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Sunday, June 28, 1914.
JACQUES S TS FOR HIS PORTRAIT IN PATERSON's STUDIO

JA CQUES was getting tired; his neck was stiff with holding
the pose, and the only movement he dared make was with his
eyes to cast a furious look at his tormentor.

In two elastic strides Paterson had backed to the wall;
palette in hand and brush in air, he was bending his head
this side and that, in rapt contemplation of the canvas on his
easel three yards away. Jacques was thinking, 'What a lucky
chap he is to have his painting!® His eyes fell on his wrist-
watch. 'Got to have that article finished by this evening. But
a fat lot Pat cares for that, confound him!’

The heat was stifling; ruthlessly the sunlight blazed in
through the window. Though the room, in former days a
kitchen, was on the top floor of a building near the Cathedral
and high above the town, neither the Alps nor the lake could
be seen; only the dazzling blue of the June sky confronted it.

At the back of the room, under the sloping roof, two mat-
tresses sprawled side by side on the tiled floor. Clothes hung on
nails along the walls; in the sink, on the rusty kitchen-stove,
and along the ledge of the iron hood above it, lay a jumble
of the most incongruous objects: a dinted basin, a pair of
slippers, a cigar-box filled with empty paint-tubes, a shaving-
brush caked with lather, some cups and plates, two dead roses
in a tumbler, a bulldog pipe. A number of canvases stood on
the floor, their faces to the wall against which they leaned.

The Englishman was naked from the waist up. His teeth
were clenched and he was breathing heavily through his nose,
as if he had been sprinting.

'Yes, it's a teaser V he grumbled, without turning his head.

Sweat was glistening on his chest, and the muscles rippled
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SUMMER, 1914

under the fine-grained skin, white with the limpid whiteness
peculiar to northerners. A triangle of shadow at the base of his
thorax bespoke his leanness. Under the old, threadbare trousers
the sinews of his legs could be seen quivering with the strain
of his intense preoccupation.

'And there's not a shred of tobacco left!" he sighed.

On his arrival Jacques had produced three cigarettes from
his pocket; the painter had smoked them greedily, in quick
succession, at the beginning of the sitting. Hunger was gnawing
at his stomach, which had gone empty since the previous day,
but that was nothing new to him. He was thinking: '"How
marvellously luminous that forehead is! Have | enough white?"
He glanced towards the tube of white lying on the floor, flat
as a razor-blade. He owed a good hundred francs to Guerin,
who kept the paint-shop, but luckily Guerin, an ex-anarchist
recently converted to socialism, was a good comrade. . . .

His eyes still intent on the portrait, Paterson made a wry
face, asthough he had been alone. His brush described a flourish
on the empty air. And suddenly the blue eyes turned, settling
on Jacques with an unblinking birdlike stare, a magpie's,
inhumanly intent.

Jacques was amused. 'He's looking at me exactly as he'd
look at an apple in a bowl," he thought. '"What a nuisance
having that article to finish!"

When Paterson had shyly asked his leave to paint this
portrait, Jacques had not dared say 'No." For months the
painter, too hard up to hire a model and incapable of getting
through a day without plying his brush, had had to exercise
his talent on makeshift still-lifes. Paterson had said 'Four or
five sittings at most," but this Sunday morning was the ninth
time that Jacques, inwardly chafing at the imposition, had
forced himself to trudge uphill to the highest point of the Old
Town, and hold a pose that never lasted less than two hours.

Paterson had started dabbing his brush feverishly on the
palette. Once more, flexing his knees like a diver testing the
springboard, he paused for a moment, stock-still, his bird-like
eyes intent on Jacques. Suddenly his arm shot forward like
a fencer's, to plant a speck of white on a precise spot of the
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SUNDAY, JUNE 28, 1914

canvas. That done, he backed once more to the wall, wagging
his head, screwing up his eyes and snorting like an angry lap-
dog. At last, with a smile, he turned towards his victim.

'‘There's such . . . such forcefulness, you know, in those
eyebrows of yours, your temples, the way your hair sticks up!
Sorry, old chap, but it's got me absolutely beat !

After depositing his brushes and palette in the sink, he swung
nimbly round, crossed the room, and plumped down on one
of the mattresses.

'That's enough for to-day.'

Jacques heaved a sigh of relief. 'Can | have a look? Yes?
By Jove, you've made a lot of headway this sitting!"

It was a three-quarter length portrait, ending at the knees,
and showed Jacques seated, his left shoulder receding in per-
spective, his right shoulder, arm and elbow advancing boldly
into the foreground. His sinewy hand, splayed on his thigh,
made an effective highlight near the bottom of the picture.
His head, though he was looking up towards the light—which
came from the left—drooped a little over the left shoulder, as
if weighed down by the thick mass of hair and spacious brow.
Half the face was in shadow, but, owing to the slant of the
head, the whole forehead was bathed in sunlight. The dark
lock, shot with ruddy gleams, that traversed it from left to
right, brought out by contrast the luminosity of the skin. The
artist had been particularly successful in getting on to his
canvas the texture of the hair that came down, in a stiff,
serried growth, low on the forehead. The white shirt was open
at the collar, and the heavy under-jaw rested on it. Though
the drawing of the lips was faulty, the bitter, tormented line
of the large mouth gave a savage grandeur to the face. Under
the rugged brows, the eyes were half submerged in shadow,
but their expression was as frank and forthright as could be
desired; indeed the artist had overdone this quality, there was
a certain effrontery in the gaze that was unlike Jacques.
Paterson had just realized this. On the whole he had success-
fully brought out the impression of massive strength conveyed
by forehead, shoulders, and chin; but he had lost hope of
contriving to suggest the moods of melancholy, pensiveness
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SUMMER, 1914

and boldness that flickered successively, never intermingling,
inJacques® eyes.

"You'll be coming again to-morrow, won't you?'

‘Suppose | 'l have to!" Jacques assented gloomily.

Paterson had risen and was feeling in the pockets of a
waterproof hanging above the bed. He broke into a merry
laugh.

'Mithoerg's a wily bird! He never leaves any baccy in his
pockets nowadays.'

When Paterson laughed he seemed once more the mis-
chievous youngster he had doubtless been five or six years
earlier, when he had broken with his puritanical family and
run away from Oxford to come and live in Switzerland.

'‘No luck!® he grinned. 'l'd have liked to offer you a cigar-
ette for your Sunday treat !°

He could do without food more easily than without tobacco;
more easily without tobacco than without paints. In any case
he was rarely out of paints, or tobacco, or food, for long.

He and his friends formed part of a large group of revolu-
tionary youth, all more or less penniless, who had flocked to
Geneva and were vaguely affiliated to the recognized organi-
zations. Somehow they survived—though how they managed
it was a mystery. A favoured few, the intellectuals like Jacques,
wrote for newspapers and magazines. Others, trained workers
from different parts of the world—typesetters, draughtsmen,
watchmakers and the like—had more or less regular employ-
ment and shared their earnings with their unemployed com-
rades. But most had no fixed work, and took whatever came
their way—obscure, ill-paid jobs, which they dropped the
moment they had a little money in their pockets. There were
a good many students amongst them, young men with frayed
cuffs and collars, who kept themselves alive by lessons, research-
work in libraries, or menial tasks in laboratories. Luckily they
were never all destitute at the same moment. There was
always someone with a well-lined purse to treat the others,
roaming the streets with empty pockets, to a hunk of bread,
a sausage, a cup of coffee, and a packet of cigarettes. Such
mutual aid was furnished as a matter of course. A man can
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SUNDAY, JUNE 28, 1914

get used to eating only once—and a scratch meal at that—a
day, when he is young and lives in fellowship with others,
sharing their interests, convictions, political ideas and aspira-
tions. Some, like Paterson, humorously vaunted the pangs of
an empty stomach, the emptier the better, as inducing a fine
frenzy of the brain that could be turned to good account.
There was some truth behind thejest. The sparing diet helped
to keep up that mental exaltation which gave such zest to the
interminable palavers they indulged in at all hours of the day,
in public squares, in cafes, in their lodgings, but, above all, at
'Headquarters.”> This name had been given to the place where
they foregathered to exchange the latest news transmitted by
fellow-revolutionaries from abroad, to compare experiences
and theories, and with fraternal fervour to pool their efforts
for building up the New Social Order.

Standing in front of the shaving-mirror, Jacques was putting
on his collar and tie.

'Where are you off to in such a hurry, old chap? Paterson
lazily enquired. He was sprawling across the bed, half naked,
with his arm extended.

Paterson had thin, girlish wrists, but a man's hands; slim
ankles, but typical English feet. His head was small; the sun-
light gave his pale-gold hair, matted by perspiration, the rich
patina of an ancient cameo. In his eyes, a little too translu-
cent to be expressive, naivety seemed always struggling with
distress.

