
The fact that Mrs Ebag was two years older than Miss
and Miss two years younger than Mrs Ebag; the fact
that old Caiaphas was, for strong reasons, always in the
house; the fact that the ladies were notorious cat-
idolaters, the fact that the reputation of the Ebag
family was and had ever been spotless; the fact that
the Ebag family had given the gpse and practicaly
created the entire church; &l these facts added to-
gether did not prevent the outsider from finding a
word to say.

At first words were not said; but looks were looked,
and coughs were coughed. Then someone, strolling
into the church of a morning while Carl Ullman was
practising, saw Miss Ebag ditting in slent ecstasy in a
corner. And a few mornings later the same someone,
whose curiosity had been excited, veritably saw Mrs
Ebag in the organ-loft with Carl Ullman, but no sign of
Miss Ebag. It was at this juncture that words began
to be sad.

Words! Not complete sentences! The sentences
were never finished. " Of coursg, it'sno affair of mine,
but—" " | wonder that people like the Ebags should—"
"Not that | should ever dream of hinting that—"
"First one and then the other—well!" "I'm sure
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that if either Mrs or Miss Ebag had the dightest idea
they'd a once—" And so on. Intangible gossamer
criticism, floating in the air!

v

ONE evening—it was i:)rec_isely the first of June—when
a thunderstorm was blowing up from the south-west,
and scattering the smoke of the Five Towns to the four
corners of the world, and making the weathercock of
the house of the Ebags creak, the ladies Ebag and Carl
Ullman sat together as usua in the drawing-room.
The French window was open, but banged to at inter-
vas.  Carl Ullman had pla%/ed the piano and the ladies
Ebag—Mrs Ebag, somewhat comfortably stout and
Miss Ebag spare—were talking verﬁ well and sensbly
about the influence of music on character. They in-
variably chose such subjects for conversation. Carl
was chiefly sllent, but now and then, after a sip of
whisky, he would say " Yes" with impressiveness and
stare gloomily out of the darkeningwindow. Theladies
Ebag had a remarkable example of the influence of
music on character in the person of Edith Ebag. It
appeared that Edith would never play anything but
waltzes—Waldteufel's for choice—and that the foolish
frivolity of her flyaway character was a direct conse-
quence of this habit. Carl felt sadly glad, after hear-
ing the description of Edith's carryings-on, that Edith
had chosen to live far away.

And then the conversation languished and died with
the daylight, and a certain self-consciousness obscured
the socid atmosphere. For a vague rumour of the
chatter of the town had penetrated the house, and the
ladies Ebag, though they scorned chatter, were affected
by it; Carl Ullman, too. It had the customary effect
of such chatter; it fixed the thoughts of those chatted
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about on matters which perhgps would not otherwise
have occupied their attention.

The ladies Ebag said to themselves: " We are no
longer aged nineteen. We are moreover living with
our father. If he is bedridden, what then? This
gossip connecting our names with that of Mr Ullman
ISworse than baseless; it is preposterous. We assert
{)Jci?tlvely that we have no designs of any kind on Mr

man."

Nevertheless, by dint of thinking about that gossp,
the naked idea of a marriage with Mr Ullman soon
osased to shock them.  They could gaze at it without
going into hysterics. _ _

As for Carl, he often meditated upon his own age,
which might have been anything between thirty and
forty-five, and upon the mysterious ages of the ladies,
and upon their goodness, their charm, their seriousness,
their mtelligence and their sympathy with himself.

Hence the self-consciousness in the gloaming.

To create a diverson Miss Ebag waked primly to
the window and cried:

"Goldie!  Goldie! "

It was Goldie's bedtime. In summer he aways
drolled into the garden after dinner, and he nearly
aways sensibly responded to the call when his bed-hour
sounided.  No one would have dreamed of retiring until
Goldie was safely ensconced in his large basket under
the gairs. _ _ _

"Naughty Goldie!" Miss Ebag said, comprehen-
svely, to the garden.

went Into the garden to search, and Mrs Ebag
followed her, and Carl Ullman followed MrsEba% And
they searched without result, until it was black night
and the threatening storm at last fell. The vison of
Goldie out in that storm desolated the ladies, and Carl
Ullman dlﬂlaye_d the nicest feeling. At length the
rain drove them in and they stood in the drawing-room
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with anxious faces, while two servants, under directions
from Carl, searched the house for Goldie.

" If you pleasgm," stammered the housemaid, rush-
ing rather unconventionaly into the drawing-room,
" cook says she thinks Goldie must be on the roof, in
thevane."

"On the roof in the vane? " exclamed Mrs?Ebag,
pde. " In the vane? "

" Yesm."

" Whatever do you mean, Sarah? " asked Miss Ebag,
even paer. -

The ladies Ebag were utterly convinced that Goldie
was not like other cats, that he never went on the roof,
that he never had any wish to do anything that was not
inthe strictest sense gentlemanly and correct.  And if by
chance he did go on the roof, it was merely to examine
the roof itself, or to enjoy the view therefrom out of
gentlemanly curiosity. So that this reference to the
roof shocked them. The night did not favour the
theory of view-gazing.

"Cook says she heard the weather-vane cresking
ever snce she went upstairs after dinner, and now it's
stopped; and she can hear Goldie amyowling like
anything."

" Is cook in her attic? " asked Mrs Ebag.

" Yesm."

" Ak her to come out. Mr Ullman, will you be so
very good as to come upstairs and investigate? "

Cook, enveloped in a cloak, stood out on the second
landing, while Mr Ullman and the ladies invaded her
chamber. The noise of myowling was terrible.  Mr
Ullman opened the dormer window, and the rain burst
in, together with a fury of myowling. But he did not
cae. It lightened and thundered. But he did not
cae. He procured a chair of cook's and put it under
the window and stood on it, with his back to the window,
and twisted forth his body so that he could spy up the
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roof. The ladies protested that he would be wet
through, but he paid no heed to them.

Then his head, dripping, returned into the room.

" I've just seen by aflash of lightning,” he said in a
voice of emotion. " The poor animal has got his tall
fast in the socket of the weather-vane. He must have
been whisking it about up there, and the vane turned
and caught it. The vane is jammed."

"How dreadful!" sad Mrs Ebag. "Whatever
can be done? " ‘

" Hell be dead before morning,” sobbed Miss Ebag.

" | shdl climb up the roof and release him," sad
Carl Ullman, gravely.

They forbade him to do so. Then they implored
him to refrain. But he was adamant. And in their
supplications there was a note of insincerity, for their
hearts bled for Goldie, and, further, they were not alto-
gether unwilling that Carl should prove himself a hero.
And so, amid apprehensive feminine cries of the acute-
ness of his danger, Carl crawled out of the window and
faced the thunder, the lightning, the rain, the dippery
roof, and the maddened cat. A group of three servants
were huddled outside the attic door.

In the attic the ladies could hear his movements on
the roof, moving higher and higher. The suspense was
extreme. Then there was slence; even the myowling
had ceased. Then aclap of thunder; and then, after that,
a terrific clatter on the roof, a bounding downwards
as of agreat stone, a curse, a horrid pause, and finaly
aterrific smashing of foliage and cracking of wood.

Mrs Ebag sprang to the window.

" It's dl right," came a calm, gloomy voice from be-
low. "1 fellintotherhododendrons, and Goldiefollowed
me. I'mnot hurt, thank goodnessl  Just my luck! "

A bell rang imperioudly. It was the paralytic's bell.
He had been -disturbed by these unaccustomed
phenomena.
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" Sigter, do go to father a once" sad Mrs Ebag, as
they both hastened downstairs in a state of emation,
assuredly unique in their lives.

v

MRS EBAG met Carl and the cat as they dripped into
the gaslit drawing-room. They O,or&eented a surprising
spectacle, and they were doing damage to the Persan
carpet at the rate of about five shillings a second; but
that Carl, and the beloved creature for whom he had
dared so much, were equally unhurt appeared to be in-
dubitable. Of course, it was a miracle. It could
not be regarded as other than a miracle. Mrs Ebag
gave vent to an exclamation in which were mingled pity,
pride, admiration and solicitude, and then remained, as
It were, spellbound. The cat escaped from those pro-
tecting arms and fled away. Instead of following
Goldie, Mrs Ebag continued to gaze at the hero.

" How can | thank you! " she whispered.

"What for?" asked Carl, with laconic gloom.

"For having saved my darling! " sad Mrs Ebag.
And there was passion in her voice.

" Oh! " said Carl. " It was nothing! "

"Nothing?' Mrs Ebag repeated after him, with
melting eyes, asif to imply that, instead of being noth-
ing, it was everything; asif to imply that his deed must
rank hereafter with the most splendid deeds of antiquity;
asif to imply that the whole affair was beyond words to
utter or gratitude to repay.

And in fact Carl himself was moved. You cannot
fall from the roof of a two-story house into a very high-
class rhododendron bush, carrying a prize cat in your
arms, without being a bit shaken. And Carl was a bit
shaken, not merely physicaly, but morally and spiritu-
aly. He could not deny to himself that he had after
al done something rather wondrous, which ought to be
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celebrated in sounding verse.  He felt that he wasin an
atmosphere far removed from the commonplace.

He dripped steadily on to the carpet.

" Y ou know how dear my cat was to me,’ procwded

Mrs Ebag. " And you risked your life to spare me the
pain of his suffering, perhaps his death. How thankful
| am that | indsted on having those rhododendrons
planted just where they are—fifteen yearsago! | never
anticipated—"

She stopped. Tears came into her dowager eyes.
It was obvious that she worshipped him. She was so
absorbed in his heroism that she had no thought even
for his dampness. As Cal's eyes met hers she seemed
to him to grow younger. And there came into his mind
al the rumour that had vaguely reached him coupling
their names together; and dso his early dreams of love
and passon and a marriage that would be one long
honeymoon. And he saw how absurd had been those
early dreams. He saw that the best chance of a felici-
tous marriage lay in a union of mature and serious per-
sons, animated by graveinterests and lofty idedls.  Yes,
shewas older thanhe.  But not much, not much! Not
more than—how many years? And he remembered
surprising her rapt glance that very evening as she
watched him playing the piano. What had romance to
dowith age? Romance could occur a any age. It was
occurring now. Her soft eyes, her portly form, exuded
romance. And had not the renowned Beaconsfield
espoused a lady appreciably older than himself, and did
not those espousals achieve theideal of bliss? Intheact
of saving the cat he had not been definitely aware that
it was so particularly the cat of the household. But
now, influenced by her attitude and her shining rever-
ence, he actually did begin to persuade himsdf that an
uncontrollable instinctive desire to please her and win
her for hisown had moved him to undertake the perilous
passage of the doping roof.



" THE CAT AND CUPID 185

In short, the idle chatter of the town was about to
be justified. In another moment he might have
dripped into her generous aams . . . had not Miss
Ebag swept into the drawing-room!

" Gracious! " gasped Miss Ebag. " The poor dear
thing will have pneumonia.  Sigter, you know his chest
is not strong. Dear Mr Ullman, please, please, do go
and—er—change."

He did the discregt thing and went to bed, hot
whigky following him on a tray carried by the house-
maid.

VI

THE next morning the dightly unusual happened. It
was the custom for Carl Ullman to breakrast alone,
while reading The Saffordshire Sgnal. The ladies
Ebag breakfasted mysteriousy in bed. But on this
morning Carl found Miss Ebag before him in the break-
fast-room. She prosecuted minute inquiries as to his
health and nerves. She went out with him to regard
the rhododendron bushes, and shuddered at the sght
of the ruin which had saved him. She said, following
famous philosophers, that Chance was merely the name
wegiveto the effect of lawswhich we cannot understand.
And, upon this high level of conversation, she poured
forth his coffee and passed his toast.

It was a lovely morning after the tempest.

Goldie, dl newly combed, and looking as though he
had never seen aroof, strolled pompously into the room
with tail unfurled. Miss Ebag picked the anima up
and kissed it passionately.

"Darling!”" she murmured, not exactly to Mr
Ullman, nor yet exactly to the cat. Then she glanced
effulgently at Carl and said, " When | think that you
risked your precious life, in that awful storm, to save
my poor Goldie? . . . You must have guessed how
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dear hewasto me? . . . No, redly, Mr Ullman, |
cannot thank you properly! | can't express my—"

Her eyes were moigt.

Although not young, she was two years younger.
Her age wastwo yearsless. The touch of man had never
profaned her. No masculine kiss had ever rested on
that cheek, that mouth. And Carl felt that he might be
the first to cull theflower that had so long waited. He
did not see, just then, the hollow beneath her chin, the
two lines of sinew that, bounding a depression, disap-
peared beneath her collarette. He saw only her soul.
He guessed that she would be more malleable than the
widow, and he was sure that she was not in a position,
as the widow was, to make comparisons between hus-
bands. Certainly there appeared to be some confusion
as to the proprietorship of thiscat. Certainly he could
not have saved the cat's life for love of two different
persons. But that was beside the point. The essentia
thing was that he began to be glad that he had decided
nothing definite about the widow on the previous
evening.

"Darling! " sad she again, with a new access of
passion, kissng Goldie, but darting a glance at Carl.

He might have put to her the momentous question,
between two bites of buttered toast, had not Mrs Ebag,
a the precise instant, swum amply into the room.

"Sister! You up!" exclamed Mfss Ebag.

" And you, sster! " retorted Mrs Ebag.

VIl

IT isimpossble to divine what might have occurred for
the delectation of the very ancient borough of Oldcastle
if that frivolous piece of goods, Edith, had not taken it
into her head to run down from London for afew days,
on the plea that London was too ridiculoudy hot. She
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was a pretty girl, with fluffy honey-coloured hair and
about thirty white frocks. And she seemed to be quite
as glly as her staid stepmother and her prim step-aunt
had said. She transformed the careful order of the
house into a wild disorder, and left a novel or so lying
on the drawing-room table between her stepmother's
Contemporary Review and her step-aunt's History of
European Morals. Her tastein music was candidly and
brazenly bad. It was a fact, as her elders had stated,
that she played nothing but waltzes. What was worse,
she compelled Carl Ullman to perform waltzes. And
one day she burst into the drawing-room when Carl was
alonethere, with aroll under her luscious arm, and said:

* What do you think I've found at Barrowfoot's? "

“1 don't know," said Carl, gloomily smiling, and
then smiling without gloom.

" Waldteufel's waltzes arranged for four hands.
You must play them with me at once."

And he did. It was a sad spectacle to see the
organist of & Placid's gdloping through a series of
dances with the empty-headed Edith.

The worst was, he liked it.  He knew that he ought
to prefer the high intellectual plane, the severe artistic
tastes, of the elderly ssters.  But he did not. He was
amazed to discover that frivolity appealed more power-
fully to his secret soul. He was adso amazed to discover
that his gloom was leaving him. This vanishing of
gloom gave him strange sensdtions, akin to the sensa
tions of a man who, after having worn gaiters into
middle-age, abandons them.

After the Waldteufel she began to tell him al about
herself; how she went summing in the East End, and
how jolly it was. And how she helped in the Blooms-
bury Settlement, and how jolly that was. And, later,
she said:

" You must have thought it very odd of me, Mr
Ullman, not thanking you for so bravely rescuing my
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poor cat; but the truth is | never heard of it till to-day.
| can't say how grateful | am. | should have loved to
See you doing it."

" |s Goldie your cat? " he feebly inquired.

" Why, of course? " she said. " Didn't you know?
Of course you did! Goldie adways belonged to me.
Grandp™i bought him for me. But | couldn't do with
him in London, so | dways leave him here for them to
take care of. He adores me. He never forgets me.
Hell come to me before anyone. You must have
noticed that. | can't say how grateful | am! It was
perfectly marvellous of you! | cant help laughing,
though, whenever | think what a state mother and
auntie must have been in that night!"

Strictly speaking, they hadn't a cent between them,
except hishundred ayear. But he married her hair and
she married his melancholy eyes; and she was content
to settle in Oldcastle, where there are almost no slums.
And her stepmother was forced by Edith to make the
hundred up to four hundred. This was rather hard on
Mrs Ebag. Thusit fell out that Mrs Ebag remaine* a
widow, and that Miss Ebag continues aflower unculled.
However, gossp was stifled.

In his appointed time, and in the fulness of years,
Goldie died, and was mourned. And by none was he
more sincerdly mourned than by the aged bedridden
Caiagphas.

" missmy cat, | can tell ye! " sad old Cagphas
pettishly to Carl, who was sitting by his couch. " He
knew his master, Goldie did! Edith did her best to
sted him from me when you married and set up house.
A nice thing consdering | bought him and he never be-
longed to anybody but me! Ay! | shall never have
another cat like that cat."

And thisis the whole truth of the affair.
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THE prologue to this somewhat dramatic history was

of theamplest. The affair came to a climax, if
one may spesk metaphoricaly, in fire and sword and
high passion, but it began like the month of March. Mr
Bostock (a younger brother of the senior partner in the
famous firm of Bostocks, drapers, a Hanbridge) was
lounging about the tennis-court attached to his house at
Hillport.  Hillport has long been known as the fashion-
able suburb of Burdey, and indeed as the most aristo-
cratic quarter strictly within the Five Towns; there
certainly are richer neighbourhoods not far off, but such
neighbourhoods cannot boadt that they form part of the
Five Towns—no more than Hatfield can boast that it is
part of London. A man who lives in a detached house
at Hillport, with a tennis-court, may be said to have
succeeded in life. And Mr Bostock had succeeded. A
consulting engineer of marked talent, he had aways
worked extremely hard an4 extremely long, and thus he
had arrived a luxuries. The chief of his luxuries was
his daughter Florence, aged twenty-three, height five
feet exactly, as pretty and as neat as a new doll, of ex-
pensve and obstinate habits. 1t was Florence who was
the cause of the episode, and | mention her father only
to show where Florence stood in the world.  She ruled
her father during perhaps eleven months of the year.
In the twelfth month (which was usualy January—
after the Christmas biIIs? there would be an insurrec-
tion, conducted by the altsger with much spirit for a
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time, but ultimately yielding to the forces of the govern-
ment. Horence had many admirers; a pretty woman,
who habitually rules a rich father, is bound to have
many admirers.  But she had two in particular; her
cousin, Raph Martin, who had been apprenticed to
her father, and Adam Telwright, a tile manufacturer
a Turnhill.

These four—the father and daughter and the rivals
—had been Elaying tennis that Saturday afternoon.
Mr Bostock, though touching on fifty, retained a youth-
ful athleticism; he looked and talked younger than his
years, and he |loved the society of young people. If he
wandered solitary and moody about the tennis-court
now, it was because he had a great deal on his mind
beﬂ((jjes busness. He had his daughter's future on his
mind.

A servant with apron-strings waving likeflagsin the
breeze came from the house with a large loaded tea-
tray, and deposited it on a wicker table on the small
lawn at the end of the ash court. Therivalswere reclin-
ing in deck chairs close to the table; the Object of
Desire, dl in starched white, stood over the table and
with egui(_:k delicious movements dropped sugar and
poured milk into tinkling porcelain. _ _

" Now, father,” she cdled briefly, without looking
up, as she seized the tegpot.

He approached, gazing thoughtfully a the grou,o.
Yes, he was worried. And everyone was secretly
worried. Thesituation was exceedingly delicate, fragile,
breakable. Mr Bostock looked uneasily first at Adam
Tellwright, tall, spick and span, self-confident, clever,
shini n?, with his indubitable virtues mainly on the out-
sde. [f ever any man of thirty-two in all this world was
digible, Adam Tellwright was. Decidedly he had a
reputation for preternaturally keen smartness in trade,
but in trade that cannot be celled a defect; on the con-
trary, if a man has virtues, you cannot precisdy
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quarrel with him because they haﬂpen to be on the
outside; the principal thing is to have virtues. And
then Mr Bostock looked uneasily at Ralph Martin,
heavy, short, dark, lowering, untidy, often incompre-
hengble, and more often rude; with virtues concedled
as if they were secret shames.  Ralph was capricious.
At moments he showed extraordinary talent as an en-
gineer; at others he behaved like a nincompoop. He
would be rich one day; but he had a formidable temper.
The principal thing in favour of Ralph Martin was that
he and Florence had aways been " something to each
other." Indeed of late years it had been begun to be
understood that the match was " as good as arranged."
It was taken for granted. Then Adam Tellwright had
dropped like a bomb into the Bostock circle. He had
falen heavily and disastroudy in love with the dight
Florence (whom he could have crushed and eaten). At
the start his case was regarded as hopeless, and Ralph
Martin had scorned him. But Adam Tellwright soon
caused gossip to sing a different tune, and Ral |oh Martin
soon ceased to scorn him. . Adam undoubtedm made a
Brofound impression on Florence Bostock. He began
y dazzling her, and then, as her eyes grew accus-
tomed to the glare, he gradually showed her his good
qualities. Everything that skill and tact could do
Tellwright did. The same could not be said of Ralph
Martin.. Mot people had a vague feeling that Ralph
had not been treated fairly. Mr Bostock had this feel-
ing. Yetwhy? Nothinghad been settled. Florence's
heart was evidently still open to competition, and Adam
Tellwright had a perfect right to compete.  Still, most
people sympathized with Ralph.  But Florence did not.
Young girls are like that.

