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NOTE

FANNY BY GASLIGHT isanovel, with wholly imaginary plot and
characters. But becauseit is specificaly dated and the events
mainly take place in London, care has been taken to maintain
period-accuracy and to give invention a basis of fact.

The institutions and soenes presented as characteristic of
London night-life at the daies in question are entirely
fictitious as regards locality and in detailed description. But
little is made to occur which, in some form or somewhere,
did not actualy teke place. Similarly one or two of the
characters, in themsdvesimaginary, have life-stories borrowed
and blended from those of red people. The manner of

and the dang used are so far as possible in period; and
although liberties have been taken with London topography
(for example there was never a Panton Passsge a basin off
the New River or aLarne Circle) Fanny's London isinnocent
of anachronisms.

Differences in style between the various sections are
deliberate. The first section and the last, which tell a tae
of our own days, are written as the author wished to write
them. Parts One and Three of Fanny's story are told by her
in the first person but written by Warbeck in the nineteen-
thirties; they are therefore modern as to narrative, but "period”
as to conversation. Part Two of Fanny's story, told in the
first person by Harry Somerford, is more nearly period
throughout, because it purports to read as a contemporary
account of events which took place during the eighteen-
seventies.

M.S



INTRODUCING FANNY HOOPER

NOW THAT he had started her remembering, recollections—
like flotsam on a river in sudden sae—came dancing,
gliding, bobbing and bumping across her reluctant mind.
Some in themsdves were pleasant, even lovely—her first
visit to the Crystal Pdace and the new tartan dress she wore;
mammas prune-mould, with whipped cream piled in the
centre, overflowing, and dribbling down the smooth, purple-
black flutings of the outside; the brooch from Mr. Seymore;
mammas story told in the firelight of the Becketts parlour,
and the picture it conjured of a strip of golden sand, of rocks
warm in the sunshine and of the deep blue-green of a hidden
pool; "Vandra' or water-sprite; the discovery of Andrew;
the happy carefree days at Aughton; dear staunch old Chunks;
the pagan luxury of "Florizel Thirteen"; and finally the climax
of them all—that brief enchanted life with Harry, and the joy
of loving and serving him and seeing his eyes smile.

It seamed that after Harry went she had known no real
happiness, nor hoped for it; but had been thankful for such
intervals of surface contentment, security and excitement, as
fortune brought her. Of contentment there had been little
eiiough; of security, thanks to Kitty Cairns and deaf kindly
little Ferraby, what should have been sufficient; of excitement
(es if excitement mattered!) plenty and to spare. . . . Some
memories, if memories you wanted, were pleasant enough.
Others however were horrible—things she had striven and
striven to forget and at last forgotten—only now to recall
them again, as vividly as though they had never been hunted
from her mind.

Why had this man Warbeck asked her to remember? Why
had she consented? "Don't beafool, Fanny" shetold hersdlf.

1



2 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

"Y ou must have money and he will get you money—just for
remembering.”

But while half of her approved the commonsense asirrefut-
able, the other half fought desperately againg the encroaching
shadows of the past. She hated the past, whether it had been
avedt or bitter; she was done with the sort of life she had
known, amost done with life atogether. Here in Les
Yvelines she had found peace for the few years left to her.
And he had destroyed it. No—interrupted it only. She
could change her mind, tell him that on second thoughts . . .
If she now refused to do what he asked, refused even to think
of anything but the daily nothings of her quiet retreat, that
peace would come again. "Without money?' queried the
tart voice of commonsense; and to that question no heroic
answer came.

She was lying in awicker chair on a sort of covered plat-
form in a corner of the garden at the Hotel de la Boule d'Or.
It was early afternoon and very hot. The untidy grass was
drenched in sunlight and the rambler-roses fell in a matted
curtain between the dazzle without and the degp dhede in
which she sat. There was hardly a sound near a hand, save
the burring of a solitary grasshopper in the sunlit garden and
an occasond rustlein the pile of leaveswhich lay behind
her againg the penthouse-wall. From beyond the buildings
came the noise of a lorry grinding down the street, then
fadingin thedistance. Theold woman lay very still. A cdt,
full length on a window-ledge a little to her right, lay very
still dso. The hotel ssemed to be adesp; the little town
samed to be adeep.

* * * * *

Segp came easly—and not only on hot summer afternoons
—to the threadbare town of Les Yvelines-la-Carriere. Half-
way between Versailles and the western fringe of what used
to be called the He de France, it lay at the foot of an escarg-
ment which marked the boundary of one of the more westerly
of the chain of forests surrounding suburban Paris. Thus to
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the eed of Les Yvdines and partly to the south, rose a deep,
treecrowned ridge, while flat fidds and marshy meadows
dretched west and north.

The place was very poor. Apart from a saw-mill, in forlorn
competition with better equipped rivals for favours of the
Eaux et Foréts, no industry survived; for the great quarry
which gave the town half its name had been abandoned many
years ago, and was now a snisger amphitheatre draped with
weads and ivy, scogped out of the hillsde and aready half-
hidden by encroaching trees  The inhabitants, therefore,
lived on agriculture; collected for sde fallen timber, ofpes
wild srawberries and lilies of the valley from adjacent aress of
the foregt; and thus contrived to live a frugal, apathetic life in
a place which—though bardy forty miles from Paris—was
seamingly forgotten.

For not even the dubious bendfits of tourism came plentifully
to Les Yvdines though it had things to show as good—or
which would have been as good, with money to spend on
repairs and advertisng—as many far more famous places
Once it good on a high road; but in those days mators were
garce and travdlers made careful calculations about train
journeys. Then, in the nineteen-twenties, a new big motor-
road was driven axross the plain to northward, which misssd
LesYvdines (awkwardly hidden under thebarrier of hills) by
gx miles, and took itstourigs with it. Now only very deter-
mined lovers of antiquity or persons genuindy in search of
glitude found their way to Les Yvdines—with reaults
ddightful to such as hate motoring sghtssars but sadly un-
favourable to the town's economy.

The Boule d'Or—except for a squalid tavern near the
dation (avery minor gation on a branch-lineand a mile from
the towny—was the only hotd Les Yvdines posssssad. 1t was
an old-etablished house whose age was now more evident
than its etablishedness  But although the widow Bonnet had
neither cash nor incentive to "modernisg’, she maintained
with the subborn pride of a true ménagére the sandard of
her ample cooking and the comfort of her beds, and saw to
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the casual but adequate sweeping of her tall, carpetless and
sparsely-furnished rooms.

On this hot June afternoon the Boule d'Or showed no more
sign of life to the street than to the garden. The flat four-
storey facade, once grey-washed, now cracked and streaked
with brown and deeper grey, rose sheer from the narrow
pavement. On the ground floor the rusty paintless shutters
were closed; before the main door hung a curtain of striped
canvas, which, being only a year old, seemed unsuitably
blatant initsvivid colouring. Two dusty treesin tubs, placed
on the doorstep, threw into aimost vulgar relief the green and
orange brilliance of their back-drop. The name of the hotel,
in spaced letters of tarnished gilt, clung unsteadily to the wall
under the second storey windows.

The street in which the hotel stood was the main street
of Les Yvelines, inasmuch as it prolonged from the south the
one-time turnpike, debouched into the irregular space in
front of the church, turned the left flank of that beautiful but
crumbling building and, crossing a wide square bordered with
low houses, divided by a stream and centred by a walled pond,
passed out through an untidy suburb toward the station and
the new arterial road.

It was called Rue Neuve, which—considering there was
not a house in it of later date than the mid-eighteenth century
and many far older—bore pathetic testimony to the longevity
of the town, and emphasised, a little distressingly, its decayed
old age.

* % * * %

Into the empty silence of this Rue Neuve broke, first the
chuff-chuff of a small car and then the car itself—a little Peu-
geot, driven by a coatless young man in a beret. At his side
sat a girl with a mop of yellow hair. The car came from the
direction of the church and slowed uncertainly as the street
narrowed. Theyoung man spoke to his companion, gesturing
with one hand toward the hotel. Shedid not troubleto follow
his gesture, but merely smiled. Her eyes were heavy with
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contentment, and the amile said: Anything you like. | don't
care

The car sopped at the Boule d'Or and the young man got
out. He wore pale trousers with a bdt, a white anglet and
canvas shoes  Pushing the gaudy curtain adde, he sepped
into the shadows of the hall. The girl st mationless in the
car, gazing in front of her, ssaing nothing. In a few minutes
theman retur ned accompanied by a plump maid in an overall,
who sazed the small suitcase from the dickey and opened the
door for the girl to alight. They disappeared into the hotdl.
Theyoung man got into the car again and droveit dowly into
a tunne-like gateway which at the far end of the hotd-facade
gave aooessto the so-called garage.

Ten minuteslater the old woman in her wicker chair behind
the matted ramblers heard voices in the garden. The sound
was wdcome  Any intrusion of the presat kept reverie at
bay. Lying there aone with the hot slence all about her—
faces hands, rooms, sounds even amdlsfrom the pas crowded
and jogtled intolerably. Now she could kegp them away—if
only for a fev moments—wondering who was coming, per-
haps watching them when they came  Chance was kind. A
young man and a girl with ydlow hair came dowly into view.
They were manifesly French. His arm was round her and
sheleant drowsly againg him. Here and therein the neglected
wilderness of garden good chairs and tables The newv-come's
choeplacesin a patch of shade aorossthe garden from where
the old woman sat but well within her view. The plump maid
brought atray with gasses and siphon, poured menthe-Vittd,
smiled encouragingly and sumped away. The vistors Spped
ther drinks, and then, as though flung together by invisble
hands, were in one another's arms. For a fewv moments they
sat, pressed dose one againg the other.  Then the girl turned
dightly and, with her arms round his neck, did backwards on
to hiskness He bent to her mouth, and as the kiss dung her
arms whitened with the effort of crushing her lover's face
againg her own. When at lagt he raised his head, she let her
armsfall limply, and lay a moment with dosed eyes Her ripe
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wet lips were parted, her breast rose and fell, and one could
amost hear the besting of her heart. He sat looking down at
her, a tiny smile of adoration creasing his lean dark cheeks.
Then he bent again and, lips amost touching hers, whispered
into her mouth. She faintly nodded, lay a second longer in
happy relaxation before swinging herself quickly to her feet.
With a vigorous movement she ran her fingers through the
shining maess of her hair, shook it back and stood Waiting.
The young man rose and picked up the traﬁ. Sde by s
they moved toward the terrace-door of the hotel and passed
out of the old woman's sight. As they passed, the sunshine
lighted the contents of their two glassesto alivid golden green.

She stirred uneasily in her charr. Her ally, the present, had
cruelly and uncannily betrayed her. Those two young things
—s0 much in love, so fiercely happ?/ in the refuge they had
found—might have been phantoms from that portion of the
past she dreaded most. She had not cried for years, yet now
shefelt the tears pricking her eyes. With aveined and wasted
hand she touched the neat white hairs which lay smoothly
under her widow's bonnet. "Oh Harry, Harry... " se
muttered, and her head fell forward on to the pleats which
ridged the bosom of her dress.

* * * * *

An hour or two earlier on this same day—shortly after one
o'clock, to be precise—Gerald Warbeck was egting his lunch
on the bank of one of the severd solitary and reed-grown
etangs which occur here and there in the forest above Les
Yvelines. He had started from the hotel about ten o'clock,
carrying in his rucksack some bread, two dices of galantine,
two tomatoes, a piece of Gruyere and a bottle of Vin Rose.
He wore grey flannel trousers and a short-deeved sports
jumper. A thin linen jacket was tucked into the strap of his
rucksack, and on his head he wore what he pleasad to call a
Panama hat. It was darkish yellow and rigid in its shepdess:
ness. All the same it might have been a Panama, once. It
had belonged to Warbeck's Uncle Oswald.
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Gerald Warbeck was in his early forties. He had a high
colour and reddish hair. Until he reached the shade of the
tress he wore sun-gpectades, and these—perched fiercdy on
his prominent nose under the aggressve brim of Uncle Os
wald's hat—gave him an air of subborn determination.
Actually (as became evident when spectades and Panama were
laid asgde), he was nether subborn nor determined, but a
mild, rather inteligent man who, because he was more inter -
eded in deviations than in conformity, minded his own busi-
ness and wished others would mind theirs.

By trade Warbeck was a book-publisher, who did a little
writing on the 9de. He was sddom shodked by the things
which shocked the British public, but often found either
painful or disgugting things in which that public took delight.
Consequently his tage and theirs were apt not to coincide
Further, his inginct for novdty outran the normal; and he
had not even yet learnt to make alowance for the reaction-
time—seven to ten years—which was common form among
his compatriots when faced with any new idea in the practice
or appreciation of matters of the mind. As a result, he pub-
lished books far ahead of any possble acceptability, failed to
sl them, and was duly chagrined when, years later, his com-
petitors published others of smilar character and got away
with them. Further again, he refused to admit that political
conviction judtified an author in distorting truth or lapsing
from literary integrity—a. prgudice which log him many
opportunities of profit, but in return won him no particular
esteem.

Finally, because he was interested in too many kinds of
things, he could not think day and night of onejob and nothing
ds= and, being one-third author to two-thirds publisher, was
not without sympathy for writers grievances. These short-
comings placed him at a disadvantage vis-a-vis Sngleminded
doggers who knew that gicking to a las meant getting in
fird, and usualy did .

But despite these handicaps, Warbeck made as much of a
living ashewanted, enjoyed asmuch of hiswork asheinclined
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to do, and secured each year a short §pdl of perfect content-
ment by going off on his own and leaving no address

One such spdl was now in progress and to-day, when
after walking seadily for two hoursand a half he had reached
the dang, he placed his sack and gick on a mossy bank, found
a comfortable seat againg a tree-trunk, lit a pre-lunch cigar-
ette, and told himsaf that this indeed was happiness The
e before him had beauty, but also aremaote serenity which
was magically anodyne

The etang was an dongated mere, perhaps half a mile in
length but nowhere more than a hundred yardsin width. It
was pinched to a sort of waig in the middle, where a forest-
track aosed it on a low fint bridge. Bull-rushes, flags and
other reeds grew thickly round the shores and already yelow
iris, flowerswere garring their greenery, over which dragon-
flies of iridescent blue hovered and darted. Beyond the resds
the water was 0 overgrown with floating pond-weed that
dear patches were few. There was no wind in the trees, no
rippleon the surface of the mere. Warbeck sat mationless,
reveling in the dapple of sunshine on the opposte trees, the
swe woodland sméell, above all in the dlence  He fet part
of another world or, if thiswereindeed fairyland asit appeared
to be, that he was dreaming. He wished the dream to con-
tinue and was glad to find that it perdsed, even after he
ground out his cigarette and unpacked hislunch. Only gradu-
ally, as he ate, did actuality sep back into his consdousness
Hewdcomed it, for hefound that he was now ready for it and
prepared to condder its problems with interest. It was as
though his brief excurdon into another sphere had soothed
and refreshed him.

Naturally the first subject to present itself was that of the
remarkable old lady at the Boule d'Or, and the srange pro-
gress of his acquaintance with her.

He had arrived at the Boule d'Or a wesk ago. It wes his
firg vidt to Les Yvdines, a place he had severa timestried to
fit into a preconcaved itinerary, but always been compdled
to miss It was charaderigic of Les Yveines not to march



INTRODUCING FANNY HOOPER 9

with other places on a tourist's route. Everything about it
wes jug a shade awkward; and in nine cases out of ten it had
to be Kipped—as Warbeck had skipped it. This year, how-
ever, he had determined to get there and, to prevent any
possibility of deflection, would make it hisfirst objective after
Paris Eventually he had driven out from the city in a taxi,
which he had picked up near the Montpar nasse Station after a
brief and heart-breaking sudy of the available train service

And aready he had sayed a wesk.

Certainly the place had judtified itsdf. The hotd wes just
the kind of hoted he most enjoyed—out at dbows and a little
uncertain as to sanitation, but with the faded dignity of a
house with traditions, an easy friendliness of direction, excd-
lent food and drink, and the sort of fundamental peace which
at times he feared had altogether vanished from the world.

The town was no less rewarding, with its knot of narrow
dreds its jumble of andent housss propped crazily one
againg ancther; the diexlate gretch of trodden earth beyond
the church, planted with two long rows of dugty planes besde
the duggish gream.

As Far the church of S. Etienneitsdf, it was an eachanting
medley of syles each aimog perfectly repreamted al har-
monioudy dipping into tragic but lovely ruin. The wedt
front was Late Decorated at its mogt exquiste but where the
daborate tracery had perished or been ddiberatdy smashed
was makeshift cement, and some catasrophe to the rose
window above the main doors had been remedied by planks,
nailed across the opening and brushed with ceosote The
south transept had a renaissance interior, faultless in propor-
tion and detail and reasonably preserved; the north should
have had the same but the work had never been completed,
and the ddicate carving of medallions and pilagters faded off
into rough gone-work of a later date, which did not aspire to
ornament and only just achieved utility. The nave and chancd
were ample Gothic of the fifteenth century. Poverty had
prevented paint; and the pillars, walls and roof were naked
gone or plager and greying wood—in places gained green
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with damp, generadly discoloured and probably unsafe, but
spared at least the niggling patterns and hideous colour-
scheme of provincia catholicism. To crown all, across the
Gothic and the renaissance, the eighteenth century (presum-
ably during some spurt of local prosperity) had scrawled its
grandiose signature. It had filled the west end with a huge
organ-loft, whose front and curving stairs were tempests of
baroque carving; at the corner of the north transept it had
erected a monstrous pulpit, which swung upward in a spiral
from aluscious bese to a canopy in the form of a gilded shell.
The once polished wood was dull and cracked, the gold adim
survival of itself. But still the spira flung its curvesto heaven,
and the flamboyant piety which had created it stood side by
sdewith earlier pieties, facing a common ruin.

) Oddly enough the best preserved and most coherent
feature of thisdilapidated hybrid of achurch were the windows.
Of mid-sixteenth century date, they pierced the clerestory in
sries aong both sdes of the nave, and with boldness of design
and graceful naivete depicted scenes from the Old and New
Testaments. Attracted by their liquid colouring, Warbeck had
studied them in detail, and discovered anong them a render-
ing of the Garden of Eden. The composition demonstrated in
words of one syllable the desire of man for woman, and was of
a kind unusua in a sacred (or indeed in any public) edifice.
Thisflash of candour delighted him; and was duly registered
in that corner of his memory reserved for anything eccentric,
pathetic, sinister or abnormal, which might come his way.

Seaing that to these attractions of Les Yvelines itself could
be added the miles of forest-walkswhich lay within essy reach,
this year's holiday would in any event have ranked high
among Warbeck's experiments. When lavish chance produced
the ultimate biizarrerie of the old lady at the hotel, it shot
ahead of all itsrivals. Never, hetold himsdlf, will you have
such luck again. Go very carefully and make the most of it.

The afternoon of his arrival—was it indeed only a week
ago?—he had encountered the widow Bonnet in the hall, as
he was wandering out into the town. His previous meeting
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with her having been a purely professiona affair of room and
terms and formal courtesies, he took the opportunity to ssek
a better acquaintance. She was a small, demure grey-haired
woman, very quiet in manner and simply dressed in a black
frock sprigged with white. Her face was plessant but worn
with anxiety and alittle melancholy. Shereceived Warbeck's
polite greeting with a bend of the head and a faint smile, and
would have passad on into her office if he had not made some
friendly remark about the interest and antiquity of Les Yve-
lines. Yes, she agreed, it was an old place and lovers of old
places found it attractive. "But they are few enough” she
added with areturn of her sad smile, "and we are off the track
of modern life."

Warbeck felt slightly embarrassed. Was this agentle lament
which cdled for condolence, or an implication that people of
his sort were of no great use to a hotel and would gladly be
exchanged for motorists or commercia travellers?

"l amsorry" hesaid lamely. "1 supposeitisdifficult, when
one has to cater for uncertain guests.”

"Oh monsieur, | am not complaining. | havelived so long
inLes Yveines and grown so settled in my waysthat | should
not be happy anywhere dse. But | was afraid you might find
it too quiet and my hotel—well, not up-to-date in its appoint-
ments."

"| assure you, madame" Warbeck spoke with the emphass
of conviction—"that | am the least up-to-date of living men
and the Boule dOr—so far as | have seen it and with an
excdlent d§euner fresh in my mind—is precisely the sort of
hotel | usually ssek in vain.”

The rather stilted diction and the genuine warmth of this
red-haired, large-nosed Englishman appeded to Madame
Bonnet.

"Thank you, monsieur" she said. "1 shall try to fulfil your
expectations. The garden is pretty" she went on wistully
“though | wish you could have seen it a few years ago. My
husband wes alive then and kept it in better order than is
possble to-day. So few young men stay in Les Yvelines; and
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the old ones who might come and do the garden, get older
and fewer every year. But even overgrown, it is pleasant to
gtin. | liketo take my ocdffee there in the ummer, if thereare
not many people gaying—and there sddom are.”

"You have people noa? ..."

"A couple lag night, but they left early. And of course
Madame Oupere.”

"Madame...?" queried Warbeck. " And why of courss?"

She amog amiled gaily.

" Pardon, mongeur. | am stupid. How should you know?
Madame Oupéreis an old English lady—very od—who has
lived here now for sveral years | do not know why she
came or why he has dayed. Some sorrow probably, and in
any event not my busness But without knowing anything
about her or indeed becoming at all intimate with her (for
dhe kegps her counsd) | have grown quite fond of her. |
think we all have"

Warbeck felt a twinge of curiosty. Hisinginct for a queer
dory dirred in its degp and opened one eye Also he wes
glad that this nice widow had a permanent pensonnaire.

"That isinteresing” hesaid. "I do not think | saw her at
dgeuner.”

" No, she does not as a rule come down until the afternoon.
Sheisold, as | said. My niece Léontine looks after her as
well as she can—takes her medls updairs and hdps her. But
you will s her at dinner. . . "

After a few more generalities Warbeck took leave of his
hodess As he drolled down the dregt he found himsef
looking forward to a Sght of the old lady from England who
has lived alonein Les Yvdinesfor sveral years. Hewondered
what her surname really was

* ok % * *

They two were alone in the sdlle a manger—Warbek at a
gmall table near the buffet, Madame Oupeére across the room
at another amall table by the window. She was a quaint
enough little figure to 'satidy any amateur of oddity. On her
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head was a close-fitting cap of white mudlin, tied with a black
velvet ribbon which finished in a large bow half-way between
crown and forehead. Her snow-white hair, parted in the centre,
swept tidily to left and right and back over her ears Shewore
a gown of black satin, very plain, with a touch of white lace
at throat and wrigs. Her tiny hands were innocent of rings,
save for a plain gold band on her left hand; round her neck
she wore a single string of peerls

From this ssvere—amod puritan—sgtting an impish little
face threw out its challenge It wes a lined face, of course
and bedow the high chesk boneswrinklestugged at the corners
of the mouth. But it remained the face of one who had not
los her capadity for merriment and cheerful cynicdam, who
sggl—through apair of bright black eyes—could see the funny
dde

Throughout the meal Warbeck covertly sudied this re-
markable little person—a process of some ddicacy because
20 far from ignoring his presnce or shrouding herdf in the
aloof dignity dear to the British who encounter their kind in
foreign lands, she was unabashedly sudying him. The more
he looked at her, the more he liked her looks. A Londoner
himsdf, he could respond to what were surdy a Cockney
gaiety and a Cockney impudence in the tilt of a nose in the
long humorous mouth and in the flicker of mischief in the
g/es  He was wondering how the inevitable acquaintanceship
would begin, when she pushed back her chair, threw her nap-
kin on to the table and prepared to leave the room. He bent
over his dessert, feding that to watch her even surreptitioudy
would be intrusive. He heard her geps tapping towards him
on the plain polished floor—steps surprisngly brisk and firm
—and was more apprehendve than surprised when they
sopped by his table ingead of passing onward to the door.

"Young man" e said abruptly, in a voice perhaps more
unexpected than anything ese about her—a degp contralto
voice disturbing but ddidcous in its shadowy luxury—"You
are an Enghshman.”

Warbeck rosedumsly to hisfeet and sood in theawkward
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position of one who, unable to push table and chair apart,
must droop inward at the knees, pretending to be upright.

"Yes" hereplied. "Yes, | am."

"l am English too" she said. " | f an old woman asked you
as a kindness to take coffee with her ..."

"1 should accept with pleasure...."

She gave him a quick, almost a coquettish smile and moved
away.

"I n the garden" she said, as she left the room.

He sat with her in the garden while the twilight faded.
Night fell, and the evening primroses hovered like huge white
moths. The scent from a group of nicotines lay heavy on the
air. The darkness was faintly lit by indirect reflection from
the hotel. Here and there in the high wall a lighted window
shone; from the glass verandah which gave on to the garden
came a muffled gleam, and through the glass the plump little
maid and another youngish woman, presumably Léontine,
could be seen clearing the dining-room. Warbeck could s
little of his companion, who was sunk almost out of sight in a
low wicker chair. He was grateful for the darkness which
thwarted vision but left the listener free, for Madame Oupére
was a siren to the ear. She talked a good deal in that low
thrilling voice, asking questions, praising Madame Bonnet and
her niece, retailing anecdotes of small events in Les Yvelines
and of the idiosyncrasies of passing guests. But of herself
she said almost nothing. Her name, he discovered, was
Hooper. As he had guessed, she was London-born and
London-bred.

Clearly it was impossible for Warbeck to question her, and
he realised, when at last he rose to take his leave, that he had
told her a great deal about himself and learnt very little in
return. She bade him good-night in a friendly way and
thanked him for his company, concluding:

"Would you please tell Léontine, as you pass the bureau,
that | would like to go upstairs?"

Warbeck had found a problem after his own heart, and for
a while he lay awake devising explanations of old Mrs.
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Hooper. When he awoke next morning he devised some
more. They were all incorrect.

* * * * *

The acquaintance ripened rapidly; but although Warbeck
now felt quite at ease with his new friend, he was little better
informed as to her personal history. Piecing together such
indications as she let slip, he surmised that she had known
not only many places, but many kinds of life; that she was no
reader, having a fund of worldly knowledge gained at first
hand, but little of what—in his faintly pedantic way—he
called "cultural background." She tended to flippancy,
especially with regard to the established conventions and
castes of her own and other countries, while her occasional
comments on restriction-mongers—national and international
—were hostile even to savagery. Warbeck began to suspect
that the mutual sympathy which each had clearly felt at their
first meeting, was in fact based on a fierce individualism
common to them both—a suspicion which an incident of
their fourth day of friendship tended to confirm.

About six o'clock in the evening, as he came downstairs,
bathed and changed after a day in the forest, he met Mrs.
Hooper in the covered verandah. He had an English weekly
paper under his arm and was bound for the cafe on the Place
St. Etienne, where he liked to sit for an hour before dinner.
"Good evening, Mr. Warbeck. You are going out?"

"Only down to the cafe by the church.”

"May | comewith you?"

"Of course."

The request surprised him, for he had never seen her leave
the hotel and had assumed—without the least reason—that
she was a semi-invalid. But as they walked down the street,
he noticed that she stepped securely for an old woman, and
also that several of the people they met saluted her. Clearly
she was a figure familiar in Les Yvelines.

Setded in the cafe—a homely place with a very small
apparent clientele—she accepted a cigarette and asked for
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absinthe. Tasting it, she pursed her lips and twinkled across
the table at Warbeck.

"Not the stuff it was" she said. "They've taken the life out
of it—as out of most other things."

"Y ou have been a frequenter of cafes?'

"Cafes ... divans, as we once called them ... all manner
of places. Not sitting outside, you know. In my day that
would have been indiscreet. But inside. .. upstairs...in
rooms...."

Casually Warbeck picked up the English paper.

"l was reading here, just before | came downstairs, about
raids on clubs and cafes in London—catching them out selling
drinks after hours, you know. It angers me, this monstrous
system of dressing up cops in evening clothes to catch poor
devils out."

Mrs. Hooper nodded vigorously.

"We are all in leading strings nowadays. Our spirit is
broken and even spies are honourable, when working for
righteousness. They ought to be lynched. And they would
have been in the old days. 1'd like to have seen ..."

She broke off and sipped her drink.

"Never mind ... I've seen plenty ... stupid to want to se
anything more...."

He took a chance.

"Tell me some of what you have seen...."

She picked up her glass, and, as she put her lipstoit, looked
quizzically at him over thetilted brim. Replacing the glass on
the table, she turned her head and stared across at the crumb-
ling church-front.

"Shall 1?" she mumbled, halfto herself.

He said nothing. He had dared. It was for her to punish
or reward.

"How do | know ... ?" she began, and broke off abruptly;
then shrugged her shoulders and fixed him again with her
bright derisive eyes.

"l likeyou, Mr. Warbeck. | like your big nose and your
funny tufty hair. Alsoyou arekind. You arebigand some
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times clumsy, but | think you are gentle as well as masculine.
Women—even old women—Iike that mixture, as | daresay
you have found out for yoursdlf. But | do not know you
inside, do I? You may have d|sllka prejudices, principles,
which | would wish to respect . . .

Again she broke off, and began playing with the white
muslin cuff which sat demurely at thewrist of her ssimple black
dress. Warbeck smiled at her.

"Thank you for liking me and for not wanting to ruffle my
feathers. But | am sure you need not be afraid. | have my
feathers. But they ruffle principally at hypocrites and brutes,
and you do not seem to me ether of those"

She considered his words carefully.

"Brutal? No, | don't think | have ever been that. Asfor
hypocrisy, | have worn a mask most of my life, but | had to—
at least | thought | had to. And yet | am still nervous of
offending you. Let me ask you this—what in a year's time
will you remember most clearly of that church there?"

"The Adam and Eve window" he replied.

She flashed him a look, mock-scandalised. " Oh, Mr.
Warbeck!" she said, and her little face creased dangeroudly.

After a few moments she chuckled.

"1 will tell you my story—or as much of it as you care to
hear. It is not much of a ory in itsdf; but | have known all
rts of people and seen all sorts of things, and so much of
what | used to know has disappeared. Also you may be able
to help me—for | am in a difficult position. . . ."

"Anything | can do. . . . Does the story dart after
dinner?"

"Asyou wish" shereplied. " Shall wego back now? | am
hungry."

* * * * *

That evening and the following day, and the day after
that, the story of Mrs. Hooper, or rather her souvenirs, gradu-
ally accumulated. She was capricious as a teller of tales, some-
timestalking readily enough, at others saying shewastired, or
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could not think of anything worth recalling, or insisting on
retracing her steps and correcting some earlier inaccuracy.
One evening when Warbeck put a casual question, hoping to
launch her on a stream of reminiscence, she said:

"“1'"m not in the mood tonight, Mr. Warbeck. There's
something on my mind which | want to tell you."

"Please" hereplied. " Go right ahead."

She gave a little laugh.

"1'm almost shy about it. | don't like bothering you with
my private affairs, but | have no one dseto consult. So here
goes. Well, to put it bluntly, | am broke. (Don't be afraid.
I'm not going to touch you for a loan.) When | came here
about five years ago, | reckoned that | had enough money to
live on for ten years and that | was not likely to need all of
that. But two misfortunes occurred. The firs was the
failure of an American investment in the crash of 1929. The
second has only just happened.

." There are some dwellings in one of the poorest parts of
East London, of which | own ashare. | haveregularly received
rents from them—not very much, but useful to have- These
dwellings have now been condemned. T he agents who trans-
mit the rents have sent me the Council Surveyor'sreport, and
averyterriblethingitis. It makesmeamostill tothink that
for years | have been taking money from people living in such
conditions.

"You ¢ | never went to the place. The share which is
now mine was left me years ago by a dear friend who was
one of the earliest philanthropists in the building of what
werecalled M odel Dwellingsin thedums. Hebuilt thisblock,
which at the time was thought a wonder ful place; and so long
ashewasaliveand interested in the dwellings, a decent orderly
lot of people lived there. Forgive this long story; but | must
make my dilemma clear.

"Well, my old friend died, and the owner ship of the block
passed into a number of separate possessons—of which
mine was one. We new landlords were drangers to one
another, scattered all over and mostly ignor ant of or indifferent
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to our responsibilities. Control came to be exercised mainly
by afirm of agents and rent-collectors, and by one or two of the
part-owners, who took pains to keep in touch. | am afraid
these people thought of nothing but how to make more
money from the property.

"Thedwellingsarein adistrict which has been closdy built
up for many, many years and hes hardly any open spaces
Being fairly dose to the centre of things, house-room is in
constant demand, because working-folk can live there within
essy, and therefore economical, distance from their jobs. The
district has in consequence dways been badly overcrowded.
Evidently the men who were now managing our block of
dwellings saw in this overcrowding the chance of collecting
morerents. Atany ratethey allowed division and sub-division
of flats, and took as tenants any who could pay.

"l do not try to excuse mysdlf. | noticed my rents increased
somewhat; but | was too busy with my own affairs to wonder
why or to trouble to enquire. Even now | have learnt most of
what | am telling you from the Report, and, by putting two
and two together, have guessed the remainder. One thing is
quite clear from the description—that the place desarves to be
pulled down.

"The agents, when they advised me of the Council's
decision, urged meto join with other part-owners in demand-
ing higher compensation than wes offered.  This | cannot and
will not do. After reading what that place is like, | would
like to refuse to teke any compensation at all. But if |
do refuse, | shall starve; for | have practically nothing dse left.

"What am | to do, Mr. Warbeck? That iswhat | want you
to tell me."

"Are the other owners standing out?"

"l have noidea. | suspect that the wish to do so originates
with the men who have let the property get into this abomin-
able date; they hope by writing round to get the rest of us
cadedy to agree”

"Y ou know of no one who could go into it for you—afirm
of solicitors?'
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She made a grimace.

"l have no solicitors; my bank isin Paris; | have no friends
and | am too old to go to London myself."

"l could make enquiries for you, when | get back" sad
Warbeck, doubtfully. "Go and see the agents or something—
but I'm not much good at that sort of thing. What amount of
compensation is actually offered?’

"My share would be about two hundred and fifty pounds.
Asacapita" sum equivalent to what has been bringing in eighty
or ninety pounds worth of rent per annumit is, of course, just
comic; but then we had no right to extort anything like that
amount from such apigsty.”

"And you would prefer not even to take the two-fifty?"

"Immeasurably—if | could survive without it. | should
takeit, and then give it back to the Council; for if | refused it
in advance some of my charming co-owners would swallow it
themsdves. But it's no use thinking of that, | fear. | must
have the money; and it frightens me to think how | shall get
on, if the payment is long delayed.”

"Letmedesgponit, Mrs. Hooper, and s how things look
tomorrow."

Next day he said:

"1 have had an idea, which would enable you to do without
your compensation money atogether.”

"Oh, Mr. Warbeck, how wonderful! How happy that woul d
make me!"

"Wait; you may hate my idea. Itisthis. Thereisastory
in what you have been telling me. It wantsfilling out and
arranging; but it mi%rgtointereﬂ many people. Would you
a#] I owqme to make a book of your memoirs and pay you for
them?'

Her face clouded.

"Oh, | don't think | should like that—making money out of
people | have known—and out of my own fedings and
sorrows. Itisdifferent just tellingyou. Besides, you could not
pay me enough to solve my difficulty; it wouldn't beworthit."

"Please, Airs. Hooper. | have thought this over carefully
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and am quite serious. | will prepare the book, subject to your
approval, and publish it; and because | believe something

ood could be produced, | will pay you three hundred pounds
or it in advance—now, if you wish. Then you will have your
compensation—and a bit over—and can make your restitution
when the matter of the dwellings is settled. As for your not
remembering, | am sure that, i f you try, lots more will come
to mind. You shal talk; I will make notes, and afterwards |
will writeit out. | have a good memory for anything which
interests me.  Please think it over."

She sa motionless, evidently turning the suggestion over
in her mind. He had noticed before that she was a person who
listened to what you said and gave it her attention. Not every
one did that, and he welcomed the trait as part of her funda-
mental honesty.

"Yes' she sad at last. "I will think it over. It is good
of you to suggest it, and | would love to give that money
back. Tomorrow evening | will have decided.”

"Then that is agreed. | shdl be out walking all day to-
morrow, and look forward to seeing you at dinner-time."

* k k k%

"Tomorrow" was now today; he was out walking, and
supposedly looked forward to seeing her at dinner-time.

Did hein fact? Most certainly. As he thought back over
the course of his friendship with this strange solitary woman,
he felt no regrets at the offer he had made to her. He had
spoken on impulse, and three hundred pounds were three
hundred pounds. She might, of course, refuse; but this he
doubted. Of course, even if she consented, the story might
be starved of material or he might handle it dully or clumslly.
Conversely, it might be far too rich inincident and philosophy
of an unmarketable—even an unpublishable—kind. Well,
tr}?se were normal risks enough, and if the book did come
off . ..

He looked at his watch. After three o'clock! The sunlight
had changed its dant, and now shone full and hot on the
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heather and birch-saplings to his right. Soon it would find
himalso. Takingout hismap, he planned his homeward walk;
then knocked out his pipe, crammed the debris of his lunch
into a hole in the ground, and clambered up the dope to the
path. As his geps died away on the trodden sand and leaves
of the woodland track, the raucous chatter and bark of a frog
split the silence.  Farther down the mere other frogs replied,
their raised throats swelling and throbbing among the pond-
weed. Thedinmounted, crashed echoing against the banks of
trees, and died away as suddenly as it had begun. Over the
irisesthedragon-flies, liketiny lengths of neon-blue, still hung
poised a moment; then whisked avay on soundless wings.
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I WAS BORN in the late 'fifties—in 'fifty-seven or 'fifty-eight,
no matter which—on the second floor of a house on the south
sde of Panton Street, and therefore within a gon€s throw
of the Haymarket on one side and of Leicester Square on
the other. This house was my parents place of busness as
well astheir home. The ground floor was a licensed premise
and therefore public; the first, second and third floors and
the attics were private and residential. The building was
tall and narrow, but of considerable depth, running back to a
passage which in those days connected Oxendon and Whit-
comb Streets. In consequence the upper floors, which for
years were "home" to me, were awkwardly eongated and far
from uniformly lit. The gairs were curiously broad for a
house of no particular pretension but rather seep and very
dark. This was because, after their first flight, they climbed
up the middle of the house, so as to thrust the roomsto north
and south, the only two directions from which daylight could
be obtained. Over the well of the gaircase was an octagonal
skylight, through which—except for a few dazzling weeks each
year, after Chunks had performed the hazardous job of clean-
ing the sooty panes—filtered a strangled gleam. The best
rooms, looking on to Panton Street, only got sun in the late
afternoon; those behind, although facing south, got none at
all except on the attic floor, because only a few feet from their
windows rose the virtually blank wall of the house across the
passage That blank wall of grimed yellow brick was so in-
escapable a part of my infant universe that it never occurred to
me either to resent it or to wonder what it was. Later, when
I made the aquaintance of its other side, it was too late for
resentment and the focus of my curiosity had shifted.
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The most important section of the building, because it
represented my parents livelihood, was of course the tavern
which ran from front to back at street-level. Beneath it wasa
still larger area, put to purposes of its own.  Gold letterson a
green ground, displayed on a board which ran the whole
length of the Panton Street facade and blossomed in the middle
into an ornate escutcheon, declared that here was THE HAPPY
WARRIOR, and that the proprietor William Hopwood was
licensed to sell Wines, Spirits and Beers. Below the sign-
board was a wide expanse of frosted window, with at its ex-
treme left two doors. Of these the larger and more mag-
nificent gave access to the tavern, while the other opened on to
a narrow passage which ran to the foot of the sairs leading to
our private quarters.

I now realise (using | suppose, some uncorrelated childish
memory) that the huge ground glass window of THE HAPPY
WARRIOR differed from its kind in two respects. First it was
absolutely blank.  No white applique lettering spoke of
"Cigars', "Billiards", " Pyramid" or "Pool", no wire blinds
carried a painted promise of the diversons to be found inside.
Second, it showed no light, even after dark. The tayern
might be brilliantly lit, but the window from outside was Slack
as brick-work. Themain door was as laconic as the window,
not even carrying a brass plate to ensure that passersby knew
it for an entrance to a public bar.  Only one notice was affixed
to any part of the building, and that had been tampered with.
At the back of the block, on Panton Passage, was a door from
which gairs led down to the basement. Over this door was
a projecting board, which had originally read

HOPWOOD
SHADES
Some wag had painted out the first letter of the second word
and added it, with an apostrophe, to the first. The new
version had never been challenged and
HOPWOOD'S
HADES
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remained, begrimed and out of centre, but tacitly approved
and, by the time | began to take notice of the life about me, a
phrase of general usage.

William Hopwood was as far from the typical publican of
caricature as can be imagined. He was of medium height,
very thin and with a long sallow lugubrious face, which a
drooping black moustache made more doleful than ever.
Actually he was not a melancholy man at all, but cultivated a
mournful taciturnity as other men have cultivated a monocle
or alanguid drawl or a heavy geniality—in order to set off his
peculiar form of humour. This expressed itself in an elabor-
ately sarcastic manner of speech, and probably reflected a
secret pride in his educated accent and lavish vocabulary. He
had been personal servant to Mr. Clive Seymore—now an
important figure in the Government Service—and had not
only travelled extensively with his master, but, having been
treated more as a confidant than n employe, had made good
use of his opportunities for self-i provement.

It might seem strange that where still a youngish man—he
could not have been much moretwen forty when | was born—
he should have exchanged agreedele and aristocratic service
for tavern-keeping in the heart of London's turbulent night-
life. | believe that to those bold euough to question him he
would explain that he wanted to get married and have a place
of his own.

My mother was severa years his junior—a cheerful round-
faced, bustling young woman who looked exactly the farmer's
daughter that she was. | came to know that her parents were
prosperous folk, who occupied a large farm on the fertile East
Riding plains not far from Selby. They were the tenants of
Mr. Clive Seymore's father—Sir Everard Seymore of Aughton
Hall--so that no doubt William Hopwood met his future
bride while attending Mr. Seymore on a visit to his home.

| was an only child, and was thrown into my mother's com-
pany more closely than is usual even with only children.
Living "over the shop" as we did, Mrs. Hopwood's domestic
job was on the spot, and the shop being what it was and she



PANTON STREET 27

being liable at certain times to have to take her share of super-
vision, the making of outsde acquaintances and their enter-
tainment at home were almost impossible.  So she made a
companion of her little daughter, who learnt from her to
laugh at vexations, to have no great opinion of hersdf, and
therefore not to sit in judgment on others but leave the world
to go its way.

My mother's closest friend—almost her only one—was a
Mrs. Beckett, who was the wife of an antiquarian booksdler
in Chandos Street, and had a little girl not much older than I.
M r. Beckett wasin a good way of business, acting as " buyer"
for several gentlemen of wealth and position and at the same
time carrying a consderable stock of good quality books,
bought for his own account. Because his duties took him
frequently from London to country houses and to country
sales, and because he was a considerate and rather uxorious
man, he engaged a qualified assstant to look after the shop in
his absence, and did not—as so many of his kind were used
to do—leave the responsibility to hiswife. She, therefore, was
more of a lady of leisure than most tradesmen's wives and,
being very fond of my mother, used that leisure to pay us
frequent visits. A dow-moving, Junoesque woman, with a
large oval face, a clear olive skin and eyes like deepy velvet,
she contrasted so strikingly with my vivacious little mother
that even as a small child | relished seeing them together.
Lucy Beckett and | would play with our dolls in a corner of
the living room, while Lucy's mother sat at the table sipping a
glass of stout, and my mother ran to and fro between parlour
and kitchen, chattering and laughing, as she kept an eye on
her cooking in the intervals of ironing or mending or making
clothes. Occasionally—but very occasonaly—we would
visit the Becketts in return, and if, as sometimes happened,
Mr. Beckett was at home, he always joined us for tea and
greatly impressed my youthful mind by his assduity in hand-
ing food to his wife and to my mother, carrying cups for re-
plenishment, arranging footstools and cushions, and generally
putting himself out to make the ladies comfortable. Nothing
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of this sort ever happened at home. W illiam Hopwood took
his breakfast and sometimes his midday dinner with hisfamily
(from five o'clock onwards he was either out or downstairs,
and presumably supped in the tavern for | neither saw nor
heard him until next morning) but during a meal he never
stirred from his seat, leaving it to his wife to bring him food,
remove his used plates and fill or refill hiscup or glass.  After
he had finished, he would dew round in his chair, pick his
teeth and read the paper, while my mother cleared the table
and washed up.

Possibly this trifling difference of behaviour between the
rarely-seen Beckett and the familiar Hopwood was the fir st
unrealised challenge to my normal childish assumption that
all housholds resembled our own. In any event, as | grew
older | began to notice a lack of fundamental intimacy between
my parents. | did not of course put it like that to mysdf.
Probably | merely noticed that my mother got little response
to her lively conversation, and that while she would rattle on
about her doings and mine (very ordinary doings they were),
he seldom volunteered any information in return.

Not that he was unkind to either of us. Indeed in his aloof
ironical way hetreated us with indulgent generosity. But he
seemed to shut off, even from his wife, what must have been
the chief preoccupations of his mind. This aso | was led to
notice by comparing him with M r. Beckett. Whenever we
were at the Becketts and the booksdler was present, he would
continually turn to his wife with this or that detail of his
business—telling her where he had been, whom he had seen,
what he had bought or hoped to buy; asking her opinion how
to treat a difficult client, consulting her about some suggestion
of his assgant's, discussing the merits and demerits of a
new messenger boy. But in my presence my mother was
never thus confided in. For all we heard of the proprietor's
busness, Hoppy's might have been a dwelling-house and
nothing else, except that, when for some reason he wished my
mother to take charge of the desk downstairs, he would sate
briefly her hours of duty, and perhaps leave a message or two
to be given to acquaintances who might be expected to come
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in. For ashort while | assumed that, because my knowledge
of what went on in Hoppy's was so limited, my mother's was
equally so. But then one night | heard them talking in their
room (it was below mine and the floor was a single one); and
the talk went on so long that at last it flashed across me that
possbly the subject was avoided on my account, that | was
not supposed to hear how Papa spent histime. This, as can
be imagined, st me thinking hard. But try how | might, |
could not understand why, if Lucy was allowed to listen to
her father talking of his work, | was not.

The cumulative effect of thesse—to my childish mind—
inexplicable reserves, was to invest; "downstairs' with the
lureof forbidden ground, and to create without much delay an
inclination to trespass.

It was queer how quickly—once the idea of forbidden
ground had st its glamour on Tavern and basement—my
whole attitude to those places changed. That they were
strictly out of bounds for me | had always known and never
thought to question; nor had it ever occurred to me to dis-
obey my mother even to the extent of peeping inside. But
now that curiosity was aroused from ancther direction—now
that | suspected that, not only certain rooms in the house but
also an element in my parents' lives were being kept from me.
| felt a desire and then a determination to investigate.

| was, | suppose, about seven years old when | was taken
by my parentsto the Crystal Palace. T he expedition entailed
much preparatory discusson, as well as generous provision
by William Hopwood for clothes for my mother and myself.
Outings of any kind were very rare, and this was so clearly a
super-outing that by the time the day arrived | was in such a
flutter of anticipation as to be almost sck in advance with
excitement and worry about the weather. But the appointed
day was bright and mild and, after an early breakfast, we st
off in company with Mrs. Beckett and Lucy for the Victoria
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Terminus of the Crystal Pdace Railway. My mother carried
alarge string-bag full of sandwiches, cake and needlework; Mrs.
Beckett carried a saiche of plaited straw with similar bulges,
William Hopwood, Lucy and | carried nothing at all save, in
his case, a maacca cane with a fine ivory knob, in ours tiny
parasols in careful harmony with our frocks. At the age of
saven agirl-child hardly notices the clothes of her contempor-
aries, and how poor Lucy wes dressed | have comﬁletely for-
gotten. But my own tartan frock, broad sash, white cotton
stockings and gloves, shiny black boots and tiny saucer hat
are still as vivid as ever, while the crowning embellishment—
the silk parasol of a tartan identical with my frock—actually
survives to this day.

We travelled by omnibus to the terminus, caught the
desired train, and reached the grounds of the fabulous Pdace
about deven o'clock. Hardly had we pased the turnstile,
when aman hailed William Hopwood—atall, fresh-faced man
in a check suit, who wore his billycock hat at ajaunty angle.

"Hey there, Duke!" he shouted. "Who'd 'a thought of
seeing you here?!

Hopwood shook the stranger by the hand and, turning to
my mother and to Mrs. Beckett, said inthe mock ceremonious
manner he loved to adopt:

"Permit me to present Mr. Mark Cunningham, who—not
being blest as | am with the delights of domesticity—does
not know afamily outing when he sses one. Mark, my boy—
my wife and Mrs. Beckett."

Mr. Cunningham bowed and showed his teeth.

"Your servant, Duchess. And yours, madam. And these
young ladies are, | suppose, the reason for my friend Hop-
wood's truancy."

He pinched my chesk (a familiarity | have never ceased to
resent), patted Lucy on the shoulder and strolled alongside of
us up the broad pebbly path. Before long he dropped behind
with Hopwood, and the two men soon | eft us, to go into a bar.

"Why did he call you Duchess, mamma?' | asked, as soon
as they had disappeared.
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"Some of your father's friends call him Duke" she replied.

"Why? Heisn't a duke, is he?'

She laughed.

"Not quite, darling. But he has a gentlemanly way with
him. | suppose that is why."

The day woreon.  We bought ginger-pop at a stall and ate
our sandwiches in the sunshine.  We wandered under the vast
arcading of the Pdace, staring at Statues and cosumes in glass
caes and modds of engines and triumphs of ornament in
porcelain, gilt and ormolu. We went on thetiny railway and
fed the ducks on the pond and stared at the crowds. During
the afternoon Hopwood resppeared, e Lucy and me a
shilling each for swedts or what we would, settled hiswife and
her friend on a comfortable seet, and wandered off again.  In
one part of the Pdace grounds was a children's play-park, with
swings and seesaws and sand-heaps, a maypole with ropes and
rings, a"bumble-puppy"” and even an asphalt space for roller-
skating. Lucy and | found our way there and soon made
friendswith atamily of two boysand agirl, who were playin
about under the eye of a nurse-maid.  One of the boys seiz
achanceto occup?/ the bumble-puppy and proceeded to instruct
mein theunfamiliar game. It was great fun hitting the ball in
its string-bag so that 1t wound tightly round the pole, but not
such fun when—rashly looking away—I failed to remark the
counter-hit and was struck smartlg on the head by the swinging
ball. It knocked my hat off and bruised my ear and the game
ended in tears and some confusion. But when composure
returned, there returned with it a memory of what had so
fatally distracted my attention. | had seen our new friends
nurse-maid walking awvay with ayoung man; and, sure enough,
now that her charges were r to return to her, she wes
nowhere to be seen.

So far from being dismayed, the two boys |eapt at the oppor-
tunity for adventure. They told us that, livingin Sydenham,
they had often been to the Pdace, and knew a backway into
the organ-loft which dominated the smaller of the two concert-
halls—that used at night. True they had been caught the
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first time and forbidden to go there again: but Ada had
vanished and we should have plenty of time to meke the ex-
pedition and rejoin her at an agreed rendezvous by the time
she wes likely to regppesar.

"Ada has been off before with ayoung man" the elder boy
explained "when we were here done with her. And they
stayed away—oh, along time. And she fixed a meeting-place.
Usually mammais coming to find us, and then Adastayswith
us. Buttoday mammais out calling, so do comeon!”

Rather apprehensive, but unwilling to ssemlacking in enter-
Prise (inparticular unwilling to be less daring than the boys

ittle sster) we scuttled across the grounds to the Pdace, and
followed our guides to a region of pessages and closed doors
which even to the mind of a child had the flavour of "out of
bounds®. The boys tiptoed aong, peeping around corners
and behaving with the extravagant secrecy of agame of Indians.
At last they stopped at a narrow doorway, from which a seep
spira darcae led upward into darkness. | was now
frankly scared; but it was too late to retreat, nor could |
ever have found my way back through the maze of corridors.
So, clutching Lucy's hand, | crept up the stairs and, a few
seconds later, was leaning on a baustrade looking down on
the projecting platform used by the orchestrawith, beyondit,
the gloom of the concert hall.

Theafternoon light was dimming; and the silent place, with
its rows of empty seats and distant corners full of crouching
shadows, was eerie and menacing. | felt the beginnings of
fear, and was only alittle consoled to see that both Lucy and
our new girl-acquaintance were in the same plight. Mean-
while the boys were clambering silently about the seps and
bench of the organ itself, which towered horribly above us,
the tall pipes rising to what seemed a vast height before they
were lost in darkness | dtared at them fascinated. The
vents, curving in a wavy arch from left to right, looked like
mouths; and as | crouched againg the balustrade | ssamed to
e them leer & me, as though the pipes were a regiment of
elongated and malevolent hobgoblins, only waiting asigna to
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bend downwards from above and seize upon me with their
hideous tentacles.

Wrenching my eyes avay | turned toward the hall. | was
staring downward, trying to master the fright which threat-
ened to choke me, when | fancied that from somewhere under-
neath the loft there came a sound. It was a cautious, scratch-
ing sound, and curiosity for the moment made me forget my
fear. The orchestra platform did not stretch the whole
breadth of the hall, but left a gpace to either sde which ran
under the organ-loft to (presumably) the passage from which
we had climbed the spiral stair.  Something was afoot below
me, in theinvisible pece to theleft of the platform.  Immed-
lately afterward there was a shaﬁ click, and the darkness
below the loft changed from black to grey. Instinctively |
realised that a door had been opened and that a faint light
from the pessage was filtering into the hall. The grey faded
to black again.  The door had closed, but silently and with no
sound of latch. A man's figure (it was now too dark to sse
more than the moving shape) was slipping soundlessy down
the gangway to the left of the hall. Almost too frightened to
bresthe | watched him disappear into the gloom at the far end.
In afew moments, to my even greater alarm, he cameinto dim
sight again, creeping back the way he had come. By chance
the others in the loft were making no noise—the girls because
they were too scared to move, the boys as part of a private
game of their own which required silent progress between
two givenpoints. It struck methat the manin the hall would
not be pleasad if he discovered us, and that tc())CPrevent him
doing so | must warn my companions. By good fortune one
of the boys was within reach. | caught him by thearm, and
with afinger on my lips jerked my head toward the hall. He
was quick to understand and, attracting the notice of his
brother (who had crawled silently on to the organist's sedt),
repested the gesture,  The second boy slipped carefully to the
floor between the bench and the console.  But unluckily he
alighted on one of the pedds, and the next moment from e
our heads an unearthly sound—half-shriek, half-groan—tore
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the sllence. | saw a momentary blur of white as the stedthy
intruder raised his head towards the loft; then he ducked and
scurried out of sight into the passsgeway by which he had
entered. As for us, we fled in wild panic down the spiral
stairs, colliding at the bottom with a man who came running
along the passage from theright.  He dashed through us and
raced onward round the corner. But | saw his face and
recognised Mr. Mark Cunningham.

Retribution for our truancy, when at last we came together
with my mother and Mrs. Beckett, was too severe to permit
any speculation on the recent past.  Our three acquaintances
had vanished, and | was shocked to redise that Lucy and |
were suspected of having invented them. There was no
question of waiting for the fireworks now. Tired and scared
we were dragged to the station in disgrace, promised a good
whipping when we got home, and denied even a stick of
chocolate. There was no sign of William Hopwood.

During the journey | was too cowed even to sulk. When,
at Charing Cross, Lucy was firmly led away by her mother to
her share of expiation, | did not dare to wave her farewell. If,
on reaching Panton Street, |1 hoped for reprieve, | hoped in
vain. | was whipped with an efficiency which, despite hunger,
rage and tears, Impressed me, for my mother who had hardly
ever lifted ahand to me showed herself more than competent.
| was then given a cup of milk and put to bed, where soon
enough | cried myself to sleg).

Next morning appetite and the heedless buoyancy of youth
had driven yesterday's transgression from my mind. Cheer-
ful as ever, | hurried to breskfast. But when | found both
my parents at the table and saw that they merely nodded to me
coldly, shame and apprehension returned. A bow! of porridge
was put in front of me which | tried to enjoy, athough the
dlence of my eders made me increasingly unessy. The
porridge finished, alarge dice of bread and dripping was pro-
vided, which ds0 | consumed, but with bowed head and
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much nervous foreboding. | did not dare glance even at my
mother; and it was almost a relief when, as | popped the last
piece into my mouth, William Hopwood spoke.

"So Miss Fanny Hopwood was pleased to see the Crystal
Pdace on her own? It was nothing to her that her poor
mother was driven half wild with anxiety, or that her father—
who has now and again to attend to the trifling business of
earning hisliving and hers—should waste an hour looking for
her and so miss seeing some friends. Oh, no! All that was
unimportant, so long as Miss Hopwood herself was happy.
And now, miss, pray tell me what you were doing, so that at
least we may have the consolation of sharing your pleasure in
retrospect.”

| was nearly in tears and, unwisely seeking to hide my face
in the large cup of milk which was the ordained finish to my
breakfast, yielded to the preliminary sob (often a severe one)
just when my mouth was full of milk and my nose was almost
touching the level of the liquid. Half the contents of my
mouth went down the wrong way, the other half sprayed in
every direction. | drew some more milk up my nose, dropped
the cup in terror, and was left—a sputtering and choking
misery—surrounded by a chaos of my own making. My
mother jumped up with a cry of dismay and began mopping
up the mess. The paroxysm of choking passed, but left its
usual legacy—the hiccoughs. | have always been frightened
of hiccoughs, ever since as a tiny child | heard someone say
that they could last for days and days and finaly kill you. So
now to humiliation and a sense of guilt was added the fear of
death. Between the three | sat as though frozen to my chair,
waiting for the next hiccough.

Suddenly Hopwood spoke again:

"| am waiting, Fanny. |fyour rendering of a milk-geyser
isover . . ."

My mother interrupted.

"Let her be, William. | must clean her up to begin with,
and when she's calmer she'll tell me what happened. Come



36 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

along, Fanny. You are a very naughty girl to make such a
mess."

By the time we returned to the parlour, Hopwood had
disappeared. On the table lay the newspaper. My mother,
with the obvious intention of distracting my mind from the
recent catastrophe, began turning the leaves, talking as she
did so.

"Let us se if we can find anything exciting, shall we? A
firein the docks . . . looks like war between Prussia and
Austria; how thoseforeigners do quarrel tobesure . . . More
speeches, Lord Derby and Mr. Gladstone of course. . . .
Hullo! What's this? Listen, Fanny! A diamond necklace
stolen at a Crystal Palace Concert—snatched from the neck of
awell-known Society woman as the audience were crowding
out after the performance—thief escapes by emergency door—
usually locked but lock tampered with—robbery apparently
planned—accomplice suspected among Padace saff. Well,
did you ever? If we'd stayed later we might have seen the
excitement."

She was so eagerly scanning the report of the theft that she
forgot to remember why we had come away early. From
her disjointed summary of the facts | gathered that the neck-
lace, snatched near the main exit, had apparently been handed
to someone waiting to receive it; and that either the snatcher
or the receiver had slipped back against the outgoing crowd
and got away through adoor to theright of the platform which,
according to the Palace authorities, could only be opened
with an officia key.

"Oh mamma!" | burst out. "l saw him—saw the man who
opened the door!"

As | poured, out my story, she stared at mein amazement;
but when—with a budding sense of the dramatic—I ended by
disclosing whom it was | had seen, she tightened her lips and
sat for a moment with downcast eyes drumming her fingers
on the table. Then she got up with her usual housewifely
briskness.

"l must get on with my work. We'll go out to the market
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soon. And Fanny, keep what you've told me to yourself.
Absolutely to yourself. Do you understand?"

"Yes, mamma" | replied meekly, alittle dashed yet im-
pressed by the seriousness of her tone.

Perhaps the consequences of my adventure at the Crystal
Palace damped for a while my ambition to explore nearer
home. Inany event it was nearly three years (in fact a couple
of days previous to my tenth birthday) before | undertook my
great trespass into the preserves of William Hopwood—if
indeed one can describe as a "trespass' the chance conseguence
of a bouncing ball.

When | was eight years old, | was sent to a small private
day-school in Bedford Street. | only attended in the morn-
ings, and was expected home for dinner punctually at one-
fifteen. Before very long—in the manner of the solitary child
—1 had developed a mild game which consisted of varying my
route to and fro within the narrow limits possibletome. One
day | would go by this street and return by that; next | would
go a third way and come back by yesterday morning's route
taken in reverse direction; next there would be a further var-
iation, until all the changes had been rung and | started again.
Naturally | got to know in minute detail every house, shop,
grating, curb and crossing on each route and could to this day
describe any or all of them with complete fidelity. Also | made
friends and enemies, through meeting at stated intervals
some grown-ups | liked and others | feared, aswell as children,
with whom | exchanged either grins or scowls. But somehow
(this again was characteristic of an only child) | was not
anxious for intimacy or for company on my way. | made up
all kinds of stories about dark entries and bricked-up windows
and empty spaces behind hoardings. | pretended the inhab-
itants of different streets belonged to different nations, and
imagined them at war with one another or paying state-visits.
In short, the buildings and their incidentals were much more
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interesting to me than the actual people who used them and,
as | could not have played my imaginary games if | had a
companion, | was not sorry to be aone.

Certainly there were other games in which fellow-players
would have been ahelp; but even these | was content to enjo
aone. Also | soon found that from the point of view of suc
games-on-the-way, the different routes had different possibil-
Ities which, of course, added to their attractions or their un-
1plea&antn&ss One or two involved busy crowded thorough-
aeswhich required all my attention to avoid being run over,
plashed with mud or chasad by horrid boys. Others had
qualities of menace or particular spots of which | chose to be
scared.  Others, however, were neither difficult nor frighten-
ing, and offered quiet interludes where one could bowl ahoop
or play ball or even (at the right sseson of the year) perfect
ones skill with awhip-top. The most peaceful (though not
perhaps the most salubrious) lay aong Orange Street and
Hemmings Row and then throug 'I;g?/lors Buildings to Bed-
ford Bury. But the rules of my self-imposed sysem were
unbreskable; and | never allowed myself to take any walk—

leasant or otherwise—out of its turn, while | was further

ound by srange sub-rules, such as that which never per-
mitted the use of Panton Passsge (behind the Warrior) sve
on areturnjourney.

One day | was due to go by Whitcomb and Dorset Street,
past the National Gallery, over the broad crossng to St.
Martin's Church and then by Adelaide and Chandos Streets
to the right-angled dley called Bedford Court. This wes a
horrid way. Trafalgar Square was dull in comparison with
narrow streets which offered entertainment on both sides, and
| seldom had the time to spare to cross to the south side and
watch the pigeons; it was a bad crossing to St. Martin's; |
hated having to pass Beckett's Bookshop in Chandos Street
without calling in; finally, though for no particular reason, |
had decided that thefirst section of Bedford Court was Sinister
and mysterious. Indeed the only alleviation was the mouth
of the Lowther Arcade, into which (if I contrived to have a
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few minutes in hand) | could slip and gaze enraptured at a
toy-sho Wlndow But on this morning, to make up for an
unpopular "there", | had one of my favourite "backs'—that
which gave me New Street, Cecil Court, right down Castle
Street to Orange Street gan and home by Panton Passsge
In preparation for this delightful walk (hoops being out of
season) | took a ball with me, for there were ample Stretches

qwet pavement and one long trafficless strip where games
could be played without fear of interruption or disaster.

We got out of school ten minutes early, and | made such
good going that | reached the eastern end of Panton
only a minute or two after one o'clock. The walls of this
narrow passge were, as | have said, blank and windowless
until some distance above strest- Ievel and | had a fancy to
devise a new and rather complicated ball- -game which necess-
tated bouncing the ball forward and sdeways so that it struck
one wall at an angle, cannoned off toward the other and was
intended to end its zigzag course by hitting a drainpipe which
ran down the wall from which it had just started. The process
needed an accurate adjustment of force and placing, and
severd times | had to go flying down the p&% to retrieve
theball, my school-satchel bouncing against my hip, my hair
streaming out from under the little pork-pie hat which was
my workaday wear. But at last | threw correctly. The ball
ricochetted deliciously from south to north, then south agai
—and hit the drain-pipe fairly and truly. | felt a thrill of
victory which the next moment turned to alarm, for the angle
at which the ball struck the pipe threw it so straight across the

that it disappeared into the doorway over which pro-

Jected the sign of Hopwood's Hades. When | arrived on the
soene | understood why it had vanished.  The door was open,
and aflight of stairs led down into darkness. | listened but
could hear nothing. Creeping down the StePS | found at
the bottom a short passage (in which my ball lay) and at the
end adoor slightly gar, behindwhichalight wasburning. > |
listened again. All was still. Pushing the door open | found
myself in a small square room with a brick floor and white-
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washed walls. There was a row of pegs to the right, a short
counter—half-bar, half-paydesk—facing me, and a few plain
chairs and benches piled one on top of another. In the extreme
left-hand corner | saw the lower steps of a turning staircase
leading to an upper floor. A lighted gas-bracket whistled on
the wall opposite me, over a second door which evidendy led
into a further room. The excitement of exploration drove
caution from my mind. Through the second door | went on
tiptoe and stood amazed. | was in a long vaulted cellar
brightly lit by flaring gas, with araised dais at the far end on
which were chairs and music-stands and some large instrument
swathed in baize. A curtain-rod ran right across the cellar in
front of the dais and heavy curtains hung to right and left.
But what astonished me most were the rich furnishings of
this apartment and of the acoves and other rooms which
opened offit. There were, | think, four alcoves in die right-
hand wall—each with its lesser curtain-rod and dark red cur-
tains looped back with yellow cord; while openings in the
left-hand wall seemed to give access to full-size rooms which |
decided to examine later. For the moment there was enough
in the main hall to hold my attention.

The place was in some disorder, with furniture pushed
together and rolls of carpet lying on a bare floor; but | could
see that when st straight, it would be a scene of comfort and
elegance. On the walls were occasional mirrors and a crowd
of pictures. | began a careful examination of these, and noted
two racehorses at full stretch, three pairs of boxers with fists
at the ready and knees more widely flexed than in view of their
very tight breeches seemed altogether prudent, a girl with
nothing on dabbling an uncertain toe in a sunk marble bath,
several hunting scenes and some miscellaneous groups of
ladies and gentlemen in eighteenth century costumes. Sud-
denly a bucket crashed against a table and a hoarse voice called
out:

"And ow didyou getin, if | may make ser bold?"

An untidy bundle of a woman, holding a mop in one hand
and a pail in the other, was fixing me with a small bright eye.
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Wisps of grey hair straggled from beneath her dirty cloth cap;
her hands were large and red.
bai'lPIease ..." | stammered "I ... | was looking for my

"We ain't got no balls ere and kids ain't allowed. Out yer
go double quick and don't let me catch yer ere again."

| edged nervously nearer the door and was about to make
a dash for it, when the opening was filled with a second, but
thistimeareassuring figure. It was Chunks, the big doorman
from the Warrior, and he stared at me in astonishment. The
moment she saw him, the horrid old woman began screaming
that the brat had sneaked in when she wasn't looking and
wanted a clout on the ear to teach her what trespass meant.
Chunks roared her down:

"Shut yer mouth, mother! This er€'stheguvnor'skid, and
ifyou lay afinger on her you'll learn something." Heturned
tome. "MissFanny, you'veno call tobeinthisplace. Come
along, |'l| take you home."

To my surprise, instead of making for the passage by which
| had entered, he led the way to the staircase in the corner of
the ante-room. It twisted two or three times and brought us
to a small room, plainly furnished with a writing desk, some
shelves full of ledgers and a few chairs.

"The guvnor's office" said Chunks, seeing me gaze about in
evident uncertainty. "Through ere's the tavern."

Pushing open a door, he brought me for the first time in
my lifeinto the licensed premises which underlay my home.

We had entered the tavern from the back, and found
ourselves in a narrow area, between what | soon realised was
the wall separating the Warrior from our private staircase and
a high two-tier desk, rather like a presbyterian pulpit, which
stood out into the main room, its rounded prow dominating
the public hall. Inthe wall to the right were two doors, one
small one leading to the staircase, the other—a double swing-
door—giving access to the kitchens, where the patrons' food
was prepared. | had known there were kitchens beyond the
stair-well, for the staff entrance was in its far wall and | had
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often smelt savoury smels and heard the clash of pots and
pans, but | had never troubled to think why kitchens were
there or where the food went with which they were so busy.

Chunks was preparing to push me through the small door
leading to the tairs; but | meant to make the most of this
opportunity and, inppingaBast him, ran out into the main
tavern and looked eagerly about me. What | then saw was,
of course, only a fraction of the description which follows,
but itissimpler to complete the picturewhilel amat it, though
in fact it be a composite one, observed over a period of visits.

From where | stood (looking, you understand, avay from
the high desk and towards Panton Street) | saw a large open
room, as wide as the big ground glass window which formed
the tavern's frontage and more than threetimes asdeep. The
light was very dim, because the space immediately inside the
window was partitioned off from the main room by mahogany
walls which rose solidly fromfloor to ceiling. Consequently
the only daylight came from the double haf-glass doorsin the
extreme right-hand corner, which served as entrance to the
tavern. Even these doors could only be reached from the
street by passing through a vestibule, which was occupied,
during their hours of dut?]/, bz the six feet of brawn and muscle
known to everyone as Chunks. Y ou can imagine, therefore,
that with no daylight save that which filtered through the
vestibule and then through a pair of glazed doors, the place
would have been in darkness had not a gasjet been burning
inthe centre of theceiling.

