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THE EDWARDIANS






1
CHEVRON

AMONG the many problems which beset the novelist, not
the least weighty is the choice of the moment at which to
begin his novel. It is necessary, it is indeed unavoidable,
that he should intersect the lives of his dramatis personae
at a given hour; all that remainsisto decide which hour it
shall be, and in what situation they shall be discovered.
Thereis no more reason why they should not first be ob-
served lying in a bassinette—having just been deposited
for thefirst timein it—than that the reader should make
their acquaintance in despairing middle age, having just
been pulled out of a canal. Life, considered in this manner
from the novdist's point of view, is a long stretch full of
variety, in which every hour and circumstance have their
peculiar merit, and might furnish a suitable spring-board
for the beginning of a story. Life, moreover, aswe continue
to consider it from the novelist's point of view, life although
varied is seen to be continuous; thereis only one beginning
and only one ending, no intermediate beginnings and
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endings such as the poor novelist must arbitrarily impose;
which perhaps explains why so many novels, shirking the
disagreeable reminder of Death, end with Marriage, as
the only admissible and effective crack in continuity. So
much for the ehd; but there are obvious disadvantages to
starting the hero off with his birth. For one thing, he is
already surrounded by grown-ups, who by reason of his
tender and inarticulate age must play some part in the
novel, or at any rate in the first chapters of it, and whose
lives are already complicated in such a fashion that it is
no true beginning for them when they are hauled ready-
made into the story. For another thing—but | need not
enlarge* The arbitrariness of choice has aready been
made sufficiendy evident, and no further justification is
necessry to explain why we irrupt into the life of our
hero (for so, | suppose, he must be called) at the age of
nineteen, and meet him upon the roof a little after mid-
day on Sunday, July the 23rd, nineteen hundred and five.

HE HAD climbed on to the roof not only because for years
such exercise had been his favourite pastime but because
it was now his only certain method of escape. Escape was
a necessity; otherwise, his mother expected him to play
the host, which meant that the men chaffed him and that
the women rumpled his hair. Even at that early age, he
liked his hair to be oiled and tidy. Even at that early age,
he resented any intrusion, however genial, upon his pri-
vacy. So he escaped; sprang upstairs through the rich
confusion of staircases and rooms; and finally reaching the
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attics pushed his way out through a small door which
opened on to the leads. Nimble in tennis-shoes, he went
up an angle of the sloping tiles, to sit astride the peak of
the roof; tore his shirt open, fanned his flushed face, and
drank the air in large draughts. Arrived there, his sur-
roundings supported him in the most approved fashion.
A cloud of white pigeons wheeled above him in the blue
sky. Acres of red-brown roof surrounded him, heraldic
beasts carved in stone sitting at each corner of the gables.
Across the great courtyard the flag floated red and blue
and languid from atower. Down in the garden, on alawn
of brilliant green, he could s the sprinkled figures of his
mother's guests, some sitting under the trees, some stroll-
ing about; he could hear their laughter and the tap of the
croquet mallets. Round the garden spread the park; a
herd of deer stood flicking with their short tails in the
shade of the beeches. All this he could s from the free
height of the roof. Immediately below him—very far
below, it seemed—lay a small inner court, paved, with an
immense bay-tree growing against the grey wall, and as he
peered down, feeling a little giddy, he saw a procession
emerge from a door and take its way across to a door
opposite. He grinned. Well did he know what this pro-
cesson meant. It meant that at a given moment in the
servants dinner, the flock of housemaids had risen from
their sedts in the servants hall, and, carrying their plates
of pudding in their hands, were retiring to their own sit-
ting-room to complete their meal. So the procession came,
one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, one behind
the other, in print dresses and white aprons, carrying their
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plates, each plate with a dab of pudding on it and a
spoon laid across, as though they observed the ritual of
some ancient and hierarchical etiquette.

It must, therefore, be a quarter to one. The servants
dinner began at half-past twelve, and the punctuality of
the house was as reliable as the sun himself. Sebastian
grinned; then he sighed. For the approach of luncheon
meant that he must abandon the roof and its high freedom,
with the surveying glance it gave him of house, garden,
and park, and go downstairs to be engulfed once more
in the bevy of his mother's guests. Week-ends were always
like this, throughout the summer, though he, Sebastian,
who was at Oxford, suffered from them only during his
summer holidays. For his sster it was different; she was
aways at home, and even now probably was having her
hair tweaked and frizzed, till, a her brother said, she
could hardly shut her mouth. On Monday and Tuesday—
unlessit rained—her hair would still be curly; by Wednes-
day it would again be lank.

But although it was easy to get up it was not so easy, as
Sebastian found, and was to find as life went on, to get
down. He hung for along time in perilous hesitation over
the well of the little court. He could not make up his
mind to jump. Supposing he missed his footing? shot be-
tween the battlements and crashed into the depths below?
The air was good, warmed by the sun; and the ground was
good, when the foot was onit; but he hung now in afase
position between the two; a tentative movement made a
tile slip. It slipped with a single, cautionary rattle* The
heraldic leopards watched him sarcastically, holding their
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shiedds. Over head, the dock suddenly struck One, and the
sound reverberated all round the roofs, coming to rest
again in the clock-tower, after itsjourney of warning in
that solitary punctuation of time. The pigeons rose in a
scatter, only to settle once more on the gables, and there
to resume their courtships. There was nothing for it but
tojump. Sebadgtian jumped.

HE WASIatefor luncheon, and hismother looked at him
disapprovingly as he dipped into his place at one of the
little tables. His mother was annoyed, but she idolised her
on, and could not deny that he was very good-looking.
His good looks were of the kind that surprised her afresh
every time he came into the room. He was s0 dek, 0
dark, and so olive-skinned. So personable. Potini, that dy,
agreeable, snsuous I talian, hit the nail on the head when
he murmured to her that Sebastian enjoyed all the charm
of patrician adolescence. Patrician adolescencel  Yes,
thought his mother, who could never havefound the words
for hersdf; yes that's Sebagtian. He could be half an hour
late for luncheon, and one would still forgive him.

There were thirty people to luncheon; but two places
remained empty; they were destined for two people who
were motoring down from London and who, naturally,
had so far failed to arrive. The duchess never waited for
motorigts. They mug taketheir chance. And, to-day being
Sunday, they would not be able to send the usual tele-
gram saying that they had broken down.

Conversation stopped for a moment when Sebastian
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came in, and one or two people laughed. They were
amused; not unkindly. Luncheon was laid in the banquet-
ing-hall at small tables of four and sx, the formality of a
long table being reserved for dinner. The hall was large
and high, with a flagged floor; coats of arms stained the
windows, and the heraldic leopards stood rampant in
carved and painted wood againg the pandlling; antlers
of dags ornamented the walls, opposte the full-length
Vandycks;, two BacchanaUan little vines, dwarfed but
bearing bunches of grapes of natural sze, good in gold
wine-coolers on either sde of the door; they were a well-
known speciality of Chevron. Sebadtian found himself at a
tablewith Sir Harry Tremaine, Lady Roehampton, and
the old Duchess of Hull. He liked Lady Roehampton,
and was faintly troubled by her presence in her large
Leghorn hat, with nestling rosss and blue velvet Sreamers,
and a mudin fichu like that of Marie Antoinette, she
looked exactly like her own portrait by Sargent, which
had been the sensation of that year's Academy, and it was
not difficult to believe that she was popularly accepted
as a professonal beauty. The old Duchess of Hull he could
not abide. She was heavily but badly made-up, with a
triangle of red on either chek, and, snce her sne of
direction was no longer very sure, she made bad shots with
her fork which wiped the enamé off her faceall round her
mouth, and left the old yellow skin coming through. But
her tongue was as sharp and witty as ever, and moreover
she played an admirable hand at Bridge. No hogess could
afford to omit her from a party. " Well, young man?" she
barked at Sebagtian; but Lady Roehampton murmured,
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"Well, Sebadian?' and smiled at him asthough she knew
exactly what he had been doing.

Lady Roehampton, though no one seeing her would
have suspected it, had a marriageable daughter.

AND now the res of the day must be got through some-
how, but the members of the house-party, though surely
spoailt by the surfdts of entertainment that life had always
offered them, showed no dispostion to be bored by each
other's familiar company, and no inclination to vary the
programme which they must have followed on innumer -
able Sunday afternoons snce they first emerged from the
narrowness of school or schoolroom, to take their place
in a world where pleasure fell like a ripened peach for
the outstretching of a hand. Leonard Anquetil, watching
them from outside, marvelled to ssethem so0 easlly pleased.
Here are a score or more of people, he thought, who by
virtue of their pogtion are accusomed to the intimate
society of princes, politicians, financiers, wits, beauties,
and other makers of "higory, yet are apparendy content
with desultory chatter and make-bdieve occupation
throughout the long hours of an idle day. Nor could he
pretend to himself that on other daysthey diverted them-
Hves differently, or that their week-end provided a
deserved relaxation from a fuller and more ardent life.
All their days were the same; had been the same for an
eternity of years, not only for themsdves, thought Anque-
til, but for a long dwindling processon of their ancestors
By God, thought Anquetil, waking up to a truth that
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hitherto had not occurred to him, Society has always
existed. Strange hocus-pocus, that juggles certain figures
into prominence, so that their aspect is familiar to the
wife of the bank-clerk, and their doings a source of envy
to the daughter of the chemist in South Kensington! With
what glamour this scheme is invested, insolent imposture!
and upon what does it base its pretensons? for Anquetil,
for the life of him, could not see that these people were in
any way remarkable, nor that their conversation was in
any way worthy of exciting the interest of an eager man.
He listened carefully, tabulating their topics. They were
more interested, he observed, in facts than in ideas. A
large proportion of their conversation seemed to consist
in asking one another what they had thought of such-
and-such an entertainment, and whether they were going
to such-and-such an other. "What was Miriam's party like,
Lucy? sticky, as usua?' "No," said Lucy, "quite a good
party for once, but of course nothing will ever make poof
Miriam into a good hogtess” "Millions don't make a
salon." "Areyou lunching with Celiato-morrow, Lucy?"
"Yes—are you? What fun. Who dse is going, do you
know?' "Tommy, you're going, aren't you? How too
deevy. We'll all be able to laugh at Celiain a corner. And
let me see—to-morrow evening is Stafford House, isn't it?
Deevy parties at Stafford House, always. And Millie
looking like a goddess, with a golden train half-way down
the stairs. The charm of that woman! Everybody will be
there." "Violet really ought to be stopped from giving
parties. There ought to be an Act of Parliament about it.
Friday was ghastly." "Ghastly! Horribilino! And the
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filthiest food." "Where are you going to stay for Ascot?"
. * . Anquetil nearly got up and wandered off, but he was
fascinated and amused. These parties of theirs, he thought,
were like chain-smoking: each cigarette was lighted in the
hope that it might be more satisfactory than the last.
Then investments bulked heavy in their talk, and other
peoples incomes, and the merits of various gocks and
shares, a0 the financial shrevdness of Mrs. Cheyne, a
lady unknown to Anquetil, save by repute, but who crop-
ped up congantly in the conversation; Romola Cheyne, it
appeared, had made a big scoop in rubber last week—but
ome velled sexrs accompanied this subject, for how
could Romola fail, it was asked, with such sources of in-
formation at her digposal? Dear Romola: what a clever
woman. And never malicious, said someone No, said
someone dse; too clever to be malicious. Then they passed
on to other house-parties, and Anquetil learnt how poor
Congancehad madethegaffeof her life, by inviting Sophie
and Verenatogether; but who Sophieand Verenawere, or
why they should not beinvited together, Anquetil did not
discover. And would Congancesgirl marry young Amber -
mere? she would be a fool if she refused him, for when his
father died he would come into thirty thousand a year—
incomes again, thought Anquetil, who happened to know
young Ambermere and had once had the pleasure of tell-
ing him exactly what he thought of him. He felt sorry for
Congances girl. Then for a space it ssemed good to them
to play at being serious. Pdlitics flitted across the con-
versation, and these ladies and gentlemen sooke with a
proprietary and casual familiarity, somewhat as though
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politics were children that they entrusted to the care of
nurses and tutors, remembering their existence from time
to time, principally in order to complain of the inefficient
way the nurses and tutors carried out their duties; but
although they were careful to give an impression of being
behind the scenes, like parents who go up to the nursery
once a day, their acquaintance remained oddly remote
and no more convincing than an admirably skilful bluff.
It was founded, Anquetil discovered, on personal contact
with politicians; "Henry told me last week . . .," or "A.
J. B. was dining with me and said . . .," but their chief
desire was to cap one another's information. So thisis th