Now the rivals stood about equal. No one knew
how the battle would go. Adam did not know. Ralph
did not know. Florence assuredly did not know. Mr
Bostock was quite certain, of anight, that Adam would
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win, but the next morning he was quite certain that his
nephew would win. _

No wonder that the tea-party, every member of it
tremendously preoccupied by the great battle, was not
diginguished by light and natural gaety. Great
battles cannot be talked about till they are over and the
last shot fired. And it is not to be expected that people
should be bright when each knows the others to be
deeply preoccupied by a matter which must not even be
mentioned. The tea-party was self-conscious, highly.
Therefore, it ate too many cakes and chocolate, and
forgot to count its cups of tea.  The conversation nearly
died of inanition several times, and at last it actually did
die, and the quartette gazed in painful silence at its
corpse.  Anyonewho has assisted at this kind of a tea-
party will appreciate the situation. Why, Adam Tél-
wright himself was out of countenance. To his honour,
it was he who first revived the corpse. A copy of the
previous eveni n%'ger? gnal was lying on an empty deck-
char. It had out al night, and was dampish.
Tellwright picked it up, having finished his tea, and
threw acardesseye over it.  He was determined to talk
about something. _ _ _

"By Jove! " he said. "That Balsamo johnny is
coming to Hanbridge! " .

" Yes, didn't you know? " said Florence, agreesbly
bent on resuscitating the corpse.

" What! The palmistry man? " asked Mr Bostock,
with a laugh. _

"Yes"™ And Adam Tellwright read: " ' Balsamo,
the famous palmist and reader of the future, begs to an-
nounce that he is making a tour through the principal
towns, and will visit Hanbridge on the 22nd ingt., re-
maining three days. Balsamo has thousands of testi-
monids to the accuracy of his predictions, and he abso-
lutely guarantees not only to read the past correctly,
but to foretell the future. Address: 22 Machin Strest,
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Hanbridge, 10to 10. Appointment advisable in order
to avoid delay.’ Therel Hell find himsdf in prison
one day, that gentleman will! "

" It's astounding what fools people are! " observed
Mr Bostock. . .

" Yes, isn't it! " sad Adam Telwright.

" If he'd been a gipsy,” said Ralph Martin, savagely,
" the police would have had him long ago.* And he
spoke with such grimness that he might have been talk-
ing of Adam Tellwright. _ _

" Th% say his uncle and his grandfather before him
were both thought-readers, or whatever you cdl it,"
sad Florence. _ _ _

" Do they? " exclamed Mr Bostock, in a different
tone.

" Oh! " exclaimed Adam, aso in adifferent tone.

" | wonder whether that'strue! " said Ralph Martin.

The rumour that Balsamo's uncle and grandfather
had been readers of the past and of the future produced
of course quite an impression on the party. But each
recognized how foolish it wasto allow onesalf to be soim-
pressed in such an iII.og?icaI manner. And therefore all
the men burst into violent depreciation of Balsamo and
of the gullswho consulted him.  And by the time they
had done with Balsamo there was very little left of him.
AarB/how, Adam Tellwright's discovery in the Sgnal
had saved the tea-party from utter fiasco.

No. 22 Machin Street, Hanbridge, was next door to

Bostock's vast emporium, and exactly opposte the

more exclusive, but still mighty, establishment of

Ephraim Brunt, the greatest draper in the Five Towns.

It was, therefore, in the very heart and centre of

retail commerce. No woman who respected hersdf
13
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could buy even a sheet of pins without going past No. 22
Machin Street.  The ground-floor was a confectioner's
shop, with a back room where tea and Berlin pancakes
were served to the elitewho had caught from London the
fashion of drinking tea in public places. By the sde of
the confectioner's was an open door and a Staircase,
which led to thefirst floor and the other floors. A card
hung by a cord to a nail indicated that Balsamo had
pitched his moving tent for afew days on the first floor,
In a suite of offices lately occupied by a solicitor. Con-
Sdering that the people who vist a palmist are just as
anxious to publish their doings as the people who visit a
pawnbroker—and no more—it might be thought that
Balsamo had ill-chosen his site.  But this was not so.
Balsamo, a deep student of certain sorts of human
nature, was perfectly aware that, just as necessity will
force a person to visit a pawnbroker, so will inherited
superdtition force a person to visit a palmist, no matter
what the inconveniences. If he had erected a wigwam
in the middle of Crown Square and people had had to
decide between not seeing him at al and running the
ﬂauntlet of a crowd's jeering curiosity, he would still
ave had many clients. _ _

Of course when you are in love you are in love,
Anything may happen toyouthen. Most things do hap-
pen. For example, Adam Tellwright found himself
ascending the stairs of No. 22 Machin Street at an early
hour one morning. He was, | need not say, mounting
tothethirdfloorto give an order to the potter's modeller,
who had a studio up there.  Still he stopped at the first
floor, knocked at a door labelled " Balsamo," hesitated,
and went in. | need not say that this was only fun on
his part. | need not say that he had no belief whatever
in palmistry, and was not in the least superstitious. A
young man was seated at a desk, a stylish young man.
Adam Tellwright smiled, as one who expected the stylish
young mantojoininthejoke. But the young man did
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not_I gmile. So Adam Telwright suddenly ceased to
smile

" Are you Mr Balsamo? " Adam inquired.

"No. I'm his secretary.”

His secretary!  Strange how the fact that Balsamo
was guarded by a secretary, and so stylish a secretary,
affected the sagacious and hard-headed Adam!

" You wish to see him? " the secretary demanded
coldly.

"1 suppose | may as well," said Adam, sheepishly.

" Heis disengaged, | think. But | will make sure.
Kindly st down."

Down sat Adam, playing nervously with his hat, and
intensely hoping that no other client would come in and
traphim.

" Mr Basamo will see you,” sad the secretary,
emerging through a double black portiere. " Thefeeis
aguinea."

He resumed his chair and drew towards him a book
of receipt forms.

A guineal

However, Adam paid it. The receipt form said:
" Received from Mr. the sum of one guinea for
professional assstance—Per Basamo, J H. K."
and a long flourish. The words " one guinea” were
written. Idleto deny that this receipt form wasimpres-
sgve. As Adam meekly followed " J. H. K." in to the
Presence, he felt exactly as if he was being ushered into
a dentist's cabinet. He felt as though he had been
caught in the wheels of an unstoppable machine and was
in vague but serious danger.

The Presence was a bold man, with aflowing light
brown moustache, blue eyes, and a vast forehead. He
wore a black velvet coat, and sat at a small table on
which was a smdl black velvet cushion. There were
two doors to the rooms, each screened by double black
portieres, and beyond a second chair and a large trans-
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?are_nt ball, such as dentists use, there was no other
urniture.

" Better give me your hat," sad the secretary, and
took it from Adam, who parted from it reluctantly, as
if from his last reliable friend. Then the portieres
swished together, and Adam was aone with Balsamo.
] Balsamo stared at him; did not even ask him to st

own.

~ "Why do you come to me? You dont believe
in me" sad Basamo, curtly. " Why waste your
money?"

" How can | _tell whether | believe in you or not,"
protested Adam Tellwright, the shrewd man of business,
very lamely. " I've come to see what you can do."

Basamo snapped his fingers.

" St down then," said he, " and put your hands on
this cushion. No!—palms up! " S

Balsamo gaped at them along time, rubbing his chin.
Then he rose, adjusted the transparent glass bal so
that the light came through it on to Adam's hands, sat
down again and resumed his stare.

" Do you want to know everything? " he asked.

" Yes—of course”

" Everything? "

"Yes" A trace of weskness in this affirmative.

_ "Wel, you mustn't expect to live much after
fifty-two. Look at the line of life there He spoke in
such a casud, even antipathetic tone that Adam was
startled.

" You've had success. You will have it continu-
oudy. But you won't live long."

" What have | to avoid? " Adam demanded.

u Chan't avoid your fate. You asked me to tell you
ev ing."

" Tel me about my past,” sad Adam, feebly, the
final remnant of shrewdnessin him urging himto get the
true measure of Balsamo before matters grew worse.
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" Your past? " Badsamo murmured. " Keep your
left hand quite ill, pleese. You aren't married.
You'rein busness. You've never thought of marriage
—till lately. It's not often | see a hand like yours.
Your date is clean. Till lately you never thought of
marriage."

" How lately? "

" Who can say when the idea of marriage first came
to you? You couldn't yourself. Perhaps about
three months ago. 'Y es—three months. | see water—
you have crosed the sea.  Is dl thistrue? "

" Yes" admitted Adam.

"You're in love of course. Did you know you
have arival? "

" Yes" Once more Adam was startled.

] 7 Is he fair? No, he's not fair. Hes dark. Ian't
e.ll

n YS‘"

" Ah!" The woman. Uncertain, uncertain. Mind
you | never undertake to foretell anything; dl | guar-
anteeisthat what | do foretell will happen. Now, you
will be married in ayear or eighteen months." Balsamo
stuck his chin out with the gesture of one who imparts
grave news;, then paused reflectively.

" Whom to? "

" Ah! There are two women. One fair, one dark.
Which one do you prefer? "

" The dark one,” Adam replied in spite of himself,

" Perhaps the fair one has not yet come into your
life? No. But she will do."

" But which shal | marry? "

" Look at that line. No, here!  See how indistinct
and confused it is  Your destiny is not yet settled.
Frankly, | cannot tell you with certainty. No one can
go in advance of destiny. Ah! Young man, | sym-
pathize with you."

" Then, redly you can't tell me"
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"Listen! | might help you. Yes | might help
you."

" How? "

" The others will come to me."

"What others?"

" Your riva And the woman you love"

"And then?"

" What is not marked on your hand may be very
clearly marked on theirs. Come to me agan.”

' How do you know they will come? They both
sad they should not."

" Yousadyouwouldnot. Butyouarehere. Rely
on me. They will come. | might do a great ded for
you. Of course it will cost you more. One livesin a
world of money, and | sl my powers, like the rest of
mankmd | am proud t6 do so."

" How much will it cost? "

" FHve pounds. You are free to take it or leave it,
naturally.”

Adam Tdlwright put his hand in his pocket.

" Have the goodness to pay my secretary,” Balsamo
stoplped him icily.

| beg pardon,” said Adam, out of countenance.

" Of course if they do not come the money will be
returned. Now, before you go, you might tell me all
you know about him, and about her. All. Omit
nothing. It is not essentia, but it might help me.
There 1s a chance that it might make things clearer than
they otherwise could be. The true pamist never re-
fuses any ad."

And Adam thereupon went into an el aborate account
of Florence Bostock and Ralph Martin. He left out
nothing, not even that Ralph had awart on his chin, and
had once broken aleg; nor that Florence had once been
nearly drowned in a swimming-bath in London.
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IT was the same afternoon.

Basamo stared calmly at a young dark-browed man
who had entered his sanctuary with much the same ar
as a village bumpkin assumes when he is about to be
shown the three-card trick on a race-course. Basamo
did not even ask him to st down.

" Why do you come to me? You don't believe in
me," sad Basamo, curtly. " Why waste your half-
sovereign? "

Ralph Martin, not being talkative, said nothing.

"However!" Basamo proceeded. "Sit down,
pleese. Let me look a your hands. Ah! yed Do
you want to know anything? "

" Yes, of course

"Everything?"

"Certainly."

" Let me advise you, then, to give up al thoughts of
that woman."

"What woman? "

"You know what woman. She is a very little
woman. Once she was nearly drowned—far from here.
You've loved her for along time. You thought it was
a certainty. And upon my soul you were justified in
thinking so—almost! Look at that line. But it isn't
a certanty. Look at that linel "

Balsamo gazed a him coldly, and Ralph Martin
knew not what to do or to say. He was astounded;
he was frightened;, he was desolated. He per-
cgal_ed at once that pamistry was after al a terrible
reality.

" yl’ell me some more,” he murmured.

And so Balsamo told him agreat deal more, including
full details of a woman far finer than Florence Bostock,
whom he was destined to meet in the following year.
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But Raph Martin would have none of this new woman.
Then Basamo sad suddenly:

" She is coming. | see her coming."

“ Who? ”

" Thelittle woman. She is dressed in white, with a
gold-and-white sunshade, and yellow gloves and boots,
and she has agold reticule in her hand. s that she? "

Raph Martin admitted that it was she. On the
other hand, Balsamo did not admit that he had seen
her an hour earlier and had made an appointment
with her.

There was a quiet knock on the door. Raph
started,

"You hear," sad Bdsamo, quietly. " | fear you
will never win her." |

" You sad just now postively that | shouldnt,”
Ralph exclaimed.

" | did not," said Basamo. " | would like to help
ou. | am very sorry for you. It isnot often| seea
and like yours. | might be able to help you; the

destiny is not yet settled."

" I'll give you anything to help me," said Ralph.

" It will be a couple of guineas," said Balsamo.

" But what guarantee have |? " Ralph asked rudely,
when he had pad the money—to Basamo, not to the
s?c:{]etary. Such changes of humour were characteristic
of him.

" None! " sad Balsamo, with dignity, putting the
sovereigns on the table. " But | am sorry for you. |
will tell youwhat you cando. Y ou can go behind those
curtains there "—he pointed to the inner door—" and
lisgen to al that | say.”

A proposal open to mora objections! But when
you are in the state that Ralph Martin was in, and have
experienced what he had just experienced, your out-
look upon morals is apt to be disturbed.
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" YOUNG lady," Badsamo was saying. " Rest assured
that | have not taken five shillings from you for nothing.

Your lover has a wart on his chin."

Daintiness itsdlf sat in front of him, with her little
porcelain hands lying on the black cushion. And
daintiness was astonished into withdrawing those hands.

" Please keep your hands still,” said Balsamo, firmly,
and proceeded: "But you have another lover, older,
who has recently come into your life. Fair, tdl. A
wg)cessful man who will always be successful.  Isit not
so?"

" Yes" a little voice muttered.

" You cant make up your mind between them?
Answer me."

" No."

" And you wish to learn the future. | will tell you
—you will marry the fair man. That is your destiny.
And you will be very happy. Y ou will soon perceive the
bad qualities of the one with the wart. Heis awicked
man. | need not urge you to avoid him. You will do
$.ll

"A bad man!"

" A bad man. You see there are two sovereigns
lying here.  That man has actually tried to bribe me to
influence you in his favour? "

"Ralph?" |

" Since you mention his Christian name, | will men-
tion his surname. It is written here.  Martin."

" He can't have—possbly—" _

Balsamo strode with offended pride to the portiere,
and pulled it away, revealing Mr Ralph Martin, who for
thed$cond time that afternoon knew not what to say or
to do.

" | tell you—" Ralph began, asred as fire.
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""Silence, gr! Let this teach you not to try to
corrupt an honest professond man! Surdy | had
amply convinced you of my powersl Take your miser-
ablemoney! " Heoffered the miserable money to Ralph,
who stuck his handsin his pockets, whereupon Balsamo
flung the miserable money violently on to the floor,

A deplorable scenefollowed, in which the presence of
Badsamo did not prevent Florence Bostock from con-
veying clearly to Ralph what shethought of him. Th

ke before Balsamo quite freely, as two IEe(()]lple will

iscuss maladies before a doctor. Raph departed
first; then Florence. Then Balsamo gathered up the
sovereigns.  He had honestly earned Adam'sfiver, and
snce Ralph had refused the two pounds—

"l have seen their hands,” said Balsamo the next
day to Adam Tdlwright. " All is clear. In a month
you will be engaged to her."

" A month? ™"

" A month. | regret that | had a painful scene with
your rival. But of course professional etiquette pre-
vents me from speaking of that. Let me repesat, In a
month you-will be engaged to her."

This prophecy came true. Adam Tellwright, how-
ever, did not marry Florence Bostock. One evening,
in asecluded corner at a dance, Ralph Martin, without
warning, threw his arms angrily, brutally, instinctively
round Horence's neck and kissed her. It was wrong
of him. But he conquered her. Love is like that.
It hides for years, and then pops out, and won't be
denied. Florence's engagement to Adam was broken.
She married Ralph. She knew she was marrying a
strange, dark-minded man of uncertain temper, but she
married him.

As for the unimpeachable Adam, he was left with
nothing but the uneasy fear that he was doomed to die
a fifty-two. His wife (for he got one, and a good one)
soon cured him of that.
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N arecent visit to the Five Towns | was sitting with
mﬁ old schoolmaster, who, by the way, is much
youngerthan| amafteral,inthe DOW window of ahouse
overlooking that great thoroughfare, Trafalgar Road,
Burdey, when a pretty woman of twenty-eight or so
passed down the street.  Now the Five Towns contains
more pretty women to the square mile than any other
district in England (and this statement | am prepared
to support by either sword or pistol). But do you sup-
s that the frequency of pretty women in Hanbridge,
urdey, Knype, Longshaw and Turnhill makes them
any thelessremarked? Not abit of it. Human nature
is such that even if a man should meet forty pretty
women in a walk along Trafalgar Road from Bursley
to Hanbridge, he will remark them @l separately, and
feel exactly forty thrills.  Consequently my ever-youth-
ful schoolmaster said to me: _

" Good-looking woman that, eh, boy? Married
three weeks ago," he added.

A piece of Information which took the keen edge of f
my ipterest in her. _

“ Redly! " | said. " Whois she?"

« Married to a Scotsman named Macintyre, | fancy."
¢ ;That tells me nothing,” | sad. "Who was
e? "

<" Daughter of a man named Roden."

« Not Herbert Roden? " | demanded.

“Yes. Art director at Jacksons, Limited."

“ Well, welll " | exclamed. " So Herbert Roden's
got a daughter married. \é\ésgll welll  And it ssemslike
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aweek ago that he and his uncle—you know dl about
that affair, of course? "

" What affair? "

" Why, the Roden affair! "

" No,” sad my schoolmagter.

" You don't mean to say you've never—"

Nothing pleases a wandering native of the Five
Towns more than to come back and find that he knows
things concerning the Five Towns which another man
who has lived there al his life doesn't know. In ten
seconds | was digging out for my schoolmaster one of
those family histories which lie embedded in the general
grey soil of the past like lumps of quartz veined and
streaked with the precious metal of passion and glitter-
ing here and there with the crystallizations of scandal.

" Y ou could make a story out of that,” he said, when
| had done talking and he had done laughing.

"It is a story,” | replied. " It doesnt want any
maki ng o _

And thisisjust what | told him. | have added on a
few explanations and mora reflections—and changed
the names.

I

SILAS RODEN, commonly cdled S Roden—Herbert's
uncle—lived in one of those old houses a Paddock
Place, at the bottom of the hill where Hanbridge begins.
Their front steps are below the level of the street, and
their backyards look out on the Granville Third Pit and
theworks of the Empire Porcelain Company. ItwasS's
own house, aregular bachelor's house, as neat as apin,
and S was very proud of it and very particular about it.
Herbert, being an orphan, lived with his uncle. He
would be about twenty-five then, and Si fifty odd. S
had retired from the insurance agency busness, and
Herbert, after a spell in alawyer's office, had taken to
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art and was in the decorating department a Jackson's.
They had got on together pretty well, had Si and Her-
bert, in agrim, taciturn, Five Townsway. The histori-
cal scandal began when Herbert wanted to marry Alice
Oulsnam, an orphan like himself, employed at a dress-
maker's in Crown Sgquare, Hanbridge.

" Thou'lt marry her if thou'st a mind," sad S to
Herbert, " but | sll néer speak to thee again.”

"But why, uncle?"

" That's why," sad S.

Now if you have been born in the Five Towns and
been blessed with the unique Five Towns mixture of
sentimentality and solid sense, you don't flare up and
stamp out of the house when a well-to-do and childless
uncle shatters your life's dream. You dissemble.  You
piece the dream together again while your uncle is look-
Ing another way. You feel that you are capable of out-
witting your uncle, and you take the earliest opportunity
pfsel"ftalking it over" with Alice. Alice is sagacity
Itselt.

S's reasons for objecting so politely to the projected
marriage were various. In the first place he had per-
suaded himself that he hated women. In the second
place, though in many respects a most worthy man, he
was a sdlfish man, and he didn't want Herbert to leave
him, because he loathed solitude. In the third place
—and here is the interesting part—he had once had an
affair with Aliceg's mother and had been cut out: his one
deviation into the realms of romance—and a disastrous
one. He ought to have been Alices father, and he
wasn't. It angered him, with a cold anger, that Her-
bert should have chosen just Alice out of the wealth of
women in the Five Towns. Herbert was unaware of
this reason at the moment.