As for Chunks, his business was to scrutinise all who came
and, when necessary, to hasten those who would not go. If a
stranger entered, Chunkswould direct him to one of the small
tables near the door, where he was well under the eye of the
high desk and within reach of door-man's discipline. Habitues,
on the other hand, would be greeted with gruff friendliness,
relieved of awet coat or a package, and left to make their way
to whatsoever seat they fancied.

But | am still staring about me at the exciting Warrior, still
in the throes of my first sight of a public-house. These, with
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reinforcements from later experience, are the impressons |
received.

The walls of the main tavern were lined with looking-glass;
from the roof hung several chandeliers, while brackets sprout-
ing from the pilaster s between the mirrors carried further gas
jets. Tables of small or medium size, with marble tops and
heavy wrought iron bases were ranged along thewalls. Each
had itswater-carafe and drinking-glass, its cigar -cutter, itsash-
tray and its tiny vase of toothpicks. The guests sat on fixed
divan seats, all tarnished gilding and stained crimson velvet.

The centre of the room was clear, save for an eight-sided
reading desk on which werefixed the sporting papers. At the
inner end of the tavern rose the round-ended desk. The upper
of its two tiers was for old Vellacott, Hopwood's confidential
clerk and book-keeper, or when she took the duty, for my
mother. The lower tier, on a level with the floor, was the
recognised placefor 'treating' the Warrior's proprietor. The
ceremony is quaint enough to look back upon, but at thetime
| never thought of it asin the leag unusual. From one of the
tables would come the sharp clattering tap of pewter upon
marble. Onetap—apotman hurried for theorder: two taps—
the call was for some other guest, every person took heed and,
if the signal were for him, acted accordingly. But if the
summons were repeated thrice, my father would rise from
whatever seat he might momentarily be occupying, bow with
dignity to the gentleman who "beat" for him and then make
his stately way towards the lower desk. There he would be
joined by his guest-turned-host, drink would be chosen and
supplied, and the two would gravely clink their glasses or
touch tankards, pledge one another and stand awhilein low-
toned conversation.

"Beating for the Duke" was a well-known procedure
among theflash habitues of the Warrior. Not only wasit in
itself a pleasing ceremonial, but it provided good opportunity
for confidential talk. The desk was isolated and well out of
hearing of the nearest table; the upper storey was sufficiently
high for atall man to stand and talk to the Duke and wear his
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hat and still be overtopped by three feet of panelling. Further,
if the upper desk were occupied at all, it was occupied by some-
one in whose discretion everybody had perfect confidence.
To those, therefore, who had gaming plans to make, tips to
receive or perhaps more intimate ambitions to express, a few
moments' conversation with my father in this remote but
public place were of considerable advantage.

Y ou wonder perhaps why, when privacy was urgent, such
conferences could not be carried on in some other room. The
reason lay in one of William Hopwood's most obstinate prin-
ciples. He held it to be the duty of a tavern-keeper never to
leave his public premises during the hours of real business.
He was always to be seen in the great room of his tavern at any
moment between nine p.m. and two am. | came to under-
stand, as | grew older, that the custom had also its practical
advantages. It was agreat thingin those days to have, between
the hours of nine and two, a more or less permanent alibi. Not
only was it known that the Duke was always there, but even
when for one reason or another he was constrained to absence,
there were plenty of good friends to swear that they had seen
him at his post and to possess at least the force of probability
behind their words.

"The hours of real business" were rightly interpreted by
Hopwood as those of late evening and early morning. There
were, of course, in those days no closing hours to speak of,
but the Warrior, though technically "open", hardly saw a soul
until seven o'clock. At about that hour afew steady customers
came for their chop or steak, while the tavern did not really
fill up until some three hours later. Tradition forms quickly
in places of public call or entertainment, and only a greenhorn
would have tried to use the Warrior for a midday drink or
have expected the grill to be at work before the evening. That
is why, on the occasion of my first visit, the place was totally
deserted.

There was once an Inquisitive Inspector of Police who,
being new to the district and on the trail of malefactors,
ventured to question Hopwood as to what he and his Warrior
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did all day, calling attention to the contrast between the gloom
and lethargy of the tavern until dusk and the lights and
crowded gaiety of after-dark. He also expressed curiosity as
to the obstinate darkness of the facade. The Duke, with
patient suavity, waved his hand at the partitioning which kept
the place in deep twilight even when the sun was shining.

"A poor publican" he said "must cut his coat according to
his cloth. The astute official mind has only to appreciate the
darkening effect of these ill-considered partitions to grasp
immediately why the Warrior is happier at night. No one
likes to eat or drink by gaslight in the middle of the day.
Consequently my quiet and very respectable clients go else-
where at noon but take their supper here."

"And what are the partitions for?" demanded the policeman.

"They constitute three small private rooms" replied Hop-
wood "which are at the disposal of my patrons who desire a
game of cards or a private talk on business or personal matters.
They were in existence when | took possession, and | have not
cared to spend money removing them."

“I think I'll look inside" said the policeman.

Hopwood, wearily polite, shrugged his shoulders. "As
you wish" he said; and drawing a key from his pocket, he
unlocked a door in the main partition. The policeman ob-
served that the window side of the cubicle was walled with
wood as solidly as the other; he noted the mechanism of the
inside lock; he surveyed the furnishings. For a moment he
stared thoughtfully at the lugubrious Hopwood. Then his
mouth creased into a slight smile and he suggested that a pint
of porter would not come amiss. Chatting of this and that he
drank his beer. As he sat down the tankard he said "What
card game do they mostly fancy—OIld Maid?"

Hopwood drew himself up.

"l do not understand you, sir. Or, if | do, | could wish it
otherwise. Y our superiors should have told you that thisis a
house of call for gentlemen only."

The officer took his leave. Better men than he had tried to
jump the Duke, and failed.
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v

A few dayslater and it wasthe evening of my tenth birthday.
Therehad been a amall tea-party—L ucy and her mother, two
other schod-acquaintances and actually William Hopwood
in person. The sugared cake with the ten small candles and
platesfull of variousfesivetrifles had been lar gy demolished,
and nether tears nor temper had marred the happiness of the
meal and the games which followed it. When the vistorshad
gone, my parents st awhile talking. Hopwood was in an
unusually amiable mood, and suggeted to my mother that he
take her, one day in the following week, to s the marvdlous
Sack-Wire Walker at the London Pavilion. He then looked
at his watch and exdaimed at the lateness of the hour.

"My word! After ssven! | mug go, my dear. Oh, and by
the way—it is unpardonable not to have mentioned this
before—Vdlacott begged off for tonight, from nine to twelve.
His d¢e is ill. Could you, my love, do me the great
favour . . .7

My mother looked at him doubtfully, then at me.

"1fyou had told me ... | don't like leaving the child
done . . "

"1 know, | know!" William was amog humble. " All the
exctement of this young lady's advandng age drove the
matter frommy mind ... | have noreal excus2 Dear me,
what isto be done?'

| 9dled over to my mother and twitched at her hand.

"Whigper!" | said.

She bent her head, and | made my outrageous suggestion.

"Fanny!" shecried. " | never heard such athing. Certainly
not." Then shelaughed. "How'sthat, William? The puss
sys she will come too!"

.| ran towards him.

" Please, papa! | will begood. Pleaselet me come—jud for a

little while—as a treat!"
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After sli?ht demur they agreed. The party-spirit was, |
supposg, still at work.

| wes forthwith packed off to lie down for a couple of
hours and, contrary to my intention, went to deep. Roused
and tidied at about nine o'clock, and amost breathless with
excitement, | accompanied my mother downstairsand followed
her timidly into the high desk.

To reach the upper desk you climbed a segp narrow stair
like that of a pulpit, for its floor was quite seven feet above
that of the tavern, and once there | could e little enough,
even on tiptoe. But peeping over the sde | managed to s
the huge area of the tavern, and the chanddiers, and here and
thereahat. How astonishingly different it looked, brightly lit
and aive with sound and movement, from the echoing and
gloomy place | had seen not many days before! My prelimin-
ary survey sated curiosity for the moment, and for ten minutes
or so | was quite happy crouched out of sight on a footstool
at my mother's side, revelling in the confused noises of talk
and laughter and watching the spasmodic glare of the gadight
on the white plaster immediately aove the desk. But astime

, the redlesness of youth overcame shyness. | had

listening with wonder to the metallic taps that sounded
now from this corner, now from that; to the hum of voices
rising to cries, falling to murmuring; to the potmen's scurrying
feet. | had been watching the cigar-smoke curl into view
beyond the high barrier of dek that fenced mein. | now
wanted dreadfully to study the whole scene in detail. Three
ringing blows in quick successon startled me.  For the
moment | held my breath. Dared | do it? | glanced a my
mother. It was now or never. She was leaning avay from
me, talking downward to some acquaintance who stood
beside the pulpit. Noisdessy | slipped from my seat.

The floor of the upper dek was, as | have said, about
seven feet from the ground. At this level a wide ledge ran
aong the sde of the pulpit. When it reached the curve of
the front, it was partially broken lay a carved pillar, beyond
which, rounding the prow, it broadened out and became a
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sort of canopy overhanging the lower desk. On to this ledge
| crept, my fingers pressed against the woodwork, my small
body crouched and tense. Steps were crossing the tavern
toward the desk, but luckily from the far side. | heard papa's
voice and the sounds of scraping feet. A potman was sum-
moned. Hetook an order and, hurrying to executeit, turned
the desk corner and saw me balanced on my ledge. Being
something of afriend of mine, when | laid afinger on my lips,
he winked and went quickly on his way. It seemed a long
time before he was back again bearing two tankards on a tray.
| began to feel cramped. From where | crouched | could see
two tables that stood against the tavern-wall parallel with the
desk-side. By alucky chance they were untenanted. Ahead
of me the projecting pillar blocked my view and hid me from
the room's length. Suddenly a man spoke; it seemed the voice
came from beneath my feet.

"Now s here, Duke, there's a young fellow yonder who
came in with me. He's from the west country and carries a
lot of money. If | were to give him aflutter at Patty's say
two nights hence and you were to tip the wink to the coppers

Obscurely | was thrilled. The words meant little, but
instinct told me that this was eavesdropping and conspiracy
and romance. | edged alittle nearer. The speaker resumed:

"That was a nice bit of work with the Frenchman—in
Corders Alley. Thereareonly two bolts from Patty'sand | 'l |
take care which is used. It's worth while, Duke."

Hopwood replied.

"The Clipperisjailed. |'veno oneto send."

The other voice dropped.

"No one?

A moment's silence; then Hopwood:

"There's Bat Perkins of course."

"Ah! Goodidea. Why not use Hetty and then Bat at the
end?"

"Is Hetty below?"
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Mumbled words | could not catch. Then papa once more:

"Very well. Butyoumust makeit Thursday. And | must
know by tomorrow if Hetty has got hold of him. Then I'l|
arrange. About half-past twoisthe best time. Y ou'll need to
pay the peelers well. They think nothing of asking five
hundred nowadays. | don't know what things are coming
to. Old Barney had trouble only the other day."

"That will be all right. No need to trouble yourself over
that. Have agood look at the fellow. The nameis Westerly."

Hopwood grunted, and again instinct came to my help. |
began a hasty retreat along the ledge and was soon back at
my mother's side, breathless but thrilled. The escapade had
lasted afew minutes only. No one had seen except my potman-
friend. My mother was still talking.

* * * * *

The sequel to that evening's conversation | heard long
afterwards. The rich young pigeon from the west left half
his pocket-book in Patty Webster's gambling hell; the other
half he lost on the way home and, with it, nearly lost his life
aswell. The place was raided and the gamblersfled; Westerly
went stumbling along down a dark passage between Red
Lion Square and Southampton Street. They found him the
next morning, still insensible and stripped to his shirt. There
was something of a fuss, for old Sir Edward Westerly was a
great man in Somerset. The police showed awkward curiosity
and in unexpected corners. Who started the idea, for example,
that Duke Hopwood was mixed up in the affair at all? Rumour
—the kind of rumour that went round the underworld—said
that the raid had been "arranged", and then too little paid.
Someone had split. There were questionings. Butin the end
nothing was proved. Admittedly young Westerly had visited
the Warrior some days before the outrage. But he had not
spoken to the landlord or even known which was he. * On
the night itself the Duke had been as usual in his own tavern.
It was believed that agirl called Hetty had been intimatewith
the youth; but she could not be traced and, as the world knew.
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women wer e excluded from theWarrior. Thematter dropped,
for want of the clinching evidence which could only have
been given by a little girl of ten.

v

I am now nearing the end of the first period of my life—
that connected with Duke Hopwood and his Warrior. | will
therefore round off the description of that ingenious man and
his ogtensible place of busness. Both were remarkable pheno-
mena whose like will not be seen again. Their proceedings,
therefore, deserve such modest record as | am able to give
them.

My exploit as eavesdropper, just related, was the only
experience in any way dramatic which befell me during my
occasional visits to the tavern in its hours of activity. | suppose
| was present there another half-dozen times in the years
following, and nothing whatsoever occurred, either in the
way of disturbance or conspiracy, to vary the monotony of
regular busness. | have often been told by those who used
to frequent the Warrior in Hopwood's days, that it was in
fact a notoriously well-conducted house. It stood in the heart
of London's most rowdy and dissipated district. All around
it were dance-halls, glittering 'restaurants, saloons, sporting
cribs, brothels, dubious hotels and night-houses of every kind.
Obviously it acquired merit from the contrast it presented to
its neighbours; and in realising the value of that contrast and
skilfully maintaining it, Hopwood showed how clever a man
he was.

In organisation and internal fittings, the Warrior was half-
way between the old English rough and tumble hostelry and
the luxurious Saloons and Divans, which had begun to flare
in fashionable London during the 'fifties, and by 1870 were
West End common form. Hopwood had the wit to see that,
by retaining a certain old-fashioned simplicity and at the same
time giving his clients cleanliness, bright lights and comfort,
he could give his house an individuality which would certainly
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help itsgood will and might also, i f necessary, serve as witness
to character.

The wide floor of the main tavern was neither carpeted nor
strewn with sawdust, but was of polished boards, with strips
of drugget along the edges and round the newspaper stand.
Spittoons and receptacles for cigar-ends were plentiful; and
any new-comer who, mistaking the tavern for an ordinary
public house, spat on the floor or ground out the butt of a
cheroot with his heel, was quickly and sternly called to order.
Billiards were impossible, for there was no table. Dancin
was equally impossible, sseing that women were barred.
There was neither card-room nor music. Naturally among the
Patrons were saverd pugilists and numerous amateurs of the

ancy; but Hopwood strictly forbade sparring-matches, even
of thefriendliest kind, stating that the Warrior was a place for
quiet refreshment and pleasant conversation, and that the
comfort of those who wished to sit and smoke and talk wes
paramount.

Of course, as in all licensed premises at that time, much
liquor was consumed and casss of drunkenness were frequent.
But the Duke's regular drunks were not quarrelsome or other-
wise obstreperous, and when, as occasiondly happened, the
wrong sort of drinker strayed in and tried to interfere with
other guests or began to play the rowdy, Chunks had himin
the street in no time and Hopwood, leaning againg the lower
desk, would make a graceful apology to the company for their
unplessant experience.

Mention of the Duke's "regular drunks" reminds me of a
little scheme of his, which | know for certain was put into
practice once, and may for all | can tell have been worked
sverd times.

There was an individual who came virtually every night
to the Warrior and s for three solid hours drinking hot gin-
and-water. He wasin his sixties, an untidy, miserable-looking
creature, in an ol d tail-coat and one of those elongated Tril by
hats which is dmost atop-hat but not quite. This hekept on
his head the entire evening. | believe he had been a solicitor,
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but was struck off the rolls for some misdemeanor and there-
after dragged out aforlorn and seemingly half-starved existence
inagarret behind Leicester Square. He was always alone, and
would bring with him an ancient brief-case stuffed with
papers, which he would carefully sort out and, having selected
one tape-tied bundle, would turn it through with absorbed
attention, making notes in the margins, nodding to himself
and occasonally chuckling or exclaiming under his breath.
All the time he sipped his toddy, tapping for another glass as
soon as one was nearly finished. His name was Lamb.

| have spoken of M r . Lamb as half-starved; and he certainly
looked it. But he always had money to pay for hisdrink, and
it was clear that the Warrior was not his only house of call.
Perhaps he soaked at home. It was more evident every month
that a prodigious consumption of spirits was wearing him
down. He grew shakier and more dobbery, and his eyes
became permanently glazed. He was a revolting object; yet
even to Chunks (who told me all this afterwards in his own
picturesque vernacular) there was something pitiful about him.

It appears that Hopwood made it his busness to enquire
intoMr. Lamb's private affairs. He found that the old man
was a complete solitary. No relations were known to exig,
and apart from a few tap-room acquaintances he had no
friends. A plan already formed in the Duke's mind was then
put into operation. He was in close—if left-handed—touch
with a certain doctor. This man was fully qualified and in
open practice; but there were incidents in his life which had
involved him with the underworld and certain persons with
whom—in order to keep these incidents secret—he dared not
quarrel. One such person was Hopwood. When, therefore,
the landlord of the Warrior called upon him and requested
that hewritein proper form a medical report on the physical
condition of one, Mathew Gregory Lamb, aged sixty-three
and residing at Number Two Pepper Court, Leicester Square,
and further that he endorse an application for a Policy on the
life of this individual to the amount of one thousand pounds,
the doctor had no option but to submit. The application and
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the report were sent to the Insurance Company by Hopwood.
The policy was issued to Hopwood and the first year's
premium paid.

Shortly afterwards, instead of, as hitherto, merely shaking
hands and leaving the old man to his imaginary work, he
began to linger by thetable and talk with him. Then he took
a chair, called for drinks on the house, and showed increasing
friendliness. Gradually by this means he enlarged the nightly
consumption of his besotted client, encouraging him at the
same time to mix his spirits and to dilute them less. In four
months Lamb was dead of cirrhosis of the liver, a fate which
surprised no one, so completely was he known to have been a
dlave to alcohol. Hopwood collected the insurance, and the
Warrior maintained its excellent reputation as a quiet and
well-conducted house.

These facts would never have come to light at all, had not
the doctor, when Hopwood was overwhelmed by the trouble
which finished him, revenged himself on his blackmailer by
betraying them to the police.

Of course my mother knew nothing of the incident or that
monstrosities of the kind were ever a part of Hopwood's
activities. She was certainly aware that half her husband's
life was spent on the wrong side of the law. The Crystal
Palace episode implied her consciousness of his share in a
robbery; and that police regulations were flouted, alike in the
Warrior and on the floor below, must have been obvious to
her. 'But anything even indirectly related to a crime of violence
she could not have tolerated. The Duke would have denied
that his treatment of Lamb could be so described. He would
—1 think sincerely—have distinguished between hastening
an inevitable end while giving the victim pleasure, and the
deliberate infliction of pain on a helpless fellow-creature. But
the Duke's conscience was a strange one, and my mother was
incapable of sharing its subtleties.
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Vi

Before attempting to indicate what may—not unsuitably—
be called the "basement half" of Hopwood's existence, | must
mention an episode destined to prove of great importance to
my future career.

| had now been transferred from the school in Bedford
Street to the care of a scholarly cripple, who took a few
individual pupils in his quiet rooms in Golden Square. His
name was Clements, and he believed in the humanities rather
than in scientific fact. He took infinite pains to give me a
background of taste and understanding; and thanks to his
training, though | have aways been an ignorant person in the
sne of having no learning, | posess intuition and a feeling
for amosphere.

Returning home from school one afternoon at about five
o'clock | found a visitor in the parlour with my mother. He
was of medium height, slight in build, (wietly but expensively
dressed in a grey swallow-tail coa with trousers of the same
material.

When | burst into the room they evidently broke off an
interesting conversation, for they turned and for a moment
gazed at mein slence. Then, with a curious constraint, my
mother said:

"A little less noise, darling, though | am glad you have
come. Put down your saichel and sy how-do-you-do to,Mr.
Seymore."

| was not a shy child and had a good look at the stranger
as | crossed the room to greet him.  How much | then noticed
and how much wes learnt from later experience, | hardly
know; but in fact | sawv a man of about forty years of age
clean-shaven, with dark hair dread% ?reying a the temples.
In his face was breeding and melancholy, but his eyes though
tired, smiled easly. | remember remarking at once the hand-
ome signet ring he wore on his left hand.

Rather to my surprise, he took both my hands and held
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them. " Already a different Vandra" he said, half to himsdf
and daring geadily at me. Then more loudly: " Well, my
dear, you have become twice the girl Snce | saw you lagt, and
| don't expect you remember meat all." Tomy mother: " She
is going to do you credit, Mrs. Hopwood. | hope she behaves
as well as she looks"

My mother amiled.

"Sheis a good girl on the whole, though apt to dawdle in
the dregs or go exploring. We call her Fanny."

"Fanny, en? | s== a good contraction. Perhaps she will
spdl it with a V, when she grows up. So you want to s
round the next corner, do you, Fanny? Perhaps when you are
bigger, you will be ableto. Travel isa pleasure and an educa-
tion, but perhaps the bes part of it is coming home again.”

He spoke over his shoulder to my mother:

"How does the schodling go? | think you told me Mr.
Clements had taken charge of her. Heis an excdlent man and
a good teacher.”

"She is well beyond me in learning’ laughed my mother,
"and full of talk about her dasses M. Clements says heis
pleassd with her. You like your lessons don't you, Fanny?"

The vidgtor was still looking at me with a perdgence |
began to find embarrassing. Muttering something about
liking lessons very much, | retired behind my mother's skirts.

"I mug beoff, Mrs. Hopwood" said Mr. Seymore. " I t hes
been a pleasure to se you again, and now that | am at home
| will ventureto call infromtimetotime. | am particularly
glad to have had ancther dght of Fanny. In the hopethan |
might do S0, | brought a little present for her. Will you allow
her to have this brooch? It is pretty, and she will s it off
well when sheisagrown girl."

"Oh, Mr. Seymore, it is beautiful! Look, darling, at this
lovely brooch. But isit not too finefor her? | don't think |
ought to acoept it."

"Nonens It is hers by rights, for the sske of the colour
alone Look at the degp blue-green and the glittering cres
of white—a rock-pool and beyond.
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Please keep it for her, and on her eighteenth birthday let her
wear it, and think for a moment of the man who gave it her."

My mother had thrust a little case into my hands while he
was speaking, and had then abruptly turned aside to the
dresser, where she began fidgeting with her workbox. |
opened the lid of the case, and on a bed of dark-blue velvet
saw a large stone of a rich peacock blue-green, surrounded
with a circlet of tiny diamonds and crowned with three
fleurs-de-lis, aso in diamonds. The whole was mounted on a
plain gold pin.

The beauty of the thing moved even my childish mind to
excitement. | had never seen anything likeit, and was wholly
ignorant of jewels or their value. But this was so manifestly
something fine, so absolutely itself, that | could only stare at
it in astonished delight. Suddenly | heard my mother's voice
behind me.

"Say at least thank you, child!" she said, so sharply that |
fell suddenly from ecstasy to alarm. | began to stammer a
clumsy speech of thanks, but Mr. Seymore interrupted.

"It is enough that you like it, my dear. Let your mother
keep it safe, and mind that you aways love her and ook
after her. Goodbye."

And stooping, he kissed me gently on the forehead.

On the chair were hi6 hat and cane. He held these in one
hand while he shook hands with my mother.

"Goodbye, Mrs. Hopwood. Please remember me to your
husband."

She opened the door for him, and, closing it behind her,
left me alone. | took the brooch to my usual corner, and sat
and just looked at it. 1n one light the stone was a deep liquid
green, in another a rich blue; aways it hovered between the
two. | wondered what it was called.

"WhoisMr. Seymore, mamma?" | asked, when my mother
returned. "And when did | see him before?'

"He is a gentleman whom both your father and | have
known for many years. But he has been abroad lately and
therefore not come to see us. Y ou were only a scrap when he
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was last here—too small to remember. He has done us many
kindnesses. Now give me your brooch and | will lock it
away for you. It is probably worth alot of money, so tell no
one about it. We do not want thieves in here."

VIl

"Hopwood's Hades", no less than the Warrior, set itself
certain standards which it was the queer pride of the pro-
prietor most obstinately to maintain. The place—to put it
brutally—was a gambling-hell, a drinking-den, a house of
assignation, a theatre of obscene burlesque, even—within the
limits of its accommodation—a knocking-shop. Practically
nothing was too scandalous to be tolerated; virtually no taste
too wanton to be catered for. But Hopwood's idea of service
to his clients was based on a fundamental honesty between
himself and them. Consequently he never took their money
without—to the best of his capacity—giving what was wanted
in return; he never permitted his girlsto "roll" aclient or to
pick his pocket, nor tolerated bullies hanging about the
entrance to Panton Passage in the hope of holding up a
drunken reveller on his way home. The various swindles
practised in other night-houses were unknown in Hades. The
champagne was real champagne, not the mixture of gin and
cider, with a gill of new ae and a teaspoonful of carbonate of
soda, which—corked and well shaken—was frequently sold
at champagne price in the dives about Piccadilly and the
Haymarket. There was no business with "dead men"—the
system of adding two or three extra bottles to the empties
ranged against the wall when some wealthy customer was
entertaining a young woman. The billiard-room was free
from sharps, and a spectator could make side bets without
wondering whether his obliging neighbour might not be in
league with one of the players.

No one, however much he may disapprove of the Duke's
way of life, can deny him a certain genius. He redised—as
few impresarios of vice have ever had the sense to realise—
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that never to cheat on the sde was the best way, for one
pandering to debauchery, to collect a permanent and really
good dass clientele, to encourage lavish expenditure and to
persuade authority to turn a blind eye. What in the way of
crookedness or even violence went on outside ether the
Warrior or Hades he did not mind. He had arrangements
with morethan oneM adam, and took hisshareof very dubious
earnings without a qualm. Hewould helptotrap a " pigeon”,
and ask no questions as to what had befallen him, provided it
was not on his own premises. But from the very first he had
determined to make his personal clients trust him, and rely
with absolute certainty on the discretion and fair-dealing of
his establishment. | believethat for two or threeyears he had
a hard time; for the wrong sort of wealthy pleasure-seekers
presumed on his system and tur ned the tables by cheating him.
But gradually it got about that " Hades" was something special
in the way of night-houses; and when it had become the
favourite haunt of a few of the unchallenged aristocrats of
dissipation, the undesirables dropped out and the place was
"made".

| have already described what a little girl saw when, by
mistake and during cleaning time, she penetrated Hopwood's
Hades. What follows—namely how the place looked late at
night and in full swing, what sort of people one saw, what
sort of things were going on—I owe to a one-time habitue
who later became my close friend.

Naturally what | have said about Hopwood's principles and
general practiceis als at second-hand. But it has an element
of originality, in that it was picked up from odd remarks and
from gossip of all kinds, had to be put together, and could be
flavoured with an occasonal personal memory. Not so the
facts about Hades. The place was closed down while | was
still almost a child and, save for that one chance trespass, |
was never therein my life. | am glad, therefore, to acknow-
ledge to my kind friend this description of itsinterior, which
isnot the only thing for which | am grateful to him.

* * * * *
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Y ou must please imagine yourself a man about town, with
money in your pocket and a fancy for a night of pleasure.
Itis early in the year 1870.

You find a congenid companion with similar inclination,
and after a leisurely dinner at the club you look in at the
Alhambra. Y ou are purposely too late for the strident variety
with which the programme opens, but in essy time for the
Ballet which concludes the first half and isfollowed by along
—a very long—interval. This interval is one of the main
features of the show, for the huge basement canteen is open to
any of the audience who think a visit worth while. You are
luckier than you know, because later in this very year the
canteen will be closed to all save members of the company.
Y ou wander down after the ballet, pick up a couple of dancers
and buy them champagne. They are cheerful young women,
still wearing their scanty ballet costumes and with plenty to
sy for themsdves Nearly an hour passs in telling stories
and gossjpir:jq about the crowd of swels and chorines who
skirmish and lounge and laugh in the long, bare but well-
lighted room. It is now nearly time for the notorious Can-
Can, and you prePare to return to your sedis. Theladieswish
to sy thank you for their wine, and each, with an arm round
your neck or his, puts unmistakable provocation into her kiss.
She probably ventures other familiarities, and certainly asks
softly i f you will be near the stage-door when the show is over.
You thank her, but much regret that tonight is impossible.
Then you take your leave and hurry upstairs.

The Can-Can is very near the end even of its period of
reviva—a revival marked by an exaggeration of evcg?/ bug-
gesdtive quality. Thereis dso a Can-Can being danced at the
Lyceum, as part of Hervé's Chilperic, and plenty of folk are
deeply shocked by that; but it is a mild affar compared with
the one a the Alhambra. Indeed the famous dance, as

resented at the Alhambra by the "Parisian Colonna" troupe,
become so outrageous that by October of this same year
the place is to be deprived atogether of its dancing licence.
You are, therefore, just in time for the final extravagances of a
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decadence; and certainly you get your money's worth in the
way of whirling legs, glimpses of ivory thighs, and breasts
that accidentally-on-purpose shake free from their flimsy
covering. The provocative capacity of this degenerate Can-
Can is terrific, and can only be believed by those who have
seen it danced with shameless abandon. Tonight you can
almost feel the rising excitement in the auditorium, as the
music clashes and the writhing half-naked girls riot on the
stage. As the audience crowds towards the doors, after the
last curtain has fallen and the tempest of applause and animal
shouting has died away, the eyes of men are bright and hungry
and there will be no lack of business "on the line".

The cool air of the Square is pleasant after the feverish heat
of the theatre, but the noise and turmoil are clamorous. Dense
crowds move to and fro. Beggars line the curbs, street-
women pluck at your elbow as you pass. You are wary of
pick-pockets, for every man who jostles you may be a thief,
and at midnight in Leicester Square only greenhorns carry
their money in a coat-pocket or show a watch-chain, atie-pin
or ajewelled Stud. The centre of the Squareis still an untidy
waste, with cheap-jacks' booths and heaps of rubbishand gangs
of urchins screaming and dodging among the crazy shacks and
piles of garbage. In a dark corner behind a closed marionette
theatre a drunken clerk is fumbling a harlot. Four or five
young men with linked arms are swaying down the middle
of the street, shouting the chorus of the gibberish song which
had swept the town in 1869:

Jamsetjee ma jabajekoy
Jobbery dobi porie

Ikey Pikey Skey Crikey
Chilhingowullabadorie.

Round the square are lighted entrances. Next door to the
Alhambra is Brooks' "Hall of Justice", where, in direct
succession to Renton Nicholson's famous entertainment, you
may hear Judge and Jury and see the Poses Plastiques. The
Eldorado is just closing down; but gin-palaces flare, and here
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and there a gas-jet shines discreetly on a descending stair,
|eading to some besement where is a sing-song, and drink and
girls are cheap.

Having made your way round the square you turn south-
ward, and are soon at the door of "Hades" in the narrow
gloom of Panton Passage. The stairs are adequately but not
brilliantly lighted, nor is there any outside bracket to throw a
gleam on to the projecting name-board. It is one of the
attractive illogicalities of "Hades" that it only announces
itself in daylight when it is not open. At night, unless you
know it is there, you will passit by. But the Duke wants no
casual trade and the regulars need no sign-posting.

At the bottom of the stairs is a closed door, which, at a
knock is opened by as ugly a customer as could be found even
in Seven Dials. Heisan ex-pugilist called Grabbett, and his
orders are only to admit visitors up to a certain number, take
their coats and hats, and to keep very close on their hedls
until they are ready to pay their entrance and goinside. Once
he knows you, you have the freedom of his bleak square
domain, off whichisawash-room and out of which (asalready
recorded) rise the stairs to Hopwood's office. At night these
stairs are shut off by a door flushwith the wall and papered to
matchit.

Behind the small counter which guards the inner rooms is
another formidable figure. This man is dressed as a flunkey,
with powdered hair and gold-cords and all the rest. There
are three or four alternative bruisers who occupy this post;
but by tradition they are all called "Jeames'. Jeames can be
out of hislair inaflash in case of trouble, and with equal ease
can bar the entrance to Hades until his job as box-office has
been done. Not only are the number of admissions limited,
but it costs a sovereign just to get into Hades; and in these
respects a'so Hopwood's diveis highly individual The great
majority of night-haunts do not care how much they crowd
their patrons and they charge no entrance, but make up for it
by fleecing the visitor when he gets inside. In Hades one is
never fleeced and can be sure of comfortable sitting room and
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?eoe to move about. These congderations are anply worth

he risk of being turned away and, if admitted, the entrance
charge.

Taking your ticket from Jeames, you pass through the big
door anc? f%/nd yourself in a semi-circular wa(T:I led in by
heavy velvet curtains which fall from ceiling tofloor and run
on two overlapping rods. Beyond the curtaining you can
hear voices, per music; but your immediate busness is
withyet athird officid—asoin flunkey's garb, dso of alarming
physique, but in this case answering to the name of "Henery".
He takesyour ticket, givesyour coa afinal brush and, drawing
one curtain slightly towards him, dlows you to sdle for a
couple of yards between two walls of crimson velvet into the
main hall of Hades.

Thislong, vaulted room hes arich, red carpet on the floor.
There are small tables with gilt armchairs, sofas, grest pams
in pots, lamps on torcheres. The furniture is arranged with
skilful casudness, suggesting a drawing-room rather than a
place of entertainment. Men and women are sitting about,
drinking and talking.

In the right wall are four deep dcoves—large enough to
accommodate a supper table, severd chairs, and a broad sofa
strewn with cushions and fitted with a headboard only. Prob-
ably one or two of these dcoves are occupied, and one perhaps
has heavy curtains aready drawn closdy across the entrance.

About the main room waiters in dress-clothes move hither
and thither. Againgt the wall sit a few solitary girls. They
have none of the anxious absurdity of the wallflower nor do
they thrust themsaves on a new-comer with the pert rapacity
of a dame de maison. |f, when you have chosen a sedt, you
walk over and invite one of them to join you, she will accom-
pany you with graceful amiability; but you are not expected to
do o, for in Hades you are only expected to do exactly what
you want.

There are now sgns that something is to happen on the
small dage a the far end. The curtains have parted; the
orchestra strikes up, the footlights go on and the lighting in
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the hall is lowered. Two smartly-dressed comedians do a
cross-chat act, full of topical references and scandalous
alusions to Royalty, to prominent members of Society, to
reformist clergymen and to politicians. One of them then
sings a popular song, while the other arranges a few pieces of
furniture to suggest a lady's dressing-room. Very soon a
beautiful girl steps on to the stage, muffled in a smart evening
cloak. She and the comedians carry on a conversation as
elegant as it is suggestive, until she bids them good-night as
sheis going to bed. One after the other the men go out. The
violinist begins a soft sensuous tune, and the girl starts—
unconcernedly but with the skill of an artist—to undress.

Hades made a speciality of this disrobing act, which ended,
not with a last-minute disappearance behind the scenes, but
with an unselfconscious descent from stage to auditorium. In
Hades, when the last rag of clothing had been removed (or
shortly before, if she thought well), the girl would step down
from the stage and for a short while mingle with the audience.
As she left the stage the hali-lights would go up and the stage
be darkened. She might stop at a table and accept a glass of
champagne; she might kiss an old friend on the top of his head;
she Would wave to acquaintances. My informant declared
that it was wholly delightful to see the lovely naked creature
stroll serenely downthehall. Hopwood'sgirls could not only
strip without a qualm, but let themselves be seen stripped
under a top light and at a distance of a few feet. They were
aso pleasant, well-spoken girls who, although they lived by
their bodies and made no bones about it, could behave decor-
ously and, in public, were always so treated.

This charming spectacle was the more effective because
indiscriminate nudity was not permitted in Hades. Therewas
never more than one naked beauty to be seen at any one time
(and only that at intervals) and, in decreeing that this should
be so, Hopwood gave yet another proof of his instinctive taste
as a purveyor of entertainment.

The brief stage interlude being over, and the performer
having retired to put on an evening gown and reappear as
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one of the ladies of the establishment, you may desire to
wander into the card-room or the billiard-room both of which
lie to the left of the central saloon. Or (for your man-friend
has probably gone his own way by now and you are free to
please yourself) you may prefer to choose an agreeable com-
panion for a protracted supper.

Supper will be served in the open-hall or in an alcove, as
you elect. If you decide for the former, you will now and
again have music to listen to and things to look at on the
dage—a transparency of a dance of nymphs or a singer.
During the meal you make your plans, for it is now after two
o'cdock and, whether it be love or deep or both that you are
after, morning is bound to come. If the girl pleases you, you
can go home with her; if that is too much of an undertaking
(and you are not already in an alcove) you can go upstairs to—
of all places—one of the famous cubicles immediately behind
the Warrior's Panton Street facade.

This arrangement was the crowning triumph of Hopwood's
malicious humour. It enchanted him to contrive that the
most equivocal of feminine activities could be performed in a
tavern where no women were allowed. A second daircase
led up from behind the sage of Hades into the extreme
westerly corner of the Warrior's frontage, and gave access to
the first of the three cubicles. This had no door into the
tavern, but only one into the second cubicle, which in its turn
opened only into the third cubicle and also gave no direct
access to the tavern. The third and lag cubicle (the most
easterly and the one nearest to Chunks vestibule and the
Warrior's main entrance) was the only one with a door into
the public-house. This door had a spring lock operated from
within and no outside handle. Unless, therefore, you had a
pass-key, you could only reach Cubicle Three by traversing
Cubicles One and Two.

Admittedly this arrangement gave the occupants of the
cubicles little privacy among themselves, and if there were a
vacancy beyond where you were, new clients had to pass
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through your tiny room to reach it. But nobody minded
about that. After all everyone was playing the same game.

* % * * ok

Plenty more could be said of Hopwood's Hades, of what
went on there, and of the celebrities and notorieties who fre-
quented it. But enough has been told to show that the place
was at once outrageous and recherché-which, provided you
grant its premises, is as good a testimonial as could be given.
Certainly it fulfilled its purpose almost to perfection, and so
far as | know nothing has taken its place. The sad thing is
that it came to disaster thanks to its very distinction, though |
suppose, the British being what they are, that was inevitable.
In England it has aways been both difficult and dangerous to
flout simultaneously thevirtuous and thevulgarians. Moralists
hate you for making attractive what they please to call "vice,"
while perverts, sadists and rakes of the merely bestial kind
bitterly resent your refusal to pander to their tastes. Of this
double offence Hades was guilty; and in order to make clear
what occurred and why, it is necessary once again to revert to
William Hopwood himself.

In addition to his determination to play fair by his patrons,
that remarkable man had two other impregnable principles.
Though deeply involved in the organisation of prostitution
and deriving handsome profits from its exploitation, he
refused to take part in any undertaking which permitted
cruelty as an element in sex-traffic, and he was resolutely
opposed to the victimisation of young children. This latter
abomination was terribly widespread at the time of which |
am speaking, and indeed continued to be so until the late
'‘eighties. A direct outcome of the misery in which a large
part of the population lived, the sale of little girlswas aregular
proceeding in slum districts of every large city. In Hackney
and Dalston and about Mile End Road, were recognised
buyers who would give three tofive pounds for alikely "mark"
of ten or twelve years of age, and arrange for her transfer to
one of the West End houses. There.were aso men who,
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through a network of agents, drew up lists of prostitutes, and
by threats rather than money obtained options on any female
children which might be born to these luckless women. Such
children were destined from babyhood to follow in their
mothers' profession, and, as girls under age fetched high prices
in certain fashionable brothels, they were launched on the
game at the earliest profitable moment.

To anything of this kind Hopwood was savagely opposed.
If any one of the Madames to whom he sent customers were
proved to have allowed her house to be used for purposes
known to be barred, he struck her permanently from hislist.
A client of Hades, enquiring for a recommendation on these
lines, was liable to be spoken to more harshly than he expected.
Naturally this procedure made him many enemies;, and it was
one such enemy who brought about his downfall.

Y ou may well wonder what the police were doing to leave
unmolested such a place as Hades. In the 'sixties of last
century, the police—especially those responsble for the night-
areas of London—were not the disciplined and virtually
incorruptible force they have since become. Bribes were a
matter of course, and the houses paid annual tribute according
to their gatus and size, as well as providing free service on
demand. Hopwood no doubt paid some dues also; but, owing
to his methods of conducting business, he was more of an
ast to the policethan a liability, and for reasons of their own
they found it convenient to leave him alone. Hades was never
a centre of disturbance; it was also a haunt of certain very well-
known folk, whose reputations had to be safeguarded. The
police knew that for the Marquis of or Lord or
General Sir to be publicly involved in a night-house
scandal would bring on their heads trouble far greater than
any merit they could hopeto acquire by convicting a restaurant
or brothel-keeper of an offence againg bye-laws or public
morals. So long as these (and other) eminent gentlemen
frequented Hopwood's Hades, they could be presumed safe,
socially under cover, and in a position to enjoy themsdves
without risk of being found out. Somewhat, therefore, as the
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authorities will still appear to overlook cafes and lodging-
houses where criminals or spies are known to congregate
because at least, while there, they can be pulled in if necessary,
so Hades was never raided or even cautioned, but rather
valued as the safest place in town for prominent persons who
wanted a night out.

Now it chanced that in the year 1870 there began what is
now calleda" purity drive". Religiousbodies, Morality Com-
mittees, congeries of earnest parents, temperance fanatics and
genuine social workers combined to bring pressure on author-
ity "to do something about London". The Refreshment
Houses Act of €865 had imposed a closing hour of one a.m.
But although it had made impossible the survival of frankly
"all-night" establishments (from the most |uxuriousto the most
humble), it had remained very much of a dead letter so far as
were concerned the cafés and taverns which wished to continue
business until three am. Publicans and night-house pro-
prietors contrived to evade it by closing their main door and
leaving another open, or by turning out the facade lights, or
simply by purchasing exemption from the police on the spot.
But during 1870 public agitation forced the powers-that-
were to show an effective zeal for reform. It was decreed that
the Closing A ct should be more strictly enforced. Therewasa
temporary banishment from the pavements of Regent Street,
Pall Mall, the Opera Colonnade and Waterloo Place, of the
low-grade foreign prostitutes who accosted men with such
persistent shamelessness as to make those streets intolerable
to ordinary citizens. Orders were given for the final suppres-
sion of the astonishing scenes in the neighbourhood of
Waterloo Road, where were certain side streets in which girls,
even in broad daylight, sa at open doors in nothing but a
chemise, called to men, and often, before going indoors,
danced with them to the music of barrel-organs. Other
measures followed. There was the withdrawal (already
referred to) of the Alhambra's dancing licence. Baron Grant
came forward with his plan to make the centre of Leicester
Square into a public garden, and once for all to do away with
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the rat-infested rubbish-heaps, the insanitary hovels, the
pockets and hillocks of filthy trodden earth, as well as the
opportunities which they provided for petty crime and casual
indecency. Consideration had even to be given to a concerted
attack on the now decadent Cremorne Gardens, which had
become so noisy and disreputable that the people of Chelsea
demanded their abolition.

These were typical features of the " clean-up" of 1870; and
it was largely due to the alertness of authority in the cause of
social discipline and purification that, in the autumn of the
"reformer's year", Hopwood's scruples made for him his last
enemy.

| must explain that the Duke never appeared in Hades
before two o'clock in the morning, and often not at all. He
had an excelent maitre d'hétel, with a reliable gaff, and it
was part of his policy to be personally identified with the
Warrior rather than with its smarter but more quegtionable
auxiliary. Onenight, asill-luck would have it, he came down
from his office a little after two and found a struggle going on
in the square ante-room. Grabbett and the Jeames of the
moment weretrying to gect an obstreperous but very powerful
reveller, and the process produced a clatter and a disturbance
which enraged the proprietor.

"What the devil is all this?"

Hopwood's voice was not loud, but it had a mordant edge
which bit into mere noise and fury as sharp teeth into cheese
T he two employees released their hold and their captive swung
round with a snarl of fury. He was a huge man, with shining
black hair, a heavy, black moustache, long"' arms like an ape
and the thighs and shoulders of a coal-heaver. He was fighting
drunk and, when he saw Hopwood, lurched toward him with
his great hands curved like claws. Grabbett and Jeames made
to seize him once again, but the Duke waved them back.
Without flinching he stared the angry giant in the eye, and
with a tiny bow said quietly:

"Good evening, my lord. Can | be of any assgance?"

Perhaps there was a sudden recesson of the fumes of alcohal,
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perhaps the level glance and calm civility of his vis-a-vis
daunted him; in any event the big man stopped dead, dropped
his hands and stood glaring at Hopwood from under his dis-
hevelled mop of hair.

The sudden silence was broken by a faint rustle, and from
behind the coats and cloaks which hung against the wall
opposite to where the landlord stood, there emerged a figure
so fantastic that for a moment the Duke was thrown off his
guard. It was a shrimp of a child, with staring eyes set in a
face which showed the dead pallor of fright even under
smears of rouge and kohl. On the forehead was an angry
bruise. Instead of being dressed in a child's frock or (as would
have seemed more likely still) in rags and tatters, the little
creature wore a grotesque parody of a grown-up evening
dress. Made of a white taffeta striped with pink, deeveless
and with a deep décolletage, the garment hung by two straps
on the meagre shoulders and fell forward over the child's flat
chest, exposing it to the navel. The waist was tightly laced
and a full skirt swept backwards over a regulation bustle.
Arms like match-sticks hung forlornly downwards. Thehair
was elaborately piled high on the back of the head, and on
several skinny fingers flashed rings—showy theatrical jewel-
lery, with imitation stones of fabulous size.

This astounding apparition for a moment diverted Hop-
wood's attention; and in the instant of his looking away his
opponent sprang at him. They were on the floor, with two
great hands tightening on the landlord's throat, when
Grabbett, seizing a chair-leg which he kept at hand in case of
real emergency, brought it down on the back of the assailant's
head. The grip relaxed, the two servants dragged the huge
man from on top of their master and flung him against the
wall, where he lay unconscious, his head lolling forward and
blood trickling over his ear and on to his shirt-front. Hop-
wood struggled painfully to his feet, feeling his throat. He
was badly shaken and, stumbling to a chair, for afew moments
sat in a white sweat. Jeames had run for brandy, and it was
not long before the Duk e was sufficiently revived to remember
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what had happened. Again his eyes fell on the shrinking
child, with her painted, tortured face, her bruised forehead
and her horrible finery. She was crouched against the coats,
hugging one of them to her chest, and now and again whimper-
ing gently like a terrified little dog. Hopwood with an effort
choked down the sickness which still threatened to master
him, and wrenched his wandering wits into some sort of
control.

"Well, Grabbett" he said at last—his voice was unsteady
but slowly strengthening—"what is the meaning of this, and
why is that child here?"

The ex-pugilist was never an articulate man, and the
problem of giving a coherent account of a series of unusual
events was almost too much for him. But, prompted by
Jeames, he managed to convey to his employer what had
occurred. About half an hour previously his lordship had
arrived, bringing the child with him. He had aready been
drinking heavily, but was in full command of himself and
produced the money for two entrances. He explained that he
merely wished to takethelittlegirl insidefor afew minutes, in
order to win a wager from Colonel , who had laid him a
hundred to twenty that the joke could not be played.

Hopwood interrupted to ask how much the porter and
Jeames had been paid to swallow this damned nonsense. The
question caused considerable embarrassment. The two men
hung their heads and mumbled that his lordship had been
here before and seemed to be telling the truth; that they were
close at hand in case of need—

"Leave that at present" snapped the master. "What next?"

About ten minutes after the preposterous pair had dis-
appeared into Hades, the maitre d'h6tel had come rushing
out in great excitement. Grabbett and Jeames must come at
once and assist Henery to gect the big man. He had gone
into an alcove and ordered a bottle of brandy. He must a
little while afterwards in some way have hurt the child, for
with afrightened cry she dashed out from the alcove, tripped
over her long skirt and fell screaming to the floor, knocking
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her head againg the carved foot of a consoletable. When
members of the staff pulled back the curtains of the alcove,
the man was lying back on the sofa, waving the brandy and
shouting with laughter. The rest of the story was struggle,
and they had got the brute as far as the ante-room when
Hopwood had appeared.

The Duke, who was now almost himself again, got up and
walked over to thelittlegirl. Putting a hand on her shoulder,
he said gently:

"There, my dear. You need not befrightened any more. |
will sethat you are taken care of. Has the child a cloak?" he
demanded, and Jeames disappeared into the saloon returning
with a gaudy velvet cape, trimmed with imitation fur.

"Wrap it round her, and take her to Mrs. Bellew. Tell her
she must put her to bed and find some sensble clothes. | will
se her in the morning. This place is closed for tonight,
Grabbett. No one dse may comein. Say nothing to those
inside about me being here. Let them think what they like.
And now" (with a return to his usual sarcastic manner) "for
our noble friend. | think we will start by throwing a bucket
of water over him."

The bulky figure was already showing signs of movement;
and when a pailful of cold water had doused his head and
shoulders, he came back to some sort of consciousness.

" Get up, my lord" said Hopwood. " Grabbett, help him
up and keep hold of him."

Theman was raised to his feet and propped against the wall.
Still half-dazed, he muttered in his heavy moustache and his
eyes wandered vaguely from side to side.

"Your lordship will listen to me for a few moments and
then you will go and not come back. | do not allow children
in here, nor drunken blackguards either, howeyer grand their
quarterings.. My servants will have orders never to admit you
again to any premises of mine; and if | have the least suspicion
that you are interfering, even indirectly, with my affairs, |
shall know how to sa the story of tonight's little frolic circu-
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lating round the clubs and maybe in other places as well.
Now get out!"

* * * * *

Thus may be reconstructed (and | think with fair correct-
ness the encounter between William Hopwood and Gerry
Manderstoke, which had such tragic consequences. The
matter was never actualy proved; but | am convinced that
what happened was the result of it. As | came to know only
too well, revenge was sweet to Gerry and no rebuff ever
forgotten.

VI

In any period of persecution—whether it be placarded as a
purge essentia to the attainment of liberty, of national sifety,
of justicefor theworkers, of racialism, of religion, or of socia
purity—the denouncer will saize his opportunity for venting
a persond spite. The clamour for a London clean-up rose
steadily throughout the year 1870; and as the appetite for
victims grew among moralists and police alike, numerous
informers helped to feed it. Probably therefore Hopwood,
aware of what was happening all around him, was not gready
surprised to receive, latein December, afamiliar but thistime
rather agitated visitor from the district police-station who,
with apologies, reported that a complaint had been lodged
againg the Warrior on the ground that the premises were
used for immoral purposes. The police had no option but to
make enquiries, though they knew as well as Mr. Hopwood
that the charge was ridiculous. Unfortunately the com-
plainant had gone above their heads, and used such powerful
Influence that the Home Office had insisted on a strict in-
vestigation.  Only with difficulty had the spesker found an
opportunity to slip round and pess theword. The search wes
to teke place forthwith. " I t will, of course” he added with a
wink "be confined to the Warrior."

Ten minutes &fter the friendly policeman had gone, two
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civil officials and two congables entered the premises and
demanded the landlord. Hopwood was quietly courteous.
He listened to the terms of the warrant and shrugged his
shoulders with calm resignation.

" To pretend to understand the reason for this charge would
be absurd" he said. "But | welcome the visit of you gentle-
men, which enables me to demonstrate once for all that the
whole affair isridiculous. Where shall theinvestigation start?
Do you wish to s my private quarters upsairs? | believe
my wife is at home and will, | am sure, give you every
facility."

T he search-party, who had entered on their task in a mood
of truculence, played into the Duke's hands by deciding forth-
with to examine his so-called " private quarters'. Sternly on
their guard againg any attempted deception, they invaded my
mother's domain. | remember their coming, for it was just
before Christmas and my holidays had begun.

Hopwood preceded them and called my mother from the
kitchen: " My dear" | heard him say, when shejoined him in
the passage, "these gentlemen wish to go over the house
Suppose you first show them the parlour. Let them see any-
thing they wish. | will wait for them downstairs. | have
some accounts to go over."

As soon as my mother brought the three men into the room
(one of the congtables had remained on guard below) even |
was conscious of their embarrassment. | now understand that
they had not expected so obviousy a domestic setting, nor
a Mrs. Hopwood so manifestly candid and respectable.
Nevertheless they made a show of searching the parlour,
turning over my school books on the corner table, opening the
cupboards by the fireplace and examining the windows for
ggns of extra shutters or sliding frames. They followed my
mother into the kitchen and | heard them clump upstairs. |
st the parlour-door ajar in order to miss nothing of their
leave-taking. By thetimethey had once again collected in the
passage, their leader was awkwar dly apologetic:

"You must forgive us, Mrs. Hopwood" | heard him say.
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"We have our orders, which | fear have disturbed you.
Thank you for your courtesy, and do not bear us a grudge for
doing our duty."

They went downstairs a good deal more quiedy than they
had come up.

According to Chunks (whose story this once again becomes)
when they met Hopwood in the tavern, they were almost
cordial. He had emerged from his office when he heard them
coming; but his greeting was as correct and docile as ever.

" All satisfactory upstairs, gentlemen? That isgood. Now
for the Warrior itself. If you would be so good as to follow

eTy visited the kitchens and back premises, th?/ viewed
the office with its smple desk, row of ledgers and shelf of
catadogues from rovision-dealers and wine and spirit mer-
chants. They walked all over themaintavern. They climbed
into the high pul pit. As they approached the main entrance,
the senior official (who by now telt that he had been made to
look afool) was preparing to take a hasty and amost affection-
ae leave; but his officious colleague nudged him and pointed
to the solid wall of panelling WhICh ed the window.

"Ahyes' the chief man said pompoudly, for he was torn
between anxiety to be gone and dislike of being corrected by a
subordinate.  "What—ah—lies behind this panelling?
Perhaps, if we are not troubling you too much . . ."

The Duke gave his standard explanation of the purpose of
the cubicles, and with his key opened the only door. Chunks
told me that he amost chuckled to see the flourish with which
the boss flung back the door and stood aside for the inquisitors
to enter, for he himself had used the interval between the
warning and the raid to make the easy changes which could
transform the little room6 into places for a game of cards or a
quiet busness talk, to conced the stairhead in the innermost
cubicle, and to leave in eech a gaset burning low. But then
the thing happened which wes for many days to drive all
thought of chuckles from his mind. The men had walked
through to the last cubicle and, turning on their steps, had
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regained the first one. Chunks, ready to usher them out
through his vestibule, was standing near the partition door so
that he could s into the little room. Opposite the door the
corner was oped off to make atall cupboard, panelled exactly
like the rest of the room and marked only by akey-hole. This
key-hole caught the still suspicious eye of the junior officia
and he went up to it and tapped it with his nail. Chunks
(and naturally Hopwood dso) were still undismayed. The
cupboard was not to their knowledge ever opened, save for a
weekly dusting out, and contained only a broom, a dustpan,
and a long-handled swab for the outer windows. The Duke
began to say something to this effect and that he believed the
key wes in the drawer of his desk, when the pertinacious
visitor, drawing some keys from his own pocket, slipped one
into the key-hole so that it caught inside the edge of the lock,
and pulled. The cupboard was not locked at all. The door
swung open, and there in the half-darkness of the dim gas-it
room could be seen anaked body hanging from ahook. They
lifted it down. It was the corpse of a little girl, and showed
the hideous marks of brutal flogging.

* * * * *

At the moment, the horror of this abominable discovery
drove speculation as to whys and wherefores from everybody's
mind. Hopwood himself, between terror and astonishment,
wes utterly tongue-tied. They asked him to accompany them
to the police-station, and he went in silence. There was no
evidence againg him, and had he kept his nerve all might have
beenwell. But unluckily, inthe cab ontheway to the police-
station, he suddenly took the notion to try and excape He
mede a dash for the door; there was a struggle, and he and
one of the congables rolled out of the cab into the street.
Hopwood, apart from a few bruises, was unhurt, but the
congtable's head struck the kerb in falling, and he died a few
hours later. My mother never saw Hopwood again.
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X

This is my story, and | am bound so far as possible to keep
to its subject. Hitherto—unavoidably—I| have had to tell
many things which at the time they happened | could not
possibly have known; but from now onward | shall try to
speak almost entirely from my own experience. For this
reason | will not trouble the reader with many details as to the
reactions outside my own home to the grisly discovery in the
Warrior. | have been told that the staff, alike of the Warrior
and of Hades, were at once horrified and indignant. The
Duke had aways treated his people well, while admiration for
his cool cleverness and for its material success had gradually
convinced them of the Tightness of his peculiar principles.
Being, therefore, profoundly shocked by the nature of the
crime which someone had fathered on their boss, and furious
that he should even have been suspected of complicity, they
were eager for vengeance.

In the absence of any direct evidence implicating Hopwood
in the crime, he was arrested for manslaughter of the constable.
His supporters knew this for a subterfuge, and that the
Guv'nor was to be sacrificed on the altar of moral indignation.
From the moment of his imprisonment there started to move
through the corridors of the underworld a set of ill-equipped
but angry men, forlornly hoping to discover how and by
whom the dead child had been planted on William Hopwocd.

The breaking of the news to my mother was contrived with
a delicacy which, to those who have never known the rough
loyalties of Chunks and his kind, may seem surprising. When
the Duke was taken away, the only people on the premises
were Chunks and a pot-boy, whose business it was to clean
the tavern in readiness for the evening business. This lad
Chunks despatched immediately for Mrs. Beckett, while he
himself remained on duty to receive the crowd of police who
would certainly take possession as soon as Hopwood had been
charged. When Mrs. Beckett arrived, he told her briefly what
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had happened; and | can s her now as she walked into the
parlour with her usual stately downess, and, hearing that my
mother was in the inner room, passed on and shut the door
behind her. In a very few minutes | heard a low cry,
followed by a curious yammering. It was an eerie, frightening
sound; and without stopping to think of anything except that
my mother was in distress or danger, | rushed at the door in
order to goto her. It was locked. | beat on it with my fists,
crying for mamma. Almost at once the key clicked, the door
opened, and Mrs. Beckett surged into the parlour. The
continuous wavering cry which had so unnerved me—it
sounded a mixture of confused chatter and mere animal
lamentation—swelled louder, then dulled again. Mrs. Beckett
put an arm round my shoulders:

"Fanny, my dear child, your mother has had a bad shock
and is very unwell. | shall gay here and look after her. |
want you to listen to me carefully and do just what | say. Run
upstairs and pack just what you need for a night or two; then
go round to M r . Beckett's shop and tell Lucy you are to stop
with us for a little while and will deep in her room. As you
go out from here, tell Chunks to send for the doctor. It is
nothing serious, so do not be frightened; but it is better you
should not s her at present. Tomorrow or perhaps this
evening. . . . Now run along like a good girl. | must get
back to your dear mother."

Without giving me a chance to ask questions or to demur,
she went back into the other room and | heard the key turn
once more.

* k * * *

Next morning | was allowed to walk around from Chandos
Street to see the invalid. She was lying in bed, looking pale
and exhausted; but she was perfectly herself and greeted me
with her usual gentle fondness.

"Come and give me a nice kiss, darling. You were a very
good girl to obey Mrs. Beckett so quietly. | am better now
and will soon be about again. But | must tell you at once
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that your papa has been taken by the police, who suspect him
of something he has not done—something it was not in his
nature to do. You will learn more about it sometime; but |
want you always to remember this—that William Hopwood's
wife (who of all people was able to judge) knen—knew | say—
that he could not possibly have had any share whatsoever in the
crime of which they suspect him. Promise me, Fanny, no
matter what bad things you hear of him, that you will never
believe him capable of this monstrous thing."

| had not the smallest idea what she could mean, but was
deeply impressed by her manner.

"Yes, mamma" | said. "Il promise you that."

She lay back a few moments on the pillows, and then
suddenly began to cry in a pitiful slent way. Her eyes
remained open and fixed on the ceiling, while the tears
streamed down her cheeks. With my handkerchief | wiped
her white, weary face.

"Mamma, don't cry! Dear mamma, please don't cry! |
will stay with you and soon you will be better."

The tears gradually ceased. She groped after my hand,
smiled faintly and turned her head towards me.

"Thank you, darling" she murmured. "So long as you
stay with me. ... | am sorry to have been so silly."

| bent over her and, my hand still in hers, laid my cheek
on her forehead. So we stayed in slence, and the ticking of
the clock made a queer cross-beat with the pulse which | felt
throbbing in her temple.

* * * * *

It is not easy to remember in their right order the events
of those days of bustle and misery—days the more resless
and unhappy because it was Christmas, when all the world
except oursedlves seemed carefree and jolly. My mother made
a quick recovery and soon joined me at the Becketts. No
words can do justice to the charity of those good people
towards the unhappy Mary Hopwood and her bewildered
daughter. They never hesitated to sacrifice their Christmas
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peace and much of the comfort and their home in order to
rescue us from Panton Street. Clearly it would have been
terribleto havehad toliveon over theWarrior, with policein
charge, doors barred and every corner of the tavern and its
basement ransacked and wrecked, while huge crowds of
curious and often angry sghtseers surged about. Yet that,
but for the Becketts, we should have been forced to do.

It was not long before | learnt the main facts of what had
happened. |n spite of every investigation there was no shred
of direct evidence againg Hopwood to justify a charge of
murder, and he was brought up for the lesser offence of the
mansaughter of the constable. The papers, however, with
material for scandal voluntered or in their files, ran the story
with lurid headings. When Hopwood was committed for
trial, they daily published portraits of him, somedrawn in the
magistrate's court or on his way to gaol, others born of pure
imagination, but all giving to his long mour nful face a savage
twist of criminality which was wholly false. They delighted in
the revelation of the prisoner's enemies, of whom several
(likethe doctor who had signed Lamb's death warrant) found
satisfaction in unsavoury disclosures. They exclaimed with
horror at the discoveries made in Hades and sought gloatingly
for still spicier details. When these were unobtainablethey
made them up.

TheDuke'strial cameon early in 1871. Hewaswell repre-
sented, and his counsel pleaded passonately that the circum-
gances in which the congtable had died could not justify a
charge of mandaughter. But from the first the prisoner's
position was hopdess. What with the triumphant shouts of
the reformers and a mob stirred to fury againg a presumed
child-murderer (even though not charged with the offence),
Hopwood had become a public enemy and the crowd roared
for his blood. Further—and more effectively—the law
demanded its victim. | was told afterwards that he sent
despairing appesals to several of his mogt influential clients to
testify on his behalf. They were asked, in order to meet the
innuendoes made againgt him, to confirm his absolute refusal
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ever to admit children to his premises. But the frequenters
of Hades were afraid to advertise their knowledge of the
place; and though one or two sent offers of financial help, no
one would stand up in court and admit acquaintanceship with
so unpopular a man. Only Mr. Seymore, just back in
England after a sojourn abroad, volunteered to appear as
witness to character. But as he had never entered either the
tavern or basement of the Warrior, and as his knowledge of
Hopwood was admittedly not up-to-date, it was considered
usdessto call him.

The prosecution made all the play possible with the secrets
of Hades, now dragged into open view. Although the place
was innocent of any signs of torture or cruelty, there were
peculiar pictures on the alcove walls, queer arrangements of
mirrors in other rooms, as well as on and about the stage,
gambling properties and a dozen other proofs of licentious
illegality which, with officialdom and the public in their
present mood, were sufficient to declare a man guilty of every
crimein the calendar.

Inthe end the Dukewas found guilty, sent to penal servitude
for seven years and disappeared into the darkness of a convict
prison. He was too broken to survive for long, and | learnt
later that in a year or two death set him free.

* % * * *

Certainly Hopwood was not by ordinary standards a good
man. But he had great talents, and in his way helped more
people than he harmed. Thanks to him many men forgot
their troublesin real if transient enjoyment, and some women
found more comfort and less misery than they would otherwise
have known.

* * * * *

It must have been before the trial that M r. Seymore paid
his second visit to my mother, for | remember his using the
words "whatever happens' when urging her to leave L ondon
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for awhile and go back to her old home. But various people
came several times to Chandos Street to see her—Vellacott,
and a lawyer and one or two kindly acquaintances;, and |
cannot now say exactly when they came nor was | told what
they came about, save that money matters were discussed
and that Hopwood's affairs were in confusion.  With
Mr. Seymore's visit, however, | was directly involved. He
had been closeted for a long while with my mother in the
Becketts' parlour before she came to the door and called for
me. He shook hands with me as though | were grown up,
and spoke with kindly gravity:

"How doyoudo, Fanny? Sitdown, please. | want totalk
to you. | have been telling your mother that this dreadful
business will make life very unpleasant for her i f she stays in
London. Itis aways uncomfortable to be closely connected
with a public scandal, and vulgar curiosity will set folk staring
and talking, if nothing worse. | am of opinion that whatever
happens to Mr. Hopwood, she should go away—and as soon
as possible. Also | think that you at any rate should use
another name. This may be only necessary for atime; no one
can tell. But to be labelled "Hopwood" at this moment will
merely invite vulgar intrusion or worse. Her family name is
Hooper, and | have suggested that you become Fanny Hooper,
until we se how things turn out.

"As to what is to happen immediately, your grandparents
and uncles in Yorkshire are willing for her to go back to her
old home, and | want you to help me persuade her."

Appealed to thus seriously | tried to respond in mature
fashion:

"Let us go, mamma,” | said. "You will get quite well
again and we will be happy together."

"Yes, darling" shereplied, though to my astonishment her
eyes were full of tears, "we should be very happy. But . . .
but . . ."

Mr. Seymore laid his hand on her arm.

"Let me explain to her, Mary."

| had no time to do more than notice his use of her first
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name, for he turned to me and his steady eyes compelled my
whole attention.

"The reason for your mother's unwillingness is that se
will have to be separated from you—at any rate for a while.
You will hardly understand why it is so; but she has now very
little money, and you must begin learning how to make your
own living. This would not be possble on a farm in York-
shire, but | can help you to make a start in London.  Will
you now be a brave girl, and for your mother's sike tell her
she can sy leave you, and that you will work hard?  Soon
perhaps you will be together again.”

| stared stupidly at him, while my mind struggled to grasp
the full meaning of his words. As gradually | understood that
my mother was to go far avay and leave me aone, not only
in London but in some strange place full of strange people, |1
felt a sob of fright and wretcheaness rising in my throat. But
Mr. Seymorewas still looking at me, with an earnest gppedl in
his sad brown eyes, and | knew that | must play up to the
standard of adult self-control which he was forcing upon me.
With a great effort | swallowed down my fear and, squeezing
one of my mother's hands, very tightly, mumbleqd:

"| shall beall right, mamma—until you come for me."

Then | ran out of the room before my sdf-mastery gave
way.

* * * * *

It was the night before my mother wes to leave for Y ork-
shire. Her box was packed and only a bundle of wraps lay
open to receive the last-minute oddments before her early
morning start. | had cried so much during the day that | was
beyond tears, and just sat silent and miserable by her side.
The Becketts, dear thoughtful people, had all gone out after
our high tea, knowing that we would rather be done.

My mother got up abruptly from her chair and began pacing
to and fro between the table and window. It was a raw,
foggy evening; the curtains were closgly drawn and the ges
unlit. The only light in the room came from the large cod



PANTON STREET 83

fire. Theflameswavered brightly on the ceiling, and flashed
and died on the tall mahogany bookcase, behind whose glass
doors Mr. Beckett kept his special treasures. As suddenly
as she had risen, my mother came back to her armchair and
took me on her knee. | snuggled down againg her soft
breast and, as she put one arm around me, | felt for the first
time for days really in safety and at peace. She began to
peak in a low, seady voice; and before | had time to lose my
sne of comfort and security, | was caught up in the excite-
ment and interest of what she was saying.

"You are nearly fourteen now, darling, and things have
happened which none of us could have foreseen. So | am
going to tell you a story which | should not otherwise have
told you for several years. It isa story which a child of your
agewill not altogether under stand; but | will makeit as simple
as | can, and you must trust me for the bits which are too
difficult.

"1 am going tomorrow to the farmhouse in which | was
born and lived as a girl. Itisan old housein Yorkshire and
built in the middle of fertile plains which are among the best
farm-lands in England. The house and the many fields and
woods which my father farmed, belonged—and still belong—
to Sir Everard Seymore, who lives a few miles away. Heisa
fine old gentleman, well-liked in those parts, for he seldom
leaves home, treats his tenants and servants well, and is always
interested in local happenings. This Sir Everard has one son
called Clive, and at one of the tenants dances (every year in
Sir Everard's park there was a fete which began with sports
and games for the children and ended with a dance in a big
mar quee put up specially in aflat field near the Hall) | made
Mr. Clive's acquaintance. He was at that time what they call
an Honorary Attache in the Diplomatic Service, and spent
much of his time abroad. But it happened that just then he
had three or more months of leave. He seemed to me the
most wonderful young man imaginable. He treated me with
great politeness—jugt as if | were a girl of his own kind—
talked amusingly about all the places he had seen. And he
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looked—oh, he looked exactly as | thought a gentleman ought
to look and very few did—very few, that is to say, of those |
had seen."

She fell silent for several seconds and, glancing up at her
face, | saw that she was staring into the fire and that her lips
were gently twitching. | felt her arm tighten round my body;
but when she spoke again, it was in the same soft and level
voice.