"I'd a lot of things to say to you," he went on languidly.
'One thing is that you left Headquarters too early last night.”

Td had enough of it. They go round and round in a circle,
always saying the same things.’

'Yes. But the argument took areally exciting turn last night.
A pity you weren't there. The Pilot wound up by telling
Boissonis off. Oh, only a few words, but the sort of words that
give one the shivers, if you know what | mean.’

His tone betrayed a rankling antipathy. Jacques had often
noticed the hostile admiration the Englishman had for
Meynestrel, 'the Pilot®> as he was usually called, but had never
discussed it with him. Personally he was deeply attached
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SUMMER, 1914

to Meynestrel, whom he not only cherished as a friend, but
revered as a master mind.

He turned briskly. 'What words? What did he say?

Paterson did not reply at once; he was staring at the ceiling
with an odd smile on his lips.

'I't came at thg end, a bolt from the blue. A good many had
cleared off by then, like you. He let Boissonis rattle on, with
that way he has, you know, of not seeming to listen. Suddenly
he bent towards Alfreda, who was sitting at his feet as usual,
and said his piece, very qgftickly, without looking at anyone in
particular. Wait a bit! I'll try to remember the exact words

. "Nietzsche did away with the idea of God. And replaced
it by the concept of ideal Man. That was nothing much—only
a first step forward. It's up to modern atheism to go one
better and do away with the concept of ideal Man as well.>*°

Jacques made an impatient gesture. 'Go on! What dse did
he say?

'Wait a bit! Boissonis asked, "And replace it by what?*°
The Pilot smiled—you know that terrifying smile of his—and
rapped out: "By nothing!" ®

Jacques, too, smiled—to avoid having to answer. He was
feeling hot, tired with the long sitting, and eager to get back
to his work. He did not in the least wish to embark on a meta-
physical discussion with the worthy Paterson. He ceased
smiling and merely said:

'One thing is certain, Pat; the Pilot’s one of the most noble-
minded of men.”

Propping himself on an elbow, the Englishman looked
Jacques in the eyes.

'"By nothing!®®> An absolutely monstrous thing to say.
Don't you agree?

As Jacques made no reply, he let himself sink back on to
the mattress.

I'm always wondering, old chap, what sort of life the Pilot
can have led. To reach that stage of—of desiccation, he must
have had a damnably hard row to hoe, have breathed a pretty
noxious air. By the way, Thibault,®> he went on almost at once
and in exactly the same tone, but fixing his eyes intently on
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SUNDAY, JUNE 28

Jacques, 'there's something I've been wanting for ages to ask
you, as you know both of them so well. Do you think Alfreda’s
happy with her "Pilot"? "

It struck Jacques that he had never put that question to
himself. On the face of it, the question was natural enough.
But to answer it would be venturing on delicate ground, from
which some obscure instinct warned him off, under the present
circumstances. With a prudently evasive shrug of his shoulders
he went on knotting his tie.

In any case Paterson did not seem put out by his silence
and was lying down again.

'Are you coming to Janotte's lecture to-night?' he asked.

Jacques welcomed the change of subject. 'I'm not sure. I've
ajob to finish off for the Beacon. If it goes smoothly, 1'l1 be at
Headquarters at about six." He had put his hat on. 'Perhaps
| "Il see you there then. So long, Pat!’

Paterson sat up. 'You haven't answered me about Alfreda.’

Jacques had opened the door. He turned back and after a
slight hesitation replied:

'l really don't know . . . But why shouldn't she be happy?'

2
Sunday, June 28

JACQUES CONVERSATION WITH VANHEEDE AT THE
HOTEL DU GLOBE

HALF-PAST one had struck and all Geneva was lingering
still over its Sunday dinner. Sunlight fell sheer upon the
Bourg-de-Four Square, shadowless but for a purplish black
rim around the houses.

AsJacques crossed the deserted Square, only the ripple of the
fountain fretted the silence. He walked quickly, with his head
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down, sunbeams beating on the nape of his neck, his eyes
seared by the shimmering asphalt. Though he had no great
fear of the midsummer heat at Geneva—a Dblue-and-white
effulgence, implacable yet healthy, seldom overpowering—he
was glad to discover some patches of shade as he walked by
the street-stalls in the narrow Rue de |a Fontaine.

He was thinking out his article, a description, several pages
long, of Fritsch's latest work, which was to appear in the
‘New Books' section of the Beacon. He had completed two-
thirds of it, but the opening page would need to be entirely
rewritten. It might be a good idea, he reflected, to begin with
the passage from Lamartine which he had copied out two
days previously in the Public Library. 'There are two kinds
of patriotism. One consists of all the malice, all the prejudices
and all the stupid enmities that nations, gulled by governments
whose interest it is to keep them estranged, foster, each for
each. Thereis another and very different patriotism, comprising
all the verities and all the rights that nations share in common.”
The idea behind the words was sound and generous enough,
but Jacques could not help smiling at the terms in which it
was expressed. 'The revolutionary jargon of 1848, presumably.
But, really, our vocabulary nowadays is very much the same.
There are exceptions/ he reminded himself at once. 'Those
aren't by any means the words the Pilot would have used.'
The thought of Meynestrel switched his mind back to Paterson's
enquiry. Was Alfreda happy? A question he hardly dared to
answer one way or the other. Can one ever be sure, he won-
dered, where women are concerned? Puzzling -creatures,
women! His experience with Sophia Kammerzinn crossed his
mind. Since he had left her father's pension at Lausanne, he
had rarely given her a thought. In the first months she had
made several trips to Geneva, to sse him. Then she had ceased
coming. Still he had always given her a cordial welcome.
Perhaps she had ended by realizing that he had no particular
attachment for her. A vague regret came over him. A queer
girl, Sophia. He had not replaced her.

He quickened his pace. It was a longish walk to the Place
Grenus where he was staying, on the far side of the Rhone,
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SUNDAY, JUNE 28

in a poor district all in alley-ways and slums. Tucked away in
a corner of the square, the centre of which was occupied by a
public convenience, was the Hotel du Globe, a decrepit three-
storey building. Above the low entrance-door, in guise of
signboard, hung a glass terrestial globe, which was illuminated
at night. Unlike the other hotels in that part of the town, it
did not harbour prostitutes. The hotel was managed by two
bachelors, socialists of long standing, the Vercellini brothers.
Almost all the rooms were rented to party militants, who paid
little and only when in funds. Never had the Vercellinis turned
a lodger out for failing to pay his bill. On occasion, however,
they had ejected suspects, for all sorts of queer customers, the
worst and the best of men, flocked to their hotel.

Jacques lived on the top floor; the room was cramped but
clean. Unfortunately its only window gave on to the landing,
and all the sounds and smells pouring up the stairs forced
their way in, if it was left open. The only way of working in
reasonable comfort was to keep the window shut and turn on
the electric light. The furniture consisted of a narrow bed, a
basin clamped to the wall, a wardrobe, a table and one chair.
The table was small and always crowded, so when he wrote
Jacques usually sat on the bed, with an atlas on his knees
doing duty for a desk.

He had been working for half an hour when three light
taps, spaced at regular intervals, sounded on the door.

'‘Comein!' he called.

A roguish little face with a mop of unkempt hair peeped in.
It was Vanheede, the albino. He, too, had left Lucerne in the
previous year, at the same time as Jacques, and was living in
the Globe Hotel.

‘Sorry, Baulthy—am | disturbing you?" He was one of the
few who still called Jacques by his former nom de plume, though
since his father's death Jacques had taken to signing his
articles under his real name. T saw Monier at the Cafe
Landolt," he said. 'The Pilot had given him two messages for
you. Number one, that he wants to se you and will stay in
for you till five number two, that your article won't appear
in this week's Beacon, so you've no need to hand it in to-night.'

11
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Jacques laid his two hands flat on the sheets of paper in
front of him, and leant back against the wall.

'That's a blessing!" Jacques sounded relieved. But then it
struck him this meant waiting till next week for the twenty-
five francs he had been counting on, and funds were low.

Smiling, Vanheede went up to the bed. 'Wasn't it going
well? What's it about, your article?

‘About Fritsch's book on internationalism.'

'‘What's the trouble . . .?

'Well, | can't make up my mind what to think of it."'

-'Of the book?

'Of the book—and internationalism.'

Vanheede's eyebrows, pale to the point of invisibility, knitted.

Tritsch," Jacques went on, 'is a doctrinaire. What's more,
he seems to me to lump together things that are distinct and
of quite different value: the ideas of nationality, of the state,
and of a patria—a fatherland. And that gives one an impres-
sion he's on the wrong tack, even when he says things that
sound quite sensible.'