The youth was being driven to the conclusion that he
would be compelled to offend his uncle after al, when
Alice came into two thousand two hundred pounds from
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a deceased relative in Cheshire.  The thought *of this
apt legacy does good to my soul. | love people to come
into a bit of stuff unexpected. Herbert instantly ad-
vised her to breathe not a word of the legacy to anyone.
They were independent now, and he determined that he
would teach hisuncle alesson.  He had an affection for
his uncle, but in the Five Towns you can have an affec-
tion for a person, and be extremely and justly savage
agang that person, and plan crue revenges on that
person, al at the same time.

Herbert felt that the legacy would modify S's atti-
tude towards the marriage, if S knew of it. Legacies,
for some obscure and illogical cause, do modify attitudes
towards marriages. To keep a penniless dressmaker out
of one's family may be a righteous act. But to keep a
level-headed girl with two thousand odd of her own out
of one's family would be the act of an insensate fool.
Therefore Herbert settled that Si should not know of the
legacy. S should be defeated without the legacy, or he
should be madeto suffer the humiliation of yielding after
being confronted with the accomplished fact of a secret
marriage. Herbert was fairly sure that he would yield,
and in any case, with a couple of thousand at his wife's
back, Herbert could afford to take the risks of war.

So Herbert, who had something of the devil in him,
approached his uncle once more, with adeceitful respect,
and he was once more politely rebuffed—as indeed he
had haf hoped to be. He then began his clandestine
measures—measures which culminated in him leaving
the house one autumn morning dressed in a rather
sylish travelling suit.

The tramcar came down presently from Hanbridge.
Not one of the swift thunderous electrical things that
now chase each other dl over the Five Towns in every
direction at intervals of about thirty seconds; but the old
horse-car that ran between Hanbridge and Burdey twice
an hour and no oftener, announcing its departure by a
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big bell, and stopping at toll-gates with broad eaves, and
climbing hills with the aid of a tip-horse and a boy
perched on the back thereof. That was a calm and
spacious age.

Herbert boarded the car, and raised his hat rather
stiffly to a nice girl gtting in a corner. He then sat
down in another corner, far away fromher. Suchisthe
capacity of youth for chicane!  For that nice girl was
exactly Alice, and her presence on the car was part of
the plot. When the car arrived a Burdey these
monsters of duplicity descended together, and went to a
smal public building and entered therein, and were
directed to an official and inhospitable room which was
only saved from absolute nakedness by a desk, four
Windsor chairs, some blotting-paper, pens, ink and a
copy of Keatss Directory of the Five Towns. An
amiable old man received them with a perfunctory
'gravrgy, and two acquaintances of Herbert's strolled in,

lushing. The old man told everybody to sit down,
asked them questions of no spiritual import, abruptly
told them to stand up, taught them to say afew phrases,
in the tone of a person buying a ha-porth of tin-tacks,
told them to st down, filled a form or two, took some
of Herbert's money, and told them that that was all,
and that they could go. So they went, secretly sur-
prised. Thiswas the august ritual, and this the impos-
Ing theatre, provided by the State in those far-off days
for the solemnizing of the most important act in a
citizen's life. It is different now; the copy of Keats's
Directory is a much later one. _

Herbert thanked his acquaintances, who, begging
him not to mention it, departed. _ _

" Well, that's over! " breathed Herbert with a Sgh
of relief. " It'stoosoontogoback. Let uswalk round
by Moorthorne.”

" | should love to! " sad Alice. _

It was a most enjoyable walk. In the heights of
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Moorthorne they gradually threw off the depressing in-
fluence of those four Windsor chairs, and realized their
bliss They reached Paddock Place again a a quarter
to one o'clock, which, as they were a very methodical
and trustworthy pair, was precisdy the moment at
which they had meant to reach it. The idea was that
they should call on S and announceto him, respectfully:
" Uncle, we think it only right to tell you that we are
married. Wehopeyouwill not takeitill, we should like
to be friends” They would then leave the old man to
eat the news with his dinner. A cab was to be at the
door at one oclock to carry them to Knype Station,
where they would partake of the wedding breakfast in
the first-class refreshment room, and afterwards catch
the two-forty to Blackpool, there to spend ahoneymoon
of gx days.

This was the idea

Herbert was alreadY rehearsing in hismind the exact
tone in which he should say to Si: " Uncle, we think it
only right—" when, as they approached the house, they
both saw awhite envelche suspended under the knocker
of the door. It was ad reuaeﬁ to " Mr Herbert Roden,"
in the handwriting of Sllas.  The moment was dramatic.
As they had not yet discussed whether correspondence
should be absolutely common property, Alice looked
discreetly awz?/ while Herbert read: " Dear nephew,
I've gone on for a week or two on business, and sent
Jane Sarah home. Her's in need of a holiday. You
must lodge at Bratt's meantime. I've had your things
put in there, and they've gotten the keys of the house.
—Yours affly, S. Roden." Bratt's was next door but
one, and Jane Sarah was the Roden servant, aged fifty
or more,

"Well, I'm—! " exclaimed Herbert.

"Well, | never! " exclaimed Alice when she had
read the letter. "What's the meaning—? "

" Don't ask me! " Herbert replied.
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" Going off like thisl " exclaimed Alice.

" Yes, my word! " exclaimed Herbert.

" But what are you to do? " Alice asked. _

" Get the key from Bratt's, and get my box, if he
hasn't had it carried in to Bratt's already, and then wait
for the cab to come.”

" Just fancy him shutting you out of the house like
that, and no warning! " Alice said, shocked.

" Yes. Youseehes very particular about his house.
He'safraid | might ruin it, | suppose.  He'sjust like an
old maid, you know, only a hundred times worse."
Herbert paused, as if suddenly gripped in a tremendous
conception. "l have it " he stated postively. "I
have it! | have it! "

" What? " Alice demanded.

" Sup we spend our honeymoon here? "

“In this house? "

" In this house. It would serve him right."

Alice smiled humorously. " Then the house
wouldn't get damp,” she said. " And there would be a
great saving of expense.  We could buy those two essy-
chairs with what we saved.” _

" Exactly," sad Herbert. " And after dl, seasde

Ic_;drg];inga you know. . . . And this house isnt so bad
either.”

" But if he came back and caught us? " Alice sug-
gested

" Well, he couldn't est usl " said Herbert.

The clear statement of this truth emboldened Alice.
" And he'd no right to turn you out! " she said in wifely
indignation. _

ithout another word Herbert went into Bratt's and

Pot the keys. Then the cab came up with Alice's
uggege lashed to the roof, and the driver, astounded,
had to assis in carrying it into S'shouse. He was then
dismissed, and not with a bouncing tip either. We are
in the Five Towns. He got a reasonable tip, no more.
14
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The Bratts, vastly intrigued, looked inconspicuoudy
on.

Herbert banged the door and faced Alice in the lobby
across her chief trunk. The honeymoon had com-
menced. _ _

"'Wed bett_e(r:a?a this out of the way at once" sad
Alice the practical. o _ o

And between them they carried it upstairs, Alice, in
theintervals of tugs, making favourable remarks about
the cosness of the abode. _ _

" This is uncle's bedroom,” said Herbert, :_shoyv_lgg
the front bedroom, a really spacious and dignifi
chamber full of spaciousand dignified furniture, and not
a pin out of place in it. _
~ "What afunny room! " Alice commented. " But
it's very nice" _ _

" And this is ming," said Herbert, showing the back
bedroom, much inferior in every way.

When the trunk had been carried into the front bed-
room, Herbert descended for the other things, including
his own luggage; and Alice took off her hat and jacket
and camly laid them on Silass ample bed, gazed into
al Silass cupboards and wardrobes that were not locked,
patted her hair in front of Slass looking-glass, and
dropped a hairpin on Silass floor.

~ Shethen kneeled down over her chief trunk, and the
vison of her rummaging in the trunk in his uncle's bed-
room was the most beautiful thing that Herbert had
ever seen. . Whether it was because the light caught her
brown hair, or because she seemed so strange there and
et S0 delicioudy at home, or because—  Anyhow, she
ished aplain white apron out of the trunk and put it on
over her grey dress. And the quick, graceful, enchanting
movements with which she put the apron on—well, they
made Herbert feel that he had only that moment begun
to live. He walked away wondering what was the
matter with him. If you imagine that he ran up to her
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and kissed her you imagine a vain thing; you do not
understand that complex and capricious organism, the
masculine heart.

The wedding breakfast conssted of part of a leg of
mutton that Jane Sarah had told the Bratts they might
have, pikelets purchased from a street hawker, coffee,
scrambled eggs, biscuits, butter, burgundy out of the
cdlar, potatoes out of the cellar, cheese, sardines, and a
custard that Alice made with custard-powder.  Herbert
had to go out to buy the bread, the butter, the sardines
and some milk; when he returned with these purchases,
a portion of the milk being in his breast pocket, Alice
checked them, and exhibited a mild surprise that he had
not done something foolish, and told him to clear out of
" her kitchen."

Her kitchen was redlly the back kitchen or scullery.
The proper kitchen had aways been used as a dining-
room. But Alice had set the table in the parlour, at the
front of the house, where food had never before been
eaten. At the first blush this struck Herbert as sacri-
lege; but Alice said she didn't like the middle room, be-
cause it was dark and because there was a china pig on
the high mantelpiece; and really Herbert could discover
no reason for not eating in the parlour. So they ate in
the parlour. Before the marvellous repast was over
Alice had rearranged al the ornaments and chairs in
that parlour, turned round the carpet, and patted the
window curtains into something new and strange.
Herbert frequently looked out of the window to seeif his
uncle was coming.

" Pity there's no dessert,” sad Herbert. It was
three o'clock, and the refection was drav/ing to a re-
luctant close.

" There is a dessert,” said Alice. She ran upstairs,
and came down with her little black hand-bag, out of
which she produced three apples and four sponge-cakes,
meant for therailway journey. Amazingwoman! Yet
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in resuming her seat she mistook Herbert's knee for her
char. Amazing woman! Intoxicating mixture of
sweet confidingness and unfailingresource. And Si had
wanted to prevent Herbert from marrying this pearl!

" Now | must wash up! " said she.

" I'll run out and telegraph to Jane Sarah to come
back at once. | expect she's gone to her sster's at Rat
Edge. It'sabsurd for you to be doing al the work like
this" Thus Herbert. ' .

" | can manage by mysdf till to-morrow," Alice de-
cided briefly. '

Then there was a rousing knock at the door, and
Alice sprang up, as it were, guiltily. Recovering her-
sdf with characteristic swiftness, shewent to the window
and spied delicately out. ,

" It's Mrs Bratt," she whispered. « I'll go."

" Shdl |1 go? " Herbert asked.

" No—I'll go," sad Alice.

And she went—apron and al.

Herbert overheard the conversation.

" Oh! " Exclamation of feigned surprise from Mrs
Bratt.

"Yes?" Intones of apoliteness dmost excessve.

" Is Mr Herbert meaning to come to our house to-
night? That there bedroom'’s al ready.”

" | don't think 0," said Alice. " | don't think s0."

" Well, miss—"

" I'm Mrs Herbert Roden,” said Alice, primly.

'Oh! | beg pardon, miss—Mrs, that is—I'm sure.
| didn't know—"

" No," sadAlice. " Thewedding wasthis morning.”

" I'm sure | wish you both much happiness, you and
Mr Herbert," sad Mrs Bratt, heartily. " If | had but
known—"

" Thank you," said Alice, " I'll tell my husband."

And she shut the door on the entire world.
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ONE evening, after tea, by gadight, Herbert was reading
the newspaper in the parlour at Paddock Place, when he
heard a fumbling with keys at the front door. Therain
was pouring down heavily outside. He hesitated a
moment. He was a brave man, but he hestated a
moment, for he had sns on his soul, and he knew in a
flash who was the fumbler at the front door. Then he
ran into the lobby, and at the same instant the door
opened and his long-lost uncle stood before him, a
living shower-bath, of which the tap could not be
turned off.

" Well, uncle)" he stammered, " how are—"

" Nay, my lad," S stopped him, refusing his hand.
" 1'm too wet to touch. Get aong into th' back kitchen.
If I mun make apool I'll make it there. So thou's taken
possesson o' my house! "

"Yes, uncle. You see—"

They were now in the back kitchen, or scullery,
where a bright fire was burning in a small range and a
great kettle of water singing over it. o _

" Run and get us a blanket, lad," sad S, stopping
Herbert ag?ain, and turning up the gas.

"A blanket?"

" Ay, lad! A blanket. Art struck? "

~When Herbert returned with the blanket Slas was
spilling mustard out of the mustard tin into a large
zinc receptacle which he had removed from the dop-
stone to a convenient place on the floor in front of the
fire. Slas then poured the boiling water from the kettle
:cnto the receptacle, and tested the temperature with his
inger.
g‘BIazes! " he exclamed, shaking his finger.

" Fetch us the whisky, lad."
When Herbert returned a second time, Uncle Slas
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was sitting on a char wearing merely the immense
blanket, which fell gracefully inrich folds around him to
the floor. From sundry escaping jets of steam Herbert
was able to judge that the zinc bath lay concealed some-
wherewithin the blanket. S's clothes were piled on the
ded table. . o

"1 hanna gotten my feet in yet" sad S.
" They're resting on th' edge. But I'll get 'em inin a
minute. Oh! Blazes Here! Mix us aglass o'that,
hot. And then get out that clothes-horse and hang my
duds on it nlgh th' fire"

Herbert obeyed, as if in a dream.
~ "1 canna do wi' another heavy cowd [cold] a my
time o' life, and theré€'s only one way for to stop it.
There! That'll do, lad. Let's have a look ét thee."

Herbert perched himself on a corner of the table.
The vivacity of Slas astounded him.

" Thou looks older, nephew," sad Slas spping at
the whisky, and smacking his lips grimly.

"Do I? Well, you look younger, uncle, anyhow.
Y ou've shaved your beard off, for one thing." _

" Yes, and a pretty cokfit give me, too!  I'd carried
that beard for twenty year."

" Then why did you cut it off? "

" Because | had to, lad. But never mind that. So
thou'st taken possesson o' my house? " .

"It isnt your house any longer, uncle" sad
Herbert, determined to get the worst over at once.
~ " Not my house any longer! Usll see whether it
innd my house any longer."

" If you go and disappear for a twelvemonth and
more, uncle, and leave no address, you must take the
consequence. | never knew till after you'd gone that
you'd mortga?ed this house for four hundred pounds to
Cdlear, the fish-dedler.”

" Whotowdtheethat?"

" Cdlear told me”
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" Cdlear had no cause to be uneasy. | wrote
him twice as his interest 'ud be al right when |
come back."

"Yes, | know. But you didn't give any address.
And he wanted his money back. So he came to me."

"Wanted his money back! " cried Slas, splashing
about in the hidden tub and grimacing. " He had but
just lent it me."

" Yes, but Tomkinson, his landlord, died, and he had
the chance of buying his premises from the executors.
And so he wanted his money back."

" And what didst tell him, lad? "

"1 told him | would take a transfer of the mort-

e."

9% Thou! Hadst gotten four hundred pounds i' thy
pocket, then? "

"Yes. And so | took a transfer.”

" Blessus! This comes o' going away! But where
didst find th* money? "

" And what's more," Herbert continued, evading
the question, " as | couldn't get my interest | gave you
notice to repay, uncle, and as you didn't repay—"

" Give menoticetorepay! What thedev—? You
hadna got my address.” _

" | had your legal address—this house, and | left
the notice for you In the parlour And as you didn't
repay |—I took possesson as mortgagee, and now I'm—
I'm foreclosing."

" Thou'rt foreclosing!”

Silas stood upin the tub, staggered, furious, sweating.
He would have stepped out of the tub and done some-
thing to Herbert had not common prudence and the fear
of the blanket falling off restrained his passon. There
was |eft to him only one thing to do, and he did it. He
sat down again.

" Bless us! " he repeated feebly.

" S0 you see" sad Herbert.
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" And thou'st been living here ever since—aone,
wi' Jane Sarah? "

" Not exactly," Herbert replied. " With my wife."

Fully emboldened now, he related to his uncle the
whole circumstances of his marriage.

Whereupon, to his surprise, Slas laughed hilarioudly,
hyhs_tgglcdly, and gulped down the remainder of the
whi

" Where is her? " Slas demanded.

" Upgtairs.” o

" F my bedroom, | lay," sad Slas

Herbert nodded. " May be."
- "And everything upside down! " proceeded Uncle

as.
~ " No! " sad Herbert. " Weve put dl your things
in my old room." o '

"Haveye! Yeretoo obliging, lad! " growled Silas
" And if it Isn't asking too much, where's that china pig
as used to be on the chimney-piece in th' kitchen there?
Her's smashed it, eh? " _
~ " No," sad Herbert, mildly. " She's put it away
in a cupboard.  She didn't like it."

~ "Ah! | was but wondering if ye'd foreclosed on th'

pig too." ' _

" Possibly a few things are changed," said Herbert.
" But you know when a woman takes into her head—"

~"Ay, lad! Ay, lad! | know! Itwas th' same

wi' my beard. It had for go. Thou'st under the domi-
nation of a woman, and | can m‘oathize wi' thee"

mHerbert gave along, high whistle.

" Sothat'sit? "heexclamed. And he suddenly felt
asif his uncle was no longer an uncle but a brother.

"Yes" saidSlas. "That'sit. I'll tell thee. Pour
some more hot water in here.  Dost remember when th'
Carl Rosa Opera Company was a Theatre Royal last
year? | met her then. Her was one 0 Venuss
maidens i' th' fust act o' Tannhauser, and her was a
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bridesmaid i' Lohengrin, and Siebd i' Faust, and a
cigarette girl i' summat ese.  But it was in Tannhauser
as | fust saw her on the stage, and her struck me like
that." Silas clapped one damp hand violently on the
other. " Miss Elsa Venda was her stage name, but her
was a widow, Mrs Parfitt, and had bin for ten years.
Seemingly her husband was of good family. Finest
woman | ever seed, nephew.  An ea?/ou'll sy 0. Her'd
ha bin a prima donna only for jedousy. Fug time |
spoke to her | thought | should ha fallen down.  Steady
with that water. Dost want for skin me alive? Yes, |
thought | should ha' fallen down. They cal'nit love.
You can cdl it what yen a mind for cal it. | nearly
fell down."

" How did you meet her, uncle? " Herbert inter-
posed, aware that his uncle had not been accustomed to
move in theatrical circles.

" How did | meet her? | met her by setting about
to meet her. | had for t' meet her. | got Harry Buris-
ford, th' manager o' th' theatre thou knowst, for t'
introduce us. Then éagive a supper, nephew—I give
a supper a Turk's Head, but private like."

""Was that the time when you were supposed to be
a the Ratepayers Association every night? " Herbert
asked blandly. o

" It was, nephew," said S, with equal blandness.

" Then no doubt those two vigts to Manchester,
afterwards—"

" Exactly," sad S. " Th' comﬂany went to Man-
chester and stopped there a fortnight. | told her fair
and square what | meant and what | wasworth. There
was no besting about the bush wi' me.  All her friends
told her snéd be a fool if she wouldn't have me. She
sad her'd write me yes or no. Her didn't. Her tdle-
graphed me from Sunderland for go and see her at once.
It was that morning as | left. | thought to be back ina
couple 0' days and to tell thee as dl was settled. But
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women!  Women! Her had me dangling alter her from
town to town for aweek. | was determined to get her,
and get her | did, though it cost me my beard, and the
best part o' that four hundred. | married heri' Halifax,
lad, and it were the best day's work | ever did. You
never seed such awoman.  Big and plump—and sing!
By——! | never cared for snging afore. And her
knows the world, let me tell ye." _

" You might have sent us word," said Herbert.

Slasgrew reflective. " Ah! " hesaid. " | might—
and | mightnt. | didn't want Hanbridge chattering.
| was trapesing wi' her from town to town till her en-
gagement was up—pretty near §x months. Then us
Settled i rooms at borough, and there was othet
thingsto think of. | couldn't leaveher. Her wouldna
let me. To-day was the fust free day I've had, and so |
run downtofix matters. And nice weather 1've chosen!
Her aunt's spending the night wi' her."

" Then she's left the stage.”

" Of course she's left th' stage.  What 'ud be th'
sense 0 her painting her face and screeching her chest
out night after night for a crowd o' blockheads, when |
can keep her likealady. Dost think her'safool ? Her's
}_f}\ce only woman wi' any sense as ever | met in al my

ife."

" And you want to come here and live? "

" No, usdunnal At least her dunna.  Her says her
hates th' Five Towns. Her says Hanbridge is dirty and
too religious for her. Safés its nowt but chapels and
public-houses and pot-banks.  So her ladyship wunnal
come here.  No, nephew, thou shalt buy this house for
sx hundred, and be d—d to thy foreclosure!  And th'
furniture for a hundred. It's a dead bargain. UslI
settle at Scarborough, Liz and me. Now this water's
getting chilly.  I'll nip up to thy room and find some
other clothes."

" You can't go up just now," said Herbert.



THE LONG-LOST UNCLE 219

" But | mungo at once, nephew.  Th' water's chilly,
and I've had enough on it."

" The fact is we're using my old bedroom for a sort
of a nursery, and Alice and Jane Sarah are just giving
the baba% its bath."