"1 am afraid | danced with him several times that night and
next day he rode over to our place; and the next day | met
him by chancein a lane where | had told him | always walked
of a morning—" She broke off, with a nervous little laugh:
"Silly girl, wasn't |, to pretend it was by chance, seeing that
| told him? And told him purposdly. . . . Well, so it went on
in a secrecy that madeit lovelier still, and the happiest weeks of
my whole life were the weeks of that beautiful summer. He
was happy too, | am sure of it. A woman can always tell
when the man she loves is happy, because that makes her
happy. You will find that in due course, my darling—and the
opposite.  But men are different; they do not always know.
Remember that, or you will suffer when you need not.

"When September came, the thought of his going away
began to press down on me. To make matters worse, my
parents suddenly declared we were all going for a week to
Filey—thinking, poor dears, that we should enjoy a few days
at the seasde. | wasin despair. Therewereonly three wesks
left of his time at home; and | must spend one of them in a
horrid boarding-house miles away from him, surrounded by a
family, who, much as | loved them, seemed by comparison
dull and tiresome. Next time | met him | poured out my
troubles. But he only smiled, and said he knew Filey well,
and would meet me under the South CIliff at, nine o'clock the
evening after our arrival. And so he did; and told me of his
plan.

"A little way along the coast was a secluded cove, with cliffs
rising all round and a little sandy beach. Except at very high
tide, right under theinner cliff and partly behind the strip of
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sand was a deep pool—it filled a basin in the rock and thetide
flowed in and out of it by a side channel. To that covein the
sunshine of next day he and | went. And the next day, and
the next. It was hot, still weather, and those hours on the
warm sand beside the wonderful blue-green water of the
rock-pool were the most perfect things that will ever happen
to meor could happen to any girl. | took my siger partly into
my confidence and so managed to dip away without worrying
my parents. Not that they would have worried much; for
they had the easy tolerance of country-folk. But | was
sensible enough to realise that, for his sake, we must keep our
mesetings quiet."

She paused, and | could feel her heart beating againsgt my
sde. Then she continued, half to hersdlf: " Lovely, lovely ..
At any moment since, | have been able to s as though they
wereright in front of me, our patch of dry, soft sand, therock-
walls quivering through the heat and beyond the mouth of the
cove the lazy summer sea. And through and over any other
sound | can hear the distant splashing of the waves, the rattle
of pebbles sucked down by the retreating water, and dose at
hand the beating of his heart."

Again she fell silent. | knew that she was deeply moved,
for her whole body trembled and it seemed that a sort of
excitement ran right through me, cradled as | was in the
curve of her shoulder.

"That is why, when you were born, he wanted you called
Vandra, tomean " water-child" or " water-sprite" . By that time
| was married to William Hopwood and the namewould have
been too fanciful for the likes of us. So we shortened it to
Fanny."

" Oh mamma !

For a moment | could say nothing further. | wanted to
cry and to laugh, to hear more and to be left to think over
what | had already heard. At last | murmured:

"What a lovely story! Do you remember Mr. Seymore
saying | must spell it with aV? And what he said about my
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brooch?' Then, purposely alittleimpish: "IsthisMr. Sey-
more's name Clive?'

She merely nodded, adding with a gentle simplicity that
impressed even my ignorant mind :

"He is your father, darling, and thank God for it. But
nobody knows. Only the three of us know."

"Did know?'

"I had forgotten him, poor man. Yes, he knew. So |
suppose there are really four who know."

"What will Mr. Seymore do with me, mamma?'

"He is taking you to his homein London. He married a
few years ago and has now settled in the West End. | believe
you will be taught to help with the sewing and perhaps wait
on her ladyship."

"Who is she?'

"Sheis his wife. He married an earl's daughter, so deis
caled Lady AliciaSeymore.”

"1s ghe nice?'

"I am told so, my dear, but | have never ssen her. | hope
ghe is—for his sake”

For quite three minutes we did not speek. Then my
mother, with a sudden reversion to her usua brisk tone,
brought us back to ordinary life.

"Bed-time, darling. Jump up and runalong. We must be
up early tomorrow."

When Lucy crept into our room somelittlewhile later, |
pretended to be adeep.

X

Severd weeks passed after my mother had left and before
Mr. Seymore sent for me. The Becketts had of course been
informed of the arrangement, and in their warm hearted way
told meto regard their home as mine, to say till | was fetched
away, and theresfter to come and sse them whenever | was free
todo so. Naturally during these weeks of waiting, with my
mother away and the first agony of loneliness passed, | turned
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to Lucy for companionship, and for the first time began to sse
her (and myself) with a certain awareness of our respective
characters and appearance.

Lucy Beckett was an exquisite child—almost the idealised
young girl of the Christmas Supplements. Her hair—so pale
as to be more nearly silver than gold—was soft and plentiful;
her face was oval, with eyebrows perfectly arched and a short
straight nose. M aybe her chin was a thought too long; but the
beauty of her full lips, which curved enchantingly into a dow
sweet smile, obscured this trifling fault and even justified the
dight overweighting of her lower face. At thirteen she was
already shaping for womanhood. Her arms were formed and
rounded; her legs had lost their childish chubbiness and
narrowed sweetly from calf to ankle; her breasts were half-
grown and she had the beginnings of a waist, which she was
careful to emphasise so far as was possible with the clothes
bought for her. That she was very constious of her beauty is
not surprising; and | claim a little credit to myself for feeling
no jealousy when | suddenly realised how much lovelier she
was than | and how much more mature. Indeed, sofar from
being jealous, | delighted in the discovery of her beauty, and,
| suppose, made my innocent contribution to the vanity which
was later to lead her into such strange paths. | loved to help
her to alter a frock, to sew on new ribbons, to give some fresh
quirk of colour or shape to aflowered hat. At night | would
brush her gléaming silky hair for her, standing behind her
chair like a proper lady's maid and smiling at her reflection in
the glass, which smiled back in happy complacency.

My ministrations gave her an especial pleasure because
Mrs. Beckett—who, although a devoted and kindly mother,
was shrewdly conscious of her daughter's failings—carefully
discouraged the child's interest in clothes, rebuked her for
looking at herself in shop-windows as they walked about, and
tried so far as possible to prevent her reading romantic fiction
of the kind which taught that a girl only needed beauty to
live, happily ever after. My admiration was of course poor
thin stuff in comparison with what might have been and surely
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would be; but Lucy found it much better than nothing, and
her affection for me became daily more esger and demon-
drative.

No doubt my suitability as confidante and companion
would have ssemed less complete had |, even on different lines,
posesd anything in the way of rival charm. At no time in
my life have | ever been thought a serious competitor by the
Lucys of this world, for such attractiveness as | could claim
was that of expresson and vivacity rather than of looks and
your real beauty ranks these as very ssoond-dass allurements.
Sedng, therefore, that even in my prime | could not aspire
higher than this, you will believethat asa shrimp of thirteen |
did not aspire at all. Sometimes, after feaging my eyes on the
ripening comdiness of my friend, | would snesk an oppor-
tunity to look at mysdf. Theresult was amog comic. | sw
abrown-haired, rather sallow little oddity, with a small three-
cornered face, in which weretwo very large dark eyes atilted
apology for a nose and a wide sraight mouth. The hair fell
in a thick pig-tail half-way to my knees and, when sread
about, was certainly rich and vital; but it ssemed a very ordin-
ary colour, and the olive of my skin was equally disappointing
in comparison with the cream and roses of Lucy's farrness. At
thistime, als, | was nearly as flat-chested as a boy, my arms
were still bony and my shoulders lean and sharp. Perhaps
because there was no possble comparison between Lucy's
prettiness and my plainness, | acoepted defeat without resent-
ment and devoted such ingtinctive coquetry as | posessad to
her further adornment without any thought for my own.
Mrs. Beckett mugt have naticed this, for | remember one day
that she took me out to try on a bonnet trimmed with fur
which she had sen in a shop and thought would suit me.
So it did; and for once | felt mysdf smart in my own right.
Thelittle hat—it was morea turban than a bonnet—sat pertly
gdewayson my thick hair and, in addition toitsfur trimming,
had a large and shining pin shaped likean arrow which trans-
fixed the material and gave the whole a final touch of rakish-
nes Lucy was enthusagic when she saw it and, after trying
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iton, admitted that it became me better than her. But all the
same two days later she borrowed the pin to enliven a hat of
her own, and if her mother had not noticed it and made her
give it back to me, | doubt if | should have had a chance to
wear it again.

* * * * *

It happened that throughout my stay in Chandos Street
Mr. Beckett was at home. The morning he always spent in
his shop, coming upstairs for his dinner and leaving his
assistant in charge. Inthe afternoons he returned downstairs,
but often went out on business or to pay avisit to friendsinthe
trade. We had a sort of high tea at a quarter past six, by
which time the shop was closed.

Mr. Beckett had recently engaged a new assistant and con-
gratulated himself on his good fortune in securing so superior
and intelligent a man, after a series of muddlers and fools. In
her hospitable way Mrs. Beckett had suggested that the
treasure be encouraged by occasional invitations to join his
employer's family at their evening meal. The bookseller
gladly agreed, and within a few weeks of his arrival the new
assistant, whose name was Walkinshaw, had become a frequent
guest.

He rapidly became aso a favourite subject for giggles and
speculation between Lucy and me. He was about thirty years
old, and somehow or other we discovered that he kept com-
pany with a German girl who served in abig German pastry-
cook's shop just off the Strand. He was a heavy-faced,
secretive-looking man, withthick hair of asurprisingly golden
brown, which already receded somewhat from his high fore-
head but was crisp and cheerful. This freshness of colouring
was in strange contrast to his lugubrious manner and rather
lowering expression. Also hehadan unlucky and very violent
twitch at the corner of his mouth, which from one angle made
him seem to grin; from another to bare his teeth in anger.
This twitch was very irregular; and to the fascination of any
small physical infirmity was added the excitement of wonder -
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ingwhen it would happen again. Lucy and |, with the cruel
slliness of youth, would change places at tea in order to judge
the effect of the sudden distortion from different angles.
Afterwards, with explosive giggles, we would decide on which
sdethe German girl preferred to walk and what happened if
the twitch came while he was kissing her. Talking of him,
we called him " Walkey" or old " Jerks".

M r . Beckett had good reason to be pleased with Walkinshaw,
who was not only a conscientious worker but showed a
personal interest in topography, at that time a branch of
antiquarian book-selling both activeand profitable. Employer
and assstant would sometimes discuss business at meal-times,
and their conversation would inevitably drift to County
Histories, to So-and-So's Antiquities of Somewhere, to the
wher eabouts of certain copies of rare works on the Abbeys of
this county or the memorial sculptures of that. We found
fresh cause for merriment in Walkinshaw's preoccupation
with ruins and tombstones and such-like melanchalies, for his
voice and manner were gloomy in the extreme, and we liked
to pretend that his idea of a rousing holiday was to prowl
round a cemetery or sit in sombre contemplation among the
debris of a crumbling church. As for what Walkinshaw
thought of us, we never troubled to consder. He took no
notice of us beyond ordinary civility and as, except at tea, we
hardly ever saw him, the odds were that he never thought of
us at all.

XI

Because | have spoken mainly of Lucy and of the foolish
jokes we shared, it must not be thought that during these
weeks | had forgotten the lagt evening with my mother and
the story she had told me. The mood of ecstacic half-reverie
into which she had fallen had stirred me deeply at the time,
and became, whenever | recalled it, more and more moving.
In my ripening imagination the episode between her and
M r . Seymore came to represent romance; and romance, at the
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age | had now reached, ssemed the most wonderful thing in
theworld. It never occurred to meto question, ether on her
account or my own, the suitability of what had happened, nor
was | aware (or concerned to wonder) what in fact had taken
place. It was enough to have ssen someone | loved swept
back despite hersdif into a date of radiant happiness and | was
wholly content to rgoice that she had had this lovely—if un-
comprehended—experience, and that | was directly involved
in it. Inevitably Mr. Seymore a0 was touched by the
radiance which now shone from the pas. That he should be
my father mattered little, for 1 had no knowledge of the
implications of paternity; but that he should have shared and
in some way provoked incidents, the very memory of which
could so trangigure my mother, mattered agreat deal. From
what | remembered of my two glimpses of him, | tried to
creste a per onality aswell asan appearance and it saysa good
deal for the combined powers of inginct and sympathy, even
in early adolescence, that the Seymore | imagined was a
rkeasmable approximation to the Seymore | later came to
Now.

Every night, after Lucy and | had been sopped chattering
by Mrs. Beckett and alittlelater had of our own accord sopped
whispering, | would lie on my badk and think about my
mother and Mr. Seymore. | loved to recall the gleam in her
eyes as She had talked and the warmth which had crept into
her voice | pictured—with a weelth of faulty detail—the
lanes, fiedlds and woods near Aughton in which she and
Seymore had wandered, and the tiny hiddden beach in the
cove at Filey, with pale sand like warm slk in the sunshine
and dlent poal in the basn of rock benegth the diff. There
was neither curiogty nor embarrassment in these romantic
visons. They lulled me into a happy serenity, and, when |
was lucky, | fell adegp before they faded. But there were
other timeswhen | could not help worrying about the future.
| wondered what lifein Mr. Seymorés house would be like,
whether he himsdlf would fetch me, and if not, how | should
have the courage to face a grange place full of srange people.
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M or e than that; once there, how should | be treated? In the
security of Panton Street—before the crash, when the Hop-
wood household seemed safe from the sufferings considered
natural to poverty—I had heard things said about " daveys'
which showed that their lot was regarded as necessarily a
miserable one. | recalled one story my mother had been told
(and repeated in my presence to Mrs. Beckett) about a
wretched little " general” who had been so brutally treated by
the landlady of a boarding-house that she had run away and
drowned hersdf off Hungerford Bridge. Thisand other half-
remembered horrors would sometimes crowd over me, till |
lay there shaking with fear. But | wasfiercely determined not
to make a sound. Were | to wake Lucy | should be forced
into explanations of which | should be terribly ashamed. |
believethat, without quite knowingit, | was at thistime deeply
humbled by the catastrophe which had overwhelmed my
home, and per petually frightened of being abased before L ucy.
That Mr. and Mrs. Beckett should pity me | did not mind;
they were part of my mother-group and therefore on my side.
But Lucy, fond though | was of her, represented the potential
cruelty of my own kind and the rivalry which is always latent
between girls of an age. So, when the nightmare dread of
what might be coming seized me, | forced myself to suffer in
slence. They were grim gruggles, but they taught me a
control which has since then served me well.

One morning | came to breakfast after a broken night. |
had had the "terrors' worse than usual the previous evening,
and although | had finally dept, it had been uneasily and rest-
lesdy. As| entered theroom Mrs. Beckett looked up from a
letter she was reading and began:

"Well, Fanny dear—" she gave me a quick glance, and
went on, with barely a pause and picking up an envelope from
the table "—here is a letter for you from your mamma. Eat
your breakfast first and then you shall tell us all how she
is."

I knew she had been going to say something different, but
was too anxious to get to my letter to wonder what it might
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have been, and obediently atethelittle | wanted. By thetime
| had read my mother's cheerful and affectionate sheet and
reported what she had to tell, | felt almost myself again. Lucy
and | cleared away as usual, and were preparing to help
Mrs. Beckett with the washing-up when she said to her
daughter:

"Lucy, | promised Mrs. Alderson | would help her one day
this week re-cover an armchair. Run round and ask her if |
could come this morning—in about half an hour. If| don't
go to-day, | may not be abletofitit in. Fanny will do all the
drying for once."

Lucy skipped away willingly enough. The Aldersons lived
only a few housss away; but even a tiny outing on on€s own
was better than washing up.

For a few moments after the street door had slammed
behind Lucy, we worked in silence.  Then Mrs. Beckett said
in a matter-of-fact voice:

"Mr. Seymoreis now ready for you, Fanny. Heis sending
for you this afternoon. So we must pack your trunk. He
writes such a kind letter | am sure you will be happy there.
As soon as we have finished clearing up, will you go and be
getting your things together? | will not be long with Mrs.
Alderson and then | will help you."

Thanks to the skilful and considerate way in which the news
had been given, the dreaded moment—now that it had
arrived—could be met with fortitude. With passable calm |
managed to reply:

"ls he coming himself?"

"He does not say, my dear. But | should doubt it."

* * * * *

At four o'clock a cab drew up at the Becketts door. My
tin-trunk, carefully corded, was hoisted on the roof. | was
embraced by Mrs. Beckett, kissed by L ucy, patted on the head
and given half-a-crown by M r . Beckett, and even treated to a
twitchless smilefrom M r . Walkinshaw. With alittle hold-all
in my hand | climbed into the vehicle. It was already dusk
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outside and the interior of the cab wes dark and musty. No
onedsewasthere.

"You know where to go?' | heard Mr. Beckett ak the
cabman.

"Yes sir, | know. Upper Belgrave Street. And all paid.
['I'l look after the little miss, never fear."

The horse swung slowly round towards the west and wes
soon clumping over the setts of Trafagar Square. | s
straight upright, clutching my hold-all in one hand and
Mr. Beckett's half-crown in the other. | was numb with
apprehension. Better not try to imagine what would become
of me; better fix my attention on the immediate surroundings.
With my mind deliberately empty of foreboding, | stared out
of the window into the damp cold of the late afternoon.
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A WEEK or two in Mr. Seymore's house were sufficient to
remove my fears of ill-treatment, starvation or need for flight.
| wes certainly scared of some of the servants, and the large
house now and then contrasted so vividly with the modest but
familiar comforts of Panton and Chandos Streets that | had to
fight hard to keep myself from breaking down. But | had the
sneto redise that my persona forlornness was one thing and
general staff discomfort another, and that so far as working
conditions were concerned, the Seymore servants, | myself
leegt of all, had nothing of which to complain.

My complete ignorance of normal domestic arrangements
prevented me at first from appreciating the unusual nature of
my reception. When after a drive of some twenty minutes
the cab drew up at atall cream-coloured house, with a heavy-
pillared porch and ornate area railings painted in black and
gold, the driver got down from the box and put his head in at
the window.

"Stay where you are a moment, my dear, and |'l1 tell 'em
we've come.”

Inthefadinglight | could sse him open agatein therailings
and slowly disappear below the level of the pavement. For a
few minutes nothing happened, and new fears crowded upon
me. What if the cabby had forgotten all about me and | were
left there till it was quite dark? What i f the horse ran away?
What if some vagabond climbed on to the box and stole my
trunk? Fortunately none of these things occurred. In due
course the big front door opened noisily and the cabby re-

peared, followed by a short, round elderly woman, wearing
a black frock and a black silk apron and with a white cgp on
her silvery hair. While the trunk was being lifted to the
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ground, this lady (as | called her to myself) opened the cab-
door and greeted me with brusgue geniality.

"Now then, young woman, out you get! Cabby will bring
your box straight upstairs.”

She turned and bundled into the house, across a large hall,
through a baize door, down a corridor and up some stairs. |
scurried after her, much too anxious to do her bidding to
take in any details of my surroundings. We climbed three
flights (I could hear the cabman snorting far below as he toiled
upwards with my trunk) and turned to the left down a long
passage. At the end was an open door, at which my guide
stopped.

"Therel" she said a little breathlesdy. " It's a dlip of a room
for ashrimp of agirl and | am next door, so no monkey-tricks,
please"

It was indeed a tiny room, with a small bed, a washstand,
chest of drawers and a chair. On the floor was a strip of
carpet, laid on linoleum. Thewindow was warmly curtained
and the walls covered with a gay-flowered paper. A naked
gasjet burnt over the washstand, and underneath it a small
mirror was fastened to thewall. | put my hold-all on the bed
and looked timidly round for theold lady; but shehad returned
to the stairhead and | could hear her admonishing the cabman
as he clumped towards the top.

"Nearly there now, cabby, nearly there. Mind you don't
bump the corners on the wall. | don't want crumbs of plaster
all over the place, if you please. This way—in here—put it
on thefloor in the corner—that's theticket. M uch obliged to
you, I'm sure, and her€s a shilling for yoursdf. Go out
through the basement, mind. | only used the front-door to
save you another flight. Good-night and thank you. . . ."

She shepherded the man back to the stairs, and what with
his want of breath and her volubility, got him started on the
descent without saying a word. The next moment she was
back in my room.

" Take off your outdoor things and you shall have a cup of
tea. Plenty of time to unpack afterwards."



UPPER BELGRAVE STREET 97

| obeyed, and she led the way two doors down the passge
to a pleasantly furnished gtting-room with a bright fire, a
kettle anging on the hob, and a general air of lived-in codness
Shutting the door (ared curtain on abrassrod hung over the
indde and matched the window-curtains, table-cloth and
mante-drop) she came draight up to me, took me by the
shoulders and smung me round to face the gasdlier which
hung from the centre of the celling.

"Now let me havealook at you."

She sudied my face from every angle in sombre slence
and | borethe long and formidable scrutiny as best 1 might.
Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the ordeal ended. She
muttered "Yes . . . yes . . . wel, whoda' thought it?" and
turned to makethetea.

By thetime| had drunk half a cup and eaten a dice of cake,
| felt sorestored in spiritsthat for thefirst time | ventured a
remark:

" | f you pleasema’am, will you tell meyour name?"

She looked at me with a sudden gart of interest.

"Say that again, child!" she commanded. "Say it dowly
and clearly."

Mystified and alittlealarmed | did 0. Shedared at mea
moment and | heard her murmur "Well, | never ... the
voice, too. . . ." Nextingant she was her former dominant
«f, and answered my quegtion in what | came to know was
her usual manner.

"My name, miss isMrs. Heavisde and don't let me catch
you calling me" Nanny" asone of those saucy chitsdowndairs
triedtodotill I boxed her ears Y our name, though you may
not know it, is "Hooper" in this housg, just as codk's is
Mrs. Blashfidd and the butler'sisM r . Croggon and the head
housamaid's is Miss Ramage, and her ladyship's maid is
Miss Carver, and Mr. Seymarés gentleman is Mr. Olley.
As for the res of them they are jus Ward and Bdlamy—
those arethe footmen—and the girlsare Kershaw and Minton
and Gover and Peake and Smith, and as#t of chattering sillies
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into the bargain, though good enough girls in their way.
What ese do you want to know?"

"IsMr. Seymoreat home, ma'am?"

"Heis not, nor her ladyship either. They return the day
after tomorrow, by which time, Hooper, you will have learnt
your duties and got down to work good and proper which |
daresay is what you have never done in your life yet."

"| have been at school" | said timidly, " and helped mamma
all | could."

Mrs. Heaviside suddenly smiled, and her large red face
which had seemed so forbidding while she was managing the
cabman and during the earlier sages of our queer tea-party,
broke into a hundred friendly little wrinkles and her very
eyes seemed to change expression.

"1'm sureyou did, my dear, and you mustn't mind me. |
rattleon likethetalkative old fool | am, and get out of patience
sometimes with the goings-on of girls nowadays. When |
was a young girl my mother would have taken a gtick to me
for half the pertness of some of these minxes. But | hope
you'll grow up different—Ilike your mother, mayhap, who—"

In my excitement | actually interrupted:

" Oh, ma'am, do you know my mamma?"

Mrs. Heaviside seemed to check hersdf.

"Ay, | knew her a little, long ago" she said quietly, then
hurried on: "but we can't sit here gossiping, you know. You
must unpack and then se some of the others, for though
you will deep here near to me you will take your meals in the
servants hall and during the day work where you are told to.
Run along and put your things away; then come back and 1'11
show you some of the house and find Miss Carver."

Quarter of an hour later | was standing outside Mrs. Heavi-
dde's door, hearing voices within and wondering whether |
dare knock. But the sound of footsteps mounting the stairs
decided me. Better be scolded by one whose nanje at least |
knew, than be found hovering in the passage by a complete
sranger and be stared at and perhaps questioned.

Bidden to enter | dlipped into the room, closing the door
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carefully behind me. Mrs. Heaviside was sitting in her arm-
chair by thefire, and on the hearthrug, with his hands dasped
behind him, stood a tall, bald-headed man in a black tail-coat
and striped trousers.  Neither of them took any notice of my
entrance, and the man, evidently continuing a conversation,
said in a deep, rumbling voice

"—not that kind of household at all. If you think, | said
tohim, that Mr. S. does not know one port from another you
are greatly mistaken; and asfor bribery and corruption, | said
they are foreign words to my vocabulary and to that of every-
one here."

He smacked his lips together at the conclusion of this
remark and blew through his nose three times, so vigorousy
that his nostrils were fiercely dilated and went white at the
edges. Clearly he had disposed of his antagonist to his own
complete satisfaction and to that of Mrs. Heaviside also, for
she nodded vigorous approval and said:

"1 hope he took that back to where he came from! The
impudence of them! It only shows what passs for gentry
nowadays and the sort of thing that really common servants
get up to." Without a pause or even turning to look at me,
she went straight on: "Hooper, come herel This is Mr.
Croggon, Mr. Seymor€'s butler. Mr. Croggon, this is the
child | told you of."

| bobbed him a curtsey. For his part he surveyed me
solemnly, and after a nod of greeting cleared his throat:

"How do you do, Hooper. You have come to a good
situation, where all you have to do isto work and be respectful
to your seniors. Being—ah—a female, you will naturally
be subject to Mrs. Heaviside, our excellent housekeeper,
rather than to me; but there may be occasons when | shall
desireyou to do this or that, and | shall expect to be obeyed."

"Oh,yessir" | said. "Certainly, Mr. Croggon."

Again he nodded, and drew a large gold watch from his
waistcoat pocket.

"It is consderably after six o'clock. | must be going now,
Mrs. Heaviside, and look forward to resuming our discussion
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at supper. Good-night, Hooper. You seem a well-inten-
tioned girl and | hope will do us credit. We are not un-
reasonable, | believe, and treat our staff kindly; but we have
our standards—oh, yes—we have our standards."

* * * * *

My first few weeks of domestic service, apart from a second
and a very different encounter in Mrs. Heaviside's sitting-
room, were passed in forlorn bewilderment. | hadtofind my
feet, and the process was as painful asit hadto be. Morethan
once | cried myself to sleep; several times | lost myselfin the
labyrinth of floorsand passages. Worst of all | had to meet
the rest of my fellow-servants, and suffer that torment known
to every young solitary thrown suddenly into a new society
and new surroundings—the torment of hanging about with
nothing particular to do and facing three times aday the ordeal
of communal meals. Not that the others were in the least
unkind to me; they just behaved, when all together, as though
| were not there. Unless she sent for me, | hardly saw
Mrs. Heaviside at all; for she took meals with Mr. Croggon
and seldom appeared below stairs save on managerial and
important business. Miss Carver, Lady Alicia's maid, and
Mr. Olley, thevalet, alsotook their food apart, in the basement
sitting-room specially providedfor M rs. Blashfield—the cook.
The kitchen-meals, therefore, were attended by the junior
servants only; and it was natural that two young footmen and
five girls should have plenty to say and laugh at and quarrel
over, without troubling to bring a child-outsider into their
circle. Nevertheless meas were for some time a miserable
experience for me, and | should have eaten even less than |
did and hurried away still sooner, or gone further and avoided
some of them altogether, had | had anywhere to hide myself
except my tiny bedroom.

My working hours were officially spent partly in Miss
Carver's work-room near Lady Alicia's bedroom on the
second floor, but mainly in the sewing-room with Peake.
Miss Carver was small and desperately refined. She had a
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neat figure, and dressed so far as possible in the manner of
the traditional soubrette of French comedy. Her high heds
clacked busily over the parquet-floors; her ribbons fluttered
and flounced; she made considerable use of French expressions
and had numerous mannerisms which | suppose were imitated
from those of Lady Alicia's friends. But the Parisian ensemble
was damaged by the poor woman's intensely British face and
mincing precision of speech. It was a shut-in, righteous, pale-
lipped sort of face, with no gleam in the eyes and no real
merriment behind the smile. Her voice and vocabulary were
equally shackled—the former by a tight gentility of accent,
the latter by the trammels of suburban elegance. One may
give the lady credit for her desire to be ladylike and for her
impregnable virtue; but these admirable qualities blend oddly
with gaminerie, and as a gay coquette poor Carver was a
failure.

Peake, on the other hand, though even more British than
Miss Carver, had twice her liveliness, because she was content
to be lively in the British way. She was a plump dough-faced
girl, with a loud laugh and an utterly commonplace, often
vulgar mind, but with plenty of good nature and the cheerful
lack of imagination typical of Britons in every class. Peake
was the first of the servants to take any individual interest in
me and my concerns, probably because | spent long hours
alonewith her in the sewing-room, struggling with the house-
hold linen, counting the laundry, darning, sorting thread and
wool, and generally devilling for her. After asking where |
came from, where and who my parents were, and whether |
had any brothers and sisters (questions which required a
certain evasiveness of handling), she treated me to facetious
comments on the household to which we both belonged.
The housekeeper—whom she always called "Nanny" or "old
Hcavitail"—had been with the master for years and years.
She was a Gorgon and no mistake. | ventured that she had
treated me kindly, though certainly her manner and appear-
ance were alarming. Peake suddenly laughed in her harsh and
common way:
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"Y ou're under Nanny's wing, aren't you? Not old enough
to degp upstairs like the rest of us and pick up things you
didn't ought. Never mind, dearie, you'll learn all right—just
asweall do."

Wishing to turn the conversation, | asked about the master
and mistress.

"You'll never ss2em, medear. Why | ardly do. Not but
what €s agent, Mr. Seymore. Quiet and all that, but always
nicely spoken and kesps isself to issdf.  Er ladyship's more
dangerous, though she is such a midget. You wouldn't
believe the temper s as under all that la-di-da. My word,
what a temper! She bresks out a Carver sometimes fit to
gmash thewinders. But |'l | sy thisfor e—sheis smart, and
pretty as pretty, and clothes enough to dress aregiment. Y ou
peep over the Stairs at er one day, when she's dressed up to
goout. Lov-er-ly shelooksl And oncewhenthey ad a big
party ere | met er in er ball-dress and jools—just down there
on the sairs—and—oh my—what wouldn't | give for a
chance to wear them things!"

So Peske would rattle on, never forgetting to keep me in
my place by stressing the impossibility (save on the merest
chance) of my having a glimpse of my employers or even
entering the rooms in which they lived.

*****

| have said that one incident cheered the disconsolate
monotony of my time of probation. It occurred in the late
afternoon of my third day in Upper Belgrave Street. The
second housemaid put her head round the door of the sewing-
room and said sharply:

"Hooper, Nanny wants you. You're to go to er room at
once."

Pecke looked up from her work with abroad grin. "What
you bin up to, duck? Gointo be put acrass Nanny's knee, or
sent to bed without yer supper? |1'm ashamed of you. Run
along and get it over."

Once again a man was standing on the hearth-rug of the
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housskeeper's room, but this time it was M r. Seymore, and
Mrs. Heaviside stood a little behind him. As soon as |
appear ed, he came quickly forward, took me by the shoulders
and looked at me with an affectionate smile.

"My dear Vandra, | am delighted to sseyou. Y ou must be
happy here, if only for your mother's sake. Haveyou news of
her? | must write to her now that | have seen you."

He did not seem to expect me to reply, for he turned to
Mrs. Heaviside and continued:

"lIssheagood girl, Nanny? | am sure shemeansto be, and
certainly she could not be in better care."

Mrs. Heaviside was all smiles and wrinkles, as | had once
before—if only for a moment—seen her.

"It'searly daysyet, Mr. Clive," shesaid, "but |'ve heard
no complaints so far."

He walked over to her and put his arm round her massive
shoulders.

"Dear old Nanny, what should | do without you; what
should | ever have done without you?"

He was looking ailmost boyish. From my last sight of him
I remembered the fatigue in his eyes and the hint of pre-
occupation in his kindly manner. By comparison he now
seemed carefree and serene.

" Get along with you, M r . Clive, and before the little girl
too! I'Il be telling some of the scrapes you got yourself into
if ' mnot careful, and then wherewill disciplinebel 'dliketo
know."

He hugged her playfully and let her go.

"Nanny" he said gently—and his maimer was once again
restrained and thoughtful—"1 want to talk to Fanny for a
few moments. Will you be a dear soul and lend me this
room? Only for a few minutes, | promise."

She smiled at him fondly and walked to the door.

"Asit happens" shesaid, " | have a number of thingsto see
to, which ought to have been done long ago. Gossiping here
with you, M r . Clive, makes hay of my duties." Then added,
with a quaint return to her usual garrulous severity: " You,
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Hooper, when Mr. Seymore hes finished with you, go and

clear up the sewing-room and, mind you, don't forget the

gas After that have your supper and go to bed.  Sitting up

till all hours never did young girls a bittock of good that |

heard, and thou%eglou may forget thereistomorrow | don't!"
The door closed behind her.

* kX k kx %

"Now, Vandra, come and sit besde me onthissofa | am
going to talk to you as though you were a grown-up person
(as you soon will be) and | am sure you will do your best to
understand.”

He settled himself in the angle of the single-ended couch,
S0 that by half-turning he could sse me perched primly at
hissde. He made no attempt—and for this | was conscioudy
grateful—to pat my hand or stroke my hair or in any way to
act the genial adult conversing withachild. | feltimmensey
serious and deserving of every confidence. This man, aready
my ideal of a gentleman, was going to treat me as an equal.
Certainly | was prepared to agree to everything he said, but
| meant to look very judicious while doing so.

"l know," he began, "that your mother told you a story
about herself before she left London. 1t wes agreed between
us that she should do so. | am quite sure that it hes made no
difference at all to what you fed for her; but | want you—just
in cae, when you get older, you hear things said which might
incline you to blame her—to promise me that you will aways
love and rﬁ)ect her. She is one of the best women who ever
lived, and if you and | can agree about that, we shall have at
least one secret to share between us adways."

He fell silent. How drange that he should adjure me to
champion my mother, almost as she had bade me stand up for
William Hopwood. | glanced at him Sdeways to sse whether
he was expecting me to make somereply. But he was staring
into the fire with a half-smile on his lips, and | realised that
he was back in the same past whose memory had so deeply
affected my mother. The thought excited me. | felt that
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quite suddenly he had become part of me—part of my mother
and of me; and | think that in that moment what had been
liking and admiration turned, with the fierce sngleness of a
child's emotion, into love. | could not have spoken, even if
| had wanted to; so | just sat motionless and waited.

Very soon he spoke again, in the low, clear voice which |
had remembered from my very first meeting with him—a
dusky, melodious voice of a kind sddom heard, and—I
confess it—an inheritance of which | am shameesdy vain.

"When the trouble came—the trouble over your—er—
over Mr. Hopwood—I decided, as you know, that your
mother must leave London, at any rate for a while. But to
send you as to a farm in Yorkshire would be to deny you
the chance of learning what must be your life—that is to say,
lifein abigcity. The old days of secluded country prosperity
are nearly over; we are all industrial and commercial nowa-
days. | had hoped, by having you well-taught, that you could
have become a teacher or gone to work in some charitable or
business institution when you were old enough. With a
home and parents behind you, it could have been arranged.
But the tragedy at the Warrior wrecked everything—your
girlhood included; and it seemed necessary that somehow and
somewhere you should grow a new personality so that no one
could connect you with what had happened. That is one
reason why | brought you here. Another is' (he gave me a
quick, smiling glance), "1 wanted you and me to become
acquainted. | have been out of England so much since you
were born, and seeing that | was responsible for the meeting
between your mother and the man she married . . ."

He broke off for a moment: then went on, as though half
in argument with himself:

"Not a bad fellow, Hopwood; not really. And he treated
her well. Isnot that 0, Vandra? He was kind to you both?"
"Oh yes sir," | said. " 1'm sure we always liked him."

To my surprise he laughed.

"1'm glad of that at any rate. Well, do not think too hardly
of him"—adding—"or of any of us for that matter."
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Again he paused, and his next words explained his hesita-
tion:

"What | have to say now is difficult to say, and may be
difficult for you to understand. Try to understand, my dear,
and if you cannot do so at once, try again tomorrow. Thisis
my home where | live with my wife. Sheis a good wife and |
am very fond of her. But she would not like to hear the story
your mother told to you or to know who you are or why you
are here. As | do not wish to give her pain, | shall tell her
nothing—save that you are a young girl recommended by
Mrs. Heavisideto help in the house. Mrs. Heavisideis one of
my dearest friends. She was my nurse when | was a child, and
ever snce has been the person in whom | have most readily
confided. Because she loves me, she will love you; but you
must play your part. | want you to do your best here, to work
hard and to sk to please those who are over you—in particu-
lar my dear old Nanny. When you are older, | will try to get
you the start in life your mother and | would wish you to
have. Until then—even if the days are long and the work
dull—I beg you for her sske to do your very best. Will you,
Vandra?"

The lump in my throat refused to dissolve. | was deter-
mined not to cry; but speech was impossible. Blindly |
stretched out a hand, and hetook it in his coal, lean fingers.

"Willyou, Vandra?" herepeated.

| nodded desperately—and by a miracle my voice (or half
of it) returned.

"1 promise," | whispered. "But it will be easer if | may
e you sometimes.”

He gave a low groan, which at once frightened and thrilled
me:

"Oh my dear" ... he began; but checked himself and
assumed a brisk amiability which cheated me—child though
| was—as it cheated him. "Certainly you shall sse me. We
might sometimes have tea together up here if Mrs. Heaviside
allows us."

The next moment he was standing in front of me.
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" Good-night darling" he murmured. "Good-night and
God bless you."

His lips touched my hair and | felt his fingers caress my
ears. Asheleft theroom | began tocry; and | was still crying
—from sheer happiness—when Mrs. Heaviside returned and
with mock ferocity drove me to my duties.

| lived in Upper Belgrave Street for nearly four years. A
lot of things happened during that time—including my own
passng-over from childhood to young womanhood—which
seemed very important to me personally. But as most of
them would not be of great interest to anyone ese, | shall
sdect and rgect with an eye on the future alone.

By the end of six months | was an accepted member of the
Seymor e household, and after a year in the little room next to
Mrs. Heaviside, was moved to the top floor, where | shared a
bedroom with a seventeen-year-old new-comer who had
replaced theformer kitchen-maid. Thisgirl'snamewasClara
Williams. She came of decent country stock from the Welsh
marches and was a gentle, rather yielding creature, whose soft
sing-song voice and quiet ways were in agreeable contrast
to the strident cockneyism of the other junior servants. We
soon made friends and, with the housskeeper's permission,
took our every third Sunday on the same day. This Sunday
outing was the only one long enough to be of practical use
Freguently we had an hour in the afternoon, and took a walk
in the park or did some small errand; but every third Sunday
freedom began after dinner and lasted until ten o'clock in the
evening. T he Becketts allowed meto invite Clara to Chandos
Street for tea and supper, and she in return took me to her
equivalent of home—the house in Lupus Street, Pimlico,
where her father's brother lived and did busness as a builder
and decorator.

L ucy Beckett had recently been admitted as an apprentice
into an old-established dress-making business near Hanover
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Square. She thoroughly enjoyed her new occupation, with
its variety of incident and crowd of new acquaintances, and
was full of gtories of what happened in the workrooms, of
the marvellous silks and satins, of the impossibility of pleasing
some customers and of the money owing by others. No doubt
most of the gossp was untrue; but it made amusing chatter,
and whether we believed it or not was of no importance to
anyone dse.  Clara and | in return romanced gaily enough
about the visitorsto Upper Belgrave Street and Lady Alicia's
furs and the grand display of plate when people came to
dinner. Airs. Beckett would sit on the sofa, her workbox at
her side, and smiletolerantly at our jabbering; then we would
all havean enormoustea, and after that had been cleared away,
M r . Beckett would take his wife to church and leave us girls
alone.

Then, | need hardly say, our heads drew together, and talk
turned to boys and men and love-affairs generally. Of the
three of us Lucy, was the most enthusiastic and far the best
informed on this exciting subject. Personal beauty pre-
destined her to coquetry; and her work in the dressshop
gave her many more opportunities than were open to Clara
or to me of hearing whispered scandal and exchanging secrets
with her kind. As| remember them, her revelations were in
fact elementary enough; but they seemed to us wonderfully
grown up and enlightening, and we were quite content to
take Lucy at her own valuation—as a girl of experience well
on the way to be an accomplished woman of the world.

Lucy's obvious qualifications to be an expert in love
caused me no jealousy. | took her greater prettiness con-
tentedly for granted, and came to regard "love' as her
speciality, and to rely on her for information about it.
Naturally, like all young things, | was sexually curious. |
responded, with a vague sense of adventure, to giggling jokes
and to hearsay reports of various goings-on. But | did not
feel that | was personally involved or at present likely to be;
and although | pretended to be thrilled by stories of squeezes
in the dark, and what the boy in the counting-house had
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whispered to Lucy as they walked down Regent Street
together, | was really playing up to the conventions of girlish
excitement rather than being genuinely moved. Clara, |
fancy, was as little affected as |I: and certainly when we two
were alone, we hardly spoke of such things. But then Clara
had a calm, unhurried nature; she was of the type that does
not go out and look for experience, just waits for it to happen.

Among the other young servants at Upper Belgrave Street
there was a good deal of facetious enquiry about outside
entanglements, and in the house itself outbreaks of clumsy
gallantry and horseplay. There was even one rousing scandal
which ended in the dismissal of a housemaid and a footman.
But these jokes and incidents affected me (and | think Clara
also) even less than Lucy's whispered confidences. She at
least was my contemporary and her formulas were mine: but
the affairs of people in their twenties, even though they lived
under the same roof, were something quite alien to me, and
| had sometimes to work hard to show sufficient response
when Peake, over her sewing, regaled me with sories of her
own adventures and those of her room-mate.

As time went on | was gradually promoted from the odd-
jobbery to the sewing-room, and sent to work for two or
three hours on end under the rule of Miss Carver. It was
during one such interlude that | had my first sight of my
mistress. Miss Carver, after setting me to mend some lace-
bordered handkerchiefs, had gone downstairs to take her
mid-morning cup of tea. | was concentrating fiercely on a job
requiring an extreme of neatness, when the door of the room
was flung open and a high clear voice cried:

"Carver! What did | do with ... Hullo, and who may you
be?"

| had automatically stood up, and saw before me a little
woman no taller than mysdf, dressed in a riding habit and
bowler hat.

"Miss Carver is downstairs, ma'am," | said. "Can | do
anything?"

" She surveyed me with a pleasant if dlightly satirical smile.



no FANNY BY GASLIGHT

"l don't know. Presumably you can do something or you
wouldn't be here. Actually | 'mlookingfor my ridinggloves.
That fool Carver aways hides them somewhere fresh."

By alucky chance | had noticed, on entering Miss Carver's
room that morning, that a corner of a glove was sticking out
of a loose armful of clothes which had, | supposed, been
brought from the mistress's bedroom to be sorted and tidied
away. Crossing the room | pulled it out and saw its fellow
crumpled beneath it:

"Are these them, ma'am?"

She nodded, took them without a word of thanks, looked
me over quizzically and said:

"And now kindly tell me who you are."

"1'm only Hooper, ma'am."

Thelittle lady threw back her head and laughed like a girL

"Oh dear! 'Only Hooper'! You'll be the death of me.
That's enchanting. | find you toiling at my horrible hand-
kerchief, which | tore deliberately at dinner last night because
that detestable old pig Sir Isidore would talk with his mouth
full; you find my gloves which Mademoiselle Toquée for
some astonishing reason wrapped up in my chemise—and
after all that you are 'Only Hooper'! Listento me, my dear"
—and she skipped forward to within a foot of me, thrusting
her face close to mine—"1'm an infuriating, selfish, incon-
siderate, untidy little beast; but when | am nice, 1'm damned
nice. And | think | would be nice to you if I got a chance.
Will 1?"

Bewildered by the torrent of words and uncertain whether
the lady was making fun of me or not, | could only stammer:

"Thank you, ma'am. |'m afraid | don't—"

"Goodness gracious, nor you do!" she interrupted. "Why
should you? | aso must introduce myself. My name is
Seymore."

"1'm sure | beg your pardon, me lady. [|'ve not been here
very longand . . ."

"Don't apologise, child; for the Lord's sake don't apologise.
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And go on saying ma'am. | hate all that 'me lady' rubbish.
What do you do here. Only Hooper—just sewing?'

"Mostly, ma'am, though | help Mrs. Heavisideallittle and
| hope Miss Carver will teach me cutting and fine laundering
and—"

She made an impatient little movement with her hand.

"Yes, yes that will do." | saw that she had hardly listened
to what | was saying. Her rather forced merriment had
changed to thoughtfulness, and she was looking searchingly
at me.

"There's something about you | can't quite make out," she
said dowly. " Almost asthough |'d seen you before. And you
don't look quite the ordinary maid. Did Mrs. Heaviside
engage you?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Would you liketo help Carver keep mein order?"

"Oh, indeed | should, ma'am."

"Then you shall. 1'll see about it at once. Heavens
alivel—" pointing to the clock on the mantelpiece: "is that
right? |'m supposed to be at Albert Gate at twelve o'clock.
I must fly. Goodbye, Only Hooper, we'll be great friends |
can see—if only we get time!"

Sheflicked out of the room, and in a few moments | heard
her riding boots clacking across the marble floor of the hall.

* * * * *

With the trustfulness which still remained to me from
childhood, | believed that the Lady Alicia would remember
our conversation and her half-promise to make me a second
personal attendant; and oddly enough my trust was not
abused. By a more normal being | should almost certainly
have been disappointed; for fine ladies of an impulsive dis-
position are apt to make a kindly gesture from sheer good-
heartedness and then forget all about it. But by a somersault
of probabilities this mad-cap madam—of all people the most
likely to default on what, after all, was not even a promise—
was better than her word. T hat very evening she sent for me.
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She was lying on the sofa in her boudoir, wearing a negligee
of flame-colouredsilk.

"Comein, Only Hooper, and sit down on that little chair.
Weare now both of us off-duty and can relax for afew minutes.
What have you been doing all day—working away, | suppose,
while | have been enjoying myself with all the biggest bores
in London. | want you to brush my hair for me. Is hair-
brushing one of your accomplishments?'

| got up from the edge of the chair on which | had un-
comfortably propped myself, glad to have some kind of
occupation to cover the embarrassment caused by her familiar-
ity. But she waved me back.

"Not here, silly, and not yet. Tell me about yourself.
Where do you get those eyes from? You'll be a torment to
the men before you're much older. Oh, the poor child is
blushing! My dear Only Hooper, you mustn't mind what |
say. |'m a privileged nuisance to everyone—"

There was a perfunctory knock at the door and the next
moment Mr. Seymore entered:

"—includingmy poor husband!" shefinishedtriumphantly,
and once again tilted her head and laughed like aten-year-old.

He glanced from her to me, and as | rose respectfully | saw
his eyebrows mount for a fraction of a second and sink again.

"What's this about your poor husband?' he asked good-
humouredly, as he crossed the room to kiss her hand.

"Nothing, my pet, nothing but my usual silly chatter. But
you must make the acquaintance of Only Hooper. For once
old Nanny has found a maid | like. Only Hooper, this is
your master."

It was an absurd situation,and | could see that Mr. Seymore
was as flummoxed as | was. Perhaps of the two my problem
was the easier, for | had only to bob a curtsey and slip from
theroom. But before | could reach the door | heard him call
to me: .

"Please do not go, if her ladyship needs you." And to his
wife: "My dear, | must go and dress. Nanny will be as
delighted as | am, that her latest recruit promises so well."
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He went quickly from the room, leaving me with my
unconventional mistress.

* * * * *

The Lady Alicia, at this early stage of my acquaintance with
her, was a fascinating creature. She wore her dark hair in the
fashion of an earlier age—with a mass of curls falling on each
side of her vivid little face. It was a roundish face, with wide
mock-innocent brown eyes under skilfully-arched brows, an
impertinent nose and two of the freshest red lips | ever saw.
They were the genuine thing in "dewy lips'—a poetical cliche
| have rarely seen matched in fact—and their smile was
dazzling. She smiled a great deal, showing two rows of white,
even teeth and wrinkling up her nose as she did so. Her
bodily movements were as lively as her features and her
expression.  She was not tiresomely restless, but one felt that
every joint and muscle was ready for instant action, so that
even when lying still she suggested something vital and
simmering.

To my inexperience she was the most stimulating specimen
of young womanhood imaginable; and | felt a mixture of
excitement and insecurity at the thought of serving her.
Certainly the task would never be dull; but | had an instinct
that her gay familiarity might quickly turn to sarcasm or to
cruelty, while at the back of my mind | was uneasy at her
being Mr. Seymore's wife. No man could desire anything
more delicious to look at, or expect in his partner more buoy-
ancy and charm. But there was a gendeness and reserve about
Mr. Seymore—a sort of deliberate self-withdrawal out of
consideration for others—which | feared Lady Alicia might
fail to appreciate and therefore abuse. In an obscure way |
felt 1 wanted to protect him against being bruised by an
intelligence less sensitive and more selfish than his own—
only, next moment, to tell myself not to be silly, but to be
grateful for the good luck which had brought me so kind and
spirited a mistress.

Does it seem extravagant to claim ideas of this sort for a
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girl of my age? | can only say that they werein my mind. |
believed | understood M r. Seymore and | knew that | loved
him.

* ok k k%

He logt little time in "regularising" our encounter in
Lady Alicia'sboudoir. Next day, when | was tidying a work-
basket for Mrs. Heaviside, he came quickly into the room,
clearly knowing he would find methere.

"You sem to have captivated my wife, Vanny. Not an
easy thing to do, for sheis a critical person and judges others
by her own standard of quickness and cleverness. | am so
glad—for both your sakes And for my own. Anything you
can do to help her will be worth doing. Some people are like
sunbeams and can light a whole room by just entering it.
They should be relieved of the small cares we more ordinary
mortals have to cope with, so that they are free to shine as
widely as possible”

I murmured something suitable, and he smiled at me and
left as abruptly as he had come.

* k %k %k %

Quick and clever she certainly was, and in her cleverness
was composed the rarer quality of tact. Of her sKkill in
managing human beings | had immediate experience when—
to my considerable relief—I found that Miss Carver, so far
from resenting my invasion of her territory, welcomed it.
It appears that on the morning after | had first brushed my
migresss hair, the latter had spoken to her maid with the most
flattering consideration:

"Her ladyship," Miss Carver told me, with airy relish, "is
good enough to appreciate my mastery of what | may call la
finesse demon metier. 'You area specialigt, Carver', she said,
'‘and specialists should be relieved of routine'.  Your duty,
Hooper, is therefore to wait on her Ladyship in a menial
capacity—to fetch and carry, as it were—while | provide the
coups de grace 0 necessary to female elegance.”
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Put more simply, this meant that Miss Carver was finished
with drudgery and had become an artist. In effect, it left her
plenty of time to study the fashion-papers, devise new methods
of hairdressing and do the eaborate needlework she loved to
do, while laying on methe thousand and one tiny jobs involved
in serving a volatile, cardess and desperately untidy woman,
who was aways late for something, because she preferred to
live in a rush and never started to get ready until the lagt
moment. Not that | felt ill-used. It would not have mattered
if I had; but | genuinely did not. | have always had a mind
for detail and a quick orderly way of dealing with a confusion
of tasks, also | was young and strong and liked running about.
So the arrangement pleased everyone.

Despite my forebodings, | saw little sign for a long while
of any bad temper on my misgresss part. She was sometimes
impatient, and had the unreasonableness of all untidy people,
who expect others to know where they have left things;, but
her vivacity seemed inexhaustible, and in a moment irritation
would turn to laughter, as some new scheme or absurdity
flashed into her mind. One thing | discovered very soon—
that she was devouringly though unaffectedly vain of her own
beauty and grace. It was not Lucy's kind of vanity—self-
sufficient and purring to itself—but the sort which loves to
share its exuberance with others. The process of beautifying
Lady Alicia was a revelation to me, who had never imagined
that a face and a body could receive such enraptured attention.
And she liked to have me there while the ceremony was in
progress, for without an audience or someone to appeal to,
it would have logt half its charm for her. After her bath she
would wander about the room with nothing on, examining
every part of herself in the numerous long mirrors which
lined the walls. There were creams to be applied, and local
massage and lavender-water and powders. Then the feet and
hands must be cared for, and finally the face, neck and shoul-
ders. Whilel brushed her hair, sheworked on her facein the
mirror or polished her nails. It wasthen timefor Miss Carver,
who tripped daintily into the foreground and thenceforward
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took command, while | scurried about removing the debris
of the earlier stages of madam's toilet.

Time passed, and | grew so thoroughly into the routine
of my new life that Upper Belgrave Street came to represent
home for me. The old Warrior days slowly frayed into shreds
of childish memory. At increasingly long intervals | had
letters from my mother. Her father was now a widower, and
| gathered that she was fully occupied keeping house for him
and her brothers, had little time for writing and could not
possibly get away. At any rate she never suggested coming
south to sse me. But once Mr. Seymore went to Aughton to
visit his father and brought me back news of her and messages
and a warm cloak which she had made for me.

Shortly after my sixteenth birthday—in the early summer
of 1873—dear Mrs. Beckett went out on a warm but stormy
morning in a thin dress, was caught in a sudden shower and
drenched to the skin. Next day she had a feverish cold which
turned to pneumonia. Three days later she was dead. | knew
nothing of this until | received a distracted note from Lucy,
saying her father was stunned by the tragedy and could | come
and help her? The grievous news, and my natural wish to do
anything | could to help a family who had been such good
friends to me, sent me straight to my mistress. | was too
wrought up to recollect that junior servants go to their seniors
for leave and not to their employers, or that | was asking a
considerable favour, or that | might provoke questions
difficult to answer.

Lady Alicia was writing letters when | burst in upon her
and, half in tears, blurted out a request for two days of free-
dom. She looked up from her desk and stared at me so coldly
that | felt a chill of panic in the pit of my stomach.

"Say all that again please, Hooper, and stop blubbering.
It makes you look hideous and | can't understand a word you
say."
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With a great effort | controlled my voice and stated what
had occurred.

"Here is Lucy's note, ma'am, in which she begs me to
come. Sheis aone, ma'am, and my oldest friend, and they
were always so kindtome . . ."

Tears choked me, and | stood crying with my eyes open,
because too much in awe of Lady Alicia to cover my face
with my hands. She sa there, watching me with a con-
temptuous frown. She made no attempt to take Lucy's letter,
which fell from my hand on to the carpet and lay there, for-
lornand crumpled. When at last she spoke, it wasinaclipped
hard voice which | had never heard her use.

"Let me get this clear. These—what ever-their-name-is—
were always so kind to Hooper and one of them called Lucy
is Hooper's oldest friend and therefore Hooper wants to walk
out of her daily work for two days. Is that correct?"

"Oh, ma'am—"

"Silence!" she snapped, "and don't call me ma'am! Haven't
you yet learnt how to address people properly? When were
these worthy persons kind to you?"

"I lived with them, me lady," | began—and suddenly
reaiised the awful blunder | had made in coming to her at all.
| stopped short; but it was too late.

"Oh,youlivedwiththem. |se InLondon. Ringthat
bell by the fire-place.”

In a daze of misery | obeyed, and stood wishing the earth
would swallow me up while in silence she waited for the bell
to be answered. When a footman appeared she said:

"Tell Mrs. Heaviside to come here at once."

As the housekeeper entered the room she flashed a look at
Lady Aliciaand at me. | saw the corners of her mouth tighten.
With abob of the head she waited respectfully to be spoken to.

"Heaviside, | believe you told me that Hooper had come
from the country."

"Yes, melady."

"How then do you account for her having lived with
tradespeople or something of the kind in central London?"
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"Surely not for very long, me lady? She stayed with a
Mr . and Mrs. Beckett just before coming her e, because she had
things to buy and needed a little time to grow accustomed to
London. The Becketts were old friends of her parents. But
sheisacountry girl, melady, as | told you."

Lady Alicia sat for a few moments tapping her teeth with
her penholder.

" Give me that note," she said to me suddenly.

| picked it up and sheread it carefully.

"No address. Where is it written from?"

"Chandos Street, me lady, near Charing Cross."

" And you want to go at once?"

"1 felt | ought to, me lady."

"Well, you must ak Mrs. Heaviside. It is her duty to
manage the female staff and see that | am not inconvenienced.
That will do."

Sheturned back to her letter-writing while, trembling with
fear, | followed the housekeeper from the room. | knew that
Mrs. Heaviside would have plenty to say, and | was not
disappointed. Once in her sitting-room she broke out into
such a fury of anger that | thought she might actually strike
me. What had possessed meto goto Lady Alicia? Had | no
grain of sense or dightest feeling of gratitude toward those
who had done the most for me? And if | thought | had heard
the last of it, | was very much mistaken. Her ladyship never
forgot what one wished her to forget, and if she suddenly
decided to dismiss me, what would happen then—not only to
me, but to the others who knew the truth?

So she stormed on, and | had no word of excuse to offer.
I merely stood and hung my head and felt the savage scolding
beat me like a stick. And yet, despite the misery and dull
suffering, | could not help noticing her indirect references to
the real cause of my being in the house. Never before had
she said a word which could possibly relate to my encounter
with M r. Seymore—in her presence and in this very room—
or to the common knowledge which underlay it. Now,
however, under sress of anger, there was tacit admission that
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we three were in a conspiracy together. Curioudy enough
this comforted me and by the time she had worked off the
word of her indignation | had regained some degree of sdf-
control and was ableto apalogise Most humbly | begged her
to forgive me. | had behaved very, very foolishly, and would
never again be so Hfish as to forget all she had done  If |
waes to suffer for my folly, | would bear my punishment alone
and tell any lies to avoid involving others with my trouble.
| uppose my sincerity wes evident; for Mrs. Heavisde gpoke
kindly to me at lag. She said that the only important thing
was to spare the mader didress that | had better get away to
the Beckettsat once and retur n in good time next day, by when
dhe would try to discover how srioudy her ladyship had
taken today's unlucky incident.

* * * * *

When | reached Chandos Stret | found the shop shuttered.
L ucy, looking lovelier than ever in a plain black dress opened
the housedoor and whispered that her aunt Mattie had
arrived to take charge, that thefuneral wasthat very afternoon
and that her father was a little better. The regent-aunt was
the sge of the dead woman and not unlike her in build and
appearance but it was soon dear that she lacked the Cam
forogfulness of Mrs. Beckett and that Lucy's attitude toward
her was one of sullen didike. Mr. Beckett | did not see until
the funeral, to which of course we all went. The poor man
was waxen-pale and ssemed only half awake As we sood by
the open grave, he dung to his daughter's arm as though
supefied. Mr. Walkinshaw wes at the cemetery. Hedid not
goeak, but greeted us with a degp and dismal bow. When at
lag we had returned home and drunk a cup of tea, Lucy and
| retired to our old bedroom for atalk. Thereaction after my
hours of grain showed itsdf in sudden levity.

"Oh, Lucy, | mug laugh at something and it shall be
Walkinshaw. Hewasin his dement, wasn't he? Heought to
be a professonal mourner. |'m sure hed make more money
than as a booksdler."
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Lucy smiled absentI?/ but did not reply, and | could s
that her mind was full of other things. Fancying that it
would help her to forget her grief if | chattered onfor awhile,
| began describing my dreadful interview with Lady Alicia
and the subsequent trouncing from Mrs. Heaviside. | did not
repeat the mistake of betraying a secret which was not mine
to betray, but attributed the whole trouble to my havin
stupidly gone over the housekeeper's head to the mistress an
so offended them both.

"So you se my dear,” | concluded, "I have been through
quite a dedl to get here, and 1'm sure | hope you are suitably
glad to ssee mel”

"Oh, | am," shecried, "far gladder than you can guess.”

"Poor darlin(];," | soothed her. "I tisdreadful for you; and
Iftaél ’fyeel | have [ost one of my dearest friends, what must you

To my surprise she replied quickly:

"Oh, it isn't that—" then corrected hersdlf: "At leagt it is
of course, but not only that . . ."

Glancing at her | saw that her eyes were dry and queerly
strained, and that she was sitting bolt upright on the edge of
the bed as though rigid with some nervous suppression.

"Lucy!" I sad. "What is the matter?’

She swallowed hard, and | could fed her gathering herself
together to say what she meant to say.  Suddenly it came:
de;Id must leave here. | can't stay, now that mamma is

| stared at her in astonishment.

"Can't day here? What do you mean Lucy? Where will
you go?'

"1'11find somewhereto go. Themainthingisthat | can't
say—and | won't. | hate aunt Mattie, whoisamuddling old
fuss, and—and—well, | had a horrid thing happen to me the
other evening. Y ou are the only person | can tell about it,
for poor darling—would only lose his head and do
something silly. Besides" she added inconsequently, "I
want to get onin life."
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"Lucy," | said severely, "what intheworld areyou talking
about? Pull yourself together, please, and start at the be-
ginning."

She laughed, with a swift and rather disconcerting return
to her normal ease of manner.

"l don't know which beginning to choose. This end or
t'other. This perhaps." She sa silent for amoment smiling
oddly at her own crossed feet, and | noticed with half my mind
how balanced and "finished" shelooked, with her pale golden
hair beautifully dressed, her perfect skin and the graceful
droop of her shoulders. Then she spoke:

"This end is Walkinshaw, whom you thought funny a
little while ago. | don't think him funny and thisis why. A
few evenings ago—the second day mammawas ill—I| came in
as usual from work about six o'clock. As | walked along the
passage to come upstairs, the door from the shop opened and
old Jerks looked out. 'l waslisteningforyou, MissLucy', he
said. 'Thedoctorisupstairswith Mr. Beckett, andwouldyou
please wait down here till they are finished." | followed him
into the shop which was half in darkness, for although it was
still daylight, only the gas over the desk at the back was
burning and the books in the window keep out the light. |
asked how mamma was, and he said she was not at all well.
By this time we were near the desk, behind the big book-case
which cuts it off from the shop. A big square book was lying
open on the table by the safe and, seeing it was illustrated |
bent over to look at the pictures—as much to pass the time
and relieve the awkwardness of waiting in the shop as because
| wanted to seit.

"And what do you think, Fanny? It was full of pictures of
girlswithout their clothes—not statues, you know, or classical
pictures or anything all right; but just Girls—Ilike us. Next
minute Walkey seized me from behind, put his hands over
my chest and began to kiss the back of my neck. It was dread-
ful, Fanny!"

"What happened then?"

"Well, naturally | wrenched round; but before | could get
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free he was kissing me on the mouth like a mad thing. His
gyes were all bright—and, oh, greedy. But | went on
struggling and at last helet mego and | said: '"How dare you!
My father . . ." and he merely laughed and said M r . Beckett
was much too worried about his wife to listen to a hysterical
girl who could prove nothing, and anyway what about . . ."

She broke off abruptly . . .

" What about what?" | said.

Her eyes swerved away.

"Oh nothing," she said cardesdy. "1 don't remember
anyway."

"Comealong, Lucy," | inssted. " What about what?"

"Oh" (reluctantly) "some silly nonsense about the week
before."

"What happened the week before?"

" Good heavens alive, Fanny, what a plague you are! | only
let him kiss me one evening in the shop."

" You let Walkinshaw kissyou? A creature who can't even
keep his mouth still!"

She pouted.
"| wanted to se what it felt like. But that didn't mean
. well, anyway ... | wasn't going to have him messing

me about, as | showed him—the dirty beagt!"

"How did you show him?"

"1 smacked hisfaceand ran out!"

For a few moments | considered this unconvincing story.
Then | said (perhaps rather priggishly):

"Youareapig, Lucy! You'vebeenflirtingwith him, 'm
sure you have. | should have been terrified. Men are so
funny; | don't understand them a bit."

She glanced at me under her eydashes and giggled. My
remark seemed to give her back the confidence which, for
all her nonchalance of a few minutes earlier, she had nearly
lost.

"Why should you, poor innocent?' she said derisively.
"Perhaps oneday . . ." And she flung herself back on the
bed and hummed a little tune, swinging her pretty legs.
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Immediately | felt abashed and inferior. But a strain of
doggedness in me and a long standing affection for my friend
kept; meon thetrack of our original argument.

"I am afraid | wasunsympathetic," | said quietly. " Natur-
ally I am very sorry you had such a nasty experience. Now
tell me from the other end—why you cannot stay here, because
you want to get on in life."

In an instant she was transformed from a mocking enemy
to a confiding intimate. She sat up and leant forward, elbows
on knees.

"Yes, Fanny; and hereyou can help me. In Henderson and
White's one of the workroom supervisors has been specially
nice to me. The other day she walked part of the way home
with me and said she was surprised | did not go to one of
the dressshops where they had live girls to show off the
dresses. They won't do anything of that kind at Hender sons—
too old-fashioned. She told me the money was better and a
girl made all kinds of acquaintances. When | showed interest,
she told me she had a friend in Neldé's in Brook Street—very
smart—and would speak to her about me. Well, shedid; and
| went to seethis other woman and | ' m going there very soon."

"But Brook Street isno further from here than Hender son
and White's."

"You are stupid, Fanny. Ifl goto Neldé's and get more
money | can share rooms with a friend and so get away from
Aunt Mattie and that nasty Jerks. | could never have gone
into lodgings while mamma was alive. She wouldn't have
heard ofit. But now | can. Aunt Mattiewill look after papa
and be glad to berid of me."

| had an unpleasant feeling that poor Mrs. Beckett's death
seemed to her daughter a release rather than a grievous loss,
but it was not my business to challenge Lucy's feeling for her
mother, so | merely said:

"And how can | help you? It appears to be all settled."

Lucy came over to the armchair in which | was sitting and,
perching on the arm, rubbed herself caressngly against me.

" | fyou could get Lady Alicia to come to Neldé's and buy



124 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

ome dresses, it would help me enormoudly. She is well
known for her smart clothes and . . . and ... a girl who
brings a fashionable customer gets all kinds of advantages.
Dear Fanny, will you try to do this for me?'

| amost laughed; but she was so0 serious | kept a grave face.

"1 f Lady Alicia ever consults me as to where to get her
clothes, 1 will Neldé. Butit is only fair to warn you
that up to now she has not been within a mile of doing any
such thing, and after this morning's upset will certainly never
think of it."

"But if she does, you won't forget?'

"Oh, no," | replied sincerely. "l promise you | won't
forget."

* ok k kK

When | got back to work the following morning, every-
thing seemed more or less normal. Miss Carver greeted me
with elegant gravity and hoped | had been able to bring a
little consolation into the maison de douleur. She added that
in her view we poor mortals are here today and gone to-
morrow, and must therefore be prepared for anything.

When Lady Aliciarang for me, | sst my teeth and, inwardly
trembling but outwardly calm, entered her presence. She was
alittle cool and made no reference to my or the cause
of it; but her genera attitude was friendly enough. Mrs.
Heaviside, whom | did not s till the afternoon, merely said
that nothing further had transpired and that deeping dogs had
better he. The third housemaid, who had done my duty the
night before, reminded me that | owed her at least half a day,
and if | thought to get off it | was badly mistaken. Theresfter
life went on as before.

| thought a good ded of my conversation with Lucy
Beckett and how different she was becoming from the girl
| had known. It shocked me that her mother's death affected
her so little—or rather that it affected her in the way it did.
No mother could have treated a daughter more wisely or more
unsdlfishly than Mrs. Beckett; but all that seemed to have
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remained in Lucy's memory were the restraints which had
been put upon her liberty and the obgtacles which a mother's
prudent affection had st in the way of youthful exuberance.
Over the adventurewith M r . Walkinshaw | pondered deeply.
I knew nothing of masculine desire, save what could be
gathered from novel-reading or deduced from the general
atmosphere of "a girl cannot be too careful" in which my
generation was brought up. But instinct told me that Lucy,
to feed her own vanity, had been playing with fire, and now
blamed on someone dse the fact that she had burnt her fingers.
Obscurely | felt that the young booksdler—however wrongly
he had behaved—would never have attempted to interfere
with his employer's daughter without some kind of encourage-
ment. It was my first experience of the meanest of all feminine
traits, and little though | understood what had happened, |
was even then disgusted with Lucy's behaviour.

There remained the change-over from Henderson and
White's to Madame Neldé's. The former was, | knew, a
highly reputable concern, with a firg-class clientele and a
reputation for treating its employees with severity but justice.
It was an expensive shop; but the people who dealt there
were well-to-do, and | had always understood that for good
quality, material and workmanship and for dignified and
restrained design Henderson and White were as reliable as
any firmin London. Of Neldé | knew nothing but the name;
and as soon as opportunity offered | looked through the pile
of fashion papers which lay in Miss Carver's room and read
the advertisements and paragraphs in which the shop and its
wares were described. Ignorant though | was, | could se
that Neldé frocks and lingeries were essentially "smart”.
Indeed, by comparison, creations by Henderson and White
and their chief competitors looked dightly monotonous. |
asked Miss Carver her opinion. She admitted to admiration
of the degance of Neldé productions, but expressed dis
approval of their ostentation and of the kind of people who
wore them. | gathered that Neldé's clientele was largely
parvenu—consisting of the wives and daughters and autres
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choses of the new rich who at this period were invading
society. Casual and innocent, | asked whether Lady Alicia
ever went there, and was primly reproved for even suggesting
such a thing. Miledi, said Miss Carver, was much too
comme il faut to deal in such mixed company.