Vanheede listened with a slight frown. His eyes were hidden
by the hueless lashes, and the corners of his mouth drooped
in a pout. Backing to the table, he swept to one side some of
the books, files and toilet articles, and perched himself on it.

Jacques went on, in an uncertain tone:

'For Fritsch and men like him the internationalist ideal
means first of all sweeping away the notion of a fatherland.
I's that necessary, or inevitable? |'m not so sure of it.’

Vanheede raised his doll-like hand.

'Anyhow patriotism's got to go. How can one imagine the
revolution cramped within the frontiers of a single country?
The real revolution, ours, is a world-wide affair. It's got to
be brought off everywhere at once, by all the working-class
majorities throughout the world.’

'Yes. But don't you see, you, too, are making a distinction
between patriotism and the feeling that one has a native land.’

Vanheede shook his little head, crowned with a tuft of curly,
almost silver hair, emphatically.

'‘No, they're the same thing, Baulthy. Just se the way the
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nineteenth century went about it. By everywhere exalting
patriotism, the feeling that a man has for his own country and
for no other, it fortified the notion of nationalistic states; it
spread hatred amongst nations and paved the way to war.’

‘Certainly. Yet it wasn't the patriots but the nationalists of
the nineteenth century who gave a wrong twist to the idea of a
fatherland. For a harmless, sentimental and, to my mind,
quite proper affection, they substituted a cult, an aggressive
fanaticism. There's no question we should condemn that sort
of nationalism. But need we follow Fritsch in condemning in
the same breath every feeling one has for one's own country—a
very human, innate, almost physical attachment?'

'Yes! To be a true revolutionary one must cut loose from
every attachment; root out of one's personality . . .’

'Wait a bit!" Jacques broke in. 'You're thinking of the
thorough-paced revolutionary—the kind you aspire to be.
And you're losing sight of the normal man, shaped as he is by
nature, by life, by the realities of experience. In any case, is
it really feasible to do away with that sentimental patriotism
of which | spoke? 1'm not so sure of it. A man can try his
best to root it out, but he belongs to a certain environment,
he was born with a certain temperament, an ethnical com-
plexion, so to speak. He clings to his customs, to the
mannerisms of the culture which has shaped him. Wherever
he is, he keeps his language. And mind you, that's a very
important point. | shouldn't be surprised if the problem of
nationality isn't, in the last analysis, a question of language.
Wherever he may be, at home or abroad, a man goes on think-
ing in the words and syntax of his country. Just see how it is
here! Look at our friends in Geneva, all these voluntary
expatriates who sincerely believe they've shaken off the dust
of their native soil and form a truly international group.
You'll ssetheminstinctively foregathering, grouping themselves
in little clans—Italian, Russian, Austrian and so on. Tribal,
fraternal—yes, patriotic clans! Why even you, Vanheede
cling to your fellow-Belgians!'

The albino gave a start, and his owl-like eyes flashed a
reproachful glance at Jacques, before vanishing once more
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behind the long eyelashes. His physical uncomeliness made
the humility of his manner seem still more pronounced. But
his silences served him above all to safeguard his faith, which
was stronger than his intellect, and marvellously self-assured
for all his seeming shyness. No one, not even Jacques, not
even the Pilot, had any real influence over Vanheede.

'No,®> Jacques continued, 'a man may expatriate himself,
but he can't “patriate himself. And that sort of patriotism
has nothing fundamentally opposed to our ideal of revolu-
tionary internationalism. That's why | wonder if it isn't un-
wise to attack, as Fritsch does, such sentiments, which, when all
is said and done, stand for something human and vital in their
way. | even wonder if it wouldn't be injurious to the coming
race, if they were eliminated." He was silent for a few moments;
when he spoke again, he sounded uncertain, perplexed by
scruples. 'That's what | think, yet | daren't writeit. Especially
in a short article on Fritsch's work. A whole book would be
needed, to make sure of not being misunderstood." Again he
fell silent; then suddenly exclaimed: 'Anyhow, / shan't write
that book. For, really, 1'm not sure of my ground. Human
beings adapt themselves, and perhaps we can't rule out the
feasibility of "depatriating” man; he might get reconciled to
being country-less.'

Vanheede slipped off the table and took a quick step towards
Jacques, a look of angelic joy transfiguring the face that
normally was blank as a blind man's.

'‘But just think of the compensations he would have!' he
exclaimed.

Jacques smiled. It was such sudden ecstases as this that
endeared to him the little Belgian.

'"And now |'m of f!"

Still smiling, Jacques watched Vanheede hopping sparrow-
like towards the door, and make a soundless exit with a shy
wave of his tiny hand.

Though it was no longer necessary for him to finish off his
article—perhaps, indeed, for that very reason—he settled
down again to it with zest.

He was still writing when he heard the hall-clock strike
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four. Meynestrel was expecting him. He jumped off the bed.
No sooner was he on his feet than he realized he was famished.
But there would be no time to stop for a meal on the way.
He remembered that in one of his drawers there were two
packets of powdered chocolate which dissolved at once in hot
water, and that he had refilled his spirit-lamp the day before.
Before he had finished washing his face and hands the water
in his little saucepan was at the boil. After gulping down a
cup of scalding-hot chocolate, he hurried out.

3
unday, June 28

JACQUES VISITS MEYNESTREL

MEYNESTREL was living, at a considerable distance
from the Place Grenus, in the Carouge district, a rather dreary
suburb on the banks of the Arve, where many revolutionaries,
mostly Russian refugees, had settled. Wood and coal merchants,
dealers in scrap-iron, coach-builders, parquet-makers, monu-
mental masons—all such as needed elbow-room for their
businesses—had set up in this district of Geneva. Along the
wide streets, sheds and workyards alternated with blocks of
ancient houses, mutilated gardens and building-sites for sale.

The house in which the Pilot lodged was at the corner of
the Quai Charles-Page and the Rue de la Carouge, facing the
Pont Neuf. It was a long, three-storey building, flat-fronted,
without balconies, weathered a dingy yellow which, however,
under the summer sun took on the warm tones of Italian
rough-cast. Flights of gulls sped past the windows, wheeling
and swooping down towards the Arve, which here ran swift
and shallow, boisterous as a mountain torrent, flecking with
foam the rocks that jutted just above the surface.
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Meynestrel and Alfreda had a two-room flat at the end of a
long passage. The rooms were separated by a narrow hall,
the smaller being used as a kitchen, the larger as their bed-
room and study.

Near the window, in sunlight filtering between the slats of
the drawn Venetian blind, Meynestrel was sitting at a light
table, working as he waited for Jacques to come. In his uneven,
microscopic script, bristling with abbreviations, he was dashing
down on sheets of thin notepaper brief phrases, which it was
Alfreda's task to decipher and copy on an antiquated type-
writer.

For the moment, however, the Pilot was by himself; Alfreda
had just quitted the low chair close beside Meynestrel's, on
which she always sat. She had taken advantage of a break in
her master's work to run to the kitchen, and turn the water
tap on, and was standing by with a carafe to fill when the
water began running cold. An acrid odour of stewed peaches
simmering over a slow fire on the gas stove pervaded the warm
air. They lived almost entirely on milk foods, vegetables and
cooked fruit.

'Freda !

She rinsed out the percolator she was holding, stood it to
drain off, and hastily dried her hands.

'Freda!’

‘Coming!"

She hurried to his side and settled down again on thelow chair.

'Where have you been, little girl?° Gently Meynestrel patted
the bowed, dusky head beside him. The question called for
no answer. He had put it in an absent-minded tone, without
ceasing to scribble away.

She looked up at him with a smile, her dark eyes glowing
with calm loyalty. The widely dilated pupils conveyed her
yearning to see, to understand, to love whole-heartedly; yet in
them was not the least spark of curiosity, or of insistence.
She seemed born to watch serenely, to sit and wait. No sooner
did Meynestrel begin, for her benefit, to think aloud (it was
a habit with him) than she turned towards him, seeming to
be listening with her eyes. Sometimes when the thought took
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a subtle turn, a flutter of her lashes showed her appreciation.
All that Meynestrel got from her was this silent, constantly
attentive nearness—but it had now become as necessary to him
as the air he breathed.

She was only twenty-two, fifteen years younger than he.
No one had any clear idea of how they had chanced to meset,
or of the real bond uniting them under the tranquil surface
of their life in common. They had come together to Geneva
during the previous year. Meynestrel was Swiss. Alfreda,
though she never mentioned her family or early years, was
known to hail from South America.

Meynestrel went on scribbling, his slender head, which the
short pointed beard caused to seem longer still, bent above
his task. The light fell full on the narrow forehead, that gave
an impression of being pinched in at the temples. His left
hand was fondling the nape of Alfreda’s neck. Placidly leaning
forward, the girl accepted the caress with the vibrant immo-
bility of a petted cat.