" Babby! " cried Slas. " Shake hands, nephew.
Giveusthy fist. | may aswel out wi'it. I've gotten
one mysen. Pour some more hot water in here, then,"



THE TIGHT HAND

I

HE tight hand was Mrs Garlick's. A miser, shewas
not the ordinary miser, being exceptional in the
fact that her temperament wasj oyous. Shehad reached
the thirtieth year of her widowhood and the sixtieth of
her age, with cheerfulness unimpaired. The people of
Burdey, when they met her sometimes of a morning
coming down into the town from her singular house u
at Toft End, would be conscious of pleasure in her bri
ait, her dightly malicious but broad-minded smile, and
er cheerfu greetlngh She was aways in black. She
aways wore one of those nodding black bonnets which
possess neither back nor front, nor any clue of any kind
to their ancient myste(rjy. She adways wore a mantle
which hid her waist and spread forth in curves over her
hips; and as her skirts stuck stiffly out, she thus had the
appearance of one who had been to deegp since 1870, and
who had got up, thoroughly refreshed and bright, into
the costume of her origina ﬁenod. She aways carried
areticule. It was known that she suffered from dys-
pepsia, and this gave real value to her reputation for
cheerfulness, o _

Her nearness, closeness, stinginess, close-fistedness—
asthe quality was varioudy called—was excused to her,
partly because it had been at first caused by a genuine
need of severe economy (she having been " |eft poorl
off " by a husband who had lived " in a large way "),

artly e it inconvenienced nobody save perhaps
her servant Maria, and partly because it was so pictur-
220
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esgue and afforded much excellent material for gossip.
Mrs Garlick's latest feat of stinginess was invariably a
safe card to play in the conversationa game. Each
successive feat was regarded as funnier than the one
before it.

Maria, who had a terrific respect for appearances,
never disclosed her mistresss peculiarities. 1t was Mrs
Garlick hersalf who humorously ventilated and discussed
them; Mrs Garlick, being a philosopher, got quite as
much amusement as anyone out of her most striking
quality.

" Is there anything interesting in the Sgnal to-
night? " she had innocently asked one of he. sons.

" No," said Sam Garlick, unthinkingly.

" Wdll, then,” said she, " suppose | turn out the gas
and we talk in the dark? "

Soon afterwards Sam Garlick married; his mother
remarked drily that she was not surprised.

It was supposed that this feat of turning out the gas
when the Sgnal happened to fail in interest would re-
main unparaleled in the annals of Five Towns skin-
flintry. But in the summer after her son's marriage,
Mrs Garlick was discovered in the evening habit of
pacing dowly up and down Toft Lane. She said that
she hated sitting in the dark alone, that Mariawould not
have her in the kitchen, and that she saw no objection
to making harmless use of the Corporation gas by stroll-
ing to and fro under the Corporation gas-lamps on fine
nights. Compared to this feat the previous feat was as
naught. It made Mrs Garlick celebrated even as far as
Longshaw. It made the entire community proud of
such an inventive miser.

Once Mrs Garlick, before what she called her dinner,
asked Maria, " Will there be enough mutton for to-
morrow? " And Maria had gloomily and firmly said,
" No." " Will there be enough if |1 don't have any
to-day? " pursued Mrs Garlick. And Maria had sad,
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"Yes" "1 won't have any then,” sad Mrs Garlick.
Maria was offended; there are some things that a ser-
vant will not stand. She informed Mrs Garlick that if
Mrs Garlick meant " to go on going on like that " she
should leave; she wouldn't stay in such a house. In
vain Mrs Garlick protested that the less she ate the better
ghe felt; in vain she referred to her notorious indiges-
tion. " Either you eats your dinner, mum, or out |
cleard " Mrs Garlick offered her arise of £i a year to
stay. She was already, because she would stop and
most servants wouldn't, receiving £18, a high wage.
She refused the increment.  Pushed by her passion for
economy in mutton, Mrs Garlick then offered her arise
of £2 a year. Maria accepted, and Mrs Garlick went
without mutton. Persons unacquainted with the psy-
chology of parsmoniousness may hesitate to credit this
incident. But more advanced students of humanity
will believe it without difficulty. In the Five Towns
it is known to be true.

THE supreme criss, towhich theforegoing isamerepre-
lude, in the affairs of Mrs Garlick and Maria, was occa-
sioned by the extraordi narP/ performances of the Mayor
of Burdey. This particular mayor was invested with
the chain amost immediately upon the conclusion of a
great series of revival servicesin which he had conspicu-
oudy figured. He had an earthenware manufactory
half-way up the hill between Burdey and its loftiest
suburb, Toft End, and the smoke of his chimneys and
kilns was generally blown by a favourable wind againgt
the windows of Mrs Garlick's house, which stood by
itself. Mrs Garlick made nothing of this. In the Five
Towns they think no more of smoke than the world at
large used to think of small-pox. The smoke plague is
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exactly as curable as the smal-pox plague. It con-
tinues to flourish, not because smokiness is chegper than
cleanliness—it is dearer—but because a greater nuisance
than smoke is the nuisance of a change, and because
human nature in genera is rather like Mrs Garlick: its
notion of economy is to pay heavily for the privilege of
depriving itself of something—mutton or cleanliness.

However, this mayor was different. He had
emerged from the revival services with a very tender
conscience, and in assuming the chain of office he as
sumed the dUtK of setting an example. It wasto beno
excusetohim that in spite of bye-laws ten thousand other
chimneysand kilnswere breathing out black filth al over
the Five Towns. So far as he could cure it the smoke
nuisance had to be cured, or his conscience would know
the reason why! So he sat on the borough bench and
fined himself for his own smoke, and then he instaled
gasovens. The town laughed, of course, and spoke of
him alternately as a rash fool, a hypocrite, and a mere
pompous ass.  In a few months smoke had practically
ceased to ascend from the mayoral manufactory. The
financia result to the mayor was such as to encourage
the tenderness of consciences.  But that is not the point.
The point is that Mrs Garlick, re-entering her house one
autumn morning after a visit to the market, paused to
look at the windows, and then sad to Maria

" Maria, what have you to do this afternoon? '

Now Mrs Garlick well knew what Maria had to do.

" 1I'm going to change the curtains, mum."

"Well, you needn't” sad Mrs Garlick. "It's
made such a difference up here, there being so much
less smoke, that upon my word the curtains will do
another three months quite well! "

" Wdl, mum, | never did! " observed Maria, mean-
ing that so shocking a proposal was unprecedented in
her experience. Yet she was thirty-five.

" Quite well! *' said Mrs Garlick, gaily.
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Mariasad no more. But in the afternoon Mrs Gar-
lick, hearing sounds in the drawing-room, went into the
drawing-room and discovered Maria balanced on a pair
of steps and unhooking lace curtains.

" Maria," sad she, " what are you doing? "

Maria answered as busy workers usualy do answer
unnecessary questions from idlers. '

"1 should ha thought you could see, mum," she
sad tartly, insolently, inexcusably.

One curtain was aready down.

" Put that curtain back,” Mrs Garlick commanded.

"l shal put no curtain back!" said Maria, grimly;
her excited respiration shook the steps. " All to save
the washing of four pair o' curtains! And you know
you beat the washerwoman down to tenpence a pair last
March! Three and fo'pence, that is  For the sake o'
three and fo'pence you're willing for al Toft End to
point their finger at these 'ere windows."

" Put that curtain back,” Mrs Garlick repeated
haughtily.

She saw that she had touched Maria in a delicate
spot—her worship of appearances. The mutton was
smply nothing to these curtains. Nevertheless, as
there seemed to be some uncertainty in Marias mind
as to who was the mistress of the house, Mrs Garlick's
business was to dispel that uncertainty. It may be sad
without exaggeration that she succeeded in dispdling it.
But she did not succeed in compelling Maria to re-hang
the curtain. Maria had as much force of character as
Mrs Garlick herself. The end of the scene, whose de-
tails are not sufficiently edifying to be recounted, was
that Maria went upstairs to pack her box, and Mrs Gar-
lick personally re-hung the curtain. Oné's dignity is
commonly an expensive trifle, and Mrs Garlick's dignity
was expensive. To avoid prolonging the scene she paid
Maria a month's wages in lieu of notice—£i, 133 4d.
Then she showed her thedoor. Doubtless (Mrs Garlick
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meditated) the girl thought she would get another rise
of wages.  If 50, she wasfinely mistaken. A nice thing
if the servant is to decide when curtains are to go to the
wash!  She would soon learn, when she went into
another situation, what an eas}/ luxurious place she had
logt by her own stupid folly!  Three and fourpences
might be picked up In the street, eh? And so on.

~After Marids stormy departure Mrs Garlick re-
aned her sense of humour and her cheerfulness; but
the inconveniences of being without Maria were im-
portant.

ON the second day following, Mrs Garlick received a
letter from " youn? Lawton," the solicitor. Young
Lawton, aged over forty, was not so-caled because in
the Five Towns youthfulness is supposed to extend to
the confines of forty-five, but because he had succeeded
his father, known as " old Lawton "; it is true that the
latter had been dead many years. The Five Towns,
however, is not a country of change. This letter
pointed out that Maria's wages were not £i, 135 4d. a
month, but £i, 135, 4d. a month plus her board and lodg-
ing, and that consequently, in lieu of a month's notice,
Maria demanded £i, 135. 4d. plus the value of a month's

keep.

eelI:)'here was more in this letter than met the eye of Mrs
Garlick. Young Lawton's offices were cleaned by a
certain old woman; this old woman had anephew; this
nephew was a warehouseman at the Mayor's works, and
lived up in Toft End, and at least twice every day he
passed by Mrs Garlick's house. He was a respectful
worshipper of Maria's, and it had been exclusively on his
account that Maria had insgsted on changing the historic
curtains. Nobody else of the dightest importance ever
passed in front of the house, for Important people have

15
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long dnce ceased to live a Toft End. The subtle
flattering of an unspoken love had impeled Maria to
leave her situation rather than countenance soiled
curtains.  She could not bear that the warehouseman
should suspect her of tolerating even the semblances of
dirt. She had permitted the warehouseman to hear the
facts of her departure from Mrs Garlick's. The ware-
houseman was nobly indignant, advising an action for
assault and battery.  Through his aunt's legal relations
Maria had been brought into contact with the law, and,
while putting aside as inadvisable an action for assault
and battery, the lawyer had counsdlled a just demand
for more money. Hence the letter.

Mrs Garlick celled at Lawton's office, and, Mr Law-
ton being out, she told an office-boy to tell him with her
compliments that she should not pay. o

Then the County Court bailiff paid her a vist, and
left with her a blue summons for /2, 8s, being four
weeks of twelve shillings each.

Many house-mistressesin Bursley sympathized with
Mrs Garlick when she fought thismonstrousclaim.  She
fought it gaily, with the aid of a solicitor. She might
have won it, if the County Court Judge had not hap-
pened to be in one of his peculiar moods—one of those
moods in which he felt himself bound to be origina at
dl costs.  He delivered a judgment sympathizing with
domestic servantsin general, and with Mariain particu-
lar. It was a lively trial. That night the Sgnal was
very in_tereﬂin% hen Mrs Garlick had finished with
the action she had two and thregpence change out of a
five-pound note.

Moreover, she was forced to employ a charwoman—
acharwoman who had made afineart of breaking china,
of losing silver teaspoons down sinks, and of goi ng home
of anlg t with vast pockets full of things that belonged
to her by only nine-tenths of the law.  The charwoman
ended by tumbling through a window, smashing panes
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to the extent of seventeen and elevenpence, and irrepar-
ably ripping one of the historic curtains.

Mrs Garlick then dismissed the charw. man, and sat
down to count the cost of small economics. The privi-
lege of half-dirty curtains had involved her in an ex-
pense of £9, igs. (cdl it £10). It was in the afternoon.
Thefigureof Mariacrossed therecently-repairedwindow.
Without a second's thought Mrs Garlick rushed out of
the house.

" Marial " she cried abruptly—with grim humour.
" Come here. Come right inside.”

Maria stopped, then obeyed. _ _

" Do you know how much you've let mein for, with
your wicked, disobedient temper? "

"I'd have you know, mum—" Maria retorted,
putting her hands on the hips and forwarding her face.

Their previous scene together was as nothing to this
one in sound and fury. But the close was peace. The
next day half Burdey knew that Maria had gone back to
Mrs Garlick, and there was a facetious note about the
gpisode in the " Day by Day " column of the Sgnal.
The truth was that Maria and Mrs Garlick were " made
for each other." Maria would not ook at the ordinary
" place”” The curtains, as much as remained, were sent
to the wash, but as three months had elapsed the
mistress reckoned that she had won.  Still, the cleans-
ing of the curtains had run up to appreciably more than
a sovereéign per curtain. _

The warehouseman did not ask for Marias hand.
p]'_he stridency of her behaviour in court had frightened

im.

Mrs Garlick's chief hobby continues to be the small
economy. Happily, owing to arise in the value of a
land and a fortunate investment, she is in fairly well-
to-do circumstances. .

~As she said one day to an acquaintance, " It's a good
thing | can afford to keep a tight hand on things."



WHY THE CLOCK STOPPED
I
M R MORFE and Mary Morfe, hissister, were sitting
on either sde of their drawing-room fire, on a
Friday evening in November, when they heard aring at
the front door. They both started, and showed symp-
toms of nervous disturbance. They both said aoud
that no doubt it was a parcel or something of the kind
that had rung at the front door. And they both bent
their eyes again on the respective books which they were
reading. Then they heard voices in the lobby—the
servant's voice and another voice—and a movement of
steps over the encaustic tiles towards the door of the
drawing-room. And Miss Morfe ejaculated:

"Really!"

As though she was unwilling to believe that some-
body on the other side of that drawing-room door con-
templated committing asocial outrage, she nevertheless
began to fear the possibility.

In the ordinary course it is not considered out-
rageous to enter a drawing-room—even at nine o'clock
a night—with the Permisson and encouragement of the
servant in charge of portals. But the case of the Morfes
was peculiar. Mr Morfe was a bachelor aged forty-two,
and looked older. Mary Morfe was a spinster aged
thirty-eight, and looked thirty-seven. Brother and
sster had kept house together for twenty years. They
were passionately and profoundly attached to each other
—and did not know it. They grumbled at each other
freely, and practised no mgzrge conversation, when they
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were aone, than the necessities of existence demanded
(even @ meds they generdly read), but sill their
mutual affection wastremendous. Moreover, they were
very firmly fixed in their habits. Now one of these
habits was never to entertain company on Friday night.
Friday night was their night of solemn privacy. The
explanation of thishabit offersa proof of the sentimental
relations between them.

Mr Morfe was an accountant. Indeed, he was the
accountant in Burdey, and perhaps he knew more
secrets of the ledgers of the principal earthenware manu-
facturers thansome of the manufacturersdid themselves.
But he did not live for accountancy. At five o'clock
every evening he was capable of absolutely forgetting
it. He lived for music. He was organist of Saint
Luke's Church (with an industrious understudy—for he
did not alwa?/s rise for breakfast on Sundays) and, more
important, hrewasconductor of theBursley Orpheus Glee
and Madrigal Club. And herein lay the origin of those
Friday nights. A glee and madriga club naturally com-
Bris&women aswell as men; and the women are apt to

e youngish, prettyish, and somewhat fond of music.
Further, the conductorship of a choir involves many and
various socid encounters. Now Mary Morfe was jeal -
ous. Though Richard Morfe ruled his choir with whips,
though his satiric tongue was a scorpion to the chair,
though he never looked twice at any woman, though she
was dways saying that she wished he would marry,
Mary Morfe was jealous. It was Mary Morfe who had
created the institution of the Friday night, and she had
created it in order to prove, symbolically and spectacu-
larly, to herself, to him, and to the world, that he and
she lived for each other alone. All their friends, every
member of the chair, in fact the whole of the respectable
part of Burdey, knew quite well that in the Morfes
house Friday was sacredly Friday.

And yet a caller!
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" It's a woman," murmured Mary. Until her ear
had assured her of this fact she had seemecNo be more
disturbed than startled by the stir in the lobby.

And it was a woman. It was Miss Eva Harracles,
one of the principa contraltos in the glee and madriga
club. She entered richly blushing, and excusably a
little nervous and awkward. She was a tall, agreesble
creature of fewer than thirty years, dark, amost hand-
some, with fine lips and eyes, and an effective large hat
and agood muff. In every physical way a marked con-
trast to the thin, prim, desiccated brother and sister.

Richard Morfe flushed faintly. Mary Morfe grew
more pallid.

" | redly must apologize for comin% in like this"
sad Eva, as she shook hands cordialy with Mary Morfe.
She knew Mary ver?/ well indeed. For Mary was the
" librarian " of the glee and madrigal club; Mary never
missed a rehearsal, though she cared no more for music
than she cared for the National Debt.  She was a per-
fect librarian, and very good at unofficially prodding in-
dolent members into a more regular attendance too.

" Not a al! " said Mary. " We were only reading;
you aren't disturbing us in the least.” Which, thoug
polite, was alie.

And Eva Harracles sat down between them. And
brother and sster abandoned their literature.

" | can't stop,” said she, glancing at the clock im-
mediately in front of her eyes. " | must catch the last
car for Slverhays."

" You've got twenty minutes yet," sad Mr Morfe.

" Because" said Eva, " | don't want that walk from
Turnhill to Silverhays on a dark night like this."

" No, | should think not, indeed! " said Mary Morfe.

" You've got a full twenty minutes" Mr Morfe re-
peated. The clock showed three minutes past nine.

The electric cars to and from the town of Turnhill
were rumbling past the very door of the Morfes every



WHY THE CLOCK STOPPED 231

five minutes, and would continue to do so till midnight.
But Silverhays is a mining village a couple of miles be-
yond Turnhill, and the service between Turnhill and
Silverhays ceases before ten o'clock. Evas father
was a colliery manager who lived on the outskirts of
Silverhays.

"|'ve got a piece of news" said Eva

" Yes? "said Mary Morfe
. Mr Morfe was taciturn. He stooped to nourish the

ire.

" About Mr Log(%erheads," sad Eva, and stared
straight at Mary Morfe. _

"About Mr Loggerheads!" Mary Morfe eclioed,
and stared back at Eva.  And the atmosphere seemed
to have been thrown into a strange pulsation.

Here perhaps | ought to explain that it was not the
peculiarity of Mr Loggerheads name that produced the
odd effect. Loggerheadsis alocal term for a harmless
plant called the knapweed (centaurea nigra), and it is
aso the apcs)ellation of a place and of quite excellent
pggple, and no one regards it as even the least hit
odd.

" I'm told," sad Eva, " that he's going into the
Hanbridgc Choir! "

Mr Loggerheads was the principal tenor of the
Bursley Glee and Madrigal Club.  And he was reckoned
one of the finest " after-dinner tenors " in the Five
Towns. The Hanbridge Choir was arival organization,
avast and powerful affair that fascinated and swallowed
promising singers from all the choirs of the vicinity.
The Hanbridge Choir had sung at Windsor, and since
that event there had been no holding it. All other
choirs hated it with a homicidal hatred.

" I'm told,” Eva proceeded, " that the Birmingham
and Sheffield Bank will promote him to the cashiership
of the Hanbridge Branch on the understanding that he
joins the Hanbridge Choir.  Shows what influence they
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have! And it shows how badly the H"ibridge Choir
wants him."

(Mr Loggerheads was cashier of the Burdey branch
of theBirminghamand Sheffield Bank.)

" Who told you? " asked Mary Morfe, curtly.

Richard Morfe said nothing. The machinations of
the manager of the Hanbridge Choir always depressed
and disgusted him into silence.

"Oh!" sad Eva Haracles. " It'sal about."
(By which she meant that it was in the air.) " Every-
ones talking of it."

" And do they say Mr Loggerheads has accepted? "
Mary demanded.

" Yes" sad Eva _

"Well," sad Mary, "it's not true! . . . A mis
take! " she added.

" How do you know it isn't true? " Mr Morfe in-
quired doubtfully. . . '

"Since youre so curious” sad Mary, defiantly,
" Mr Loggerheads told me himself."

"When?"

" The other day."

v f You never sad anything to me," protested Mr
orfe.

" It didn't occur to me," Mary replied.

"Well, I'm very glad! " remarked Eva Harracles.
" But | thought | ought to let you know at once what
was being sad.”

Mary Morfe'sexpression conveyed the fact that in her
opinion Eva Harracles evening cdl was a vain thing,
too lightly undertaken, and conceivabI?/ lacking in the
nicest discretion.  Whereupon Mr Morfe was evidently
struck by the advisability of completely changing the
subject. And he did change it. He began to talk
about certain difficulties in the choral parts of Havergal
Brian's Vision of Cleopatra, a work which he meant the
Burdey Glee and Madrigal Club to perform though it
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should perish in the attempt.  Growing excited, in his
dry way, concerning the merits of this composition, he
rose from his easy chair and went to search for it. Be-
fore doing so he looked at the,.clock, which indicated
twenty minutes past nine.