None of this seemed to have much bearing on Lucy and
her change of work. It was obvious that the life spent in
showing off beautiful clothes would appeal to her love of
self-adornment, and to want to earn more money was perfectly
natural. All the same | had a faint suspicion that there was
something more in the affair than a mere transfer from one
job to a better one. " A girl makes all kind of acquaintances'
the overseer at Henderson's had said. How would that help?
| could see that a clever show-girl might get to know some of
the rich women who came to buy; but what could they do for
her beyond being friendly and increasing her commission on
=es? The problem baffled me and | gave it up, merely
deciding that if | were in Lucy's place | would far rather
come back every evening to a comfortable home than live
with ancther girl in frowsty lodgings. But she thought
otherwise, and it was her affair, not mine.

A%

The new pattern of Lucy's exisence did not immediately
deprive me of my nearest approach to a home in London,
because she planned to return to Chandos Street for Saturday
night and most of Sunday, and | could still go there for my
free afternoons. But | found on my very first visit under the
changed conditions that without Airs. Beckett the place was
not thesame. Aunt Mattiedid her best, and M r . Beckett, who
in his gentle way was always glad to sse me, made me specially
welcome; yet the household had really disintegrated, with Lucy
nearly as much avisitor as | and, in the place of her mother's
shrewd serenity, thefluster ed massof Aunt M attie' sself-distrust.

On this particular Sunday Lucy seized on me the moment
| arrived and hurried me into her room.
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"Fanny, what do you think's happened? Walkey has run
away!"

"Run away? Nonsense. Why should he run away?'

"l don't know why, but he has—ten days or more ago—
Daddy is in a great state. Someone came to the house-door
to ask something and Daddy was upstairs, and when he went
into the shop the man who-ever-he-was had left, the place was
empty. Walkey had been there half an hour earlier, because
Daddy was in the shop with him. Now he's gone—with his
hat and stick and some odd belongings he kept in a drawer,
and he has never been seen or heard of since.”

"What asilly thing to do," | said.

"Silly! 1 should think it was, with aweek's money due, the
very next day. Daddy kept thinking he'd turn up; but he
hasn't, nor sent a word of any sort."

"Has Mr. Beckett got someone else?'

"He'strying to now. Hedidn't like to start getting some-
once at once, in cae Jerks came back."

"Well," | said, "he hasn't, so that's settled. What a
nuisance for poor Mr. Beckett! Anyway | hope the new man
won't be quite so attractive to his employer's daughter—"

She threw a cushion at me and we talked of other things.

It was an eventful afternoon, for hardly had we sat down to
tea, when there came a ring at the street-door. | was nearest
the stairs and ran down to see who was there.

Standing on the pavement was an immense and familiar
figure—aman with the shoulders of abull and alarge, purple-
red face, on top of which, considerably too small, perched a
brown bowler-hat.

"Chunks!" | cried. "Chunks, by all that'swonderful! Oh,
| am so glad to se you, and where have you been all this
time?"

Jumping the two steps which raised the door above street-
level, | flung my arms round as much of him as they could
contain, knocking his hat askew and even causing him to
sway on his feet. | felt his big hands close under my arms and
myself being lifted bodily into the air. He st me down, still
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holding me firmly, and beamed at me, while a slow chuckle
began rumbling upwards from his stomach to the heavy folds
of his cheeks.

"Bless my soul," he wheezed. "It's Fannikins ersdlf, and
grown into afineyoung lady. Eh, it does me good to see you
again. Let meave alook at you, me dear."

He swung me to the left, then to the right, then turned me
completely round to sse my back hair, and finally, releasing
his grip of my body, took me by the hands and shook them up
and down so vigorously that my arms ached.

"Chunks!" | panted. "For pity's sakelet mego! You can't
behave like thisin the street. Please!"

He dropped my hands at once, took off his hat and began
mopping his bald head, over which a single lock of hair was,
as always, carefully combed fanwise from right to left.

"Docomein" | said. "Mr. Beckett will like to s you.
And | want to know why you've never looked me up all this
time."

"No, medear," hesaid. "l won't comein—not now. It's
you | want to see, and they told me you'd likely be ere today.
If not, | would have left a message with my address. | didn't
know ow else to find you except through Becketts."

"Have you been here before, then, looking for me?"

"Was ere a matter of two weeks ago and—but that can
wait, with all the other things | ave to tell you and questions
to ask and such. When can you spare a little time for a chat,
eh?—somewhere where we'll not be disturbed."

"Where are you living now?" | asked.

From the pocket of his reefer coat he extracted a rather
grimy bit of paper and handed it to me.

"l was goin' to leave this for ye," he said. "That's where
| am, and a cosy little place enough though ardly the neigh-
bourhood for smart young gels."

On the paper in very blunt pencil was scrawled;

Joe Box (Chunks)
Jolly Bargee, River Row, Lower Street
Islington
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"Joe Box! | never knew you were Joe Box!" | exclaimed
gaily. "Andapublicwith the sameinitials! | believel like
you better than ever now, Chunks—I beg your pardon—
Mr.J.B.oftheJ.B.!"

He gurgled hoarsely.

"Get along with you, Miss Imperence, teasing yer old
friend! Andwhy shouldn't | ave a name like other folk—Ilike
Miss Fanny Opwood, for example—"

The shadow of the past fell suddenly over my cheerful
nonsense and reminded me that | aso had much to tell him.

"l am Fanny Hooper now," | said quietly, "and had almost
forgotten | was ever anything else. |'ll tell you when we
meet again. As for when that shall be, my next free Sunday
is today three weeks."

He made no comment on the first part of my remark, save
to cock an eye at me and then nod his head solemnly. Mutter-
ing "Today three weeks', and with much grunting and
wheezing, he disinterred from an inside pocket a large note-
book, the pages of which he began to turn with a laborious
thumb. "That'll be thetenth," he said, and made anotein his
book. On the tenth, he declared, he would be at Hyde Park
Corner at any time | said and we'd go to Rosherville Gardens
and have a good talk and enjoy ourselves.

"Lovely," I cried. "1'Il bethereattwo o'clock sharpinmy
best bib and tucker, and you'd better know my address in case
anything goes wrong. Give me the book and pencil and | 'l |
writeit for you."

| gave him a parting hug, and was watching him lumber
round the corner of Bedford Street, when | heard Lucy's
voice from the doorway:

"Heavens alive, Fanny, what are you up to? We waited
and waited, and | began to think you'd been kidnapped or
something."

"I've had a visitor," | said primly.

"Y ou can't have a visitor out in the street, silly, and why
didn't she come in—or" (suddenly interested) "perhaps it
wasn't a she?"
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"Please yourself, Miss Curious."

"Fanny, don'tbeapig! Dotell mewhat'sbeen happening.”

"Well, if you must know, I've been invited by a gentleman
friend to spend awhole afternoon and evening at Rosherville."

"Fanny! How exciting! When? Who is he?"

"Aha, thatwouldbetelling, wouldn'tit?"

"Beast! | shall shakeyou. No, Fanny, youmighttell me."

After teasing her a few moments more | asked her if she
remembered Chunks in the Warrior days. She nodded.

"Well, that's him."

"Oh, that fat old man!" she exclaimed contemptuously.
"What a fuss about nothing!"

* ok k k%

Three weeks dragged by and the day came at last. | slipped
away from table before the others had finished, made myself
as presentable as | knew how, and was out of the house ahead
of time. As | reached the corner of Grosvenor Place | could
se Chunks on the pavement outside Apsley House. He
looked very grand, even at adistance, and as | got nearer | took
in one by one the details of his costume. He wore a white top-
hat, swatched round the brim with a muslin scarf loosely
knotted at the back; ablack coat with short tails and wide silk
lapels; a crimson rose in the right-hand button-hole; a fawn
wai stcoat; ablack satin cravat spotted in white and embellished
with alarge gold pin in the shape of a horse-shoe; tight fawn
trousers with very large dark red checks, and shiny black
boots. | never saw anyone so splendidly dressed for the
Derby who was not going to it. Probably to strange eyes he
appeared vulgar and absurd; but the mere sight of him made
me warm with affectionate pleasure and, while | dodged the
traffic in Knightsbridge, | determined to play a small joke on
him. | slipped into the Park, crossed the carriage-roads on
the north side of the gateway and came out again immediately
behindhim. Coming quietly up fromtheback, I put my hand
through his arm and said demurely in his ear:

"Good afternoon, sir. Shall wetake alittle walk?"
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He was very startled, especially as he did not immediately
recognise me with my hair in a chignon and a hat like a small
boat tilted over my forehead. But next moment his round
red face lighted up:

"Well, | never!" he chuckled, "and 00 taught you to pick
up old men in the street, 1'd like to know? It'sinto a ansom
with you, my pretty minx, before ye get up to any more
mischief."

Laughing gaily, | hugged his arm as we walked towards
Piccadilly.

A hansom to London Bridge through the leisured Sunday
dsreets, a train just caught; and in due course we were on the
famous terrace of Rosherville, with the gardens at our fest,
beyond them the lazy river, and in the distance the Tilbury
marshes, their dreary levels broken only by the sguare fort
and the cluster of buildings round the station. Our first
business being of talk rather than s the sights, we found a
quiet tea-place and settled down.

First of all he aked for my news. | gave him a rapid
account of what had happned to me, suppressing all mention
of Mr. Seymore having visited my mother, but indicating that
| was in service in the house of a gentleman of this name, and
that my mother had advised me to call myself Hooper.

When | had finished, he shook his head and patted my
hand:

" Eh, Fannikins," hesighed, " it makes me sad to think of yer
poor mother and the Warrior and ow it all ended. But it
cheers me to se you well and appy, and not too grand a
young lady to welcome an old friend. You wereamerry little
kid and now you'rea pretty girl and still merry."

"You know, Chunks,” | said, "no one ever called me
Fannikins but you. Nor ever will. Do you remember how
| used to climb up you, singing:

"Oh Mister Chunky!
Here comes Fanny the Monkey."

He smiled his heavy, creased smile.
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"Ay, and you dug your little knees into me good and
proper."

"And do you remember," | went on, "how you used to lift
me up so my head touched the ceiling and then suddenly
swoop me down to the floor? And holding me in one hand,
how you swung me right round in acircle and shouted: ‘Now
for the big bump!" but dways put me down quite gently?"

"Dearie me," he said. "That's all gone by now and won't
come again. But you and me are dways friends, Fannikins;
don't forget that. While old Chunks is alive, €s on yer side.
So if ever life treats you bad or you want someone to take yer
part, you've only to cometo me. Thereis severd | know as
will stand by you for the old Warrior's s&ke, and with them
and me—doin it for your sske and yer mammas also—you'll
come out all right."

"Dear Chunks," | murmured, squeezing his huge hand.
"You'll mekemecry if youtalk likethat. But thank you from
my heart. | won't forget."

Therewas a short silence.  Then he cleared his throat with
a harsh roar, and began humming and hawing and shifting
in his sedt.

"What's the matter, Chunks?"

"Just this, me dear—that | ave things to tell you and don't
know ow to say them."

’ "Say them anyhow at all, you old silly. | only want to
isten."

With an effort he began to spesk:

"Ow much do you know about the end of the Warrior?
Not much, maybe. Well, there are some things you ought to
know, and if I tell em clumsily and frighten or shock you,
blame it on stupid old Chunks oo did his best."

’ "Y ou won't shock me" | said, "and | don't mind if you
OIII

He then proceeded to tell me a lot of the things | have
dready mentioned. He told me about the existence of Hades
(did | recollect when he had found me there and brought me
upstairs?) but few details; about the cubicles behind the main
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window of the tavern—but again few details; about the police
raid and what they found in the cupboard.

"From that moment," he said, " | swore to myself to find
out 00 it was sent the guvnor to is death—for dead e is, a
matter of twelve months ago, and of a broken eart. Well,
now | think | ave found out—at least | ave me suspicions.
And if ever | can prove em ther€'ll be a reckonin."

| had listened to his story, absorbed and horrified.

"Tell me," | whispered.

"First ofall | run into the door-man of the basement place
—ex-boxer called Grabbett. We got talkin of the old days
and who could've ad a grudge againg the guvnor and e
recalled a quarrel and a fight early one mornin between
M r . Opwood and adrunken lord. Thequarrel wasabout akid
girl 00 this erelord ad brought with him into Ades one night.
M r . Opwood allowed none of that. E was very particular in
isway. That set methinkin, and | asked myself ow that other
kid's body they found later could've been got into the cup-
board on the Warrior floor. It couldn't ave come up through
the basement, for it could never have passed the doorman,
specially after the fight. Therefore it must've been smuggled
from the Warrior itself. And then—rememberin'sfunny—I
thought of somethin else. There used to come to the Warrior
a youngish man who bet on orses igher than e could afford.
E sometimes won, but more often lost; and | was told that at
one meeting he ad logt more than e could ever pay. Certainly
we saw no more of im for quite a while. Then one evenin to
my surprise e turned up again, not a bit down in the mouth,
carryin one of them big boxes they used for them large sze
violins—what are they called?"

"'Cellos," | suggested.

"That's the thing—'cellos—a 'céllo case e ad, and freer
with is money than ever before. They told me e boasted of
avin got a job in some orchestra and ow well e was doing.
E came in several times after that, always with the case and
always standin treat to whoever e was with.

"An' | remembered another thing about this same cove.
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Early on, before e came a cropper over the orses, e used to
go tothe sde smts arf way up the big room. But when e began
comin again as a musical gent, e sat at one of the small tables
along the partition | was tellin you about, puttin is case down
againg the wall if you take me, so it was out of the way of
other folks comin and goin.

"This give me an idea and | thought some more, and |
recollected that one evenin not long before the smash I'd gone
out on some errand for the guvnor, and one of them chaps
from downstairs ad taken my place. | wasn't away more
than an hour, and after 1'd been back on duty some little
while, out comes my fiddler gentleman with is at at an angle
and wishin me good-night gay as a cricket. | must've noticed
at thetime e ad no case and yet not noticed, because it come
back to me when | thought about it all; and | set meself to
find the chap oo ad been on thedoor. | foundim at lagt (name
of Sturt, doin ostler e is now at Endon) and asked im what e
could remember."

"But Chunks, he couldn't possbly remember, weeks or
months afterwards, any one man coming casually into the
Warrior!"

"Ah. But you wait, Fannikins. It was long odds against
im rememberin, that | grant you; but our gentleman ad a
funny thing about im, like you don't often see, and that made
me ope Sturt might've noticed im. And e ad, and was sure
that when the bloke went into the public e was carryin is
case, because Sturt offered to look after it for im, likewe did
with gtrangers, and he said no."

He paused triumphantly; but when | made as if to speak,
he held up his hand.

"Onemoment, medear. Let me finish. | worried theole
thing over in the light of what Sturt said and |'d seen, and
saw ow the trick was worked. Someone had paid this chap
—and paid im well—to come regler to the Warrior with is
‘cdllo so everyone ud get used toim. On an agreed night the
door from the cubicles would be opened from the inside, the
chap would've put is case down across the door on the outside
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—with the table in front of it, if you understand—and easy
as wink the bag would be drawn through the door and in it
the poor kid's body all ready for stringin up. Se?'

This grievous story shocked me badly, and for a few
minutes | could only sit, feeling bruised and frightened. But
| pulled myself together, for he had clearly more to say and |
had promised him not to giveway. With an effort | said:

" Oh, how horrible! T hat such things can happen . . . And
why should anyone do such a wicked thing to poor papa? And
what was there funny about the man with the bag?"

"As for one" replied Chunks solemnly, "the lord 00 got
knocked out by the guvnor for bringing a live child into Ades
wouldn't forget, and it would suit is kind of blackguard mind
to take revenge with a dead one. As for two, this Mister
Fiddler ad a twitch in is face—real fierce one too, like e was
screwin back is lipsand snarlin.  Once you seen it you couldn't
forgetit. Like Sturt didn't forgetit."

| stared at him, struggling to arrange the thoughts which
tumbled over one ancther in my astonished mind.

"A twitch . . . I've seen a man likethat . . . often ... in
Beckett's shop . . . and he vanished suddenly a month or so
ago."

"Vanished it is, Fannikins, and | 'l tell you for why. You're
on it right enough. That's the villain, that very chap 00 was
at Becketts till a month or more ago. Thetime | went there
to enquire after you, while | was waitin in the dreet for
Mrs. Who-is-it to find Mr. Beckett, | appened to glance
through the window of the bookshop and there inside the shop
was the very man. | saw im plain as | used to sseim in the
Warrior, but unluckily e also saw me. | whipped out of sight
quick but it was too late. E'd seen me and | knew it. |
couldn't do anything. 1'd no proof except me own certainty,
and €d deny ever avin eard of the Warrior if | challenged im.
Why should M r . Beckett or anyone dse bdlieve me against
im? They'dthink I'd invented theole story. So | come away
and done the only thing | could do—put a sharp boy on to
keep an eye on our friend and find out all e could. But two
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days later the chap giveim the dip and never been seen since."

| digested this amazing coincidencein slence. | wondered
if, by discreet questioning at Becketts, | would be able to find
out how Walkinshaw had come there and where he had lived.
Then | remembered the German girl and their alleged walking-
out. | mentioned this to Chunks, who wrote down the name
of the pastrycooks in his famous notebook and said he would
make enquiries. It was not very hopeful, but better than
nothing.

"What about the lord?" | asked finally. "Do you know
who he is?"'

Chunks nodded.

"Ay, | know who e is sofe enough. Is name is Mander -
stoke."

* k k k%

We had long finished our tea, and | was exhausted by the
strain and loathsomeness of Chunk's gridly tale.

"| can't stand any more horrorstoday," | said. "Thereis
more |'d like to know about what happened after papa's
arrest and about what you've been doing. But not now. Let's
walk about and have a look at everything."

And we st off to explore Rosherville.

For those who never saw this—to my unsophisticated eyes
—enchanted place, | must explain that it was originally a
large chalk quarry. Theseep cliffswere skilfully planted with
all manner of rare trees and shrubs, paths and rough staircases
led in and out and up and down; caves were lit with rows of
gasets, and flower-beds blazed with various colours. Right
along the crest of the long cliff ran the Terrace. At one corner
rose a Tower, only built a few years before my first visit, with
battlemented top and a gallery high up, from which the whole
panorama of river and countryside could be seen like a map.
Theflat bottom of the vast quarry was given over to amuse-
ments. Therewas a bear-pit; a dance-floor with a bandstand
inthemiddle; amaze; a baronial banquet-hall; fortune-tellers
booths; bowling greens and all manner of other side-shows.



UPPER BELGRAVE STREET 137

But the real popularity of Rosherville lay in its kindness to
lovers. There were bowers and dcoves in every corner,
secluded seats and lonely paths between hedges of flowering
shrubs, and after dusk the place assumed a new and exciting
life. Fairy-lamps twinkled round the dance-floor and among
the trees, the band played, and esger crowds of young people
flocked into the gardens for their evening of gaiety and
romance. With the fading of daylight the very air ssemed to
become charged with yearning and tenderness.  Whispers and
laughter floated out from the shadows, while the summer
breeze rustled the tree-tops.

Nowadays, when the despised Victorians are labelled as
tyrannical and prudish, the freedom of Rosherville would
smply be disbelieved. But | can assure you that the sweet-
smelling luxuriant gardens were for lovers to use as they
wished, and with no one to interfere save to prevent rowdiness
or breeches of the peace | know what | am saying; for
though naturally my afternoon and evening with Chunks had
aspecid justification of their own, | went more than once later
on, and was grateful to Rosherville as much for its indulgence
as its beauty.

In order to be back in time | had to leave about eight
oclock. But it wes dark enough by then for the gardens to
have assumed their evening garb; and the magica effect of
lights and gaiety, with mysterious shedows cloaking a hundred
happy privacies, completed the cure of my lacerated mind.
| was now not only soothed and content, but vagudy ex-
pectant. Of what | hardly knew. A last-minute incident
might have told me; but not until later, when no telling wes
needed, did | se its dgnificance. At the time, though |
stirred in my deep, | was not yet awake.

On our way to the main gate Chunks and | passed through
a coppice of small trees, in the centre of which—just with-
drawn from the path—was a pillared summer-house. The
white columns glimmered in the semi-darkness; the interior
lay in degp shadow. Suddenly the ray of coloured light, which
by a device in the Tower could be thrown over adjacent aress
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of the gardens and was considered one of the prettiest of the
many marvels of Rosherville, struck through the branches of
thetrees and for an instant | it every corner of the tiny temple.
In that moment of illumination | saw, as plainly asthoughin
broad daylight, agirl lyinglimply inaman'sarms. Her head
was thrown back and her eyes were closed; the shoulder, |
could see, was bare, and a slim white arm swung loosely by
her side. Of the man only a head of dark hair was visible, for
his face was buried in her throat.

\Y

If I have seemed to neglect what wes inevitably the most
important element in my life at Upper Belgrave Streest—my
relations with my father—it is because their development wes
so gradua and so indefinite that it can hardly be described in
words. The position was inherently a delicate one. Only
Mrs. Heaviside was in the secret; and the three of us had to
conduct our campaign of discretion on two fronts. If Mr. Sey-
more was unable to give any sign which might betray the
situation to his wife or friends, it was equaly important that
my fellow-servants should not think me more intimate with
my employer than my work justified. Fortunately, having
slipped into an intermediate position in the household—half
auxiliary-lady's-maid and half genera factotum on the upper
floors—I was expected to divide my time between Miss Carver
and the housskeeper and take orders from both. It was essy
for Mrs. Heaviside to arrange that | should be at her disposal
from after midday dinner until six o'clock, and | regularly
spent this portion of the day (apart from the hour of freedom
permitted three times a week) In or about her room.

Lady Alicia, unless she were entertaining, seldom spent
her afternoons at home.  She would drive out to do shopping
or to visit an exhibition or to pay cdls, returning between six
and seven to dress for dinner—a ceremony which demanded
congderable preparations and, in its early sages my persondl
attendance.
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| learnt that M r. Seymores official work did not asarule
kegp him in Whitehall much after four ododk. It had been
hiscusom to go from his dfficeto hisclub and gay there until
he had to come hometo dress But he now made an occasonal
practice—on afternoons when his wife was out—of coming
home earlier and gpending an hour in the housekegper'sroom,
ether with the two of us or with me alone. He was careful
not to do thiswith any regularity, and that he should now and
again liketo go and st with M r s. Heavisde causad no surprise
toMr. Croggon or Mr. Olley, for everyone knew she had been
his nurse and a ssoond mother to him. Nor did they—as
conventional men-srvants might well have done—depise
him for his familiarity with one who, though he had known
her for years, was till an employee. The butler, for all his
pulpit manner, was a kindly, smple soul, and the valet had
been Mr. Seymores persona srvant for many years and
thought his mager could do no wrong. There was some
quality in the Seymorefamily (as| discovered when | went to
Aughton) which enabled them to treat their servants with
friendly informality and still retain their reppect. In conse
guence the Yorkshire household, and that portion of the
L ondon one over which M r. Seymoreruled, were contented
and harmoniousto a degreerareat any time.

Of the pleasure and bendfit | mysdf had from the time
gent with my father | find it hard to gpesk. The dight awk-
wardness there had at firg been between us—embarrassment
on his part and timidity on mine—soon disappeared. He
oregted me, whether the housekegper wasthereor not, asany
man would great a daughter of whom he was fond. After
enquiring into my doings he would talk fredy of his own, of
events in the great world, of amusng or interesting things
s or heard. | did everything | could to train mysdf to
intdligent ligening. | never failed, at same moment during
the day, to get hold of the newspaper and read the sort of
news of which he would be likely to pesk. If he mentioned a
book, | asked if he could lend it to me, and read it with
devoted care in odd minutes and after |1 had gone to bed. |
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had come to some understanding with Clara Williams about
night-reading; but sdf-education was a good deal in the air
at that time, and she not only accepted my aspirations with
placid approval but even began to share them, bringing back
from her uncle's house cheap textbooks on architecture and
odd numbers of the trade journals taken in and read by
builders. There now seems something a little comic in the
thought of two domestic servants still in their teens, reading
away by candle-light under the dates of Belgravia. But we
were both deadly serious, and—as girls will, when they are
determined to improve their minds—found real satisfaction
in fuddling our brains and spoiling our eyes.

Now that the masks were down, | was naturally on different
terms with Mrs. Heaviside. She maintained her briskly
autocratic manner during workinghours, callingme" Hooper"
and ordering me here and there with the sharp iteration of a
rattle of musketry. At other times—when she decided we
were off duty—she became amicable and often confidential.
But she was never familiar. Her attitude was a masterly
blend of friendliness and discipline. | was dear Mr. Clive's
daughter and was therefore entitled to affection; but | was by
no means " Miss Vandra Seymore" and must not be per mitted
to fancy myself anything of the sort.  As | had not the least
desire to do so, | bore Mrs. Heaviside no grudge for keeping
me reminded of my peculiar position; and for the sake of her
gossp about old times and the sories she could tell of my
father's boyhood, | would cheerfully have borne far harsher
treatment.

When she was in the humour she loved to talk of Aughton;
of Mr. Clive's birth and of his mother's death after childbed;
of poor Sir Everard's despairing grief; of the ailing babyhood
of this only child and of the long fight put up by her and
others to secure his dow growth to healthy, if delicate, boy-
hood.

She told me that his second name was Andrew, but that it
had never to her knowledge been used. Instantly | seized on
this asthe namewhich | in my secret thoughts would call him.
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| had to have some name of my own for hizm—some name
which, when | spoke it silently, would bring him before my
mind's eye. Here was one which belonged to him, but had
never belonged to that part of his life from which | must
always be excluded. So | took "Andrew" to my heart, and
with it my own special Clive Seymore.

One afternoon, when he was not coming to see us and the
housekeeper seemed in an approachable mood, | took my
couragein both handsand asked along-contemplated question.

"Nanny, why did M r. Clivemarry?"

She looked sharply over her glasses

"Why do most men marry, my dear? Because they want a
wife and a home of their own of course."

"No. | don't mean that. Why did he marry—as he did?"

"Her ladyship is the daugher of the Earl of Hillmorton,"
said M rs. Heaviside, with a sort of chilly formality.

For amoment | was tempted to do what she clearly wanted
me to do—drop the subject. But in a quiet way | am a per-
sistent person, and | knew that if | yielded now | should never
have the pluck to start again.

" But why isthat areason, Nanny? | thought amanmarried
a girl because he loved her, not because she was—" Suddenly
realising where this remark was leading me, | stopped short,
felt myself go hot all over, and sat there crimson with mortifi-
cation and sdlf-reproof. The old lady, with true délicacy of
feeling, came to my rescue, and continued the conver sation as
though nothing had happened.

"So he does, Fanny, if heis freeto do so. But sometimes
he needs money for his career or to get into a different society
or have someone to do his entertaining, which there's no
denying her ladyship doesto perfection. Mind you, | am not
saying any of this applied to M r . Clive. It's nowonder if he
fell in love with someone as pretty as her ladyship; beauty
goes all the way with most men, as you'll likely find out, not
having much of it."

| smiled ruefully, and told myself | had already guessed
something of thekind through being much with L ucy Beckett;
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but having now recovered composure, |1 went doggedly on
with m?/ argument.

"Well, even if hewasin love with her once, | don't believe
heisnow. Notonebit."

"Hush, my dea! You mustn't sy such things—
[Jarti cularly asyou know nothing about it. Mr. Cliveand her
adyship get aong very well together.”

"Yes!" | flashed, "by not being together any more than they
can help!"

"Fanny! Control yourself! That was not a polite thing to
ssy—not polite to me or to the master and mistress of the
house we live in. You are much too young to understand
these things—still less to lay down the law about them—and
we will now talk about something else.”

"Oh, Nanny!" | cried, "I am so sorry! Please forgive me.
It was very wrong of meto sy that. Do be kind and tell me
some more. | promise | won't interrupt.”

She looked at me sharplﬁ/, and | suppose was convinced that
| was redlly sorry, for though her next words were tartly
gpoken, | could see that she was &) :

"Tell you somemore?' shesaid. "I don't recall telling you
anything o far."

"You were going to explain to me about men needing
money when they marry or to get into society or something.”

"I sad sometimes'

"Y es, Nanny dear; but you meant that M r. Seymore was one
of the 'sometimes, didn't you?"

"H'm! You're sharp, girl; I'll sy that for you. And
suppose | did?"

"What did he need?' | coaxed. "Was it money or family
connections?'

She rose beautifully to the bait, as befitted a true English-
woman of the old school to whom most peerages were new-
fangled rubbish.

"Money or family indeed! | shouldthink not! Sir Everard
is sounder and better gentry than a dozen flashy lords. 'Money
or family'." She snorted. "Well, | never!" Then went on
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(for she was now wound up to talk) " No—it was this way, if
you must know. When Mr. Clive had been what they call
an attachy at several places abroad—he went without pay you
e to gain experience and so on—he decided he wanted to
enter the Government service altogether. Sir Everard knew a
man high up who said he could get M r. Clive a pogt, but he
would find it a great help to have a smart, clever wife, and one
who knew the kind of people the Seymores did not know—
London people, you understand, for Sir Everard always lived
quiet in the country and didn't care for London swells. Of
course Sir Everard should have said Nonsense, a Seymore is as
good as the best; but he believed his grand friend and made
enquiries and got particulars of likely young ladies . . ."

"How could he do that?"

"Bless you, child, it is not hard, if you ask in the right
places, to get a list to choose from of young girls wanting
husbands and offering rank or fortunein return."

| was still so ignorant of life that the notion of girls being
on record as available for marriage shocked me deeply.

"How horrible!" | cried so passonately that she stared at
me in astonishment.

"Horrible? Goodness gracious, what's horrible about it?
It's the usual thing."

Her calm acceptance of an idea abominable to my un-
fledged romanticism seemed the final outrage, and | burst
into tears. She made no attempt to console or check me; and
when the storm had passed and | was blowing my nose and
dabbing myself back to some sort of decency, | saw that she
was still placidly knitting. She waited till | had finished
sniffing and then smiled at me:

"Better now? | expect 0. You must learn not to take on
0, Fanny, over things you can neither end nor mend. It does
your heart credit that you can believein true love and all that,
and Heaven grant you find it; but all sorts of things go onin
the world that you will have to accept, and | daresay you will
be busy enough keeping your own sheet clean without trying
to improve those of other people.”
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"1 am sorry | was afool" | said unsteadily. "But | did not
know about that sort of thing. It sounded more like a dave-
market than ladies and gentlemen."

"Call 'em daves if you like, my dear," she said caustically.
"| call 'em somethingdifferent. ButthatisMarriageasunder-
stood these days by the so-called 'Quality'; and you may
thank your g¢arsyou arejust an ordinary girl likel was. You
will have a chance to be happy or to make someone dse happy
—and that is what mattersin life, more than anything dse."

For a moment | resented being labelled " “an ordinary girl"
for, having determined not to be ashamed of my equivocal
origin, | had persuaded myself to be proud of it. But absorbed
interest in my father's past overcame any thought of sdf; and
Mrs. Heaviside's lagt sentence had moved me alike to pity and
delight. He—who of all men ought to be happy—was not
happy; who should comfort him but 1? Eagerly | pressed for
more information.

"How long have they been married?"

"L et me s now—it would be eight years or more. Mr.
Clive is over forty."

"And Lady Alicia?"

"Ten years younger. M ore maybe."

| brooded for a few moments over all that | had learnt, and
once more the angry partisanship of youth came to surface.

"I hate her!" | said fiercely.

"Then you dowrongly," shereplied, "and arebehaving like
aslly child. Her ladyship is an excellent woman who does her
duty by her husband and home. | won't deny she has an
uncertain temper, and blows hot and cold; also that she some-
times acts in ways which an old-fashioned person like me can-
not approve—though that is no business of mine and does not
matter. Eh, dear—it is a sad pity she has no children and
therefore less time on her hands. But don't you go on getting
into your head that Mr. Cliveisill-used or whatever you like
to call it, and rampage around with a grudge againg the
migress. It's all nonsnse, and you'll only make a fool of
your salf.”
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She glanced at the clock.

"Time's up, Hooper. Off you go. On your way take those
new pillowcases adong to Peke and tell her to mark them.
Also | want Gover to look out the dust-sheets for the summer-
covering and s me tomorrow morning."

"Yes, Mrs. Heaviside," | said obediently, and bidding her
good-night, returned to my work.

* k k k%

That evening, oddly enough, Lady Alicia was in her
friendliest humour. | was laying out her things on the long
ott%mz;gl fin her bedroom, when she came in, humming gaily
to hersdlf.

"Evening, Only Hooper," she called (it was the first time
she had used this nickname since | had offended her). "It's
the most perfect evening imaginable and |'m dancing at
Randlagh. They have marvellous luck with their wegather,
those Forsyths, every year the same.”

She was standing while | unhooked her gown, and chattered
on as undressing proceeded. "This afternoon | went to the
Egyptian Hall—for the first time for years. It redly is
astonishing what they do at the Dark Séances—al the lights
out, and voices seeming to come from every corner!  You
ought to go sometime, though it's rather ghosty. | must
remember to send you one afternoon.  But who with—"She
was now in her shift only, and swung round to wag afinger at
me. "Who wiih, child? We must be careful of our Onl
Hooper, seeing there isn't another. Carver perhaps.” Wit
atinkle of laughter she tripped across the room to where her
bath stood r with its cans of hot and cold water beside it.
"Pour me the water, theres agood girl. Not too much hot;
| want it tepid." She tested it with her toe, slipped out of her
last garment and stepped into the few inches of water, where
she stood half-crouched with her hands pressad between her
knees, in precisdly the attitude later immortalised by Chabas
in hisfamous picture Crepuscule. "Now sponge me, plesse—
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the big sponge—over my shoulders—lovely! Go on till | say
stop. | can fed the dust being all washed away."

I held the large towel for her and she gathered it tightly
round her body, holding it under her arms so that it trailed on
thefloor.

"Where were we? Oh, | know—Maskelyne and Cook's.
Carver istotake Only Hooper. That ought to be safe enough,
even though it is dark . . . though as a matter of fact |
believe . . . Would you be afraid of being what they call
‘'molested' in the dark, Hooper?"

"1 don't think so, ma'am."

"1 don't mean by Carver, slly; | mean if you went to the
Dark Seances with—well, let us say one of the footmen."

"1 doubt if | should think about it, ma'am."

"Sensble girl. But Carver would. Carver goes through
life hoping to be molested—and because she isn't, complaining
that other women are. There are lots like her. No, you
shan't go with Carver; you shall go with anyone you like.
When |'m dressed | ' | I ook at my book and see when | shan't
need you before dinner. Then you can ask your friend and
I "Il see you have tickets."

"That's very kind of you, madam," | said without enthus-
iasm; and we began to get her ladyship dressed.

When | was brushing her hair, she asked suddenly:

"How long have you been here?"

"Threeyears, ma'am, and abit."

"How old? Sixteen?"

"Yes, ma'am, lagt April."

"You look younger. And rather peaky. You must fill out
and get some colour, you know. | daresay you need a holiday.
Do the girls here get holidays?"

"They get a week, ma'am, after they have been here over
a year." .

" And have you had a holiday thelagt two years?'

"Well, not exactly, though Mrs. Heaviside lets me go to
my friendsfor a day or two now and again. You s, ma'am,
my home is so far away and if | cannot go out of London |
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may as well staK here. Whileyou and Mr. Seymore are away
inthe summer thereisso littleto do that itisrealy aholiday.”

She nodded.

"All the same you ought to have a change. | will
to Mrs. Heaviside. | am going away early this year and taking
Carver. Thereis no reason at all why you should not go to
your home and even day there a good Ion%tlme. | daresay
Mr. Seymore will manage to get dong without you."

What did e mean by that? | kept a firm control over
hands and face, in case | jerked the brush or she was watching
meintheglass What was | to sy? | decided to behave as
though | had not heard her last words.

"Thankg/ou indeed, maam. | should like that very much."

nothing more, but began humming under her
breath again as she polished her nalls with the long silver-
mounted polisher.

* * * * *

Three weeks passed, and | had reached an agony of uncer-
tai ntK as to whether Lady Alicia had ever intended her talk
of a holiday to be taken serioudly. The visit to the E%thian
Hall had been forgotten even while she was dressing. had
never consulted her book or said another word on the subject.
That wes of no consequence; but if the wonderful Erospect of
?0| ng to Yorkshire and seeing my mother and walking in the
anes where she and my father had walked weas to be just a
mirage, | felt my heart would bresk. Surely a lady like her
could not be so thoughtless or so cruel as to st a poor girl
hoping, and then either forget or deliberately disappoint her?
Yet even as | told m %/self It was impossible, | remembered
those curious words of hers, and once again | weas in torment.

But Lady Alicia had not forgotten and at last | was put out
of my misery. It wasfive o'clock and my father and | were
aone in the housekeeper's room.  He s in the armchair and
| on a stool at his feet, leaning againgt his knees.  As the day
was warm, the window stood wide open and the chair had
been pulled round to faceit. If | laid back my head on the
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arm of the chair, | could look out at the cloudless sky and sse
the dust dance in the rays of the sun, which had sunk just
below the house opposite and was throwing up golden beams
from behind its parapet.

We had been sitting a few moment in silence. | could fedl
his fingers moving slowly and tenderly over my hair in a
sort of rhythmic pattern.  They slid from the centre parting
aong my forehead to the tight plait over my left ear; then
made a similar journey to the right; then straight up the
parting to the crown of my head. A tiny pause and the same
thing all over again. It was Iovelytjust to sit and be conscious
of the caress, to empty my mind of everything but the touch
of hishand and the pressure of hisleg agains my sideand the
knowledge that he wes there.

"Vannchen darli n% he said suddenly (heliked this German
diminutive, which had specialy coined), "I have some
news for you—real news. This house is soon to be more or
less shut up. | am going to Aughton and you are coming
with me."

For amoment | could neither spesk nor move. Themiracle
had happened after all, and the joy of it overwhelmed me.
Then, forgetting with half my mind that | was not done, |
breathed: "Oh, Andrew, how wonderful! And | shal se
mamma?"'

"Certainly you will, and so shall | . "

| scrambled to my knees, turned toward him and threw
myself into his arms, where | lay shaking with happiness, my
heed buried in his coat. The vehemence of emotion soon
passed, and looking up into his face | began to laugh and talk
a once. What was Aughton like? When were we going?
For how long? He smiled back in his gentle, indulgent way,
and aswell as he could kept pace with my torrent of questions.
When he had answered most of them he said casudly:

"What was that you called me, Vanny?'

"That | caled you? When?' | had really forgotten those
half-whispered words, ken aoud yet meant only for
mysdf. But even as | looked at him in bewilderment, |



UPPER BELGRAVE STREET 149

rheéggmbered and coloured with embarrassment and hung my

"Don't be afraid, darling. What was it?"

"|—1—called you Andrew," | murmured, and struggled
on: "ltisaprivate name | useto mysdf. Pease forgive me.
| hardly knew | saidit, | wes so overcome. | won't do it any
more."

"But, my dearest child, you shall, and not only to yourself.
It shall be your name for always, and | thank you for choosing
it."

His arm tightened about me and again we s in slence.

Vi

There have been happy times in my life, but with the

exception of one period of mingled ecdtasy, confidence and

period which made my whole existence worth while

—I doubt if any were so vividly happy asmy first three weeks
in the East Riding during the summer of 1873.

The intensity of my enjoyment wes no doubt partly due
to my youth, when few reservations or outside responsibilities
distract the mind and a young heart is free to yield itself to
the mere pleasure of being happy; partly dso to the lovely
feeling of rdease which came with sudden emancipation from
the frustrations of my life hitherto. But a part arose dso from
my actua surroundings, human and material; for both at
Aughton Hall and at Gowthorpe where my official grand-
father lived, | was with people | loved and who loved me, had
other cheerful, natural company, and dwelt in the midst of
mellow beauty or of sturdy sdf-respect. | redise, however,
that a protracted story of even three weeks of unalloyed con-
tentment makes monotonous reading for those who have not
shared it; and | shdl therefore condense their happenings to
within likely limits of a stranger's patience.

We—that is, Nanny and I, for Andrew was coming a week
later—travelled to Yorkshire early in July. After York, as
the branch-line train chuffed owly on its way, | just gazed
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out of the window at the unimagined countryside—now in
the rich panoply of high summer—and prayed that what |
saw was true. At the wayside station a wagonette awaited us,
with a red-faced groom on the box-seat, who greeted Mrs.
Heaviside as an old friend and squeezed my timid hand until
the bones cracked. Twilight was falling as we trundled be-
tween flowery hedges and wide, scented fields, in which the
hay grew high and ripe or the grain was a gentle carpet of
young green. That evening | saw little of my father's home
save a dark mass of building and an open door from which
a light shone brightly to welcome us. But as soon as | got
inside | felt that this was a house of good-fellowship, where
simplicity and courtesy and mutual affection ruled in harmony.

Next morning the crowing of cocks, the sound of someone
chopping wood, voices and clanking of buckets, and the
swish of water in the stableyard woke me a little after five.
Hurrying on my clothes | crept downstairs and out into the
pale promise of a day of sunshine. Alone with scents of grass
and flowers, early morning songs of birds and an occasional
sharp flutter of wings as a thrush or blackbird dived through
the dense leaves of the horse-chesthuts, | started to explore
a place whose name was already dear to me yet its every
agpect strange.

Aughton Hall stood on the brow of a low but steepish hill,
facing to the south and west over a wide expanse of country, in
a crease of which, about two miles away, lay the village of
Aughton Seymore. From the front the Hall looked to be a
large house, for its stone facade was long and of somewhat
grandiose design, with a centre-block crowned with a pedi-
ment and two balustraded wings. Built in the early eighteenth
century, the facade carried, on each of the three floors of the
central block and on the two floors of the wings, tall narrow
windows with rounded tops and keystones in relief. These
windows, emphasised by the perpendicular lines of flat
pilasters which rose at intervals from ground to roof, gave the
house a startled expresson—as though, with eyebrows raised
in alarm, it were staring down the hill at some strange or fear-
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some sight. The building's look of dismay was intensified by
the presence, at various points along the parapet which hid
the actual roof, of huge stone birds with wings half-spread.
These carved monsters were out of proportion to the rest of
the house and, rising clear of the roof, made it look as though
its hair were standing on end.

| imagine | took the more notice of this external effect of
surprise and horror, because the interior of Aughton Hall,
both in atmosphere and construction, presented so strong a
contrast. To begin with, the impression of size given by the
facade was a misleading one. The imposing stretch of stone
work, with its columns and balustrading, had been overlaid
by an ambitious ear ly-Geor gian Seymore on an old-fashioned
Y orkshire manor house. Probably he planned to rebuild the
whole, and gradually bring the rest of his home up to the
scale of its new front; but his plan was never carried out, with
the result that the only section of the house with any depth
was the central block, the wings being only one room thick,
and even at that never properly finished. Behind the central
section of the facade—and practically unaltered—Ilay the
original house. It was a spacious, homely, rambling house,
with no pretension to anything but roomy comfort. There
had been a dight awkwardness in adjusting the tall front
windows to rooms barely high enough to accommodate them;
but this surmounted, Aughton lived on unchanged behind
its pretentious mask.

Along the main front ran a broad gravel terrace, from
which a grass field, with cows grazing, ran down the hill to
a country road. There was no public access to this terrace,
although it had been intended as a main approach. But now
shrubberies closed one end and the gardens the other, so that
it remained a tranquil private walk, with a few trailing geran-
iums in pots and a dope of pasture for aview. The gardens,
simple enough but full of flowersand fruit trees on old walls
and casual strips of lawn, lay to the south-east of the house.
Behind, where the original building could be clearly seen,
wer e stables, out-houses, and a large, paved yard, on to which
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ﬂpened what was aways usd as the main entrance to the
ouse

| returned in good time from my tour of ingpection, and
was saved from having to hang awkwardly about in a srange
kitchen by the friendliness of a young maid, who was setting
the servants breakfag and asked me to give her a hand.
During breakfad, eaten in a comfortable servants hall, | was
made to fed wecome by the snior members of the daff—
Mrs. Dobson, the cook, and old M r. Tyas, the butler—who
were dearly delighted to ss2s M rs. Heaviside and acoepted me
for her sske | noticed that no grades of importance among
the srvants were recognissd—save those implicit in age and
experience. All st down together, had the same fare and
were equally free to join in the conver sation.

After we had deared away and | had helped the kitchen-
maid with the washing-up, M rs. Heavisde told me to follow
her. | was to be presnted to the mager of Aughton. We
went along a flagged passage, through a swing-door of padded
lesther sudded with brassheaded nails and aooss a large
irregular hall to a room on the left of what should have been
thefront door. Seeted at atable, Spping coffeg, with a news
paper propped on the coffee-pot in front of him, was the
deanegt-looking old gentleman | had ever ssen.  He had the
dear pink complexion of a child, a fringe of white hair round
agleaming bald head and along, purewhite moustache, which
curled down on ether Sde of a pair of rosy lipsand joined the
white gdewhikers which edged his cheks When we
entered the room, he got quickly to hisfest and | saw that he
was short in gature, and wore a black coat and trousers of
black and white sponge-bag check, which aimog gleamed, they
were so trim and fresh. He had a black scarf tiewith a pearl
pin, and his garched collar and cuffs shone like snow.

"Well, Nanny!" he said cordially, holding out his hand.
"Thisisa pleasure | hope you are well; though even if you
are not, our Yorkshire air will soon s you up. And—"
turning on meapair of bright and intensdy blue eyes " this, |

uppee . . .
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"Yes, Sir Everard," shereplied loudly; "thisis Fanny."

"Fanny, your duty to Sir Everard Seymore ... He is
rather desf,” she added in an undertone.

| bobbed a curtsey, murmuring "Good morning, sir." But
even while curtseying, and although | knew | was blushing, |
could not help looking himin theface. Those blue, blue eyes
were fixed unwaveringly on mine and would not let them go.
He smiled kindly and took one of my hands, laying his other
hand over it. His hands were cool and dry, with the pae
wrinkled backs of age and nails gpotless and beautifully-
shaped.

"I am hﬁ)y to s you, my dear,” he said, "and glad you
have been able to come to Aughton. Y ou look too much of a
town-bird for achild of your age. We must get roses into her
little cheeks, eh, Nanny?'

He dropped my hand and waked over to the window,
where he stood looking out. Mrs. Heaviside jerked her head
towards the door and | understood she wished meto slip away.
As | was closing the door behind me, | heard Sir Everard say:

"Wesghdl haveMr. Clivewithusinlesthanawesk . « ."

| found my way through the walled garden and under a
pergola loaded with roses, to a small swing-gate set in a low
iron railing. It led into a spacious park of pae tussocky grass
with bright patches of green here and there and scattered trees.
A rabbit got up almost under my feet, and went ricochetting
avay to safety. As | wandered on, passvely surrendered to
the peace and beauty of the country, | asked myself how much
Sir Everard knew; then decided that it did not matter, for not
onéy was he dearly as kind as he was clean, but dso—afact |
did not seem to have earlier regisered—he was my other
grandfather.

But amost immediately | was plunged from complacency
into gloom, for | learnt that | wes to leave Aughton just before
Andrew arrived and go to grandfather Hooper's farm. The
news both hurt and frightened me. | felt | must revise my
judgment of Sir Everard, who wes perhaps an ogre for all his
rosy affability. | even went to the length of wondering
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whether the whole busness of bringing me to Yorkshire were
not a plot to smuggle me out of London and away from my
father, and bury me for ever in some remaote country place.
| lay awake mog of the night, worrying miserably and
imagining congoirades each more fantagic than the lag. In
themorning | mus have looked worse than a fright, for Mrs.
Heavisde took me to her room after breakfas and demanded
bluntly what was the matter. At first | refused to answer;
but sheinsged and finally dragged from me a few digointed
sentences

Looking at me sverdy, she said:

"I am sorry after what has been done for you, you should
trugt your friends o little. | aso hoped you were too grown
up to frighten yoursdf with bogies Oh Fanny, Fanny, when
will you leave off being a fod? Please ligen to me. Some
vistorsarrive here shortly who will say a couple of days after
M . Clive comesand will expect him to entertain them. When
they have gone he will be here alone with Sr Everard for a
bit, and will be ableto do ashelikes—riding about the country
perhaps and even spending some timewith slly girlsin neigh-
bouring farms.  Now do you undersand?'

| nodded happily, too glad to berid of my terrors even to
sy | was sorry. Mrs. Heavisde went on:

" 1'n August a number of people will come to Aughton and
help will be needed in the housa  You will then probably
come back again. And by the way—Sir Everard says you
look an intelligent girl and had better learn to ride while you
are hereabouts o try to live up to his good opinion and run
and tell Georgein the gables that you'll have your firgt lesson
in an hour's time. Then come updairs and try on those
dothes there. They beonged to a cousn of M r. Clive's who
lived here at one time, and should fit you well enough.”

* * * * *

S0 | came to Gowthorpe, five miles or 0 from Aughton.
The place was grim enough—a dark box of old red brick,
with no architectural ornament nor cared-for garden to soften
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itsbleekness  Yet it was whally itsdf, and perfectly equipped
for the purpose it was desgned to serve, sanding in a duder
of barns, rickyards and cow-byres, with a sombre group of
dms to northward and on every sde the fertile arable and
pasurdands which make the Warp Land the riches agricul-
tural digrict in the county of York. These surroundings—
the only convincing evidence of farming possbility and farm-
ing skill—were the core and judtification of Gowthorpe. The
unbeautiful house was in fact subgdiary to what went on out-
ddeit, a necessary but minor appendage to the real busness
of afarmer'slife.

| oconfess that for a day or two | missad the comforts of
Aughton, and even of Upper Bdgrave Street. Accusomed to
taps which brought hot water to the snks to indoor lavatories,
to a wiremattress, to meds on time for their own sske and
not dependent on the progress of work in the fiedlds—I was ill
at eexe with the primitive conditions in which Grandfather
Hooper, despite his prosperity, was content to live, and faintly
resnted the assumption that a house must necessarily be
savant to a farm. But | soon outgrew this fodlishness and
with the adaptability of youth found a new leve of expectation
and therefore of content.

Of course the dominant ddight was, for the firg time for
three years to fed my mother's arms about me and to hear
her voice It was a joyous reunion. We had corresponded
regularly, though at longish intervals (I was not yet at an age
when letter-writing came easly, and she mugt inevitably have
fdt our loss of common background); but the moment | saw
and held her, the old trust and intimacy returned.

" Fanny, my littlegirl! Grown up nearly, but till the child
| knew."

" Oh mamma darling, how lovey to s you!"

We qood at arm's length, half-laughing, half-crying, as we
looked one another up and down. She was very much as |
remembered her—plump, rosy-faced and full of retlesmove-
ment. Perhaps her in had weathered; perhaps her hair,
which had always been demurey neat, had been gathered into
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the bun of an early riser and thereafter left to shift for itsdf;
certainly her clothes were different, for the rough serviceable
garb of a working farmer's wife had replaced the quiet town-
dwelling respectability of Mrs. William Hopwood. But her
eyes were the gay, tender eyes | had known, and | felt that we
were still the dose friends we used to be.

| was soon asssting her in all her work. As we worked, and
in the intervals of not working, we talked. How we talked!
We relived the pagt in fond and foolish detail, recalling
Panton Street and Chinks and Mrs. Beckett; we laughed to-
gether over all but forgotten jokes. When we came to the
time for separation, and | begged her to tell me all that she
had done since, she laughed and pointed to the pots we were
scrubbing or the mending on the table or the jars of bottled
fruit long the shdlf.

"That and that, Fanny. Allthetime. Every month hasits
jobs. | have been happy enough, because | have been busy
and can help your grandfather and uncles. But | have sadly
missed my daughter. Has she missed me?"

I was dlicing runners, and had to put the knife and basin
down, in order to show her how much | had missed her.

"There, there, child," she protested. "Whatever would
anyone think? Now it's your turn. Tell me everything—and
particularly about Clive."

This started me off on a subject well nigh inexhaustible
though not one free from pitfalls and compulsory evasions.
Of Andrew | related every detail; and she nodded now and
again and murmured, "So he wroteto me" or "that was like
him." About Lucy | could be nearly as frank, for my mother's
fondness for Mrs. Beckett would make her sympathise with
dissatisfaction under a new regime. My meeting with Chunks
and our outing to Rosherville made good telling; but | felt
uncertain how she would like my knowing about Hades and
thefinal horror, so said nothing of them or of poor Hopwood.
| was dealing one by one and volubly with the staff at Upper
Belgrave Street, with Clara's relations and with dear Nanny,
when mamma interrupted:
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"Y ou seemto have skipped Lady Alicia, Fanny."

Thiswas disconcerting. Rather clumsily | made out that |
saw very little of her; that she was delicioudly pretty and very
smart; that she entertained a great deal or went out to parties;
thlzlat—that—well, really there was not much more I could
tell.

She said nothing, but | heard her sigh.  Then sheleft what-
ever she was doing and started towards the door. As she
pasd behind me she kissed the back of my neck.

"1 am sorry, darling,” she whispered. "I shouldn't have
asked. But | just hoped I might have been wrong."

* ok k k%

Next day Andrew rode over to visit us. Hewalked into the
dairy, where we were setting out the broad dishes for the
standing milk, and greeted us wi th unaffected warmth:

"1t is good to s you two together again, and here of all
places. How areyou, Mary? | hope they don't work you too
hard, although you ssem to thriveonit." Hetook her hand
andraiseditup tohislips. "Andmy little Vanny—not such
a stranger, except in these parts.”

Impulsively 1 threw my arms round his neck and kissed
him; and evenas| did so, | had anintuition that unwittingly |
had made things awkward for my mother. Thinking it over
afterwards, | began to understand—vaguely enough, | dare-
sy, for | had not the experience to andyse the situation in
detail—how odd and delicate was the rel ationship between the
three of us. Any two had aformulain common; but the three
together (firm though they were in mutual affection) were out
of adjustment. M r. Clive Seymore could pay friendly visitsto
Mrs. Hopwood of Gowthorpe and, under the tolerant eye of
those who knew of their old intimacy, spend a pleasant hour
in local gossp and in doing her whatever kindnesses were
in his power. Mamma and I—or Andrew and |—could be
perfectly happy, standing on our respective common grounds
and acting as natural affection bade usact. But thetriowasin
different shgpe.  We represented three phases of a single
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human adventure, in no two of which the same pair of us had
been involved. Long ago she and he had been lovers; the
contrast between their ways of life and mental outlook had not
mattered when it was a question of ayoung girl responding to
a man's passion and of hot blood creating its own harmony.
But now, over a gulf of years, they faced one another in the
presence of their child, each having since—and in his own
right—acquired a new personality. There was Andrew—the
established Londoner, temporarily released from the demands
and luxuries of official and fashionable life; there was mamma
—the working mistress of a farm, independent, within her
sphere paramount, but bound to feel circumscribed in contrast
with him and thereforeill at ease. And there was |—unable
to help them, because only an outcome of their love-story and
not apart ofit. In the same way Andrew was excluded from
theyears during which my mother cared for her little daughter,
and mamma from those which had brought father and child
together.

Our meeting, in short, was incurably artificial. Under-
neath was harmony, but we could not reach down to it. In
consequence we had to let our longed-for encounter go by in a
mood of casua amiability. Admittedly Andrew's visit passed
off comfortably enough; but it fell far short of the care-free
happiness which my young enthusiasm had anticipated.
Mamma said nothing to suggest that she had been dis-
appointed; but | knew that she had. | did all | could to
comfort her, and | am sure that during the rest of my stay at
Gowthorpe she was happy. In due course | was fetched
back to Aughton.

VIl

Theletter reached M rs. Heaviside on one of the first days of
September. We were sewing together—doing some mending,
| think, for the ladies then staying in the house—when she
abruptly put down her work and, taking an envelope from her
apron-pocket, handed it to me.
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" Better read that," she said.

The envelope had a coronet embossed in black on the flap,
and in the right-hand upper corner of the thick, glazed note-
paper was another one. Alongside it were the words:

"CLIPSTON PARK,
WARWICK SHIRE.
Dear Mrs. Heaviside,

Carver hasbeen taken ill and goesinto hospital in Coventry
tomorrow. Most tiresome with all that isgoingon. | can't
bewithout anybody', so pleasearrangefor Hooper tocomehere
at once. Shewill be better than nothing. Rugby station is
probably the best for her to cometo. Let me know day and
train and she shall be met.

Yours truly,
Alicia Seymore"

My heart sank into my boots as | re-read this letter and
realised what it meant. At lagt in a tiny and none too steady
voice | managed to say,

"Does M r . Clive know, Nanny?"

"Yes, he knows—I talked to him just before luncheon.”

"What is Clipston Park?"

"Where Lord Hillmorton lives. Her Ladyship is staying
with her parents.”

"And must | go?

She nodded sadly.

There seemed nothing more to be said. With my hands
idle on my lap | sat and stared into space | thought of the
peaceful gaiety of life at Aughton; of the good-fellowship of
theservants hall; the consideration and informality with which
Sir Everard, his son and his gueds treated those who waited
on them; of long days in the hayfields helping to turn and rake
and load, and then, glowing with heat and health, drinking
cold tea or nettle beer with the crowd of haymakers, of being
allowed by the good-natured head-gardener to pick the last
few bowls of raspberries and take them into cook; of helping
her to shell peas and dice runner-beans and top and tail goose-



160 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

berries; of ranging over the fields on the chance of finding
an early mushroom, and watching the blackberries ripen, and
saying that in September here or here would be the best place
to come with gloves and baskets. | thought of the cats and
dogs and horses with whom | had made friends; and particu-
larly of thelittle mare| had learnt to ride with confidence and
eaxe, and how she whinnied when | came into her stable.

Now it was all to be taken from me—the daily greeting
from my father and the frequent rambles in his company;
the consoling presence of Nanny, always there to advise or
reprove; the confidence which had come with feeling at home
and that otherswereglad | wasthere; the plans for September;
everything. What was | to be given in their place? | had no
idea, beyond that | must face up alone to a strange house in
which the only human being not a stranger to me was an in-
calculable imperious woman, of whose very amiability | was
vaguely afraid and whose anger | dreaded.

The feeling that there was no excape beat me down into a
misery too hopdess for tears. | just sat dry-eyed and wished
that | were dead. | was conscious of Mrs. Heaviside getting
out of her chair and, as she walked to the door, patting me
gently on the shoulder. Then she left me alone.

Minutes passed and | remained in a sort of coma. | did not
even hear the door open; but | felt a hand on my hair—a hand
whose touch | knew.

"My darling,” he said softly. "I am so dreadfully sorry.
Itis cruelly bad luck. We were so happy here."

He laid his other hand on my shoulder, and | took it in
mine and pressed it hard againg me.

“"Must |, Andrew?" | whispered.

"Please, dearest Vanny—for my sake. | know too well that
you will not enjoy it. It isa gloomy, unfriendly house, full of
noisy, unfriendly people. But it will not be for very long, and
not to go would raise all manner of questions."

"Will you be coming there later?"

He had moved round in front of me, and was now holding
my hands in his.
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"No, darling. | hate that place, and it hates me. Even if |
wereinvited . . . but | am not, nor likely tobe. That iswhat
hurts me, that you should have to go and face it alone  Can
you, Vannchen?'

"1fyousy 0,1 can. If it hdpsyou . . ."

He raised my hands to his lips, kissed them (it sounds slly
to sy " with ceremony” —but he was much moved) and went
quickly away.

It wasalong and tiringjourney; but by sartingvery early |
was at Rugby dation at four o'dock, so had the firg sght of
my new home by daylight.

After pasing a lodge much too rugtic to betrue and driving
for half a mile along a yellow, gritty road, | ssw what looked
like a mammoth vicarage erected in the middle of a polo
ground. Built in the basard Gothic of the eghteen-forties,
the house was a confused mass of gables, battlements, chim-
neys, balconies, porches, consrvatories and outhouses. The
principal rooms had dongated mullioned windows which
used amaximum of imitation sone-work to admit a minimum
of light, while the minor rooms (those which did not show)
had not even the gonework. The innumerable gables were
edged with daborate bargeboards pierced and carved in
flamboyant Gothic. The segp-pitched roofs overdoped the
walls s0 desply that the bedroom windows cut right badk into
them, and had little dormer-roofs of their own, with cugpsand
aockes cdugering in theangles  The walls were a mixture
of brick and imitation sone—brick intergices with exagger-
ated coigns kirtings and mullions in whitey-grey. The
woodwork (when originally painted) had been brick-red, but
was now a sort of muddy ochre.

On every 9deof thisbristle of misguided ornament sretched
g ass—gassunador ned by flowersor even shrubs grasswhich
came right up under the windows save where a barren gretch
of gravd drive cut it off. Here and there in the middle
digance was atree, or a cdump of tressrailed round with iron
railings, but, these apart, nothing broke the monotony of dull
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flat grass or helped to cheer or hide the contortions of the
house itself. Clipston Park, in short, was adreary, pretentious
Is_ort of place to look at—and, as | soon found out, the same to
ivein.

After | had been there a few days | decided that the only
part of the establishment which seemed to have any inherent
vitality wasthe sables. These stood somelittle distance from
the house and were dso of Gothic design. They were of great
extent, accommodating numerous grooms and stable-boys, as
well as hunters and carriage-horses and a string of polo ponies,
which last were one of the two dominant interests in the life
of Lord Hillmorton, Lady Alicia'sfather. The other was the
local Volunteer Corps.

The owner of Clipston was the second Earl of Hillmorton.
His father, the first Earl, who had died twenty years pre-
viously at the age of ninety-two, had not only been the founder
of the family fortunes but had dso done his best to be their
destroyer. Of quite humble origin, he had catered to the
"sporting" tastes of the Prince Regent, becoming akind of im-
Preﬂario in all matters pertaining to horseflesh, boxing, cock-

ighting and the rest, and was without scruple in exploiting
their financial possibilities. A genuine expert on these subjects,
he won the complete confidence of his roya patron, both as
an organiser of sporting events, and as a tipster who only left
the winni ngf of a wager to chance when he could not make a
more reliable arrangement. Certainly he himself became a
rich man; and spiteful people said that in his time he had made
still more money for his master by means which he threatened
to reveal, unless the King pushed him some rungs higher on
the ladder of honour than even a cardess cynic like George IV
would ever havethought to do. However that may be, he was
given an earldom late in the eighteen-twenties.

After 1830 the new Earl found himself an unessy relic of a
vanished epoch. For awhilehetried to keep his placein such
raffish society as still contrived to cling about the Court; but
he found that one by one his former friends were hastening to
change their coats, while he had no other garment than the
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gaudy patchwork of his own making. Resentful yet defiant,
he withdrew to the bleak estate near Rugby which he had
bought in justification of his title, and there built himself a
house—at enormous expense and in what he was told was the
most elegant taste of the day. When it was finished, he
characteristically gave it his family name, and falling back on
his old fondness for horses about which he still believed
himself infallible, became a mixture of horse-coper, racing
man and sporting squire. But he was now eighty years old,
and though his body was remarkably active for his age, his
mind, though hedid notknowit, wasin decay. Helivedwith
crazy extravagance, was cheated right and left, and, no longer
able to make new money by the ingenuities of his youth,
plunged heavily and disastrously into the quicksands of the
railway boom.

Long before this his wife had died in bewilderment and
neglect. She had never been well treated, but the moment
her husband became a lord she had been shut away entirely,
for she reminded him too vividly of a past he was determined
to forget. Her place had been taken by a succession of com-
placent beauties, who endured the grossness and vanity of the
new peer for the sake of his guineas and the jewels he hung
about their necks.

There was one son of the Clipston marriage, born in the
year the Prince of Wales became Regent. A forlorn boyhood
of lonely expensive schooling and of holidays spent with his
mother while she lived and thereafter with miscellaneous
relations, was followed by three years at University, where he
was conscious that his huge allowance and brand-new courtesy
title brought him more sneers than friendship. In the early
'thirties the young man joined his father, whose footing in
society was already insecure and his temper the shorter for it.
The two quarrelled bitterly, but at last agreed on this—that
the son be bought a commission in the army and spend his life
as far from his parent as possible. Throughout, therefore, the
last spendthrift decade of hislife, the old man was quite alone.
Unableto understand that hisfortune was dwindling; ignorant
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of the ways by which a house can be made comfortable and
cheered with flowers, or land improved by tillage and affor-
estation, he sank into squalid senility, surrounded by the naked
acres of his park, while on his Gothic mansion the paintwork
blistered and the plaster crumbled and the cold damp of the
Warwickshire uplands seeped into the walls.

M eantime his son in India had found contentment and a
certain amount of self-respect. He was an efficient officer and
was well enough liked. Hemarried a dashing young beauty in
Calcutta, who had a little money, and as he had some aso
(for he had been shrewd enough to extract a portion of his
birthright from his father before they parted company) they
could live the sort of life they liked. When tidings of the old
man's death reached I ndia, the new Earl had no inclination to
return home. He was quite happy in his pleasure-full exis-
tence in Calcutta and in the Hills, and, being now deservedly a
Colonel, felt that he was someone in his own right and not
merely the gilded offspring of a parvenu. He instructed the
lawyers at home to clear up the dead man's estate, put care-
takers into Clipston Park and let him have a report on the
general state of affairs. This, when it arrived, gave him a con-
siderable shock. Thelate Earl, when all debts had been paid,
was worth twenty-five thousand pounds and the house and
grounds near Rugby. That was all.

Leaving his wife and three daughtersin India, Lord Hill-
morton sailed for England to take stock of his prospects. He
was advised that Clipston Park was unsaleable, being not only
quite out of the fashion, but in bad repair and without the
graciousness of gardens and rural surroundings which the
buyer of such a house would require, If, however, he was
content to live in it himself, the cogt of putting it into habitable
shape would not be prohibitive, and with his own money and
his wife's he could make ends meet with something to spare.
This, very reluctantly, he decided to do, and in due course
established himself and his family in a home they all disliked.

The second Earl of Hillmorton was not a vulgarian like the
first. A brisk, rotund, rather flashy little man, he could adapt
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himself to people of all kinds, was quite without arrogance,
and having inherited his father's talent for horses, soon made
himself popular in hunting circles in the neighbourhood.
When, after 1870, polo clubs began to be formed all over
England, the one at Clipston was among those earliest estab-
lished and most energetically conducted. By this means, also,
the wide spaces of the park were transformed from a liability
into an asset, for they were polo-grounds almost ready-made
and were soon in active use.

In another respect also the Earl's unwilling return to the
home of his only ancestor proved more congenial than was
expected. He had not been at Clipston above a twelve-month
when, under an apparent threat of invasion, the Volunteers
made their sensational debut. Lord Hillmorton, who sorely
missed the military duties he had performed so well, threw
himself with enthusiasm into a movement at which the vast
majority of his contemporaries sneered. He was immediately
and amazingly justified; and as gradually what had been
shrugged aside as an army of opera-bouffe became almost a
nation in arms, he, as one of the first of the local gentry to give
time and labour to the cause, gained greatly in prestige. From
then onward he continued to work hard at a job he really
enjoyed, and in 1872 had the satisfaction of commanding his
battalion on Salisbury Plain, when for the first time the
Volunteers were put in brigade with regular troops at large-
scae manoeuvres.

* * * * *

No doubt Lord Hillmorton was lucky in that, during 'his
residence at Clipston, his only two specialities happened to
chime with the uprush of corresponding enthusiasms among
men of the English upper and middle classes. But he must be
given credit for turning his good fortune to practical account.

Financially, thanks to a period of general prosperity, he
found himself better off than might have been expected. By
exercising economy in Warwickshire he could afford a toler-
able furnished house for the London season; and his wife and
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daughters soon made for themselves a large and strenuous
circle of smart acquaintances, of the kind to be influential on
the fringe of Government, Society and the City, yet still
susceptible to the lure of tided friends.

At the time, therefore, that | was summoned to Clipston,
the family had found its level both in town and country, and
its members enjoyed themselves according to their lights.

Unhappily for me their lights were not those of Aughton,
nor of that type of mentality which | had inherited from
Andrew. Although the Earl was personally an easy-going,
unpretending kind of man, hiswife was highly conscious of her
rank and continually uneasy lest lack of means disgrace it. A
withered-looking woman, still showing traces of a conven-
tional beauty but dried by the sun of India into wrinkled
sharpness, her face was aways heavily powdered and her
wasted hands loaded with rings. She had a loud, imperious
voice and her movements were carefully majestic. Like others
of her kind, she believed that self-assertion spelt authority
and pomposity distinction.

In order, | suppose, to underprop her sense of aristocracy,
she organised her household on extreme hierarchical lines.
But as (if there were to be money to spare for London) she
could not afford sufficient servants at Clipston to fill every
rank, and as even those she could afford were of mediocre
quality, life in the staff quarters was at once ostentatious and
threadbare. For example, there was a gloomy cavern known
as the "Steward's Room". But as there was no Steward to
occupy it, it was used, at great inconvenience, for the meals
served to the butler, to Lord Hillmorton's valet and to the
Countess's lady's-maid. Nor was there a housekeeper, the
duties of that office being in fact performed by her ladyship
and her two unmarried daughters. But great care was taken
to pretend that this was not the case, orders being given and
control exercised through the head-housemaid, who, poor
soul, was badly driven, having to do all her own work as well
as act as cover for a non-existent superior.