great world, thought Anquetil; the world of the elite;
and he began to wonder what qualities gave admission to
it, for he had already noticed that no definite principle
appeared to dictate selection. He was not really very much
interested, but the study would do well enough as an
amusement for a Sunday afternoon under the trees of
Chevron, listening to chatter in which he could not take
part. This organisation puzzled him, for, so far, he could
perceive no common factor between all these people;
neither high birth nor wealth nor brains seemed to be
essentid—as Anquetil in his simplicity had thought—for
though Sir Adam was fabulously rich, Tommy Brand was
correspondingly poor; and though the Duchess of Hul | was
a duchess, Mrs. Levison was by birth and marriage a
nobody; and though Lord Robert Gore was a clever,
ambitious young man, Sir Harry Tremaine was un-
deniably a ninny. Yet they all took their place with the
same assurance, and upon the same footing. Anquetil
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knew that they and their friends formed a phalanx from
which intruders were rigorously excluded; but why some
people qualified and others did not, he could not deter-
mine. Some of these women were harsh-faced, and lacked
both charm and wit; their only virtue, aglib conversance
with such topics as came up for discussion and a manner
of delivering themselves as though the final word had been
uttered on the subject. If thisis Society, thought Anquetil,
God help us, for surely no fraud has ever equalled it.
These are the people, or a sample of them, who ordain
the London season, glorify Ascot, make or unmake the
fortune of small Continental watering-places, inspire
envy, emulation, and snobbishness—well, thought Anque-
til, with a shrug, they spend money, and that is the best
that can be said for them. Lying in hislong wicker chair,
he could sse some of them strolling about the lawn, and
so low did he lie that the green lawn appeared to stand
up behind them, like a green cloth stretched on a wall,
with the little domes of the parasols moving against it,
and the trim waists cutting their hour-glass pattern above
the flowing out of the skirt.

DOWN in the steward's room the butler offered his arm
gravely to the Duchess of Hull's maid, and conducted her
to the place at his right hand. Lord Roehampton's valet
did the same by Mrs. Wickenden the housekeeper. Mrs.
Wickenden, of course, was not married, and her title was
bestowed only by courtesy. The order of precedence was
very rigidly observed, for the visiting maids and valets
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enjoyed the samehierarchy astheir migressssand magers,
where ranks coincided, the date of creation had to be
taken into account, and for this purpose a copy of Debr ett
was always kept in the housskesper's room—lag year's
Debrett, appropriated by Mrs. Wickenden as soon asthe
new isue had been placed in her Grace's boudoir. The
maids and valets enjoyed not only the same precedence
as their employers, but as their names. Thus, although
the Duchess of Hull's maid had sayed many times at
Chevron, and was indeed quite a crony of Mrs. Wicken-
den's invited to private ssdons in the houskesper's
room, where the two elderly gossps st stirring their cups
of tea, she was never known as anything but Miss Hull,
and none of her colleagues in the geward's room would
ever have owned to a knowledge of what her true name
might be. It is to be doubted whether Mrs. Wickenden
hersdf had ever used it. Mrs. Wickenden and Vigeon the
butler, between whom a dightly hogtile alliance existed,
prided themsdves that no mistake had ever been made in
the Chevron geward's room, and that consequently no
disputes had ever arisen, such as were known to have
happened, mog digressngly, in other houses The house
hold at Chevron wasindeed admirably organised. For one
thing, any servant who had been at Chevron for lessthan
ten years was regarded as an interloper; at the end of ten
years service they were summoned to her Grace's presence
and received a gold watch with their name and the date
engraved upon the back; a few encouraging words were
sooken by her Grace and henceforward they were ac-
cepted as part of the establishment. But for this one, brief,
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intimidating occasion, the under-servants rarely cameinto
contact with her Grace. It was to be doubted whether all
of them knew her by sight, and it was quite certain that
many of them were unknown to her. Various anecdotes
were current; one to the effect that the duchess, meeting
thefifth housemaid at the foot of astair, had asked whether
Lady Viola were in her room and had been completely
routed by thereply, " 1"l | go and sse, madam; what name
shall | say?' Then there had been that other terrifying
incident, when her Grace, taking an unusually early walk
in the park on a Sunday morning, had observed the black-
robed, black-bonneted procession setting off for church,
and had descried a white rose coquettishly ornamenting a
bonnet. The white rose had bobbed up and down across
thegrass. It wasagay littleflower, despite the purity of its
colour, and to the shocked eyes of the duchessit had rep-
resented insubordination. Mrs. Wickenden, summoned
on her return from church, was equally scandalised. She
explained the whole matter by a deprecatory reference to
"those London girls," and the cul prit had been discharged
from Chevron by the afternoon train.

It was, however, seldom that any complete stranger
obtained a situation at Chevron. The system of nepotism
reigned. Thus Mrs. Wickenden and Wickenden the head-
carpenter were brother and sister; their father and grand-
father had been head-carpenters there in their day; several
of the housemaids were Mrs. Wickenden's nieces, and the
thirdfootman was Vigeon's nephew. Wholefamilies, from
generation to generation, naturally found employment on
the estate. Any outsider was regarded with suspicion and
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disdain. By this means a network was created, and a con-
stant supply of young aspirants ensured. Their wages
might range from twelve to twenty-four pounds a year.
To do them justice, it must be said that the service they
one and all gave to Chevron was whole-hearted and even
passionate. They considered the great house as in some
degree their own; their pridewas bound up init, and their
life was complete within the square of its walls. Wickenden
knew more about the structure than Sebastian himself,-
and Mrs. Wickenden had been known to correct her mis-
tress—with the utmost tact and respect—on a point of
historical accuracy. Such disputes as might arise between
them—and the household was naturally divided into fac-
tions—were instantly shelved when any point concerning
the interest of Chevron arose. Shelved, perhaps, only to
be renewed later with increased but always dignified
animosity. A vulgar wrangle was unknown, and indeed it
was only among the upper servants that any such thing
as a jealous friction existed. Such small fry as under-
housemaids and scullery-maids and the like were not sup-
posed to have any feelings. they were only supposed to do
as they were told. The severest discipline obtained. But it
was known that an occasional clash occurred between
Mrs.Wickendenand M r . Vigeon; and whenthat happened,
in however dignified a privacy, the repercussion was felt
throughout the house, and the ragtag and bobtail might
be observed scurrying with additional diligence through
hall and passage about their tasks, and many an eye might
be furtively wiped under the stimulus of an undeserved
scolding.

But when the steward's room was full of guests, and the
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table had been extended by the addition of several leaves,
no indications of any schism were allowed to appear. Mrs.
Wickenden and Mr. Vigeon, presiding at opposite ends of
the table, were held to be models of their profession. They
treated one another with immense ceremony, so that a
foreigner, unversed in the ways of English service after the
grand manner, might well have refused to believe that
they had lived side by side for five-and-twenty years in
the same house. Mrs. Wickenden was small, prim, and
birdlike; when she moved, she rustled. In cold weather she
wore a black shawl tightly drawn around her shoulders;
her steps were quick and precise; her nose was sharp, and
her manner slightly deprecatory, even mournful. Vigeon,
on the other hand, though correctness personified in his
professional capacity, was inclined to be facetious in
private life. The duchess did not know this, but Sebastian
and Violadid. Aschildrenin the house, they had of course
been on terms of familiarity with the servants, especially
when their mother was away, and as a small boy Sebastian
had counted among his treats a particular game that he
played with Vigeon. Vigeon could not always be coaxed
into playingit—"No, | can't be bothered now," hewould
say—hut sometimes he condescended, and taking Sebas-
tian in his arms he would lift him up to a painting that
hung in the pantry. Sebastian in his sailor suit would
squeal and wriggle with excitement. The painting rep-
resented a still-life of grapes and lemons beside a plate of
oysters. Vigeon would make passes before the picture,
finally making the gesture of picking a grape off the
canvas, when lo! a real grape would appear between his
fingers, and with a final triumphant flourish he would



16 The Edwardians

pop it into Sebagian's mouth. "Pick off an oyder,
Vigeon!" Sebagian would cry, "pick off an oyser!" but
only on one occason, never to be forgotten, had Vigeon
obliged.

Grapes were 6n the seward's room table now, for Mrs,
Wickenden controlled "thefruit" from her lair behind the
stillroom, and no one troubled as to the exact number of
bunches ordered daily from the kitchen garden. It was all
part of the sysem of loose and lavish extravagance on
which the house was run. Everybody, from Sebagian
downwar ds, obtained exactly what they wanted; they had
only to ak, and the request was fulfilled as though by
magic. The house was really as sdf-contained as a little
town; the carpenter's shop, the painter's shop, the forge,
the sawmill, the hothouses were there to provide what-
ever might be needed at a moment's notice. So the stew-
ward's room, like the dining-room and the schoolroom,
was never without its fruit and delicacies. M or e especially
when visting maids and valets were there to be enter-
tained by the domestic deities of Chevron, for snobbish-
nes must be satisfied, and only by extravagance and
wagte could the honour of Chevron, in the opinion of
Vigeon and Mrs. Wickenden, be maintained. They would
not have MissHull and M r. Roehampton go away on the
Monday morning, and relate at their next week-end that
Chevron fell below the proper standard.