" Am | dl right for time? " asked Eva

" Yes, youredl right," sad he. " If you go when
that clock strikes half-past, and take the next car down,
you'll make the connection easly at Turnhill.  I'll put
you into the car."

" Oh, thanks! " sad Eva '

Mr Morfe kept his modern choral music beneath a
broad seat under the bow window. The music was con-
ceded by alow curtain that ran on a rod—the ingeni-
ous device of Mary. He stooped down to find the
Vision of Cleopatra, and ét first he could not find it.
Mary walked towards that end of the drawing-room
with a vague notion of helping him, and then Eva did
the same, and then Mary walked back, and then Mr
Morfe happily put his hand on the Vision of Cleopatra.

He opened the score for Eva's inspection, and began
to hum passages and to point out others, and Eva also
began to hum, and they hummed in concert, at inter-
vals exclaming againg the wantonness with which
Havergal Brian had invented (Jifficulties. Evaglanced
at the clock.

" You'real right,” Mr Morfe assured her somewhat
impatiently. And he, too, glanced at the clock:
" You've still nearly ten minutes."

And proceeded with his critical and explanatory
comments on the Vision of Cleopatra.

He was capable of becoming amost delirious about
music. Mary Morfe had seated herself in silence.

At last Eva and Mr Morfe approached the fire and
the mantelpiece again. Mr Morfe shut up the score,
dismissed his delirium, and looked at the clock, quite
prepared to see it pointing to twenty-nine and a half
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minutes past nine.  Instead, the clock ported to only
twenty-two minutes past nine.

"By Jovel " he exclaimed. He went nearer.

" By Jove! " he exclaimed again rather more loudly.
" | do believe that clock's stopped! " .

It hed. The pendulum hung perpendicular,
motionless, dead.

He was astounded. For the clock had never been
known to stop. It was a presentation clock, of the
highest guaranteed %uallty, offered to him as a small
token of regard and esteem by the members of the
Burdey Orpheus Glee and Madrigal Club to celebrate
the twelfth anniversary of hisfelicitous connection with
the said society. It had stood on his mantelpiece for
four years and had earned an absolutely first-class re-
putation for itself. He wound it léf) on the last day of
every month, for it was athirty-odd day clock, speciadly
made by a famous local expert; and he had not known
it to vary more than ten minutes a month at the most.
Andlo! it had stopped in the very middie of the month.

" Did you wind it up last time? " asked Mary.

" Of course," he snapped. He had taken out his
watch and was gazing at it. Heturned to Eva. " It's
twenty to ten,” he said. " You've missed your con-
nection a Turnhill—that's a certainty. I'm very
sorry."

Obvioudly there was only one course open to a
gallant man whose clock was to blame: namely, to ac-
company Eva Harracles to Turnhill by car, to accom-
[?_any her on foot to Silverhays, then to walk back to

urnhill and come home againby car. A youngwoman
could not be expected to perform that bleak and perhaps
dangerous journey from Turnhill to Silverhays aone
after ten oclock at night in November, Such was the
clear course. But he dared scarcely suggest it. He
dared scarcely suggest it because of his Sster. He was
afraid of Mary. The names of Richard Morfe and Eva
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Harracles had already been coupled in the mouth of
gossp. And naturally Eva Harracles hersef could not
uggest that Richard should sdly out and leave his
sgter aone on this night specialy devoted to sisterli-
ness and brotherliness. And of course, Eva thought,
Mary will never, never suggest it.

But Eva was wrong there.

To the amazement of both Richard and Eva, Mary
camly said:

" Well, Dick, the least you can do now is to see Miss
Harracles home. You'll easly be able to catch the last
car back from Turnhill if you start at once. | daresay |
shal goto bed.”

And in three minutes Richard Morfe and Eva Har-
racles were being sped into the night by Mary Morfe.

TheMorfes’housewasat the corner of Trafal gar Road
and Beech Street. The cars stopped at that corner in
their wild course towards the town and towards Turnhill.
A car was just coming. But instead of waiting for it
Richard Morfe and Eva Harracles deliberately turned
their backs on Trafalgar Road, and hurried side by sde
down Beech Street. Beech Street is a short street, and
ends in a nondescript unlighted waste patch of ground,
They arrived in the gloom of this patch, safe from all
human inquisitiveness, and then Richard Morfe warmly
kissed Eva Harracles in the mathematical centre of
those lips of hers. And Eva Harracles showed no re-
sentment of any kind, nor even shame. Yet she had
been very carefully brought up. The sght would have
interested Bursley immensely; it would have appealed
strongly to Burdley's strong sense of the piquant. . . .
That dry old stick Dick Morfe kissing one of his con-
traltos in the dark at the bottom end of Beech Street.

" Then you hadn't told her! " murmured Eva
Harracles.

" No! " said Richard, with a dight hesitation. " |
was just going to begin to tell her when you called.”
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Another woman might have pouted Yo learn that her
lover had exhibited even a little cowardice in informing
his family that he was engaged to be married. But
Evadid not pout. She comprehended the situation, and
the psychology of the relations between brothers and
gders.  (She hersalf possessed both brothers and ssters)
All the courting had been singularly secret and odd.

" | shall tell her to-morrow mornin? a breakfast,"
sad Richard, fwmli;. " Unless, after al, she isn't gone
to bed when | get back.”

By a common impulse they now returned towards
Trafalgar Road.

"1 say," sad Richard, " what made you call? "

" | wes passing,” sad the beloved. " And some-
how | couldn't help it. Of course, | knew it wasn't
true about Mr Loggerheads. But | had to think of
something." . .

Richard was in ecstasy; had never been in such
ecstasy. o |
" I'sy," he sad again. " | sup#oose you didn't put
your finger arT:JalnsI the pendulum of that clock? "

" evhé“nol. " Shﬁ rep“%d Wl(tjhdemphass g

" , I'm jo it did stop, an S s
Richard. " Whét a)I/ar?(, en?" b awey

She agreed that the lark wes ideal. They walked
down the road till a car should overtake them.

" Do you think she suspects anything? " Eva asked.

" I'll swear she doesn't,” sad Richard, positively.
" It'll be abit of astartler for theold girl." =~

" No doubt youve heard,” said Eva, haltingly,
" that Mr Loggerheads has cast eyes on Mary."

~"And do you think there's anything in that?"
Richard questioned sharply. _

" Well," she said, " | redly don't know." Meaning
that she decidedly thought that Mary had been encour-
aging advances from Mr Loggerheads. _

""WelL" sad Richard, superiorly, " you may just
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take it from me that there's nothing initat al. . , .
Hal " Helaughed shortly. He knew Mary.

Then they got on a car, and tried to behave as though
their being together was a mere accident, as thou%h
they had not become engaged to one another within the
previous twenty-four hours.

IMMEDIATELY after the departure of Richard Morfe and
Eva Harracles, his betrothed, from the front door of the
former, Mr Simon Loggerheads arrived at the same front
door, and rang thereat, and was a little surprised, and
a0 a little unnerved, when the door opened instantlly,
asif by m%ic. Mr Simon Loggerheads said to himself,
as he saw the door move on its hinges, that Miss Morfe
must have discovered atreasure of a servant who, when
she had nothing else to do, spent her time on the inner
door-mat waiting to admit possible visitors—even on
Friday night. Nevertheless, Mr Simon Loggerheads re-
gretted that prompt opening, as one regrets the prompt
opening of the door of a dentist.

And it was no servant who stood in front of him,
under theflickerin(% beam of the lobby-lamp. It was
Mary Morfe herself. The simple explanation was that
shehad just Sﬁed her brother and Eva Harracles, and had
remained in the lobby for the purpose of ascertaining b
means of her finger whether the servant had, as usud,
forgotten to dust the tops of the picture-frames.

"Oh! " said Mr Loggerheads, when he saw Mary
Morfe. For the cashier of the Burslcy branch of the
Birmingham and Sheffield Bank it was not a very able
gpeech, but it was al he could accomplish.

An?]Miss Mary Morfesaid:

n O ! mn

She was thirty-eight, and he was quite that (for the
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Bank mentioned does not devate its men to the august
gtuation of cashier under less than twenty years ser-
vice), and yet they neither of them had enough worldli-
ness to behave in a reasonable manner. Then Miss
Morfe, to whom it did at last occur that something must
be done, produced an invitation:

" Docomein! " And she added, " Richard has just
gone out."

"Oh! " commented Mr Simon Loggerheads again.
(After dl, it must be admitted that tenors as a class
have never been noted for their conversational powers.)
But he was obviously more at ease, and he went in, and
Mary Morfe shut the door. At this very instant her
brother and Eva were in secret converse at the back end
of Beech Street.

" Do take your coat off! " Mary suggested to Simon.
Simultaneoudly the servant appeared at the kitchen ex-
tremity of the lobby, and Mary thrust her out of sight
again with the cold words: " It's dl right, Susan.”

Mr Loggerheads took his coat off, and Mary Morfe
watched him as he did 0.

He made a pretty figure. He was something of a
dandy. The lapels of the overcoat would have showed
that, not to mention the correctty severe necktie. All
his clothes, in fact, had " cut and style," even to his
boots. In the Five Towns many a young man is a
dandy down to the edge of his trousers, but not down to
the ground. Mr Loggerheads looked a young man.
The tranaguillity of his career and the quietude of his
tastes had preserved his youthfulness. And, further,
he had the air of a successful, solid, much-respected in-
dividual. To be a cashier, though worthy, is not to be
anabob, but abachelor can save alot out of over twenty
years of regular salary. And Mr Loggerheads had saved
quite alot. And he had had opportunities of advan-
tageously investing his savings.  Then everybody knew
him, and lie knew everybody. He handed out gold at
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least once a week to nearly hdf the town, and you can-
not help venerating a man who makes a practice of
handing out gold to you. And he had thrilled thou-
sands with the wistful beauty of his voice in " The
Sands of Dee" In a word, Smon Loggerheads was a
personage, if not talkative.

They went into the drawing-room. Mary Morfe
closed the door gently. Simon Loggerheads strolled
vaguely and sdlf-conscioudy up to the fireplace, mur-
muring.

"So he's gone out? "

" Yes" sad Mary Morfe, in confirmation of her first
Statement.

"I'm sorry! " sad Simon Loggerheads. A state-
ment which was absolutely contrary to the truth.
Simon Loggerheads was deeply relieved and glad that
Richard Morfe was out.

The pair, aged dightly under and dightly over forty,
seemed to hover for a fraction of a second uncertainly
near each other, and then, somehow, mysteriously,
Smon Loggerheads had kisssd Mary Morfe. She
blushed. He blushed. The kiss was repeated. Mary
gazed up at him. Mary could scarcely believe that he
was hers.  She could scarcely believe that on the pre-
vious evening he had proposed marriage to her—rather
suddenly, so it seemed to her, but delightfully. She
could comprehend his conduct no better than her own.
They two, staid, settled-down, both of them " old
maids," faling in love and behaving like lunatics!
Mary, a year ago, would have been ready to prophesy
that if ever Smon Loggerheads—at his agel—did
marry, he would assuredly marry something young,
something ingenuous, something cream-and-rose, and
probably something with rich parents. For twenty
years Simon Loggerheads had been marked down
lor capture by the marriageable spinsters and
widows, and the mothers with daughters, of Burdev.
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And he had evaded capture, despite the specid
temptations to which an after-dinner tenor is neces-
saily subject. And now Mary Morfe had caught
him—caught him, moreover, without having had the
dightest intention of catching him. , She was one of the
most spingterish spinsters in the Five Towns, and she
had often said things about men and marriage of which
the recollection now, as an affianced woman, was very
disturbing to her. However, she did not care. She
did not understand how Simon Loggerheads had had
the wit to perceive that she would be an ided wife.
And she did not care.  She did not understand how, as
aresult of Simon Loggerheads falling in love with her,
she had fallen in love with him.  And she did not care.
She did not care a fig for anything. She was in love
with him, and he with her, and she was idiotically
joyous, and sowashe. And that was dll.

On reflection, | have to admit that she did in fact
care for one thing. That one thing was the look on her
brother's face when he should learn that she, thefaithful
sardonic sister, having incomprehensibly become in-
dispensable and dl in dl to a bank cashier, meant to
desert him.  Shewasafraid of that look. She trembled
at the fore-vision of it.

Still, Richard had to be informed, and the world had
to be informed, for the silken daliance between Mary
and Simon had been conducted with a discretion and a
secrecy more than characteristic of their age and dis-
postions. It had been arranged between the lovers
that Simon should cdll on that Friday evening, when he
would be sure to catch Richard in his easy chair, and
should, in presence of Mary, bluntly communicate to
Richard the blunt fact.

" What's he gone out for? Anything specia? "
asked Simon. _

Mary explained the circumstances.

" Thetruth is" shefinished, " that girl isjust throw-
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ing hersdf a Dick's head. Theres no doubt of it. |
never saw such work! "

" Well," sad Smon Loggerheads, " of course, you
know, there's been a certain amount of talk about them.
Some folks say that your brother—er—began—"

" And do you believe that? " demanded Mary.

~ "1 don't know," said Simon. By which he meant
diplomatically to convey that he had had a narrow
escaQ of believing it, a any rate.
~ "Wedl," sad Mary, with conwcﬂon,_"zou may take
it from me that it isn't s0. | know Dick. Eva Har-
racles may throw herself a his head till there's no
breath left in her body, and it'll make no difference to
Dick. Do you see Dick a married man? | don't. |
onlywishhewould takeit into his head to get married. It
wouldmakememucheaserinmymind. Butalthesame
| do think it's downright wicked that a girl should fIin(i]
herself at him, right at him.  Fancy her calling to-night!
It's the sort of thing that oughtn't to be encouraged.”

" But | understood you to say that you yourself had
told him to see her home," Simon Loggerheads put in.
" lsn't that encouraging her, as it were? "
~ " Ah! " said Mary, with asmile. " | only suggested
it to him because it came over me al of a sudden how
nice it would be to have you here al alone! He can't
be back much before twelve."
~ Tosuch aremark thereis but one response. A sofa
is, after all, made for two people, and the chance of the
servant cdling on them was small _

"And so the clock stopped!" observed Simon
Loggerheads. _

" Yes" said Mary. " If it hadn't been for the sheer
accident of that clock stopping, we shouldn't be sitting,
here on this sofa now, and Dick would be in that chair,
and you would just be beginning to tell him that we are
enﬁaged." She sighed. " Poor Dick!  What on earth
Wi helgo? " .
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" Strange how things happen! " Simon reflected in a
low voice. " But I'm redly surprised at that clock
stopping like that. It's a clock that you ought to be
able to depend on, that clock is"

He got up to ingpect the timepiece. He knew dl
about the clock, because he had been chairman of the
pregenta_\tlon committee which had gone to Manchester
to buy it. :

~"Why! " he murmured, after he had toyed a little
with the pendulum, " it goes dl right. Its tick is as
right as ran."

" How odd! " responded Mar?/. _ _

Simon Lo% erheads set the clock by his own im-
peccable watch, and then sat down again. And he drew
something from his waistcoat pocket and did it on to
Mary's finger. _ o

Mary regarded her finger in silent ecstasy, and then
breathed " How lovely! "—not meaning her finger.

" Shall | stay till he comes back? " asked Simon.

" If | were you | shouldn't do that,” sad Mary.
" But you can safely stay till eleven-thirty. Then |
shall go to bed. Hell be tired and short [curt] when
he getsback. I'll tell him mysdlf to-morrow morning at
breakfast. And you might come to-morrow afternoon
ealy, for tea

Simon did stay till half-past deven. He left pre-
asgly when the clock, now convaescent, struck the half-
hour. At the door Mary said to him:

" | won't have any secrets from you, Smon. It was
| who stcc)f)ped that clock. | stopped it while they were
bending down looking for music. | wanted to be as sure
as | could of a good excuse for me suggesting that he
ought to take her home. | just wanted to get him out
of the house."

" But why? " asked Simon.

" 1 must [eave that to you to guess” said Mary, with
ahint of tartness, but smiling.
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aIzjloggerheads and Richard Morfe met in Trafagar
Road.

"Good-night, Morfe."

" 'night, Loggerheads! "

And each passed on, without having stopped.

You can picture for yourself the breakfast of the
brother and sger.



HOT POTATOES
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IT was considered by certain people to be a dramatic
moment in the history of musical enterprise in the
Five Towns when Mrs Swann opened the front door of
her house at Bleskridge, in the early darkness of a
November evening, and let forth her son Gilbert. Gil-
bert's age was nineteen, and he was wearing evening
dress, a form of raiment that had not hitherto
happened to him. Over the elegant suit was his winter
overcoat, making him bulky, and round what may be
cdled the rim of the overcoat was awhite woollen scarf,
and the deeves of the overcoat were finished off with
white woollen gloves.  Under one arm he carried a vast
inanimate_form whose extremity just escaped the
ground. This form was his violoncello, fragile as a
ﬁretty woman, ungai nl?/ as a navvy, and precious as
onour. Mrs Swann looked down the street, which
ended to the east in darkness and a marl a|oit, and up the
street, which ended to the west in Trafalgar Road and
electric cars, and she shivered, though she had a shawl
over her independent little shoulders. In the Five
Towns, and probably elsewhere, when a woman puts
her head out of her front door, she always looks first to
right and then to left, like a scouting Iroquois, and if the
air nips she shivers—not because she is cold, but merely
to express herself.
" For goodness sake, keep your hands warm," Mrs
Swann enjoined her son. »



HOT POTATOES 245

"Oh!" sad Gilbert, with scornful lightness, as
though his playing had never suffered from cold hands,
" it's quite warm to-night! " Which it was not.

"And mind what you eat!" added his mother.
" There! | can hear the car."

He hurried up the street.  The éectric tram did in
thunder down Trafalgar Road, and stopped for him
withajar, and heegl n?erly climbed into it, practising all
precautions on behalf of his violoncello. The car did
away again towards Burdey, making blue sparks. Mrs
Swann stared mechanically at the flickering gas in her
lobby, and then closed her front door. He was gone!
The boy was gone! _

Now, the people who considered the boy's departure
to be adramatic moment in the history of musical enter-

risein the Five Townswere Mrs Swann, chiefly, andthe
oy, secondarily.

AND more than the moment—the day, nay, the whole
week—was dramatic in the history of local musical
enterprise.

It had occurred to somebody in Hanbridge, about
a year before, that since York, Norwich, Hereford,
Gloucester, Birmingham, and even Blackpool had their
musical festivals, the Five Towns, too, ought to have
its musical festival. The Fve Towns possessd a
larger population than any of these centres save Bir-
mingham, and it was notorious for its love of music.
Choairs from the Five Towns had gone to dl sorts of
places—such as Brecknock, Aberystwyth, the Crysta
Pdace, and even a place called Hull—and had come
back with first prizes—cups and banners—for the sng-
ing of choruses and part-songs. There were three (or
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a least two and a half) riva choirsin Hanbridge aone.
Then dso the brass band contests were famoudly at-
tended. In the Fve Towns the number of cornet
ﬁlayers is scarcely exceeded by the number of public-

ouses. Hence the feeling, born and fanned into lusti-
ness a Hanbridge, that tlae Five Towns owed it to its
self-respect to have a Musica Festivel like the rest of
theworld! Men who had never heard of Wagner, men
who could not have told the difference between asonata
and a sonnet to save their souls, men who spent al their
lives in manufacturing tea-cups or china door-knobs,
were invited to guarantee five pounds a-piece agal nst

ssible loss on the festival; and they bravelg

lindly didso. The conductor of the largest Hanbridge
choir, being appointed to conduct the preliminary re-
hearsdls of the Festival Chorus, had an acute attack of
self-importance, which, by theway, dmost ended fatally
a year later.

Double-crown posters appeared magically on all the
hoardings announcing that a Festival consisting of three
evening and two morning concerts would be held in the
Alexandra Hall, at Hanbridge, on the 6th, yth and 8th
November, and that the box-plan could be consulted at
the principal stationers.  The Alexandra Hall contained
no boxes whatever, but " box-plan " was the phrase
sacred to the occasion, and had to be used. And the
Fegtival more and more impregnated the air, and took
thelion's share of the columns of the Saffordshire Sgnal.
Every few days the Sgnal reported progress, evento in-
timate biographical details of the singers engaged, and of
the composersto be performed, together with analyses of
the latter's works. And at last the week itsdf had
dawned in exhilaration and excitement. And early on
the day before the opening day John Merazzi, the re-
nowned conductor, and Herbert Millwain, the renowned
leader of the orchestra, and the renowned orchestra
itself, al arrived from London. And finaly sundry



HOT POTATOES 247

musical criticsarrived from the offices of sundry London
dailies. The presence of these latter convinced an awed
population that its Festival was a real Festival, and not
aloca make-believe. And it dso tranquillized in some
degree the exasperating and disconcerting effect of a
telegram from the capricious Countess of Chell (who had
taken sx balcony seats and was the official advertised
high patroness of the Festival) announcing at the last
moment that she could not attend.