Kitchen-meals were a noisy scramble of bad food and bad
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manners. Lady Hillmorton had learnt that in very large
households thefemales sat on one side of the table and the males
on the other. Orders had accordingly been given that this
arrangement should be observed at Clipston. The servants
being a second-rate lot in themselves and, with reason, dis-
satisfied with the quality of their board and lodging, found in
this absurd formality continual opportunity for horseplay.
The men and girls threw bread at one another, wresded with
their legs under the table, fought across it for the potatoes or
the beer, and so made of every meal an uneasy turmoil.
Another snobbery of Lady Hillmorton's was to insist (again
in imitation of the great houses of the time) that her maid—a
raddled Frenchwoman with a bad temper and a corrupt
mind—should take her breakfast, tea and supper in the
Steward's Room, but the meat-course of her midday meal in
the servants' hall. When that course was finished, she was to
retire to the Steward's Room for her sweet. Her presence
among the lesser servants for the first half of dinner-time
meant sullen silence, broken by nudges, whispers and giggles;
everyone was frightened of Mademoiselle, who had the ear
of the ladies and an evil tongue. But the moment she left the
room pandemonium broke out, as though these adult men and
women were a gang of slum children released from discipline.
The principal meal of the day, therefore, was an exaggeration
of two opposites and an occasion to be dreaded.

VIl

| do not careto dwell in detail on my experiences at Clipston.
They were hateful in themselves and worse than hateful in
what they presaged; but | cannot avoid telling of certain
incidents, because of what came after.

Lady Alicia received me amiably enough, but casualy
remarked that she supposed | was prepared to lady's-maid her
sisters also, as they were temporarily without their personal
helps. She added with characteristic flippancy:

"That's not really true, you know, Hooper. They never
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have maids of their own. But the Countess likes to pretend
they have, and so | put it that way. You'll have your hands
full for once; but that won't hurt you, even if it did finish
Carver."

Next morning, when | called her and asked for the day's
instructions, she suddenly said:

" How was Aughton?"

"Very nice, ma'am, and the country looked lovely."

"And that baby-faced old skinflint of a father-in-law of
mine—did you see much of him?"

Her words shocked me, but the venom with which they
wer e spoken shocked memore. Fortunately | had the presence
of mind to conceal my anger, though in that moment | could
have struck her. All | said was.

"Very little, ma'am."

She sat up in bed and stretched.

"What's the day like?"

"Close and cloudy. It feds like thunder."

"Damnation! Itwill probably pour all thisafternoon. 1'm
riding at deven and shan't change for luncheon as it's at half-
past twelve. The second round for the Clipston Cup is at two
o'clock. | shall want you to help me dress. And people for
dinner and the night. Have the letters come yet?"

"No, ma'am. Not yet."

* k k k%

Lady Alicia spoke the truth when she prophesied that |
should be kept busy. | soon suspected that the Ladies Edina
and Petronella saved up all possible pieces of mending for the
annual visit of their sser's maid. Presumably Miss Carver
had made a start on the accumulation of garments which were
piled in the room allotted to me; but enough remained to fill
me with despair. | must do the young ladies this justice—
that they did not demand from me much personal attendance.
Perhaps L ady Alicia had madeit clear that, although her maid
was at their disposal, shehad first call and must be served when
she wanted. But | had to see their baths were got ready on
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time and dress their hair in the evening, as well as do my best
to keep their clothes in some sort of order. They were
younger than Lady Alicia and quite unlike her in appearance.
They took after their mother in stature and large-featured
good-looks, while their elder sister was small like the father,
and showed his bird-like alacrity refined and feminised into an
exquisite gaminerie. In character the three sisters were more
similar—as might be expected in products of the same up-
bringing. But whereas the eldest expressed a natural irrever-
ence and flippant cynicism in witty unguarded speech, and her
personal vanity in being chic to the smallest detail in dress and
deportment, the two younger girls—equally unabashed and
impudent, but taking their attractions at face-value and lacking
Alicia's wealth and her quick, mordant tongue—were tomboys,
careless over their clothes, noisy and sometimes ribald.

Nevertheless on the whole | preferred them to their far
cleverer sister. They were not dangerous; merely rackety and
a little uncouth. It never occurred to them to treat me with
sudden and disconcerting familiarity or, as Lady Aliciawould
sometimes do, to make some outrageous remark and watch me
maliciously to see how | took it. On the contrary, they com-
pletely ignored me, except when they wished something done
or found. Then they demanded it rudely enough; and, bad-
mannered though they were, | disliked their blunt uncivility
less than a spasmodic intimacy which | did not trust.

One evening before dinner | was doing the Lady Edina's
hair. Her younger sister sprawled on an ottoman and the two
talked as though they were quite alone. There were several
officers staying in the house for a polo tournament, and the
girls' conversation was mainly—and rather crudely—con-
cerned with these visitors.

"l hope we dance after dinner," said Edina. "Mr. Foul-
sham looks as though he would vase beautifully."

The other gave a snort of laughter.

"Hypocrite, Edie; that'swhat youare. Why not say straight
out you want to bein hisarms? Asfor dancing, | don't believe
my shoes will stand another evening. They are just awful,
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and | haven't ashilling to buy ahair-ribbon with, much less a
pair of shoes."

"Why don't you ask Alice?"

"l have done. | asked her to lend mefivepounds only this
morning, and she said she couldn't spare it because Seymore
hadn't sent her the money he had promised."

"Good heavens, how abominable! If that man is going to
keep her short of money as well, | don't see what is the use of
him."

At this remark both young ladies exploded into noisy gaiety.
Edina went on:

"He's a prig, that we always knew; he's no stayer as a
husband, that we have found out; and now he's mean into the
bargainl Ugh, | hate him!"

"Oh, come now, Edie. He's not so bad as all that. He's
really very good-looking, you know, in a solemn sort of way
and very gentlemanly and awfully clever."

"l don't care.  When | have a husband, he's either got to be
very rich and free with his money, or passionately in love with
me and free with his—"

"Sshl" cried Petronella, stifling another burst of mirth.
"Not with the maid here. Anyway you needn't pity Alice on
that score. Charlie Tennant will look after her all right."

At this juncture, and deliberately, | gave Edina's hair a
vicious tug, which caught her in that sensitive spot just above
the ear.

"Ow!" she shrieked. "You little fool, Hooper; what the
devil do you think you are doing?"

"l beg your pardon, me lady," | said indifferently. "My
hand slipped.” And | added to myself: " | f you would prefer
my finger-nailsin your throat, as they very nearly were, you've
only got to say so."

"Y ou hurt me, you clumsy idiot. Aren't you finished yet?"

"Almost, me lady."

| had reached the hair-pin stage, and wondered whether,
with a nice sharp one, to give her a good jab in the skull.
"Better not," | told myself.
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So she escaped that time: and | went quickly away to ponder
what | had heard.

Oddly enough, the gossip was amplified during the evening
by the Countess's mademoiselle. | had avoided this disagree-
able woman as much as possible and with considerable success.
But tonight she came in search of me while | was laying out
Lady Alicia's night-things, and cornered me in my mistress's
room. The bedroom floor was silent and deserted, for the
company were all downstairs and the housemaids had finished
their work and gone to bed. There was, therefore, no likeli-
hood of her being found there or good excuse for me to escape.

"Ah, Miss Hooper," she began (she spoke remarkably good
English, with only a slight thickness of accent and jerkiness of
intonation to betray the foreigner), "I must beg you to lend me
some white silk, i fyou will be so kind. But what a charming
nightgown! Please permit me." She took it up from the bed
where | had just laid it and held it in front of her by the
shoulder-straps. Then she cocked her head at me and looked
roguish: "Article de Paris, as anyone can see.  Does the Lady
Alicia aways wear such . . .such . . . reveaing night-
clothes?"

| ought to have checked her impertinence by some non-
committal reply; but | was fidgety in her presence and, trying
to conquer my nervousness, became too informative;

"Well, no; not always. As a matter of fact she has not worn
this before. Itisquite new. Shetold me she had bought it in
London before coming here, had forgotten it and would wear
it tonight." | was going on to comment on the garment's
texture and embroidery, when | saw that Mademoiselle was
not listening to me. She was nodding her head in a leery
manner, and so obviously that | was clearly expected to take
note of it. Seeing that | was now paying attention, she half-
closed her eyes and twisted her long, thin lips into a smirk.

"Ve-rry interesting, Miss Hooper, is it not? Bought in
London: brought to Clipston: forgotten; but remembered—
oh so fortunately remembered—tonight of all nights."

As she spoke she kept blinking her eyes and twisting up her
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mouth, with such remarkable results that | stared at her,
wondering if she were a little queer in the head.

"l don't understand . . . Why 'of all nights'?"

"Par-ce-que”"—she began, broke off and with a poor
assumption of indifference said in English: "Nothing, my
dear, | meant nothing." She took a few dancing steps across
the room and back again, stood by the bed and gently fingered
the nightgown as it lay across the sheet.  She was humming
softly to herself. Suddenly she gave a nasty little laugh and
exclaimed: "Oh, le beau Tennant! Qu'il a dela chance!"

| did not understand her actual words, but | heard the sur-
name (which she pronounced in the English manner) and her
tone made her meaning obvious. While | hesitated as to what
to do or say, she cried:

"Heavens, it is getting late! | must not dawdle here. Do
please be kind and let me have that silk. | need it tonight."

| followed her to my room, found her what she wanted and
then sat down to think.

Perhaps "think" is the wrongword, for my mind was in to
much of aturmoil to work coherendy. | was furiously angry;
| was miserably suspicious; | was frightened; and | felt that |
ought to do something, but had no idea what. | told myself
that the loose chatter of two hoydens and the hints of a spiteful
woman were no evidence of anything save the nasty minds of
their originators. Al the same, the incident of the nightgown
could be interpreted as Mademoiselle had interpreted it, and |
further recollected that Lady Alicia had told me while she was
dressing that she would not need me again this evening and
that, after putting out her things, | could go to bed. Thiswas
unusual, for she was not considerate in matters of the kind
and | had often sat up until after midnight and then been told
| was not wanted. And why should that coltish Edina have
said what she did, unless there were something in it? She was
much too stupid to invent scandal on the spur of the moment,
and it had been obvious that the mention of Charlie Tennant
was no surprise to her sister.

| felt an urgent desire to see this man, whose name | had
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never heard until a few hours ago, yet now was the only hame
in my head. Tiptoeing down the back gairs | listened for
sounds to tell me where the company were. There were still
lights in the back premises and | could hear noisss in the
scullery; but | had stopped at the turn of the sairs and no one
saw me. Then | heard a piano strike up and | knew that they
were dancing in the Saloon and that luck was with me.
Themain drawing-room at Clipston Park (called the Saloon)
was suitably eccledagtical. Indeed it might have been a
church, save that it lacked east window, altar, pulpit, font and
pews. It had an open roof and, high at one end, a gallery,
which corresponded to an organ-loft and opened on to a
narrow passage on the first floor. | dipped through to the
front part of the house, and managed to open the gallery-door
without more noisethan itshorrid drop-ring handle and heavy
iron latch made inevitable. Keeping carefully in shadow |
peeped down into the Saloon. They had rolled back the
carpet at one end, and three or four couples were dancing.
His Lordship was skipping industriousy round with the
insignificant wife of a successful novelist who had been staying
in the house for the lagt day or two. The novelist was at this
moment playing a valse with skill and steadiness. | could see
Edina dancing with a tall, droopy youth who might, | sup-
posed, be Foulsham. Petronella and two other girls were also
dancing with miscellaneous men. Alicia was sitting on a sofa
in that part of the room which had not been cleared, talking
vivacioudy to two men standing in front of her. One was a
red-faced, jolly-looking man, with sweeping moustaches and
a massve body which shook as he laughed. The other was
small, wiry and very dark. Hehad alarge, rather ugly mouth,
with prominent teeth which flashed under his small black
moustache as he threw back his head in enjoyment of one of
the lady's witticisms. | watched them for a few moments,
hating them for their enjoyment, and was working myself up
into a general rage againgt my mistress and her family, when
it occurred to me to ask myself what particular good | thought
| was doing. This brought me down to earth and | had to
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admit that my spying escapade had had no real purpose. .I
had no means of knowing one man of the party from another
now that | had seen them, and, by creeping about the house
and peeping round corners, was risking looking a fool to some
fellow-servant or something worse to my employers. So |
withdrew as quietly as | had come, hurried upstairs and locked
myself into my dingy little bedroom, feeling a good dea
ashamed of my foolish impulse.

Lyinginbed | tried to recapture some of thefierce emotions
which had possessed me after the talk with Mademoiselle;
but to my further mortification found it impossible. | seemed
to have flopped into an empty exhaustion, and just lay there,
unhappy and vaguely distraught until | fell adeep. | woke
early, and must, while sleeping, have been straightening up
the muddle of my mind, for a definite if inconclusive sequence
of ideas immediately took shape. Lady Alicia had married
Andrew for his money, not for himself. That being so, she
might, without violation of her own feelings, be tempted to
amuse herself with another man. But she must not be found
out or her money would be cut off. Why had Andrew
married her? Mrs. Heaviside had talked of social influences,
but surely, 1 asked myself (at that time unaware that smart
second-raters often make better careerists, both for them-
selves and their friends, than persons of better quality) the
Seymores were more genuine gentlefolk than this Hillmorton
lot, for all their titles? Had he then fallen in love with her?
The idea was distasteful, and | told myself it was ridiculous
because she wasn't the kind of woman he could fall in love
with. But though | tried to reject the possibility of Andrew
having ever loved his wife, there seemed no other explanation
of his having married her, and undeniably she could fascinate
when she chose and was aways charming to look at. Perhaps
then he was still in love with her? If he was, the knowledge
that she was carrying on with someone else would hurt him
grievously; if he was not, would he care?

At this point my alarm clock went off. Seven o'clock. In
two hours' time | should have to go into Lady Alicia's bed-
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room and call her. | dressed and went downstairs for a cup of
tea. Mademoiselle wished me good morning, and with a sly
smile suggested that | keep my eyes open for anything out of
the ordinary. | merely returned her greeting and went
upstairs again to do the various small jobs which preceded my
mistresss waking. At nine o'clock | was outside her door.
There was no answer to my knock, so | went into the room
and half-drew one of the curtains. She was fast asleep, lying
diagonally across the bed with her arms loosely spread and her
face buried in the pillows. The bedclothes were thrown
back to her waist and | became suddenly and vividly aware
that she had nothing on. Then | saw the nightgown lying in
asmall, crumpled heap near the foot of the bed. Very quietly
| redrew the curtain, crept from the room and left her
sleeping.

Nearly an hour later a breathless maid came to my work-
room, to say Lady Alicia had rung downstairs and said no one
had called her and | wasto go to her at once. | wasin ajumble
of agitation and self-questioning. What ought | to do? | had
no idea. What could I do? | could writeto Andrew. What
about? | imagined him receiving a letter saying his sister-in-
law had said this, his mother-in-law's maid had said that, and
his wife was not wearing a nightgown at nine o'clock in the
morning. Hewould think | had taken leave of my senses, and
be angry with meinto the bargain. Andwhat ese could | tell
him? Nothing.

In @ mood of confused unhappiness | returned to Lady
Alicia's room. She was sitting up in bed wearing a dressing-
jacket, and her eyes were hot and hard. The nightgown was
no longer on the floor.

"Perhaps | may be informed why | was not caled this
morning?"

I longed to answer in such a way as would break off relations
for ever—to say, for example: "You may—but you won't
likeit." Instead | merely replied:

"I am very sorry, ma'am."

"Sorry! That is charming. You neglect your first im-
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portant duty of the day and are 'very sorry, ma'am.'" Not a
word of explanation. Why was | not called?"

| felt tongue-tied, and stood stupidly with my eyes down-
cad.

Fortunately, in her anxiety to show quickness of memory,
she did not wait so as to force me to speak, but burst out
again:

"Seeing that lagt night | particularly told you to go to bed
in good time and excused you from waiting on me, you can
hardly expect me to beieve that you dept two hours longer
than usual this morning."

"Oh," | thought to myself, "= last night's generosity was
special enough to be remembered?' And | decided to frighten
her.

"Yes, ma'am: it was a kind thought on your part. | —1|—
did—come in to call you—as usual—but you were—well, |
didn't liketo wakeyou . . ."

For a moment my wits deserted me. | felt that she was
suddenly alert and waiting for my next words. | had no next
words. Then inspiration came  "As | had some mending to
dofor Lady Petronella, | thought, perhaps—"

She looked at me searchingly, and | could fed her eyes
trying to pierce the shield of demure humility which | held
between her and my secret knowledge. She was afraid; of
that | was sure. For a moment she did not speak; when she
did, it was with the condescension of patient teacher to erring
pupil.

"Very well, Hooper; we will overlook it this time. You
areagood girl on the whole and | don't want to be unreason-
able. But do not let it occur again, please; and if you have too
much to do helping my ssers, you should tell me.  Your
first duty isto me. If we were remaining here, | should put a
stop to your working for them at all; but we are leaving to-
morrow to stay with somefriendsof minenear Northampton."

She was more at her eae every moment, and went on in
her usual faintly ironical manner:

"Itwill bean early start, so you'll have moreor lessto finish
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the packing today. Now help meto dress and then you can
begin getting my things together. Goodness knows where
Carver has put them all or how many are mixed up with my
ssers. But those are your praoblems, not mine."

As she talked, the tension of my mind relaxed. Indeed |
felt almost kindly toward her for sparing me what | most
dreaded—another fortnight in this detestable house. | had
already had my fill of the showy discomfort above gairs and
of the racket and boorishness of the servants quarters. With
the added torment of wondering what game she was playing
and whether | were called on to take part or should remain an
onlooker, | doubt if I could have borne even a further week
of it. Now, however, we were moving on; and decisions of
any kind could wait.

Our Northampton visit was pleasant enough. The house
was agreeable, and the persons with whom | was thrown
hospitable and polite. Only one incident of any importance
occurred while we were there. | was taking a walk with the
talkative lady's-maid of the mistress of the house, and we
passed a property which was immediately noticeable for its
spruceness and new paint. The house was long, low and
white, with green shutters to every window and even the
chimney-pots clean and red. A well-clipped privet hedge,
wliite pogs and chains and a margin of mown grass bordered
the road.

"That's pretty" | said, "and so spick and span. Who does
it belong to?"

"A Mr. Tennant," shereplied. " He made his money in
cotton and has now retired here."

"An old gentleman?" | enquired casually.

"Ohyes. Middle-aged and abit more. Very good to their
people, they say; generous and so on, which it not always the
cae with money-out-of-trade. The son is a military officer
and the daughter is married, so the old people are mostly
alone. But Captain Tennant has just come home for a short
visit, which will be a pleasure to his mother, won't it?"
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"1'm sure it will," | said. "Does your, lady know Mrs.
Tennant?"

"Yes, indeed; though of course we are proper gentry and
have lived here since the time of the General's grandfather.
Still, my lady findsMrs. T. avery worthy body and ahelp with
the church-bazaar and that, and we ask them to dine two or
three times a year and sometimes go there in return."

We were now following a field-path which would take us
round through awood and so back to our own house. Aswe
entered the wood, | saw some little distance away a man and a
woman walking their horses down a ride which struck away
to the left. They were going away from us, but as soon as
she caught sight of them my companion cried:

"Why, thereis the Captain-—and with alady, too! He'sa
one for the women, they say, and why not? A man's only
young once. | wonder what lady he has got hold of now?"

"l think," | said, "that the lady he has got hold of now is
mine."

X

We were back in Upper Belgrave Street early in October.
Andrew and Nanny had returned afew days earlier; and it was
so lovely to see them again and to feel that there was once
more solid ground of affection beneath my feet, that the trials
and tribulations of recent weeks faded into insignificant
memories. | was equally glad to be back in my room with
Clara, to talk to her of my doings and hear such news as she
had to tell. The others also—from Mr. Croggon downwards
—seemed like old friends if only because they were familiar
faces, and they for their part expressed themselves pleased to
¥ me. The whole house, indeed, was warm with the
spontaneous if transient cordiality of reunion; and one could
feel it settling down to enjoy the cheerful informality of the
little season.

Miss Carver was not due back for another month at least.
She was still in hospital, and although she was making good
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progress, would not be fit for work until after three or four
weeks at home. So | continued to work as understudy.

Lady Alicia had entered on a most unusual period of even,
almost nonchalant, temper. She seemed in less of a scurry
than usual, neither stormed nor teased, and treated me as a
lady's-maid likes to be treated—with civility and practical
good sense but with level aloofness. At first | felt only relief
and surprise at her mood of reasonableness, but as the days
went by, | began to wonder whether she had not indeed
changed. She had always been ddlicioudy pretty, but a light
tartness of expresson and an edge of appetite on the fringe of
her dazzling smile had, to those who saw her often, tended to
mar her charm. The tartness and the hint of hunger were
now imperceptible; the eyes were calmer and more detached;
and in the place of her former needle-sharpness—as of one
who lived perpetually in the present and must not miss a
moment of it—was an indifference to what was going on
around her, or at any rate a willingness to accept it without
concern.

Andrew said to me one day:

"What have you been doing to Lady Alicia, Vanny? She
looks much better than when she went away—less nervous
and lessinclined to overdo things."

"1'mafraid it'snot me. Probably the country air and quiet
were what she needed."

"Then Clipston was not so bad after all? | wondered when
| got your very occasional letters—very occasional, you
naughty girl—whether you were putting a brave face on it;
for, as | recall the place, it is not particularly beautiful or
restful."

Here was an opportunity to remove a small but lingering
embarrassment which clungto me. My letters had been very
rare; and | had purposely assumed a cheerfulness | did not
feel, for | knew he could do nothing to alter things and did
not wish to worry him to no purpose. | had, however, an
uneasy feeling that when we met he might challenge me; and,
though | had tried for his own sake to deceive him on paper, |
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knew | should never be able to do so to his face. Now, by a
fortunate coincidence, he was willing to believe that | had
really meant what | said; and | took the chance of convincing
him, by what | hope was no morethan half alie.

"Clipston wasn't at all bad, Andrew. It's not so pretty as
Aughton of course, but the weather was fine and her ladyship
enjoyed the polo and the coming and going. And that is a
very nice house near Northampton—General Walker's, you
know—and there she rested and the garden is beautiful . . ."

"Yes, yes theWalkersarepleasant people.  Well, whatever
the cause of it, the improvement is there, and | shall continue
to believe that you had something to dowithit. Carver never
brought her back so tranquil and blooming."

There flashed before my eyes a vision of Lady Alicia
sprawled adeep across the disordered bed; then another of
her sitting up and glaring furiously at me for neglect of duty.
"Tranquil and blooming!" Another few moments play-
acting, and we were safe.

"Silly old dear," | said, with a cheerful laugh. "What
could | have to do with it? | won't be praised at poor Miss
Carver's expense, who | am sure looked after her ladyship
much better than | knew how to do. Though |I'm learning,"
I went on quickly, "really | am; and now that we are home
again with everything to hand, | believe | will become quite
a skilled lady's-maid. Then perhaps |'ll turn into a valet,
and come and look after you. How would you like that?"

"Much better than poor Olley would" he replied, smiling
and putting an arm round my shoulders. "You are a sweet
child, Vanny, and kinder to methan | deserve."

* %k k k%

One morning Lady Alicia rang for me to her boudoir. |
found her seated near the window with some papers on her
knees.

"Come over here, Hooper, and look at this ball-dress.
Don't you think it's pretty and would suit me?"

| looked over her shoulder and saw that she was holding a
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pen and ink sketch, drawn with great spirit and coloured in
with water-colour, of a striking though simple evening gown.
Behind the drawing, and held in the same hand, was a sheet of
letter-paper, of slightly larger size, the top of which projected
above the sketch. | saw elegantly engraved across the top of
this paper the words: NELDE, BROOK STREET, LONDON, W.

Hastily fixing my eyes on the dress design | said:

"Yes, it looks very pretty, ma'am."

"Then we will go and see it this afternoon.”

"Very good, ma'am. You said'we': Do you wish meto go
with you?"

"Yes, | do. | wantyoutohelp megetitonandoffand, ifl
likeit, see how it should be adjusted.”

In the brougham on the way to Brook Street she was
animated and talkative. | supposed that the prospect of a
new gown excited her.

"I've never been to Neldé before," she said, "though
several people have told me of her. | believe she was thought
to be rather—well, not altogether 'the thing'-—when she
started. | know Carver was very shocked, when afew months
ago | admired a negligee in an advertisement. But she is
certainly original and inventive, and her things do look smart.
Y ou know, Hooper, even today | should not have dared to go,
if Carver had been here. But you're such a meek little thing,
and wouldn't say boo to a goose, let alone the goose who pays
your wages. So here we are."

| was only half-listening to her, for my mind was full of the
curious freak of chance which was taking Lady Aliciato the
very place to which Lucy had begged me to bring her. |
wondered if | should see Lucy and, if so, whether | ought to
recognise her; also how she would contrive to claim credit for
introducing this new and valuable customer, seeing that
neither she nor | was in the least responsible for her coming.
It was a queer affair altogether, and | was eager to see what
would happen.

The dressmaking establishment looked like a large private
house. Double-fronted, it had no show-window and no name-
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board; only a neat little brass plate, like a doctor's, in the
centre of the front door, with engraved on it, in the same
simple and unusual lettering as appeared on the note-paper:
NELDE . MODES. The door and area-railings were painted
black and highly glazed; the porch, window-frames and
reveres were a dusky cream. Apparently the whole building
was given up to the business, for the windows of each floor
were uniformly and impenetrably curtained with closed
puckered cream muslin.

The front door was closed, and after glancing about her
for amoment Lady Aliciasaid:

"| suppose you had better ring, Hooper. It all looks very
private and dignified, doesn't it? | wonder if | shall be
expected to leave cards?' She giggled, and for the first timeit
dawned on me that she was nervous, and not merely exhil-
arated at the thought of her new gown.

| did as instructed and rang the plain circular brass bell
labelled "Visitors". After a short pause the door was opened
by a sober-looking maid, wearing regulation black, but with a
darkish cream silk apron and a muslin mob-cap of the same
colour. She stepped civilly back to admit us, but immediately
after closing the front door asked Lady Alicia her name. She
then consulted a piece of paper which she took from her
pocket and with: "Will you please come this way," preceded
us down the hall. The house was of the type in which the
stair-well is set back from the facade, so that abroad hall-way,
thickly carpeted, led from the front door to where the staircase
started. | noticed that there were two or three doors in each
wall of the hall-way (surely an unusually large number?) and
also that the staircase, instead of rising in the open and being
visible as it mounted from floor to floor, was walled-in and
heavily curtained, so that not even its first flight could be seen
from below. We followed the maid past the foot of the stairs
and were ushered into a doorway in the left-hand wall. " | f
you will kindly take a seat, Madame L éontinewill be downina
moment," she said, and silently withdrew.

Wewereinasmall dimly-lighted sitting-room furnished and
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decorated entirely in brownish-grey. The walls and the
inside of the door aso were what the French call tendus—
covered with a smooth grey cloth, quilted and buttoned; long
grey curtains hung in front of the window, just parted in the
centre and showing an all-over cream muslin casement
curtain, identical with those | had seen in the front. The
carpet was grey and very soft; the few chairs were upholstered
like the walls.

"Well, | declare,” said Lady Alicia a little breathlessly,
"thisisthe queerest dressmaker's |'ve ever been to. It's more
like a fortune-teller's parlour—all these curtains and a half-
light. And so quiet too . . ."

| noticed that the place was indeed strangely silent. Neither
voice nor footfall sounded anywhere. My curiosity grew
keener. | was thoroughly enjoying myself.

Then, without even a click, the door opened and a woman
came into the room. She was middle-aged, with a smooth
melancholy face, and wore black satin with cream lace at the
neck.

"ltisagreat privilegeto welcomeyouto Neldé's, my lady,"
shesaid in alow, educated voice. "I have your gown all ready
upstairs for you to try on. Will you be so good as to come
with me?'

Lady Alicia, feeling herself in thefamiliar position of buyer
to seller, regained her normal assurance.

"Y ou understand, of course, that | am only looking at this
dress to se whether | likeit?"

"Of course, my lady. You are perfectly at liberty to buy
it or not, as you wish. It has been designed especialy to suit
your type of beauty; but we are already repaid by the inspira-
tion you have given to our artists, and it is for you aone to
decide whether you share their taste.”

Lady Aliciawasgratified by this handsome speech, and with
aquick: "Come along, Hooper," moved toward the door. |
started to follow her; but to my astonishment thewoman stood
in my way. To my mistress, with respect, but firmly, she said:



184 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

"1 beg your pardon, my lady, but we have a rule that our
clients, while on the premises, are attended only by our own
gaff. | am sure you will understand that, living as we do
by the creations of our designers, we dare not admit skilled
eyes to the secrets of our craft.”

Lady Alicia looked at the woman, and | could almost see
her new-found courage ebbing. Madame Léontine stood
there, correct but indomitable, and | certainly would not have
dared to challenge her.

“"Very well," said my mistress at last, with a jauntiness
which | knew for Dutch courage: " That dangerous informer,
Only Hooper, must stay here. But if | do buy the gown, she
must have it explained to her by someone."

"Naturally, my lady. Oncea client has favoured us with an
order, the dress is hers, and her maid is gladly given every
hint and assgance in our power."

They passed out of the room and shut the door behind them.

Five minutes later it opened again; and a pretty young
woman slipped into the room. She also was a study in black
and cream, but her costume was so desighed asto belessof a
uniform than that of the maidservant, but not so managerial
as the gown worn by Madame Léontine. Clearly every detail
was " considered" at Neldé's, and black and shadowy cream the
gable's racing colours.

"You are maid to Lady Alicia Seymore?' she asked,
pleasantly.

"1 am," | said.

"Would you mind telling me your name?"

Rather surprised, | told her.

"Madame Neldé has instructed me to give you this, Miss
Hooper" (handing me an envelope—"and to say that she
greatly appreciates your having introduced the Lady Alicia to
her Salons."

Not knowing what to say | opened the envelope. It con-
tained two five-pound notes.

"But,please . . . " | began. " Theremust be some mistake.
| have not introduced—"
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Sheinterrupted me.

" Come, come, Miss Hooper. Why look a gift-horsein the
mouth? Miss Beckett guessed you would be over-modest—"

It was my turn to interrupt.

"You know Lucy Beckett? Sheishere, then? Oh, | do so
want to sse her! May 1?"

She laughed indulgently, as at an excited child:

"Yes, indeed she is here, and | know her well. She works
under me. But | am afraid you cannot s her just now. She
is 'showing' upstairs. Besdes Lady Alicia Seymore will
probably want you very soon, as she will certainly buy that
gown the moment she has it on. But you shall see Lucy and
I"Il tell you when is the best time. Let methink. . . . You
are free in the afternoons sometimes?* | nodded. " Well, on
Fridays we donot 'show,’ and a girl can get off if she wishes
about four o'clock. Could you call at the staff entrance (that's
at the sidein Avery Row) just after four on Friday?"

"“1'Iltry," | said. "Does Lucy live here?"

"Oh, no," she smiled, "she only comes hereto work. We
all only come hereto work. Goodbye, Miss Hooper. | hope
we meet again."

Before | quite realised it she had vanished, leaving me with
the two bank-notes in my hand. | pushed them into my
reticule, determining to have it out with Lucy when we met
and make her return them to her employer.

It was a quarter of an hour before my mistress reappeared,
and to my surprise she came into the room wearing the
evening dress of which | had seen the drawing. It was a
miracle of tact and impudence—well-bred, harmonious, yet
at the same time subtly outrageous. Madame L éontine and a
younger woman followed her, the latter carrying a bundle of
clothes over her arm, and in her hand Lady Alicia's walking
boots. Léontine went to the wall opposite the door and
released a spring; a panel swung back revealing a long mirror
on its inner side, and behind it an alcove with a shelf bearing
various toilet requisites.

Her ladyship pirouetted in front of the mirror, smoothing
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the dress over her hips, fingering the décolletage, wriggling
her little body into the clinging embrace of the lovely silk.

"There now, Hooper! Isn't it divine? Neldé must be a
genius. You will now take it off under this lady's instruc-
tions, and help me to get dressed again while it is being
packed."

As we got back into the brougham, a long box of black
cardboard was laid on the narrow seet opposite. No name of
the establishment or address appeared anywhere; but in one
corner ofthe lid, embossed in cream, was a capital N between
wreaths—an adaptation, if not a copy, of the Napoleonic
cipher.

* * * * *

That very evening Andrew told me that he was being sent
on urgent official business to Washington and must sail
immediately. He hoped to be back before Christmas, but
could not say for certain until he saw how his mission pros-
pered. | must promise to write to him once a week, and he
would find time to enclose a letter for me in one to Nanny.
| was sad to think | should not see him for so long; but | am
afraid that the prospect of seeing Lucy on Friday, and anxiety
as to whether | should be set free for long enough, so filled
my mind that | was not so wholly taken up with his news as
I might have been. He went off on the Thursday, looking
very important and luggage-ridden and wearing an enormous
ulster.

On Friday morning | called my mistress, setting her things
to rights and ringing for her bath to be brought, while she
glanced over her letters. When the housemaid had retired
she said:

"| shall not need you this afternoon or evening, Hooper, if
you want to go out anywhere. | shall be out myselftill after
ten o'clock. So long as you are in before then it will be all
right."

| thanked her with real sincerity. This was luck indeed.

* * * * *
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i approached Brook Street from the south, having cut the
corner of Hyde Park, gone along Mount Street and up Davies
Street to the western end of the mews. As | had a few minutes
in hand, | thought I would walk through the mews to Avery
Row and see what Neldé's looked like from the back. It was
the last house on my left and | immediately recognised its
impenetrable muslin and the careful external symphony of
black and cream. A curious feature of the building was a
covered stairway, which mounted from the paving of the
mews to the second floor of the house. This stairway was
walled and roofed in solid wood, was windowless save for an
occasional skylight, and was painted black. 1dly | wondered
whether it were a fire-escape. Turning into Avery Row, |
saw the staff entrance, down a few seps to the left. A
projecting porch threw the door into deep shadow, for it was
two-thirds below road level and the light was already fading.

| had been told to call for Lucy, but there was no sign of
her. The door was shut, and groping around | could find
neither bell nor knocker. A little intimidated by my adven-
ture and by the memory of the muffled grandeur of Neldé's
interior, | stood afew moments wondering what to do. | was
in the embrasure of the doorway and well under the porch, so
would hardly have been visible to a passer-by. | heard steps
turn into Avery Row from Brook Street and cross the road
towards where | stood. | drew still further into shadow, and
inidle curiosity peeped upwards to see who was coming.

Two men were just stopping at the kerb nearest to me. As
they passed, | recognised one of them as the dark young man
with the ugly mouth who had been laughing with Lady Alicia
at Clipston. They were taking leave of one another:

"Good luck, then, Charlie," the other man said, winking
and digging hisfriend in theribs. " | f she'sall you say, you'll
not be in circulation again before luncheon tomorrow. |'l1
have a gin and bitters ready for you at the Club at twelve-
thirty."

"Thanks, old fellow. 'l accept with pleasure, though |
shan't need it, | can assure you! |'m the luckiest beggar alive
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and feel likealion. Goodbye for the present."

They shook hands, and the man | had not seen before
swung round on his heel and strode away northwards.
"Charlie" stood a few seconds, flicking dust off his hat with
his gloves, straightening his tie. Then he began to move
slowly in the other direction. | don't know why at that
moment | became suddenly inquisitive, but | had an impulse
to s.e where he was going. | slipped up the steps and reached
the pavement as he turned into the mews. He went straight
to the foot of the queer covered stairway, opened the door,
went in and closed the door behind him.

Completely puzzled | returned to the staff entrance, to find
Lucy waiting for me.

"Where do we go?' | asked, as after affectionate greetings
we moved arm in arm in the direction of Bond Street.

"Back to my place to make some tea."

"Y our place?"

"Yes, my dear-—lodgings in Castle Street—just over
Oxford Street. Not far."

We crossed Oxford Street, passed through a small square
littered with market refuse, and came to a narrow, rather
gloomy housein astreet running parallel to the mainthorough-
fare. The passage smelt musty and the stairs were none too
clean. The paint-work was scratched and the treads were
covered with worn drugget. But Lucy's sitting-room was
cosy enough, with drawn curtains and a cheerful fire.

"Oh, how nice!" | said, anxious to please her and seem
pleased myself.

She stood and looked about, and in the fire-light | could
e her little pout of discontent.

"It's all right," she said, "for the present. But 1'd like to
live in one of the little houses near Lord's Cricket Ground,
with a garden and a balcony—"

"Perhaps you will some time," | soothed her. "When you
are a famous dressmaker."

"Thank you, my dear; but I'll find someone to pay rent
for me long before that!"
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| laughed, instinct telling me she was being humorous—in
which (as sometimes happens) instinct was wrong.

When thelamp waslit | had thefirst opportunity of looking
properly at my friend, whom | had not seen in recent months.
She seemed to me mor e beautiful than ever, slim and flower -
like, with her pale gleaming hair bound smaoothly round her
head and a dow grace of movement which it was a delight to
watch.

| noticed that she was very well dressed. Although her
gown was black and deceptively simple, | knew enough about
clothes by now to recognise expensive plainness when | saw
it. Presumably Neldé's employees were clothed on the
premises, and at special rates; but even so | remember thinking
that she must be better paid than one would have expected.
It was clear that shetook as much delight as before in her own
beauty. After taking off her jacket, and before in any way
doing the honours of her home, she studied herself in a long
wall mirror,turningthisway and that and smiling contentedly.
Then sheremembered me, fussed me into a chair and ran out
to fill the kettle and get the tea-things.

While we waited for the kettle to boil, she chattered about
her work at Neldé's. She had made good progress since | saw
her last, and was now of full mannequin rank. She rattled on
about the smart women who came to the place, and the grand
"displays' at which several gentlemen, as well as a crowd of
ladies, were usually present. It sounded to me an em-
barrassing, fidgety sort of life, always posing about and being
stared at and putting things on and taking them off, and for
ever and ever tidying up. But she seemed to likeit.

Almost in the middle of one sentence she broke off and,
after staring at me, said:

"You know, Fanny, you are getting to be a pretty girl—
the brown, twinkling type that lots of men go mad about.
How you endure services-being at someone's beck and call all
day, and not even your evenings your own, | can't imagine.
L et alone always wearing the same dark clothes. | know |
couldn't."
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That this girl, only a few months my senior, should adopt
an air of critical superiority neither surprised nor annoyed me.
| was still prepared to accept Lucy as more grown-up and
proficient in worldly matters than myself, and found com-
pensation in keeping secret from her my relationship to Mr.
Seymore and the reasons why | was in Upper Belgrave Street.

"Oh, well,"” | said mildly, "I daresay | shall have had
enough of it sometime, but 1'm quite happy at present and
had a lovely timein Yorkshire."

While we were having tea | suddenly recollected the five-
pound notes, which were carefully folded in my pocket. |
flung them across the table so that they fell in her lap.

"And now, Miss Lucy, please explain those."

She coloured a little and laughed.

"Explain them! Ten pounds of one's own need less
explanation than most things, | should have thought. What's
the matter? Aren't they enough?"

"Don't be an idiot and don't pretend. Even if you knew
Lady Aliciawas going to Neldes, | didn't; and I've never even
mentioned it to her."

She made the notes crackle between her fingers, and sat
with downcast eyes, a tiny smile twitching at her lips.

"No," she said at last, "I know you didn't. But | saw no
reason why we should not both be a little richer for her
coming. The money is nothing to Madam, and she likes to
be on good terms with her clients maids—particularly if
they are also attractive girls.”

She was silent again, and still the enigmatic smile came and
went.

" Oh for goodness sake, Lucy, stop being mysterious. What
happened?"

"Allright.I'l1tell you. Butyoumust not breatheaword.
Promise? Well, one morning last week the four of us who
make up one of the shifts of parade-girls were getting the
things ready, when our head girl Madeleine—-that's the tall
fair one you saw-—said the workshop was in a fluster over a
gown being specially made for Lady Alicia Seymore. You
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can imagine that | pricked up my ears! | ran about making a
few enquiries, found it was quite true about the gown and
plumped straight in on the superintendent. | said | was
responsible for getting the lady as aclient. She looked at me
without a word, began turning over a pile of letters at her
elbow, picked one out, read it and then threw it back on the
table. 'No you aren't' she said.

"That was a facer; but | stuck to my guns.

‘I amreally, madam,' | declared. '—indirectly at any rate.
Lady Alicia's maidis my oldest friend and | specially spoketo
her about her mistress coming here !"

"She stared at me thoughtfully. 'So you know her maid,
doyou? That isinteresting. Wait here amoment." As soon
as she was out of the room, | darted for that letter and—my
word!-—I saw it all then. Back she came, to find me sitting
quiet as quiet. 'Miss Beckett' she said, smooth and pompous
as never was, 'Madame Neldé appreciated the loyalty you
have shown, and is dso grateful to your friend for helping to
get a new client. She wishes me to say that you will receive
her thanks next pay-day and that Lady Alicia's maid will be
similarly rewarded when she comes with her mistress on
Monday." And sure enough, on Saturday there were two
fivers for meand on Monday twofor you! There—isn'tthat a
triumph? Now say: thank you Lucy, and take your chinkers
and be grateful.”

She threw herself back, clapping her hands and laughing.

She was so pleased with her shameless achievement that |
could not help smiling with her, although inside | was startled
and mystified.

"You are a wicked girl," | sad.

"Why wicked? We get money; Neldé sells a gown, and
our little Fanny's mistress becomes someone else's as well. So
everyoneis happy. Y ouknow, | suppose,” she added quickly
and casually, "that she is there this afternoon?"

"Who? Where?"

- "Lady A. isat Nelde's. Blessthechild, I'll haveto spell the
words next!"
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"Lucy, what are you talking about? Why should she be
there?"

"To meet her friend, of course."

"What friend?"

"The one who wrote the letter | saw on old Doughface's
desk."

| felt more and more bewildered.

“1'msorry,” | said humbly. "I just don't understand what
all this means."

She gazed at me seriously, took two turns up and down the
room, tightened her lips and said:

"Here goes, then. | see | must begin at the beginning and
goontotheend. Don't blame meifit shocks you."

This, in summary, is what she told me.

"Madame Neldé" was in fact a man, a Viennese Jew called
Kramer. He had been dress-designer to a fashionable house
in Vienna; but seeing that his genius only went to enrich his
employers and that he had no prospect of being invited to
join them, he evolved a daring plan, in conjunction with an
English actress who was at that time his mistress. This
woman had connections with two or three wealthy men in
England and, returning home, interested them in Kramer's
project—which was nothing less than to establish in London
an ultra-smart dressmaking business which should aso serve
as a house of accommodation. The surface-puritanism of the
English had created a state of affairs in which would-be lovers
had nowhere to go—nowhere, that is to say, either civilised
or discreet. At the same time English wealth and English
snobbery could be trusted to follow a continental chic. It
should not, therefore, be difficult to collect a rich clientele
willing to pay high prices for smart gowns, or luxurious
privacy, or both.

The necessary money was raised and, regardless of expense,
Neldés was planned and decorated. Kramer had faultless
taste, and insisted that to the smallest detail the decor should
be restrained, effective and unmistakably specia to the
establishment. It was aso essential that the dressmaking side
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of the business be given a Parisian colouring and its products
be absolutely first-class. Its designs would purposely be more
provocative than those of its competitors, and at first it was to
be expected that the clients would be aristocrats of the half-
world rather than of the whole. But Kramer was confident
that he would draw Society in time, for many English ladies
are smart dressers, and quite a few less virtuous than they
have to pretend. So artists and eraftswomen of the highest
quality were engaged, the subtlest of clothes were imagined
and produced and, though prices were exorbitant, the goods
supplied were beyond criticism.

Kramer apart, the entire building (with the exception of
two or three draughtsmen, an expert tailor and some em-
broidery girls) was staffed with people from the British Isles.
Most of them were given French names; but that was all in
the way of business.

The lay-out of the building was as careful as its embellish-
ment. No one was seen except by invitation or appointment.
Theground floor wasdivided into anumber of small reception
rooms, towhichclientswere conducted onarrival andinwhich
any strangers who might accompany them could, if desired,
be detained on one excuse or another. On the first floor was
the large saloon used for mannequin-parades, and severa
fitting-rooms. The second floor was chiefly occupied with
offices, workrooms and studios; but from it started a private
staircase which led up to four self-contained suites, repre-
senting the secret element in the Neldé business. To the
second floor also led the outside stairway from the Mews—a
stairway reserved for gentlemen visiting their lady-friends.
The door at the bottom was kept on the latch, but only gave
on to asmall lobby, shut off from the actual stairs by a second
door. This was aways locked and the caller had to ring for
admittance; but while waiting he was in privacy and could be
seen by no one. On the fourth and fifth floors of the building
were more work and store-rooms, and the apartment of
Kramer himself.

Stringent care was taken that the establishment should not
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in any sense rank as a brothel. No employee of the dress-
making business was permitted on the third floor or had
access toit. The suites were available only to clients and their
friends, and were waited on by a specia staff. 'Finally, as the
cost of accommodation was merely added to the dress
accounts, there was no documentary evidence that such suites
even existed.

Of course every member of the staff knew what went on.
But they kept their mouths shut, and for good reasons. Net
only did Kramer pay generously and give better conditions to
employees than most of his competitors; he also conducted a
bureau of external prostitution'—that is to say, he supplied
girls to hotels or private houses at the request of persons he
knew. Suppose you fancied a mannequin at a dress-parade.
You passed an enquiry through a sympathetic overseer, and
next day (provided your references were satisfactory) you
received a quotation—at your house or hotel. Y ou posted (or
handed in) the money; and you could rely on the arrival of
the girl you wanted at the specified hour and place. Thus
you were spared an embarrassing settlement after the party
was over. This system, as efficient and reliable as Kramer's
other, activities, naturally proved of great advantage to girls
in his employ. They had a half share of their casua earnings:
they stood a good chance of meeting a more permanent lover,
and one or two had actually found husbands. It was hardly
likely, therefore, that they would take exception to the purpose
of Kramer's third floor or betray its secrets by random talk
outside.

* * * * *

When Lucy had finished her recital, | sat for severa
minutes, wondering what | thought about it all. Now, years
after the event, my chief feeling is one of admiration for
Kramer's brilliant reading of English socia hypocrisy and his
skilful energy in exploiting it to his own advantage. He
supplied exactly what the rich wanted; but in such a way that
they did not feel guilty or unworthy of their traditions. At
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the time, however, my reaction was not general but highly
persond. | remembered that Lucy—the very girl who had
Just told me this extraordinary story, the girl who was sitting
Just across the hearthrug, the girl whom | had known all my
life—was hersdlf at Neldé's. | was very literal; indeed | was
unnecessarily blunt:

"Will you get sent here and there, aso, Lucy?”

"Of course | shall. Why not? Indeed | have begun to be.
Actually 1 have to be at "Jimniyy in Piccadilly tonight at
eight o'clock, and ought to start getting dressed.”

"Oh dear," | said, genuinely concerned. "I mustn't keep
you!"

She laughed, alittle too heartily.

"You couldn't afford it, darling, even if you wanted to."

* * * * *

As | waked home, the other and more serious implications
of this extraordinary afternoon crowded Lucy from my mind.
What was | to do?



| wAas HOME by eight o'clock and crept upstairs to my room.
Clara was downstairs at supper, and for an hour or more |
should have the place to mysdlf. | sat in the dark, and won-
dered what | ought to do. | was obsessed with the idea of
Lady Alicia at Neldé's—probably still at Neldé's; of the man
with the big mouth; of Andrew in America. Compared with
these individual complicities, Lucy's description of the dress
shop and the activities for which it served as mask seemed un-
important. The revelations neither revolted nor excited me,
except in so far as they posed a personal problem.

* What ought | to do? What could | do? | could confront
Lady Aliciawith my knowledge. | could tell Mrs. Heaviside.
| could writeto Andrew. Ifl did thefirst, | should be dis-
missed on the spot or maybe accused of attempted blackmail,
with all appearances against me seeing that | could not prove
what | said. Ifl did the second, | should be disbelieved and,
suppose | insisted, risk provoking enquiries and gossp which
would mainly serve to make public what, for Andrew's sake,
should remain private. If | did the third, | should only
distress or worry theman | wanted to serve, and at atimewhen
he could do nothing in the matter; also | might myself appear
in the unattractiverole of mischief-maker, tell-tale or, worst of
all, spy. Finally, if | did any one of the three | should be
giving Lucy away; for | could not make even the beginning
of a cas in my own support without admitting to inside
information, and it would not take long to identify my in-
formant.

| had reached this deadlock when | heard Clara's footsteps,
and had to bustle about and put clothes away and pretend |
had only returned a few minutes earlier. Then | went down-
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stairs to prepare for my misresssreturn. She camein at ten
o'clock. Attending on her was a queer experience, knowing
what | now knew of her, yet going through the habitual
routine of helping a familiar woman with her every-night
toilet. She asked me no questions and made none of her
habitual little quips about her own movements and encounters.
Indeed she hardly spoke to me; but when she did, it was
mildly and pleasantly. | left her before eleven.

As, while with her, | had not conscioudy thought further
of my next move, it surprised me to find that, even before |
got to bed, | had decided what to do. | must run away—just
disappear from Upper Belgrave Street, taking my secret with
me. Whether later on | wrote to Andrew or made contact
with him, must depend on circumstances, the immediate
thing was to leave this house, and get away from the woman
for whom at one moment | felt a murderous loathing and the
next a sort of bitter gratitude. | could strangle her for
cheating someone | loved; but | could aimost thank her
for making possible his release, if release he wanted.

Lying wakeful in the dark, | thought of places to run to
and when. There were only three possbles—apart from a
solitary refuge in strange lodgings, for which | had neither
courage nor means—only three places where | could reason-
ably hope to be cut off from the Seymore household; and two
of these were none too certain.

Lady Alicia knew the Becketts address—or had known it;
and as Mrs. Heaviside had said, she never forgot what one
wished her to forget. If she recalled it she would certainly
send thereto enquire; and | could hardly ask M r . Beckett to
perjure himself to help a refugee from nothing in particular.
Also Aunt Mattiewasfar fromreliable, her continual curiosity
asto smart gatheringsin Upper Belgrave Street and her relish
for details of luxury and expenditure had long ago shown me
that she was a flunkey at heart. To gain the favour of Lady
Alicia she might well betray a dozen humble fugitives.

Lucy's lodgings were little safer from discovery and had
serious drawbacks of their own. Thetrail lay straight to her
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from Chandos Street; so much for being traced. This apart, |
felt fairly sure she would not want me. She would warmly
sympathise with my adventure and never give me away; the
whole affair would strongly appeal to her love of intrigue and
delight in undercover escapade. But sympathy, | suspected,
would not extend to an offer of semi-permanent hospitality,
it being evident that Lucy was now going her own way and
wished to be free of past associations. Also she shared her
place with someone | did not know, who would have to be
consulted. Lastly there was probably no room to spare.

Chunks remained—Chunks and his Jolly Bargee—and it
was overwhelmingly plain that here was the solution. He had
offered me help any time | needed it, and had meant what he
said. He was completely unknown to everyone at Upper
Belgrave Street. His inn was the other side of London and,
being an inn, would surely have some sort of unoccupied
corner where | could hide until | had found a new job. To
Chunks, therefore, 1 would go.

As for when, the sooner the better. The next day was
Saturday when work was relaxed and hours easy, and | hoped
to be able to pack a small hold-all and slip from the house in
the early afternoon. My trunk and most of my clothes must
be left behind, but this was the price of escape.  Unluckily
everything combined to delay me. Her ladyship had friends
to luncheon, and kept me upstairs till nearly four o'clock
dancing attendance on her and two other ladies who were
discussing clothes and experimenting with feathers and laces.
When at last | was free, | found Clara waiting for me in our
room, saying she had leave from Mrs. Heaviside for us both
to go to tea in Pimlico. | had neither heart nor excuse to
refuse an outing which the poor girl was so proud of having
arranged. Off we went, and only came back just in time for
staff supper. Knowing that Lady Alicia would want me in
half an hour's time, | faced up to the fact that it was now or
never. Food didn't matter. | must get Clara down to the
kitchen and be off. Besides Neldé's two notes, which |
regarded with some uneasiness, | had three pounds and some
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odd change. This money, my precious brooch and such
essential clothes as could be crammed into the hold-all, |
feverishly put together. At half-past seven | was out in the
dark street, walking quickly northward. | was lucky enough
to find a growler on the cab-rank at the top of Sloane Street,
and told the driver to go to the Angel. It took him over an
hour, and he charged me 3/6 and 1/- extrafor being more
than some distance or other from Charing Cross. | think he
cheated me.

When | found myself standing on the pavement outside the
Angel, the qualms | had firmly kept at bay rushed at me. Till
now the need for haste and a determination not to anticipate
trouble had sustained me; but | felt far from heroic, alone and
clutching my hold-all, in the strident turmoil of an Islington
Saturday night. It was nearly nine o'clock onagrim Novem-
ber evening, and the gasflared in the public-houses and yellow
lamp-light quavered in one after another of the sordid little
shops. | remembered Chunks' address, and that it was just
to theright at the beginning of Lower Street. Pardonably, in
one ignorant of London and its bland illogicality, | assumed
that Lower Street would be below—i.e. to the south of—
Upper Street and, knowing that Islington began at the Angel,
expected to find myself almost opposite the mouth of River
Row. But having crossed the big road and started to walk
north, | could see no sign of my wanted turning, or indeed of
any turning at all, save an occasional tunnel-entry which
seemed to lead to a court behind the houses and frankly
frightened me.

The pavement and roadway swarmed with people, and a
rough lot they looked. Two louts barred my way at one point.
After inviting me to take some refreshment in a manner which
they imagined was a caricature of a West-end swell (and seeing
that | was part disgusted and part scared), they suddenly
relapsed into their natural animality and made a grab at me.
| did the only thing possible—darted sideways into the nearest
doorway, which was a small shop selling stationery, string,
cheap magazines and so forth. The louts did not attempt to
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follow, and as the door closed behind me with a second tinkle
of its bell, | felt momentarily safe.

Behind the counter was an emaciated woman, wearing wire
spectacles and with hair brushed tightly back to a small bun
behind her head. | was too flustered to pretend | had come
to buy.

"Please excuse me," | said breathlesdy. "Two men
frightened me. | am trying to find River Row, and if you
could direct me—"

"River Row?" she repeated, and through her glases hard
brown eyes surveyed all she could see of me. " River Row?
That's a queer kinder place for a young gal to ask for. And
what might yer need with River Row?"

| wanted to tell her to mind her busness, but she was my
hope as well as my refuge, and | swallowed my temper.

"“An old friend of mine kegps an inn there—Mr. Box, his
name is—and | am going to visit him."

"Never eard of im," snapped the woman, "nor anyone er
the name either. Not but what there€'s publics and to spare in
them streets by the water and no place for gals though welcome
enough |'ve no doubt."

Again she stared at me.

"|s there ere Box expectin yer?"

"Of course heis," | lied sharply, and the touch of temper
seemed to shake her a little.

"Satdy night and a dark one too,” she said doubtfully.
"Not atime for a chit like you ter go pokin round the canal.
Ere, | tell yewot; wait a jiffy while | shut theshop and Il put
yer on yer way."

| thanked her, and to pass the time looked over a number
of TheLondon Clipper which lay among other luridly illustrated
weeklies at one end of the counter. Arthur Sketchley's at-
that-time famous " Mrs. Brown" was discoursing on the School
Board, and | was enjoying her cockney volubility and thinking
how similarly the proprietress of this shop would express
herself on the same theme, when the woman returned from the
back room wearing cloak and hat, and announced herself as
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ready. She put out the light in the shop, locked the door
from the outside and turned to theright. The stregt scemed
a solid mass of people. There was hardly any wheeled traffic,
though an occasonal dray loaded with barrels whip-cracked
and swore its way along, and two costers pushing a loaded
barrow caused shouting and confusion by cutting at a run
into a narrow entry. Islington Green was a flare of torchlight,
from dalls sdling everything edible from boiled sweets to
very fishy fish, and everything wearable from petticoats to the
douch hats worn by dustmen. Facing us from beyond the
Green was Sam Collins Music Hall. The facade of the house
was picked out with gasjets, and their yellow glare, together
with the wild flicker which the torches of the street-market
threw upward, showed the name of "The Great Vance'
plastered across the front, in letters large enough to proclaim
Islington's pride in having secured (at enormous expense for
one week only) this Lion of Variety.

We had hardly passd the Green when my companion
turned to the right, into a dark and narrow street which
danted sharply back the way we had come.

"River Row," she said, with an acid triumph | did not like.
"Dye fancy it? And now where dwe find Mister Box?"

At this point | wanted above all things to shake her off. |
felt that alone | could face the ordeal of walking down the
sinister street, finding and entering the Jolly Bargee and
asking for Chunks. But with thisvinegar body at my side (her
pretence of helpfulness no longer disguised her impertinent
curiosity and sour mistrust) | dreaded the moment when |
must without warning confront my poor old friend and be
given the lie by his astonishment.

"1 am mogt grateful,” | said. "1 would not think of
troubling you further. Thank you—"

"Young woman," she interrupted, and her very unction
was acid, "Emily Pott never sts her hand to the plough but
she—she—well, in other words, |'m going to s you to your
journey's end."

There was nothing to be done. | followed her into the



202 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

menacing shadows of River Row. Low houses, so lifeless
and shuttered that they might have been abandoned, edged the
street. One lamp, set in a projecting bracket, shone feebly in
the distance. Beyond it there seemed to be a faint glow, but
why or when there was no knowing. River Row had no
pavements; uneven setts sloped slightly towards the centre,
so as to make a central drain, in which rubbish, liquid and
otherwise, lay stagnant. | hadly knew whether to keep under
the lee of the black house-fronts or brave the horrid jetsam of
the street's middle. My heart sank lower with each fumbling
step. We seemed to be penetrating into a noisome slum, the
last place likely to contain such atavern as Chunks would care
to own. But when at last we reached the projecting lamp, |
saw that it was fixed in a wall at the extreme end of River
Row, which here debouched into a small open space, with
houses on three sides, and on the fourth (that opposite to us)
a low parapet. | could see these details in the light which
streamed from the broad windows to the left. | aso saw a
name-board: THE JOLLY BARGEE: CRABWORTHY'S ENTIRE, and
knew that | had arrived.
| was about to make afinal effort to rid myself of the per-
sistent Pott, when from behind the lighted windows came a
sudden burst of singing—or rather of what a number of loud-
voiced and convivial watermen would regard as singing.
They began alittle raggedly, but soon settled down to a steady
and more or less rhythmic roar, beating pewters on wood to
mark the time:
" Tommy make room for your Un-cle,
There's a little dear:
Tommy make room for your Un-cle,
| want him to sit ere."
We had that twice through, and then crashed into:
" Slap! bang! ere we are again,
Ere we are again,
Ere we are again,
Slap! bang! ere we are again.
What jol-ly dogs we are!"
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The second rendering of this irresistible polka must have
st some of the company dancing. There was a roar of
laughter, and heavy boots began stamping on the floor. Then
came the sound of breaking glass, more shouts and laughter,
and the swing-doors of the tavern crashed open, as two men,
hugging one another like bears, came dancing into the road.
They were followed by a small group, now all singing at the
tops of their voices, and soon the lot of them were jigging
up and down, in pairs or singly, reeling and stumbling but
thoroughly enjoying themselves.

| had crouched back into the shadows at the entrance of
River Row and was watching with a mixture of alarm and
amusement this grotesgue saraband of jumping bargees, when
the oily cockney of my companion oozed into my ear:

"Are yer still visitin at Mr. Box's public, miss? If so, |
wish ye a very good night though not a quiet one. If not,
where do eworo next-—back to the Aymarket, 1 ope. I'm a
respectable man | am, but | know your sort, with yer baby-
ways and sham innercence. 'Expected’ eh? And not only by
her old friend, 'l 1 be bound. Good night to ee, and if any more
men frighten ee don't come snivellin to Emily Pott."

With arustle and a sniff she hurried away toward Lower
Street.

It was at this juncture that one of the merry-makers, who
had wandered away from the rest and, with the solemn idiocy
of a simple drunk was hop-skip-and-jumping to a tune of his
own, caught sight of me. For a moment he stared open-
mouthed at what must have been merely a piece of darker
darkness; we were out of thelight radius of the tavern windows
and almost behind them. Then he peered alittle closer and
yelled out:

"Gawd A-mighty, it'sagel! Hi, boys, eresalydy cometo
jointhe dafice. Come on, lovey, dancewith pore Claringce!"

He seized me in his arms and began clumping me round,
gradually circling towards his friends. | could only grip my
bag and pray he would not crush my feet under his huge boots.
| was too breathless to cry out and too frightened to think.
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As soon as the others saw us, they crowded round with whistles
and tally-ho's, leaving a circle in the centre, in which for a
few minutes more Claringce and | jigged solemnly up and
down. Then my partner abruptly left hold of me, staggered
two geps and, subsiding gently on to the ground, sat there
grinning foolishly.

The crowd had stopped their singing and, after a few
guffaws at their comrade's collapse, were eyeing me silently.
From the open door behind them came a voice—recognisable
and familiar, but speaking with a strident accent | had not
heard before:

"Ullo, gents, why so quiet all of a sudden? Fill up, you
buggers, and we'll ave some more music.  Why, what's the
matter with e£? Playing kiss-in-the-ring or what?"

Elbowing his way through the group, Chunks stopped
short at the sight of me.

"Ere, what's this? Where's the piece from? , it ave yer
coming erefor yer greens as you well know—

"Chunks!" | cried feebly. " Chunks, it's me!

And | lifted my face full into the shaft of light and took a
sep towardshim.

"Fanny!" His voice cracked, and the noise was a duffless
wheeze. " Fanny, by all that's oly!"

He pulled himself together, and turning to the staring group
addressed them with brusque authority:

"See ere, pals. This young lady's a friend o' mine and
you'll all go back in and get Polly to serve you another round
—on the ouse, too-—I'll ave a word with er and then perhaps
we'll join ye. Seg?  All right, then; off with yer!"

They obeyed readily, hauling the till-seated Claringce to
his feet and dragging him with them.

"And now, me dear,” said Chunks quiedy, and in the
moder ate cockney | was accustomed to: "What's up?"

“I've run away, Chunks. You must trust me for the
reason till there's a chance to tell you quietly. But it's a good
one. And | want you to let me be here with you—just a little
while till | find another job. | don't wish anyone to know
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where I'vegone. Oh, don't turn me away, Chunks—please!"

He patted my hand comfortingly.

"There, there, don't take on 0. So you've run away?
Good for Fannikinsl And o' course yer shall say as long as
yer like. They'll not find you ere, never fear." A burst of
laughter from the inn reminded him of his cusomers. He
asked almost sharply: " Them chaps didn't annoy yer, did
they? They're good chaps enough, but they're got a drop
inside em, and pretty ges is scarce after dark in these parts.
Still, if any of em—"

"Oh, no, Chunks. They wereonly jolly. You are a dear
soul. I'Iltry not to bein the way and | can help, if you'll let
me.

"Comeonin. |I'll show you the place and then interdooce
yer. As for elpin, that depends. | dessay Polly'll be glad of a
and now and again, and"—he broke off, adding with a sort of

embarrassment: "Harkye, Fanny. | forgot. | live alone, ye
know. No woman in the place nights. Maybe you'd not
fancy—"

"But, Chunks," | cried, "who does for you?"

"Noone. | doesfer mesf."

"Then, you old stupid, you'll not do for yourself a day
longer. I'll look after you."

He took me in by a side door, showed methe " cosy" behind
the bar, and the kitchen and the rooms upstairs. There
wer e two bedrooms besides his own, small but adequate. The
place was only surface clean.

"Now," | said. " Tell mewherethe sheets and blankets are
and I 'l fix myself up. Tomorrow | 'l get busy with a pail and
brush."

"l don't arf like makin a servant of ye, Fannikins—" he
began.

"That's the only thing | know how to be," | replied, "and
anyway you aren't making me. | am. But you can call me
'housekeeper' if it's any easer. Now run along to the bar and
let me make up a bed."

"Ave you ad any supper?"' he asked.
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| shook my head.

"1t doesn't matter, Chunks. 1'm not hungry."

" Stuff and nonsense! Supper ye must ave. 1'I1 show you
wot we've got and you can please yerself.”

We inspected the larder and collected two

"There's bread and cheexe in the cupboard,” said Chunks,
"and you shdl| take a half-pint of what yer fancy from the bar.
Before fgin them sausages you come along 0 me and meet
Polly and the boc;/s Polly is barmaid, and a jollier, better-
natured femae don't exist. As for the boys—these are me
Sat'dy night reglars, all work on the cand-barges, and though
rough to the eye are warm to the eart.”

As we entered the bar-room from the back a silence fell.
Chunks, with his thumbs in the arm-holes of his waistcoat,
cleared histhroat noisily:

"Lady andgents It gives me much pleasure to interdooce
to you, Polly, and to you, maes—the haristocrats of the City
Basin—Miss Fanny Ooper, oo I've known snce dhe was a
babby and is now cometo live a the Bargee with old Joe Box.
Fanny, me dear—Miss Polly Crowe, the best barmaid in
Islington."

Polly simpered and said she was pleased to know me she
was sure.  Theclients touched forelocks or grinned sheep-
ishly. | was given a stool inthecorner. A dight constraint
hung over the company, until Chunks called for another song:

"You, A;gi, giveustheoneVanceissinginat Sam Collins
this very week."

A short, squat man, sitting bolt upright on a bench near the
door and wearing his hat, began to sing, very loudly and with
the mechanical rigidity of a ventriloquist's dummy. He
moved nothing but his lower jaw until he came to the chorus,
when he solemnly wagged a clay-pipeintimewith thetune:

" The Stilton, gr, the cheexe, the O.K.. thing to do
On Sunday afternoon, is to toddle to the Zoo;
Week-days may do for cads, but not for me and you:
So dressad right down the road, we show em

0 is oo——"
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The pipewasraised in the air like a conductor's baton. Down
it came as he bellowed:

"The walkin in the Zoo,
The walkin in the Zoo,
The O.K. thing on Sunday is thewalkininthe Zoo!"

There were three verses, and by the time the encore was
over, | felt | had earned my sausages. | whispered to Polly
that | was going to have some supper. As | went out of the
door behind the bar, they were warming up to another of
Vance's favourites—the best of his haw-haw songs, whose
refrain ended ideally for singers addicted to emphatic noise:

"But we've nothing of that sort he—ah!
Certainly NOT!! Certainly NOT!!"

| stayed three months at the Jolly Bargee; and although
when the time came | was ready for a change, they were
pleasant months enough and taught me many things.

Thelittleinn stood at the head of asmall basin—an artificial
branch of the New River which at that timeflowed down the
centre of Colebrooke Row. This basin was filled in when,
later, the River was tunnelled over. The three-sided sgquare
marked the end of the basin, whose water lay stagnant and
rubbish-choked just over the low parapet which | had seen
on the night of my arrival. | have no doubt the place was
very unhealthy, especialy in hot weather; and even during
my short winter sojurn the smells and sights were often dis-
agreeable. But Chunks, his neighbours and his customers
seemed to notice nothing amiss or be the worse for their
surroundings, so | suppose that in time one became ac-
climatised.

The neighbourhood, especialy to the north and east, was
a bad one. Immediately off Lower Street was a patch of old
and neglected houses, huddled in a tangle of narrow streets
and courts; here in miserable poverty lived hundreds of L on-
don's most pitiable citizens. Further to the east was a more
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snister district. Some twenty-five years earlier, an ambitious
speculator had planned to lay out a few acres with showy,
though shoddy, houses. He had suddenly gone bankrupt,
leaving his plan unfinished. Thejerry-built terraces were sold
for what they would fetch, and within a very few years had
become a still pretentious but rapidly crumbling rookery,
in which congregated as dubious a population as one could
hope to avoid. Chunks had no illusions about this area.

"Keep out of it, Fannikins," he said. " Never strike Kings-
land way from ere without you go by Lower Street. River
Row is dingy enough; but then it's what they call condemned
and mostly empty and comin down and, being straight, can
be watched from either end. But them arf-finished crescents
and archways and geps up and down and dead ends are
nobody's business."

| asked him how, with a bad crowd so nearabouts, he kept
the Bargee free of them.

"1 ad ajob doin it when | first came," he replied. "But |
took a tip from the old guvnor and started by refusin admit-
tance to women. Women in pubsis arf the trouble, with their
filthy minds and mean tricks—the sort o women |'d get ere |
mean. Then | ad a dust-up or two and showed them fancy-
boys | could chuck em into the water when so inclined. So
bit by bit | got the ouse kind of special for the watermen.
They drink eavy and make noise fit to wake the dead; but
they're honest workin chaps, not like them rats yonder Ye
e, before | came ere this pub was nothin better than a lush
crib for duffers and kiddies, and decent bargees kept away.
But it's a tidy step down to the ouss serving Wenlock and
City Basins, and they were glad enough to use the old Bargee
once it was cleaned up."

From Polly | learnt enough about a barmaid's life to turn
my ambitions elsswhere.  She was now settled and content;
but had had a grim enough time to embitter anyone less
incurably good-humoured. Well on in her thirties, shewas a
massive piece of peroxide joviality, designed and decorated
on traditional barmaid lines, and with a splendid bust which
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had at onetime actually provoked the lily-of-the-valley joke—
a least s0 de assured me, though | have dways thought the
preliminaries too coincidental to be relied upon.