Without shifting his hand Meynestrel stopped writing, gazed
vaguely in front of him, and shook his head thoughtfully.

‘Danton once said, "We want to put on top what is below,
and put below what's now on top." That, little girl, is a
politician's slogan. Not a revolutionary socialist's. 1'm sure
Louis Blanc, Proudhon, Fournier or Marx would never have
said a thing like that.’

She looked up at him. But his eyes were not bent on her.
His face, raised now towards the upper part of the window
where a sunbeam filtered through a chink in the Venetian
blind, was quite expressionless. The features were regular, but
curiously devoid of life. Though not unhealthy, his complexion
was a neutral grey, as if the blood under the skin were colour-
less. Beneath the close-cropped moustache, the lips were of
exactly the same hue as the cheeks. All the man's vitality
was concentrated in the eyes; small, oddly close-set eyes.
Thejet-black pupils filled the space between the eyelids, the
whites being scarcely visible. Their glow was so intense as to
be hardly bearable, yet no warmth emanated from them.
There was something almost feral in the eyes, deep pools of
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light ever unruffled by the least hint of emotion, and in the
look of imperturbable attention which at once captivated and
annoyed its victim. One was reminded of the keen, ruthless,
baffling stare of certain breeds of monkey.

'Yes, the syllogisms of individualist ideology,® he muttered
in a breath, as if rounding off an unspoken phrase.

His voice was level, with no force behind it. He almost
always spoke in curt, cryptic phrases, which seemed to shoot
forth from his lips, impelled by a scant but never-failing supply
of breath. His way of uttering such slippery combinations of
big words as 'syllogisms of individualist ideology' in a single
breath, yet with every syllable distinct, seemed a feat of
virtuosity like that of the violinist who with one sweep of his
bow releases a cascade of semiquavers.

'‘Socialism that takes account of classes' he went on, ‘'isn't
true socialism. To turn the social order upside down is merely
to replace one bad thing by another, one oppression by another.
All dasses are suffering today. The tyranny of competition,
of capitalist exploitation—in aword, individualism run amok—
presses quite as heavily on the employer of labour. Only, he
doesn't seem to see that.' Twice he coughed slightly and
pressed his hand to his chest. A rush of words followed: 'To
reorganize production and combine all the healthy elements
of the community, without discrimination, in a classdess society,
that's the task before us, little girl.'

Then he fell to writing again.

MeynestrePs name was linked with the early days of aviation.
As a mechanical engineer and pilot, he had been called on
to join the staff of the S.A.S. when their aircraft factory was
set up at Zurich, and several flying gadgets still in use bore
his name. During that period a series of attempts to fly the
Alps had brought him into the public eye. But a serious
accident in which he all but lost his life, during the Zurich-
Turin flight, had left him with an injured leg, and he had
been obliged to give up flying. Later, when strikes had broken
out at the S.A.S. factory, he had deliberately abandoned his
post in the company's office to join in with the workers;
thereafter he had vanished abruptly from Switzerland.
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As to his subsequent movements nothing definite was known.
He may have spent the intervening years in eastern Europe,
for he was well up in Russian problems and, on several
occasions, had displayed a knowledge of Slavonic dialects.
But he was equally well up in Spanish affairs and those of
Asia Minor. One thing was clear: he had been in close touch
with most of the then leaders of the revolutionary movement
in Europe, and still corresponded regularly with several of
them. No one knew in what circumstances or with what object
he had approached them. He spoke of them in puzzling terms
—a blend of vagueness and precision, and always with reference
to some other topic, to contribute a piece of timely information
when generalities were being discussed. On the occasions when
he quoted some characteristic remark that presumably he had
heard, or described an event which seemingly he had wit-
nessed, he never troubled to explain his share in the interview
or incident. His allusions were always casual; whether he
spoke of facts, political theories or personalities, he always
sounded well-informed and earnest, but whenever his personal
experience was mooted he turned it off, sometimes with ajoke.

The fact remains that he gave an impression of having
always been on the spot when something memorable was
happening, or, anyhow, of knowing better than anyone ese
exactly what took place on that particular occasion. Moreover
he seemed to have witnessed each such event from a special
angle, enabling him to draw conclusions from it as cogent as
they were surprising.

Asked one day why he had come to Geneva, he had replied,
'To have some peace.' During his first months in that city,
he had kept severely to himself, avoiding alike refugees and
Swiss members of the Tarty'—with Alfreda as his sole com-
panion. Meanwhile he read widely, and analysed the text-
books of the great revolutionaries—with the object apparently
of mastering the tactics of revolution.

Then one day Richardley, a young Genevan militant, had
persuaded him to come to 'Headquarters," the nightly meeting-
place of a mixed group of Swiss and foreign revolutionaries.
It would have been hard to say if he really liked the group;
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he had never expressed an opinion on the subject. Still he
came there again, of his own accord, on the next evening.
And very soon his striking personality had made itself appre-
ciated. In that fraternity of theorists, obliged for the time
being to content themselves with words, instead of deeds, the
shrewdness of Meynestrel's critical judgments, his unfailing
competence—which seemed the outcome rather of experience
than of mere study or research—his instinct for bringing each
problem down to the level of hard facts, and always giving
revolutionary theory a practical twist, his gift for laying his
finger on the crucial point of the most tangled social problems
and summing it up in a few pithy sentences—all these qualities
had given him a unique prestige among his associates at
'Headquarters."” Within afew months he had become the focus,
the driving force of the group; some would have said 'the
Leader.’

Daily he came there, but the mystery in which he wrapped
himself remained impervious; the enigma of a man who is
taking his bearings, holding himselfin, biding his time.

'‘Come in here,' Alfreda said, and showed Jacques into the
kitchen. 'He'sworking.'

Jacques mopped his perspiring brow.

'A glass of water?" she suggested, pointing to the carafe
standing in the sink under a trickle of cold water from the tap.

'Rather!”

The glass she filled became misted at once. With the carafe
in her hand she stood before him in that attitude of humble
service which was so characteristic of her. Her sallow, lightly
powdered complexion, her snub nose, the childish mouth that
swelled like a ripe strawberry when she closed her lips, her
eyes slightly drawn up towards the temples, and the black,
stiff, lustrous fringe that draped her forehead almost to the
eyebrows, gave her the look of aJapanese doll made in Europe.
Perhaps, Jacques mused, that blue kimono adds to the effect.
And, as he drank the water, Pat's question came back to his
mind. Was Alfreda happy with her 'Pilot'? He had to confess
he hardly knew her, though she was always present at his
talks with Meynestrel. He had got into the way of regarding
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her less as a living being than a domestic adjunct—more
precisely an apanage of Meynestrel. For the first time he grew
conscious of the slight constraint he always felt when alone
with Alfreda.

'Another glass?

'Thanks very much.’

That cup of chocolate had made him thirsty. It struck him
that he had had no lunch, that it was absurd the way he
played fast and loose with his meals. Suddenly a fantastic
question crossed his mind: 'Did | put out my spirit-lamp?
Rack his memory as he might, nothing definite was forth-
coming.

The Pilot's voice echoed across the little flat.

'‘Freda!’

‘Coming!"

Smiling, her eyes twinkling with amusement, she shot a
meaning glance at Jacques, that seemed to say: 'You see
what a spoilt child my "Pilot" is!

'‘Come with me," she said.

They found Meynestrel standing, outlined against the light,
at the window. He had raised the blind a little and sunlight
fell on the large, low bed, bare walls and the table on which
lay only a fountain-pen and a little mound of note-paper.

In his grey pyjamas Meynestrel seemed tall. He was sparely
built and rather narrow-chested, and his shoulders had a slight
droop. His keen eyes bored into Jacques' as he held out his
hand.

'‘Sorry to drag you all this way, but we'll be quieter here
than at the "Talking Shop" . . . Here's some work for you,
little girl," he added, handing Alfreda a book with a marker
showing the place.

Docilely she took her typewriter, squatted on the floor with
her back against the bed and began strumming the keys.

As Meynestrel and Jacques sat down at the table, an anxious
look settled on the Pilot's face. Leaning back in his chair, he
stretched his right leg straight in front of him. His flying
accident had left a stiffness in the knee which gave him some-
times aslight limp.
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'Here's a nasty business!'" he began. 'Some "person un-
known" has sent me a letter. There are two men, it seems,
whom we should beware of. Firstly, Guittberg.'

'What! Guittberg?'Jacques exclaimed.

'‘Secondly, Tobler.'

Jacques made no movement.

'‘Does that surprise you?' the Pilot asked.

‘About Guittberg—yes.'

'Here's the letter.' Meynestrel took an envelope from his
pyjama pocket. 'Read it!"

'"Hm," Jacques murmured after composedly perusing the
letter, along, methodical indictment—unsigned.