MRS SWANN'S justification for considering (as she in fact
did consider) that her son was either the base or the

of tr]le splendid pyramid of the Festival lay in the follow-
ing facts.—

From earliest infancy Gilbert had been a musica
prodigy, and the circle ot his fame had constantly been
extending. He could play the piano with his hands
before his legs were long enough foj him to play it with
hisfeet. That isto say, before he could use the pedals.
A gpectacle formerly familiar to the delighted friends of
the Swanns was Gilbert, in a pinafore and curls, seated
on a high chair topped with a large Bible and a bound
volume of the Graphic, playing " Home Sweet Home"
with Thalberg's variations, while his mother;j standin?
by his side on her right foot, put the loud pedal on or of
with her left foot according to the infant's whispered
orders. He had been allowed to play from ear—playin:
from ear being deemed especidly marvellous—unti
some expert told Mrs Swann that Sﬁ(laayi_ng oldy from
ear was a practice to be avoided if she wished her son to
fulfil the promise of his babyhood. Then he had lessons
at Knype, until he began to teach histeacher. Then he
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sad he would learn the fiddle, and he did learn the
fiddle; aso the viola. He did not pretend to play the
flute, though he could. And a school the other boys
would bring him their penny or even sixpenny whistles
so that he might show them of what wonderful feats a
common tin whistle is capable.

Mr Swann was secretary for the Toft End Brick-
works and Colliery Company (Limited). Mr Swann had
passed the whole of his career in the offices of the pros-
perous Toft End Company, and his imagination did not
move freely beyond the company's premises. He had
certainly intended that Gilbert should follow in his
steps, perhaps he meant to establish a dynasty of
Swanns, in which the secretaryship of the twenty per
cent, paying company should descend for ever from
father to son. But Gilbert's astounding facility in
music had shaken even this resolve, and Gilbert had been
alowed at the age of fifteen to enter, as assistant, the
shop of Mr James Otkinson, the piano and musical
instrument dealer and musicsdler, in Crown Sguare,
Hanbridge. Here, of course, he found himself in a
musical atmosphere. Here he had at once established
a reputation for showing off the merits of a, piano, a
song, or awaltz, to customers male and female. Here
he had thirty pianos, seven harmoniums, and al the
new and alot of classca music to experiment with. He
would play any " piece " at sight for the benefit of any
lady in search of a nice easy waltz or reverie.  Unfor-
tunately ladies would complain that the pieces proved
much more difficult at home than they had seemed
under the fingers of Gilbert in the shop. Here, too, he
began to give lessons on the piano. And here he satis-
fied his secret ambition to learn the violoncello, Mr
Otkinson having in stock a violoncello that had never
found a proper customer. His progress with the 'cello
had been such that the theatre people offered him an
engagement, which his father and his own sense of the
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enormous respectability of the Swanns compelled him
to refuse. But he aways played in the band of the
Five Towns Amateur Operatic Society, and was be-
loved by its conductor as being utterly reliable. His
connection with choirs started through his merits as a
rehearsal accompanist who could keep time and make
his bass chords heard against a hundred and fifty voices.
He had been appointed (nem. con.) rehearsal accom-
panist to the Festivad Chorus. He knew the entire
Festival music backwards and upside down. And his
modestly-expressed desire to add his 'cello as one of the
local reinforcements of the London orchestra had been
amost eagerly complied with by the Advisory Com-
mittee.

Nor was thisal. He had been invited to dinner by
Mrs Clayton Vernon, the socia leader of Burdey. In
the affair of the Festivdl Mrs Clayton Vernon loomed
larger than even shereally was. And thiswas due to an
accident, to a sheer bit of luck on her part. She hap-
pened to be a cousin of Mr Herbert Millwain, the leader
of the orchestra down from London. Mrs Clayton
Vernon knew no more about music than she knew about
the North Pole, and cared no more. But she was Mr
Millwain's cousin, and Mr Millwain had naturally to
stay at her house. And she came in her cariage to
fetch him from the band rehearsals;, and, in short, any-
one might have thought from her self-satisfied demea
nour (though she was a decent sort of woman at heart)
that sne had at least composed " Judas Maccabeus.”
It was at a band rehearsal that she had gracioudy com-
manded Gilbert Swann to come and dine with her and
Mr Millwain between the final rehearsal and the open-
ing concert. This invitation was, as it were, the over-
flowing drop in Mrs Swann'scup. It was proof, to her,
that Mr Millwain had instantly pronounced Gilbert to
be the equal of London 'cellists, and perhaps their
superior. It was proof, to her, that Mr Millwain relied
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on him particularly to maintain the honour of the band
inthe Festival.

Gilbert had dashed home from the final rehearsal,
and his mother had helped him with the unfamiliarities
of evening dress, while he gave her alist of al the places
in the music where, as he said, the band was " rocky,"
and especialy the 'cdlos, and a further ligt of dl the
smart musical things that the players from London had
said to him and he had said to them. He simply knew
everything from the insde. And not even the great
Merazzi, the conductor, was more familiar with the
music than he. And the ineffable Mrs Clayton Vernon
had asked him to dinner with Mr Millwain! It wasin-
dubitable to Mrs Swann that all the Festival rested on
her son's shoulders.

v

" IT'Sfreezing, | think," said Mr Swann, when he came
home at six o'clock from his day's majestic work at Toft
End. Thiswasinthe bedroom. Mrs Swann, a comely
little thing of thirty-nine, was making herself resplen-
dent for the inaugural solemnity of the Festival, which
began at eight. The news of the frost disturbed her.

" How annoying! " she said.

"Annoying?" he questioned blandly. " Why?"

" Now you needn't put on any of your airs, John! "
she snapped. She had a curt way with her at critical
times. " You know as well as | do that I'm thinking
of Gilbert's hands. . . . No! you must wear your
frock-coat, of course! . . . All that drivefrom the other
end of the town right to Hanbridge in a carriage!  Per-
haps outside the carriage, because of the 'cello! Therell
never be room for two of them and the 'cello and Mrs
Clayton Vernon in her carriage!  And he can't keep his
hands in his pockets because of holding the ‘cello. And
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he's bound to pretend heisn't cold. He'ssoslly. And
yet he knows perfectly well he won't do himself justice
If his hands are cold. Don't you remember Iast year at
the Town Hall? "

"Well," sad Mr Swann, "we cant do anything;
anyway, we must hope for the best."

" That'sdl very well," said Mrs Swann. And it was.

Shortly afterwards, perfect in most details of her
black glk, she left the bedroom, requesting her hus-
band to be quick, as tea was reedy. And she came into
the little dining-room where the youthful servant was
poking up the fire.

" Jane" she said, " put two medium-sized potatoes
in the oven to bake."

" Potatoes, mum? "

" Yes, potatoes” sad Mrs Swann, tartly.

It was an idea of pure genius that had suddenly
struck her; the genius of common sense.

She somewhat hurried the tea; then rang.

" Jane," she inquired, " are those potatoes ready? "

"Potatoes?' exclamed Mr Swann.

" Yes, hot potatoes,” said Mrs Swann, tartly. " I'm
going to run up with them by car to Mrs Vernon's. |
can dip them quietly over to Gil. They keep your
hands warm better than anything. Don't | remember
when | wasachild | shall leave MrsVernon'simmedi-
ately, of course, but perhaps you'd better give me my
ticket and | will meet you at thehdl. Don't you think
it's the best plan, John? "

"Asyoulike," said Mr Swann, with the force of habit.

He was supreme in most thlngs, but in the practical
details of their son's life and comfort she was supreme.
Her decision in such matters had never been questioned.
Mr Swann had a profound belief in his wife as a uniquely
capable and energetic woman. He was tremendously
loyal to her, and he sternly inculcated the same loyalty
to her in Gilbert.
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v

JUST as the car had stopped at the end of the street for
Gilbert and his violoncello, so—more than an hour later
—it stopped for Mrs Swann and her hot potatoes.

They were hot potatoes—nay, very hot potatoes—
of amedium size, because Mrs Swann's recollections of
youth had informed her that if a potato is too large one
cannot get one's fingers well around it, and if it is too
small it cools somewhat rapidly. She had taken two,
not in the hope that Gilbert would be able to use two at
once, for one cannot properly nurse either a baby or
a 'cello with two hands full of potatoes, but rather to
provide againgt accident. Besides, the inventive boy
might after al find a way of using both simultaneously,
which would be al the better for his playing at the con-
cert, and hence al the better for the success of the
Musica Fedtival.

It never occurred to Mrs Swann that she was doing
anything in the least unusual. There she was, in her
best boots, and her best dress, and her best hat, and her
sedskin mantle (not easily to be surpassed in the town),
and her muff to match (nearly), and concedled in the
muff were the two very hot potatoes. And it did not
strike her that women of fashion like herself, wives of
secretaries of flourishing companies, do not commonly
go about with hot potatoes concealed on their persons.
For shewas a self-confident woman, and after adecision
she did not reflect, nor did she heed minor consequences.
She was aways sure that what she was doing was the
right and the only thingtodo. And, to give her justice,
it was; for her direct, abrupt common sense was indeed
remarkable. The act of climbing up into the car warned'
her that she must be skilful in the control of these
potatoes; one of them nearly fell out of the right end of
her muff as she grasped the car rail with her right hand.
She had to let go and save the potato, and begin again,
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while the car waited. The conductor took her for one of
those hesitating, hysterical women who are the bane of
car conductors. " Now, missis " hesad. " Up with
yel " But she did not care what manner of woman the
conductor took her for.

The car was nearly full of people going home from
their work, of people actually going in a direction con-
trary to the direction of the Musical Festival. She sat
down among them, shocked by this indifference to the
Musica Festival. At the back of her head had been an
idea that al the carsfor Hanbridge would be crammed
to the step, and dl the cars from Hanbridge forlorn and
empty. She had vaguely imagined that the thoughts of
a quarter of a million or people would that evening be
centred on the unique Musical Festivd. And she was
shocked aso by the conversation—not that it was in the
dightest degree improper—but because it displayed no
interest whatever In the Musica Festiva. And yet
there were several Festival advertisements adhering to
theroof of the car. Travellers were discussing football,
soap, the weather, rates, trade; travellers were dozing;
travellers were reading about starting prices;, but not
one seemed to be occurﬁed with the Musical Festival.
" Nevertheless," she reflected with consoling pride, " if
thei/] knew that our Gilbert was playing 'cello in the
orchestra and dining at this very moment with Mr Mill-
wain, some of them would be fine and surprised, that
they would! " No onewould ever have suspected, from
her calm, careless, proud face, that such vain and two-
penny thoughts were passing through her head. But
the thoughts that do pass through the heads of even the
most common-sensed philosophers, men and women,
are truly astonishing.

In four minutes she was a Burdey Town Hall,
where she changed into another car—full of people
equaly indifferent to the Musica Festival—for the
suburb of Hillport, where Mrs Clayton Vernon lived.
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" Put me out opposte Mrs Clayton Vernon's, will
you ? " she said to the conductor, and added, " you know
the house? "

He nodded as if to say disdainfully in response to
such a needless question: ™ Do | know the house? Do
| know my pocket? "

As she |eft the car she did catch two men discussin
the Fedtival, but they appeared to have no intention o
attending it. They were earthenware manufacturers.
One of them raised his hat to her. And she sad to her-
self: " He at any rate knows how important my Gil-
bert is in the Festival! "

It was a the instant she pushed open Mrs Clayton
Vernon's long and heavK garden gate, and crunched in
the frosty darkness up the short winding drive, that the
notion of the peculiarity of her errand first presented
itself toher.  Mrs Clayton Vernon was a relatlveIP]/ great
lady, living in arelatively great house; one of the few
exalted or peculiar ones who did not dine in the middle
of the day like other folk. Mrs Clayton Vernon had the
grand manner. Mrs Clayton Vernon instinctively and
successfully patronized everybody. Mrs Clayton Ver-
non was a personage with whom people did not joke.
Andlo! Mrs Swann was about to invade her courtly and
luxurious house, uninvited, unauthorized, with a couple
of hot potatoes in her muff. What would Mrs Clayton
Vernon think of hot potatoesin amuff? Of course, the
Swanns were " as good as anybody." The Swanns
knelt before nobody. The Swanns were of the cream of
the town, combining commerce with art, and why should
not Mrs Swann take practical measures to keep her son's
hands warm in Mrs Clayton Vernon's cold carriage?
Stll, there was only one Mrs Clayton Vernon in Burdey,
and it was impossble to deny that she inspired awe,
even in the independent soul of Mrs Swann.

Mrs Swann rang the bel, reassuring herself. The
jxext instant an electric light miraculoudy came into
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existence outside the door, illuminating her from head
to foot. This startled her.  But she sad to herself that
it must be the latest dodge, and that, at any rate, it was
a very good dodge, and she began again the process of
reassuring herself. The door opened, and a prim
creature dtiffly starched stood before Mrs Swann.
" My word! " reflected Mrs Swann, " she must cost her
mistress a pretty penny for getting up aprons! " And
she sad aoud curtly:

" Will you please tell Mr Gilbert Swann that some-
one wants to gpesk to him a minute at the door? "

" Yes" sad the servant, with pert civility. " Will
you please step in? "

had not meant to step in. She had decidedly

meant not to step in, for she had no wish to encounter
Mrs Clayton Vernon; indeed, the reverse. But she im-
mediately perceived that in asking to speak to a guest
a the door she had socially erred. At Mrs Clayton
Vernon's refined people did not speak to refined people
at the door. So she stepped in, and the door was closed,
prisoning her and her potatoes in the imposing hall.

" | only want to see Mr Gilbert Swann," she insisted.

"Yes" sad theservant. " Will you please step into
the breakfast-room? There's no one there. | will tell
Mr Swann."

VI

As Mrs Swann was being led like a sheep out of the hall
into an apartment on the right, which the servant styled
the breakfast-room, another door opened, further up the
hall, and Mrs Clayton Vernon appeared. Magnificent
though Mrs Swann was, the ample Mrs Clayton Vernon,
discreetly decolleU'c, wasevenmoremagnificent. Dressed
as she meant to show hersdlf a the concert, Mrs Clayton
Vernon made a resplendent figure worthy to be the
cousin of the leader of the orchestra—and worthy even
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to take the place of the missng Countess of Chdl  Mrs
Clayton Vernon had a lorgnon at the end of a shaft of
tortoise-shell; otherwise, apair of eye-glasses on a stick.
She had the habit of the Iorgnon the lorgnon seldom left
her, and whenever she was In" any doubt or difficulty she
would rase the lorgnon to her eyes and stare patroniz-
ingly. It was a gesture tremendoudy effective. She
employed it now on Mrs Swann, as who should say,
" Who is this indggnificant and scacely visble creature
that has got into my noblehall? " Mrs Swann stopped,
struck into immobility by the baslisk glance. A cour-
and even adefiant woman, Mrs Swann was taken
ack.  She could not possibly tl Mrs Clayton Vernon
that she was the bearer of hot potatoes to her son.  She
scarcely knew Mrs Clayton Vernon, had only met her
onceat abazaar! With a convulsive unconscious move-
ment her ri eé?ht hand clenched nervoudy within her muff
and crushed the rich mealy potato it held until the flesh
of the potato was forced between thefingersof her glove.
A horrible sticky messt  That is the worst of a high-
dass potato, cooked, as the Five Towns phrase it, " in
its jacket." It will burst on the least provocatlon
There stood Mrs Swann, her right hand glued up with
escaped potato, in the sober grandeur of Mrs Cl on
Vernon's hal, and Mrs Cla?qton Vernon bearing
upon her like a Dreadnought

Steam actually began to emerge from her muff.

"Ah! " sad Mrs Clayton Vernon,, inspecting Mrs
Swann.  "It's Mrs Swannl How do you do, Mrs
Swann? "

She seamed politely astonished, as well she might
be. By ahappy chance she did not perceive the wisp of

eam She was not looking for steam.  People do not
geam from the interior of a vigtor's muff.

" Ohl " sad Mrs Swann, who was redlly in a pitiable
date. " I'm sorry to trouble you, Mrs Clayton Vernon,
But | want to spesk to Gilbert for one moment,”
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She then saw that Mrs Clayton Verron's hand was
gracioudy extended. She could not take it with her
right hand, which was fully engaged with the extremely
heated sultriness of the ruined potato. She could not
refuse it, or ignore it. She therefore offered her left
hand, which Mrs Clayton Vernon pressed with a well-
Rrec(zlj| pretence that people aways offered her their left

ands.

" Nothing wrong, | do hope! " said she, gravely.

" Oh no" sad Mrs Swann. " Onlﬁlafust a little
matter which had been forgotten. Only half a minute.
| must hurry off at once as | have to meet my husband.
If 1 could just see Gilbert—"

" Certainly," sad Mrs Clayton Vernon. " Do come
into the breakfast-room, will you? Wevejust finished
dinner. We had it very early, of course, for the con-
cert. Mr Millwain—my cousin—hates to be hurried.
Maria, be good enough to ask Mr Swann to come here.
Tdl him that his mother wishes to spesk to him."

In the breakfast-room Mrs Swann was invited, nay
commanded by Mrs Clayton Vernon, to loosen her
mantle. But she could not loosen her mantle. She
could do nothi n?. “In clutching the potato to prevent
bits of it from faling out of the muff, she of course
effected the precise opposite of her purpose, and bits of
the luscious and Iper ect potato began to descend the
front of her mantle. The clock struck seven, and ages
elapsed, during which Mrs Swann* could not think of
anything whatever to say, but the finger of the clock
somehow stuck motionless at seven, though the pendu-
lum plainly wagged. _

“I'm not too warm," she said at length, feebly but
obstinately resisting Mrs Clayton Vemon's command.
This, to spesk bluntly, was an untruth. She was too
warm.

" Are you sure that nothing is the matter” " urged
Mrs Clayton Vernon, justifiably darmed by the expres-

3 :7 '
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son offher vigtor's features. " | beg you to confide
in meif—

"Not a al” sad Mrs Swann, trying to lau h
" I'm only sorry to disturb you. | didn't mean to
turb you."

"What on earth is that?" cried Mrs Clayton
Vernon.

The other Potalo, escgping Mrs Swann's vigilance,
had run out of the muff and come to the carpet with
a dull thud. It rolled half under Mrs Swann's dress.
Almost hillstencally she put her foot on it, thus making

pulp of the second potato.

" What? " she inquired innocently.

"Didn't you hear anythlng’? | trust it isnt a
mouse! We have had them once."

Mrs Clayton Vernon thought how brave Mrs Swann
was, not to be frightened by the word " mouse."

"1 didn't hear anything," said Mrs Swann. Another
untruth.

" If you aren't too warm, won't you come a little
nearer the fire? "

But not for a thousand pounds would Mrs Swann
have exposed the mush of potato on the carpet under
her feet. She could not conceive in what ignominy
the dreadful affair would end, but she was the kind of
woman that nails her colours to the mast.

"Dear me!" Mrs Clayton Vernon murmured.
" How dédlicious those potatoes do smell! | can smell
them dl over the house”

This was the most staggering remark that Mrs
Swann had ever heard.

" Potatoes? " very weakly.

"Yes" sad Mrs Cla?/ton Vernon, smiling. "1
must tell you that Mr Millwain is very nervous about
getting his hands cold in driving to Hanbridge. And
he has asked me to have hot potatoes prepared. Isn't
it amusing? It seems hot potatoes are constantly used
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for this purpose in winter by the pupils of the Royal
College of Musgc, and even by the professors. My
cousn says that even a dight chilliness of the hands
interferes with his playing. So | am having potatoes
done for your sontoo. A delightful boy heisl "

" Redly! " sad Mrs Swann. " How queer! But
what a good ideal "

She might have confessed then. But you do not
know her if you think shedid. Gilbert camein, anxious
and alarmed. Mrs Clayton Venion left them together.
The mother explained matters to the son, and in an
instant of time the ruin of two magnificent potatoes was
a the back of the fire. Then, without saluting Mrs
Clayton Vernon, Mrs Swann fled.
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HE scene was the up-platform of Knype railway
station on a summer afternoon, and, more par-
ticularly, that part of the platform round about the
bookstall. There were three persons in the neighbour-
hood of the bookstall. Thefirst was the principa book
stall clerk, who was folding with extraordinary rapidity
copies of the specid edition of the Saffordshire Sgnal ;
the second was Mr Sandbach, an earthenware manu-
facturer, famous throughout the Five Towns for his in-
genious invention of teapots that will pour the tea into
the cup instead of al over the table; and a very shabby
man, whom Mr Sandbach did not know. This very
shabby man was quite close to the bookstall, while Mr
Sandbach stood quite ten yards away. Mr Sandbach
gazed steadily at the man, but the man, ignoring Mr
Sandbach, alowed dreamy and abstracted eyes to rest
on the far distance, where a locomotive or so was im-
patiently pushing and pulling waggons as an excitable
mother will drag and shove an inoffensive child. The
platform as a whole was sparsely peopled; the London
train had recently departed, and the station was suffer-
ing from the usua reaction; only a loca train was Sg-
nalled.