Polly had been behind abar since snewastwenty. A parent-
less domestic drudge in a provincia town, she had answered
an aluring advertisement in some London paper, offering
good wages and a life of variety and fun to young,girls of
address and sound physique. The advertiser was a publican
and he engaged her on the strength of a half-length photo-
graph which she sent with her application. Thisfirst employer
had been no dave-driver. He paid her well; he gave her a
chair on which to rest at odd hours; he let her off regularly
for an hour in the afternoon and at three o'clock on Sundays,
he protected her from insolence while he was in the bar, and
he did not expect the impossible in the way of dusting and
glasswashing when business wes heavy. But he wanted his
guid pro quo; and after she had been there a week, made it

ear that on Wednesday and Saturday nights she shared his
bed. He was amethodical man.

She would probably have dayed there indefinitely ("
didn't mind im avin me," she said. "You get used to it, you
know, end e seemed to enjoy it and was a decent old sort”) if
the publican's sster had not suddenly decided to come and
live with him. The poor man struggled to avoid this un-
welcome favour; but the lady arrived, and soon st about
dislodging the attractive barmaid, whose relations with her
brother she immediately guessed, and disapproved as leading
to over-indulgent treatment of an employee and to weste of
money. One evening Polly bought something she wanted
over the bar from a pedlar. She had only two half-sovereigns,
0 she took ten shillings worth of change out of the till, re-
placed it with a haf-sovereign, paid for the small purchase and
dipped the rest of the money into her apron pocket. An hour
later she was called to the back parlour, where she found her
new mistress and a policeman. Ordered to turn out her
pockets, she was accused of robbing the till which, the lady
declared, had been full of silver a short while ago but now wes
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ten shillings short. Polly told the exact truth, wept and
entreated, but the woman denied that an extra half-sovereign
was in the till and gave her in charge. Next morning the
magistrate ruled that she repay the ten shillings, fined her as
much again, and put her on the streets with a few coppersin
her pocket.

There now followed weeks of desperate hardship.  She did
not know how to start looking for work, and was too confiding
and inexperienced to hold her own with the waifs and outcasts
to whose level she now sank. They planned to use her as a
decoy; but in order to have a hold on her, forced her to
experiment in petty crime. She was st to picking pockets
outside the London Pavilion at midnight, but was so clumsy
that the first man she tackled caught her red-handed. He
looked her over, and offered to let her go if she went to a hotel
with him. Lyingin bed he asked her questions and, when he
had heard her story, advised her againgt picking pockets with-
out adequate training. Before they parted in the morning he
offered her a job as barmaid in his City wine-house. " But no
thieving, me dear," he said. "It's a sdect little place, very
sdect.” " Oh no, sir," said Polly.

She soon found that her new place of busness was a girlery
as well as a wine-bar. The single bar-room was cosy and
discreet, and throughout the afternoon and evening men came
in and out. Sometimes they just took their wine in the
comfortable little saloon, inviting one of the barmaids to join
them and fondling her according to their taste. Sometimes
they asked for a privateroom, of which thereweretwo upstairs.
It was then the girl's duty to take champagne or claret up to
the customer and stay with him till he was ready to leave.
Therewerethreegirls on the gaff, and for a while Polly (whose
temperament was equable, and as little affected by yielding a
man her body as her lips) was well content with life. The
clients were mostly good-class men who treated the girls
civilly and generoudly, and she saved quite a bit of money.
Then she had a quarrel with one of her colleagues. They were
both in drink (for lifein a wine-bar taught girlsto drink, ifit
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taught them nothing dse) and the dispute flared into savage
fury. What it was about, she could not remember. " Somc-
thing silly enough, | daresay. But | was screamin mad and we
near scratched oneanother to pieces. In comesthebossin the
middle and seein as ow she had been there longer than me,
out | went."

Her next place was a bad one. The guvnor was a close
fisted bruteand hiswifedrank. Thebarmaid and thepotman
were sometimes at work from fivein the morning until twelve
at night. They had to wash the glassss, polish the metal-work
and mahogany, dust the shelves, swab the floors of the bars,
clean the windows and have everything ship-shape by opening
time. During the day and evening they were on their feet for
hoursat atime, and in among they had to cook for their em-
ployers, do the housework and submit to any incidental drud-
gery which might be put on them. The mistress, who dept
apart from her husband, used to bribe Polly to smuggle a
bottle of brandy upstairsand hideit under the pillow when she
made the bed. More than once, having gone to bed already
stewed, the woman started in on the brandy, got shouting
drunk in the middle of the night, and finally crashed out of
bed on to the floor. The boss, hearing the noise, did not go
near his wife, but knocked Polly up in the middle of her few
hours of degp and told her to get the missus in order again
and stay with her till morning. He himself went back to bed.

She could not stand this for long, and moved to a large
basement tavern near Holborn Viaduct station. Here the
trouble was the customers. Apart from casua in-and-out
traffic, there was a gang of low-class tarts whose language and
behaviour was disgusting even to Polly's uncensorious mind,
and a crowd of elderly lechers who haunted the bar and forced
suggestive conversation on the girls behind it. Being out for
fun on the cheap, they took no notice of the public girls on
their own side of the bar, for these had to be paid. They never
gave a barmaid a present, and would hang about for an hour
on one sandwich and a gin-and-water.

What satisfaction they got out of leering at a barmaid,
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patting her hand and asking her if sheéd heard the one about
the gockbroker and the Thames Tunnel, Polly could never
undergand. But they perssed day after day until she fdt
she should go mad.

Then came a droke of luck—or what ssemed like it. A
quiet, gented sort of man began coming in to the place, who
usually contrived to be served by Polly when she was on duty.
From an exchange of "good-days' they progressed to casual
conversation, and in time she looked forward to his coming,
for he never talked slly like some of them, ill less did he
embarrass her by extravagant behaviour or unmannerly
remarks. Hetold her he was traveling agent for one of the
big Fire Offices and lived in comfortable lodgings in M an-
cheter, from where he toured his exdusve territory of
Lancashire, Cumberland and Wesmorland. He wes at
present in London for some months, taking the place at Head
Office of aman who wasill.

These and other details of himsdf were not given all at
once, for, unlike mos men, he showed interes in Pally's life
as well as hisown. But as day sucosded day, the conversa
tions over the bar covered plenty of ground; and when at
last they reached the point of an occasona outing on a Satur -
day or a Sunday afternoon, not much remained untold that
ather wished to tell. Among other things Pally, in her
communicative way, confided to him that she had a matter of
eighty pounds put away, and not in one of them banks ether,
but where she could lay her hand on it any time. She did
not admit to it having been earned. She said it wes a legacy
from her grandmother.

At lagt her beau (as he was now generally consdered by the
barmaids and barmen in thetavern and by Pally her sdf) made
her the expected proposal of marriage.  She acoepted; and
after a vist to a regiry dffice the couple left for Manchester.
He had ddayed his offer until his time in London was over,
feding that his bride desrved all the comfort he could give
her; a9 that, as their home mugt bein the North, the sooner
after marriage they began their search for a little housg the
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better. The lodgings on the outskirts of Manchester were
warm and agreegble, and Polly soon convinced herself that
her troubles were over. Her husband resumed his journeys,
but at present undertook only the shorter ones, so that at
night, or every other night, or at least for week-ends, he could
rejoin hiswife. Meantime she went into the city and bought
furniture and so on, hunted houses far and wide, and, when
he had time to spare, took him to see her bargains and the
most likely of her house discoveries. Eventually, on Saturday,
they found a place to his taste. He was off on the Monday
for atrip of two weeks and decided that the most considerate
thing he could do for his wife would be to see the agent in
the town on the Monday morning, pay the deposit and cose
the dea. He would aso have time to settle the various
accounts for household stuff, which was being held by the
sdlers pending full payment and delivery instructions. Then
she could move in at once, and be happily occupied during
his absence in getting the house to rights.

He was very sweet about all this, and his anxiety to save
her trouble and hasten the building of their home touched her
greatly. When, therefore, he explained apologeticaly (she
tound even his embarrassment engaging, so strong was his
aﬁped to her natural generosity) that his quarterly commission
cheque was not due from London for a few days, that he was
a bit short, and might he borrow her nest-egg, she joyfully
agreed. He left her on the Monday morning, with seventy
pounds of her money in cash, and she never saw him again.

"Quite like one o them cautionary taes for girls, wasn't it?
But then they are dways mixed up with morals and keepin
pure and that, and never havin been much of a one for purity
| didn't believe em. Serve meright | suppose; but | thought
then and | think still that a damn lot of things ae more
important to a girl than keepin pure, whatever the reverends

Let em try being cold and ungry and lonely and then
think again!"

She tossed her head and laughed her little tittering laugh—
the queerest laugh to come from a downright, deep-breasted
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incorrigible like Polly Crowe and, | can only suppose, her one
attempt at refinement—nbefore rattling off again:

"Anyway, | was in a nice pickle up there, with a few odd
quid in me purse and one somewhere else and all them bills
to pay, let alone the diggins which is lordship ad forgotten to
settle for two weeks."

"But what didyou do, Polly?"

"Well, | couldn't bury the landlady, so | paid er. Then |
vamoosed to Liverpool, and left the others to put their stuff
back into stock."

"AndinLiverpool?"

"On the game, ducky, for a bit, till | found a job in me real
line. That was a bad time, that was. Yer meet up with
orrors in them sea-port towns, and | was clean broke when me
luck turned and | was taken on temporary at a pub in Aintree.
The boss was pleased with me and kept me on, and |'ve not bin
out of a job for more than a week on end snce—and got
about the country too."

She certainly had. From Liverpool to Belfast, to Glasgow,
to Leeds, she moved from pub to pub. She was just the type
to make a popular and efficient barmaid, ready with laughter
and back answer, always willing to take a drink, kindly to the
timid and fully equal to the fresh. Experience had taught her
how to keep strangers at a distance without seeming to do so;
and even those employers who regularly bullied their bar-
maids for standing up to offensive clients, never tried it twice
with Polly.

In due course she arrived at Newmarket, and there she met
Chunks. He was in some obscure way connected with a
boxing-club to which many of the stable boys and jockeys
belonged, and seemed to be a combination of trainer, sparring
partner and impresario to his very various material. At the
same time he was well up in racing gossip, and in great de-
mand as adviser and organiser of precautions, when foul play
was expected or some important stable secret had to be kept.
He used to frequent the hotel-bar at which Polly was engaged
—usually with a crowd of admiring juniors—and she noticed
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from thefirst his lack of swagger and his simple acceptance of
the homage paid to his knowledge of the ring and the race-
course. Among the occasional visitors to the bar was awealthy
but boorish baronet—an owner of doubtful reputation, but
for his money's sake ranked among the elite of the place. This
man would boast that he had a taste for low company, by
which he meant the jockeys, ostlers and bookmakers' touts
on whom he depended for his racing triumphs. He therefore
made a practice of visiting the public bars of the principal
hotels, and there divided his time between patronage of the
more or less humble clients and offensive familiarity towards
the girls behind the counter. One evening he made a set at
Polly, and after leering at her, while making a number of
semi-salacious asides to a little group of hangers-on, suddenly
reached across the bar and pawed her bosom. To his astonish-
ment she gave him a stinging smack across the cheek and,
picking up his glass of rum and water which he had set down
on the bar to free his hands, threw it full in hisface. When he
emerged from the sputtering confusion of this surprise attack,
he found Chunks at his elbow.

"Notaword, Sir Welby, not aword, if | may make so bold.
Out we go, nice and quiet, and forget all about it, or we find
Sunspot unplaced this very Thursday."

The bully looked round for his toadies but they had dis-
appeared. With an ill-grace and muttering to himself he
lurched out of the saloon. Chunks came to the bar. "Pluck,
me dear," he said to Polly, "is aways pluck, and twice so in a
woman. Let me shake ye by the and for putting a hard-neck
inis place."

From that moment their friendship began; and when a year
or two later Chunks decided to leave Newmarket and become
the landlord of a disreputable public east of Lower Street, he
invited Polly to come with him. She had set up house in
Newmarket with a feckless but amiable creature, who wrote
light music and lyrics for minor music-hall singers and
appealed to her maternal instinct. Chunks found the pair of
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them decent lodgings in Pentonville, paid her good wages,
and here she had een for the lagt four years.

| did my best to repay Chunks hospitality. The house was
kept really clean, | took every pains over my shopping, and
he often declared he had never fed better in his life. Polly
also was good enough to approve of my cooking, when she
took meals on the spot. My spare time was mostly spent in
sewing or talking to Polly. Occasionally during quiet times
I would take her place behind the bar, to s&t her free for shop-
ping or a breath of air. | soon got to know the familiars
among the customers, and was on excellent terms with them.
They were noisy and foul-mouthed, and had no more polish
than pieces of sandpaper; but | came to enjoy seeing men
enjoying themselves and they never treated me with rudeness,
%0 both Sdes were soon at ease. | suppose that | heard nearly
all the bad language there was, and each man had his regular
nights for getting very drunk. But they were simple-minded
creatures, and their oaths and jokes and horseplay were
natural and spontaneous.

This experience of males in the rough taught me an in-
valuable lesson, thanks to which | have always been able to
make friends with any man | have wanted to be friends with.
It taught me never to disapprove on principle, and to prefer a
man to behave in my presence as he naturally behaves when
he is happy. If that involves swearing and getting drunk, then
let him swear and drink. You can always tell when a man is
talking dirt and drinking too much in order to show off, or
to nerve himself for something, or because he despises you and
ispurposely bad-mannered in order to underline his contempt.
| have known that sort of thing* only too often, and very
disagreeable it is. But most men have some genuine and
individual line of relaxation, and a woman, if she likes a man
well enough, does well to let him follow it.

* * * * *

Christmas went by with suitable jollity. We had an im-
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mense Turkey-and-Pl um-Pudding-Dinner, attended by Polly
and her friend (an infinitely nondescript man, with drooping
moustaches and watery eyes), and by two of Chunks best pas
among the bar with their wives or equivaents. The
Bargee corps of regulars had a more than usualy glorious
drunk; one of them was with difficulty restrained from strip-
ping to the skin and diving into the basin from the parapet;
and Claringce and I, by specid request, did our dance-act,
which ended in his sitting in a puddle and singing " Christians
Awake". One evening Chunks took me to the pantomime,
another to Collins' Music Hall; and on New Year's Eveto s
the amazing and terrifying sight of the yelling crowd at the
Angel greeting the coming of 1875.

Then January, cold and grim and (es dways) flat after the
festivities, began its dreary course.

One day | said to Chunksthat | must find some work to do,
and had written to afriend for her advice. He protested that
| could stay where | was for ever, and who was the friend. |
told him | couldn't and what did it matter who she wes? He
looked glum for a moment; but then, like the generous soul
he was, begged pardon for poke-nosing and agreed that |
could not he up inthe Bargee all my life.

| wrote a cautious letter to Lucy, saying | had left the
Seymores and would like to sse her.  Should | come over to
ICasile Street or would she come to Idlington? She chose the

atter.

Two or three days before she was due to come, Chunks
said he was walking up to sse a man on business in Balls Pond
Road, and as it was a drK morning would | care to go with
him and see the bad patch he had warned me to avoid.

We st out, | with a slight sense of adventure and thankful
for my massve escort, hein his workaday clothes and carrying
a heavy stick.

"Between you an me, Fannikins," he said, "l rim across
some funny monkeys in Newmarket.  One or two of em did
me down before | was fly, and pas of mine too, and | was
partly drawn to the Bargee because | thought 1'd be well
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placed for keeping an eye on em and maybe paying em back.
It's a basket of bad eggs, this part we're just comin to, and
sooner or later every cross-cover and faker in the country goes
to ground ere. So | planted meself on their doorstep, and take
a stroll around now and again to e 00's to be seen."

We were walking along a street of mean houses, over the
tops of which | saw a sudden outcrop of taller buildings. But
before we reached them our street terminated in another,
running to left and right crescent-wise, and the entire house-
scgpe changed.  Instead of dun, flat dwellings edging the
pavement, there were florid villas, set back behind railings and
separated from the road by a few yards of trodden earth, in
which scraggy shrubs made pretence of growth amid a litter
of broken shards, old boots and other rubbish.

"Eres the frontier," said Chunks, and turned to the right.

The houses were in an indescribable state of premature
decay. Balconies sagged or in places had been roughly broken
away; the railings along the road, supposedly set in a low
plastered wall, were bent this way and that or were torn into
gaps, or even here and there lay in twisted foot-traps on the
side-walk. Many of the windows were broken and stuffed
with rags, others were shuttered; but as half the shutters hung
by one hinge, there was usually a black space of window, like
a leering eye, peering over the top or round the side of the
blistered and rotting woodwork.

Not a soul was to be seen. There were no carts or barrows
in the street, and almost no sound save that of the wind rustling
the bare twigs of the shrubs or clap-clapping a loose board or
afaulty end of guttering.

Nevertheless smoke rose from several of the chimneys—
ornate brickwork affairs, coarse imitations of Tudor elegance,
and as often lopsided or missing a brick or two as tolerably
complete—and one had the uneasy feeling of walking in a no-
man's-land between two rows of secret lives.

Chunks crossed the road and took a diagonal street to the
left. It ran straight and slightly uphill, and at the far end
passed beneath a high archway which joined two blocks of



RIVER ROW 219

lofty houses. These houses—the ones | had already seen in
the distance—had their backs to us, were built on a curve and
must face on to a circular space which lay beyond the arch.
The houses lining the road up which we were walking were
no less exaggerated in design or stained and cracked than
those in the first crescent; but they seemed in better repair, so
far at any rate as concerned their doors and windows. They
were perhaps on that account even more sinister, suggesting
occupants barricaded as well asfurtive.

We reached the archway, and | was noticing that two heavy
lamps were bracketed with elaborate iron scroll-work to the
walls on either side of the entrance, when a man sidled out of
the short tunnel ahead of us and stood markedly on one side
to let us pass. | felt his eyes raking the two of us, and with a
sudden twinge of fear took firmly hold of Chunks' left arm.
We were just inside the archway when he called to us:

"Beg y' parding, guvnor, will yer be wantin anyone par-
tickler?"

Chunks threw back over his shoulder a sentence which to
me was gibberish, but evidently met the case. The man
muttered something and lounged away, and we passed
through the archway into a round area of uneven pebble-
strewn earth, surrounded by tall houses and centred by a single
plane tree.

"This ereis Larne Circle," said Chunks in an undertone,
"and the middle point of what they call Ganderton's Folly,
that bein the bloke as built this loony set-out. Eres where the
big pots ang out."

As we crossed the open space, | took in the main features
of one of the queerest spots | have ever seen. Clearly the
hapless Ganderton, when he started his hopeful operations,
had a boldness of fancy and some generosity of vision. Larne
Circle was facaded on a continuous curve, pierced by entries
at four opposite points, each of which passed under a shallow
tunnel or deep archway like the one by which we had entered.
Between these entries the buildings rose sheer—three houses
to each segment of the circle—and showed an ornate but
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enterprising sene of the decorative possibility of ironwork,
moulding and occasond bas-rdief. The name “Larne Circle"
was displayed in large raised capitals on pands sunk in the
architrave of each segment. The plaster house-fronts were
paintless and blotched with damp; the flat pillars of the doors
were chipped and kicked and greasy at shoulder-height with
the rubbing of dirty codas, in places near the ground the
laster had crumbled away entirely, showing brickwork
esth. But the windows were sound, and | observed that
one house had them closdly barred. On the other hand, the
main doors—except that of the house with the barred
windows—stood wide open, showing afilthy hall-way and the
lower treads of stairs. | must have been so occupied in
absorbing all that | could of this extraordinary place, that |
neither saw nor heard anyone approaching. But one moment
Chunks stopped dead and the next | heard a strange voice:

"Why, strikemepink, if itisn't Mister Box! Well, thisisa
pleasure to be sure, and out with his young lady too! Good
morning, maam."

With my first startled glance | s a tall dark man, who
bowed with a flourish, holding a billycock hat in his hand.
Ch;lggs returned the greeting, as though he too were sur-
prised.

"Mr. Sode, | declare. It's quite awhile snce we met. Y ou
livin around ere now?'

"I am. My father has lived here some years. The neigh-
bourhood hes sadly deteriorated; not at all what it used to be.
But you know how elderly people are—they get st in one
place—and my father prefers to remain.  So | have decided
to keep him company.”

He spoke in an educated voice, but with a suavity | dis-
trusted. He had a plump, round face, bold black eyes and,
under a short, bristly moustache, a small pouting mouth with
wet red lips. He was neatiy dressed in short-tailed coat and
dark trousers, a light-coloured waistcoat cut very low, and a
turned-down collar with a black bow tucked under the corners.

Chunks, in reply to a question, told Mr. Sode that he
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owned the Jolly Bargee and that we were now on our way to
Kingsland, it being a nice morning for a walk.

“Then | will not detain you," the other answered. "We
must not let this charming young lady take cold. Perhaps |
may call in one day, now that we are neighbours? | seem to
remember that the Bargee was something of a—well, had no
very good reputation at one time. But | daresay that is all
different now?"

"Itis" said Chunks stolidly. " Quite different. As you'll
se if ye onner us with a visit. Good day to ee, Mr. Slode."

When we were clear of Ganderton's Folly (there was a
corresponding area of once tawdry desolation beyond the
northern curve of Larne Circle) | drew a deep breath.

"“1'm glad to be out of that," | said. "And who is Mr.
Slode?"

"Evan Slode, me dear, is the worst scoundrel | know except
one (and | know afew), and theworgt isis precious old guvnor.
I'm arf glad Evan's ereabouts and arf sorry. E'll be round
before long, mark my words: and sad though |'Il be to loseme
little Fanny, shes better away when them sort is about.”

" But you asked him to come, Chunks?"

"Ay, | know. Nousetryingto stall Evan Slode. Ye got to
give im jolly-dog as fake as his own. But €'ll go careful with
me, never fear. E'stried the other way and it didn't work."

On Sunday Lucy came. | had arranged to meet her at the
Angel, she to take an omnibus to that point, arriving as nearly
as possible at noon. It was an unkind, blustery day, and |
was glad not to have to wait above ten minutes before she
emerged from the inside of a Marble Arch-to-Islington. She
was very smart in a tight little frogged jacket edged with fur,
afrilled and scalloped skirt, and an apology for a bonnet, which
was little more than a bandeau of fur and velvet tied round
her high, tilted chignon. She carried a muff, and round her
neck was a brightly striped woollen scarf, with tasds at the
ends which blew out behind her in the wind.

| had my story ready; and, as we went along Upper Street,
told her that Lady Alicia had suddenly become very unkind
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to me, that Carver had been about to return, and that | saw no
prospect in Upper Belgrave Street save being degraded to my
former position and dragging along unhappily for ever. So,
knowing that Chunks would take mein, | had decided to run
away and, rather than involve Mr. Beckett in tiresome
enquiries, to keep my whereabouts absolutely secret.

She asked very few questions and seemed to accept my
explanation as adequate. She did not even, as | expected,
make fun of my livingin aback-street public with "that fat old
man" Chunks. Indeed she seemed strangely interested in
Islington and looked about her eagerly, asking questions. At
one moment she remarked that Lady Alicia had been a
regular visitor to Neldé's, "both up and downstairs." | longed
to enquire whether Andrew had returned to England, but did
not know how. Luckily she answered the question without
my asking it.

"Her lord and master should be home about now," she
said, "but | don't suppose that will choke her off.  She seems
in full swing with her Captain T."

"How do you know about Mr. Seymore?'

"Oh, Miss Carver told Madeleine in December he was due
back early in the year. She's a chatter-box, that woman; M ad
says you can get anything out of her if you handle her right.
By the way, Mad was disappointed you didn't come again;
she liked you, and even wondered if sometime—"

"— | fl'djointhe staff?" | laughed. "No, | don't think it's
my line, swaying about in tippies. Pity, because | want a job
and want you to help me find one."

Lucy said quickly:

"As amatter of fact | shan't be there myself much longer."

Glancing at her, | saw she had coloured slightly.

"A friend of mine," she went on, too casually, "has got me
an opening on the stage. |t will be much more free and gay
not being cooped up from nine in the morning till six or even
later."

"Lucy! How exciting! | must comeand sseyou. Will you
have a speaking part?"
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"Not at first, but they say | ought soon to be front-row
chorus."

"Oh, chorus—but then what about money? Y ou won't be
paid as well as now."

"The money will be all right," she replied.

* k %k %k %

Over dinner at the Bargee, Lucy made herself extremely
pleasant to Chunks, who could hardly take his eyes off her, so
glowing and vital was she. The meal done he went upstairs
for his nap, and she and | settled by the bright fire in the
parlour.

"What sort of a job do you want, Fanny?' she asked
suddenly.

"| suppose a lady's-maid of some kind. It's the only thing
| can do."

"And are you high-flying about the style of place—I mean,
must they be lords and ladies or some kind of Society swells?"

"Not for my part, but | suppose anyone who wants a maid
is more or less of a swell, isn't she?'

She did not answer, but sat looking into the fire, pinching
her lower lip between thumb and finger. | remembered she
had sa just so that evening in Castle Street, before she told
me the true story of Neldé's. | wondered what was coming
now.

"Well, look here; don't fly out at me, no offence meant, but
| do happen to have heard of someone who wants a sort of

assistant in running—well ... a kind of hotel, you might
. . . someone practical and energetic and—like you, in
fact . . . But, yousee | don't know how you feel about . . .

about things that go on and all that. For instance | suppose
you ae still—still a—"

She petered out altogether, and |, who had been enjoying
her stammering circumspection, decided that alittle surprise
would be good for her and silently gave thanks to Polly for
enabling me to give one. | said calmly:

"| suppose you mean, have | sprained my ankle yet?"
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She jumped round in her chair and stared at mein astonish-
ment.

"Fanny!" she gasped. "Where on earth did you learn that
kind of talk?"

"But don't you’7' | insisted.

"Well, yes . upposel do. . . ."
She \r/]vas still d|sconcerted and | relished my moment of
triump

"Then | haven't: but I've no objection in life to doing o,
at the rlg?1 ht time. Now tell me why your job hangs on so
queer a thread.”

She looked at me uncertainly for some moment, twisting a
handkerchief between her fingers. There was a new look in
her eyes almost a look of respect, in the ﬁlace of the friendly
patronage to which | was accustomed.  Then the red Lucy—
the candid, unaffected Lucy whom | had aways known
survived under the ars and graces of recent months—
asserted hersdf.

"1"'mvery, very sorry, Fanny dear. | have been a stuck-up
stupid thing to you lately, and all the time you are wiser than
I; you dways have been. |1'll never come it with you any
more. | promise. Pesse forgive me."

| went across and kissed her.

"Nothing to forgive. | don't mind a bit. We're friends and
that's all | care about.”

She sgueezed my hand and smiled upward with tearsin her
gyes. Anything lovelier | never saw.

"The job, please" | prompted.

"Have you ever heard of Kitty Cairns?' she began.

| shook my head.

"Well, she has been a customer of Neldé's almost since the
start and a very good one too. She dresses quiedy, but in
perfect taste and wears her clothes beautifully. She runs
about the swellest gay-house in town, just by Regent's Park,
and nesds—as | said—an assistant.”

"Meaning?' | asked.

"Oh no, not that—unless of course you want to. No; on
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the management side. Miss Cairns was quite definite on the
point, so our overseer said when she was telling us about it
afterwards. It's a mixture of secretary and personal attendant,
| suppose.”

"Good money?"

"M'm. | don't know exactly how much, but good."

“1'Il haveatryforit," | said. "1'vebeen herelongenough,
and |'d like to see another kind of life. What do | do next?
Probably the lady has got someone by now."

"1 doubt it. It was only a couple of days ago she spoke of
it. Look, I'll ak Corinne—that's the overseer—first thing
tomorrow and writetoyou. Shall I? Areyou sure you want
me to?"

" Quitesure, angel; and you areadear littlebrick tohelp me."

* k k k%

In the afternoon of the next day | was sitting alone behind
the bar of the Jolly Bargee, doing a piece of crochet and
thinking over my conversation with Lucy. | felt a growing
curiosity about the possible post with Kitty Cairns and knew
that | should be deeply disappointed if it were denied me. |
had been happy and safe at the Bargee; Chunkswas a darling,
and everyone had been as nice to me as they knew how. But |
wanted to get back into the world, to some place where |
could hear what was going on, find out whether Andrew was
home, meet fresh people, earn some money. Polly had gone
down to the market to buy some stockings, and Chunks was
out on one of his mysterious business jaunts. The house was
therefore empty, except for the young boy who did the rough
cleaning, and he was clanking buckets somewhere in the back.
All at once | became aware of a figure standing on the outside
of the glasspandled doors. Next moment one of them was
pushed cautioudy open, and the head of Mr. Evan Sode
poked round the edge. The head was followed by the rest of
him, still moving warily, nor did he take any notice of me
until the door had swung to behind him. It was almost as
though he had not seen me, tucked away behind the high
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barrier of the bar. With an effort | remained quietly seeted on
my stool and went on with my crochet.

He had ssen me, however, for with a sweeping bow he bade
me good afternoon.

"I had, | believe, the privilege the other morning Miss—er
—Miss—do you know, our excellent Mister Box omitted to
introduce ud My name is Slode. May | be permitted to
know yours?'

"Mine is Hooper," | said composedly. "Can | serve you
with anything, Mr. Slode?'

"Thisisvery civil of you, Miss Hooper; very civil indeed.
Yes, | think | will take a drop of Old Tom. You will join me,
| hope? No? Something more suited to a lady's taste,
perhaps? A glass of champagne, how; just a taste of cham?'

"Thank you," | said. "I don't like anything but teain the
afternoon.”

| served him his gin. He perched on a stool and leant his
elbow on the bar.

"Mister Box not at home?'

"He'll bein any minute," | replied. "Do you want to s
him?"

He pouted hisfat red lips, and winked invitingly.

"1'd rather s you, my dear; and aso, if she is anywhere
about, that divine cresture who was with you yesterday.”

This alarmed me. If he had been spying on us, his visit
at this hour was calculated. What was he up to? | rallied my
courage.

"My friendisnot here, | am afraid. When did you s her?'

"l never miss apretty girl," he grinned, "and two neverer
still!  Happy chance put me in the wake of a couple of the
dinkiest little ladies that ever tripped along Lower Street and
—the old Adam did the rest. | followed em up, marked em
chv_vn, and here | am.  Come on now, ducky, give poor Evan
akiss."

He hoisted himself on to the bar, and sliding dong its
polished top leant over to where | sat. Remembering Chunks
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warning, | made a final effort and pleaded with coy con-
fusion :

"Notinhere, Mr. Slode, pleas?d M r. Box wouldn't likeit.
Some other time—if you have the time. . . ."

He looked at me, weighing his chances.

"Some other time, en? Can the little girl dip up one
evening to the Circle to s her lovelorn swain? All cosy and
cuddle-me-ree?"

My quick ears caught a familiar step.

"Look out! HeresMr.Box. I'lltry. Call for aletter at
Pott's, the stationersin Upper Street. In afew days."

He nodded, was off the bar and decoroudy finishing his
gin, when Chunks walked through from the back.

| said demurely: "HereisM r . Slode, waitingto sseyou."

And | collected my crochet and dipped away, unreasonably
delighted to have involved the hateful Miss Pott with this
very nasty man.
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THE FIRST | heard of Clive Seymore's trouble was at the
Chatham Club in the autumn of 1875. | cameinto the
smoking-room in the late afternoon and found a group of men
round the fire, severa of whom | knew.

"Hullo! There's Somerford!" cried one of them. "Come
here, Somerford, and tell us about poor Seymore."

"l don't know anything about him to justify 'poor Sey-
more'," | replied, ringing for adrink. "What's the trouble?"

"The innocence of the Civil Service!" another laughed.
"They never know anything. It's what they're paid for."

"See here, you chaps,” | said. " | fit'sariddle, | giveit up.
If you want meto say you're all up to snuff and |''m yesterday's
dream, I'll say it. But what in Heaven's name are you talking
about?"

They looked at me and at one another, and their silly
chuckles died away. They began to look uncomfortable.

"Sorry, old man," said one. "Thought you'd be sure to
have heard. Seymore's in Queer Street and there's talk of a
divorce into the bargain."

| gaped at them while the shocking news sank into my mind.

"l had heard nothing," | said at last. "l am very sorry.
'Poor Seymore', indeed—and such an Ai fellow."

After a short talk on other things | hurried home. Better
get the facts from a source more certain than club-chatter.

* ok k ok k

Clive Seymore was an important person in the department
in which | worked, and marked down for a Permanent
Secretaryship if ever a man was. Ten years my senior, he was
twice that ahead of me in capacity and prospects. The only
son of a wealthy Y orkshire squire, whose money came partly
from coal but mainly from the wonderful agricultural land in

230
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the East Riding, thousands of acres of which belonged to him,
Seymore had married the daughter of somefairly recent peer—
a smart, pretty, clever girl who did the socid end of his
exigence to perfection. | had aways imagined him lucky in
hiswife; for dinners and soirees were not in hisline at all and,
left to himself, he would never have gone near them—which
may be good sn=e but is bad careerism. Some of the men in
the office pretended to think him stand-offish and conceited;
but he was only shy—that, and alittle better quality than most
of us. The previous autumn he had been sent to Washington
on avery specid mission, which had kept him out of England
far longer than was expected. Indeed he had not got back till
the early summer. And thisiswhat he had come back to find!
| could not believeit. He seemed the most established person
in the world, and as for divorce—one could hardly imagine
him even aware of such a thing.

Next day | sought out my opposite number in the depart-
ment over which Seymore ruledp(zl was myself in the Legal
Section, and some way from the top of it) and made discreet
enquiries. The story wes perfectly true. | knew of course
that during the year there had been a serious generd slump:
that the Stock Exchange was wearing black and world prices
werein the depths. But | had not known how serious wes the
crigs in agriculture. Seymoré's father, with thousands out
on mortgage and extensve commitments to his tenants
(which—being a model landlord—he was too proud to
repudiate) found himself amost on the rocks and at a few
months notice. The money which had made Seymore's own
exisgtence possible suddenly dried up—and at that moment of
crisishiswife had turned on him.

A week or two later | heard that he had resigned.

In the ordinary course of affairs | was acquainted with many
members of the legal profession; and it happened that one of
my specid friends was ajunior partner in the firmwhich did
the Seymore family business. | invited him to dine with me
one night, and took him off for coffee and cigarsinto aretired
corner of an amost empty writing-room.
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"George” | said. " 1'mgoingto ak an indiscreet question,
though with no indiscrest motive.  If you want to, you can
shut meup.”

Hewinked at me over the top of his coffee cup.

" Go ahead,” he said.
ba::kHOW griousis Clive Seymorés affair? Has it broken his

7l

George gave me a quick look, and then st pulling at his
cheroat, garing in front of him.

"Why do you want to know?"'

"Because | admire the fdlow and, so far as a younger man
can be, who does not know him well, I am very fond of him
| ask only for mysdf and you can trust me not to repeat a word
you say—if you decide to say one.”

"All srene Harry. You'rean old friend and we're out of
harness But for God's ske don't give me away. Very well
then: 'How srious? . . . It'searly daysto sy definitdy, but
the finandial pogtion is pretty bad. Anyway it will kill poor
old Sr Everard. | hear the old man is breaking up and can't
last long. Asfor actual facts the greater part of the farmswill
have to be sold, though Heaven knows who'll want them
exoept at knock-out prices, while things are so bad. One or
two of the tenants may have the cash to buy their own places
but they havelived in dover up therefor solongthat they have
lost the habit of thrift. Those farmers have made money and
made money, with so littleidea of what to do with it that they
would drink champagneregularly with their old-style country
meals That'strue, Harry, literally true. And the poor souls
went on living in acute discomfort because they just didn't
know how to spend money on making their homes nice. Their
only idea was to chuck it about right and left on junketings
and filling their bellies Then old Sr Everard—the deares old
tenderfoot you can imagine—never refused a tenant anything;
never ooncaved anyone would cheat him, just built and
repaired and gave year-long creditsand underwr oteloans and
would have gone on doing 0 until the cows camehome. And
all the time he weas lavishing money on your Mr . Clive—or
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rather onyour Mr. Clive's missus, who knows athing or two,

and among them how to make the thick-uns fly. Mr. Seymore

may be a stunner; but | think he should have started in and

driven my lady on a curb from the beginning. Anyway, she's

bolted for good now, and hewon't betroubled with her much

longer—though at aprice. So perhgpsit'sanill-wind . . ."
| prompted him:

"I n what ssnse "bolted'?’

"Oh, not 'run away'. Dear me no; the mare is too fly for
that! Merely smashed the cart to bits and thrown the driver,
and then told him to foot the damage. You s while
Mr. Seymore was in America, the lady consoled herself with
somebody dse and liked it so much that it became a habit. |
daresay her husband would never have found out—or not for
a long time—for he's probably as unsuspicious as his father.
But when the crash came and madam saw the money running
out, she had no further use for him, so shetold himthey were
splitting out and that he was to be the guilty party.”

"But, George, that'sall bunkum! Couldn't hetell her togo
to Hades?'

"You'd think so. But | gather (1've never spoken to him
personaly you understand; but Biddulph, who dedlt with all
this, told me what happened) that he Is not the sort of man
who would do that willingly or well. Besdes—to make
matters worse—she had something up her desve. It gopears
—or so she dleges—that he introduced a by-blow of hisown
into the house, as a sewing maid or something, and st the girl
to oy on her.  Thelady threastened to make this public unless
he gave her grounds for divorce. | suppose there must have
been sometruthinit, for he consented to do so. The casewill
come on some time next term and will %< through undefended.
So you s the poor chap is fairly sunk, for he'll be made to
stump up some part of what's left for the benefit of the
injured wife—who, | suspect, isan outsize bitch."

As | brooded over this sickening story (for sickening it was
to anyone who knew Seymore) | felt more and more de-
pressed. Sofar aspublic lifewas concerned, the unhappy man
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was certainly done for. No wonder he had resigned.

"Thank you, George," | said at last. "l am most grateful to
you, and mum'stheword until it'sall public property. What
ahorridmesd 1'mon his sde from A to Z, though damned
Iittle;]good that can do him. And the Service has lost a top-
notcher."

| think it was partly due to delayed action by George's story
that aweek or two later | wentto call on Kitty Cairns. | used
to go to her place at fairly regular intervals, because | liked
talking to Kitty and because now and again | liked having a
nicegirl. But thisparticular visit had an impulse of its own.
In a confused sort of way | was indignant with so-caled
respectable society, which made it essy for a spiteful woman
like Lady Alicia Seymore to wreck the career of a fine public
servant.  Evidently there were faults on both sdes; but his
flutter outside the blanket was oldish history, whilst her
adultery was not, and in any case which of the two wes the
grester as to his country? Resentful againgt respectability,
I turned instinctively to women who neither pretended nor
wanted to be respectable, but at least were honest.

Kitty Cairns and her house were both unique, not only in
their own time but é_d be prepared to wager) in ant; other
aso. Klttg was hara—hard and completely cynical; but she
had some breeding and considerable imagi nat|on and con-
ducted business W|th a mixture of style and humour which
must be so rarein her trade asto be practically non-existent.

She was (30 shetold me, and | am sure she spoke the truth)
in actual fact a clergyman’s daughter. Her father got into bad
trouble in his north-country parish, had to resign his Orders
and, sinking slowly into destitution, died three years later in
the dums of Newcastle. The mother had succumbed—dying,
asthey Si% of abroken heart—very soon after the catastrophe;
and with her father gone, Kitty found herself with no alterna-
tive to making her own way In the world save living on the
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meagre charity of two grudging aunts. She was about twenty
years of age.

There must have been a strain of rebellious humour in her
nature, on which her father's downfall worked in a curious
way. Despite his transgresson she loved him, and it hurt her
bitterly to witness the hypocrisy of some of those who drove
him into the wilderness. He had been a hard-working,
sncere priest, who had given the best half of his life to the
service of hisflock; yet one moment of madness was allowed to
obliterate from the minds of certain of hisleading parishioners
all memory of his years of sanity and self-forgetfulness. Kitty
felt no resentment againgt the Bishop and the Ecclesiastica
authorities for taking action; manifestly such a scandd could
not be condoned. But that the Squire's family, and the two
rich old ladies who lived in the big house next the church and
had a finger in every parish pie, should not only have deserted
their incumbent after twenty years of apparent friendliness,
but dso have visited their spite on the sinner's innocent wife
and daughter, seemed to her unforgivable. During the
months she spent watching, first her mother, and then her
father die, this grievance againgt certain individuals hardened
into a generaised and wholly unreasonable resentment against
well-to-do, established households—and ?ecidl agand their
femade members. Femae society, she told hersdlf, had driven
her mother to her death, and on femde society she would be
revenged.

But revenge needed money, and at present she was a penni-
lessoutcast. Her first sep wasto travel to London, take anew
name and, as Kitty Cairns, earn at least board and lodgin
while making her plans. Her experiences as a governess di
nothing to soften her hostility towards the enemy, although
the behaviour of her employers husbands and sons gave her
unmistakable hints as to the most promising line of attack.
When in her fourth or fifth job the son of the house made
really desperate love to her, she led him on, blackmailed him
to the tune of fifty pounds, and then complained of him to his
mother. She was, of course, dismissed; but the sovereigns
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were in he purse, and she had had the satifaction of ssang
the woman's face a batdefidd in which fright, mortification
and anger sruggled for victory.

Kitty decded that she mog now give attention to the
converse of her problem.

It was dear that the weakes point in the citadd of female
respectability was male incontinence, and in order to sudy
that phenomenon she went no more to regigry offices but
began indead to frequent the girl-markets of the metropalis.
For some miserable months, wearing her cold ironical amile,
che 0ld hersHf to any who paid her price. Her little Sore of
money was growing, but very dowly; and she was beginning
to wonder what should be her next move, when she had a
droke of luck. Shefell in with a Nepaulese Rajah—a man of
fabulous wealth and sadistic tages—who took her to Mother
Sewart's Schod of Flagdllation, jugt off Wardour Street. The
recelving and giving of pain, as a means to more money, fed
Kitty's phobia. She had courage, sf-control and a remark-
able capadity for detaching her inner sdf from what her outer
f was doing and suffering. The Rajah was ddighted with
her; Mother Stewart, who had a more sHect private academy
near Cremorne, tranderred thither this exceptional recruit,
and soon put her moreor lessin charge For a couple of years
dhe worked in this academy, showing an inventiveness and a
talent for management as driking as her persona ill in
stidying dients Then the Rajah paid a ssoond vist to
London, sought her out and begged her to return to India
with him. But she cdntrived to refuse with such diplomacy
that they parted on thefriendliest terms, and Kitty thericher
by a thousand pounds and a string of flawless pearls She was
now virtually a partner of Mother Stewart's, and made the
acquaintance of many prominent men—pears cabinet
minigers and financial magnates Her fortune grew rapidly,
for she was a careful pender and coldly proof againg the
follies and temptations which best women of her kind and
lead them to squander their savings

Then, when shewas over thirty yearsold, shefell head over
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easin love. Such athing had never ha}opened to her before;
and the discovery that she was cgpable of forgetting herselfin
devotion to another completely transformed her. The man
was a successul architect, whom she met at a very mixed and
very row?/ party held in aprivate room at the Star and Garter.
His fastidious disapprova of the talk and ragging which
developed as the wine circulated piqued her curiosity. With
her usua cynicism—and to sse what would come of it—she
played up to him, and they left the other revellers to their
dissipation. Outside the hotel was her companion's broug-
ham, and he suggested that they take adrive. When they had
started, he explained that he dept badly and often drove
around half the night, keeping a specia night-coachman on
duty in caee of need. That night they drove for three or four
hours. Where they went to, Kitty had no idea; for the man
began to talk and she sat back in her corner and listened spell-
bound. He talked of the plessures of love, of how they were
(and dways must be) pagan pleasures, with which sacraments
and polite conventions had no concern beyond a certain degree
of sociad convenience. He sressad the absolute necessity of
both parties finding equa joy in their association, and de-
nounced at length and with eoquence those men who made
cruelty an element in their passons and those women who
catered to their bestiality.

Kitty hardly said aword. When he |eft her at her private
lodgings, having arranged to meet her for dinner three days
hence, she felt bruised and shaken. Next day she did not go
to the academy, nor the next, nor the next. She saw her new
friend with increasing frequency, and told herself with char-
acteristic candour that she was his dave.  Shortly afterwards
he proposed that they form an association, and e felt
that heaven had opened. He ingtalled her in a small house
near Brompton Road, and spent there all the time he could
gare,

For fiveyears Kitty was blissfully happy. Her lover was a
married man (but rather formally so, even before he met her)
and had been accustomed to work at all hours in his office
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rather than at home. He was able, therefore, by transferring
his personal drawing-desk, reference books and instruments
to Brompton, to pass his creative hours aswell as his oddments
of leisure in the company of his misress. She proved an
intelligent and sympathetic helper, who took the keenest
interest in his work, learnt from him all he knew of styles,
decoration and theirrational changes of popular taste, and by
her feminine approach to the problemsthey involved was often
of real assgance to him. They went on holidays together,
spending some weeks in Paris and Vienna; and these shared
experiences helped to make their partnership even more
harmonious and complete. The heaviest penalty usually paid
by awoman in Kitty Cairns position isan inevitableisolation,
often leading to dangerous boredom. But isolation, thanks
to a natural sdf-sufficiency, to delight in caring for her charm-
ing little house and to the part she was able to play in her
lover's carear, Kitty actually welcomed. She had always
played a lone hand when things were bad, and now that they
wer e good needed no allies save him who made them so.

It might well have been that a woman less level-headed than
Kitty should have cometo think herself a paragon of feminine
accomplishment and discretion, so comprehensively successful
was her experiment in collage. But she believed in sdf-
discipling; and whenever she felt in danger of complacency,
forced herself to take a dose of humiliating memories, which
checked any hasty impulse to regard herself as more than
temporarily Mistress of the Event*

A day came when these periodical bouts of self-mortification
stood her in good stead. Her lover was directing the work
on a large block of new buildings in Westminster, when,
owing to a cardess manipulation of a crane, a mass of masonry
fell from a height and killed him on the spot. Not being
officially part of his life, natification of the accident was not
sent to Kitty, who learnt of the disaster from next morning's
paper, after a night of miserable anxiety due to his non-
arrival at the house. For twenty-four hours she was pros-
trated by the shock; but thanks to having trained herself to
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expect no permanence even from happiness, $e was not
wholly crushed. Then, to reinforce recovgl, there came a
return of her old grievance againgt established society. At the
funeral among the crowd of mourners would be his wife, his
ggters, other women with conventional clams to weep for
him; yet not one of them would have a fraction of her claim,
who had done everything for him and been everything to him.
And she would be shut out. She would not even be told
where thefuneral was, or when. Her friend and her lover were
both dead; yet she done might not pay a last tribute to their
cherished memory. She st her lips in a hard line, choked
down her desolation, and coerced herself into some sort of
normal life. Some weeks later she was notified by a firm of
lawyers that their late client had |eft her the leese of her house,
its contents, and the sum of ten thousand pounds. They
enclosed a letter, bearing her name, which had been confi-
dentially entrusted to them by their client, with instructions
to deliver it in the event of his pre-deceasing the lady to whom
it was addressed. That letter became Kitty Cairns most
sacred possesson—indeed her only one.  She would talk
freely of her good and evil fortune, of her material treasures,
of her speculations, wise and otherwise. But no eyes save her
own had ever read what the dead man wrote to his mistress;
and the few who knew that his letter existed were merely told
it was aletter so beautiful that only he could havewrittenit.
When, in course of time, the agony of her loss had become
adull ache, Kitty considered her [onely future. She was now
inher latethirties, acultivated well-to-do woman but without
an intimate friend of any sort. To the circles in which (but
for her prejudice againg women within the pale) she would
have been at ees2 and interested, shehad no access. Thoseto
which she could easly have returned—and been received
amos like RoyaItK—wouId have bored and disgusted her.
So she conceived the idea which ultimately cameto birth as
Florizel Thirteen. By conducting with propriety an improper
house; by choosing for itsinmates only girls who from poverty
or ignorant indiscretions had become outcests from their
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kind; by securing for these joy-girls some of the joy they were
expected to give; and by offering gentlemen temptations to
which they could yield without being jarred into embarrass-
ment or apolog%ics by unsympathetic company or sordid
surroundings, decided that she could a once do grievous
damege to her enemies and help a few unfortunate young
women who suffered, as she had suffered, from the obtuseness
or cruelty of the righteous.

When | first met her, Kitty Carns was a dignified cold-
eyed woman, with greying hair swept plainly from a side-
Barting across acalm, unwrinkled forehead. She dwayswore

lack, touched—but only touched—with white, and | some-
times wondered where she found a dressmaker with a severity
of taste and a love of rich materials equa to her own. | never
saw her wear any jewels save her single rope of magnificent
ﬁearls She was, | suppose, not far from fifty years of age, and
ad ruled Florizel Thirteen for adecade.

She was very proud of her establishment; and no wonder,
for it was amasterpiece of suaveillegality, and in location and
planning beyond criticism.

When the Regent's Park wes laid out, with the Cand
Sweeping in a great loop round its northern boundary and
throwing off a branch south-eastward to the basin behind
Cumberland Market, there wes left, between the Barracks
and the bridge leading to Camden Town, atriangular space of
land. On this, with deliberate irregularity, were built a
number of charming houses, served from Albany Street by a
road all twists and angles, and achieving the sophisticated
rusticity at which their desgners amed. When they were
new, it was fashionable to assume (with what justice | do not
know) that these houses were mainly occupied by lovely ladies
in whom the Regent and his cronies were interested. Hence
it arosethat among theton the areawas nicknamed " Florizel " —
this being one of the soubriquets bestowed on the Prince
Regent by writers of satire.  Although the name was un-
recognised by cartographers, pog-office officids or any
reputable authority, it continued to be current among men
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about town; and no dubman even of my recent generation
would have dreamt of referring to the sttlement as " Hali-
burton Road" (or whatever it was officaly called). They
goke of it and knew it as Florizd.

It was whally characterigic of Kitty Cairns virtuosity (and
showed to what good use she had put her years in Brompton)
that she redlised the value to such an undertaking as hers of
the gyle and record of this forgotten corner of London.
Consquently, when she dedided to esablish an academy on
the lines which appealed to her, she waited an opportunity of
acquiring a house in Florizel. Thefirst one to fall vacant
(probably for that reason) was numbered thirteen. Kitty wes
delighted, displaying once more the subdety of her finese
"Within the pale”" she said, " 13 is unlucky; outsde it every-
thing istopsy-turvy and | shall make 13 lucky."

Having sscured the house she wanted, she took precautions,
before opening up, to scure her retreat. The cana flowed
in adesp cutting along theead of her littlegarden, and aorass
the canal were the badk gardens of housssin a road which ran
paralld with the canal and between it and the tracks of the
London and North-Western Railway. Through an inter-
mediary she & about buying the house in this road whose
garden, backing on to the water, wes oppodte to hers She
had to pay very heavily, she told me, because the owner,
although he had not the smalles idea of their origin, recog-
nised the urgency of the overtures made and held out for a
fancy price. But she got what she wanted in the end; and by
means of two water -gates and a small boat, ingenioudy housed
in thewall of the cutting, provided hersdf and her dientswith
an emergency exit.

This exit was the mogt effective imaginable. 1t debouched,
not only into ancther stredt, but to all intents and purposss
into another part of London, so totally different in atmogphere
and population was Regent's Park with its fine terraces and
villas from the humbler workaday region just over the water
tothe ead.

In the actual house across the canal lived the male saff of
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the establisnment—the chef, the butler, the footmen, the
gardeners, the ferry-men and the powerful watchdogs whose
services might be needed in a sudden crisis. By this arrange-
ment Kitty kept " Florizel Thirteen" (by which name it was
generally known to the cognoscenti) quiet, dainty and (in
appearance) exclusvely feminine, and although during
business hours there were always men about the place, they
were—except for those serving—unseen and unsuspected.
Asfor the subsidiary house, it had no official existence; it was a
"way-out" only. The sole entrance to Kitty's domain was
from the crooked road off Albany Street.

A woman shrewd enough to appreciate the recommen-
dation-value of her house's striking nom-de-plume was not
likely to overlook its utility in the concealed advertising which
was the only publicity possbleto her. Yet it wasin exploiting
that utility that Kitty Cairns showed what can only betermed
her genius. In the small square hall of her house hung a little
card, beautifully mounted and plainly framed in gold. The
only object hanging on the walls, and therefore certain to be
noticed, it was a genuine trade-card, of a kind handed by
brothel-keepers touts to the British officers who flocked to
Paris after Waterloo. At once a battle-cry, a mascot and a
delicious piece of impudence, its very survival was a miracle,
and that Kitty had the intelligent audacity to hang it in her
entrance-hall completed its perfection.

Hereitis:
ADVERTISSEMENT.

There is amusabel Bedds, Sir English
Millitarys, upontheN°.176, RueVieux Cocq,
in koming your Ladys to that Cohabitation.
The congtant money for all Triks, and Sope, is
indeterminabel to 5 fr.: when the deversion
take not for all Nite. If the wishes is to
tomoro for indulgency by the said amusabel
Bedds, the constant money is for 8 fr: into
your humbel Servant. The customabel prise
at the Ladys, to be paid in your conveniency.
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From this precious absurdity Kitty took two wordswhich,
in conjunction with her disguised address, constituted the
only advertisements she sent out. Regularly in good dass
papers of the raffish and sporting kind, and once or twice
(until they found out) in the agony columns of the most sedate
and ponderous news-shedts, appeared the words: FLORIZEL
THIRTEEN: AMUSABEL BEDDS. Just that. |t was superb publicity,
for it delighted those who remembered, reminded those who
had forgotten and st the rest wondering.

The organisation of the academy was rigorous. Though
there were as a rule half a dozen girls in residence, casud
dropping-in was not tolerated. Everything had to be done by
appointment. When writing ahead, a habitue would ask for
thegirl heliked best and, if possible, she was booked for him.
A new-comer (and to qualify required unchallengesble
references) wes first invited to an informal soirée, at which
the young ladies, Kitty herself and one or two of her men-
friends met and talked and listened to music and took light
refreshments. It was all very correct and conventional and
§suitab|y) rather dull. The candidate was charged nothing

or this entertainment; went home after it was over, and wes
expected, when writing for a proper appointment, to indicate
his preference.

Once a month Kitty gave adinner-party, attended by her

sonnaires and any men she wished to ask. It was a great

onour to be on Kitty's dinner-list; but as the evening de-
veloped into moreor lessof anorgy, it wasaprivilegerequiring
afull purse and considerable staying power.

The only kind of visit which could be made to Florizel
Thirteen without invitation, appointment or expense was
apersona call on Kitty Cairns for the purpose of afriendly
chat. This could be made any Thursday between the hours
of threeand five. From Monday to Friday the entire establish-
ment was closed between noon and fivep.m. On Saturday it
did not re-open until deven p.m. On Sunday it cl at
nine am. and opened again at three p.m. The young ladies
were sent out walking or riding every week-day afternoon;
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but Kitty sayed indoors on Thursdays and welcomed anyone
who cared to pay her hisrepeds

At the time of which | am writing, | had graduated to the
extent of being an occasonal Thursday caller and (as | have
said) an acoepted dlient when | cared to find the money. |
had, however, not ye attained the dinner-list; nor was |
anxious to, because | could not hopeto gand the pace unless
ome nice fat legades came my way, of which there was no

prospect.

The afternoon on which | decided to pay my call wes
November at its worsts-dark, raw and wet. | took a hansom
to Gloucester Gate, and scurried through therain to the porch
of Florizel Thirteen. The man-servant recognissd me and
greeted me by name—a trifling drcumsance which resored
my sdf-confidence out of all proportion to its Sgnificance. |
felt better ill when, on entering the drawing-room, | found
only Kitty and another woman. T he curtains were undrawn
and the daylight dim; but Kitty—with her genius for recog-
nisng everyone—rose from her char and came gradoudy
towardsme

"Harry! How nice of you, my dear—on thishorrible after-
noon! Comeand dry and warm. Oh, | begyour pardon, let
meintroduce Mise Hooper. Fanny, thisisHarry Somerford.
| am s0 sorry. | forgot you had not met. It is so long snce
you came, you naughty man, that | thought you had forsaken
mel"

Wetalked weather and theatres for ten minutes until Kitty
uddenly realised it was almos dark. She rang for the
curtainsto bedrawn and the gaslit. For thefirg time | was
ableto ssedearly my hogessand her companion.

There was nothing new about Kitty, except the perpetual
novety of her ironical serenity and unchanging degance But
Miss Hooper wasat once a novety and aconundrum. At firgt
glance she was just a gmall brown girl, with a lively high-
chesk-boned littleface, along merry mouth and two very dark
eyes, which made hdesin her face, and shone as velvet would
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shineif it had agleaminit. The next time | looked at her she
was laughing at a remark of Kitty's, and had become more
like a happy elf than a young girl of fleshand blood. The
third time she was emphasisng some argument of her own
with quick esger gestures, and it seemed that her whole body
was fluid with movement. | came to know well that not the
leest of Fanny Hooper's fascinations wes her outward change-
ability. At one moment she would be all velvet eyes at
another all smiling mouth and white even teeth; at another all
little flickering hands. | have often been glad to think that at
my very first sight of her | took notice of this delicious
characterisic—and of another one aso, no less precious and
no less her own. That was her voice—alow-pitched, slightly
husky voice which, like her eyes, had something of the quality
of velvet and was strangely exciting.

But who was Miss Hooper and what was she doing in the
drawing-room at Florizel Thirteen? All the time we were
having tea | was trying to make her out. She was certainly
not one of Kitty'sa%irls. They were delightful girls; but there
was a something about them when men were present which
betra%ed their professon—a mixture of a desre to please and
a rather pathetic pretence of being coquettish and difficult.
Miss Hooper had none of this. She was retiring in manner,
but perfectly natural and at esse, and took no more notice of
me than would any well-mannered girl meeting a srange
man in a friend's house.

Kitty was jokingly giving me a character, and on the whole
a good one:

"Mr. Somerford is a nice man when you know him" she
said, adding: "1 think you'll like him in time, Fanny, though
he does seem a bit intimidating at first."

While | was mutteri ng disclaimers | was saying to myself
that apparently |1 should s Miss Hooper again, and wes
surprised a my own pleasure.

"But you must be careful" went on Kitty. "He's very
handy with his fists—would have been the Tom Cribb of his
day it he'd taken it up professionaly. Not that I've ever heard
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of himlifting hishand to awoman. But you never know with
these fire-eaters, one moment they're all sugar and spice, the
next they fetch you a dogdollager—"

"Kitty!" | broke in. "I won't have you setting Miss
Hooper againg me with all this nonsensgl  Shelll think 1'm
asort of Bashi-Bazouk, instead of an inoffensve fellow who is
rash enough to come here and be made a fool of."

Miss Hooper got up and smiled her wide, engaging smile.

"Never mind, Mr. Somerford. | won't think worse of you
than | can help—and that won't be very badly | assure you."
She turned to Kitty: "I must be off, Miss Cairns, if you are
sure you won't need me."

"Oh, Fanny, | anso sorry! | quiteforgot. Runaongand
get your things on and then come and say good-night.”
~When the girl had left the room, | made the most of my
time.

"Whois she, Kitty, and what is she doing here?"

"She's—well, | suppose shes my secretary or—assgtant.
| don't know what you'd call her."

"Not the soussmaitresse?’ | interrupted.

Kitty raised her eyebrows.

"Tck—tck! Aren't weinterested and ready to be indignant!
Dear Harry; you are so sweet and transparent.  Soyou likemy
little Fanny?'

"I did not say s0" | answered, rather surly.

" Of course you didn't. How stupid of me! Would you be
very kind and see her home? Shelivesin roomsin Marylebone
Road, and it's a horrid evening."

| looked at her severely.

"See here" | said. " | f it's trangparency you are after, look
nearer home. | never saw a more brazen attempt to—"

"Towhat?' she asked sweetly.

"Oh, dash it; to nothing, then." There was a moment's
pause; but | could not afford to lose time, even over dignity,
and asked hastily: "Does she come here every day?

Kitty nodded.

"And—and—redises . . .7
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"Oh! aren't men comica? Of course she redises. She'd
have no work to do, if she didn't. Any more than | should, if
II(didn't. And women can mind their own business, you

now."

| saw that in my stupid, conventional way | had got myself
into an awkward corner, and there had been more than a hint
of asnub in Kitty's last words.

| liked Kitty Cairns, and was here for that reason. Yet |
had blurted out amost uncivil discrimination between a"nice"
girl and members of the half-world. | opened my mouth,
prg?ggly to sy something idiotic, but she mercifully fore-
st me.

"Not now, Harry. Sometime | shall try to put alittle snse
into that handsome head of yours: but now there is no time—
for I shdl shock you, and you will shout at me, and all that
dragson. But | will sy just two things. Thelittle Hooper is
an unusually open-minded, ungPoiIt person. Her bringing-up
has not filled her head with all manner of ladylike hol ge
pokey, nor is she one to want to st the world to rights.
needed a job and | needed a secretary. It was for me to ak
the questions; and she had the sense to know it.

"The second thing is this—do not make the mistake of
rating the work done by my girls here (and by me, if it comes
to that) in terms of ordinary sex-relationship. A woman in
businessis one thing and awoman in loveisanother. Thetwo
ae utterly different, though they may well be combined in a
single living person. It may surprise you, but it's a fact that
any one of thexe girlsis le of acting with dmost maidenly
modesty toward a man has met avay from busness and
has begun to like. The better she likes him, the less "easy" she
will try to appear. She knows instinctively thereismoretoit
than just couplin%, so she holds back. That is, of course, true
of al girls, though the contrast is less starding and the blacks
and whites less definite with those not making aliving. But
watch out and you'll find I'mright. Sah! hereisyour little
friend come for her escort. . . "
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The door opened, and Miss Hooper in hat and jacket peeped
into the room.

"Just come to say goodnight,” she said.

"Wait amoment, my dear. Mr. Somerford hes kindly said
he will see you home; it is such awretched evening.”

Thegirl began to expostulate; but | was on my feet, assuring
her it would only be apleasure. | turned at the door to wave
goodbyeto Kitty. Sheblew me akiss, and came nearer than |
could have imagined possible to a vulgar wink.

Kitty's lecture on femae psychology lingered in my mind.
She put things crudely; but she lived in an amosphere of
whole measures’ and talked primary colours rather than
Bg It was only necessary to modify her terms; the

c argument remained. The statement which |ntr|gued me
most wes that the more a girl liked a man, the less accessble
she seemed.

At first | amused myself by applying what | caled "the
Cairns test" to casud acquaintances. | tried to judgefrom the
apparent accessibility or otherwise of the young women | saw
in company with men, whether they were out for a marriage
settlement (business, in fact) or becoming emationaly in-
volved. But | rapidly lost interest in other people's concerns,
as | became aware of my growing preoccupation with Miss
Hooper of Florizel Thirteen.

Ever dnce | had walked across the park with her on the
evening of our first encounter, |1 had not been able to get her
out of my head; and each additional meeting made matters
WOorse.

The problem of seen%her at all was not an essy one. |
lived in Kensington with my mother and sster. We were a
tolerably harmonious family, though | considered my sister
Kate a good ded of a prig, and often teased her so brutally
about her readiness to show mora disapproval that she got
cross and flounced out of the room.
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These tiffs apart, we rubbed along happily enough—the
ladies respecting my reasonable liberties, | playing their social
game when | saw they really needed me. But although they
observed custom and left a man to pursue his busness and his
pleasure without attempting to accompany or to question him,
both my mother and K ate were equally conventional in regar d-
ing certain departments of my life as their concern. Among
these was the department labelled " Settling Down", which
included the important sub-section "Meeting Nice Girls".
This department had been working overtime for quite two
years before the night when | first set eyes on Fanny Hooper,
and a series of Nice Girls (each to my mind sillier or more
boring than thelast) had been pressed into the service. | don't
know whether my poor mother wondered if | were a confirmed
misogynist or (Kate would not have allowed herself to con-
template anything so degrading) found outlets esewhere for a
man's natural instincts. |f she suspected the latter, she may
have sighed; but she would have said nothing, it being part
of the creed of a respectable matron that "gentlemen are
different”. |f, however, it had even occurred to her that |
might, having strayed over the border into the wicked world
to which men had access but of the very existence of which
their women-folk pretended to be unaware, there come across
a girl whom | could concelvably regard as a possible factor in
Settling Down, she would have been appalled. Yet precisdy
this (though | did not immediately realiseit) had come to pass.

It would hardly be fair to say that my mother would have
preferred me to pass my timein riotous living rather than in
genuingly falling in love with the wrong sort of girl; but she
would certainly have felt that the former was at leas no
infringement of her prerogative, while the latter was not only
that, but a folly deliberately provoked by some designing
minx. Ofthis | was obscurely aware; and | felt myself bound
to spend in her company, or within the purlieus of her s,
what had become by custom the " family" share of my time.
This left available for improving my acquaintance with the
"littlebrowngirl" only thehoursof liberty which wereregar ded
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as my own. | was, therefore, in the highly delicate position
of having to dude my fellow-men at times when | had
formerly been in their company, yet of continuing to waste
precious hours at tedious socid gatherings, making polite
conversation to people | never wanted to s again.

Further complications lay in Miss Hooper's place of busi-
ness, working hours and willingness to be seen. | could not
visit her at Florizel Thirteen; for athough, in one sns
"followers" constituted the establishment's livelihood, in the
other—which was my sense—they were impossible.  She was
normally at work from eleven am. till seven; and i f from the
latter hour onwards | was continually missing from the club or
from home, someone was bound to start asking awkward
questions. Finally, | had to bevery careful how | handled the
young lady herself. Working as she did in the most equivocal
surroundings possible, any undue persistence would look like
trying to take advantage, like arguing from the generd to the
particular. Instinct told me that it was of the utmost import-
ance to avoid the dightest hint of such presumption, and in
truth nothing was further frommy mind. | was not interested
(at this stage) in possessing Miss Hooper; | wanted to get to
know her.

_But did she want to get to know me? It first it ssemed

yes'. Whenwe ﬁarted at the door of her lodgings, | asked
when | might s her again. She suggested | call on Kitty
Cairns next Thursday, and we could repeat our walk. But the
thought of that shrewd observer's muted smile frightened me;
and | began making excuses. | might be kept late at the office;
there might be other cdlers besde mysdf; half a dozen
"mights’. Couldwe not meet on the Avenue Bridge—how
early could it be? With the frankness of a child she agreed.
At half-past six. She was dways early on Thursdays, though
not so early as tonight, when she had to meet a friend and
Miss Cairns had most kindly ... | did not like that friend,;
even at this early sage the word made me uneasy. But | had
secured my rendezvous; and that was enough.  Next week she
was there—cordid and friendly. Without demur she came
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with me to a respectable Private Bar in Park Street, and we
talked for an hour over sherry and wate.

She told me something about hersdlf, though less (when |
came to think it over) than | had thought at the time. Indeed
it boiled down to this. She came of a north-country farming
family, had been bornin London, went into service as achild
of thirteen, and ran away four years later because her mistress
was unkind to her. She had then lived with an old acquaint-
ance in another part of London until agirl-friend of herstold
her of an opening with Kitty Cairns. She had been secretary,
sub-housek and generd factotum at Florizel Thirteen
snce the early part of the year. She was now eighteen and a
half years of age.

| wanted to ask alot of c1uestions Manifestly her childhood
and upbringing had not the usud preliminaries to a
career as a servant; and she must have had something other
than an eementary education, for she spoke well, and |
doubted whether, even on a prosperous farm, a girl-child
would acquire the sdf-possesson and good manners which
seamed natural to her. But | did not wish to be intrusive,
especialy as certain gaps in her story suggested misfortunes
or didocations of which she did not wish to spesk. So |
concentrated on the only subject which (0 far) we had in
common, and asked about her work with Kitty. Shereplied
so freely and with such a complete lack of embarrassment that
it was obvious Kitty had defined her assstant's attitude with
perfect accuracy. It was clear, Miss Hooper said, that the
running of such a place as Florizel Thirteen involved much
correspondence; careful accounts, continual supervision of
furniture, plate, linen, crockery, curtains, carpetsand soforth;
a watch on tradesmen's books; a check on the butler's reports
as to wine in the célar and cigars in the cabing—not to
mention the adjustment of di?utes which occasondly broke
out among the young ladies, although on the whole they were
an amicablelot. Miss Cairnswas ideal to work for—clear-cut,
strict, but fair-minded and generous. "l took to her at once"
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said Miss Hooper "because there is no nonsense about her
and |'m that way myself."

| walked her back to her lodgings, and ventured to suggest
that next Thursday she take supper with me. She agreed with-
out hesitation or coyness, bade me a cheerful good-night and
went into the house. | listened for the door to shut behind
her, and strolled dowly towards the Y orkshire Stingo, feeling
alittle breathless and wondering why.