'"You know the important part played by Guittberg and
Tobler in the Croatian movement. They'll be coming to
Vienna, for the Congress. So we must ascertain how far they're
to be trusted. | don't want to pass the word round before
making sure.’

'Yes,' Jacques said. It was on the tip of his tongue to ask
'What do you propose to do?" but he refrained. Though he
was on easy terms with Meynestrel, instinct warned him not
to go beyond a certain point.

As if he had expected the question, Meynestrel went on.

'Firstly'—he had a hobby, that was almost a mania, for
making himself clear, and often began his phrases with a crisp,
emphatic 'Firstly," not invariably followed by a 'Secondly'—
'Firstly, there's only one way of getting at the truth, and
that's to make investigations on the spot. At Vienna. A discreet
enquiry, made by someone who doesn't attract attention. Pre-
ferably someone whose name isn't on the rolls of any party.
But'—his gaze settled fixedly on Jacques—'someone we can
trust. 1 mean, someone whose common sense we can rely on.'

'Y es.'Jacques was surprised, and secretly flattered. Promptly
came the not unpleasant after-thought: 'No more sittings for
Pat. Hard luck on him, but it can't be helped!" Then, for the
second time, his thoughts harked back to the spirit-lamp.

In the ensuing silence the only sounds were the clicking of
the typewriter and, like the murmur of a distant stream, the
trickle of the water overflowing from the carafe into the sink.
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"Will you undertake it?" Meynestrel asked.

Jacques' answer was a quick nod.

"You must leave in two days. Time enough to get together
the relevant documents. And stay as long as is needed in
Vienna. A fortnight, if necessary.'

Alfreda shot a quick upward glance at Jacques, who gave
another nod; then she bent over her work again.

‘At Vienna," Meynestrel went on, 'you'll have Hosmer's
help." He stopped abruptly; there had been a knock at the
front door. 'Go and see, little girl." He turned to Jacques
again. '"Hosmer should know something about it.’

Hosmer, an Austrian living at Vienna, was a friend of Mey-
nestrel's. Jacques had met him a year before at Lausanne,
where Hosmer had stayed a few days. The encounter had left
a deep impression on him. It was the first time he had come
across that type of revolutionary—hard-bitten, cynical, with-
out scruples as to the means employed, and interested only in
results, prepared quite shamelessly to sail under false colours
when occasion called for it, provided that expedient served,
in however small degree, the revolutionary cause.

Alfreda came back. 'It's Mithoerg.’

Meynestrel turned to Jacques, and said in a low voice,
'We'll go into it together this evening at the Talking Shop,’
adding in a louder tone: 'Come in, Mithoerg.'

Mithoerg wore large round glasses which, looming below
the half-moons of his heavy eyebrows, gave him a permanently
startled air. His face was plump and rather flabby; with the
puffy cheeks of a man who has not been able to sleep off the
effects of a convivial night.

Meynestrel had risen from his seat.

'What brings you here, Mithoerg?'

Mithoerg's gaze swept the room, resting in turn on the
Pilot, then on Jacques, then on Alfreda.

T come to say that old Janotte, he's come to Headquarters,’
he explained laboriously. He was never quite at esse in any
language but his own, which was German.

No, Jacques was thinking. | can't be sure if | blew that
lamp out. After filling my cup, | may have put back the
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saucepan on the lamp, and left it burning. | drank my choco-
late and went out. Yes, it may have been still alight then. . . .
He stared at the others, without speaking.

‘Janotte particularly wanted to see you before his lecture
to-night,’ Mithoerg was saying. 'But he's so worn by the
journey. Heat always lays him down.'

'Too much mane!" Alfreda chuckled to herself.

'So he's gone off for a little nap. But he asked me to bring
you his best greeting.'

'That was very, very nice of him," Meynestrel's voice rose
to an unexpected falsetto. 'Only, Mithoerg, my boy, we don't
give a tinker's damn for your friend Janotte. Do we, little
girl?" While speaking, he had rested his arm on Alfreda's
shoulder, and was stroking her hair.

‘Do you know him?" Alfreda cast a mischievous glance in
Jacques' direction.

Jacques did not hear. He was vainly groping in his memory
for some reassuring detail. He was fairly sure of having placed
the saucepan on the floor. In which case he must have blown
out the flame and replaced the cap. Had he, though . . .?

'He has a mane like an old lion," Alfreda laughed. 'He's
a leader of the anti-clericals and, to look at him, you'd take
him for a cathedral organist.'

'Ssh, little girl," Meynestrel scolded indulgently.

Taken aback, Mithoerg gave a sickly smile. His bristling
shock of hair made him seem always on the brink of flying
into a rage—as indeed he was extremely apt to do.

He was an Austrian by birth. Five years earlier, to escape
his period of military service, he had fled from Salzburg,
where he was studying chemistry. He had settled down in
Switzerland, first at Lausanne, then at Geneva, had there
completed his course of studies, and was now working four
days a week in a laboratory. But he was more interested in
sociology than in chemistry. Gifted with a prodigious memory,
he had read everything and forgotten nothing, and each detail
was neatly pigeon-holed in his square head. His friends,
especially Meynestrel, consulted him as they would consult
an Encyclopedia. He was an exponent of the school of violence,
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yet the man himself was soft-hearted, sentimental, timid and
unhappy.

‘Janotte, he has trotted this lecture of his all round the
continent.® His tone was bland, unruffled. “A great authority
is he on European affairs. Just now he comes from Milano.
Two days he spent in Austria, with Trotsky. He has some
curious stories to tell. It's our plan to get him to come round
to the Landolt Cafe, after the lecture, and start him telling
them. You will come, won't you? He glanced at Meynestrel,
then at Alfreda. 'What for you, Jacques? he added, turning to
the young man.

'Yes,' Jacques said, T may drop in at the Landolt. But the
lecture—no!" His obsession had rattled his nerves and though
he had long discarded any religious belief, the anti-clerical
attitude in others almost always irritated him. 'There's some-
thing childishly aggressive in the mere title of the lecture.
"Disproofs of God's existence." ' He took from his pocket a
green handbill. 'You've only to look at his manifesto!" he
exclaimed with a contemptuous shrug of his shoulders.

‘Listen! | propose to submit to you a theory of the Universe, which
definitely rules out all recourse to the theory of a Divine Purpose*

'It's easy to make jokes of his style,’ Mithoerg broke in,
rolling his eyes indignantly. When he became excited his
salivary glands secreted copiously, and he seemed to hiss the
words out. T quite agree these things might be better put,
from a philosophic viewpoint. But | don't think it usdess to
resay them, again and again. For truly it is by superstition
that the clergy for years and years have kept their hold on
men. Without religion, men would not have so long been
putting up with poverty. They would have revolted long, long
ago. And freed themselves.'

'Very likely," Jacques admitted, as he rolled the leaflet into
a ball and tossed it gaily through a chink in the blind. 'And
it's quite likely that a harangue on those lines will get as
much applause here as at Vienna or Milan. What's more, |
realize there's something rather touching in all this eagerness
to understand, to clear the mind of cobwebs, which brings
hundreds of men and women together, in a hot, stuffy room,
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reeking with smoke—when they'd be ever so much better off
sitting on the bank of the lake, looking up at the stars. But
personally | simply can't face it—spending my evening listening
to that stuff.'

On the last words his voice had suddenly faltered; he had
just pictured the papers on his table writhing as they caught
alight, the window-curtains going up in flames—so vividly
that his breath failed him. Meynestrel, Alfreda, even Mithoerg
—not a particularly observant man—stared at him in surprise.

"I'm off. Au revoirj he said curtly.

‘Aren't you coming with us to Headquarters? Meynestrel
asked.

'‘Got to go home first!" He jerked the words out over his
shoulder.

In the Rue de Carouge he broke into a run. At Plaimpalais
Circus a tram was pulling out; hejumped on to it. But when
it halted at the quay, impatience got the better of him; hastily
alighting, he made for the bridge at the double.

Not till he was coming out of the Rue des Etuves and a
familiar scene lay before him—the little square with the urinal
in its midst, and in a corner the Globe Hotel, placid as ever—
did his panic terror vanish as if by magic.

'What afool I am!" he thought.

Now it came back to him that he had replaced the brass
extinguisher on the wick, had even burned his fingers doing so.
He still could feel the ball of his'thumb smarting, and glancing
at it, saw the mark of the burn. And now his memory was so
precise, so unquestionable, that he did not even trouble to
climb the three flights of stairs to verify it. Turning on his
heel, he walked back towards the Rhone.

From the bridge he saw the old town serenely rising tier
by tier from a green mass of foliage on the water's edge up
to the Saint-Pierre spires fretting the blue immensity of the
Alps. 'What a fool | was!" he murmured once more. The
disproportion between the trivial incident and the anxiety it
had caused him passed his understanding. It was not the first
time, either, that he had thus been plagued by his imagination.
'How is it," he wondered, 'that at such moments | lose so
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utterly all control of myself? The way | can give in to anxiety
is fantastic, positively morbid. And not only to anxiety, to
scruples as well . . .