SEBASTIAN'S mother tapped at Lady Roehampton's door
an hour before dinner. She had not remembered exactly
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which room had been allocated to Lady Roehampton,
for she had setded such matters with Miss Wace at least a
week earlier, but she knew that she would find her in one
of the best bedrooms, and in any case the name of each
guest would be neatly written on a card slipped into a
tiny brass frame on the bedroom door. This question of
the disposition of bedrooms aways gave the duchess and
her fellow-hostesses cause for anxious thought. It was so
necessary to be tactful, and at the same time discreet. The
professiona Lothario would be furiousif he found himself
in aroom surrounded by ladies who were all accompanied
by their husbands. Tommy Brand, on one such occasion,
had been known to leave the house on the Sunday morn-
ing—thank goodness, thought the duchess, that wasn't at
Chevron! Romola Cheyne, who always neatly sized up
everybody in a phrase—very illuminating and convenient
—said that Tommy's motto was "Chacun a sa chacune.”
Then there were the recognised lovers to be considered;
the duchess herself would have been greatly annoyed had
she gone to stay at the same party as Harry Tremaine,
only to find that he had been put at the other end of the
house. (But she was getting tired of Harry Tremaine.)
It was part of a good hodess duty to se to such things;
they must be made easy, though not too obvious. So she
always planned the rooms carefully with Miss Wace, oc-
casionally wondering whether that upright and virtuous
virgin was ever struck by the recurrence of certain adjust-
ments and coincidences. She knew that she could trust
Wacey to carry out her instructions; nevertheless, looking
for Lady Roehampton's room, she glanced critically at
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the name-plates. Wacey had done her work well. Lord
Robert Gore was in the Red Silk Room; Mrs. Levison
just across the passage. That was as it should be. Julia
Levison was the duchess bosom friend; indeed, it was
largely owing to her friendship that'Mrs. Levison was
admitted into such society at all. The Archbishop's Room,
the Queen's Room, the Tapestry Room, Little North,
George I11.'s, George |11.'s Dressing-Room—she passed
them all; they all bore names she did not want. Their
counterparts would hang on cards beside the bell-indicator
outside the pantry, for the information of the visiting
maids and valets. the Tapestry Room: the Duchess oi
Hull; the Queen's Room: H.E. the Italian Ambassador—
thus the pantry indicator would read. Little North—a
humbleroom, abachelor'sroom—Mr. Leonard Anquetil;
but Anquetil, she reflected, would have no valet; he
would be valeted by a Chevron footman. Anquetil was
the lion of the moment; an explorer, he had been ma-
rooned for a whole winter somewhere near the South Pole
in a snow-hut with four companions, one of whom had
gone mad, but for some reason it was difficult to make
him talk of his experiences; a pity, for they had been re-
ported in all the papers; still, Polar sufferings were per-
haps on the whole a bore, and, since one must certainly
have the lion of the moment at on€e's parties, it was perhaps
just as well that he should not boringly roar. So she
passed by the rooms, and found Lady Roehampton in the
Chinese Room. "How nice to see you alone for amoment,
Sylvig,"—as the experienced maid withdrew. The pro-
fessona beauty was moving idly about the room looking
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like aloosened rose: she was wrapped in grey satin edged
with swansdown. "How attractiveyou look, Sylvia; | don't
wonder that people get on chairs to stare at you. | don't
wonder that Romola Cheyne gets uneasy. But serioudly,
no one would believe that your Margaret was eighteen.”
"Nor your Sebastian nineteen, Lucy dear." They were
intimate friends; they had known the undeniable facts,
dates, and current gossp about each other's lives from
their youth upwards. Lucy sank on to the sofa "Oh,
these parties! Sylvia, dear, how very nice to snatch a mo-
ment with you alone. Really that old OctaviaHull is be-
coming tooterriblefor words; did you sse how shedribbled
at tea? She ought to be put out of the way. Sebastian nine-
teen—yes. Absurd. To think that you might be his
mother.” "Or his mother-in-law," thought Lady Roe-
hampton; it was an idea that had occurred to her more
than once. She did not utter this aloud, nor the supple-
mentary remark, "Or his mistress,” which had entered
her head for the first time that day. Instead, she said,
"Speaking of Romola Cheyne, wasn't she staying here last
week?' Lucy knew from her tone that some revelation was
imminent, and when she saw Lady Roehampton take up
the blotting-book she instantly understood. "How mon-
strous!” cried Lucy, movedtoreal indignation; "how often
have | told the groom of the chambers to change the
blotting-paper, in case something of the sort should hap-
pen? | 'l 1 sack him to-morrow. Well, what isit all about?
It makes one's blood run cold, doesn't it, to think of the
hands on€'s letters might fall into? | supposeit's aletter to
«.." and here she uttered a name so august that in defer-
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ence to the respect and loyalty of the printer it must re-
main unrevealed. "No," said Lady Roehampton, "that's
just the point: it isn't. Look!" Lucy joined her at the
mirror, and together they read the indiscreet words of
Romola Cheyne. "Well!" said Lucy, "I aways suspected
that, and it's nice to know for certain. But what | can't
understand, is how a woman like Romola could leave a
letter like that on the blotting-pad. Doesn't that seem to
you incredible? She knows perfectly well that this house
is aways full of her friends," said Lucy with unconscious
irony. "Now what are we to do with it? The recklessness
of some people!”

The two friends were both highly delighted. Littlein-
cidents like this added a spice to life.

Lady Roehampton carefully tore out the treacherous
sheet. "There's no fire," she said laughing; "for the mo-
ment | "Il lock it upin my writing-case. | daresay |'I 1 find
some means of destroying it safely to-morrow." Lucy
laughed too, and agreed, knowing well that Lady Roe-
hampton had no intention whatever of destroying it.
She might never use it, but on the other hand it might be
useful. "But meanwhile is it safe?' asked Lucy. "You're
sure your maid hasn't a key of your writing-case? Servants
are so unscrupulous, one can't trust them a yard. How-
ever long they have been with one—even if one looks on
them as ol d friends,—one never knowswhen they will turn
nasty. You're sure you hadn't better give it to me?'

L ucy expected no answer to this, and L ady Roehampton
gave none. That was consistent with her usual manner.
She had a way of suddenly dropping a subject; it was a
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trick she had often found convenient, and since she en-
joyed all the assurance of a beautiful woman, she was
able aways to impose her own wishes upon her audience.
So now she could abandon the subject of the letter, and
revert to Sebastian, who had aroused her interest: "That
dark romantic boy of yours, Lucy,—tell me about him.
When does he leave Oxford? Is he going into the Guards?’
Lucy was never reluctant to talk about Sebastian; more-
over, Lady Roehampton had no son, only a daughter of
whom she was reputed jealous. "My dark romantic boy,
Sylvial how absurd you are, he's only an untidy school-
boy,—a colt, | tell him,—I hope he won't get spoailt, if
women like you take too much notice of him. He's a nice
boy, | admit, though he's apt to be moody." "But that's
his charm, my dear Lucy: Sebastian sulky is irresistible.
Promise me you will never ruin him by persuading him to
appear good-tempered.” "How perverse you are, Sylvia; |
believe you really like people to be disagreeable. So that
you can win them round. You would like Sebastian to
snarl at you for half an hour, if at the end of forty minutes
you were sure of having him at your feet." "What non-
sne you talk, Lucy; | knew Sebastian in his cradle.
But you needn't shut your eyes to the fact that he will
have great attraction for women. That casual, though
charming manner of his. ... | doubt if he knows so much
as my name." "My dear Sylvia, you are one of his favour-
ites; when | tell him you are coming, he says, Thank
goodness for that." "That means” said Lady Roehamp-
ton, gratified at having caught the fish for which she
was angling, "heis bored by most of our friends." "Worse
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than that, Sylvia," said Lucy, settlingdown to agrievance,
"sometimes | think he really didikes them. He says such
sarcagdic things—quite unlike a boy. Cutting things.
They make me quite uncomfortable. At other times he
sEms to enjoy hftnsdf. | can't make hifn out." "Adoles
cence” said Sylvia, blowing a long thread of smoke from
her cigarette, for although she never smoked in public
she could enjoy a cigarette in the privacy of her bedroom.
" | f1 could really think that!" sghed Lucy; " if | could be
sure he was going to turn out all right! It's a great re-
sponsbility, Sylvia." "You could always marry again,
Lucy,” said Lady Roehampton, looking at her friend.
"Yes" said Lucy, instantly on her guard, "1 could, but |
prefer keeping my difficulties to mysdf, on the whole. |
am quite prepared to run Chevron for Sebagtian until he
marries. But, Sylvia, we must dress" "Dinner at half-
past eght?' "Dinner at half-past eight. What are you
going to put on? The Nattier-blue taffeta? | aways
think you look better in that than in anything dse. Don't
hurry, darling. | shall be late anyhow."

ONE half of Sebagtian detested his mother's friends; the
other half was allured by their glitter. Sometimes he
wanted to gallop away by himsdf to the world's ends,
omeimes he wanted to give himsdf up wholly to the
flattering charm of pretty women. Sometimes he wished
to se his whole acquaintance cas into a furnace, o
vehemently did he deprecate them, sometimes he thought
that they had mastered the problem of civilisation more
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truly than the Greeks or Romans. "Since one cannot
have truth," cried Sebastian, struggling into his evening
shirt, "let us at least have good manners." The thought
was not original: his father had put it into his head, years
ago, before he died. But this brings us to Sebastian's pri-
vate trouble: he never could make up his mind on any
subject. It was most distressing. He had, apparently, no
opinions but only moods—moods whose sweeping intens-
ity was equalled only by the rapidity of their change. He
could never accustom himself to their impermanence;
whatever state of mind was upon him at the moment, he
instantly believed to be his settled outlook upon life.
Momentarily alarmed when it deserted him, he changed
over at once into oblivious optimism. Between-whiles,
when no particular mood possessed him, he worried over
his own instability. Something, he thought, must be
wrong with him. He contrasted himself with the people
he knew: how calm they were, how certain, how sdf-
assured! With what unfaltering determination did they
appear to have pursued their chosen path from its begin-
ning right up to its end!—No, not yet right up to its end.
Most of the people he knew at home were in their middle
age, some certainly were old, the old Duchess of Hull, for
instance, progressing, though still indomitably, towards
her grave; but it was obvious that as they had begun, so
did they mean to conclude. The world would be with
them, late, as soon. They had known their own minds;
they had stuck to their opinions. They had made their
choice. How enviable! They had settled their scheme of
vaues. How reposeful! But was it, he wondered, a very
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good choice? Were those values so very valuable? His mood
underwent a violent revulsion. He wanted suddenly to
be up on the roof again, this time under the stars. Sulky
and critical, he shut his disappointed spaniels into his
bedroom and weht downstairs to obey his mother's sum-
mons.

ON LEAVING Lady Roehampton, Lucy went to her own
room: the great house was quiet; all the guests were safely
shut into their rooms till dinner; no one was about, ex-
cept a housemaid beating up the cushions or a footman
emptying the waste-paper basket. Along the passages, the
windows were open, for it was a warm July evening, and
the pigeons cooing on the batdements made the silence
murmurous as though the grey stone of the walls had itself
become vocal. Lucy hurried through the empty rooms.
She detested solitude, even for half an hour; the habit
of constant company—it could scarcely be called com-
panionship—had unfitted her for her own society, and now
she sagged and felt forlorn. She ought to look into the
schoolroom, she thought, and say good-night to Viola,
who, in dressing-gown and pigtails, would be eating her
supper, but the idea, no sooner than conceived, filled her
with boredom. She decided to summon her favourite
Sebastian instead. Reaching her room, where her maid,
Button, was laying out her dress, she said, "Send word to
his Grace, Button, that | should like to sse him here for a
few minutes."