While the winter lasted, with its early dark and frost and
rain and fog, | managed to maintain our Thursday meetings
with fair regularity. At my end | made ingenious use of the
Working Men's College in Great Ormond Street, whose
Principal, Thomas Hughes, had invited meto teach boxing one
or two nights a week. This invitation got me Thursday
evenings s&dy in hand. At her end, however, there were
occasond disappointments; and as time went on | began to
notice that these were becoming more frequent. Also when
shewas with me, though never anything but swegt and kindly,
she seamed at times to withdraw into a gentle privacy whither
I might not follow her. These developments worried me
increasingly. | had now no illusions about my state of mind.
| wesin love with Fanny Hooper—completely and deficiously
in love with her. To sit and look at her was sheer happiness—
watching her eager littlefacefall suddenly serious, WaltlnngI’
the long dark lashes to flick upwards from her high-boned
ivory chesks and unveil those sombre but brilliant eyes
guessing whether her lips would lengthen into a smile and
dimple the corners of her mouth or be pursed into the
conglomerate of rosy wrinkles which marked her moments of
sudden thoughtfulness.  Often, | fear, | just stared at her in
slence, and she would glance up and catch me staring, and
bite her lower lip and flush afaint ivory-pink under her lovely
dusky skin. It ssemed to me that her skin and her voice were
perfectly matched, each a few tones lower than the normal in
the respective scades of tint and sound. Thanks largely to this
quality of contralto in colour and voice, she ssemed wrapped
in warm shadows, and her shadowiness, combined with the
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vitality and humour which shone in her eyes and smile and
guided the movements of her expressve hands, gave to the
whole of her a remarkable effect of depth and richness. | felt
that behind her simple acceptance of what life brought to her
were resrves of power and patience, as well as an innate
humility which touched meto the heart. Shewas so pitifully
aone; and her uncomplaining courage made me, each time |
saw her, the more ambitious to fight her battles—not for her,
for that she would never permit, but at her side.

Y et the deeper | fell into love for her, the more elusive she
became.  Kitty's worldly wisdom—so amusing and so apt
when applied to others—was no comfort in my own distraction.
For three Thursdays running Fanny evaded a meeting, half-
promising to come on the fourth. | waited on the bridge, but
she never came.  Next week in despair | made an afternoon
call at Florizel Thirteen. It was early April and the park
smet of spring. There were severd other visitors, but no
sign of Fanny Hooper. After chafing through an hour of
ribald gaiety, | cornered Kitty in a way which must have
beg]donly too conspicuous. She looked a me under her
eydids.

"What isit, Harry?" she said quietly.

| felt suddenly tongue-tied, and my restless irritation sank
into confused timidity.

"1 wanted to sy goodbye" | said sullenly. "l am afraid |
must be going."

She raised her eyebrows and smiled with her lips only.

"Goodbye then. It was nice of you to come.”

| hesitated a moment and she watched me sardonically. |
had turned to go, when | felt her hand on my arm.

"1 should write, if | were you" she said.

Before | could reply she had moved away and was talking to
vmMeone dx

| took her advice. To Fanny at her lodgings | wrote a
letter which | tried to keep as much under control as possible,
though it is hard to plead desperately that a girl should s
you, without expressing yourself with grester urgency than is
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usua in polite correspondence.  In reply | got afew lines, in
afirm but very youthful handwriting, which seemed at once
plucky and defencdess and brought alump to my throat.

Dear Mr. Somerford,

Thank you for your letter. | should like your advice and
will be at Avenue Bridge next Thursday at six o'clock. | hope
thiswill not betoo early to be convenient, but | have someone
coming to seemeat seven.

Yourstruly,
Fanny Hooper.

| found this a perplexing, rather disquieting note. She
wanted advice; and for that resson she would come. No
reference to our earlier meetings at the very place now sug-
gested. Finally atime limit-——and a narrow one at that. |
worried through the intervening days and arrived at the bridge
in a date of acute but diffident apprehension. She wes aready
there; and after é;reeting me with a pleasant smile, aked
whether we could go to the quiet bar in Park Street.

As we walked along | purposely said nothing. | had the
impression when | met her that she was troubled in spirit, and
this was quickly confirmed when | saw her in the gadight of
the dmost empty sdoon.  She looked wan and tired, and all
manner of forebodings began to jostle one another in my mind.
Perhaps she really needed me—and the thought dispelled my
nervousness and provoked me a once to force the Issue.

"Fanny" | said "you want more than advice. You want
help. Nowtell mewhat I'mtodoand!'l1doit. Anythingin
theworld. | cannot bear to seyou like this—"

| had never dared to gpeek so warmly to her before; and it
thrilled me, despite my anxious sympathy, to se that my
vehemence brought alittle colour into her pale cheeks. When
she replied, her voice was low but steady.

"| wanted to ask you something which, being alawyer, you
will be able to tell me. How can one find out when a divorce
caeistobetried?’
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| felt a mixture of disappointment and bewilderment. Was
that all? And what an extraordinary question!

"A divorce cax? Quite easly. They are st down for
hearing some while ahead and any solicitor can find out. . . .
Isit some special caseyou areinterested in?"

She nodded, and st pulling nervoudly at the gloves which
lay on her lap.

My forebodings returned. Was she herself involved in
some scandal? With an effort | kept my manner cool and
casual.

" | fyou will tell me the name, | will find out for you and let
you know."

She swallowed hard and was evidently near tears.

"The name is Seymore."

" Seymorel"

| stared at her in blank astonishment, then pulled myself
together.

"What isthe other name?" | asked.

" Clive Seymore" she whispered.

This was staggering.

"But . . . but—why-—what have you to do with Clive
Seymore's divorce cass?'

"Nothing-—really—" she ssammered " but |—wasin service
—inhishouse."

For ten seconds | sat, trying to bring order out of the chaos
of speculation and amazement which choked my mind. Then
in aflash | saw it all.

"Soyou ..." | cried; but broke off, realising that | must
handle this extraordinary situation with the greatest delicacy.
Anill-judged remark might finish mefor ever; if on the other
hand | wereskilful and considerate, | might . . . | might . .

After a moment's pause, | laid a hand on Fanny's arm:

"ls it imperative that you get in by seven o'dock?’

She gave me a starded glance.

"Yees ... at least | promised to."

"“Whom did you promise?"

"My friend Lucy, who is coming to see me."
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"I's Lucy anything to do with this divorce cas?'

"She told me it was to happen.”

"Until then you knew nothing of it?"

She shook her head.

| weighed my next words carefully.

"Itisavery drange thing, Fanny, that you decided to a
me about this case  Clive Seymore was a superior officer of
mine. | knew him aswell asajunior can know a senior in a
big government office, and respected him as much as one man
can another. | am every bit as interested in what
befdls him as you can be, and you may be sure that | will
find out all details and let you know them. | don't want to
pry into your affairs, and | daresay your Miss Lucy isthe first
person you want to tell that the needed information can be
got. In that cass we will start back now and you will bein
plenty of time."

To my surprise she showed signs of agitation towards the
end of my embarrassed and rather stilted speech, and when |
stopped talking, clasped her hands together and beet them
sverd times againg her knee.

"Oh no, no!™ ghe cried. "Lucy knows nothing, nothing!
Only that there was to be a divorce. | couldn't possibly ask
her for more particulars and there was no one ds2—no one
but you. But | wanted to know so much—for mysef—only
for mysdf—"

She covered her face with her hands, and | could see her
body racked with stifled sobbing. The sight was too grievous
to be borne, and | burst out:

"Fanny, my poor unhappy little girl, don't cry! Please
trust mel Tell me what Is the matter and let me help you.
You must let me help you, Fanny—if only because | love
you."

It suddenly occurred to me that we were in a public bar and
someone might be watching my darling's tears.  Ready to dedl
faitlifully with even the smallest impudence, | looked around.
There was no one.  The place was deserted; but beyond the
partition | could hear the barmaid talking to a man whose
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voice | recognised. Five minutes ago he had been propped in
semi-intoxication on that stool yonder; now he and she had
moved—to leave us alone. | had often talked loosdy of the
innate tact of the Londoner and his sympathy with love and
sorrow; but this was my first actual experience of it. Blessings
on them both—barmaid and toper; may their shadows never
grow lesd -

Turning back to Fanny, | found that she had dropped her
hands and was gazing at me with tears shining in her eyes.

"Do you know what you said?' she whispered.

"Yes, precious, | know. And | sy it again. | love you,
Fanny. | have loved you for a long time, only | have not
dared to say 0. The sight of you crying gave me courage."

Shejust looked at me; then groped with her hand for mine.

"Is it true?" she said, with such urgency that her voice
almost broke.

| lifted her hand to my lips.

" On this hand—which like its owner is sacred to me—I
swear it istrue. When can | s you for long enough to tell
you all about it?"

She gave a low cry but said nothing; only sat, kneading my
hand between both of hers and crooning a queer little tune to
hersdf. A few moments later she threw back her head, and |
felt a quiver run right down her body, as though she were an
animal shaking water from her fur. Then she poke; and her
voice was clear and strong:

"1 want to go now, Harry. | want to repeat to myself again
and again what you have said. But next Tuesday is my birth-
day and | will ak Miss Cairns to let me off the afternoon if |
stay late on Monday night. Can we go somewhere? And then
you shall tell me all about it."

The choir of angels was singing in my head.

"Can we? Sweetheart, we can and will. Choose for the
world isyours."

"1 choose Rosherville" she said.

"Rosherville? Why?"
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"When we get there, I'll tell you. Now take me outside
and kiss me."

In the darkness of Park Street | kissed my little love, and
she clung so furiously | had some ado to keep my head. The
fever past, we went decoroudy on our way.

v

Tuesday was a perfect April day—a soft clear seque to a
daylong shower. The sky was a pale rain-washed blue, the
sunlight had the gentle warmth of a young girl's smile. We
stood by therail of thelittle steamer asit fussed down London
River, watching the docks and warehouses and tottering rows
of tenements, delighting in them all because of one ancther.
There were very few passengers and we could move from side
to sde at our ease  Except for " Oh, Harry, look at that!":
"Quick, Fanny, or you'll miss this' and similar excited
exclamations of two children on holiday, we said little.
Arrived at Roshervillewewandered hand in hand past flower -
beds and in the cliff-sde—a sort of very shallow cave—there
was a seat and a wide prospect over the gardens and theriver.

We sat down and she held my hand more tightly.

"Look at me, Harry. | have something important—fear-
fully important-—to ask you, and when you look at me it
gives me courage. Areyou still quite, quite sure that what you
said the other night is what you meant? | have wondered
since whether perhaps you were just sorry for me, and in
your dear generous way were trying to comfort me. You se
—no, don't interrupt me, please; | want to say my say—I am
nothing, nothing at all, compared to you and your life. | do
not matter except in so far as | can serve you and give you
pleasure. For me, of course, thereis no onein the world but
you; but that is different, for | have nothing dse and want
nothing ese. But | imploreyou, Harry, if you were just being
kind and trying to cheer meup, say so now. | think | can bear
it now; but if | am to go on seeing you and being with you
and then realisethat it was pity only-—I shall havetodie. And



"FLORIZEL THIRTEEN" 259

| don't want to die, Harry—whilethereisever sotiny abit of
lovingyou to livefor. . . ."

Her voice trembled, and | felt mysdlf near enough to tears
to make gesch difficult. In order to gain a few ssoonds and
take mysdlf in hand, | got up and sood in front of her. Lean-
ing forward | put my hands on her shoulders and gpoke to
her wide pleading eyes which gazed at me with the courage
of desperation, and almost gpoke ther pitiful mesage of
mingled hope and dread.

"Little love' | said "1 have already sworn on your dear
hand that | love you, and | will not svear again. | will just
ak you to bdieve that you are to me what | did not beieve
awoman could be to a man—the very texture of my exisgence
| have not thought a private thought these las months but
what you were part of it. | have not spent an hour between
our meetings without looking forward to the next. My heart
and my mind are full of you; you are the blood in my veins
and the breath in my lungs And now that | have got you
yoursdf, as well asthe dream of you, | shall not let you go—
no, not even if you want to go. It is now too late"

She gave a long desp Sgh, let her head fall badk againg the
rail of the seet and dosad her eyes | looked down at her, and
the face ssamed smoothed of its little lines of trouble. Her
shoulders quivered under my hands. Stooping | presssd my
lips to her, in a lingering but gentle kiss

Fanny's gory did not take very long in the telling, because
whenever she dwdt in detail on other people, | brought her
back to hersdf. "1 don't want to know about so and 0" |
would say. "1 want to know about you. What wereyou
doing?' When, however, we got back to the subject of Clive
Seymorés divorce, we had to be practical. First | mus find
out wherehewas then how matterswere at Aughton; then we
would decide what to do.

As evening fell we went to the main dining-room to get
ome food. The place was not very crowded and we get a
quiet corner table. She left me to tidy hersdf up, while |
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ordered dinner. | demanded some champagne immediately,
and straight off the icee. When she returned, | filled our
gassesand gave her atoad:

"To my darling Fanny, and may she never be lonely or
unhappy again."

She smiled and blushed and drank the toast, and her sweset
little face was lovely with tenderness and trust.

| had put down my glass and was just looking at her in a
daze of incredulous delight, when | noticed that she had
pinned to her dress a brooch which | had not seen before.

"What is that pretty brooch, sweetheart? You were not
wearing it this afternoon?"

“"No. | had itin my bag. | decided | would put it on after
| had told you about Mr. Seymore. He gave it me, you sse—
when | was quitea littlegirl. | havenever wornit. | wanted
to wear it for the first time when something really lovely
happened to me; but nothing did—till you came, Harry, and
wanted me."

| could not jump up and kiss her as | longed to do; so |
stretched across and squeezed her little hand as it lay beside
her glass.

"May | look at it?"

She unpinned the brooch without a word and handed it to
me. As | held it under the light, rich changing gleams of blue
and green shone in the large central sone. A delicate border
of diamonds, crowned with fleur-de-lys, flashed like a fringe
of sparks ringing a deep clear pool of water.

"Oh, Fanny, it's lovely! And so right for you—deep and
calm, but radiant and sparkling. What isit?"

"Itisazircon."

"1 never heard of it."

"Nor |, naturally. But | managed to find out. The Clara
Williams | told you of has an uncle who is a jeweller, and he
was most interested. He said this stone is very, very unusual.
Zircons are not uncommon—smaller and shallower and of
much paler colour; but he had never even heard tell of one of
the size and purity and rich colouring of this. You must se
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itinsunlight. Itisamosttoo beautiful to be borne."

"How clever of Seymore to choose it—no, more than
clever. Didhesay why?"

She was pinning her brooch on again and did not answer
immediately.

"Yes" she said at last. "You won't laugh at me, if | tell
you? No; | didn't mean that. Of course you won't. I'm a
bit shy, that's all. He chose it because it reminded him of
sunshine on a pool of seawater which lay in a cleft of rock in
a cove on the Yorkshire coast. When he loved my mother
they were in that cove—by the side of that pool. My name is
Vandra, really—which means 'water-girl' or 'water-sprite'.
Fanny is just for short."

"And for very sweet, angel. What a touching little story.
| wonder if | shall ever stop finding out sad, lovely little things
about you. 'Vandra'—that is beautiful, too and 'water-sprite'
is perfect. But | shall stick to 'Fanny'—sweetest of sprites—
until | change my mind."

Asdinner progressed | told myself that | must now definitely
raise the question of our future, a problem which during the
ecstatic hours of the afternoon | had purposely ignored. My
mind was working in adirection which surprised even myself.
For us to be lovers she was clearly as eager as |. | knew that
| had only to find some discreet and convenient refuge, and
shewould moveinto it forthwith. But somehow the prospect
did not please me. In the early days of our acquaintance | had
been scrupulously careful not to force the pace, just because
the milieu in which she worked might seem to invite me to
do so. Now her utter solitariness and the confiding ardour
with which she would have come to me, made me hanker
after the very regularity she would neither demand nor
expect.

When the coffee was on the table and the waiter had gone
away, the moment had clearly come.

"Fanny" | said, hoping to hide my nervousness under a
cloak of brusque authority. "We will now decide how soon
we can get married."
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abslhe did not answer at once, but smiled quietly across the
table.

"We are not going to get married" she replied.

This brought me up with ajerk.

"Not going to—! Fanny, you're joking."

"No, my dearedt, | am not joking."

"But—but—what did you think—"

"Oh, | knew you meant that and were going to suggest it;
ifonly I could, I would love you more than ever for doing o.
But we won't—not yet at any rate."

"Then what—and why, Fanny?'

"Let's pay for dinner and go outside. 1'll try to explain
under the trees."

The gardens twinkled with little lamps, which seemed to
throw the winding paths and d(le?/s into deeper shade. It was
warm and windless. She tucked an arm through mine, and
slipping her hand into my coat-pocket, held my hand there.

"I wonder if I can make you understand” e began. "I
have told you about myself—who | am, what | have done and
seen and known.  You have told me who you are—though”
(with alow ripple of laughter) "I am afraid | was not listening
very carefully, because it does not matter who or what you
are, except that you are you, and love me.  But you have your
caer and your friends, and | do not belong to your public
lifeat all. 1 am only anobody, without importance to anyone
but you, and my importance to you is private to the two of us.
Love—just the love of one man and one girl—is no busness
of the world's. The world only comes into it when the girl
can help her man with the people he has to meet and the work
he has to do. | cannot do elther of these things for you; | can
only love you—give you all there is of me—be somewhere
waiting for you when you are tired or feel you want me. |
should be frightened to be your wife, Harry, but | want—oh,
how | want—to be your love-girl!"

| made a brusque movement as though about to spesk, but
ghe hurried on:

"And that is why, on our first holiday together, 1 wanted
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to come here. | came here once before with Chunks (I told
you about him—or tried to—but you wouldn't attend) and
as we were walking towards the gate in the evening—it was
warm and dark and lovely, as it is now—I saw a man and a
girl making love in a kind of summer-house. | only had a
momentary glimpse; but there was a lost-to-the-worldness
about themwhichthrilled meright through. | believe | grew

in that moment. | have never for é;otten the complete

sorption of those two in themsalves; and | made up my mind
that, if ever | waslucky enough to have area lover of my own,
| would get him to bring me here and love me as that girl
was being loved. So please, Harry; | want you to love me,
now."

While she had been spesking, the marvel of my having
found and won this enchanting cresture made me amost
dizzy. The pathos and pride of her, the wildness of her
surrender and the simple sweatness of her humility, filled me
with triumph and reverence. With her last urgent words, |
mana%ed to find my voice:

"Oh, Fanny, Fanny. There are no words to say what |
would like to say, no words worthy to answer you as you
deserve. But | am not going to do what you ask and love you
now, for somewhat the same reason as you give for saying
you will not marry me. | f you and | are to have a secret love-
story because our hg)pinem is our concern only, our first
coming together shall be secret dso. | thank heaven for
Rosherville because of what it did to you, and for my own
unbelievable fortune in reaﬁlng the result; but when | teke
my love-girl, it shall be ceremony and beauty and behind
friendly wals."

She stood silent, her eyes on the ground. At last de
murmured:

"| expect you areright, darllng Letltbeso But mekeit
soon, Harry, very very soon. . . .
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LITTLE WELBECK STREET had several claimsto distinction. In
thefirg place, although it had all the characteristics of a mews,
it was not itself a mews at all but merely the approach to one.
In the second place, it had houses on one side only, the other
consisting of the blank house and garden walls of dwellings
facing on to Welbeck and Wimpole Streets. In the third
place its single residential terrace was built in the best style of
eighteenth-century London—with severe, well-proportioned
facades, ddicate fanlights over simple front doors, brickwork
smartly pointed in white, and degant railings enclosing areas
cleanly white-washed to lighten the basements to the utmost.
In the fourth place, nhumber five was occupied by Mrs.
Muggleton.

This last recommendation was personal to mysef, for Mrs.
Muggleton—though doubtless held in respect and affection
by many other people—was a very special friend of mine.
Thewidow of a man who had been my father's coachman for
many years, she had been a beloved figure of my childhood,
an ally and confidante during my school-days, and ever since
| had grown up, a loved and loyal sympathiser. When my
father died—ten years previoudy—my mother, who had never
liked Muggleton or his wife, declared she could not afford to
keep a carriage and would hire at need from the Livery
Stables. The ex-coachman thereupon took a lease of Five
Little Welbeck Street, and started a one man hire-business.
He was doing very nicely (there was plenty of emergency
work in that district for areally smart brougham with a sober
and skilful coachman) when, kept waiting one bitter night
some way from his stable, he took off his own cape and coat
and put them over his precious horse. The horse was none
the worse; but Muggleton went down with a bad chill and
never left his bed again.

264
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| was able in several ways to help poor Mrs. Muggleton in
the distress and difficulties of her first months of widowhood,
and for a week or two actually lodged in her house, so as to
be able to spend more time getting her affairs in order. She
decided so0 to arrange and re-furnish her home as to provide
accommodation for two sets of lodgers on her upper floors,
herself retaining ground floor and basement. In this also |
was able to help her, and introduced her first tenant—a
barrister named Julian Carteret, who although some years
my senior was perhaps my most intimate friend. Since then |
paid her regular visits, remembered her birthday, brought her
quaint things from holidays abroad and generally did what |
could to repay all the kindness and affection she had shown
me in my youth.

When it was decided that Fanny and | s& up an unofficial
establishment, | thought immediately of Muggsy. The house
was centrally situated, and Fanny (who was determined to go
on with her job) could as easly continue to work for Kitty
Cairnsfrom thereasfrom Marylebone Road. Muggsy her self
had all the good-natured Cockney's fondness for lovers, and
| was confident that her attachment to me and her dislike of
my mother and sster would reconcile her to connivance at
my irregular union.

| was perfectly candid with her. Wewere sitting over some
very strong tea in her neat basement kitchen, when | made my
consider ed speech:

"Muggsy, | have fallen in love with the most adorable
creature alive. There are reasons why we shall not marry—
at any rate immediately—but we are going to live together,
and that as soon as possble. | want Miss Hooper to come and
lodge with you, and | shall be in and out as often as | possibly
can. It's no good saying that you've no room, because the
card is in your front window and Mr. Carteret told me
yesterday the top floor was vacant. And don't try to look
shocked, becauseyou won't do it well and | shan't believe you."

She stirred her tea, watching me with shrewd and amused

eyes.
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"You'rea cod one and no migake' she said. " Does your
ma know anything of this?'

"Not at the moment. But she will, | daresay. Anyway
sesbound to smdl arat. | don't care | don't care about
anything but my Fanny; and if they don't likeit, they can lump
it. As a matter of fact, he and my sge go for ther annual
vigt to Scotland in two or three weks and won't be in
London again till September. When they leave | shall move
to the Club as usual. But this time | shall not return to
Kensngton in the autumn. | am not going to live at home
any more. | am going to live here"

"Ho! You'll liveheretoo? Then will you be wanting the
young lady to have a double room? Or isit two sngles?’

"Muggsy, you're being a goo2 |'ve told you as plainly
as| can that we shall beliving as man and wife. Two sngles
indeed! You'll be wanting to degp with us yoursdf, as
chaperon, in a minute!"

"Therenow, Mr. Harry, therés no call to be inddicatel”
The old dear was trying hard to difle her laughter. " And
what accommodation would Miss—e—Miss—"

" Miss Hooper—Christian name Fanny—and an angd out
of heaven."

"What accommodation beyond a double room will Miss
Angd require?’

" She mug have a really nice dtting-room, and if thereisa
little extra room near by for odds and ends |'d like her to
have that also—"

"Odds and ends?’ dhe queried, danting her eyes at me.
" Not yet awhile, surdy?'

| jumped up and kissed the top of her head:

"Now who's being inddicatel You are an old darling,
Muggsy, and we'll go upgairs and view the premises”

* * * * *

Of the first months of my life with Fanny | will only sy
that ther swvednes—and hers—excesded even my mod
extravagant hopes As dhe gradually log the conviction of
her own gditariness—a conviction which, | am sure had
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dominated her adolescence and, though patiently accepted,
shadowed it—her capacity for enjoying every moment of her
day blossomed like a flower. She was dways cheerful, dways
busy; but her gaiety was never strident nor her housewifery a
bustle. Asfor her gallantry in love, | could only give thanks
to the good ange who strengthened me agangt her first

jonate appeal, and helped me to insist that friendly walls,
Instead of the scented groves of Rosherville, enclose our first
embrace. The walls of Muggsy's house were more than
friendly. Possbly they were grateful for the beauty and
harmony which Fanny brought to them.

So far, in fact, as Little Welbeck Street was concerned, life
was unblemished happiness. Muggsy adored her lodger (as
| knew she would); gave us much too much to eat, and threw
herself with enormous zed into the whole conspiracy of stolen
bliss. But outside there were times of trial, of which the most
sarious involved my family. Sometimein July, after she had
been in Scotland five or six wesks (and Fanny In Little Wel-
beck Street about a month), | wrote from the Club to my
mother a careful and | hope, dutiful letter, saying that | had
decided not to live at home in future. | promised | would
come and s her regularly, but said candidly that the socid
duties of Kensington bored me and that | believed she and
Kate, no less than I, would really be happier apart. | got no
answer. Then one day, more than afortnight later, an office-
kegper informed me with shocked respect that a lady was
asking for me.  Unsuspecting | went downstairs to the waiting
room, and found Kate. Shewastight and white and evidently
in amood of repressve pugnacity. She asked with dangerous
civility whether | could spare her half an hour for a private
conversation. | fetched my hat, and we went out into the
dusty August doldrums of St. Jamess Park.

| was fairly prepared for what wes to happen and waited
for Kate to pesk.

"You wrote to mamma two weeks ago. She showed me
the letter and | told her not to reply to it."

"Redlly?' | said mildly. "Why did you do that?'
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"Because | wished to meke some enquiries.”

"Enquiries. What about?'

"About the real reason for your extraordinary attempt to
break up our home."

"Aren't Kou being a little extravagant, Kate?' | said. "I
hardly think for aman of thirty, who haslived with his mother
more or less all hislife, to sy he is going to live somewhere
d=e in ey reach of her, is quite equivalent to bresking up a
gr:)fmeb Besdes—forgive my saying so—is it altogether your

ar?'

She tossed her head.

"Anything which concerns mamma is my affair, and you
can be as oily and sarcadtic as you like. Y ou won't frighten
me. | made up my mind to find out what wes at the back of
all this, and I've done s0."

She proceeded to let me have it good and strong. | listened
without resentment, feeling she was only saying her piece
and had to get through with'it. But | knew that any moment
she would go too far and permit herself to say something
impermissible.  So when she paused for breath, | put in a
word of warning:

"Kate, pleasgd | don't want usto quarrel, and | beg you not
to sy anything which might lead usto do so. | don't mind
what you have been saying about me. It is not for you to
admit or deny my right to be independent, and you ae at
liberty to call me names for an hour if it helps your conscience.
But | warn you that there are things | will not tolerate—"

She had worked herself up into a rea fenzy of indignation,
and interrupted me with deliberate insolence:

"So we arenot to quarre? That's charming! Mammais to
submit to your abominable Hfidiness—ay a little privately,
perhaps, but accept her son's decision and tell her friends that
the poor boy is 'bored with Kensington'—while you wallow
about with your filthy harlot, whom you have the impudence
to putoin lodgings with an old servant of the family!  Oh—"

| had taken hold of her wrist, and my fingers are fairly
strong. She stopped her ranting and began to whimper:
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"Harry! You are hurting me!"

"No" I said. "I amnothurtingyouatall, muchas| should
like to. | am merely stopping your nasty mind escaping
through your mouth. Y ou have chosen to insult the woman
I love. Allright. Thengo back to mother and tell her that so
long as | am liable to meet, or even see you in Phillimore
Gardens, | shall not come there. You have succeeded in
parting your mother from her son, and | hope you are satisfied.
Now leave me, before | do you a mischief."

| flung her arm back at her, and stood digging my nails into
my palms, while hatred of her struggled with traditions of
decency. She skipped out of reach and almost spat at me.

"Y ou low, disgusting beast! | never want to seeyou again.”

The tension relaxed. As before, | did not mind what Kate
said of me.

"The wish is reciprocal" | said. "But you had better give
mother my message, for in three days | shall write it to her."

That evening | found my little love sewing busily by the
fireside. She jumped up with a cry of welcome and ran to
kiss me. But with her hands aready on my shoulders, her
expression changed and she drew away:

"Harry! My poor darling! What is the matter?"

"The matter, sweetheart? Nothing. Why? Am | bleeding
or something?"

"No, no. Nothinglikethat. But something has happened
to make you unhappy or angry. | can tell, just by looking at
your eyes. What isit, dear heart? Tell me what itis."

| took her in my arms, and kissed her rich resilient eyebrows
and her absurd little nose and the moist enchantment of her
lips.

"Something good in the long run, sweetness. You have
refused to come into my world, so | am coming into yours.
Henceforth it is you and I, and Nanny and poor Seymore (if
we can find them), and Julian and one or two more—and all
of Kensington can go to hell. But always you and |, Fanny;
swear tomeitisfor always—youand| ! "

| then told her briefly of my beastly encounter with Kate.
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She said nothing and turned the conversation. Late that
night, as she lay with her head on my shoulder and the scent
of her hair was lulling me to deep, she whispered:

"When you want to go back . . . back to your own people
_hgll(lju will go, won't you, Harry? | shall beall right; realy |
S .II

The arm which crushed her againgt me forgot its strength.
Also, in my half dream, anger againg Kate had once more
laid hold of meand I had dimly thought the yielding body was
my sister's,

"Oh, Harry!" she moaned. "Areyou killing me?'

Her stifled cry brought me instantly to wakeflilness.

"l amjust aclumsy brute, Fanny" | saidinto her ear. "But
God knows | loveyou!"

* * * * *

The second "outside complication” caused by my new way
of life may be thought hardly to desarve the name, but to
have been merely a pale reflection of the first. Actualy it
was infinitely more isagreeable, partly because it lasted much
Ion?er partly because | could not sy a word about it to my

arling, who would have blamed hersdf, and been unhappy
to the depths of her humble sengtive little soul.

Among the men | knew—colleagues in the office and casud
friends made socialy—were some who saw fit to drop my

uaintance when it ?radually lesked out that | was livingin
gings with a girl from nowhere. However little | might
care for their good opinion or their amity (which was very
little indeed), | found the formation period of our estrange-
ment a severe nervous strain. | had to force myself to go to
the Club with reasonable regularity, and frankly dreaded the
inevitable sudden encounters with men | used to know quite
well, but who might now treat me to a blank tare or look
through me as though | were not there at all. Gradually the
enemy declared themselves; and once | knew where | was, |
learnt how to cut an ex-acquaintance with the best of them.
But it was a dow process and a hateful one.

In compensation | had the warming experience of continued
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friendship with other men, who either consdered the affar
none of their busness or actualy approved it. Chief among
the latter was Julian Carteret, who had been in the secret from
the beginning, to whom | had introduced Fanny at the earliest
possible moment, and who now was a staunch and affectionate
ally of usboth. | would have liked to be aleto tell himin
words how deeply | appreciated the delicacy of his champion-
ship, at the time when the extent of my ostracism was still
undefined. He went out of his way to be ssen with mein

aces where unexpected and doubtful contacts were liable to

made; he ssemed to know by instinct who was likely to be

crudely insulti n% to me, who would funk outright discourtesy
but ex a few apparently civil words and then cr
awey to blather behind my back, who liked me well enoug
for myself (or was sufficiently well-bred) to be content for
me to manage my own private life without his approval or
otherwise. Nor was this ogtentations fidelity the only service
he rendered. More than once he restrained me from taking
violent revenge on some unusually offengve detractor. "Don't
be a fool, Harry" he would sy firmly. "Of course you can
thrash the swine with one hand; but it won't do any good.
L et them spill their venom and be damned. Thereal kindness
to Fanny isto keep quiet. 1t will all over." Of course he
wasright; and, as| say, | wish | could have thanked him out-
right for all hishelp. But menfind it hard to say things of the
kind to one another; and I got no further than looking my
gratitude and acting it. | expect he understood.

* * * * *

There was one other magjor problem—external to Little
Welbeck Street yet closdly concerning it—which required as
prompt a solution as possible, and that was the problem of
Clive Seymore. Once again Julian was implicated, beceuse
once agan his help wes needed. Fanny and | agreed that it
was hardly for usto tell himthat she was Seymore's daughter;
but we explained our anxiety to find out what had become of
Seymore by stressing the long-standing relationship between
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hisfamily and that of Fanny's mother, with my having known
him thrown in as make-weight.

Julian was well placed for getting information as to what
had transpired after the divorce had been granted in the early
summer. We did not fed in need of detalls of the case itself
which, even though undefended, had attracted the notice of
ome of the sensation mongering papers. During what |
liked to call our "courting days' Fanny and | had studied a
few of these reports hoping to be eble to read between the
lines. But after writing up the family connections and socia
prominence of the parties, the reporters had found themsdves
sadly short of spicy material and soon decided that the Sey-
more cax was afumier manque. Consequently "between the
lines" wes devoid of sense as the lines themsdlves, and as the
lurid emptiness only caused Fanny distress without telling
her anything of vaue, we read no further.

Soon fter the beginning of the autumn term, Julian came
to our sitting room one evening and announced that he had
got what information there was

"Seymore is living a his Y orkshire home—hy the way he
is.'Sir Clive' now; you knew the old man had died? Almost
the entire edae hes sold or is up for sde, and he must be
finding things very difficult. No one sses him and apparently
he never goes outside his own grounds.”

"Oh dear!" sghed Fanny "1 wonder who looks after him.
Some of the old sarvants must be there.”

"I'm afraid | can't tell you that, Mrs. Harry" said Julian
(he dways cdled her "Mrs. Harry"—a sort of compromise
between persond friendship and the observance of correct
terminology so important to the legd mind). "The fellow
who told me the little | know was sitting in court while the
case was on and, although Seymore did not gppear, felt sym-

athetlc with him and ton(iléfans to enquire what became of

im. | gather the lady a bad impression. Oh, yes—
therewas onelittlething he told mewhich might interest you.
Y ou remember she accusad her husband of smuggling a | eft-
handed child of his own into the house—"
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Fanny was sewing, and | felt rather than saw her sart
violently. She gave a faint cry and next moment was sucking
her finger, very red in the face and suspicioudy bright in the
eyes. Julian stopped short.

"What's happened, darling?" | asked, though | knew
well enough.

She had control of herself now, removed the finger and
excused hersdf with charming confusion.

"l amsosorry, Mr. Carteret. Likeaclumsythingl pricked
my finger rather badly. It's all right now. Please go on—
about the girl in the house."

He gave her a quick, appraising look.

"Ah,yes Did | sy shewasagirl? Well, shewas, andthe
judge enquires how Mrs. Seymore—no, she was Lady Some-
thing, wasn't $he? no matter—how the plaintiff knew this girl
was the defendant's daughter. The question seems to shake
Lady—er—" ("Alicia", | put in) "—of course, thanks—to
shake Lady Alicia up a bit. She makes out that as soon as
she saw the child, she felt there was something familiar about
her, and" (he was now looking rather hard at Fanny, with
just a gleam of mischief at the back of his impassve face)
"when she heard her voice—her voice, mind you—she was
quite certain. Certain of what? That the child was like her
husband. The judge isn't at all satisfied with this. 'Come,
come he says 'you are not asking the Court to believe that
an apparent likeness in appearance and voice between a girl
of fourteen and a man of forty proves the former to be the
latter's daughter? Is this all the evidence you had before
bringing this gratuitous extra charge againg your husband?
Very reluctantly the lady has to admit that she had previoudy
sent a confidential agent to her husband's home neighbourhood
to collect any private information he could find. 'What sort of
information ?' aks hislordship. 'To Mr. Seymor€scredit or
otherwise? No; not exactly to his credit. About any early
love affairsand so on. 'l ¢ saysthejudge. 'You wanted to
pry into his past just in case you might beforced in the future
to come to the Court to heal your poor broken heart. Very
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prudent. And what did your 'confidential agent* find out?
That M. Seymore, asa young man, had had an affair with a
farmer's daughter, and that a girl child had been born. The
incident ss:ms to have been known to several people in the
neighbourhood, who took it quite calmly. *A pity their
example has not been more generally followed' sys his
lordship dryly. And lets her go."

Watching Julian as hetalked, | had cometo redliss that he
knew Fanny was the girl in the casg and had adopted this
indirect means of telling us 0. | was wondering how bes to
turn the subject and kegp the conversation on general lines
until I had an opportunity of talking to him (and to her) alone,
when to my surprise she said in her low dear voice, without
looking up from her work:

"Mr. Carteret, Harry told methat at one time Lady Alicia
al accused her hushand of setting this child of his to gy on
her. Wasanything said in Court about that?"

"No. Nothing about that."

Fanny laid her sawingin her lap and gared into the fire.

"Wasit wise of Mr. Seymore not to defend?' she asked.

"Mrs. Harry" he said gently, "no outdder can sy in
delicate matters of this sort what a man should or should not
have done From a purely material point of view he would
have done better to defend; for it is an open seoret she was
mor e guilty than hewas and hewould have saved the alimony,
which | gather hecan ill afford. But he may have shrunk from
the publicity—perhaps on his own account, more likely on
acoount of his daughter, who would have been a leading wit-
nes and who hastheright to blame him? Asthings turned
out, his palicy saved her not only from having to appear but
from being even mentioned by name. My friend told me it
was almog noticeable how the girl's name was never revealed.
Thejudge actually gopped L ady Alicia at one moment, when
it ssamed that shewas going'to say it. There can be no doubt
that that was one of the conditions made by Seymoréslawyers
and acoepted by the petitioners. Rather touching, | thought.
And sucoesful—for nobody knows her name.”
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He got up from his chair and crossed the room to take his
leave of Fanny. She looked up at him as he sood by her Sde,
and smiled a little, wistful smile.

"Yet you know it, Mr. Carteret, don't you?"'

He bowed over her hand:

"Yes my dear. | know it—and, | am proud to sy, its
owner aln. Good-night and God bless you both."

From the doorway of the Plough Inn at Aughton Seymore
| watched Fanny's dogged little figure sart on its Sdlitary
way to vigt her father. It was the third wesk of a golden
October. Therewas colour in thetress, in therich soil, in the
chickens scuttering aorass the road, in the walls and roofs of
the humble but medlow buildings which lined the village
dregt. Only in her dear cheks when she left me, was no
colour. She was frightened for him and racked with worry.
Incongruous on her plain tight-bodied dress and emphassng
the pallor of her face her beautiful zircon brooch glowed
blueand green on her bosom. | had fingered it, questioningly.
"I n case he does not recognise me' she had said, with a
fleting smile, "or is supidous | daressy he sugpeds every-
one jud at present.”

We had arrived the night before. In London Fanny had
written a letter to Seymore but had torn it up. "Beter he
should have no chance to hide' she said. " I n his mood, the
neares intruders are the mod to befeared.” In thetrain to
York | had ssn a grand opportunity to raise once more the
guegtion of marriage. "You sy | mug not come with you
when you go to Aughton; that Sir Clive may be in no mood
to know that his daughter isliving with a man, and espedally
onefrom thevery officehehashad to leave. May shenot even
be engaged to such a man?"

"Oh darling!" she cried, putting my arm round her and
curling hersdf againg me. " Don't make it harder. | only
want to are you both until | sse how things are. If all goes
well, you shall come with me the second time.”
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"But, sweetheart—your father apart, why not marriage
on? | am free of the things which you thought stood in the
way. | am just the other half of you; and no one cares what
either of us do—except me."

"Andme, Harry! | docare Indeed | care about nothing
dse. But-—oh, | don't know how to put it—| am an outside
person. | always have been, and | am too proud to come
inside—at any rate at present. If being your wife could be any
lovelier than being what | am now, | might be tempted. But
it couldn't; nothing could. And to have this happiness, and
still be 'outside’, gives me a sort of extra delight in what has
happened." Wriggling round, she peered anxioudy into my
face "You aren't angry with me?"

"Silly child! | doubt if I could be, except on your own
account. Will you promise me this—that after you have
been 'outside’ for another six months; all right, another year
—you will do what | want?"

She considered my question carefully and answered with
another:

"Will you trust me to say on my own when | want it too?"

| nodded.

"Leaveit likethat then, Harry. Please! It may bein three
weeks or six months or longer. | don't know. But | will own
up . . . truly.”

The dight figure climbed a stile on the left and was logt to
sight. | lit my pipe and started for a walk in the other direc-
tion. What will she find? | wondered. Will she be happy
when she comes back, or in despair? | wished | could have
s2en her safdy to the house at least. But she had refused to
hear of it. "No. | should know my way in the dark. It is
only just over two years since | was there. Beddes | may
meet someone who knows me." So | had let her go, and was
now walking nowherein particular, just tokill time.

| had been back at the inn for an hour when she returned.
She shut the door of our little parlour behind her, threw her
bonnet on to the settee and ran intomy arms. | had a glimpse
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of a tremulous mouth and of tears seeping through her lashes
as she buried her head on my chest. | stood a few moments
holding her close.  She was absolutely still. Sheis not crying
for grief, 1 told mysdf: she is shocked or exhausted. At lagt
| gathered her up—a featherweight absurdity to hold my great
carcase in her thrall—and sat in the big chair, with her body,
limp as that of a kitten, crumpled against me. She began to
speak into my waistcoat, her voice without a tremor but her
face still hidden.

"1 saw him, Harry. Heis so aged and beaten—that gentle,
proud man whose boots they were unworthy to lick. How do
the ungodly flourish-—isn't that right? It's near enough. And
she is peacocking about London, beast that she is, while he
sts there behind the shutters with his heart broken and his
lifein ashes Oh, Harry—what can | do, what can | do?"

I held her more tightly and rocked her gently to and
fro.

"Never mind at present, little love. Jug lie there safely
and rest. Remember you are not alone any more."

For a while she was silent, snuggling againg me till | felt
the warmth of her stir my ssnses  After a few minutes she
spoke again:

"I told him about you. He seemed glad. But | am not sure
wheter he remembered you or connected the name with the
office. | did not mention the office—merdy that | had a lover
now and was safe and happy. He would like to see you to-
morrow. Will you come and see him?"

" Of coursg, if you both wish it."

"Nanny is with him" she went on, talking in a low mono-
tone as though reciting to herself rather than reporting to
another. "That is one comfort. But she is getting old, and
what happens when she goes? Someone must be with him and
there is no one—no one but me."

"Do not meet troubles half way, sweetheart. When need
arises we will sse what can be done. Now you are going to lie
down and rest. Sleep, if you can."

| carried her to the low cottagey bedroom, with its small
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window almos on the floor and its irregular doping ceiling,
laid her on thebig feather bed, took off her shoesand coat, and
wrapped her inarug. She submitted passvely and said no
word. When | came back from filling our travelling foot-
warmer with hot water and put it at her feet, she was lying
perfectly still, with her long dark lashes adegp upon her
cheks

Next morning wewalked aorass thefiddstowardstheHall.
| looked forward with some dread to the coming interview,
for the rdationship in which | good to Seymore was dually
ddicate. | had no idea how, if he recognised me, the thought
that | had known him in hisdays of glory would fuse with the
realisation that | was now his daughter'slover. But | kept my
forebodings to mysdf and tried to talk naturally to Fanny of
the countrysde and the final splendours of the dying year.
We came In dght of the house some little while before we
reached it for it sood on the cregt of a low hill and we were
crossing the levds over which it faced. The October qun lit
the long gone facade to a soft yelow grey, and | looked with
interest at the building which Fanny had often described to
me. Certainly the great gone birds were very curious, and |
was wondering whether they were not dw likdy to be
dangerous (for they were manifestly over-sized, and a srong
gale might bring one crashing down if the gonework were at
all perished) when | was sruck by a lack of symmetry in ther
digposal. Surdy one was mising? Was there aways a gap
in the birds on the right? | aked. She looked up towards
the house and sopped short. "Indeed no! | did not notice
yeserday. It mus have fallen." We looked at one another,
but said nothing more.

| was rdlieved to find no Sgns of actual neglect or desolation
in the outbuildings through which we had to passto reach the
housedoor. The place was slent, certainly; and the only
human beng | saw was a gable lad, who came out of the barn
with a loaded hay-fork and douched pas us without even
raisng his eyes But the grave of the drive was dear of wesds
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and only a few blades of grass pushed up between the its of
the large paved yard. Fanny rang the bell and an old butler
inrusty black cameto thedoor. He smiled acordia greeting.

"Comein, Miss Fanny, comein. And we hope you come
often. Your visit did the master real good yesterday."

"l amvery glad, Mr. Tyas. ThisisMr. Somerford, cometo
cal 00 Sir Clive; Harry, Mr. Tyas has been here many, many
years and | doubt if Aughton could get on without him."

The old man bowed respectfully.

"Ay,itisalongtime, sir" hesad, "and may beabitlonger
yet beforemy time isup. Let me take your coat and hat, Sir.
Miss Fanny, will you go through or shdl | tell Sir Clive you
are here?'

"Better tell him.  We will find Mrs. Heaviside first and be
with him in five minutes."

Once again | had the exPerlence of seeing for myself some-
thing Fanny had frequently deSCI'Ibed---'[hIS time the square
surface-grim figure of the former housekeeper at Upper
Belgrave Street. | think she was probably as shy as | wes, for
ghe received Fanny's introduction with stiff formality; but
she was dso curious, and | was uneasily conscious of being
shrewdly and critically measured up. We exchanged a few
awkward sentences, and then Fanny, with the briskness of
embarrassment, suggested we go in search of the madter.

"Goodbye for the moment, Nanny. |'ll see you agan
before we go."

The old woman merely nodded.

"Rather alarming” | whispered to Fanny as we went down
the passage
She queezed my hand.

"1t is the watch-dog in her. Sheis afraid for her adored
Clive. She will accept you soon, and then love you for my
ske as she now loves me for his."

Fanny knocked on a door to the left of a wide irregular
hall, which we reached through a baize-door at the back.
There seemed to be no principal entrance or front door to
this hall, though I could tell from the shape of the windows
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that it lay just beyond the main facede of the house. Next
moment we were In the presence of Clive Seymore. He wes
sitting close to a bright fire, in an upright arm-chair with a
rug over his knees.  He was pale, and the look he gave us as
we entered was listless and dull, but apart from a suggestion
of ﬁging in his chesks, he was less changed than | had
feared. He made no attempt to rise. Fanny ran to him and
kissed him, and a flicker of welcome passed across his face.
Holding his hand she stepped aside for me to approach:

"Andrew, this is Harry Somerford, whom you wanted to
se Harry, my father."

He looked at me with alack of expressonin his eyes which
| found grievous and unnerving.

"How do you do, sir."

There was nothing dse to say.

A wan smile just touched his lips.

"I am very glad to s you, Mr. Somerford” he said, in the
dusky voice which | remembered from the past and now
loved dearly as part of my darling's inheritance. "Y ou must
forgive an invalid remaining seated; but | am not strong these
days. Still, seeing my littlegirl again has put some heart into
Lne, and to know that she is happy is the best news you can

ring."

"I hope deis hapdpy, Sir Clive" | sad. "She desarves to
be, if ever awoman did."

Fanny stretched out her other hand to me.

"Dear Harry! | deserve very little of the good life you
have given me."

She made no pretence of being other than loverlike, and |
concluded she had been quite open with her father as to how
things were with us.  Perhgps this made the position esser;
but 1 was not at all sure.

"Vannchen" sad Seymore (and the pet-name caught my
attention and pleased me) "will you be very kind and go and
ak Nanny to make me some tea now, and have the sherry
sent in for yourself and Mr. Somerford. | am sure you would
both like a glass and a piece of cake after your walk."
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She went at once. As the door closed behind her Seymore
pointed to a chair. He seemed suddenly more vigorous.

"Please sit down, Somerford. It is strange our meeting
again in these circumstances. How are things in the office?"

| managed not to appear taken aback and to play up to his
sudden mood of realism. | told him a few general items of
office news and at the end ventured to say:

"We all miss you, sir, and were distressed to hear of your
bad illness. There are several others who could better have
been spared, if someone's health had to break down."

He smiled almost with animation, and | was glad to see a
little colour had come into his cheeks.

"That is very handsomely put, and | thank you. | need
hardly say that for me the break was a disaster. To have been
busy and interested and then to have nothing to do-—nothing
—that is terrible. Indeed I thought | should not be able to
bear it at first. But no man can die when he wants to, except
he kill himself; and | should be ashamed to do that. .So |
relapsed into the state in which you see me—perhaps | should
sy 'would have seen me two days ago', for first Vandra
coming, and then you, has given me something but myself
to think about. Do you want to talk to me about Vandra?
Itisforyouto say; for | didlittle enough for her while | could
and now there is nothing | can do."

"I would like to talk about her for hours, Sir Clive. But
my song in Fanny's honour must wait a better opportunity.
She will be here any moment. May | say one thing—at the
risk of seeming absurd? It is this. | want her to marry me;
but she will not—not yet. Can you persuade her. . . ."

His eyes were no longer dead, but astir with intelligence
and quiet irony.

"This situation is becoming more and more bizarre" he
said. "Itis most unusual for a suitor to ask a parent's help in
regularising his daughter's union. Maybe it is even more
unusual for the parent to say that he sees the daughter's point
of view. | should be proud to think of you two as man and
wife; but | can sympathise with Vanny's non-conformity and



282 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

—well, | have some reason for not regarding marriage as the
element in a love-affair which is made in Heaven. Heaven's
work comes at an earlier stage—if it comes at all. Be patient,
Somerford, and ﬁou will get your way. Meantime love her
and take care of her; and know that you have, for what little
it is worth, the blessing of one who had made a sad mess of
'Ehings, but really knew better—yes, | assure you, really knew

etter.”

| had walked to the window while he was spesking, in-
stinctively, | think, to save embarrassment for both of us. |
found myself looking out on a weed-grown gravel terrace,
scattered over which—just in front of my eyes—were the
broken pieces of a huge bird, carved in stone. Nervously
anxious to change the subject | said, when he had finished:

"One of your great heraldic birds has fallen, | sse That is
very sad. How did it happen?’

"I had it levered off the cornice when my father died” he
_reg)Iied quietly. "A sort of totemism, | suppose. Silly, wasn't
it

We stayed a week a Aughton Seymore, seeing Fanny's
father daily and rejoicing to observe a dow hedling of his
wounded mind and a gradual return of bodily energy after
the apathy into which he had sunk. | had in due course been
admitted to Nanny's good graces, and as we were Berfectly
content to tell one another Fanny's virtues—she, as bringing
credit on the Seymore family; |, as proving that my lady-love
weas the sweetest of her sex—we got along famoudly.

Then came our visit to Gowthorpe.

"Y ou had better get it all over at once, Harry," Fanny said
laughing. "1'm sorry for you; though in the circumstances
running the gauntlet of the girl's parents is not so bad as it
might_ be. And thank your stars | haven't a lot of brothers
and sgters!”

As things turned out, the experience was disagresable.
Mrs. Hopwood proved much more of an ordeal than Sir Clive.
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Her father-Fanny's Grandfather Hoope—was dead, and
she now kept house for her brothers. They gregted me with-
out interes and | only saw them for a few minutes, but
Mrs. Hopwood was at once possessve towar ds Fanny and only
too dearly resentful of me. After the firg shodk of feding
didiked, | was able to appreciate the difficulty of the Stuation.
Mrs. Hopwood's own love-gory had ended in gultification.
She had a daughter to whom she was devoted, but sddom
saw. Her former lover, in view of ther difference in ganding,
was the more sgparated from her for living near at hand; and
the catagrophe which had befallen him, by driving him into
brooding retirement, had made matters worse  She could
hardly wecome the progpect of an irregular union for Fanny
also, which shewould naturally paralld with her own. 1t was
beyond the soope of her experience to redlise how different
her daughter was from what she had been at the same age—
how much more on equal terms with the world and how
unaffected, in the intermediate sodety to which she beonged,
by dass digtinctions. In her eyes Fanny wasthe victim of a
casua amour and liableany day to becag adde That sheand
not | ressed marriage; that | had broken with my family to
bewith her; and that our asodation could not be undersood
without knowledge of its background, were things impossble
to explain. | had, therefore, to endure two very unpleasant
hours, while Fanny grove to include me in her affectionate
chatter to her mother and Mrs. Hopwood ddiberatey shut
me out.

| bore the poor woman no grudge. To her | was not an
individual; 1 was just wrong and unlikely to do her daughter
any good. | had only to imagine how my own mother would
recaive Fanny, if ill-luck ever brought them together, and |
was sfe from blaming Mrs. Hopwood for doing me any
personal injustice. But | could ssethat the atmosphere causd
Fanny increasing didress and for that reason | hated it.

When at lag we could decently take leave, climb into the
dog-cart and dart on our drive back to the village, Fanny
faced up to the vigt's failure.
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"l am so sorry, Harry" shesaid. " That was horrible for
you. | wasafoal not to haveknown it would be. You seeshe
has log touch—in the snse of intimacy—with Andrew, and
her fondness for meisall that remainsto her of an experience
she never wants to forget. In a way, the fact that he and |
and he and | are two pairs of dose friends only divides the
three of us the more completdy. Then you come along, and
she ss another pair—thistimeyou and I. Sheis jedlous for
her share in me, poor mamma, and | ought to have guesssd
it."

"Never mind, sweetheart. It can't be heped. You mug
day friends with her, for you are all he has | will kegp out
of dght in future,"

Next time she went to Gowthorpe, she went alone. It was
a consolation that at leat at Aughton we were both of us
welcome.

| was glad to realise that extreme poverty was, as applied
to Aughton Hall, a reative phrase Undeniably the Hall's
activity as a " big housg" wes finished. The gaff, ingde and
out, had been reduced to a grict minimum; the only vehide
kept was a small one-horse waggonette the few remaining
fields were almost empty of sock. But Sir Clive had sufficient
income left to feed and dothe himsdf and his household; to
carry out the necessry repairs and renewals, and to lead the
solitary, sudious life which was all he wanted.

" Come back soon" he said* when wetook leave. " You will
find me here dways And next time you mug day in the
house Smple doings—but no worse than the Plough, |
daresay, and moreroom for your dothes”

v

The months which followed our return to London passd
with aleve quignessideal to lovers. Fanny and. | had grown
into that bes sort of intimacy which had its own nonsenss
amog its own language. We nesded no company, although
it was sometimes pleasant to sse ecia friends or go to a
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music-hall or, as spring came round, to make an expedition
to Kew or Richmond or down the river to Greenwich or
Rosherville. Once a week we played whist with Julian and
Muggsy—a game involving a technique of its own, as the
latter invariably trumped her partner's aces, which had there-
fore either to be played third hand or counted a total loss.
It was, | suppose, what many would call a monoctonous life,
and it would certainly make for monotonous telling.

Early in December | felt a twinge of conscience about my
family. It seemed that | ought to make a gesture of affection
towards my mother, even one of reconciliation towards K ate.
Accordingly | wrote to my mother, saying that | was sorry
to have parted from Kate in anger and in so doing have
separated myself from my old home; that at this season dis
putes should be forgotten, and would they, so far as our
personal relationship was concerned, let bygones be bygones.
She replied cordially enough, inviting me to take Christmas
dinner with them and maintain at least that tradition un-
broken. Not even the most indirect reference was made to
Fanny, and | soon realised that, purposely or otherwise, the
invitation put mein a quandary. To leave my darling for the
first Christmas we were together was in itself unpleasant and
might in its implications seem almost brutal. On the other
hand, | knew my family well enough to be sure that these
were their terms of armistice and that, if | refused or made an
alternative proposal, war would go on. | worried for a while,
and then told Fanny what my mother had suggested and that
| believed it was my duty to go. Shewas clearly disappointed,
and | thought at one moment she was going to show resent-
ment—a prospect which terrified me, for 1 had never seen
her anything but tractable in moments of social dilemma and
doubted how 1 should handle her in an affronted mood.
When | got back in the evening, she had evidently decided
either to forget her hurt or to concedl it; for she broached the
question at once, and with brisk commonsense.

"1 was taken by surprise about Christmas, Harry, and
probably seemed out of temper. |'m sorry. Of course you



286 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

must go; and | will kegp a tradition going aso, and have my
dinner with Chunksand Pally as| did lag year. |'vewritten
toak if | may, but it'ssureto beall right."

Greatly relieved | dedared the plan an excdlent one, but
indsed on her hiring a cab for the journey and told her to
day thereuntil |1 camefor her.

"1 badly want to mest Chunks' | said, " and it will be eeser
g} his own ground and at a time of general good fellow-

ip.

* k k k%

Chrigmas dinner at Phillimore Gardens had the surface
amiability and the badsc dullness of any artificial reunion. It
IS curious that one can be quite fond of people, yet find their
company utterly tedious. I nevitably there was a bond between
my mother, Kate and mysdf, inevitably it was agresable for
the three of us to find oursdves together again. But, for my
part, once these satidactions had been regisered, only bore-
dom remained. To begin with, after we had exchanged tire-
ome presents there was really nothing to talk about. What
mattered in my new exigence—the jokes the quick interplay
of two smilar snses of humour; theddight in just being with
omeone, which madethesilliest remark or incident a moment
of gay harmony—was automatically excluded, being outsde
the congdousess of my mother and 9ge and the two or
three odd cousns who made up the party. In the ssoond
place, becauee of the sx months break in our common
experience, conver sation was mogly that much out of dateand
in consguence tedious.  Finally, although my mother was
dearly trying to be conciliatory, Kate was not. She made
Sveral references to things which had occurred during the
autumn, and put a quick ging in their tail with " Oh, no, of
course, you weren't heré' or " How stupid! 1'd forgotten you
were away." | was determined not to be drawn, and toiled
on with civil commonplace and meaningless palaver, snking
eva'y minute into a degper dgection. After the meal we st
in the drawing-room, looking (in my judgment) the dullest
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collection of fools imaginable, while a nice twaddling cousin
sang nice twaddling so At last | could beer it no longer
and rose to go. My mother asked me to come to her room to
e a water-colour she had been given for Christmas. | was
suspicious, but could not refuse. It was a deplorable water-
colour—pretty enough, but as vacant as this whole lamentable
party—and | grinned a vague appreciation and murmured
that | must realy be off. | could fed my mother gathering
herself together:

"Harry dear" she said, "how long is this going on?"

No use pretending not to understand.

"So far as |'m concerned, for ever,” | replied.

She raised her eyebrows.

"Ever isalong time."

"Isit?" | replied brutally, for the sneer behind the eyebrows
angered me. "Not so long in some places as in others.”

"What do you mean, Harry?"

My temper had ebbed again and | was a little ashamed.

"Forgive me. | should not spesk to you like that. But |
must be allowed to manage my own affars. After all, | only
proposed to stop living a home. | had intended coming here
often; but Kate made that impossible.”

Her eyes were at once obstinate and appealing. Outraged
conventionality, personal offence and fondness of a mother
for an only son struggled in her mind.

"I wish | understood better" she said hesitatingly. "Kate
was wrong to do as she did; but it was a shock to he—and
to me."

"Why a shock, mother? | have falen in love. Isthat so
shocking?'

"Youarequibbling" shereplied sharply. " Y ou know quite
well what | mean—your father's son, hldlng avay with akept
woman like some common rake. . .

"Y ou are talking rather nonsense, dear. Nothing so lurid
Is happening. | am not hiding away, asyou cal it, and asfor
being arake, surely to deserve that name a man must be more
enterprising and catholic than 1?"
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She sank down into a chair and stared across the room,
working her hands nervoudly together.

"It isso difficult to explain your not being here" she
faltered tearfully. "1 know you pretend to despise my friends
and not to care what they think; but these lag months have
been horribly embarrassing for us. Why has it got to be like
this, that is what | cannot understand?"

"Forgive me, mother" | said gently, "I ought to have
thought more of your having to account for my absence. |
am very sorry."

"It's all very well to be sorry, Harry; but if this—this girl
isall that you think of her, why wasn't she introduced to your
mother and, if everything was satisfactory, the two of you
properly engaged?'

The bland assumption that Fanny ought to have been
produced for my family's approval stung me, and | nearly let
my temper once more out of control. But the basic reason for
my mother's bewilderment was too genuine and under stand-
able to be side-tracked in recrimination, and even in anger |
realised that she intended no offence.  To claim the right to
endorse her on's choice was instinctive and a part of her
social training.  She could no more help doing so than she
would be able to see why it infuriated me.

So | forgot my irritation, put a hand on her shoulder and
spoke with careful moderation.

"You must believe me, mother, when | say that until you
know Fanny's story you cannot begin to understand why
things are as they are at present. | am confident that this is
only a temporary gate of affairs, and that before long we
shall be as regulation a couple asyou could meet anywhere.
But at the moment it's not possble to do otherwise than we
have done."

"|sthereahusband, then?" she asked quickly.

"Oh, dear no! Nothing so simpleas that. Itisa compli-
cated business, with pride and humility and foreground and
background all mixed together, which | could never explain
to you unless you knew Fanny. And Kate's behaviour that
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day in the park made your knowing Fanny impossible. That
you must see

She shcok her head impatiently.

"No! | don't sseanything about it, or that all your talk has
any meaning. That Kate spoke ill-advisedly is no reason for
putting an insult on your mother. As for your own position
no really nice girl would dream of consenting to the sort of
arrangement which you now seem to prefer—as | daresay
you'll find out soon enough."

| felt a momentary wry amusement at this vision of myself
tricked by a heedless wanton into an amourette; then sadly
accepted the inevitable. It was hopeless. She was not only
incapable of understanding, she did not even want to.

"1'm truly sorry, dear" | said. "You've got it all wrong.
But there is no good in our discussing the matter further. |
will say good-night and be off."

| kissed her on the cheek and left her there, twisting her
fingers together and torn between anger and distress.

Anunwilling hansom drove meto Islington. Itwasacold,
dry night, with a moon in its third quarter high in the sky.
We kept running into crowds of merrymakerswith flares and
lanterns, and out of them again into the black and silver spaces
of deserted streets and sguares. The mingled fret and
weariness of the detestable evening in Kensington gradually
yielded to the soothing beauty of the night, to anticipation of
being with Fanny again, and to satisfaction in the thought that
Christmas Day waslikely at least to end in an atmosphere of
genuine jollity.

| paid off the cab at Islington Green and plunged into the
narrows of River Row. Demolition had aready begun and
one side of the street was a fence of planks. Over this low
barrier the moon shone brightly and | could stride alongwith-
out fear of stumbling. That the Bargee was indeed jolly
became evident some distance away; and when | pushed open
the saloon door and surveyed the scene inside, | could have
laughed aloud, so perfect was the contrast to the genteel
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sham of the party | had left. Sitting on the actual bar,
swinging their legsand beating timewith their hedsagaing the
wooawork, were Fanny, a golden-haired bundle of a woman
who was certainly Polly, and a buxom wench wearing awater-
man's hat and a beautiful black shawl embroidered with
brilliant flowers. The noise wes s terrific that no one heard
the door open nor immediately noticed that a stranger weas
present. | had therefore a few seconds in which to take in the
presence of a large, purple-faced man in an armchair near the
bright coal fire, apiano set crosswisein one corner and vigorous-
ly pounded by a faded individual with sweet dripping off his
whiskers, severd other men standing or sested, and the dense
pall of tobacco-smoke which hung over the whole bar.  Then
Fanny ssaw me. She jumped off the bar, and shouting
"Here's Harry! Hooray!" rushed across the room and flung
her aams round my neck. There was an immediate Slence.
| picked Fanny up and carried her into the middle of the floor.

"Evening, everybody" | said. "Merry Christmas!"

The purple man struggled to his feet and came slowly
forward, grinning as he came. | put Fanny back on the bar
and turned to greet him. Simultaneoudly:

"Mister Box, I'm sure."

"Mister Somerford, aint it?"

We shook hands with much solemnity. He looked me up
and down.

"Fine big feller too" he said, as though reporting to an
invisibleaudience. "Lookslike €'d beandy withthedooks...
Come aong, Fannikins, do the honours, and then we'll get
your friend somethin to drink."

| was presented to Polly, to the other young woman (whose
name was Ada and ssemed to belong to a man called Nobbs),
to the pianist (who belonged to Polly), to Nobbs, and to the
rest of the company. Chunks then provided me with a glass
of hot rum-punch and a cigar, made me sit at his side and
shouted to the pianist to tickle the ivories once more.

As | looked round I could see that the company was well-
liguored. Even Fanny was flushed and noisy, and when |
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thought back to the muted sprightliness of my mother's
drawing-room, | loved her the better for being alittle drunk
under the flaring gadights of an Islington pub. | finished my
drink and asked for more. There was leaway to make up.

We were soon dancing waltzes and polkas and singing as
we danced. We played blind-man's buff and postman's
knock. More music followed. Chunks struck up "Camper-
down Races’, and we all "do-dahd" till theglassesrang. The
pianist played and sang " The Laird o' Cockpen", followed by
"After the Ball is Over", followed by some increasingly bawdy
ongs of his own composition. Ada, who had once had a
walking-on part at the Royal Surrey, gave aspirited rendering
of ascenefrom "Rose M ortimer or the Ballet Girl's Revenge”,
in which, with great virtuosity, she impersonated nct only
Blanche Baverini and Lottie Chepstow, but dso the wicked
Earl of Sloeford. Polly recited "Beautiful Sdly or the Harlot's
Pro%resg'; and | did my imitation of Queen Victoria, wearing
the black embroidered shawl to complete theillusion. It was
childish and rowdy and very acohalic; but it was grand fun,
and | understood for the first time what the Christmas spirit
ought to be.

At twelve o'clock | bade Fanny prepare to come home.
When she regppeared wearing the sedskin jacket, cgp and
muff which | had given her that morning, and looking like a
bacchante packed in fur, we all sang "Auld Lang Syne" and
had another drink.

"Ow will ye get ome?' asked Chunks.

"Walk" | said. "We'll pick up a cab somewhere."

He gave Fanny a humorous glance.

"Ardly inwalkintrim, is she?'

She put out her tongue at him.

"Can wak miles, you horrid thing. Miles and miles and
miles—"

"Plenty, my dear” | said. "There and back again. Come
along, and if you aretired I'l | carry you."

We took affecting leave of everyone present; and as Polly
and her pianist were going toward the Angel, the four of us
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started off in company. | found myself supporting the not
inconsiderable weight of the genial barmaid, whose legs were
a little unsteady but her conversation no less fluent for being
slightly confused.

"l likeyou, Arry" shesaid. "You'reaman, that's what you
are, and there's plenty as aint for all their long moustaches and
their tight trousers, as | ought to know as well as the girl next
door. And | likeyer little Fanny too. She's afirst chop good
girl, and no Brummagem. And aint she mashed on you!
My word, it's Arry this and Arry that and wait till you see my
Arry, till I could've bust me stays keepin a straight face. But
she means it awri, and now | ave seen yer | don't wonder at er.
Tell me, | says, ow does e—you know} And she goes all pink,
the little dear, and whispers—"

She pulled herself together and went on with tremendous
dignity.

"You must reely excuse me, Mister Summerfield-—Mister
Arry, | should say—but 1'm not quite meself and | do run on
something shockin once me stomach is disordered.”

"Please, Polly, | likeit. Tell mesomemore. Tell meabout
your friend. He's slap-up on the piano."

"Oh, im! Es all right. Quiet sort of feller. | must ave
someone to worry about, you see, dse | 'd be thinking of meself
all the time; and though there's plenty of me, I'm a bit samey.
So | worry about Fred." Her voice dropped to a note of
extreme caution. "Es fond of is drop, pore man. That's all e
cares for. Dont smoke, dont swear, dont it is girl about, dont
do nuffin like an ordinary man, except lift is at when e meets a
lady and is elbow when e meets apub.”  She giggled suddenly
and dug me in the ribs. "Lot o' use to a girl a man oo only
lifts his at and is elbow | don't think. You oughta ave
three of everything, as the man said to the pawnbroker oo
complainedis eggs wouldn't atch and it turned out €'d forgot
the rooster."

We were now near the point where Fred and Polly turned
into Pentonville, so waited till Fanny and her escort caught us
up. After more fervent leave-taking, Fanny and | walked on
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to the Angel. Half-way down Pentonville Road we found a
decrepit growler and reached home at one o'clock.

The fluctuations of the evening's atmosphere, the rum-
punch, the songs and knockabout, and the shamdess good
humour of Pally's monologue had inflamed my blood and my
imagination.

In thesitting-room | took Fanny by the shoulders and kissed
her soundly. She was drowsy and clinging, in the reckless
aftermath of drink and excitement.

"Angel" | said "you are even loveier drunk than sober
But not, | gather, very discreet. You have been telling secrets
to Polly-—curtain secrets. Now go and get ready for bed and
you shall have something fresh for next time."

But she cheated me; for when ten minutes later | followed
her, | found her flung like a scarf across the bed—ivory-naked
under swathes of her rich brown hair, and fast adeep.

\%

Onemorningtoward theend of April Fanny exclaimed over
aletter which the postman had just brought.

"Myword,Harry! LucyhasgottotheGaiety. Wemust go
and e her."

For onereason and another | had not yet met L ucy Beckett.
Fanny had shown no particular anxiety to introduce us and |
could still recall the unreasonable jealousy | had felt towards
her on that evening in Park Street when | first told Fanny of
my love. But thetwo girls had seen one another once or twice,
and | had afair idea of Lucy's history.