Panting, perspiring, he climbed with halting steps and
unseeing eyes the little streets he knew so well: dark, cool
alleys—lined with old houses and small timbered shops, broken
by flights of steps and terraces—that wound their upward way
to the City proper.

He had entered the Rue Calvin, without noticing where he
was going. A sombre, solemn street well suited to its name, it
followed the crest-line of the slope. The rows of stately grey-
stone houses, the austere lives that were presumably being led
behind those lofty windows—all contributed to an impression
of puritanism at its wealthiest, and gloomiest. But at the far
end of this bleak vista, with a saving grace, rose the pillars and
facade of the Place Saint-Pierre, gay with sunlight and the
verdure of its immemorial lime-trees.

4
Sunday, June 28

THE GENEVA GROUP OF INTERNATIONALISTS

"I T'S Sunday,’ Jacques said to himself, observing the crowd
of women and children in the Cathedral Square. 'Sunday,
June the twenty-eighth. This Austrian enquiry may well last
ten days or a fortnight; and there's heaps remaining to be
done before the Congress. . . .

Like all his comrades in that summer of '14, he had high
hopes of the resolutions touching the major problems of the
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Socialist International, that would be passed at the Vienna
Socialist Congress called for August 23rd.

He looked forward to the special mission on which the Pilot
had despatched him. Jacques liked activity; it enabled him
to think well of himself without remorse. Moreover he was
not sorry to get away for some days from the perpetual con-
fabulations and parlour politics of Geneva.

While he was there he could not refrain from going prac-
tically every evening to 'Headquarters." Sometimes he merely
dropped in, shook hands with some friends and left at once.
On other occasions after drifting from group fo group he
retired to the back room with Meynestrel. Those he esteemed
his lucky evenings; brief, cherished hours of an intimacy that
made him greatly envied. For men who had to their credit a
fighting record, who had 'done their bit' on the revolutionary
front, could not understand why the Pilot preferred Jacques'
company to theirs.

Usually, however, he stayed amongst his friends, silent,
somewhat aloof and rarely taking part in their discussions.
On the occasions when he did take part he displayed a breadth
of view, a desire for mutual understanding and conciliation,
and a mental outlook which promptly gave an unwonted turn
to the conversation.

In that little cosmopolitan circle, asin all similar circles, he
encountered two types of revolutionary: the 'apostles and the
‘experts.’

Temperamentally he was drawn to men of the former type—
whether socialists, communists or anarchists. Spontaneously
he felt at home with these generous-minded mystics, whose
revolt had the same origin as his: an innate revulsion from
injustice. All dreamed, as he dreamed, of building on the
ruins of the contemporary world a new world of social justice.
Their visions of the future might differ in detail, but they
shared in the same hope, the hope of a new order, of liberty,
equality and fraternity, of peace. Like Jacques—and it was
particularly this that drew him to them—they were scrupulously
loyal to aninner standard of nobility; their aspirations towards
a grandiose ideal urged them heroically to surpass themselves.
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In the last analysis, the revolutionary cause appealed to them
because, like Jacques, they found in it a splendid stimulus for
living. Thus they remained at heart individualists, though they
had pledged their lives to the triumph of a collective ideal; and
though they might not suspect it, what they most enjoyed in
that heady atmosphere of hope and conflict was that each
could feel hisindividual energies and potentialities multiplied
a hundredfold, and his personality set free to fulfil itself in the
service of a movement infinitely greater than himself.

But his preference for the idealists did not blind Jacques to
the fact that, were they left to their sole enthusiasm, they
might have gone on agitating indefinitely, without ever making
good. The active element, the leaven of the revolutionary
movement, was a skilled minority, the 'experts.’ It was they
who formulated specific grievances, and achieved tangible
results. Their revolutionary technique, already ample, was
being constantly implemented by new experience. They applied
their fanaticism to limited ends, graded in the order of their
urgency; realistic, not visionary ends. In the atmosphere of
high idealism promoted by the 'apostles,’ these experts gave
practical expression to their faith.

Jacques felt that he did not really fit into either of these
categories. Obviously he had more in common with the
‘apostles’; yet his lucidity of mind, or, anyhow, his knack of
drawing clear distinctions, his shrewd insight into personalities,
situations and the bearing of events, might well, had he
applied himself, have qualified him for 'expert’ work. Indeed,
given favourable conditions, he might have blossomed out into
a leader. Was it not that capacity for combining the expert's
political gumption with the mystical zeal of the apostle that
characterized the revolutionary leaders? He had met some of
them and found in all a twofold competence: efficiency—or
more precisely, an outlook on realities so far-ranging and at
the same time so shrewd that, in any given emergency, they
could point out at once what steps to take to cope with the
situation and control its trend; and, secondly, a personal
ascendancy, a magnetic power enabling them automatically to
influence other men and, it would almost seem, events as well.
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Jacques lacked neither clear-sightedness nor authority; what
ismore, he had aquite exceptional gift for winning the affection
and approval of others. If he had never tried to exploit these
qualities, it was because, with very rare exceptions, he felt an
instinctivedistastefor meddling with the course of others' lives.

He often mused on the peculiarity of his position in this
Genevan group; it struck him as very different according as
he viewed it in relation to the group collectively, or in relation
toindividuals.

As regards the collectivity his attitude was usually passive.
Not passive, however, in the sense that he stood aside from
their activities. That, indeed, was what surprised him most.
By the force of circumstances he had been led to play a part,
a rather thankless part: that of explaining and justifying cer-
tain values, certain cultural acquisitions and forms of art and
life, which all around him labelled 'bourgeois* and condemned
as such off-hand. Though no less convinced than his com-
panions that the bourgeoisie had outlived its vocation in world-
history, he could not bring himself to endorse the systematic,
wholesale destruction of that bourgeois culture with which
he felt he was still deeply penetrated. To the defence of what
was best and most enduring in it, he applied a sort of aristo-
cratic, typically French intellectualism that, much as the
others resented it, sometimes brought them round, if not to
revise their opinions, at least to recast them in a less intolerant
form. Perhaps, too, they felt, more or less consciously, a certain
satisfaction at having in their ranks, sharing whole-heartedly
in their social ideal, a deserter from the upper middle class.
Moreover, the very fact of his being with them was as it were
a testimony—given by the very world that they were bent on
overthrowing—to their theories of the supreme necessity of
revolution.

In his relations with individuals, taken separately, Jacques’
influence was much more noticeable. At first he had encoun-
tered a slight mistrust, but soon he had established a definite
moral ascendency—naturally over the best members of the
group. Behind his reticence, behind the distinction of his
modes of thought and conduct, they discovered a very human
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warm-heartedness which melted their reserve and fired their
confidence. Nor did they treat Jacques quite as they treated
each other—as a mere fellow-member of their team. They
brought to their contacts with him a touch of intimacy, of
affection, and made known to him their difficulties and
doubts. There were evenings when one or other would un-
bosom himself to JacqiSes of his best guarded secrets: his
egoism, his failings and his moral lapses. In his company they
came to a keener understanding of themselves, and gained a
new lease of energy. They asked his advice as if he had dis-
covered that key to the problems of man's inner life for which
he had himself been seeking everywhere all his life through.
And in so doing, without suspecting it, they imposed on him
a painful self-constraint; by lending his personality and words
a greater significance than he would have wished, they obliged
him to keep a constant watch over himself, to refrain from
speaking out or betraying his perplexities and discouragements.

The responsibility thus forced upon him kept him cruelly
to himself, plunging frm in an isolation that often made him
feel quite desperate. 'Why," he asked himself, ‘is this un-
deserved prestige foisted on me? One of Antoine's pet ideas
came to his mind. 'We're Thibaults and there's something
about us Thibaults that compels respect.' But it was easy for
him to shake off the toils of pride; for he was far too well
aware of his own weaknesses to imagine that any mysterious
force could emanate from him.

S
unday, June 28

A GATHERING AT 'HEADQUARTERS
T H E 'Headquarters," or 'TalkingShop' asMeynestrel'sintimates

usually called it, was discreetly located in the heart of the upper
city, in the old Rue des Barrieres flanking the Cathedral.
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Seen from outside, the building gave the impression of being
disused. It was one of several ramshackle old houses that had
somehow survived in that decorous quarter of the town. The
front, three stories high, was plastered a dingy pink; the
wall was crannied, pocked with damp-rot, and the dusty,
shutterless sash-windows suggested an abandoned tenement-
house. Between it and the street &as a narrow, walled-in
frontyard, litteredwithrefuse, scrap-iron, and rubble, amongst
which a large elder-tree rose in solitary grace. The entrance-
gate had vanished, and a band of metal linked the two stone
pillars, bearing in still legible characters the inscription:
'Brass Foundry.”> The foundry had long since been transferred
elsewhere, but the premises were still being used as a dump
by its proprietors.