Mr Gale, afriend of Mr Sandbach's, came briskly on
to the platform from the booking-office, caught sght of
Mr Sandbach, and accosted him.

"Hello, Sandbach!"

" How do, Gale? "

To adight extent they were rivalsin thefield of in-
vention. But both had sucz%%eded in life, and both had
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the alert and prosperous air of success.  Born about the
same time, they stood nearly equal after forty years of
earthly endeavour.

" What are you doing here? " asked Gae, casually.

" I've come to meet someone off the Crewe train."

" And I'm going by it—to Derby,"” sad Mr Gde.
" They say it's thirteen minutes late”

" Look here’ sad Mr Sandbach, taking no notice
of this remark, " you see that man there? "

" Which one—by the bookstall? "

" Y$II

"Well, what about him? "

" | bet you you can't make him move from where he
is—no physical force, of course.”

Mr Gale hesitated an instant, and then his eye
glistened with response to the challenge, and he replied:

"1 betyoul can”

" Well, try," said Mr Sandbach.

Mr Sandbach and Mr Gale frequently threw down
the glove to each other in this agreeable way. Either
they asked conundrums, or they set test questions, or
they suggested feats. When Mr Sandbach discovered
at a Christmas party that ?/ou cannot stand with your
left side close againgt awall and then lift your right leg,
his first impulse was to confront Mr Gale with the trick.
When Mr Gale read in afacetious paper an article on the
lack of accurate observation in the average man, en-
titted, "Do 'bus horses wear blinkers? " his opening
remark to Mr Sandbach at their next meeting was. " |
say, Sandbach, do 'bus horses wear blinkers? Answer
quick! " And aphrase constantly in their mouths was,
" I'll try that on Gale; " or, " | wonder whether Sand-
bach knows that? " All that was required to make
their relations artistically complete was an official
referee for counting the scores.  Such a basis of friend-
ship may seem bizarre, but it is by no means uncommon
in the FHve Towns, and perhaps esewhere.
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So that when Mr Sandbach defied Mr Gale to induce
the shabby man to move from where he stood, the
Bostlrils of the combatants twitched with the scent of

attle.

Mr Gale conceived histacticsinstantly and put them
into execution. He walked along the platform some
little distance, then turned, and taking ahandful of silver
from his pocket, began to count it. He passed sowl
by the shabby man, aimost brushing his shoulder; and,
just as he passed, he left fall half-a-crown. The half-
crown rolled round in a circle and lay down within a
yard and a half of the shabby man. The shabby man
calmly glanced at the half-crown and then at Mr Gale,
who, strolling on, m nificeng/ retended to be un-
aware of hisloss, and then the snabby man resumed his
dreamy stare into the distance.

" Hi! " cried Mr Sandbach after Mr Gale. " You've
dropped something.”

It was a great triumph for Mr Sandbach.

"1 told you you wouldn't get him to move! " sad
Mr Sandbach, proudly, having rejoined his friend at
another part of the platform.

" What's the game? " demanded Mr Gale, frankly
?ckr;gwledging by tone and gesture that he was de-
eated.

" Perfectly smple," answered Mr Sandbach, con-
descendingly, " whenyouknow. [I'll tell you—it'sredly
very funny. Just as everg/one was rushing to get into
the London express | heard a coin drop on the platform,
and | saw it rolling. It wes half-asovereign. |
couldn't be sure who dropped it, but | think it was a
lady. Anyhow, no one clamedit. | wasjust going to
pick it up when that chap came by. He saw it, and he
put his foot on it as quick as lightning, and stood
dill.  He didn't notice that | was after it too. So
| drew back. | thought I'd wait and see what

happens.”



HALF-A-SOVEREIGN 263

" He looks as if he could do with haf-asovereign,”
sad Mr Gale.

" Yes; hes only a station loafer.”

" Then why doesn't he pick up his haf-sovereign
and hook it? "

" Can't you see why? " sad Mr Sandbach, pat-
ronizingly. " He's afraid of the bookstall clerk catch-
ing him at it. He's afraid it's the bookstall clerk that
has dropped that half-sovereign. You wait till the
bookstall clerk finishes those papers and goes inside,
and you'll see”

At this point Mr Gae made the haﬁpy involuntary
movement of a man who has suddenly thought of some-
thing really brilliant.

" Look here)" said he. " You sad you'd bet. But
you didn't bet.  I'll bet you alevel half-crown | get him
to shift this time."

" But you mustn't say anything to him."

" No—of course not.”

" Very well, I'll bet you."

Mr Gale walked straight up to the shabby man, drew
half-a-sovereign from his waistcoat pocket, and held it
out. At the same time he pointed to the shabby man's
boots, and then in the most unmistakable way he
Bointed to the exit of the platform. He said nothing,

ut his gestures were expressive, and what they clearly
expressed was. " | know you've got a haf-sovereign
under your foot; here's another half-sovereign for you
to clear off and ask no questions.

Meanwhiletheingenious offerer of the half-sovereign
was meditating thus: "I a?lve half-a-sovereign, but |
shall gather up the other half-sovereign, and | shall dso
win my bet. Net result: Half- &crown to the good.”

The shabby man, who could not have been a fool,
comprehended at once, accepted the half-sovereign, and
moved leisurely away—not, however, without glancing
a the ground which his feet had covered. The result
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of the scrutiny evidently much surprised him, as it sur-
prised, in a degree equally violent, both Mr Gae and Mr
Sandbach. For there was no sSgn of half-a-sovereign
under the feet of the shabby man. There was not even
nine and elevenpence there.

Mr Gale looked up very angry and Mr Sandbach
looked very foolish. _

"Thisisal very well," Mr Gale explodedintones|ow
and fierce. " But | cal it aswindle” And he walked,
with an undecided, longing, shrinking air, in the wake
of the shabby man who had pocketed his half-sovereign.

"I'm sure | saw him put his foot on it," sad Mr
Sandbach in defence of himself (meaning, of course,
the other half-sovereign), " and I've never taken my
eyes off him." o

" Wadll, then, how do you explain it? "

" | don't explain it,” said Mr Sandbach.

" | think some explanation is due to me," sad Mr
Gale, with a peculiar and dangerous intonation. " If
this is your notion of a practical joke."

" There was no practical joke about it at al,” Mr
Sandbach protested. " If the half-sovereign has dis-
appeared it's not my fault. | made a bet with you, and
I've logt it. Here's your half-crown."

He produced two-and-six, which Mr Gale accepted,
though he had a strange impulse to decline it with an air
of offended pride.

" I'm dill seven-and-six out,” said Mr Gale.

"And if you are!" snapped Mr Sandbach, "you
thought you'd do me down by atrick. Offering the man
ten shillings to go wasn't at all afair way of winning the
bet, and you knew it, my boy. However, I've paid up;
so that's al right.”

"All | say is" Mr Gale obstinately repeated, " if
this is your notion of a practical joke—" o

" Didnt | tell you—" Mr dbach became icily
furious
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The friendship hitherto existing between these two
excellent individuals might have been ruined and an-
nihilated for a comparative trifle, had not a surprising
and indeed almost miraculous thing happened, by some
kind of freak of destiny, inthenick of time. Mr Sand-
bach was sticking cdose to Mr Gae, and Mr Gae was
following in the leisurely footsteps of the very shabby
man, possibly debating within himself whether he
should boldly demand the return of his half-sovereign,
when lo! agolden coin seemed to dip from the boot of
the very shabby man. It took the stone-flags of the

latform with scarcely a sound, and Mr Sandbach and

r Gae made a simultaneous, superb and undignified
rush for it. Mr Sandbach a?ot it. The very shabby
man passed on, passed eterndly out of the lives of the
other two. It may be said that he was of too oblivious
and dreamy anature for thisworld. But one must not
forget that he had made a solid gain of ten shillings.

" The soles of the fellow's boots must have been all
cracks, and it must have got lodged in one of them,"
cheerfully explained Mr Sandbach as he gazed with

pleasure at the coin. " | hope you believe me now.
You thought it was a plant. | hope you believe me
now."

Mr Gae made no response to this remark. What
Mr Gale said was:

" Don't you think that in fairness that half-sovereign
belongs to me? "

" Why? " asked Mr Sandbach, bluntly.

"Wedl," Mr Gde began, searching about for a

€ason.

"You didn't find it Mr Sandbach proceeded
firmly. " You didn't see it first. You didn't pick it
up. Where do you comein? " _

" I'm seven and sixpence out,” said Mr Gae.

" And if | give you the coin, which | certainly shall
not do, | should be half-a-crown out."
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Friendship was again jeopardized, when a second
interference of fate occurred, in the shape of a young
and pretty woman who was coming from the opposite
direction and who astonished both men considerably by
stepping in front of them and barring their progress.

" Excuse me," said she, in a charming voice, but
with a severe air. " But may | ask if you have just
picked up that coin? "

Mr Sandbach, after looking vaguely, asif for inspira
tion, at Mr Gale, was obliged to admit that he had.

" Wdl," sad the young lady, " if it's dated 1898,
and if there's an * A " scratched on it, it's mine. I've
lost it off my watch-chain." Mr Sandbach examined
the coin, and then handed it to her, raisng hishat. Mr
Gde a0 raised his hat. The young lady's grateful
smile was enchanting. Both men were bachelors and
invariably ready to be interested.

" It was the first money my husband ever earned,”
the young lady explained, with her thanks.

The interest of the bachelors evaporated.

" Not a profitable afternoon," sad Mr Sandbach, as
the train came in and they parted.

" | think we ought to share the loss equaly," sad
Mr Gale. _ _

" Doyou? " sad Mr Sandbach. " That's like you."



THE BLUE SUIT

WAS just going into my tailor's in Sackville Street,
when who should be coming out of the same estab-
lishment but Mrs Elliss | was startled, as any man
might well have been, to see a lady emerging from my
tailor's. Of course alady might have beento atailor'sto
order a tailor-made costume. Such an excursion would
be perfectly legal and not at al shocking. But then my
tailor didnot " make " for ladies. And moreover, Mrs
Ellis was not what | should call a tailor-made woman.
She belonged to the other variety—the fluffy, lacy,
flowing variety. | had made her acquaintance on one
of my visits to the Five Towns. She was indubitably
elegant, but in rather a Midland manner. She was a
fine specimen of the provincial woman, and that was one
of the reasons why | liked her. Her husband was a
successful earthenware manufacturer. Occasionally he
had to make long journeys—to Canada, to Australia
and New Zeadland—in the interests of his business; so
that she was sometimes a grasswidow, with plenty
of money to spend. Her age was about thirty-five;
bright, agreeable, shrewd, downright, energetic; a little
short and a little plump. Wherever she was, shewas a
centre of interest! In default of children of her own
she amused hersalf with the children of her husband's
sister, Mrs Carter. Mr Carter was another successful
earthenware manufacturer.  Her favourite among
nephews and nieces was young Ellis Carter, a consider-
able local dandy and " dog." Such was Mrs Ellis.
" Areyou awidow just now? " | asked her, after we
had shaken hands. 267
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"Yes" dhe sad. " But my husband touched at
Port Said yesterday, thank Heaven."

" Are you ordering clothes for him to wear on his
arrival? " | adopted a teasing tone.

" Can you picture Henry in a Sackville Street suit? "
she laughed.

| could not. Henry's clothes usually had the ap-
pearance of having been picked up at a Jew's.

" Then what are you doing here? " | insisted.

" | came here because | remembered you saying once
that this was your tailor's," she said, " so | thought it
would be a pretty good place.”

Now | would not class my tailor with the half-dozen
great tailors of the world, but al the same he is indeed
a pretty good tailor.

" That's immensely flattering,” | said. "But what
have you been doing with h m? ™"

" Budness," sad she. " And if you want to satisfy
your extraordinary inquisitiveness any further, don't
you think you'd better come right away now and offer
me some tea somewhere? "

" Splendid,” | said. " Where? "

" Oh!  The Hanover, of coursel " she answered.

" Where's that? " | inquired.

" Don't you know the Hanover Tea-rooms in Regent
Street? " she exclaimed, staggered.

| have often noticed that metropolitan resorts
which are regarded by provincids as the very latest
word of London style, are perfectly unknown to Lon-
donersthemselves. Sheled me dong Vigo Street to the
Hanover. It was a huge white place, with anumber of
little alcoves and a large band.  We installed ourselves
in one of the acoves, with supplies of China tea and
multitudinous cakes, and grew piquantly intimate, and
then she explained her vist to my tailor's. | propose
to give it here as nearly in her own words as | can.
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I

| WOULDN'T tell you anything about it (she said) if |
didn't know from the way you talk sometimes that you
areinterested in people. | mean any people, anywhere.
Human nature! Everybody that | come across is
frightfully interesting to me.  Perhaps that's why I've
got so many friends—and enemies. | have, you know.
I'just like watching people to see what they do, and then
what they'll do next. | don't seem to mind so much
whether they're good or naughty—with me it's their
interestingness that comes first. Now | suppose you
don't know very much about my nephew, Ellis Carter.
Just met him once, | think, and that's dl. Don't you
think he's handsome? Oh! / do. | think he's very
handsome. But then a man and a woman never do
agree about what being handsome isinaman. Ellisis
only twenty, too. He has such nice curly hair, and his
eyes—haven't you noticed his eyes? His father says
he's idle. But al fathers say that of their sons. |
suppose you'll admit anyhow that he's one of the best-
dressed youths in the Five Towns. Anyone might
think he got his clothes in London, but he doesn't. It
seemsthere's a simply marvellous tailor in Bursley, and
Ellisand dl his friends go to him. His father isaways
grumbling a the bills, so his mother told me. Wéll,
when | was at their house in July, there happened to
come for Ellis one of those flat boxes that men's tailors
dways pack suits in, and so | thought | might as well
show agreat deal of curiosity about it, and | did. And
Ellis undid it in the breakfast-room (his father wasn't
there) and showed me alovely blue suit. | asked him
to go upstairs and put it on. He wouldn't at first, but
his ssters and | worried him till he gave way.

He came downstairs again like Solomon in al his
glory. It redly was alovely suit. No—serioudly, I'm
not joking. Itwasadream. Hewasvery shyinit. |
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must ssy men are funny. Even when they redly like
having new clothes and cutting a figure, they smply
hate putting them on for the first time. Ellis is that
way. | don't know how many suits that boy hasn't got
—sheer dandyism!—and yet helll keep anew suit in the
house a couple of months before wearingit!  Now that's
the sort of thing that | call " interesting." So curious,
isn'tit? Elliswouldn't keep that suit on. No; as soon
aswe'd done admiring it he disappeared and changed it.

Now I'd gone that day to ask Ellis to escort me to
Llandudno the week after. He likes going about with
his auntie, and his auntie likes to have him. And of
course she sees that it doesn't cost him anything. But
his father has to be placated first. There's another
funny thing! Hisfather is aways grumbling that Ellis
is absolutely no good at all at the works, but the moment
there's any question of Ellis going away for a holiday
—even if it's only a week-end—then his father turns
right round and wants to make out that Ellis is abso-
lutely indispensable. Well, | got over his father. |
aways do, naturaly. And it was settled that Ellis
and | should go on the next Saturday.

| said to Ellis:

" You must be sure to bring that suit with you."

And then—will you believe me?—he stuck to it he
wouldn't!  Truly | was under the impression that |
could argue either Ellis or his father into any mortal
thing. But no! | couldn't argue Ellis into agreeing
to bring that suit with him to Llandudno. He sad he
should wear whites. He sad it was a September suit.
He said that everybody wore blue at Llandudno, and he
didn't want to be mistaken for aschoolmaster! Imagine
him being mistaken for a schoolmaster! He even sad
there were some things | didn't understand! | told
him there was a very particular resson why | wanted
him to teke that suit. And there was. He said:

"What is the reason? "
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But | wouldn't tell him that. | wasn't going to
knuckle down to him atogether. So it ended that we
didn't either of usbudge. However, | didn't mean to be
beaten by a mere curly-headed boy. | can do what |

lease with his mother, though she is my eldest Sster-in-
aw. And before he started in the dogcart to meet me at
the station on our way to Llandudno she gave Ellis a
bonnet-box to hand to me, and told him to take great
caeof it. Hehanded it over to me, and | dso toldhim
to take great care of it. Of course he became very
. curious to know what was in it. | said to him:

" You may seeit on the pier on Monday. Infact, |
believe you will."

He said: " It's heavy for a hat."

So | informed him that hats were both heavy and
large this summer. _

He sad, " Well, | pltg you, auntie! "

~Naturally it was his blue suit that was in the box.
His mother had burgled it after hed done his packing,
while he was having lunch.

| was determined he should wear that suit. And |
felt pretty sure that when he saw my reason for asking
him to bring it he'd be glad at the bottom of his heart
that I'd brought it in spite of him. There is one ?ood
thing about Ellis—he can see ajoke against himself... .
Have another cake.  Well, I will, then. . . . Yes I'm
coming to the reason.

A GIRL, you say? Well, of course. But you mustn't
look so proud of yourself. A body needn't be anything
like so clever as you are to be able to guess that there's
agirl init. Do you suppose | should have imagined
for a moment that it would interest you if there hadn't
been agirl in it? Not exactly! WA, it'sagirl from
Winnipeg. Came to England in June with her parents.
Or rather, perhaps, her parents came with her. I'd
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never seen any of the three before—didn't know them
from Adam and Eve. But my husband had made
friends with them out there last year—qgreat friends.
And they wanted to make the acquaintance of my
husband's wife. I'd gathered from Harry that they
were quite my sort. . . . What is my sort? You
know perfectly well what my sort is. There are only
two sorts of people—the decent sort and the other sort.
Well, they were doing England—you know, like
Colonia people do—serioudy, leaving nothing out.
By the way, their name was only " Smith," without
evena"y"initoran"e" a theend. They wished
to try a good seaside place, so | wrote to them and
suggested Llandudno as a fair specimen, and it was
arranged that we should meet there and spend at least
a week together, and afterwards they were to come to
the Fve Towns. | suggested we should al stay at
Hawthornden's . . . Hawthornden's? Don't you know
—it's eadlly the best private hotel in Llandudno. Lift
and a French chef and all kinds of things;, but surely
you must have seen all about it in the papers!

Now that was why | took Ellis with me. | hate
travelling about aone, especidly when my husband's
away. And it was particularly on account of the girl
that | stole the blue suit. But | didn't tell Ellis a word
about the girl, and I only just mentioned the father and
mother—and not even that until we were safely in the
train.  These young dandies are redlly very nervous and
timid at bottom, you know, in spite of their airs.  Ellis
wouldwalk ten milessooner than have to meet a stranger
of the older generation. And he's just as shy about
girls too. | believe most men are, if you ask me.

The great encounter occurred in the hall, just before
dinner. They were late, and so werewe. | tell you, we
were completely outshone. | tell you, wewerenot init,
not anywhere near being init!  For onething, they were
in evening-dress. Now at Hawthornden's you never"
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dress for dinner. There isnt a place in Llandudno
where it's the exception not to dress for dinner. Th
seemed rather surprised; not put out, not ashamed o
themselves for being too swagger, but just mildly dis-
appointed with Hawthornden's.  The fact is, they didn't
think much of Hawthornden's. | learnt al manner of
things durigg dinner. They'd been in Scotland when |
corresponded with them, but before that they'd stla\l?/ed
at the Ritz in London, and &t the Hotel St Regisin New
York, and the something else—I| forget the name—at
Chicago. | was expecting to meet " Colonias," but it
was Ellis and | who were "colonia." | could have
borne it better if they hadn't been so polite, and so
anxious to hide their opinion of Hawthornden's. The
girl—oh! thegirl. . . . Her nameis Nellie. Really
very pretty.  Only about eighteen, but as self-possessed
as twenty-eight. ~Evidently she had always been used
to treating her parents as equals; she talked quite half
the time, and contradicted her mother as flatly as Ellis
contradicts me, Mr Smith didn't talk much. And
Ellis didn't at first—he was too timid and awkward—
redly not at all like himself. However, Miss Nellie soon
made him talk, and they got quite friendly and curt
with each other. Curious thing—Ellis never notices
women's clothes; very interested in his own, and in
other men's, but not in women'sl  So | expect Nellie's
didn't make much impression on him. But truly they
were stylish. Much too gorgeous for a young girl—
oh! you've no ideal—but not vulgar. They'd been
bought in London, in Dover Street. ~ Better than mine,
and Detter than her mother's. | will say this for her—
she wore them without any self-consciousness, though
she came in for agood deal of staring. Heaven knows
what they cost! I'd be afraid to guess.  But then vou
see the Smiths had come to England to spend money,
and—well—they were spending it. ~ All their ideas were
larger than ours.

18
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When dinner was over Nellie wanted to know what
we could do to amuseourselves.  Well, it was a showery
night, and of course there wasnothing.  Then Ellissaid,
in hIS &atronm ng way :

we go and knock the balls about a bit? "

And NeII|e said, " Knock the bdls about a bit? "

"Yes" sad M aster Ellis, " billiards—you know."