Oh, the weariness of life, she thought, sitting down at
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her dressing-table; and then she remembered how Leon-
ard Anquetil had looked at her when she had shown him
the garden after tea, and a dight zes for life revived.
She sat with lowered eyes smiling a downward smile,
while her thoughts dawdled over Leonard Anquetil and
her finger splayed with thejeweslaid out on the dressng-
table. She had recendy had the family jeweds rest by
Cartier, preferring the fashion of the day to the heavy
gold sttings of Victoria's time. The top of the dressng-
table was of looking-glass, so that the gems were dupli-
cated; rubies to-night, she thought idly, picking up a
brooch and setting it down again; last night she had worn
the emeralds, and her depresson returned as she reflected
that some day she would have to give up the jewels to
Sebagian's wife. She did not want to become ether a
dowager or a grandmother; she did not want to renounce
her position as migress of Chevron. Its luxury and splen-
dour were very pleasant to her. Perhaps she would end,by
marrying Sir Adam after all, before Sebagtian and his
bride could turn her out; it would be a come-down to
marry a Jew, and physically Sir Adam was not appetising,
but then his millions were fabulous, and she could make
him buy a place quite as imposing as Chevron. Not as
beautiful, perhaps, but quite as imposing. Her hands
strayed over the rubies; yes, and he would buy jewels for
her too; her own, this time; no question of heirlooms.
Beddes Sir Adam could do whatever he liked with the
King. If only Sr Adam were not physically in love with
her, she might really condder it.
Sebadtian came in, and Lucy became brisk again.
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"Givemeawrap, Button. You can start doing my hair.
Sebadtian, give me the plan of the dinner-table. On the
table there. No, slly boy. Button, give it to his Grace.
Now, Sebagtian, read it out to me while I have my hair
done. Oh, George Roehampton takes me in, does he?
Must he? Such aborethat manis. And Sr Adam the other
sde. Don't pull my hair like that, Button; really, | never
knew such a dumsy woman; now you have given me a
headache for the res of the evening. Do be more careful.
Well, I am not going to enjoy mysdlf very much, | can s
Sir Adam and George Roehampton. However, it'sinevit-
able. Or no, let me s=for mysdf. That MissWaceissuch a
fool that she may quite well have made a muddle of the
whole thing. Gome and hold the plan for me to e
Sebadtian. Button! you pulled my hair again. How many
times mugt | tell you to be careful? Once more, and | give
you natice, | declare | will. Tilt it up, Sebagtian; | can't
oy

Sebagtian sood besde his mother holding the red
leather pad, with dits into which cards bearing the names
of the gueds were inserted. As he sood holding it, he
watched his mother's reflection in the mirror. With her
fair hair and lively litde crumpled face, she looked ex-
traordinarily young for her age as arule, but now she was
busily applying cream and wiping the coametics from her
face with a handkerchief, at the same time as Button
removed the pads from under her hair and laid them on
the dressng-table. 'Rats’ her children called them.
They were unappetising objects, like last year's birds
negs, hot and suffy to the head, but they could not be
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dispensad with, snce they provided the foundation on
which the coiffure was to be swathed and piled, and into
which the innumerable hairpins were to be suck. It was
always a source of great preoccupation with the ladies
that no bit of the pad should show through the natural
hair. Often they put up a tentative hand to fed, even in
the midst of the mos absorbing conversation; and then
their faces wore the expresson which is seen only on the
faces of women whose fingers investigate the back of their
heads. Sebagtian had watched this hair-dressng process a
hundred times, but now seeing it take placein the mirror,
he observed it with a new eye. He stared at his mother's
reflection, with the pool of rubies in the foreground, and
the uncomely 'rats’ as though she were a dranger to
him, realisng that behind the glitter and animation in
which they lived he had absolutely no knowledge of her.
If he had been asked to describe his mother, he must have
said, "She is a famous hodess with a talent for mimicry
and a genius for making parties a uccess She is charming
and vivacious. In private life she is often irritable and
ometimes unkind. She likes bridge and racing. She never
opens a book, and she cannot bear to be alone. | have not
the faintest idea of what sheis really like." He would not
have added, because he did not know, that she was ruth-
lessand predatory.

"Why are you staring like that, Sebagian? You make
me quite shy." Her hair was about her shoulders now,
and Button was busy with the curling-tongs. She heated
them first on the spirit lamp, and then held them care-
fully to her own chesk to fed if they were hot enough.
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"Bless the boy, one would think he had never watched me
dress before. Now about that dinner-table, yes it's all
wrong; | thought it would be. She has clean forgotten the
ambassador. ButtOn, you mus call Miss Wace—no, Se-
bastian, you fetch her. No, ring the bell; | don't want you
to go away. Why on earth can't people do their own jobs
properly? What do | pay Wacey a hundred and fifty a
year for, | should like to know? Oh dear, and look at the
time; | shall be late for dinner. | declare the trouble of
entertaining is enough to spoil all onés pleasure. It's a
little hard, | do think, that one should never have any
undiluted pleasurein life. Who's that at the door? Button,
go and s= And Miss Wace must come at once."

"Lady Viola would like to know if she may come and
say good night to your Grace."

" Oh, bother the child—well, yes | suppoe she mug if
she wants to. Now, Button, haven't you nearly finished?
Don't drag my hair back like that, woman. Give me the
tail comb. Don't you seg it wants more fullness at the
sde. Really, Button, | thought you were supposed to be
an expert hairdresser. You may think yoursdf lucky,
Sebadtian, that you were born a boy. This eternal hair,
these eternal clothes they wear a woman out before her
time. Oh, thereyou are, MissWace. Thisplanisall wrong
—perfectly hopdess | don't go in with Lord Roehampton
at all. What about the ambassador? You mug alter it.
Do it in here, as quick as you can. Sebadgian will help
you. And Viola. Come in, Viola; don't look so scared,
child; | can't bear people who look scared. Now | must
leave you all while | wash. No, | don't want you now,
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Button; you get on my nerves. | 'I | call you when | want
you. Get my dress ready. Children, help Miss Wace—
yes, you too, Viola; it's high time you took a little trouble
to help your poor mother—and do, all three of you, try
to show alittleintelligence.”

The duchess retired into her dressing-room, from where
she kept up aflow of comments.

"Viola, you must really take alittle more trouble about
your appearance. Y ou looked a perfect fright at luncheon
to-day; | was ashamed of you. And you really must talk
more, instead of sitting there like a stuffed doll. Y ou had
that nice Mr. Anquetil, who is perfectly easy to get on
with. You might be ten, instead of seventeen. | have a
good mind to start you coming down to dinner, except
that you would cast a blight over everything. Girls are
such a bore—poor things, they can't help it, but really
they are a problem. They ruin conversation; one has to
be so careful. Women ought to be married, or at any rate
widowed. | don't mean you, of course, Wacey. | 'm ready
foryou, Button.”

Button vanished into the dressing-room, and for awhile
there was silence, broken only by irritable exclamations
from within. These inner mysteries of his mother's toilet
were unknown to Sebastian, but Viola knew well enough
what was going on: her mother was seated, poking at her
hair meanwhile with fretful but experienced fingers,
while Button knelt before her, carefully drawing the silk
stockings on to her feet and smoothing them nicely up the
leg. Then her mother would rise, and, standing in her
chemise, would allow the maid to fit the long stays of pink
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coutil, heavily boned, round her hips and dender figure,
fagtening the busk down the front, after many adjustments;
then the sugpenders would be clipped to the stockings
then the lacing would follow, beginning at the waist and
travelling gradually up and down, until the necessary pro-
portions had been achieved. The slk laces and their tags
would fly out, under the maid's deft fingers, with the flick
of a skilled worker mending a net. Then the pads of pink
satin would be brought, and fagened into place on the
hips and under the arms, still further to accentuate the
gndlness of the waist. Then the drawers, and then the
petticoat would be spread into a ring on the floor, and
Lucy would gep into it on her high-heeled shoes allowing
Button to draw it up and tiethe tapes. Then Button would
throw the dressng-gown round her shoulders again—
Viola had followed the process well, for here the door
opened, and the duchess emerged. " Well, have you done
that table? Read it out. Louder. | can't hear. Yes, that's
better. 1'm sorry, Sebadgtian, you'll have to take in old
Octavia Hull again. Nonsense, shés very amusing when
dhes not too fuddled with drugs. Shell be all right to-
night because she'll be afraid of losng too much money to
Sir Adam after dinner. Now, Wacey, off you go and rear-
rangethe cardson thetable. And you too, Viola. Thereare
too many people in this room. Oh, all right, you can sop
till 1'm dressed if you like. -Button, | 'm ready for my dress
Now be careful. Don't catch the hooks in my hair. Se-
bagtian, you must turn round while | take off my dressng-
gown. Now, Button."

Button, gathering up the lovely mass of taffeta and tulle,
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held the bodice open while the duchess flung off her wrap
and dived gingerly into the billows of her dress. Viola
watched enraptured the sudden gleam of her mother's
white arms and shoulders. Button breathed a sigh of relief
as she began doing up the innumerable hooks at the
back. But Lucy could not stand still for a moment, and
strayed all over the room with Buttonin pursuit, hooking.
"Haven't you finished yet, Button? Nonsense, it isn't
tight. You'll say next that 1'm getting fat." Lucy was
proud of her waist, which indeed was tiny, and had
changed since her girlish days only from eighteen to
twenty inches. "Only when your Grace stoops,” said But-
ton apologetically, for Lucy at the moment was bending
forward and peering into her mirror as she puffed the roll
of her hair into a rounder shape. "There, then,” said the
duchess, straightening herself, but reaching down stiffly
for the largest of her rubies, which she tried first against
her shoulder, but finally pinned into a knot at her waist.
Then dhe encircled her throat with the high dog-collar
of rubies and diamonds, tied with a large bow of white
tulle at the back. "You must choose a wife who will do
credit to thejewels, Sebastian," she said as she slipped an
ear-ring into its place, "because, of course, the day will
come when your poor old mother has to give up everything
to her daughter-in-law, and we shan't like that—eh,
Button?'—for she was in a better humour now, again
completely adorned and clothed—"but we'll put up with
it for the joy of seeing a bride brought to Chevron—eh,
Button? eh, Wacey? oh, no, of course Wacey has gone to
do the table—and you and I, Button, will retire to the
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Dower House and live humbly for the rest of our lives, and
perhaps his Grace will ak us to the garden-party—eh,
Sebastian, you rogue?—will you, if your wife allows it?"
Lucy was herself again, adjusting her frock, clasping her
bracelets, dusting her throat with powder—for she was one
of those who used powder, to the disapproval of her elders
—and everybody except Sebastian was radiant with re-
goonsive smiles. She flicked her handkerchief across
Sebastian's lips. "Sulky boy! but Sylvia Roehampton says
you are even more attractive when you sulk than when
you are amiable, so | suppose | must believe her. Now
Viola, my darling, | must run. Kiss me good-night. Go
straight to bed. Do | look nice?’

"Oh, mother, you look too lovely!"

"That's all right." Lucy liked as much admiration as
she could get. "Now you'll run away to bed, won't you?
Dear me, | quite envy you the quiet of the schoolroom
instead of that noisy dinner. Don't you, Sebastian? Good-
night, my darling. Come along, Sebastian. | shall want
you to wait up for me, Button, of course. You go in
front, Sebastian, and open the doors. Dear, dear, how
late you children have made me. Sebastian, you must
apologise to old Octavia at dinner, and tell her it was all
your fault. My fan, Button! good heavens, woman, what
are you there for? One has to think of everything for one-
self.”