Behind the empty house, there was a second yard, invisible
from the street, in which stood the two-storey building that
was known as Headquarters. The only access to it was through
a long, vaulted corridor crossing the ex-foundry from end to
end. The ground-floor had been used as stabling in earlier
days and in it Monier, the handyman, now lived. The upper
floor consisted of four adjacent rooms opening on a long,
dark passage. The smallest of the rooms, at the end of the
passage, had been, at the suggestion of Alfred a, set apart as
a sort of private office for the Pilot. The others, which were
fairly spacious, served as common rooms. In each were ten or
a dozen chairs, some benches, and tables strewn with news-
papers and magazines. For at Headquarters was available not
only the whole socialist press of Europe but also the majority
of these sporadic revolutionary periodicals which, after several
successive issues to bring themselves to notice, lapsed into an
eclipse that lasted anything from a few months to years,
becaulse funds had run out or their staff was languishing
injail.

No sooner had Jacques emerged from the cloister-like
corridor and entered the backyard than a buzz of heated
conversation on the upper floor apprised him that the Talking
Shop had a full house that evening.

At the foot of the staircase three men were carrying on an
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animated discussion in what sounded vaguely like Italian or
Spanish. They were three enthusiastic Esperantists, one of
whom, Charpentier, a teacher at Lausanne—he had come to
Geneva to hear Janotte's speech—was the editor of a review
that had some success in revolutionary circles, UEsperantiste
du Leman. He never missed an opportunity of declaring that
one of the most crying needs of the internationalists was a
universal tongue, and that the adoption of Esperanto as a
second language by men of every nationality would simplify
intercourse between the peoples on the intellectual plane no
less than on the material. He was fond of invoking the high
authority of Descartes who in a letter to a friend explicitly
preconized a 'universal language, very easy to learn, to speak
and to write, and apt—this being the most important thing—
to aid the understanding.'

After shaking hands with the Esperantists Jacques went up
the stairs. On the landing he found Monier on his knees, busy
sorting out on the floor a pile of numbers of Vorwdrts. Monier
was a professional waiter, but though he aways wore, in
season and out, the low-cut waistcoat and celluloid dicky
that became his calling, he rarely followed it. The utmost he
did was, for one week every month, to work as an extra hand
at a beer-house, thus ensuring three weeks' leisure all of which
he devoted to the 'Revolutionary Cause.' He displayed an
equal zeal for all and sundry tasks—running errands, cleaning
up, sorting out periodicals, and cyclostyling copies.

The door of the room at the top of the stairs stood open.
Alfreda and Paterson were by themselves talking near the
window. Jacques had already observed that, when she was
with the Englishman, Alfreda seemed to drop her usual role
of silent onlooker, and blossom out into a young woman with
a mind of her own—an aspect of her that, presumably out of
shyness, she never revealed in other circumstances. She had
Meynestrel's attache-case under her arm and in her hand a
pamphlet, a passage from which she was reading out in a low
tone to Paterson. Puffing at his pipe, the young man seemed
to be listening absent-mindedly. His eyes were studying the
bent face with the jet-black fringe, and the pale cheeks on
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which the long lashes cast wavering shadows; he was won-
dering, perhaps, how the curious dull sheen of that white
skin could be realized on canvas. Neither of them noticed
Jacques walking past the door.

In the second room he saw a number of familiar faces.
Ol d Boissonis was sitting near the door, his fat paunch sagging
over his thighs. Near him stood Mithoerg, Guerin and Char-
covsky, the bookseller.

Boissonis shook Jacques hand, without interrupting a
rejoinder he was making.

'‘But, in that case . . . Well, what does it prove? The
same old story: not enough driving force behind the revolu-
tionary movement. And why? They don't think enough." He
threw himself back in his chair, his hands splayed on his
knees, and grinned aggressively.

Daily he was one of the first-comers. Discussion was the
breath of life to him. Sometime a Professor of Natural Science
at the Bordeaux University, he had been led on from anthro-
pology to sociological research, and, the boldness of his views
having got him in bad odour at the University, he had moved
to Geneva. What caught the eye in his appearance was the
disproportion between his tiny features and his enormous
head. The vast, bald, dome-shaped forehead, the heavy jowl
and several layers of chin formed a zone of superfluous fat
which seemed to dwarf preposterously all the rest: the eyes
sparkling with mischievous good-nature; a snub, inquisitive
nose with large, gaping nostrils; and fleshy lips always in
readiness to smile. All the fat man's vitality seemed concen-
trated in the small oass of eyes, nose and mouth, lost in a
Sahara of gross flesh.

Tve said it before, and | say it again,’ he oracled, licking
his plump lips, 'we've got to launch our attack, to start with,
on the philosophic front.’

Mithoerg rolled disapproving eyes behind his glasses, and
shook his shaggy mane.

'Thought and action must march hand in hand.'

‘Look at what happened in Germany, in the nineteenth
century,” Charcovsky began.
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Old Boissonis slapped his thighs.

'That's just it!" he cried, chuckling already with the satis-
faction of having made his point. 'Yes, let us take the case of
the Germans . . .

Jacques knew in advance everything they were going to
say; the only variations would be in the way they bandied
arguments and counter-arguments, like pawns on a chess
board.

Standing in the middle of the room, Zelavsky, Peri net,
SafFrio and Skada formed an animated quartet. Jacques went
up to them.

‘Everything hangs together, everything fits in so perfectly,
in the capitalist system,” Zelavsky, a Russian with a long
flaxen moustache, was declaring.

'And zat is vy ve only need to vait, Sergei Pavlovitch," put
in Skada, sharply enunciating each word in a tone pitched
deliberately low. 'Ze bourgeois vorld vill of its own accord
crumple into pieces.

Skada, the Levantine Jew, was a man in the early fifties.
He was extremely short-sighted and glasses thick as telescope
lenses straddled the hooked, putty-coloured nose. The face
was an ugly one, with short, fuzzy hair closely plastered over
the egg-shaped skull and enormous ears; but the thoughtful
eyes glowed with an infinite kindliness. Skada led an ascetic
life. Meynestrel had nicknamed him 'The Pundit.’'

'How's yourself?" a gruff bass voice enquired, and a sledge-
hammer hand crashed on Jacques shoulder. 'Hot as hell,
ain't it?'

Quilleuf, who had just come in, walked round the room,
slapping backs and shaking hands with his hearty 'How's
yourself? He never waited for an answer, and in winter as in
summer, invariably followed up with a 'Hot as hell, ain't it?'
Nothing short of a raging blizzard could make him change
the formula.

'I't may take time to crumple,’ Skada went on; 'but crumple
it must one day—in-ev-it-ably. Zat's vy one can die without
regrets.’ His flabby eyelids dropped and a quiet smile that
vouched for his serene confidence in the future, set the long.
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plump lips slowly writhing across each other, like two tangled
snakes.

Jean Perinet greeted the Pundit's speech with a series of
little, emphatic nods.

'Yes, time's on our side. Everywhere. Even in France.’

Perinet had a rapid, high-pitched voice with ringing tones,
and a way of saying everything that crossed his mind with
artless unconcern. His broad Paris accent struck an amusing
note in these international confabulations. He looked twenty-
eight or thirty, a typical young workman from the Parisian
suburbs, with alert eyes, the ghost of a moustache, a quizzical
nose and a general air of health and cleanliness. The son of a
Paris furniture-maker, he had got into trouble over a woman
and run away from home when little more than a boy. He
had known hard luck, frequented anarchist circles and done
time injail. When, as the sequel to a street affray, the Lyons
police were on his tracks, he had crossed the frontier. Jacques
greatly liked him. The non-French members of the group,
however, tended to keep him at arm's length; they were put
off by his ever-ready laugh, his caustic wit, and, most of all,
by his regrettable habit of naming his friends in terms of their
national fare: the 'Macaronis,’ the 'German Sausages® the
'Ros-bifs' and so forth. He meant no harm by it, and himself
had taken no offence hearing an Englishman refer to him
as 'the Froggie.’

He turned to Jacques, as if calling him to witness.

'I'n France, even in big business circles, the new generation's
tumbled to it. They bloody well know, in their heart of hearts,
that the game is up, they won't be able to live on the backs of
the workers much longer. That one of these fine days the land
and mines and factories and railways, the whole bag of tricks,
has got to come back to the workers. The younger ones, any-
how, know it. Ain't that so, Thibault?'