All four of us went to the billiard-room.  And Ellis
began to knock the bals about a bit. His father in-
stdled abilliard- tableln his own house a few years ago.
The ideawas to " |IoE the boy a home." It didn't,
of course, not a b|t llisisa pretty good player, but
he did nearly al hispractising at his club. 1've often*
heard his mother regret the elght% pounds odd that that
billiard-table cost. it, youknow. Nellie
Smith would not try at flrst and Papa Smith was smok-
ing a cigar and he said he couldn't do justice to a cigar
and a cue at the same time. So Ellis and | h
twenty-fiveup. Hegave meten and | beat him—pro-
bably because hewould keep on smoki ngk igarettes, just
to show Papa Smith how well he could keep the smoke
out of his eyes. Then he asked Nellie if shed " try."
She sad she would if her pawould. And she and her
pa put themselves against Ellis and me.

Wel, I'll cut it short. That girl, with her pink-and-
white complexion—she began right off with a break of
twenty-eight.  You should have seen Elliss face. It
was the funniest thing | ever saw inmy life. | can't re-
member anything that ever struck me as half so funny.
It seemsthat they have ﬁl enty of timefor billiards out In
Winnipeg, and a very high-class table. After a while
Ellis saw the funniness of it too. He made a miss and
then he said:

" Will someone kindly take me out and bury me? "

That kind of speech is supposed to be very smart a
his club. And the Smiths thought it was very smart
too. Nellie and her pa beat us hollow, and then Nellie
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began to take her pa to task for showing off with too
much screw instead of using the natural angle!

Ellis went to bed. He was very struck by Nellie's
talents. But he went to bed. Probably he wanted to
think thi n%s over, and consider how he could be impres-
dve with her. | should like to have broken it to him
about his blue suit, because it was Sunday the next day,
and Nellie was bound to be gorgeous for chapel and the
pier, and | felt sure he'd be redly glad to have that suit
—whatever he miﬁht say to me. And | wanted him to
wear it too. But there was no chance for metotell him.
He went off to bed like a streak of lightning. And
usually, you know, he simply will not go to bed. Noth-
mg will induce him to go to bed, just as nothing will
induce him to get up. | said to myself | would send
the suit into his room early in the morning with a note.
| did want him to look his best.

And then of course there was the fire. Thefirewas
that very night. What? . . .

Do you actually mean to sit there and tell me ?/ou never
heard about the fire at Hawthornden's Hotel last July?
Why, it was the sensation of the season. There was
over a column about it in the Manchester Guardian.
Everybody talked of it for weeks. . . . And no one
ever told you that we wereinit? Half the annexe was
burnt down. We were in the annexe, all four of us. |
fancy the Smiths had chosen it because the rooms in the
annexe are larger. Haveyou ever beenina fire? . . .
Well, thank your stars!  We were wakened up at three
oclock. It was getting light, even. Somehow that
made it worse. The confusion—you can't imagine it.
We got out al right. Oh! there was no specia
danger to life and limb. But after all we only did get
out Just intime. And with practically nothing but our
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dressng-gowns—some not even that! It's queer, in a
fire, how @t first you try to save things, and keep calm,
and pretend you are cam, until the thing gets hold of
you. | actually began to shovel clothesinto my trunks.
Somebody said we should have time for that. Well—
we hadn't. And it was a very good thing there wasn't
a lift in the annexe. It seems a lift well acts like a
chimney, and half of us might have been burnt aive.

| must say the fire-brigade was pretty good. They
got the fire out very well—very quickly in fact. We
women, or most of us, had been bundled into private
parlours and thleré?s in the main part of the hotel, which
wasn't threatened, and when we knew that the fire was
out we naturally wanted to go back and see whether any
of our things could be saved out of the wreck.

Oh! what a sight it wasl What a sight it was!
You'd never believe that so much damage could be done
in an hour or so. Chiefly by water, of course.  All the
ground floor was swimming in water.  In fact there was
ariver of it running across the promenade into the sea.
About five-sixths of Llandudno, dressed nohow, was on
the promenade. However, policemen kept the people
outside the gates.

The firemen began bringing trunks down the stairs;
they wouldn't let us go up a first. It reall%/ was a
wonderful scene, at the foot of the stairs, lots of us pad-
dling about in that lake, and perfectly lost to al sense of
—what shal | say?—well, correctness. | do believe
most of us had forgotten al about civilization. We
wanted our things. We wanted our things so badly
that we even logt our interest in the origin of the fire
and in the question whether we should get anything out
of the insurance company. By the way, | mustn't omit
to tell you that we never saw the proprietors after the
fire was out; the proprietors could only be seen by ap-
pointment. The German and Swiss waiters had to bear
the brunt of us,
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| was very lucky. | received both.my trunks nearly
a once. They came diding on a plank down those
dairs. And most of my things were in them too. |
was determined to be energetic then, and to get out of
al that crowd. Do you know what | did? | smply
cdled two men in out of the street, and told them to
shoulder my trunks into the main building of the hotel.
| defied policemen and the superintendent of the fire-
brigade.  And in the main building | demanded a bed-
room, and | was told that everything would be done to-
accommodate me as q]wckly as posshle. So | went
straight upstairs and told the men to follow me, and |
began knocking at every door till | found a room that
wasn't occupied, and | took Iﬁ)osseﬁson of it, and gave
the men ashilling apiece.  They seemed to expect half-
a-crown, because I'd been in afire, | suppose!  Curious
ideas odd iob men have!  Then | dressed myself out of
what was left of my belongings and went down again.

All the people said how lucky | was, and what pres-
ence of mind | had, and how calm and practical | was,
and so on and so on. But they didn't know that I'd
been stupid enough not to give a thought to Elliss blue
suit.  One can't think of everything, and | didn't think
of that. | believeif I had thought of it, at the start, |
should have taken the bonnet-box with me at any cost.
| came across Ellis, smoking a cigarette, of course,
just to show, | suppose, that afire was a most ordinary
event to him. Hewascompleteé?/ dressed, likeme. He
had saved the whole of his belongings. He sad the
Smiths werefixing themselves up in private rooms some-
where, and would be down soon.  So we moved along
into the dining-room and had breakfast. The place was
fu!ldand noisy. Ellis was exceedingly facetious. He
said:

" l\NeII, auntie, did you have a pretty good night? "

Also:

" Afireisavery clumsy way of waking you up in the
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morning. A bell would be much sir_nJ)Ier, and cost less"
etcetera, etcetera And then he said:

" A nicething, auntie, if I'd followed your advice and
brought my beauteous new suit! It would have been
bour]ld to be burnt to acinder.  One's best suit alwaysis
inafire

| ought to have told him then the trick I'd played
on him, but | didnt. | merely agreed with him in a
lame sort of way that it would have been a nice thing if
he'd brought his beauteous suit. | hoped that | might
be able later on to invent some good excuse, something
really plausible, for having brought along with me his
newest suit unknown to him. But the more | reflected
the more | couldn't think of anything clever enough.

Then the three Smiths came in.  There was some
queer attire in that dining-room, but | think that Mrs
Smith won the gold medal for queerness. All her
" colonidness " had come suddenly out. They evi-
dently hadn't been very fortunate. But they didn't seem
to mind much. They hadn't thou%ht very highly of the
hotel before, and they accepted the fire good-humour-
edly as one of the necessary drawbacks of a hotel that
wasn't quite up to their Winnipeg form. Nellie Smith
was delightful. | must say she was delightful, and she
looked delightful. She was wearing a blue-and-red
striped petticoat, rather short, and a white jersey, and
over that a man's blue jacket, which fitted her pretty
well. She looked indescribably pert and charming,
though the jacket was dirty and stained.

| noticed Ellis staring and staring at that jacket. . . .

| needn't tell you. You can see a mile off what had
happened.

Ellis sad in his casua way:

" Hello!  Where did you pick up that affair, Miss
Smith? " Meanigg the jacket.

She said she had picked it up on one of the landings,
and that there was a pair of continuations lying in a
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broken bonnet-box just close to it, and tlxat the con-
tinuations were ruined by too much water.

| could feel myself blushing redder and redder.

" In a bonnet-box, eh? " sad Master Ellis.

Then he said: " Would you mind |etti ng me look at
the right-hand breast-pocket of that jacket? "

Shedidn't mindinthe least. He looked at the strip
of white linen that your men's tailors always stitch into
that pocket with your name and address and date, and
age and weight, and | don't know what.

He said, " Thank you."

And she asked him if the jacket was his.

" Yes" he said, " but | hope you'll keep it."

'Everybody said what a very curious coincidence!
Ellis avoided my eyes, and | avoided his. . . . Will
you believe methat whenwe "hadit out " afterwards, he
and |, that boy was serioudy angry. He suspected me
of a plan " to make the best of him" during the stay
with the Smiths, and he very strongly objected to being
" made the best of." His notion apﬁarently was that
even his worst was easily good enough for my Colonial
friends, although, as he'd have said, they had " simply
wiped the floor with him " in the billiard-room. Any-
how, he was furious. He actually used the word " un-
warrantable," and it was rather along word for a mere
stripling of anephew to use to an auntie who was paying
al his expenses. However, he's a nice enough boy at
the bottom, and soon e?ot down off his high horse. |
must tell you that Neflie Smith wore that jacket al
day, quite without any concern. These Colonials don't
realy seem to mind what they wear. At any rate she
didn't. She wasjust as much at ease in that jacket as
she had been in her gorgeousness the evening before.
And she and Ellis were walking about together al day.
The next day of course we al left. We couldn't stay,
seeing the state wewerein. ... Now, don't you think
it's a very curious story?
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Thus spake Mrs Ellis across the tea-table in an acove
at the Hanover.

" But you've not finished the story! " | explained.

"Yes, | have," she sad.

" You haven't explained what you were doing at my
tailor's in Sackville Street.”

" Oh! " she cried, " | was forgetting that. Wéll, |
promised Ellisanew suit.  And as | wanted to show him
that after all 1 had larger ideas about tailoring than he
had, | told him | knew a very good tailor's in Sackville
Street—a real West End tailor—and that if he liked he
could have his presentation suit made there. He pooh-
poohed the offer at first, and pretended that his Burdey
tailor was just as good as any of your West End tailors.
But at last he accepted. You see—it meant an
authorized vist to London. ... I'd been into the
taillor's just now to pay the bill. That's dl."

" But even now," | said, " you haven't finished the
story."

" Yes, | have" she replied again.

"What about Nellie Smith? " | demanded. "A
story about a handsome girl named Nellie, who could
make a break of twenty-eight at billiards, and a hand-
some dog like Ellis Carter, and afire, and the girl wear-
ing the youth's jacket—it can't break off like that."

" Look here" she sad, leaning a little across the
table. " Did you expect them to fall in love with each
other on the spot and be engaged? What a senti-
mental old thing you are, after al! "

" But haven't they seen each other since? "

"Oh yes In London, and in Burdey too."

" And haven't they—"

" Not yet. . . . They may or they mayn't. You
must remember this isn't the reign of Queen Victoria

If they do, I'll let you know."
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I

GEORGE PEEL and Mary, his wife, st down to
breakfast. Their only son, Georgie, was aready
seated.  George the younger showed an astounding dis-
regard for the decencies of life, and a frankly glutton-
ous absorption in food which amounted to cynicism.
Evidently he cared for nothing but the satisfaction of
bodily desres. Yet he was twenty-two months old,
and occupied a commanding situation in a high chair!
His father and mother were aged thirty-two and twenty-
eight respectively. They both had pale, intellectual
faces, they were -dressed with elegance, and their
gestures were the gestures of people accustomed to be
waited upon and to consider luxuries as necessaries.
There was silver qun the table, and the room, though
small and somewhat disordered, had in it beautiful
things which had cost money. Through a doorway
half-screened by a portiere could be seen alarge studio
peopled with heroic statuary, plaster casts, and lumps
of clay veiled in wet cloths. And on the other Sde of
the great window of the studio green trees waved their
foliage. The trees were in Regent's Park. Another
detail to show that the Peds had not precisely failed in
life: the time was then ten-thirty o'clock! ~ Millions of
ﬁersons in London had already been at hard work for
ours.

And indeed George Ped was not merely a young
sculptor of marked talent; he was aso a rising young
sculptor.  For instance, w£18e{1 you mentioned his name
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in artistic circles the company signified that it knew
whom you meant, and those members of the company
who had never seen his work had to feel ashamed of
themselves. Further, he had lately been awarded the
Triennial Gold Meda of the International Society, an
honour that no Englishman had previously achieved.
His friends and himself had, by the way, celebrated this
dazzling event b?/ a noble and joyous gathering in the
studio, at which famous personages had present.

Everybody knew that George Ped, in addition to
what he earned, had important "private resources."
For even rising young sculptors cannot live luxuriously
on what they gain, and you cannot eat gold medals.
Nor will gold medas pay a heavy rent or the cost of
manual help in marble cutting. All other rising young
sculptorsenvied George Pedl, and he rather condescended
to them (in his own mind) because they had to keep up
appearances by means of subterfuges, whereas there
was no deception about his large and ample existence.

On the table by Mary's plate was a letter, the sole
letter. It had come by the second post. The contents
of the first post had been perused in bed. While Mary
was scraping porridge off the younger George's bib with
a spoon, and wiping porridge out of his eyes with a
Iserviette, George the elder gave just a glance at the
etter.

"So he has written after al! " sad George, in a
voice that tried to be nonchalant.

"Who?" asked Mary, athough she had already
seen the envelope, and knew exactly what George
meant. And her voice dso was unnatural in its
attempted casualness.

" The old cock,” sad George, beginning to serve
bacon.

"Oh! " said Mary, coming to her chair, and be-
ginning to dispense tea.

She was dying to open the letter, yet she poured
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out the tea with superhuman leisureliness, and then
indicated to Georgie exactly where to search for bits of
porridge on his big plate, while George with a great
appearance of cam unfolded a newspaper. Then at
length she did open the letter. Having read it, she put
her lips tighter together, nodded, and passed the letter
to George.  And George read:

" DEAR MARY ,—I cannot accede to your request.
—Your affectionate uncle, SAMUEL PEEL.

" P.S—The expenses connected with my County
Council election will be terrible. S P

George lifted his eyebrows, as if to indicate that
in his opinion there was no accounting for the wild
stupidity of human nature, and that he as a philosopher
refused to be startled by anything whatever.

" Curt! " he muttered coldly.

Mary uneasily laughed.

" What shall you do? " she inquired.

"Without! " replied George, with a curtness that
equaled Mary's uncles.

" And what about the rent? "

" The rent will have to wait."

A brave young man! Nevertheless he saw in that
moment chasms a his feet—chasms in which he and his
wife and child and his brilliant prospects might be
swallowed up. He changed the subject.

" You didn't see this cutting," he said, and passed
a dip from a newspaper gummed to a piece of green
paper. L . .

George, in his quality of rising young sculptor,
received Press cuttings from an agency. This one
was from a somewhat vulgar Society journal, and it
ave, in two paragraphs, an account of the recent
estivity at George's studio. It finished with the
words. " Heidsieck flowed freely." He could not
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guess who had written it. No! It was not in the
nicest taste, but it furnished indubitable proof that
George was il rising, that he was afigure in the world.

"What a rag' " he observed, with an expression
of repugnance. " Read by suburban shop-girls |

suppose”
[

GEORGE had arranged his career in a quite exceptional
way. Itis true that chance had served him; but then
he had known how to make use of chance to the highest
advantage. The chance that had served him lay in
the facts that Mary Pedl had fallen gravely in love with
him, that her sole surviving relative was a rich uncle,
and that George's surname was the same as hers and
her uncle's. He had met niece and uncle in Burdey
in the Five Towns, where old Samuel Pedl was a person-
age, and, timidly, a patron of the arts. Having regard
to his golden hair and affection-compelling appearance,
it was not surprising that Mary, accustomed to the
monotony of her uncle's house, had surrendered her
heart to him. And it was not surprising that old Pedl
had at once consented to the match, and made a will
in favour of Mary and her offspring. What was sur-
prisng was that old Ped should have begun to part
with his money at once, and in large quantities, for he
was not of a very open-handed disposition. _
The explanation of old Samuel Pedl's (f:;enerosty
was due to his being a cousin of the Peels of Bursley,
the great eighteenth-century family of earthenware
manufacturers.  The main branch had died out, the
notorious Carlotta Ped having expired shockingly in
Paris, and another young descendant, Matthew, having
been forced under a will to alter his name to Ped-
Swynnerton.  So that only the distant cousin, Samuel
Ped, was left, and he was a bachelor with no prospect
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of ever being anything else.  Now Samuel had made a
fortune of his own, and he considered that all the honour
and dl the historical splendours of the Ped family were
concentrated in himself. And he tried to be worthy
of them. He tried to restore the family traditions.
For this he became a benefactor to his native town, a
patron of the arts, and a candidate for the Staffordshire
County Council. And when Mary set her young mind
on ayoung man of parts and of ambition, and bearing by
hazard the very same name of Ped, old Samuel Ped
sad to himself: " The old family name will not die out.
It_ought to be more magnificent than ever." He said
this dso to George Ped.

Whereupon George Ped talked to him persuasively
and sensbly about the risks and the prizes of the
sculptor's career. He ex,olained just how extremely
ambitious he was, and al that he had already done,
and dl that he intended to do. And he convinced his
uncle-in-law that young sculptors were tremendously
handicapped in an expensive and difficult profession
by poverty or a least narrowness of means. He con-
vinced his uncle-in-law that the best manner of succeed-
ing was to be]qin at the top, to try for only the highest
things, to sdl nothing cheaply, to be haughty with
dealers and connoisseurs, and to cut afigurein the very
centre of the art-world of London. George was a good
talker, and al that he sad was perfectly true. And
his uncle was dazzled by the immediate prospect of
new fame for the ancient family of Ped. And in the
end old Samuel promised to give George and Mary five
hundred a year, so that George, as a sculptor, might
begin at the top and " succeed like success” And
George went off with his bride to London, whence he
*had come. And the old man thought he had done a
\r/]eryr/l argjoble and a very wonderful thing, which, indeed,

e had.
This had occurred when George was twenty-five,
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Matters fell out rather as George had predicted.
The youth amost at once obtained a commission for
three hundred pounds worth of symbolic statues for
thefront of the central officesof the Order of Rechabites,
Which particularly pleased his uncle, because Samuel
Pedl was a strong temperance man. And George got
one or two other commissions.

Being extravagant was to George Pedl the same thing
as " putting dl the profits into the business" is to a
manufacturer. He was extravagant and ostentatious
on principle, and by far-sighted policy—or, at least,
hethought that hewas.

And thus the world's rumours multiplied his success,
and many persons said and believed that he was making
quite two thousand a year, and would be an A.R.A.
before he was grey-haired. But George aways related
the true facts to his uncle-in-law; he even made them
out to be much less satisfactory than they really were.
His favourite phrase in letters to his uncle was that
he was "building," "building"—not houses, but his
future reputation and success.

Then commissions fell off or grew intermittent, or
were refused as being unworthy of George's dignity.
And then young Georgie arrived, with his insatiable
appetites and his vociferous need of doctors, nurses,
perambulators, nurseries, and lacy garments. And
al the time young George's father kept his head high
and continued to be extravagant by far-sighted policy.
And the five hundred a year kept coming in regularly
by quarterly instalments. Many atight morning George
nearly decided that Mary must write to her uncle and
ask for a little supplementary estimate. But he never
did decide, partly because he was afraid, and partly
from sheer pride. (According to hisoriginal statements
to his uncle-in-law, seven years earlier, he ought at
this epoch to have been in an assured position with
a genuine income of thousands.)
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But the state of trade worsened, and he had a cheque
dishonoured. And then he won the Triennid Gold
Medal. And then at length he did arrange with MgrSK
that she should write to old Samuel and roundly
him for an extra couple of hundred. They composed
the letter together; and they stated the reasons so
well, and convinced themselves so completely of the
righteousness of their cause, that for a few moments
they looked on the two hundred as aready in hand.
Hence the Heidsieck night. But on the morrow of the
Heidsieck night they thought differently. And George
was gloomy. He felt humiliated by the necessity of
the application to his uncle—thefirst he had ever made.
And he feared the result.

Hisfearswerejustified.

THEY were far more than justified. Three mornings
after the first letter, to which she had made no reply,
Mary received asecond. It ran:

" DEAR MARY,—And what ismore, | shal henceforth
pay you three hundred instead of five hundred a year.
If George has not made a position for himself it is quite
time he had. The Gold Medal must make a lot of
difference to him. And if necessary you must econo-
mize. | am sure there is room for economy in your
household. Champagne, for instance.—Y our affection-

ae uncle, SAMUEL PEEL.
" JP.S—I am, of course, acting in your best interests.
"S P

This letter infuriated George, so much so that George
the younger, observing strange symptoms on his father's
face, and strange sounds issuing from his father's mouth,
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