THOSE meals! Those endless, extravagant meals, in which
they all indulged all the year round! Sebastian wondered
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how their constitutions and their figures could stand it;
then he remembered that in the summer they went as a
matter of course to Homburg or M arienbad, to get rid of
the accumulated excess, and then returned to start on an-
other year's course of rich living. Really there was very
little difference, essentially, between Marienbad and the
vomitorium of the Romans. How strange that eating
should play so important a part in social life! They were
eating quails and cracking jokes. That particular dish of
the Chevron chef was famous: an ortolan within the quail,
atrufflewithin the ortolan, and pate defoie graswithin the
truffle; by thetime all the disembowelling had taken place,
there was not much left of any of the constituents. From
his place at the head of the table, Sebastian watched the
jaws going up and down, and wished that he did not
aways s people as though they were caricatures. There
was Sir Harry Tremaine, the perfect courtier, with his
waved white hair, turning his head rigidly above his high
collar, rather like a bird; there was Mrs. Levison, with
her raucous voice and her hair like afrizzed yellow sponge.
They were all people whose names were familiar to every
reader of the society titbits in the papers. Sebastian saw
them suddenly as a ventriloquist's box of puppets. Four-
teen down one sde of the table, fourteen up the other;
with himself and his mother at either end, that made
thirty. Then his vision shifted, and he was obliged to
admit that they were very ornamental. They seemed so
perfectly concordant with their setting, as though they
had not a care in the world; the jewels glittered, the shirt-
fronts glistened; the servants came and went, handing
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dishes and pouring wine in the light of the many candles.
The trails of smilax wreathed greenly in and out among
the heavy candelabra and the dishes of grapes and
peaches. Yes, he must admit that his mother's friends
were ornamental; he liked the bare shoulders and piled
hair of the women, their pretty hands, and the bracelets
round their wrists; the clouds of tulle, and the roses
clasped by a brooch against the breast. His mother hersdlf,
whom he had so lately seen as a mask within her mirror,
looked young and lovely now, so far away down the
table; for a curious instant he imagined her, no longer
his mother, but his wife. Then leaning towards her he
saw the long nose of the Jew. "A tip for the Stock Ex-
change!” he thought; for his mother had explained to
him, with unusual candour, exactly why she wanted him
to be polite to Sir Adam. This passion for money was a
thing Sebastian could not understand; he was rich; his
mother practically controlled the spending of his fortune
until he should betwenty-one; where wasthe need for more?
It was simply part of her creed and the creed of her friends.
Creed, greed; they rhymed. He was paying no attention
to what his neighbour was saying. Y et Sebastian was said
to have charming manners.

AFTER dinner, primed by his mother's discreet signals,
he moved round to talk to the Italian ambassador. He
rather liked old Potini, a crank on the subject of the
English character. Sebastian, depressed now and dis-
gusted—for he suffered acutely from his moods—would
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have welcomed any argument, and knew he would get
entertainment from old Potini, who was aways bursting
with things he wanted to say. Among the ruins of the
dinner-table, Sebastian drew a chair up beside him, hold-
ing a glass of port under the light, and old Potini began at
once, rubbing his cigar between his fingers: "Ah, you
young man! you fortunate young man! home from Ox-
ford, | suppose? Yes, Oxford, that strange university
where you young men live in segregation; a town of
masculine citizens." The ambassador's English was fault-
less, if a trifle elaborate; the only thing which betrayed
him was the rolling of hisr's. "Now such a thing, my dear
duke," he said, drawing his chair alittle nearer to Sebas
tian and talking confidentially, "would be unthinkable
in Italy. Or, indeed, in any Latin country. The English
have no interest in women—in Woman, that is to say.
What do you care about a pretty ankle? You think alot
about the fetlocks of your polo ponies, but when you look
at awoman you rarely look below her face. Oh, | assure
you. You yourself are nineteen—twenty? And what part
do women play in your life? What do you do in the eve-
nings at Oxford? Y ou sit with your friends, hugging your
knees and smoking your pipe, and you talk about—what?
Sport, politics. Woman might not exist; she is Bad Form.
An evening in London now and then, | daresay,"—and
his chuckle made Sebastian feel as though the ambassador
had given him a dig in the ribs,—"then back to this male
life among a thousand other young men, as though noth-
ing had happened. Yes, you are a strange race, a secret
race, ashamed of being natural. Now in Italy, at your



36 The Edwardians

age. . . ." The ambassador's words threw Sebastian into
anill humour; he was stung, disturbed; he was ashamed
of his virginity. People were not very real to him, and
women least real of all. Little did he foresee, as he sat
scowling at his wine, the adventure that was about to
befall him. He wondered only how soon he might interrupt
Potini, and suggestjoining the ladies upstairs.

"NOTHING ever happens” said Sebastian violently;
"day after day goes by, and it is always the same."
"Happenings go in series” said Lady Roehampton,
"nothing happens, as you say; and then severa things
happen in aquick, odd succession. It is as though life had
been gathering strength over a long period for an effort.
Notice that for yourself. It is no good my telling you. One
never believes other people's experience, and one is only
very gradually convinced by ones own. Oh, my dear
Sebastian,” she said—and she ceased to quote Mrs.
Cheyne and spoke for oncein all sincerity, remembering a
young lover who had died—"think of all the people who
have died too young to have learnt their own wisdom."
They were walking in the garden after dinner, up and
down the long path that ran parallel with the house.
From the windows of the house streamed yellow light,
and the sounds of music. Overhead, the sky was black
and starry, and the trees of the garden were massed darkly
against the faintly lingering light of the horizon. The
summer air was warm and scented. Sebastian had forced
her to come out; still disturbed by the veiled sneen of
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Potini, he had felt it necessary to make a determined
gesture, and in this company of strangely artificial stand-
ards he could think of nothing more drastic than to de-
prive his mother's bridge-tables of Lady Roehampton's
presence. He smiled inwardly and ironically at the in-
adequacy of his caprice; it had created so much annoy-
ance, an annoyance, he felt, which in other company
would be reserved for something of real emotional impor-
tance; yet it was an annoyance discreetly controlled,
with the perfect manners of those well-bred people. Lady
Roehampton herself had alone displayed graciousness,
she had smiled on the boy who, suddenly masterful,
demanded her society. She had risen with a great billow-
ing of blue taffeta skirts—a graceful, warm uprising of
her beauty, conscious that many eyes were curiously and
speculatively turned towards her. Sebastian was intensely
aware of her quality as she strolled beside him; her quality
of a beautiful woman exquisitely finished, with a perfect
grasp *on life, untroubled, shrewd, mature, secret, be-
traying her real self to none. Compared with her, he felt
vague and raw, incapable of coming to terms with life.
Y et hefelt he could talk to her. She was charming, danger-
ous, he could talk to her. The knowledge that she was
wholly unworthy of his confidence added a spice of
pleasurable painto thehumiliation of giving himself away.
For Sebastian liked to pour vinegar into his own wounds.
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ON THE Monday morning they were all disposed of; the
carriages came round to the front door, and they were all
stowed away safely inside—the men into the station bus,
with its fusty smell, its rattling windows, and the rumbling
of its rubberless wheels on the gravel; the women into the
rubber-tyred broughams, the windows making a frame to
the pretty veiled faces and waving hands. Sebastian came
out to the door, smiling, his two little spaniels at his hedls,
the flag floating from the tower asit would float until the
day it flew at half-mast for Sebastian's death. So they
were all gone, all but Leonard Anquetil, who had been
asked to stay till after luncheon. Sebastian turned, and
crosed to the inner court, whistling; he enjoyed the
sensation that the house was once more empty. He would
force himself to forget Lady Roehampton. These parties
might please his mother; they did not please him. He
enjoyed another life—the life of Chevron. His mother
did not altogether relish hisinterest in the estate; he could
38
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not help that. The estate was his, and he loved it. At
these moments, he forgot that "nothing ever happened.”
He felt, on the contrary, that in the placid continuity of
Chevron lay a vitality of an order different from the bril-
liant excitement of his mother'sworld.

It came now to him as an audible hum. The whole
community of the great house was humming at its work.
In the stables, men were grooming horses; in the 'shops,
the carpenter's plane sent the wood-chips flying, the dia-
mond of the glazier hissed upon the glass; in the forge, the
hammer rang upon the anvil and the bellows windily
sighed; in the slaughter-house, the keeper slung up a deer
by its four feet tied together; in the shed, an old man
chopped faggots. Sebastian heard the music and saw the
vision. It was atapestry that he saw, and heard the strains
of awind orchestra, coming from some invisible players
concealed behind the trees. His thoughts turned to the
house itself, and there aso found their satisfaction, for
there dso was activity; the pestle thumped in the kitchen;
the duck turned sizzling on the spit; the laundry-maids
beat the linen in the coppers; the garden-boy dumped a
basket of fruit on the dresser; and in the stillroom themaid
stirred a cauldron of jam upon the fire; Mrs. Wickenden
counted the shedts in the linen cupboard, putting a bag
of lavender between each; Vigeon, having stored away
the plate, turned the key in the lock of the strong-room
door. Sebastian's thoughts strayed out again, over the
park where the bracken-fronds were uncurling; and went
beyond, running up and down the paths, to this farm
where he had granted a new Dutch barn, to that cottage
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where the damaged tiles were already half stripped from
the roof. Ladders and mallets, and men tossing up the
tiles: Sebastian was agood landlord. He would walk over
to Bassit's cottage that afternoon, and s how things
were getting on. Or he would ride over. He had leisure,
a whole week before him. Even his mother was going
away to London. Next Saturday the house would again be
filled with people—people who were so well equipped, so
sure of themselves, so supercilious, that they ruffled
and confused him, and made him say the biting things
that so disconcerted his mother—but until then there was
nothing but leisure hung with tapestry and filled with the
sounds that were as music.

All was warmth and security, leisure and continuity.
An order of things which appeared unchangeable to the
mind of nineteen hundred and five. Why should they
change, since they had never changed? There were a few
minor changes, perhaps, no armourer was beating out a
new pair of greaves for his young master; but in the main
the tapestry had changed very little. Thefigureswere the
same, and the background was the same: the grey walls,
the flag on the tower, the verdure of the trees, the hares
and the deer feeding in the glades—even to the laundry-
maid hanging out the washing. Court-baron and audit;
heriot and peppercorn; the rope flapped idly against the
flagstaff. Sebastian became aware that he was still standing
in the middle of the court. He looked across the grass, to
the bronze replica of the dying gladiator, upon whose
ghield his ancestor had caused his own coat of arms to be
embossed. Superb insolence! thus to impose upon the
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classic statue the heraldry of an English milord. Nor did
he redlise that that insolence found a counterpart in his
own youth and lordly security. He simply shook himself
out of a dream, and went indoors to his own room. Sarah
and Henry trotted after him.

There, he was undisturbed; the centre of all the life that
hummed around him. Plenty of work awaited him, for
when he was at home he insisted on looking into all the
estate business himself. It was the only thing that made him
really happy. He knew only three kinds of people: his
Oxford friends, who thought him aloof and unsatisfactory;
his mother's friends; and his own dependents. Between
his dependents and himself the best of understandings
existed, an understanding due partly to the fact that he
had grown up amongst them, standing beside the wood-
cutters as a small boy to watch them fell atree; begging a
new rabbit-hutch from Wickenden; leading his pony
himself down to the forge to be shod; partly to their in-
nate sne of tradition; and partly, we must concede, to
Sebastian's own manner, which in such relationships was
both simple and charming. He might puzzle his mother
and his mother's friends; he might even puzzle himself,
with the revulsions of his moods; but his own people,
who saw him only in the one mood, his most serene, found
him nothing of an enigma. Furthermore, he was open-
handed, as he could well afford to be; money was a
thing about which he never needed to think. There had
always been plenty of money at Chevron, and there still
was, even with the income-tax raised from nd. to 1/- in
the pound; that abundance was another of the things
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which had never changed and which had every appear-
ance of being unchangeable. It was taken for granted,
but Sebastian saw to it that his tenants benefited as well
ashimself. " Anideel landlord—wish there were more like
him," they said, forgetting that there were, in fact, many
like him; many who, in their unobtrusive way, elected to
share out their fortune, not entirely to their own advan-
tage—quiet English sguires, who, less favoured then
Sebastian, were yet imbued with the same spirit, and
traditionally gave their time and a good proportion of
their possessons as a matter of course to those dependent
upon them. A voluntary system, voluntary in that it de-
pended upon the temperament of the squire; still, a sys
tem, which possessad a certain pleasant dignity denied to
the sysems of a more compulsory sort. But did it, Se-
bastian reflected, sitting with his pen poised above his
chegue-book, carry with it a disgreeable odour of charity?
He thought not; for he knew that he derived as much satis-
faction from the idea that Bassett would no longer endure
aleaking roof as Bassdtt could possibly derive, next winter,
from the fact that his roof no longer leaked. He would cer-
tainly go over and talk to the man Bassett. Bassett should
e that he took a personal interest. Together they would
stand and watch the wooden pegs being tapped into the
sound new tiles. "V ery much obliged to your Grace, |'m
sure," the man Bassett would say—he was aways known
as the man Bassett, nobody knew why—Dbut the last thing
Sebastian wanted was gratitude. He would instantly
think with apologetic shame of his own roof, the roof of
Chevron, seven acres of it, no one inch of which would
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be allowed to leak for more than a single hour after its
discovery by Wickenden—Wickenden. He must s
Wickenden. Therewas a notelaid on his table: " Wicken-
den would be glad if he might s your Grace for a few
minutes." Herang the bell and sent for Wickenden.