Zelavsky and Skada spun quickly round and fixed keenly
questioning eyes on Jacques, as if the point were one of extreme
urgency, and they were only waiting for Jacques' reply, before
making some momentous decision. Jacques smiled. True, he
attached no less importance than they did to every symptom
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of impending social upheaval, but he was less convinced than
they of the utility of such conversations.

'That's so,' he agreed. 'Many young Frenchmen of the
middle class, | imagine, have developed secret doubts of the
future of capitalism. The capitalist system still keeps their
pockets lined, and they hope it will last out their lifetime.
Still they're beginning to feel uneasy. Only, that's all. It's a
mistake tojump to the conclusion that they're on the point of
deserting their class. On the contrary, | expect they'll put up
a very stiff fight for their privileges—and they're still devilishly
well entrenched. For one thing they have, oddly enough, to help
them, the tacit consent of the poor devils whom they exploit.’

'And don't forget,” Perinet put in, 'that they keep all the
top jobs to their ruddy selves, they run the show.’

'Not only," Jacques observed, 'do they run it but, for the time
being, one might say they have a sort of right to run it. For,
after all, where could we find . . .?

A sudden bellow from Quilleuf interrupted him. 'Memories
of a Proletarianl Ha! Ha!' At the far end of the room
Quilleuf was standing beside the table on which Charcovsky,
the bookseller—who held the post of librarian—Ilaid out each
evening the new books, magazines and newspapers that had
just come in. All that could be seen of Quilleuf was his bent
back and big shoulders quaking in a vast guffaw.

Jacques completed his remark. 'Where could we find, at a
moment's notice, men with enough expert knowledge to take
their place? Why are you laughing, Sergei?

For some moments Zelavsky had been contemplating Jacques
with a look of mingled amusement and affection.

'I'n every Frenchman,' he said, wagging his head, 'dwells a
sceptic who never deeps but with one eye open.’

Quilleuf had swung round abruptly. After a hasty glance at
the other groups, he marched straight on Jacques, brandishing
a book he had picked up from the table.

'Emile Pouchard. Memories of a Proletarian Childhood. What
d'you make of this, eh lads? Guffawing, rolling his eyes, and
thrusting forward his plump, jovial face to peer at each in
turn, he comically overdid his fury for their entertainment.

37



SUMMER, 1914

'Here's another of these half-baked "comrades," some
wretched whipper-snapper with his precious problems! Some
dud quill-driver who dumps his garbage on the workers'
door-steps!

Quilleuf, hailed by his friends as 'Tribune'—alternatively,
'‘Cobbler'—came from the South of France. After many years
at sea in the Merchant Service, and spells of multifarious work
in Mediterranean ports, this rolling stone had fetched up at
Geneva. Hislittle bootshop was always thronged with workless
militants who found there, after closing time at Headquarters,
afirein winter, soft drinks in summer and at all times tobacco
and good company.

There was a pleasant magic—which instinctively he turned
to excellent account—in his melodious southern voice. Some-
times at public meetings, after fidgeting in his seat for a couple
of hours, he would rush on to the platform and, though he had
nothing new to put forward and merely clad the arguments
of previous speakers in the glamour of his tempestuous elo-
quence, in a few phrases he had carried his hearers with him
and persuaded them to vote for measures for which the
cleverest orators had so far failed to get a majority. The
trouble was, once the flood-gates were opened, to dam this
spate of eloquence; for the release of his pent-up enthusiasm,
and the sense of power that, radiating from his personality,
swept his audience off their feet—not to say the sound of his
own voice—gave him a physical pleasure so intense that he
could never have enough of it.

Now he was fluttering the pages of the Memories;, scanning
the chapter headings, and sliding his fat forefinger under
certain passages, like a child spelling out the words.

'"Thejoys of family life!" "The charm of home!" Oh, the
son of a bitch!

He shut the book, and with the neat precision of an expert
on the bowling green, flexing his knees and swinging his arms,
pitched it across the room on to the table.

‘Look here!" He turned to Jacques again. 'l don't
se why | shouldn't write my memoirs, too. Don't | know
all about "the joys of family life"! And I've plenty of
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memories of childhood, and to spare, for those who
haven't any!

Drawn by the stentorian voice, others were strolling up to
join the group around the Tribune, whose yarns aways
brought a gust of breezy realism into the rather academic
atmosphere of these gatherings.

Half-closing his eyes, he cast a swift glance round his public;
then began adroitly in alow, confidential tone.

'Everyone here knows the Old Town at Marseilles, don't
they? Well, that's where we lived, the six of us, at the end of
a blind alley. In two rooms which put together made about
half the size of this one. One of 'em hadn't no window. My
dad had to get up by candlelight every morning, before the
sun rose, and bitter cold it was. He'd haul me out of the heap
of old rags where | slept with my brothers; seems he couldn't
bear to s anyone dse taking it easy while he was up and
about. Every night he'd roll up very late, half drunk, after
a god-awful day loading barrels on the quays, poor devil. Ma
was always ailing and wondering how to make both ends
meet. Ma was as scared of him as we were. She, too, was out
all day—doing chores, most likely, down in the town. As |'d
the honour to be the first-born of the bunch, | had to keep
the three other kids in order. And didn't | wallop it into
them, seeing as how they got on my nerves, puling and mewling
and snuffling and scrapping all the time. Nary a hot stew for
us kids; a hunk of bread, an onion and a dozen olives was
all that came our way, with arasher thrown in once in a blue
moon. Never a square meal, never a kind word, never a lark,
never a bloody thing! From morn till night we mouched
about the streets, fighting like wildcats when we'd spotted a
rotten orange in the gutter. Or we'd go and sniff the shells
the lucky ones who were tucking into sea-urchins chucked
down on the pavements. At thirteen we'd started in with
little girls, in the waste lots behind the hoardings. My "Joys
‘of Family Life"—to hell with them! Cold, hunger, injustice,
jealousy, revolt! 1'd been put to work as an apprentice at a
blacksmith's; the only pay | got was kicks in the beam. My
fingers were raw with burns, and my arms ached with tugging
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at the bellows, and my cheeks were scorched all day by the
great roaring forge." He had raised his tone; his voice was
vibrant with indignation, and with pleasure at its own sound.
Again with a swift glance he reviewed his audience. 'Aye, |
could tell some "memories of childhood" if | set toit.”

Jacques caught an amused twinkle in Zelavsky's eye. The
Russian gently raised his arm towards Quilleuf, and asked:

'"How did you come tojoin the Party?"

'It's ancient history,®> Quilleuf said. 'When | was at sea, |°d
the luck to have two shipmates who dossed with me, who
knew, and did a bit of propaganding. | started reading, finding
out about it. So did some of the others. We lent each other
books, we talked things over. Cutting our wisdom teeth, eh?
In six months® time there was a whole bunch of us that knew.
When | left the ship, 1°d grown up; | was—a man!®

He fell silent, staring before him into the middle distance.

'Yes, we were a group—a real gang of tough 'uns. What's
become of all the others? Anyhow they ain't written their
"Memoirs"—not they! . . . Hello, girls! And how's your-
selves? He turned gallantly towards two young women who
were coming up. 'Hot to-day, ain't it?°

The ring of listeners parted to include the two Swiss com-
rades, Anais Julian and Emilie Carrier. One was a school-
mistress, the other a Red Cross nurse. They shared a flat,
and usually came together to these gatherings. Anais, the
teacher, spoke several languages and made translations of
foreign revolutionary articles for radical Swiss papers.

They were very different in appearance. Emilie, the younger,
was a small, plump brunette. Set off by the blue veil that
suited her so well and which she almost always wore, her
complexion had the creamy pink-and-whiteness of an English
child's. She was a merry, mildly flirtatious girl, quick in her
gestures and retorts, though the latter never had a sting. Her
patients adored her. So did Quilleuf, who gave her no peace
from his semi-paternal banter. In the broadest accents but
with the utmost gravity, he would declare: 'It ain't that she's
exactly pretty, but, begob, our Emilie's a treat to look at.'

Anais, the other girl, was aso dark; she had prominent
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cheek-bones, a high colour, and there was a hint of surliness
in the long, horse-like face. But both alike gave an impression
of perfect mental balance and vast reserves of strength—the
fine serenity of those for whom what they think is in perfect
harmony with what they are and do.

The conversation had taken a new turn.

Skada, the dreamer, was discoursing on justice.

'‘Ach, but ve should always spread more and more justice
round us’ he pleaded, in his slow, ingratiating voice. 'Zat,
zat is ze great thing to make men keep peace between zem-
selves.'

'Stuff!” Quilleuf burst in. "When you ask for justice, I'm
with you till hell freezes—that's sure. But, as for it making
men keep peace, | wouldn't reckon too much on that; there's
no fussier, more quarrelsome chap on earth than a fellow who
has justice on the brain.'

'Nothing lasts that is