Wickenden came, a small applefaced man with keen
blue eyes a foot-rule sicking out of the pocket of his
baize apron. He had served his apprenticeship in the
Chevron shops under his own father, and now had suc-
ceeded to the postion of head-carpenter. He had started
by rough-hewing the timber-ends for gate-posts, and now
delegated all but the mog delicate work to his underlings.
Eight Wickenden children came annually to the Christmas
tree, there to recelve a toy, an apple, and an orange, but
Wickenden had no passion in hislife but Chevron. " Well,
Wickenden, what can | do for you?"

Sebagtian had anticipated some apprehension about
an insscure chimney, a flaking gable—the structure which
had ressed the weather dnce the days of Henry the
Seventh was in need of constant supervison and repair—
but Wickenden picked at his cap, keeping his eyes bent
down upon it, in a way which indicated a deeper trouble.
It was evident that he would bring out his words with
difficulty. "Well, Wickenden, what's tumbling down
now?" Wickenden raised hiseyes " Everything! asit ssams
to me, your Grace."

Sebadtian was startled; the man's eyes were swimming
in tears.

"It's my boy, your Grace—Frank, my €ddest. Your
Grace knows that | was to have taken him into the shops
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this year. Well, hewon't come. He wants to go—I hardly
know how to tell your Grace. He wants to go into the
motor trade instead. Says it's the coming thing. Now
your Grace knows", said Wickenden becoming voluble,
"that my father* and his father before him were in the
shops, and | looked to my boy to take my place after | was
gone. Same as your Grace's son, if | may make the com-
parison. | never thought to see a son of mine leave Chevron
so long as he was fit to stay there. And Frank is fit—a
neater-handed boy | seldom saw. That's what draws him
to engines. Now what is engines, | ak your Grace?
What's screwing up a nut beside handling a nice piece of
wood? Such nice pieces of wood as | have lying out in the
timber-yard, too; will be as ripe a aviolin in forty years
or s0. Just right for Frank to handle by the time he's
sixty. He could make panelling out of them—anything!
| picked the oak for the grain myself; Mr. Reynolds, he
wanted to saw them up for firewood, but | wouldn't let
him. | said, it'd be a shame. Oak that came down in the
gale three winters ago. | cut it into planks and left it out
in the yard to weather. | showed it to Frank, and 'Frank,’
| said, 'when you're sixty and need a nice piece of wood,
you'll find it here, and don't you forget your father put it
there for you." And now he wants to go into the motor
trade. | don't know if it'd be any good your Grace talking
to him. Telling him he'sgiving up a sure job for a shadow.
Telling him he's breaking his father's heart. |1 don't know,
|'m sure. The young is very st on their own ideas. But it
seams to me that everything is breaking up, now that my
eldest wants to leave the shops and go into the motor trade."
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LEONARD ANQUETIL woke late, and lay for awhile with his
hands laced behind his head, very much amused at him-
self for being in such surroundings. It tickled him ex-
ceedingly that, because one had tried to reach the South
Pole, one should be invited to Chevron. Chevron! that
anachronism! the duchess guests, those figures of card-
board! Anquetil was not impressed by such things. Yet
he owned—he must own—that both were picturesque in
their way. The picturesqueness of Chevron pleased him
best; he had not much historical sense, but such historical
sense as he had, recognised the morsel of English history.
But Chevron was dead, he thought; or at all events mori-
bund; or, to say the least of it, static. It wasarock at which
waters were nibbling. He was not at all sure that the
duchess guests, for all their fantastic unreality, were not
more permanent as a type in the world, outlasting the
dignity of Chevron and continuing to exist independently
of it; prosperous or ruined, a snobbish society—he sneered
—was an inevitable component of the human system.
They might carry onin rags; still there would exist aways
a group affecting elegance and superiority, preserving
their jargon, establishing their internal freemasonry, ex-
cluding the unwanted aspirant, admitting for a brief space
and according to the accepted caprice of the moment
such outsiders as himself. He had no illusions; so few
illusions, that he did not even despise himself for being
there. He had wanted to see the cream of English so-
ciety from the inside; well, he had seen it. He would
not want to se it again, and it would afford him but
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the very dightest amusement to eude their pursuit in
future.

Anything but fatuous, he could not help being unpleas-
antly aware of the interest taken in him by the duches
At first she had merely given him histurn of flattery; had
played theimpresario—"Fancy, Sir Adam, Mr . Anquetil
was left behind by his ship for a whole winter in the
Arctic Circle, and lived in a show-hut on nothing but
biscuits'; had tried to make him talk; had asked him to
tell them how he got the scar on his cheek; then, thinking
she had awarded him enough attention, had mercifully
passed on to somebody dse; but at a given moment, as
she drolled down the herbaceous border with him after
tea, he had felt that she suddenly ceasd to regard him
as an exhibit and began to think of him asa man. He had
felt it as definitely asthough he had heard an audible click.
He had been gazing at her in wonderment, fascinated by
theincredibly foolish flow of remarks that she was pouring
forth, and she had happened to look up at him, catching
his eyes fixed upon her. Thereafter, and much to his em-
barrassment, her manner had changed towards him;
subtly she had suggeted—oh, not by a word—that some
understanding exised between them. Thank goodness,
he had been very careful. He had not played up to her in
any way. The lag thing that he, Leonard Anquetil,
wanted was an entanglement with a lady of fashion. He
was not the man to play tame cat to any woman. But the
incident, if incident it could be called, had suggested vari-
ous speculations to his surprisingly unsuspicious mind, and
he had looked with a fresh eye full of an amused curiosity
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at hisfdlow-guests With fashionable gossp he was utterly
unfamiliar, thereforehe must observe and deduct for him-
df if he was to arrive at any discoveries. 'Fast'—he
remembered that he had heard this particular st called
'fast.”> Outwar dly, he must admit, they behaved with per-
fect correctness. Although they were all upon terms of
easy intimacy, and although he imagined that they were
in the habit of meeting constantly in each other's houses
throughout the year, even the practice of Christian names
did not appear to be very general amongs them; the
women, naturally called each other by their Christian
names, but such was by no means the rule between the
men and the women. Indeed, he would have said that a
good deal of formality was observed. Yet, once his very
fleeting and contemptuous interest had been aroused, he
had become constous of many undercurrents whose
sgnificance he was unable to disentangle. Half-smiles
and flickersof confederacy; hefelt acutely that hewasthe
only outsder in a company of which every member was
privy to the origin, devdopments, and existing state of
itscomplications. Hewonder ed how many faux pashe had
committed, and hoped he had committed a great many.
His flow-guess hefelt sure, were far too well informed
ever to commit one in the whole course of their careers.

Why on earth, he aked himsdf, returning to actuality,
had he accepted the duchess’ invitation to gtay till after
luncheon?

Then he remembered: the children. He liked young
people, and furthermore he had been curious to se this
household left to itsdf, when the flock of macaws and
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magpies had retreated. He began tolook forward to lunch-
ing alone with the duchess and the boy and girl. He had
been put next to the girl yesterday, and although he had
not been able to get many words out of her, he had been
interested by the Shy, trapped look in her eyes The boy,
too—a handsome, angry boy. There was a resemblance
between the brother and sgter. But that was only youth,
he thought; they would very soon be brokenin. The pres-
sure on them would be too strong. What dse could be
expected of them? He lay in his comfortable bed, and
allowed thewar m luxurious slence of Chevron to snk into
hisbones.

T H E duchess a0 lying in bed, was thinking pleasantly
of Leonard Anquetil. It was now some months snce she
had begun to tell Harry Tremaine that she was tired of
him, and she was wondering whether Anquetil would
make a good subgtitute. But could she force Anquetil on
her acquaintances? Yes, surdy—they might grumble, but
she knew she was a power: they would tolerate any of her
whims, even if they jibbed at first. (That Anquetil himsalf
might decline to conform never entered her head.) She
was glad she had asked him to Chevron. He was rather a
rough diamond; he had led a terriblelife, poor boy, and
it mugt be a nice change for him (after that ice-hut) to
come to a comfortable house and enjoy the society of
civilised people. It was nice to give people a treat. Lucy
was filled with a sudden benevolence. She could make
Anquetil very happy. She would spoil him. She was sure
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he had never been to the Opera; or, at least, only in the
gallery. She was sure he had no cuff-links; or only bone
ones. True, he did not shine in conversation, but then, in
compensation, he had the kind of personality that made
you conscious al| the time of his presence; nor was he good-
looking, though he reminded her rather of one of the
pictures upstairs—not at all a modern face; that, in itself,
had a certain distinction; she must ask Sebastian which
picture it was, so that she might instance it, if anyone
made derogatory remarks. He was very dark, even sallow,
with two puffs of frizzy black hair standing out from
either temple, bright black eyes, and a sword-cut running
from chin to ear. A startling face; pocked, moreover, by
little blue freckles, where a charge of gunpowder had ex-
ploded, as though an amateur tattooist had gone mad and
had made freckles with his needle instead of making an
anchor, or a monogram, or crossed cutlasses, whatever it
might be. It would increase her reputation for originality
if she calmly imposed Anquetil upontheworld, herworld,
as her lover. "Amant de coeur,” she murmured, stretching
her limbs between the linen sheats and forgetting her
original impulse of benevolence.

LUcy seldom came down until luncheon, but this morning
she wandered into the garden at midday, a lacy parasol
slanting between her fair head and the sun. The silence
of the house oppressed her, nor had she been able to find
Anquetil either in the solar or in the library, and, spoilt,
she was already out of temper at not having found him
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where she had expected to find him. Her heds made
litde round marks as she sauntered across the turf. Miss
Wace watched her from an upper window, with feglings
compounded of resentment and adoration. How neat the
duchess looks this morning, to be sure, she reflected, in
that tailor-made which shows off her figure to such ad-
vantage, and which indicates that she is going to London,
after the muslins of Sunday; but still she keeps the country
touch in her parasol, and has perched no hat as yet on the
curves of her coiffure. Miss Wace, who herself affected a
dress of heliotrope serge with a stiff petersham belt, and
who scraped her hair angrily back from her ears, lived in
a constant dilemma between disapproval of Lucy's frivol-
ity, and rapturous fascination before her femininity. She
never could grow accustomed to this being who at one
moment would goad one into such a paroxysm of indigna-
tion as could culminate only in giving one€s immediate
notice, and who next moment would charm oneinto such a
state of subjection that one would gladly have sat up all
night, boiling hot milk against the hour when a tired
Lucy would be pleased to go to bed. Some people, thought
Miss Wace, working herself up, think that everything is
permitted them; for although she found great satisfaction
in formulas she had never quite arrived at the formula that
everybody imposes their own valuation. It was impossible
to take serious exception to anything the duchess said, she
thought now, as she watched Lucy twirling her parasol, a
coloured butterfly flitting across the grass, impossible to be
really offended; but then again she remembered how
Lucy had flown at her for something that was really not
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her fault, and she decided that sooner or later the day
must come when she would pack her boxes and go.
"There is such a thing as Sdf-regect,” was one of her
favourite phrases In her heart of hearts she knew perfectly
well that she would ceese to exis—would peter out—away
from the thrilling and dangerous excitement of Lucy's
proximity; and beddes, she knew equally well that she
would never bring hersdf to leave a house where the
King came so often. "1 am not a shob, my dear," shewas
fond of confidingto an intimatefriend; " | pride mysdf on
that, 1 smply don't know the meaning of snobbishness |
am indeed a Republican and proud of it," and it wasonly
with a great show of reluctance that she could be induced
to dexcribe the latest royal visit. " Such a terrible lot of
extra work it means for me," she would sigh, and then
she would go on to relate how she mugt look into every
detail, even to seding that the strip of red drugget was
properly laid across the court and the Royal Standard
ready to be subgtituted for the ordinary flag on the tower.
"You would think the servants by now were accustomed
to this sort of thing—six vigts we had, | think, last year—
but would you bedlieve it, something is always forgotten.”
It was fair to assume, however, that there were compensa-
tions for her extra trouble, for upon the left sde of her
thin and Republican bosom hung a mauve enamel watch
from a true lover's knot of mauve enamel ribbon. "I
have to wear it face outwards," she would explain, "be-
cause of the initials on the back. So silly. Such a pity. It
would have been so much nicer plain,” and then she
would turn the watch over and display the interlaced



52 The Edwardians

E.R. VI, and the crown on the back. " Of course | don't
likeit," shewould say, "but it's agood little timekeeper,
and so | wear it." In point of fact everybody knew that it
was not a good littletimekeeper at all, but gained about
an hour a day.

Lucy disappeared round the corner of the house and
Miss Wace went severely back to her accounts. Lucy was
not looking for Anquetil, or at any rate she did not ac-
knowledge to herself that she was; she was merely stroll-
ing in the garden. But she found Anquetil where she
least expected hi m—in the summer-housetalkingto Viola.
The summer-house served as an outdoor schoolroom; the
wallswere scribbled over with sumsand childish drawings,
the table-edge carved into scollops by an idle penknife.
Annoyance surged up in Lucy, which she rapidly attrib-
uted to the fact that Violawas|ooking so plain. Accord-
ing to Lucy's idess, the child was looking her very worst,
for Lucy liked her hair to be frizzed out and tied with a
large black bow, aso she liked her to wear girlish frocks,
fussed over with little ruches and trimmings; but to-day
Viola's hair was straight and deek, and lay like black
satin against her forehead, making her small face yet paler
and more oval; aso she wore a severe red dress, which in
Lucy's opinion became her not at all. Her hair was curled
yesterday, thought Lucy, and the weather is dry; she
must have been putting water on it. Lucy, with her taste
for fidgety ornament and the feminine graces of the
piquante woman, was incapable of appreciating her
daughter's smooth line and glossy delicacy. The child
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had good eyes she admitted that; and there was some
thing to be said for her winged eyebrows, that always
looked as though they had been brushed over with oil;
but why mugt she be as pale as a saint and do her hair
like the Madonna?

Both Anquetil and Viola looked up as the duchess came
round the corner, for she threw a shadow between them
and the sun. Lucy knew instantly that she wasin the way.
This small circumstance increased her annoyance beyond
all measure; she might have forgiven another woman, say
Sylvia Roehampton, for engaging Anquetirs attention so
eagly and lightly in the summer-house with the dragon-
flies darting over theflowersin the sunk garden, for then
ghe could have entered into rivalry with the other woman
and they would both have begun to spar with weapons
whose use they well understood; but Viola she could not
forgive for having crept into AnquetiPs confidence, so to
geak, by the back door. It was because Viola was a
child, of course, that Anquetil had unbent to her, he who
had sood so on his guard from Saturday to Monday.
Innocence had succeeded where skill had failed. But she
pretended to be surprised to s him there, and said,
"Dear me, Mr. Anquetil! Why, | thought you were still
degping off the effects of your bridge lag night. What a
lovely morning, isn't it? | so enjoy a little quiet walk
before luncheon. | do hope, Viola, you haven't been bor-
ing Mr. Anquetil. And what about your lessons my dear
child? Surely you ought to have been doing thoss? Why,
the table is littered with your books What will Miss
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Watkins sy? | mugt really take you away, Mr. Anquetil,
and let Viola go on with her lessons or the poor child will
get into trouble—I always wonder whether MissWatkins
isn't a little too strigt, but one doesn't likeio interfere too
often; governeses have their own methods, haven't they?
and it's scarcdy fair to make them fed one doen't trust
them."

Anquetil had been waiting for a chance to speak, and
now he took it. " That's quite all right, duchess | am the
culprit. | sqguared Miss Watkins, on condition that | might
tell Viola gories till luncheon. | explained that it would be
good for her geography. And it has hasn't it, Viola?
What she doexn't know now about the Orinoco isn't worth
knowing. That's theway to learn geography,” he went on,
seeing that Lucy was about to speak; "talk to somebody
who's been there ingead of learning paragraphs out of a
repulsive little primer like this. Or spend an hour with a
glove. Now you, duchess couldn't tell me what places
you would passthrough if you drew a lineround theworld
onthelatitudeof Madrid. Try!"

The duchess was amazed; this was a very different
Anquetil from the hard, unwilling man she had tried to
lioniss and whom she had thought she might eventually
conquer. He sparkled; he was laughing at her. Viola
watched them both, between alarm and fascination.
Anquetil's presence gave her an extraordinary support;
she knew, somehow, that her mother would not loe her
temper before him. Afterwards . . . but her mother was
going to London after luncheon, and by the end of the
week, when she came back, she would have forgotten.
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LUCY intercepted Sebagtian in thelibrary before luncheon.
She put on her fondling manner, smoothing back his hair
in the way he particularly didiked. Suave though she was,
he knew that something had occurred to put her in anill-
humour; he knew, too, that her first remarks were but a
preliminary towhat shereally wanted to say. So hewas not
aurprised when she finally said, " Oh, by the way, about
Mr. Anquetil. . ." Which picture upstairs, she wanted to
know, was s0 like Mr. Anquetil? She had been too lazy
to go upgairs and look for it. But Sebagian knew the
pictures so much better than she did. He knew so much
more about Chevron altogether. Which pictdte was it?
Anugly man, Mr . Anquetil; but not an entirely uninterest-
ing face—didn't Sebastian agree?—that funny scar, those
funny blue freckles, those funny puffs of hair. Not a modern
face. He might be hanging among all those historical
Tudor portraits in the Brown Gallery, all in the same
frames, with their names written on fetoons swooping
from corner to corner: Drake, Howard, Raleigh—which
was it? " No particular picture” said Sebagtian; "hés like
any Elizabethan sailor." " Any Elizabethan pirate," said
Lucy. "Mogt Elizabethan silors were pirates” said
Sebagtian. Lucy laughed her mog slvery laugh, the laugh
that had made several men bdieve that she understood
what they said.

Lucy had arranged in her own mind that Anquetil should
accompany her to London, but to her intense irritation
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this plan was thwarted, not by Viola, but by Sebastian,
who surprisingly proposed that Anquetil should come for
a ride with him in the afternoon and take an evening
train. Sebagtian had never been known to do such a thing
before—usually he did nothing but express his impatience
that everyone should clear out of Chevron as early as
possble—so that his mother's dismay was equalled only
by her asonishment. She was now filled by the unpleasant
suspicion that she hersdf was de trop, and that Anquetil,
no less than her own children, looked forward to the hour
of her departure, when they might all three be left alone
together. Still, she doted too much upon Sebagtian to
resent even the consequences of anything he might do; if
scapegoat there mug be, that scapegoat should be Viola.
Should shetakeViolato London with her? she wonder ed;
pretending to hersdf that she would then have the girl
handy if shewanted a safety-valvefor her ill-humour—for
thus far she could be frank with hersdf—but refusng to
acknowledgethat her real wish wasto prevent any growth
of the companionship between Anquetil and Viola. Then
she decided that it would be too much of a bore to have
Viola in London. She felt uneasy sometimes under the
girl's unspoken criticism, and in London, she knew, the
house would befull of peopleat all hoursof the day, people
at whom the girl would glance once before going out of
the room—Iet them gtay together; she washed her hands
of Anquetil; fool that she had been, even to have thought
of him! She would take Wacey with her instead. Still,
shehad been baffled; shetook the thought away to L ondon
with her, asirritating as a gonein the shoe
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THEY rode, all three of them, with the two dogs, that
afternoon, and Anquetil found himself happy and at ease
in the society of the two young creatures. More than that:
he felt himself exhilarated, as he seldom was, save in the
anticipation of some new adventure. He was approaching
that age when the contemplation of the very young is
in itself a source of wistful happiness; that is to say,
he was nearing forty—twenty-two years older than
Viola, twenty years older than Sebastian. Necessarily
in good condition, thanks to the arduous life he
had aways led, he was yet aware of a difference be-
tween his own austere fitness and their simple animal
spirits. If he enjoyed their opening gallop, it was partly
because it undid the softness of two full days in London,
and could be put down to the credit of his account with
bodily health, but for them it was no more than a natural
expresson of exuberance, as they loosed their horses and
tore, racing each other, up the valley, wildly waving their
caps and shouting at one another as they raced neck-to-
neck up the final lap between the banks of bracken. Side
by sde they sat their horses waiting for him to come up
with them, a great view of fields and distant hills opening
behind them, but he dackened his pace into atrot, for he
liked to look at them and thought that he should carry
away for ever this image of the two sitting so gay and slen-
der in the clearing of the bracken, with the English view
behind them and their horses pawing the turf, and Sarah
and Henry stretched panting on the ground. They re-
minded him of a picture by Charles Furse. It seemed to
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Anquetil that he caught a moment exactly at its passing.
Earlier in the morning he had thought of Chevron as a
dead thing, an anachronism, an exquisite survival, and
his democratic instincts had brought a slightly sardonic
imile to hislips;,' now he modified his conception, and
smiled again, but this time he adso sighed for the passing
of something so characteristic, sointrinsically real, and so
gracious. It must go, he thought, go with all its absurd
paraphernalia of servants and luxury; but in its going it
would carry with it much that was dignified, traditional,
and—though he laughed at the word—elegant. His opin-
ions turned over, and he felt suddenly regretful as a man
of letters might feel at the debasing of literature, or as a
lover of dogs might fed at the coarsening of the greyhound.
An anachronism certainly, but many fine things were
anachronisms, most indeed; he would like to raise the wall
round the park, and keegp Chevron with all its inhabitants
as a national museum, but then they should never change
or grow older, least of all Sebastian and Viola; all should
be transformed into a palace of Sleeping Beauty, only
they should not be touched as with a deep of death, but
should moveimmortal about their immemorial activities.
For his own part, he felt convinced that he would never
se Chevron again; the incident would be isolated in his
life; he was too active for England ever to hold him long
and already he had other plansin preparation, but the
short incursion into this strangely segregated world had
surprisingly enriched him, as one is enriched by any
experience one had believed to be entirely outside the
scope of one€'s sympathies, and which unexpectedly ac-
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quires a life of its own in a new reach of onés compre-
hension.

| F ANQUETIL had been surprised at himself for remaining
at Chevron till after luncheon, and then still more sur-
prised at his acceptance of Sebagtian's invitation to remain
until the evening, how much more and finally surprised
was he to find himself agreeing to remain until the follow-
ing mor ning! But hewasnow nolonger the duchess’ guest;
he was Sebadian's and Viola's. He was no longer a mem-
ber of a house-party, an outsider, an onlooker, alternately
bored, contemptuous, and amused; he was one of a happy
trio, light-hearted in the absence of the grown-ups. He had
noticed the change that came over the two children (for as
children he regarded them) as soon as their mother had
left the house. She had gone in a flurry of cushions hand-
bags, dug-coats, dozens of little unnecessary things that
had to be carried out by hand and sowed away on the
back seat of the brougham; the servants had scurried like
rabbits, everything ssemed to have been forgotten at the
last minute; Button and Miss Wace had been harried and
chivied, the former remaining commendably imperturba-
ble, the latter getting visbly flustered, for tears came into
her eyes her noseturnedred, and shedived for a handker -
chief into the pocket concealed in her petticoat; poor Miss
Wace looked remarkably plain, with a flat tweed cap on
her head and a long dust-coat of brown hoUand. Over the
whole soene of departure hung the probability that the
duchess would miss the train. Anquetil reflected that he
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could have departed for the South Pole with less agitation.
Off she had gone at last, alone in the brougham, while
Button and Miss Wace followed, jerking and swaying,
in the noisy wagonptte. " Back on Saturday!" shehad cried
to the children through the window; and " Perhaps | shall
find you still here" shehad cried to Anquetil, who was not
sure whether he ought to regard this as irony or as an
invitation. So he had smiled and shaken his head, but the
duchess was already engaged in rescuing a dipping par cel
and next moment the brougham had carried her beyond
the reach of any answer. Anquetil was glad to have wit-
nessad the whole of this little comedy; he liked seeing how
other people lived, provided he was not obliged to follow
their example. "Now!" said Sebagtian; and Anquetil
knew that only his natural good manners prevented him
from adding a great deal more.

What charming children they both were, he reflected,;
natural, unspoilt, and so good tolook at. Smple? Hewould
not go so far as to say that, though they were certainly
smple in what he called the right way; that is to say,
they were easly amused, laughed readily, and enjoyed the
pleasures of their physical well-being. Anquetil, who held
definite views, did not like young people to be blase, and
blase thexe two were not, though they had certainly had
enough to make them . But ample? He came back to
that quegtion and thankfully decided that he might reject
theword. He had not much use for exaggerated simplicity,
except in the men with whom he pursued the adventure
of his perilous voyages These men, however, knew nothing
of him beyond his qualities as a cheerful, resourceful, and
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reliable companion; it was a curious relationship, in
whichavery specia kind of intimacy, begotten of common
hardship and necessity, was allied to complete ignorance
of one another's private life and character. Anquetil
reserved that relationship for those men, of whom he
scarcely knew whether he was fond or not. From other
people, in the rare intervals of hfe in England—which he
thought of amost as life on dry land—he demanded some-
thing different. He would not have wasted his time over
Sebastian had he felt that Sebastian could be summed up
asayoung aristocrat, charming because his breeding made
him so, and very little dse except the dash of romance
which he could scarcely avoid, and which he owed to his
birth, his wealth, his youth, and his persona good looks.
This dash of obvious romance, indeed, had almost sufficed
to prejudice Anquetil against the boy from the start.
Even the additional qualities of agood landlord, of agood
country gentleman in fact, inherited but respect-worthy,
would not have added much to Sebastian's interest in
AnguetiPs eyes He would have taken such qualities for
granted; and, asit happened, had been given an opportu-
liity of observing them for himself, for after their gallop
they had ridden over to several farms and cottages under-
going improvement or repair, where Anquetil had re-
corded Sebadtian's easy manner with his tenants and his
evident familiarity with their affairs. So far so good, but it
was not enough. On such attributes, Sebastian might be
comfortably pigeon-holed with other young men in an
equally fortunate position, and dismissed from AnquetiPs
mind. But, fully expecting to arrive at some such conclu-
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sion, he had watched the boy, and still had found his
expectation unsatisfied. This colt was not really broken
to the bridle; perhaps never would be. Though, to be sure,
he might carry his rider tamely for a year or more before
bucking him off.

Moreover, Anquetil, who was sengitive in such things,
had discerned in Sebastian that day something which he
took to be a specia wildness. Of course, he knew the boy
so little that it was difficult for him to gauge the shade
between his usual manner and some extra, suppressed
excitement. Nevertheless, he could not rid himself of the
idea that the boy had just passed through, or was actually
passing through, some definite crisis. He speculated
vaguely as to what this crisis might be, only to come in
vexation to the conclusion that it could be nothing but a
love-affair. As Anquetil arrived at this conclusion, Sebas-
tian dropped by severd points in his eyes Anquetil was
not interested in love-affairs. He had had too much ex-
perience of their deadly sameness. He could not forgive
them for being, at one and the same time, so promising
and then so monotonous. They were to him but an ex-
pense of spirit in a waste of boredom; and the sooner
they were over the better; so he thought. By this time he
was disposed to rate Sebastian as a commonplace young
man. Poor Sebastian, he thought, condemned by the very
circumstance of his situation to be nothing more, ever,
than a commonplace young man; as commonplace as a
king; for even his rebellions, were he to rebel, must be on
ordained lines; there was nothing for him to rebel against,
except his own good fortune, and that was a thing he
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never could evade. His wealth was secure—though Anque-
til had but the vaguest ideas about entail—his house was
secure, this mellow, majestic Chevron; and as for his
great name he must carry it to the grave; all these things
were tied on to him like so many tin cans to the tail of a
poor cat. With them went the romance of his whole
make-up. Poor Sebastian, condemned to be romantic;
condemned always to be romantically commonplace!
What were the wild oats of such a young man? An inevi-
table crop, sown by his bad godmother at his christening.
Not sown even by his own hand, but anticipated on his
behalf. Poor Sebastian, his traditions were not only in-
herited, they were also prophetic. They stretched both
ways. It was an unfair handicap.

Anquetil was not changing for dinner; he was merely
washing. This state of affairs had been brought about by
Sebastian, who, as they returned from their ride, had said,
"Look here—don't let's change—it's such a lovely eve-
ning—we'll go out after dinner.” Viola had concurred.
Anquetil had realised with amusement that in this sugges
tion lay a whole implication of daring innovation. He
knew, quite well that had Sebastian and Violabeen dining
alone together in their mother's absence they would have
changed for dinner in each other's company as scrupu-
lously as in the company of thirty guests. He knew also
that in his own alien presence Sebastian found an incite-
ment for such an act of unconventionally. And he was
proportionately amused. But, unaccustomed to the ways
of such houses as Chevron, he had not realised the fiill
daring of Sebastian's innovation until he met the butler
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in the library and detected the quick glance at his tweed
jacket followed by a quick, almost imperceptible, glance
at the clock. He gave a tribute of admiration to Vigeon's
tact. No one, he thought, but a butler reared in such
Chevronesque traditions could have conveyed so subtly,
so delicately, the suggestion that it was time for him to go
and dress. Animpulse of explanationrosein him, instantly
and mischievously checked. "His Grace,” he felt im-
pelled to say, "told me not to change," but just for the
pleasure of disconcerting Vigeon he refrained in time from
sayingit. He preferred to let Vigeon think that he, Anque-
til, the scallywag adventurer that her Grace had been
pleased to pick up somewhere, did not know how to be-
have. At that moment he heard the quick patter of Sarah
and Henry on the boards, and Sebastian entered the
library, still inhisshirt and riding-breeches.

DURING dinner, Anquetil revised his view of Sebastian,
reverting to his second impression. He suspended criticism;
he allowed himself to fall under the spell of the boy's
charm. Vigeon and his trained myrmidons waited on
them, and Anquetil had the pleasure of feeling Vigeon's
disapproval pricking at him through every nerve. Vigeon
held him responsible; responsible not only for Sebastian's
unwonted attire—the outward and visible sign, thought
Anquetil, of aninward and spiritual emancipation, for he
had already, if aimost unconsciously, arranged for himself
the place of mentor in Sebastian's spiritual life—but also
for Sebastian's unwonted discourse and lack of reserve.
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Not that Sebastian talked much himself, but that he
forced him, Anquetil, to talk. Sebastian lounged there,
at the top of the table, in the small dining-room where his
ancestors had entertained Drake and Frobisher, Pope and
Dryden—as attested by the portraits that hung on the
walls,—Sebastian lounged there, in his blue shirt, dallying
with aglass of wine, ridiculously handsome and romantic,
enticing Anquetil to talk of things he never talked of: his
piercing up tropical rivers, his stagnation among ice-
floes, until Anquetil (losing his head a little under the
influence of wine and historical portraits, and aso of
Sebadtian's personality, lounging there, half callow boy
and half patron), expanded as he never expanded either
to his intimate friends or to flattering women. He could
not explain, satisfactorily to himself, why he thus expanded
to Sebastian's drawing out. Was it something atavistic in
himself, he wondered, that responded to the potential
patron? By Gad, he said, looking at the silent portrait of
Frobisher, is it possible that | want Sebastian to finance
my next enterprise? His relation to Sebastian became sud-
denly too complicated for human disentanglement. Was
it sdf-interested, or disinterested? Was it cynical, or
impartial? Was it half-mischievous, or wholly benevolent?
Did he want to confuse the boy, or to free him, or merely
to make use of him? Were his motives pure, or mixed?
Were motives not aways mixed? Why, anyhow, had he
become so preoccupied with Sebastian? Bah, he said to
himself, he might be useful to me; and next he said
to himself, It would serve his mother right if | coaxed
him away from all this; and lastly he said to himself, |
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like the boy, and if | can save him from wasting himsalf
I will.

Viola contributed very little to the conversation, and
only once or twicedid Anquetil turn asde to wonder what
was going on in he*head. He had not noticed Viola much,
beyond regigering briefly that shewas at the dim, swaying
age of girlhood, as tremulous as a plant in a stream. It
was an age that had its own loveiness but AnquetiPs
appreciation was impersonal; his taste in women was for
something more sophigticated. Not for women of fashion;
no! remembering the duchess But there were deep, wise
women, with whom he could talk; women who knew life;
those were the women that Anquetil liked.

It was Sebagtian's suggestion that they should go up on
to the roof.

Heshut Sarah and Henry into thelibrary, and, taking a
candle, led the way. Anquetil was moved by this vison of
the boy passing, candle in hand, through the shadows and
lendours of hisinheritance. For the great rooms had lain
in darkness till the candle disturbed them; the great rooms
of date, that were never used now, but preserved their
ancient furnishings, their gldings and vedvets, and
samdal in the light of the candle to flutter still with alife
that had but barely departed from them. Such illumina-
tion wasfar more suggestive than thelight of day, by which
Anquetil had first seen them. Then, the slver tripods, the
portraits, the tapestry, the long, polished floors, had
good out plainly visble, silent and mationless, with no
mysery attaching to them—nothing except the very
obvious interest of their age, their survival, their sate of
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preservation, and their intrinsic beauty. As dead as a
museum, Anquetil had thought, in the resistant mood
that then possessad him. He had looked, he had admired,
but it had been a dutiful admiration; he had not been
touched. Now, he saw the old rooms quiver in the uncer-
tain light thus unexpectedly imported, and learnt that
some things gained through being indistinctly seen, things
that were too delicate and frail to stand the full truth of
day. For not seeing is half-believing. That he should
make such an admission was a proof that he had travelled
along way since the 