Under the influence of some man or other she had thrown
up ajob at a smart dressmaker's and had decided to go on the
sage. Her first attempt got her no nearer than behind thelong
buffet, whose picked attendants were the main feature of " The
Spittoon" —a dilapidated theatre in Upper Street, with the
baptismal but almost forgotten name of " Philharmonic".
From there she migrated to the Canterbury in Westminster
Bridge Road; and this time on to the professonal side of the
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footlights. As the Canterbury had seen the debut of Louie
Crouch (who became Cora Pearl and ?ave parties in St. John's
Wood, wearing nothing but some clusters of diamonds), it
may have suggested to Lucy a future more glorious than its
rather dingy present. But nothing promising occurred; and
late in 1875 she had transferred to the Opera Comique, which
for all its jerry-built discomfort was at least in the Strand and
therefore West End.  Unfortunately she struck a bad period
even for this traditionally unlucky house. Throughout 1876
she dawdled hopeesdy through poor quality Opera Bouffe;
but inthe winter her luck turned. The enterprisi n%H ollings-
head (flushed with his Gaiety triumphs) took over the manage-
ment,- brought there for a short season in December his new
burlesque company, and produced "The Bohemian Gyurl™'.
He roped in atew of the Op. Com. chorus girls, among them
Lucy, who quickly took the fancy of a Gaiety frequenter.

This man, it now gppeared, knew Hollingshead, and
persuaded him to transfer so beautiful ashow-girl to the Gaiety
itself. In consequence Miss Lucy was now playing under
Kate Vaughan, Nellie Farren and Edward Terry in "Our
Babes inthe Wood", the second itemin the current Gaiety bill.

| undertook to get a box for a convenient evening, and
looked forward to making the acquaintance of one who had
been intimate with Fanny nearly all her life.

We arrived in good time for the first piece, and from our
box near the gage in the first circle amused oursdves watching
the house fill up, and spotting oddities. The stals were soon
crowded with Guards officers, mashers in evening dress and
old men with opera glasses  The pit and gallery were loud
with talk and scraping feet. | then observed that the Stage
Box, virtually opposte to and a tier below our own, wes
occupied by so strange a party that | drew Fanny's attention
to them.

The most prominent figurewas a big man, in full evenin
dressand wearing asilk hat, who stood with acigar in hishand,
talking to awoman seated in the corner furthest from the stage.
He was aformidablelooking fellow, with a heavy, dark mous-
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tache and side-whiskers, an eyeglass, and a gold chain and
fob dangling from his waistcoat. The woman to whom he was
gpeaking, and her companion in the other corner of the box,
were manifest half-world. Dressed in an exaggeration of
fashion, with hats of the most outre and busts forced up by
tight lacing into bulging shelves, they lounged in their chairs
and stared about them brazenly. One was smoking acigarette,
the other wore a corded monocle which she kept dropping
from her eye and replacing. Each time it fell it chinked
agang crystal buttons, two circles of which, each with a
central button, were sawn on to her bodice over her breastsin
the most suggestive manner possible. On the ledge of the box
were champagne glasses, which the big man filled from a
bottle standing againg the wall behind him. There was
another man in the background; but | could not s his face,
as he stood back in the shadow.

"Theresarumshow" | said. "Almost too obviousfor this
place, 1 should have thought."

Fanny wes giggling a the women's clothes.

"Didyou ever s such frights! | wish Miss Cairns could
sethem. Shed have a fit. Surely they don't have to get up
like that in order to get over?'

The house was now full and the audience settled in its seets,
very soon the curtainrose. The Piece was a comic drama and
rather bored me, so that | was glad when lights went up for
theinterval, and we could take aturn in the foyer and promen-
oir. Aswerosetogo | noticed that the persons opposite were
aso leaving their box, and for amoment | had aglimpse of the
second man.

"Why, that looks like Sir William" | said. "Yet | can
hardly believe he'd come out in public with that circus.”

"Who is he?' she asked.

"Sir William Ferraby—afriend of my father'swho is dways
very nice to me when we meet. He is one of those quiet elderly
men-about-town, who have known everyone and been every-
where, but like to keep themsdlves in the background. The
perfect onlooker, but shrewd and kindly."
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Wewandered adong thecorridor. Thebar wes aremarkable
sight, solidly hedged with members of the crutch-and-tooth-
pick brigade. On the promenade walls were portraits and
caricatures, and a number of pictures of the famous Gaiety
chorus, whose sparkling eyes and dazzling charms kept alight
what the mischievous Hollingshead called the "Sacred Lamp
of Burlesque'. There was no sign of the big man or his
companions.

Back in our box we waited impatiently for the piece we had
come to s= Almost as soon as the curtain rose on the
gpening chorus Fanny saw her friend, and only a few yards

Istant.

"There's Lucy, Harry; thefourth fromthis end in the front
row."

| sawv a tall, beautifully-made girl, with very fair hair and an
ar of dreamy indifference to her surroundings which struck
me as slightly over-cultivated. Though she was not my glpe, I
could sethat in the regul ation way she was lovely-—ovdl face,
regular features, full curvigg lips. Her legs were slim and
straight, and if ever agirl had afront-row chorusfigure, Lucy
had. But to my taste her very perfection was expressonless,
her languid doofness a tiresome affectation and her hands and
feet too large.  Glancing sdeways at my companion, with her
angular elfin little face, her tiny hands and the pgrei)etual
shimmer of interest in her eyes and smile, | told myself that
here was all | wanted of fascination and feminine grace, and
that what's more | had got it.

The show was a good one—with catchy tunes, the Gaiety
Quartet in form, and the various desiderata in burlesque (from
a hatlw_cg%ome, under-dressed chorus downwards) adequately
supplied.

When the performance was over we walked round to the
Stage Door, Fanny having written Lucy anoteto ssy wewould
await her there. For some reason or other-—I sy;grosebecajse
(rightly) I never regarded myself as one of the gilded young—
thiswas my first sight of the Stage Door of the Gaiety after the
evening show. | had been in the rough and tumble of Wych
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Street outside the Olympic; | had run the gauntlet of the
hooligans of Drury Lane when the Middlesex came out at
midnight; | had "done" the Eas End Halls—Forester's,
Wilton's, Lusby's and the Cambridge—and ssen misery
ﬁickled in ginto give it ataste of happiness. But never before
ad | witnessed the amazing spectacle of grey hairs, dun-
drearies, shirt fronts, fur collars, eyeglases gold-knobbed
canes and gleaming hats, waiting outside the Gaiety for the
girls they had sized up within. It wes an incredible sight.
The spring evening being mild and still, the younger men
carried their coas on their arms, and stood there in the
contortions of masherdom only possible in a dress-coat, some
holding bouquets, all Ieaninr};1 on their sticks and looking
vacantly about them throu? plain-glass monocles” The
older men—and there were plenty, a few actually decrepit—
wore fur or astrakhan, and dso leant on their sticks, but with
the stiff forward bend of Pantadoon. On the fringe of this
crowd of half-witsand lecherswas a struggling mass of urchins,
counter-jumpers, pedlars, "kebb-sir" boys and street walkers,
with here and there the unobtrusive stedthy ruffians who
move with such surprising speed and slence through any
gathering where pockets are likely to be worth the picking.

The chorus were beginning to trickle out. Over the door a
lamp in an iron bracket threw a light on to the threshold.
A few of the girls ware immediately claimed by an expectant
cavaier; others paused for a moment under the light, until
anything from one to a dozen men surged forward to greet
them. Itwasalessonincynicismtowatchagirl with severd
courtiers look them over, treat the unprofitable to a cut
direct, but tesse two or three of the more promising toward
the shadows of the kerb. There, | presume, she made her
choice; but | could not follow any negotiation to an end, as
we had to watch the door for Lucy. Out of the corner of my
eye, | saw agirl standing with an amused smile behind ayoung
man and an egg-shgped ancient, who were amost at blows
over her, while a hansom waited grinning at the kerb. 'At
another place what must have been surely the colonel of the
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crutch-and-toothpicks stood dismayed to find himself solemnly
introduced by alovely girl toafierceold harridan in abonnet.
| could amost hear the charmer: "Lord Fitznoodle, my
mother." "M other" was good; business-manager morelikely.

The spectacle gave cruel point to another of Hollingshead's
defiant quips. When some moralist reproved him for usin
the dage as a market for the display of feminine beauty an
asked if he felt no responsibility for the girls in his employ,
hereplied: "Noneat all. Why should? | amamanager, not
agoverness. The moment agirl passes out over the threshold
of my theatre, she becomes her own mistress—or someone
elsgs” It was evident that truth at least was on his side.

At last Lucy came. To such as knew this to be her first
Gaiety season, the haste with which she darted into the street
was a sure—and rather engaging—sign of the novice. There
was no poising on the threshold; just a %i rl coming out of a
door. Fanny ran forward and the two kissed affectionately.
Arminarmthey caneto where | stood. The light was dim,
and L ucy greeted me civilly but without curiosity.

We walked through Covent Garden to Evanss Supper
Rooms, where a table was aready engaged.

The correct thing was to deplore the disrepute into which
Evanss had fallen, and mourn the good old days when
Thackeray and Lemon and Jerrold and Gilbert a Beckeit
supped there nightly and scintillated wit and taste. | could not
bring myself to share this nostalgia. In my opinion there was
more justification for harlots to show off in public (how dse
can they five?) than for intellectuals to do so (who are aready
paid to work In private). Also, though the traffic at Evanss
was now all too obvious and the company very mixed indeed,
the place was uncritical and unashamed. Finally, damaged
goods which admit themsdves damaged are surely more
genuine merchandise than stae jokes labelled new? | had
consulted Fanny about going to Evans's, and she said she had
long wanted to see what it was like. And Lucy? | asked.
Fanny wasinclined to think that L ucy would not mind going
there either.
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So to Evanss we went.  The place was a babd of voices,
and over-heated for the sudden spell of warmth. On entering
you found yourself in alarge open sdoon brilliantly lit with
gesoliers and walled with mirrors and gilding. A bar ran the
whole of the hall's inner length. From the bar to the Strest,
dividing the gpace into two, was fixed awooden partition about
four feet high, in the centre of which was a small gate. The
right-hand and much smaller goace wes reserved for unatten-
ded ladies, the left-hand and larger space for gentlemen and
their lady friends. Do not misunderstand "reserved".
Communication from one part to the other was as essy asif the
partition were not there; and any lady could accept a gentle-
man's invitation and join him in the left-hand section. On
the giving and accepting of such invitations the prosperity
and popularity of Evanss depended. Scattered about the
men's section were small tables and chairs. Waiters scurried
to and fro with trays of drinks, sandwiches and cigars. There
was continual movement and noise—scuffling of feet, scraping
of chairs, popping of corks. In the women's section (the
entrance to which cogt five shillings) ladies of varying age and
attraction sat quietly waiting. Each kept her eyes on the
milling crowd beyond the partition, watching for a man to
raise his glass or give some other sign of awish to be acquain-
ted. Both would move toward the boundary fence and
exchange a few words. Then the lady Probably passed
through the wicket-gate and joined her new friend.

Behind these "contact-areas’ were the Supper Rooms;
and the usua procedure was for a couple who had made
acquaintance and drunk together in the front to pess through
to the back for their sit-down meal. What happened after
that was no busness of Evans.

We went straight to our table; | had ordered clear soup,
chicken and mushrooms, ices and Stilton cheese. The cham-
pagne wes dready cooling in the bucket. When we were
settled in our chairs, Lucy treated me to deliberate and un-
embarrassed scrutiny.

"Will | do?" | asked.



300 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

She smiled a dow, beautiful smile; and | had to admit that
Fanny had not over-stated her friend's physical attractions.
She did not move me in the least; but she was undeniably
lovely and her colouring was exquisite. She gave mealinger-
ing and provocative glance and looked away.

"You'll do, Harry" she said, with a sdf-possesson which
éqgk.a’l) | character from her familiarity. "1 wonder how Fanny

id it?"

One of my sudden rages took hold of me. The insolence
of this conceited doll, treating my darling as a Cinderella—
and in her presence too!  But as | opened my mouth eternally
to blast my reputation for hospitality, | felt Fanny'slittle hand
on my knee. It gripped tight. "Shut up" it said. "I don't
mind, so please don't you.”" With an effort | achieved what
must have been more a grimace than a smile.

"Shedidn'tdoit, Lucy" | said. "I did."

Fanny broke in with a cheerful demand for all Lucy's news
sifnce their last mtra]eting. Itlavéa; obviou?j that t? be the cggtre
of any dage was the young 's main desire, for, invited to
talk about hersdf, she proceeded to do so.

As dhetold her story, | could see Fanny watching her witha
mixture of amusement and admiration. Oh, Vannchen, |
thought, what an enchanting thing you are! Y ou know this
papier-mache Venus has no more talent than a dressmaker's
dummy; you know she has got to where sheis by lying on her
back; you know she despises you for a plain Jane who by a
lucky fluke hes landed a lover. Yet you are so generous and
S0 uncensorious that you do not mind her ﬁatronage, do not
even envy her beauty, but are happy to see her happy.

"Where are you living now, Lucy?" Fanny asked.

"I'n North Bank—do you know 1t?—near Lord's Cricket
Ground. Such a swest little house with a garden backing on
to the Canal. Y ou must both come and sse me.”

| saw Fanny drop her eydids and wondered why. This
address means something, | told mysdaf. But nothing more
was said, and | filled up their glasses and hoped for more.

At this moment came an interruption. In one corner of
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the big supper-room was a small stage, on which a desultory
variety entertainment was in progress. No one seemed to
take much notice of the turns, which were so short in them-
sdves, and separated by such long intervals, that even the
performers cannot have had much faithinthem. Wewere at
some distance from the stage, and hitherto | had only been
conscious of a little more noise when a turn began and a little
less when it ended. | had just registered that a song was
finished, when loud hand-clapping and shouts of Bravo! and
Encore! came from the doorway leading in from the saloon
which was opposite to where | sat. There, to my surprise, |
saw the big man who had been in the Stage Box at the theatre,
and behind him thesmall plump figureof Sir William Ferraby.
The big man was still shouting and clapping; Ferraby looked
embarrassed; and | concluded that this noisy approval of the
latest performer was drunken exuberance rather than critical
appreciation. Wishing the slly disturbance was over but
realising it was no business of mine, | gave attention to my two
guests. Miss Lucy was becoming more human under the
influence of the champagne. She was forgetting to strike
attitudes, behaving like an ordinary young girl on the spree,
and actually showing some interest in Fanny's recent doings.
I was telling myself that the party would be a success after all,
when | became aware of a large figure immediately behind
Lucy's chair.

"Ha! Ha! Itisthecharmer withthe silver hair! | thought
I should know those shoulders again and that fine straight
back. What luck tofind you here! 1'd liketotalk to you, my
beauty, and so | will in a minute or two. Jus got to see some
friends in theinsideroom. Don't run away, pretty one. 1'll
only be a moment."

The creature lurched off towards the inner room. He had
both handsin his pockets and was still wearing his hat. Before
I could begin to consder how best to handle the situation
which threatened, | felt a touch on my shoulder. It was
Ferraby.

"Hullo, Sir William! Delighted to sseyou. Let meintro-
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duce Miss Hooper, Miss Beckett—Sir William Ferraby. Sit
down and haveadrink."

"No, no" hesaid hagtily. "1 can't now, my boy, thanksall
thesame Could | spesk to you amoment in private? Ladies,
| beg you to forgive my interrupting like this, but it isim-
portant | should have a word with M r. Somerford."

He was s0 agitated that | followed him without further
demur, wondering what in the world was the matter. Once
we were out of hearing, he began almost breathledy:

"Harry, you mus get those girls away before Mander soke
comesback. Hesbadly scammered, and out for women. 1'm
trying to kegp him out of mischief, but" —with a wistful
smile—"1'm hardly up to his weight if he turns nasty. He
indgted on coming herefrom the Gaiety, though | urged him
to cometo the Club after we were shat of those ghastly malls.
He had his eye on thefair girl you've got thereright through
the show. So be a sengble felow and dear out.”

"But, Sir William, were not half-way through supper yet,
and | don't fancy being driven from a public eating-house by
anyone. It's good of you to warn me, but | think | can
manage your outsize dolly-mopper, if he does interfere with
us Probably hés so tight hes forgotten all about us. What
did you sy his name was?'

Poor little Ferraby aimost wrung his hands.

"Pray God hehad That's Gerry Manderstoke. | thought
everyone knew him only too well. But anyway if you won't
go, you won't; and | hopeyou don't mind my—"

"Not a bit, Sr. Most kind of you. So that's Mander stoke,
isit? I've heard tell of him once or twice, but never ssan him.
Not exactly a nicemannered cove. Well, 1'11 be getting back
tomy party. Anddon'tworry. We'll beall right.”

When | returned to my place Fanny merey smiled a wel-
come Therewas a gleam of anxiety in her eyes but she aked
no questions | decided | mug make some mention of the
impertinent accogting of Lucy, so | aked her if she knew who
the man was She tossed her head, though | could see the
incident had frightened her, and said:
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"No, indeed! |'m surprised cads like that are allowed in
here at all."

"A handle to your name opens most doors’ | said. "He's
alord, that fellow, and his name is Manderstoke."

| heard Fanny catch her breath.

"What name, Harry?" she faltered.

| repested it, and she st her lipsin atight line. Then
she looked at mewith fear and pleading.

"Be careful, Harry darling!  Promise me you will be careful.
He's a bad man.”

"I promiseyou, dearest. Watchmeand see Aha, here he
comes."

The ugly brute came straight to our table.

"Here| amagain, trueto meword. Always keep meword
with lovely ladies. Now, popsy, let you and | get better
acquainted.”

He pulled up a chair from another table, set it between the
two girls, and sprawled forward with his elbow on the table-
cloth and his head on his hand. His back and shoulders were
turned on Fanny, and he craned over to look into Lucy's face,
who shrank back in confuson and alarm. | had a vague
impression of the people at neighbouring tables, aready
twittering with excitement and agog to sse a row. It was
noticeable that every waiter within reach had vanished. |
leant across the table, tapped Manderstoke sharply on the
wrist and said:

"You'll excuse me, sir, but thistableis engaged.”

As he took no notice, | jabbed him sharply in the hand
with a fork and repeated:

"This table is engaged. Please go away."

Thefork hurt him and he swung quickly round and glared
at me.

"Whothe hell areyou?'

"That—like this table and these ladies—is my business.
Now get out."

He gave a short, hoarse laugh.

"Now get out” he mimicked. "That's very good. And
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suppose | don't get out—what then, M r. Counter-jumper?"

"l put you out" | said, and said it very loudly so that
persons nearby could hear. | suppose he realised this, for he
dropped his heavy irony and spoke in a low voice, throttled
with anger.

"1'd liketo sse you. Do you know who | am?"

"1 know your name, and the only thing | like less is your
company. | give you one more chance—are you going or am
| taking you?"

We both rose smultaneoudly, and at that moment a flustered
head-waiter came hurrying forward.

" Gentlemen, gentlemen! | beg you to calm yourselves.
There are ladies present and—"

"Goto hell, you!" shouted Manderstoke, and the wretched
man shrank away as though expecting a blow.

"Just one moment, please’ | called to him. "Would you
kindly ak Mr. Amor to come here?' To Fanny over my
shoulder, | said quickly: "Take Lucy to the Ladies Room:
hurry." Then | turned to Manderstoke. " | fyou will stand
there quietly until the proprietor comes, | will not touch you.
He shall decide how and where this is to be settled. But if
you try any tricks, | 'I1 knock you into a cocked hat."

The girls had gone, and only the disordered table and
Lucy's empty chair stood between us. He glared at me,
muttering to himself, and seemed to be debating my quality
as an opponent. Suddenly little Ferraby appeared at his side
and seized him by thearm:

"For God's sake, Gerry! Not in here. Don't be a fool,
man: they've sent for the police already! Gerry—"

| could see that Manderstoke was wavering, and though he
shook his arm free of Ferraby's hands, he seemed to have
heard what was said.

"Police? Don't want them. But got to settle this flashy
spark. He's insulted me."

Ferraby, from behind the brute's back raised his eyebrows
in query and gestured with his fists. | nodded. He spoke
soothingly to Manderstoke.
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"Yes, yes. Of course you have, Gerry. But not in here.
Come outside and fight him there—round the corner in the
Plazza—they are used to fights under the arches.”

| saw Mr. Amor approaching in a dtately fashion. The
treacle of hisunction flowed over us:

"Good evening, my lord; good evening, Mr. Somerford.
What isthis? A little dissgreement? Surely two gentlemen
would not wish to bring my house into disrepute and them-
svesinto the cdlsfor ameretiff? Come, come, gentlemen!
A breath of cool night air, a few moments of reconsideration
—and you will be friends again.”

"Mr.Amor" | said. "l asked you to come because this man
hes broken up my supper-party and thrust his attentions on
one of my guests. | do not want to have trouble in here, but
| mean to have trouble somewhere. So please get the fellow
outside, and | will ded with him."

This suited Amor to perfection. He joined his urgings to
Ferraby's, and Manderstoke went growling through the
outer saloon. Fanny must have been watching from the
Ladies Room, for she was at my side the moment'he dis-
appeared. _

"What's happening, Harry? Oh, do take carel Come away,
dearest. Leavehim. Hesaterror, Harry. | know heis."

"Listen, my darling! You will get a cab, take Lucy home,
and drive on home yourself. Here is some money. | shal
not be very long, but that mobsman needs a lesson and | am
goingtogivehimone. No! Don't algue—and don't worry.
Good-night for the present, sweetheart, and gpologise to
Lucy for her dismal party."

The dear little soul just looked at me for a moment and
obeyed. As she rounded the corner on her way to reoin
Lucy, sheblew meakiss. | collected my coat and hat, signed
the bill and went out into the street. Two policemen were
standing near the door. | walked (1ui ckly them and round
the corner to the left. In the dim light of the Piazza Mander-
stoke was waiting, with Ferraby at hisside. The latter trotted
forward as soon as he saw me and began to talk feverishly:
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"Harry, | have been telling Manderstoke who you are and
that your father wes a dear friend of mine. | have made him
se that he behaved in away of which he will be ashamed to-
morrow. He is prepared to let bygones be bygones. So |
implore you to sheke hands, like a good fellow, and accept
my agpologies on Gerry's behalf."

| moved a few geps nearer to the enemy, and when | was
sure he could hear me, replied:

"1f Lord Manderstoke will himself offer me an gpology for
his disgraceful behaviour, | will consider acceptingit. Other-
wise| shall knock himdown."

The big man came scowling towards me.

"Apology bedamned! |'venever apologisedinmy life."

"Then | recommend your making a start" | snapped,
handed him a beauty just under the chin and sent him flying.
Helay for afew moments while | stood over him, then began
lumbering to hisfeet. | took him by the lapels of his coat and
held him at arm's length. The blow had driven the fumes of
ﬁlcohol from his head to his legs, and he was sagging at the

nees.

"That's enough for now" | said to him, owly and clearly.
" | f you can't behave when drunk, stay sober; if you can't Say
sober, keep clear of me; if you can't do that, look out for
yourself."

| let go suddenly and he subsided on to the pavement.

"Sorry, Sir William" | said to the hgpless chaperon, who
was hopping from one foot to the other in the near back-
ground. "It had to be done. Good-night."

| walked quickly up James Street to Long Acre and so to
Regent Circus and home.

We were engaged the following evening to drink mulled
claret with Julian, and | told him of the trouble at Evanss.
rI;ie%dsmiled alittlegrimly over thefinal scene, then shook his

" Good for you, Harry; but | doubt if you've heard the last
of it. He's a nasty cusomer is Gerry Manderstoke.”
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" | f yesterday's behaviour is a fair sample, I'm sure heis.
Tell me some more about him. Thistime yesterday he was
only a name to me, and now he's little more than a bruised
knuckle." (Thiswasnot literally true, | fear, for Fanny had
told me that very morning a strange and terrible story about
the tavern in Panton Street over which she had lived as a
child, and the tragic fate of the man her mother had married;
but | wanted to hear Julian on Manderstoke and admittedly
the Warrior episode was the purest guess-work.)

"Tell you aout him? Well, in one capacity he's a swash-
buckling rowdy, who'd have been laid by the heds long ago
if he weren't alord and a damned rich one too. He prides
himself on playing the Mohawk a century too late, and relies
on Sw. and violence and powerful connections and plent
of back to get him through. But there's another side
to him, which | happen to know more about, for his placein
the country is near my father's. The guv'nor hes known him
since he was quite aboy. He came into the tide when he was a
minor, and wesk trustees gave him his head. But he's abig
man down there now and popular with the common folk.
He's a keen sportsman, free with his money, kegps a big
establishment and, asthey say, doesalot for thedistrict. The
more straitlaced among the gentry ook down their noses and
keep out of hisway, but the farmers and local tradesmen like
him. They don't care a farthing about his carryings-on in
town or his drinking or his noisy parties at the Castle. He's
clever enough to leave their wives and daughters done and
never to meddle with the maid-servants in his own house.
So to them heis just a good der, a fine horseman and a
prime shot, who brings otherslike him to the neighbourhood.”

"l s¢' | sad. "A sort of two-headed Janus. Well, the
Mohawk head is welcome to kegp an eye on me, but | imagine
it hes more important things to worry about. Perhaps he'll
summon me for assault.”

"No, I don't think he'll do that. Hewould cut apoor figure
himself when the facts were known. But he's a revengeful
fellow and a dangerous wire-puller. If it were only aquestion
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of astand-up fight between the two of you, | shouldn't worry,
but—"

Hepaused. Fanny, who sat quietly sewing in the corner of
the sofa, looked up quickly.

"But what, Mr. Carteret?'

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

"That'sthetrouble. | don't know. But | advise Harry to
hug the shore for a bit."

| proceeded to tell him Fanny's tale about Hopwood's
Hades. He listened without interruption, asked a few
questions and then sat back and frowned at the fire.

"What a dreadful thing! ... | can't believe even Gerry
would be such a savage.  In any event there's no evidence,
Harry, Notascrap. And suchalongwhile ago.”

"Chunks said he was practically certain!" broke in Fanny
excitedly.

"Chunks?' queried Julian politely.

She blushed and laughed.

"I'msorry tobesosilly. Pease explain Chunks, Harry."

| did so.

"Well, maybe Chunksisright" said Julian. " But knowledge
is one thing and proof another. Much more than the piece-
meal certainties of Chunks and his friends would be needed
in a court of law, especidly as it would have to be a public
prosecution. TheA.G. wouldn't intervene without cast-iron
evidence, and even with it therewoul d be all sorts of influence
brought to bear againg provoking so terrific a sensation.
Why, it would be jam for the Radicals—criminal debauchery
of the rich—innocent publican sacrificed to sve vicious |l ord—
downwiththearistocracy! The authoritieswould hot sy so,
but their private attitude woul d be that thereis plenty of unrest
aready without feeding it with old scandds. No, no, Mrs.
Harry, | fear Chunks won't get anywhere with his case on
legd lines."

Thisseemed to settleit, and talk turned to other things.
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Vi

A few weeks later, when | had forgotten all about Mander-
stoke, | was reminded of him by meeting Sir William Ferraby
at dinner with Kitty Cairns. This dinner was a special one
and was apparently given more or less in honour of Fanny
and myself.. Perhaps"in honour of" is too majestic; let me say
that we were the excuse.

During the preceding autumn she and | had had a tussle
over her continuing to work at Florizel. She put forward
several arguments in favour of doing so and generally talked
a lot of nonsense, but | was determined to have my way and
at last she yielded. We agreed that she should remain at her
job until Christmas; but since then, although she had called
on Kitty severa times and the three of us were good friends,
she had no longer been in an employment which | regarded as
unsuitable for agirl who, to all intents and purposes, was my
wife. Kitty had accepted the resignation with an amused
shrug, and | think her dinner-party was a sort of gesture to
show there were no hard feelings.

It was a purely private affair, and besides ourselves were
present only Ferraby and a man called Ridsdale with hiswife,
who had been one of Kitty's girls and married him from
Florizel Thirteen. They seemed an agreeable and cheerful
couple. | gathered he was an engineer of some sort and had
presumably a good practice, for they lived in Hyde Park
Terrace and kept their own brougham. But | was at aloss to
understand why we had been brought together.

The question was soon answered. Introducing us to the
Ridsdales, Kitty said:

"Y ou four should know one another, for Fanny has to all
intents and purposes married from here, just as Agnes did,
and | take a parental interest in my sousménages'

Thisjarred on me. | disliked the bracketing of Fanny and
Agnes Ridsdale, nice girl though she was, and the fact that |
was a friend of Kitty's and had visited at her house did not
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sem to me to justify her setting the same trade mark on one
of her many girls and my only one, who had never been hers
a all and was now not even connected with her place of
business. But at the moment | was her guest and must behave
as such, even though it involved keeping an unwelcome
conversation going.

"How many are there now?" | asked.

"Alas, only your two. There were two more not long ago,
but poor Nellie died and that little fool JoancFIayed about
with the groom who went riding with her and was thrown
out. Quite right too. She dways was an idiot, that girl; but
| really hoped a place of her own might settle her."

"What has become of her?' Mrs. Ridsdale enquired.

Kitty shrugged.

"lI've no idea. The Argyll, I should think. She never
showed her face here again, though | would have tried to
help her for old times' sake."

At this point dinner was announced, and when we had
taken our places, Ridsdale said:

"You mentioned the Argyll just now, Kitty. | hear it is
unlikely to last another winter, the agitation agangt it is so
strong."

"Good riddance" sereplied. "It's a terrible place now,
especidly to anyone who remembers what the 'Duke's’ used
to be. | made a sort of sentimental Pilgrimage there not long
ago with Stokesay, and such a collection of flash cads and
draggle-tails | never saw."

"What do the agitators want to do?' Fanny asked Ridsdale.

"They want the magistrates to refuse to renew the dancing
licence. Without that the Rooms could not remain open.”

"lsn'titridiculous" said Kitty "this solemn pretence about
dancing? A precious | ot that rabble care about dancing, until
jig-jig time comes round."

The meal went cheerfully onitsway. When we were done
with food and were sitting over brandy and cigars (there was
rightly no suggestion that the ladies withdraw—a convention
out of keeping with the traditions of Florizel Thirteen) the
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talk turned on London night-life in genera and the changes
$en within quite recent memory.

"I can't imagine what it was like" cried Agnes Ridsdale
(though facts were againgt her, she affected the virginal bright-
ness of a jeune fille in a drawing-room comedy) "with no
Florizel and no proper pavements and mud splashed all over
you and hardly a theatre one could go to except dingy old
opera or Shekepeare without being bruised and bothered by
old women selling gpples and oranges and butter-scotch. It
must have been fearfully dull.”

"You must ak Sir William" sad Kitty. "He can tell you,
if anyone canr—and if he will."

Ferraby smiled at the pretty nit-wit. The little man had
dined well; food and wine had dispelled the syness which
usually kept himin the background of general conversation.

"Not dull, my dear; London wes a rough and noisy and
often dangerous Flace when | was a young man, but It wes
certainly not dull. You go to the Hyperion sometimes, |
expect?'

She nodded.

"Well, twenty-five years ago the correspondingly popular
West End night tavern was the Piccadilly Sdoon. All the
little ladies from round about went there, and the rackety
young officers and the sporting men—very mixed but very
gay, and a pleasant change after the ponderous drawing-rooms
of Mayfair. One night a quarrel started between two men
over agirl. They were all well-known characters there, and
the crowded placetook sides.  Inten minutesit was Bedlam—
Bedlam and nothing less. Bottles were hurled acrass the room,
smashing mirrors and heads, cham squirted all over the girls
hats and dresses, tables were kicked over, with oysters and
kidneys and turtle-soup swilling the floor; there was a great
chanddlier in the ceiling and several men swung on this and
brought it down in splinters of glass, showers of melted tallow
and clouds of ceiling plaster. All the time a free fight was
going on with fists, sticks and finger-nails. | don't sy the
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Piccadilly Saloon Riot was an ordinary occurrence, for the
peclers walked in at last and there was the devil to pay. But
such a flare-up would be quite inconceivable in the Hyperion
of today, even as an exception."

Agnes shuddered prettily.

"Yes, indeed, and | ' m thankful it would! Wereyou there,
Sir William?"

"Oh, yes | was there—unluckily."

"Did you get hurt?"

He laughed.

"No. Inthosedays | wasayoung shrimp and even smaller
than the old shrimp | am now. | usually managed to squeeze
out of a rough and tumble without serious damage. But | was
fleeced for compensation along with every other man present,
and it wasn't my quarrel. | didn't carewho had thegirl. 1'd
got one of my own."

" Oh, tell us about her, Sir William!" the little Ridsdale
screamed delicately:

He pursed his lips and sat for a moment looking at the
tablecloth. Then shook his head.

"No, no. Please excuse me. | am old-fashioned, | know,
but | have my secrets.”

Kitty came to the rescue.

"Go on, William. Let us have more of what London
used to be. You know you are an encyclopaedia, once your
pages are opened, and | ' m sure everyone would beinterested."

We murmured assent; but he pretended confusion and
appealed to his hostess.

"But what sort of thing, Kitty? |'m not sure | remember
anything but what everyone knows. |'ve seen Skittles—dined
with her, as a matter of fact; | knew what they called the
Vinegar Ground off City Road; | went to Kate's. But they
don't want to hear about places like that."

"Trythem with Kate's, my dear William. But remember
that to these children you must talk in words of more than one
syllable. Simply 'Kate's means nothing to them."

"1 beg your pardon!" he beamed round thetable. "1 was
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referring to the once notorious Kate Hamilton's—just at
the corner of James and Oxenden Streets. Which reminds
me! Towards the end of Kate's time, a still finer place was
opened close by—almost next door in fact—I mnst teII you
about that. It was called Hopwood's Hades.

| felt it was my turn to play-—and urgently.

"1 have always wanted to know about Kate Hamilton, Sir
William. Do tell us."

| suppose | must have been looking towards Fanny as |
spoke; for Ferraby flashed me a glance, then one at her, and
with a quick tact which was one of his many endearing
qualities, took the cue:

"Kate? . . . Katewas adetestable marvel. Our dear Kitty
here is an adorable marvel, and we shall never see her like
again. But Kate . . . well, you'll judge for yourselves.
Here is her story.

"She came to London from somewhere in the provinces.
Whether she had really studied painting at an art school or
whether it was all my eye, | don't know. Anyway Art was her
opening gambit. Presumably some man brought her to town
and she got some money somehow. She started what she
called: the Royal Academy of Life. Thisinstitution (it was
somewhere in Chelsea) was a mixture of genuine atelier and
private theatre. A class of young women, supported by men
both young and otherwise, copied Old Masters—principally
Rubens and other experts in the nude. When painting palled
they adjourned to act what they had painted. A dance
followed, and the affair (as you can easily imagine) became an
orgy.

"When she tired of this—or perhaps to get nearer the centre
of things—Kate opened a cigar-shop opposite the Olympic.
Probably you infants do not understand the significance
of a 'cigar-shop'. In those days it was a euphemism for a
cheap drum. The front shop sold cigars, so-called 'sporty’
books and periodicals. But at the back of the shop were
other rooms—and girls.

"It seems a queerly modest venture for a woman of Kate's
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Imagination; but | suspect there was morebehindit. You se
Vestris was managing the Olympic at thistime and a crowd of
dubious little shops and cafes sprang up in the neighbourhood,
which must have had—wel, an understanding with the
theatre. Such understandings were not uncommon. The A . 1.
Hotel, for instance, in Tottenham Court Road, had one with
the Oxford Music Hall. The arrangement gave the thestres
all the advantages of an off-licence—'we supply the goods but
please consume esewhere!’

"Eventually Kate's cigar shop—and most of its nearby
competitors—got into trouble. There wes a temporary
clearance of Catherine Street, Newcastle Court, Wellington
Street and so0 on, and Kate dso disgppeared for a time.
When ghe cropped up again, it was in Charlotte Street—you
know it as an untidy street lined withflat grim houses, but it
was more fashionable then—where she opened a Reception
House for the Copulative Conjunctive—"

"Sir William, you areinventing!" | brokein.

"I am not, Harry, | asureyou. Kate had a grandiloquent
taste in names, and this wes one of her best. Well, the
Reception House was, | have been told, very receptive
indeed. There were baths and tableaux and all sorts. But
it must have been conducted with discretion, for it lasted three

eas before the authorities became inquisitive. When they
an asking reaII?/ awkward question, Kate did a moonlight
flit to—of al places—Littlehampton. A brief period of
winkles and bathlng huts and innocent holiday fun, and she
returned to London—this time to the house | ke of—just
off the Haymarket. There for nearly fifteen egw s she ruled
like a bloated empress over an empire of debauchery
was now enormoudly fat, and st on a high throne at the end
of the great saloon. Tables, sofas pams covered the main
floor, and lovely girls sat about waiting for afriend or, having
met one, taking refreshment with him before going upstairs.
The main sdoon was dso used as aluxury tavern by afew of
the kings of the underworld. More than once | saw the great
Bdasco there—a mongter, if ever there was one—talking
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closdly to abully, or hatching a plot with one of the madams
he had in his employ.

"When you came to Kate's you were announced by a
flunkey: you advanced to the throne and kissed the imperial
hand. If you were—shdl | say lucky?—you were commanded
to buy her Mgesty champagne (not very good champagne
either, and deuced expensve) and had to stand talking to her
whileshedrank it. Otherwise, after paying homage, you were
freeto walk about and join any charmer who took your fancy."

"Was Kate's place very magnificent?' | asked.

"Not by present standards. It ran to plush and gilded
ornament and deplorable paintings of nudes—very large and
In tremendous frames. But it had a warm-water swimmin
bath, which was a sensation in those days.  Also all manner o
horrid contraptions which gppedled to certaintastes.  She wes
an abomination, as | have sad—a cruel, gloating lump of
beastliness—but she knew life and how to make it pay."

"I's she dead?' from someone.

"l think so. The '65 Act killed her asit killed all the
places which lived by burning ges all night: and as there wes
nothing left for her except to die, | expect it killed her too."

"And her house?'

"I am told—this is pure hearsay, mind you, for | have got
past that sort of thing—that it is still accommodating. But
ordinary, quite ordinary. Shuts a one am., and so on.
They'll be sending us to bed at nine o'clock in another twenty
years—when, thank heaven, it won't affect me."

"There were alot of all-night houses, then, in those days?'

"Lord bless you, yes hundreds of 'em! Not on Kate's
scde, you know, or with her attractions; but popular cribs for
clerks and shopmen. They used to call themsdves 'Coffee
Shops, had coloured lights over the doors and alittle placard
‘Bedrooms to Let'. They stuck up a Bill of Fare and every
third item was'Mutton' or 'Greens or 'Jam’, written twice as
black as anything else. They got going about midnight, and
you could take agirl and abottle of gin any hour till morning
and pay nothing except the room-rent.”
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"Not licensed, | suppose?'

"No, indeed, nor pretending to be. But there were so-called
Supper Houses—every second house in Bow Street and
Brydges Street and Phoenix Alley was one—which were un-
licensed yet sold drinks freely. They used to pay some Free
Vintner to paint his name over the door, and then, if ordered
to show alicence, said they were employed by such and such
a Free Vintner and need not have one. But they've all gone
this many a year."

"Do goon, Sir William" said Fanny suddenly. "Thisis
the sort of thing one never hears about.”

He looked at her with kindly admiration.

"Why bother your pretty ears with dead history, Miss
Fanny? The present is for the young and lovely, not the
P She blushed, and | knew what was in her mind.

"It interests me" she sad simply. "I like to imagine
vanished greets and know what goes on behind blank walls—
particularly walls | have known. . . ."

"Whereshall | takeyou, then?" he asked good-humouredly.
"To Ratcliff Highway; or to adance-hall in Bluegate; or to a
Thieves Kitchenin St. Giles; or to the notorious Brunswick
Hotel in Bow Street? They have all disappeared or changed
their coas—and in their place we have a brand-new Roya
Aquarium, which for all its tanks of fish and concert-rooms
and other educationa facilities, dready shows Sgns—so | am
tol d—of teaching little except the oldest lesson of al | ."

Fanny gave him one of her twinkling smiles.

"We cannot cover all that ground tonight. Some time |
would liketo visit severd of those places—a a sfe distance.”

Kitty rose from her seat.

"Shall we all meet in the drawing-room in afew minutes?'

Ferraby held the door for her.

5 "l must gpologise, Kitty" he said. "I have been an old
ore."

Shegavehimalittle smile.

"Dear William" she said.
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% littlelater Sir William found an opportunity to draw me
asde.

"Harry, that's a charming little girl of yours! | haven't
been so attracted for years. Tell me, was the mention of
Hopwood's place a gaffe?"

"Y ou werewonderful to takethe hint so quickly” | replied.
"Not agaffe exactly, but Fanny was mixed up with Mr. and
Mrs. HOEWOOd, and the trouble he got into distressed her
very much. Thatisall. | didn't want her to be startled and
embarrassed.”

He looked at me shrewdly.

"l =" hesaid. "Well, I'm glad you stopped me. | would
not liketo give painto Miss Fanny. By theway" he continued,
"1 don't know If it interests you, but Manderstoke is on the
track of that fair girl who was with you two at Evanss.”

"The devil heis! How's that?'

"He's found out who's keeping her and where, and will
either buy or batter the fellow out."

"Well, | can't do anything" | said. "The girl is an old
friend of Fanny's, but amost a stranger to me and none of
out busness. How is it you keep in with Manderstoke, Sir
William? He ssams to be nothing but aworry to you."

The little man sighed.

"Heisindeed. But | promised his mother before she died
to do what | could to control him: and because he wes redly
fond of his mother, he never turns on me, though he takes no
particular notice of what | say."

"That's bad news about Lucy" | said. "For Fanny's ske
I'd like to keep her out of his clutches. Do you mind if we
consult our hostess?'

Kitty listened to the story with her cold half-smile.

"Did you actudly s Harry lay him out?' she asked
Ferraby.

"Rather! It was a prime ferricadouzer.”

"Well done, Harry. Serve the bruteright. | hate that man
and he hates me. | won't have him here a any price, and at
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last he seems to have given up trying to get in. But about
Fanny's little friend . . . who is keeping her now?"

"A fellow called Barclay Pippin---a stockbroker or some-
thing, who dabbles in the theatre. He got her to the Gaiety,
| presume; perhaps bought her in."

Kitty shook her head.

"It'svery difficult. | supposethesilly thing is stage-struck,
and once a girl takes the taste for showing herself off in the
theatre sheis anyone'sgame. L et methink it over. We must
cheat Manderstoke if we can. |'ll invite Fanny to tea to-
morrow and ask her a few things about the girl."

VI

"1 am going to have tea with Lucy" Fanny said to me one
mor ning shortly after the Florizel dinner. " Miss Cairns has
been asking me about her and says | ought to warn her against
Lord Manderstoke."

"1 should have thought the man himself was the best
warning" | replied. " Onelook should be enough for anyone
but a lunatic."

Fanny seemed embarrassed, and | realised she had more
to say and did not like saying it.

"You see Harry, Miss Cairns wants L ucy got away from
L ondon, out of the man's way, and—and suggested you might
beableto back meup withthisM r . Barclay Pippin-—convince
him she ought to d|sappear for awhile. 1 don't sse why you
should, | must say. . . .

" But does Kitty thlnk Lucy will need any persuading?"

"That's the worst of it; she does. She says Lord Mander-
stoke has a sort of fascination for some women—dominates
them despite themsdves—and that Lucy, though she was
angry and frightened that night at supper, probably playswith
the idea of seeing more of him."

"1 see—beauty hoping to subdue the beast. Well, Kitty
is no fool on that sort of subject. But | can't sse where |
come in."
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"Nor can I; and | said 0. But she inssted | could not
frighten M r. Pippininto doing something, but you could."

| ' was not going to have poor little Fanny tackle this job on
her own, and she said frankly that she must do anything she
could. So naturally | agread to support her and call at the
housein North Bank at about haf-past five.

Lucy'svillawasexactl?/right. Built about fifty yearsearlier
in the degant rustic style of that ﬁeriod, it had a creeper-
covered verandah and vases on either side of the pathway,
from gate to front door. The little garden was half-screened
from theroad behind aplaster wall, and shrubs, with alaburn-
um, a may-tree and a copper-beech, completed its privacy.
A neat mard admitted me, and led meto a sitting-room faci n?
south, from the long window of which could be seen a smal
IaWQ| which doped to an ornamental wall overlooking the
canal.

Lucy and Fanny roseto greet me, and during afew minutes
of genera commonplace | was able to observe the sort of
interior which M r. Pippin had provided for hismistress. His
taste was that of a wedthy busness man of twenty years
earlier. The wals were covered with a dark-red , over
which sprawled honeysuckle flowers in slmon, shading into
cream. At suitable places &agéres were fixed to the walls,
cgyered in bright-blue velvet and set out with ornamental
china.

From the centre of the ceiling hung an ornate moderator-
lamp, deeply fringed with red silk. The curtains were of degp
crimson edged with gold cord and crowned with pelmets of
similar design. Amid the welter of furniture | noticed a sofa,
two or three padded essy-chairs, an upright canterbury, a
piano, severd stools, occasiond tables and chairs, and two
Jardinieres carrying ferns. The upholstery carried out the
generd colour scheme of crimson, salmon and bright blue.

| had just concluded that Mr. Pi ?pin was neither austere
nor a skinflint, when FanrclP/ abruptly brought the conversa
tion to the busness in hand.

"1 have been talking to Lucy like a governess, Harry—you
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know what about. She must go away for a time; there are no
two ways about it. It means giving up the Gaiety and it's a
bad wrench for her. She thinks | ought to mind my own
business. Will you join your persuasion to mine?"

| turned to Lucy, who in entering the room | had thought
looked pale and tired. | now saw a mutinous twist in the
set of her lips.

"l can sympathise" | said. "It must sound a lot of nonsense
to you. But the gentleman won't leave you alone, so long as
you are in sight. |s he increasingly troublesome?"

"Well, he sends me notes and flowers and invitations, and
comes night after night to the theatre and watches me through
glasses. A girl ought not to be persecuted like that-—even
though it is complimentary, | suppose, in a way."

("You like it" | said to myself. "It excites you. What
worries you is that Pippin may find out, before you've landed
your new fish.")

Aloud | said:

"Do you come across him after the theatree—when you are
with your friend?"

She looked alittle sulky:

“Mr. Pippin doesn't care for going out. He likes just being
here. Says he's too tired to range about the town till all
hours."

"Does he fetch you from the theatre?"

"Sometimes. Usually my maid comes for me. As arule
he comes round about this time and after tea takes me to the
theatre. Then he goes to his Club or somewhere, and | often
find him waiting here when | get back."

"Does he know about Manderstoke?"

She was frankly indignant.

"Certainly not! And he mustn't know—at any price."

There was a short silence; then Fanny went over to her
friend and crouched on the floor beside her chair.

"Lucy dear" she said softly. "1 know you feel | am an
interfering littlefool; but | have risked that in order to save you
from thishorrible man. Y ou must believeit when Harry and
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| tell youthat heisacruel brute. Heis all flattery and honey
when getting hisgirl; but oncehe'sgot her . . . well, you saw
how he behaved when he was drunk at Evanss. Imagine
being at the mercy of such a man! Oh, Lucy, don't give him a
chance; go away, | implore you!"

The beautiful face was almost ugly, as Lucy turned and
looked down at Fanny.

"l don't know what you are trying to gain by this" she said
nastily. "But whatever it is you are aiming at, you won't get
itwithmy help. | canlook after myself, as | aways have done.
Now | think you had better go."

Fanny scrambled to her feet and stood a moment in sorrow-
ful silence.

"Very well, Lucy" she said at last. " | fyou won't listen,
you won't. |'ve done my best. Goodbye."

| held the door for Fanny, passed out immediately behind
her, and at her side walked down the path to the garden-gate.
We had just stepped into the street and | was opening my
mouth to say something of what | felt, when a medium-sized
middle-aged rather fleshy man, with a beard cut in the style
of the Prince of Wales, almost collided with us. He stared at
us a moment and then with a pleasant smile said:

"Areyou friends of Miss Beckett? | see you have just left
her house. If so, you must allow me to add my welcome to
hers. My name is Pippin—Barclay Pippin. Perhaps she has
spoken of me?"

"She has indeed, Mr. Pippin" | replied, suddenly decided
on a plan of action. "Permit me to introduce Miss Hooper.
My name is Somerford."

He beamed at us.

"Well, well, this is a pleasure! How do you do, Miss
Hooper! How do you do, Mr. Somerford! | know your
names quite well. Lucy told me a few weeks ago of that un-
pleasant experience at supper somewhere—a drunken man—
| am grateful to you for taking such good care of my littlegirl."

"It was nothing, Mr. Pippin" | said. "I was only sorry for
the ladies. But will you grant me what may no doubt seem an
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odd request. If you can spare me a few minutes—we might
stroll up the road—I should like to tell you, for her s&ke and
your own, why we have been to call on Miss Beckett."

He gave me a searching and slightly nervous look. Per-
haps he thought | was contemplating blackmail. But Fanny
brokein:

"Mr. Pippin, please, pleeselistento Harry! Itisredly im-
portant. Lucy issuchanoldfriendthat | should not ask such
athing without good reason. Sheisin danger. . . ."

"Danger! Heavens above, what sort of danger?’

We had fallen into line and were wal kigg dowly aong the
road. Inasfew words as possible | outlined the position. He
listened without interrupting; then shook his head.

"Manderstoke . . . Manderstoke ... | just know the
name. But she would have told meif anything like this were
seriouslo?/ threatening. Are you not perhaps—forgive me;
please don't think | do not apgreciate your 'motive—making
much of little? A girl cannot be the loveliest creature on the
Gaiety stﬁe without getting notes and flowers. |'m sorry for
the poor chap, wasting time and money for nothing; but after
al itishis affair.”

"Mr. Pippin" | said earnestly, "I know enough about this
man to assure you solemnly that he is no ordinary masher.
He is rich and powerful and used to getting what he wants.
| f you or Lucy oppose him, he will have no mercy. The only
tiling is to get her right avay. | am serious, Mr. Pippin.
There is danger for both of you in trifling with this matter."

He threw up his hands in mock despair.

"But, my dear sir, girls are not abducted these dayd  It's
all nonsense. Anyway, what does Lucy herself sy? |Is she
frightened?'

"No" | admitted. "She is annoyed at what she consders
our interference.”

He considered this for a moment.

"Oh, sheisannoyed, isshe?' he said slowly, swinging round
towards the villa again. "I think we will go and ak her why.
It ssams a poor return for all your kindness."
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His tone made me uneasy. But there was nothing for it but
to follow him back to the charming villa, up the path and in
at the front door.

Lucy met us in the little hall. For a moment wild fear
looked out of her eyes but she managed with remarkable
strength of mind to keep her composure.

"Barclay!" dhecried. "How lovely!"

He was no less the actor.

"And how is my slver svan?' he asked gaily, kissing her
on the cheek. "By great good fortune I met your friends and
persuaded them to return with me. A little drink, poppet,
would not come amiss.  Port, perhaps, for Miss Hooper and
yourself; brandy and soda for us. Brandy suit you, Mr.
Somerford, or have you a preference?’

* He had shepherded us into the drawing room while he was

talking, and | could not but admire his spirited saf-possesson.
Lucy rang the bell and gave instructions to the maid, who
returned with atray. Mr. Pippin kept up aflow of cheerful
smadll talk.

"Very Eleamnt out here, after the dust and heat of the city!
| was lUcky to find this house, which is dmost worthy of its
occupant.  There are plenty of little ladies hereabouts,
but none so lovely asmy LucK Is shenot lovely, Mr. Somer-
ford?" He looked at her with his heed on one side, as though
shewereapainting. "And as sweet as sheisbeautiful. Well,
here is good health and good luck to all of us!"

We drank the toast with mixed fedings. Lucy was sarene
and smiling, but | knew she was wondering desperately what
had been said outside. For myself | was tr?/lng to gues
Pippin's next move. He was evldently no fool, and as evi-
dently in command of the situation.

Suddenly he turned to me:

“Mr. Somerford, | would like aword with you in the next
room. Would you be so kind? Bring your drink with you.
Au revair, ladies; in a very few minutes.”

As the door closed behind us, his bustling good-humour
changed to gravity.
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"1 am inclined to beieve you, Somerford. The thing is
prepogerous but |1 have been in busness long enough to
know that even the prepogerous can happen. Also | am not
too ure of Lucy. Sheis not yet suck on him—that | am
confident; but she has never mentioned him to me by name
(which is dgnificant), she has resented your warning her
againg him, and sheisnow all on edge"

" Mr. Pippin, it isno digrespect to L ucy to say that a woman
can be taken by sorm, even againg her will. It is obvious
that you give her everything she could want and treat her
kindly. Butagirl can fed too ssfeand want adventure. Once
she is aure of something, she is apt to hanker after something
elsehAnd there is a flame in Mandersoke which draws the
moths."

He sratched his beard throughtfully.

"1 am a peaceful man" he said "and thought | lived in a
peaceful age What am | to do? You sy this fdlow may
jugt snatch her away. How can | gop him if she wants to

I)I

"You have influence in the theatre, | beieve' | ventured.
"Could you get her a part--na real part—in something well
away from London? Even abroad? That would soften the
blow; for her resgance is a good deal due to pride in her
Gaiety work and not wanting to lose the progress she has
made. |f she disappeared for long enough, Mander stoke will
find another intered.

He sill havered and hummed, tapping one foot on the
ground, his eyes flickering nervoudy from dde to sde. At
lagt, impatient with the whole imbroglio, |1 gpoke sharply:

"Don't you undersand, man, that this fdlow is a beater?
Do you know what that means to your lovely Lucy? Even if |
exagoeate Mandersokes chanoss of getting her, | don't
exaggerate what she will suffer if he does Nor will he spare
you, if you gand up againg him. For her sske and your own
you must act."

He gave me a scared look and tried to brace his plump
round shoulders
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"Verywell" hesaid meekly. "I will takeyour advice. But
it ishard on me. | shall miss her 0."

He looked utterly dejected and the simplicity of his last
words was moving. | patted him on the shoulder.

"Good man! It's wretched for both of you; but in a few
months the threat will have passed and then you can be all
the happier."

* k k % %

As we walked home, | said to Fanny:

"Barclay Pippin is really quite a good chap, you know.
He's soft and 'City' and not much to look at; but a gentle
soul and devoted to Lucy. Perhapsit'sanill wind ... |If
this hadn't happened, 1'd be afraid she might in time have
got bored. It's a very domestic life for a girl who likes to be
seen and looked at."

Fanny nodded.

"1'm sure she is bored already, and that alarms me. She
adores being admired, and though at the moment she is a
little scared and unwilling to lose the bird in the hand, she
could easly cheat herself into believing that with a rackety
lord who is on the town night after night she will be able to
gueen it in public places and become a sort of Mabel Grey."

" I'n fact poor Pippin is as good as finished in any case?'

"Likely enough. But the alternative must not be Mander -
soke. That's what concerns us."

| sighed. "I wish none ofit did. | don't want anythingto
concern us except ourselves."

Shesqueezed my arm.

" Nothing dse does—really"
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LES YVELINES AND PARIS

LATE IN May, 1878, morethan suspected that | was going to
have a baby. The emotions of a woman believing for the
first time that she is carrying the child of the man she loves
have been so often described (and so much better than | could
ever describe them) that | shall not attempt a version of my
own. Itisenough to say that | held the mereidea close against
my heart, as | longed to hold the new-born child and as |
had so often held its father.

The prospect of motherhood had, however, practical as
well as emoctional significance, for it changed the whole
position as regards my relationship to Harry. He had more
than once pressed meto marry him, but from a sort of perverse
pride (as well as from an only too vivid prevision of the treat-
ment | should get from his mother and siger and of the vexa-
tions they would cause him), | had refused. Finally | had
promised faithfully to tell him when | changed my mind; and
since the promise was given—he had never—Ilikethe faithful,
trusting soul he was—said another word.

Now, of course, everything was different. While there
were just the two of us, the pleasure we had of one another,
where we lived and with whom we associated, were no con-
cern of anyone dse. But a child must have a name and a home
and a background of which it need not be ashamed. | must,
therefore, tell Harry that my silly mood of defiance had passed;
and that | now wanted, as utterly as till now | had been his
in secret, to be his before the world.  You may think that a
woman who had handled a situation of the kind with such
naivete deserved humiliation. To such as take the conven-
tional feminine view of masculine sfishness, it will probably
seem a frank invitation to disagter to have lived as a man's

328
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mistress for nearly two years, steadfastly refusing his offers of
marriage, and then—the moment a child is on the way—to
expect him to renew them. Good luck to you, with your
worldly wisdom. It is, however, besde the point, because
you did not know Harry Somerford and, | suspect, because
you are unable to imagine what mutual ‘confidence can be
between two people who love one another more than they
love themsdlves.

That Harry would not only honour his earlier pledge but
exult in doing 0, | had not the smalest doubt. The only
question to be decided was when | should tell him. During
the winter he had talked of taking his annua leave (and, he
hoped, some owing from the previous year) in the early
summer, so that before the middle of June we could go away
for our first long holiday. Why not kegp my secret until that
holiday were over? L et us have one more period of enchanted
freedom, and then face up to marriage-lines and domesticity
and parenthood. The idea of giving alagt fling to my secrecy
maniadelighted me. Soit should be. Until we were back in
London | would sy nothing.

It ssams extraordinary that Harry and | should have lived
nearly two years in Little Welbeck Street, and yet, when |
try to think how we spent our time, that | find hardly anything
to record. Itis true that everything happened—and went on
happening—-which to me meant life. | had my lover; and
from the moment of waking, when | felt him besde me with
his arm across me, to the dehcious minutes during which we
both sank into the peace of deep, he was the sum, substance
and justification of my exisence. But if | try to expressin
terms of incident my daily sense of completeness, the result
isableak record of routine.

For the first few months | continued to work at Florizel,
although from October onwards | was, asit were, under notice.
The notice was given by me, and at about three months' range
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S0 asto cause Miss Cairns as little inconvenience as possible.

It was all Harry's doing. He said bluntly that | must sto
working there, as he did not wish me to be part of a brothel.
| explained to himthat, for the concern | had with the kind of
busness we were doing, | might as well be in a hotel or
hel ,oi ng to run a private house. He said he understood that
well enough, but that my being in any way connected with
this particular traffic offended him. | asked him how | westo
gpend my time, with him avay most of the day and nothing
to do but keep three rooms in order, give MuggsK ahand and
mend his socks Thisflummoxed him rather, but he said airily
that | could amuse myself going about, or could lie in bed,
or visit the few friends | had. | declared | should get so
desperately bored that | would probably taketo drink or drugs,
or at best wander wildly through the streets, aprey to designing
men.

| knew | should have to give way in the end, and wes
secretly touched and delighted that he wanted me that much
more for himself. But he looked so sweat when he could not
ansver my objections but only mutter at me in obstinate
bewilderment, that | wanted to teese him alittlelonger. So |
began an extravagant argument in defence of the Florizels of
this world and to prove that women were redists at heart,
and men sentimenta old frauds. | told him he must try to
redlise that the idea of making money by selling your body to
strag(?ers was not nearly so horrific to many women as men
liked to think, and therefore as all women made out. Ad-
mittedly it was not in my line, and | should hate to follow it.
But that others did it was perfectly understandable; and |
should no more have thought of shying away from the girls
at Florizel or despising them for what they did, than of jump-
ing over the moon.

| went on like thisfor some time, intoxicated with my own
eloguence. At last he burst out laughing a me, and said |
looked so fierce and fanatical that | ought to take up Women's
Rights; and | said that was exactly what | was doing; and he
said what about Men's Rights; and | said come and take them.
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When we got back to the subject of Florizel, Harry went all
gruff and throaty again. He said | could talk for a week, but
hewouldn't have hisFanny even remotely |abelled asamarket-
girl; that she was his girl; and that before anyone d<e could
have her, he must get past him, which (though he said it as
shouldn't) would take a bit of doing.

He was atogether adorable in his mood of fierce possessve-
ness, and partly for this reason, partly because | did not want
to make him even thetiniest bit angry, | surrendered. Hewes
%0 pleasad that he made no difficulty over the three months
notice, which would at least give Miss Cairns the chance of
finding a succesor.

* k k k %

Throughout the autumn of 1876, therefore, my lifefollowed
adual course and, | confess, kept me amost too continuously
on the go.

After breakfast, when Harry went off to his office, | would
do the rooms, take the tray downstairs, help Muggsy with her
washing-up, probabty stay and talk to her, while she made
her marketing list or checked the laundry or mixed bread for
baking or bottled fruit or declaimed againg the dishonesty or
incompetence of loca tradespeople. At about half-past eleven
| walked up to York Gate, cut across the park and was at
Florizel Thirteen by noon. After an hour and a half with
letters and accounts came the simple midday meal, at which
al the girls as well as Miss Cairns were present. They
chattered incessantly, but almost entirely about clothes and
what they had done on their free evenings and the beauty of
the Princess of Waes and her four children and the latest
gossip concerning H.R.H. "Shop" was tacitly avoided,
athough now and again some unusual incident of the previous
day could not be passad over.

All the afternoon | was busy with multifarious jobs, mostly
indoors, but frequently involving expeditions to one or other
of the house's suppliers. As agenerd rule | left about seven
o'clock, except on Saturdays, when my hours were ten to one.
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It was like Miss Cairns to observe the Saturday half-day
which had become dmost genera in offices and workshops
during the recent years. She played the business woman so
determinedly that for her secretarid saff to conform to
business practice was, so to spesk, part of her make-up. The
girls, of course, had to be organised differently; but by a
carefully worked out system of free evenings, by being daily
off duty from noon to five p.m. and on Seturdays from noon
to eleven p.m., they got an equivalent share of leisure.

On Thursdays, when Miss Cairns was At Home, | helped
entertain cdlers in the drawing-room if desired to do so.
Her orders in this respect were very erratic and seemingly
given on the impulse of the moment. Often | have shuddered
to think how easil?/ | might not have been instructed to attend
on that wonderful afternoon when | first saw Harry. Just a
word unspoken, and | should never have met him; nor he
even have known that | existed. | plucked up courage once
and tried to thank Miss Cairns for the whim which had
brought me such happiness. She was the least sentimental
person in theworld, and | was afraid | might be badly snubbed.
But she smiled her tlght little smile and said :

"Foolish Fanny! There are plenty of men. It would have
been another, if it hadn't been Harry."

But it would not. | told her so; and she actually laughed.

With 1877 | became a lady of leisure. At first the sense of
releese was agreegble; but after some weeks | began to miss
my regular employment. | had not the heart, however, to
let Harry that | regretted Florizel. Hewes pathetically

leased to have donewithit, and began coming homefor his
unch two or three times a wesk (I am sure at considerable
i tr}w_convenience) just to prove that | wes there to share it with

im.

But he was far from being the sim CPleadoring swanwhich
he sometimes liked to pretend; and at last | redlised (with
something of a shock at my own obtuseness) that there had
been another motive besdes high-mindedness in his deter-
mination to remove me from Florizel. He began making



LES YVELINES AND PARIS 333

caqud references to a possble home of our own. He would
throw out opinions on this or that neighbourhood; pass a
remark as to the advantage of a small garden; even complain
half-humoroudy of Muggfy's dars—as though a parr of
dairs could bother a big man likehim! For a while | suspected
nothing; but allusonsto an independent menage kept cropping
up in his conversation, and all of a sudden | guessed what he
was up to. Hewastrying to force my hand on the marriage
isue We had agreed from thefirg not to s&t up house on our
present bass He, in his dear funny way, refused to do the
conventional thing and add ancther "kept woman™ to the
tolerant population of St. John's Wood; | was frankly afraid
of having to face up to neighbours in the guise of a housawife
while really nothing of the sort.  And now, with a craftiness
which had completdy deceived me, he had manoeuvred me
out of my job, knowing | should be at a loose end without it,
and therefore more easly persuaded to marry him in order
to have a day-long woman's work to do.

| loved him the more for his ingenuity, but was not going
to be beaten too eadly. So | gave no sgn of having fathomed
his little plot, and kept on my guard againg making even the
dightes admisson that time hung heavy on my hands. This
diplomatic duel became in itself an occupation and heped to
occupy my mind.  So time passad, with both ddes on the
qui-vive and completdy happy.

* * * * *

We emergad rardy enough from the seduson of Little
Welbeck Street. Twice we went to Yorkshireto visit Andrew,
the ssoond time gaying in his house and happy to find him
moreor lessreconaled to theresricted and retired life which
was all he could hope for. He had revived an old interes in
Italian higory, and was writing a book about the Gonzaga
family, surrounded by books which might possble have some
bearing on thesubject. Between my mother and Harry it wes
evident that no real cordiality could exig. She had been
jealous of him from thefirst: and | could not find it in my
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heart to blame her, bearing in mind the sad dislocation of her
own life and the tangle of frustration in which she was now
caught. | spent al thetimel couldwith her, and weretrieved
amost our old footing of affectioh and trust; but it was better
for Harry to stay behind with Andrew, and my divided loyal-
ties kept me continuously on the move.

Thetwo Christmas days we spent at the Jolly Bargee, and |
am afraid the revelry was too unrestrained to be atogether
genteel. Everyone got drunk and made a maximum of noise;
Polly grew steadily more outrageous, and Harry became a
sort of idol to Chunks and the bargemen present, because he
was phenomenally strong and did lifting and wrestling tricks
which set themroaring with delight. Wetwo wereinagrand
dae by the time we got home; and Muggsy winked and
gurgled and nudged me for days afterwards, whenever the
most remote reference was possible to our homecoming in the
small hours and to what went on between then and our dazed
regppearance well after noon next day.

My only serious anxiety during thistime of tranquil happi-
ness aox from one of our very rare evening outings. We
had gone to the Gaiety Theatre to sse Lucy Beckett, who was
now in the chorus there and very pleased with hersdf, and
had taken her to supper at Evanss after the show. About
half-way through the med an unﬁleasmt thing happened. A
drunken bully of a man forced himself on Lucy, and poor
Harry was driven to deal with him. To my horror—ahorror
more due to actud fear than | wished-to admit—the cresture
turned out to be none other than Lord Manderstoke, who
seven years before had caused a violent scene in Hopwood's
Hades, and whom Chunks suspected of having planned in
revenge the frightful discovery of the child's body in a cup-
board at the Warrior. | could not get out of my head that if
this dreadful man were to turn vindictive agang Harry, he
might do him serious harm. | had no idea how; and kept
telling myself not to be afool. But the unessiness remained,
and was deepened when Mr. Carteret, to whom Harry
described the incident, expressed the same fear. He did not
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uggest anything definite, but advised Har ry to kegp awesther
eye open. Harry, of course, made light of the whole affair;
and | wes careful to sy nothing more about it. But | went on
worrying.

Jugt on the chance that something might be done, we had
told Mr. Carteret theWarrior gory; but though he was much
interested, he was very discouraging about the possibilities of
proof. Worse gill, he said that even if proof existed, the affair
would be smothered, as it would encourage revolutionary
feding. Without telling Harry, | wroteto Chunks and asked
him to megt me one morning at York Gate. As we walked
aooss the Park | told him what Mr. Carteret had said, and that
there was absolutdy no hape of his bringing Manderstoke to
book. " Aint there, Fannikins?' he asked, after brooding for a
few moments over my report. " | wonder." Then he dropped
the subject, and said no more about it.

A very nice little man---n old friend of Harry's—called
Sr William Ferraby had been with Mandersoke on the
occason of the row, sen Harry knodk him flat, and approved
him for doing 0. Then, some time afterwards, we met him
at dinner at Florizel Thirteen, and hewarned Harry that the
brute was still after Lucy. He seamed to expect poor Harry
to do something to rescue her. It was no busness of Harry's,
and when he told me of Ferraby's half-appeal, | begged him
to kegp out of it, which he was quite willing to do. But the
next day Miss Cairns aked me to tea and tackled me about
Lucy. What did | know of ha? What was she like? | told
her of our long-ganding friendship, of Lucy's leaving home
and going firs to Henderson and then to Neldé, and that my
having applied for my job at Florizel was really her doing.
| added that | had seen very little of her during the lagt twelve
months and, until the night when | saw her at the Gaiety,
only knew she had left Neldé and gone on the dage  As for
what she was like, | ke of her extraordinary beauty, and
dated truly that | had always got on excdlently with her, not
minding in the leas being treated as an unpretending foil to
her gartling lovdiness. " She is a ddightfully smple girl at
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heart" | said, "but very vain—and no wonder." " Extrava-
gant?' aked Miss Carrns. " Probably—if she had money
to spend.”

%fe/v days later | was again invited to call and Miss Cairns
said:

"Fanny, I've been thinking about your friend Lucy. |
know a good deal about girls who live by their looks whether
at aplacelike Neldé or as show-girlson thegsage | adso know
enough about Manderstoke to want any friend of yours to
kegp away from him. But what you tell me about Lucy
Beckett makes mefairly certain shewill knuckle down to him,
if he gets a chance  He can be dazzling to a certain kind of
woman—with his grength, his title, his money, his lavish
compliments paid with magerful familiarity, and the Pasha-
like splendour with which he promisss presmits and pin-
money and exatement'—and sheis just the type to be dazzled.
If you want to hedp her—to save her from hersdf (for that's
what it amounts to, in my judgment)--you must get her right
away. Oh, | know it's difficult! Shéll ress and hate you
for pressing her. Shell say she loathes Mandersoke and has
no Iintention of having anything to do with him. Shell
probably be petty enough to aoccuse you of envying her sucoess
and working up thisscarein order to pall it; that'sthe kind of
hygerical glliness to which vanity drives a girl of her sort.
But therés no other way. If Mandersoke wants her enough,
he'll get her. The hopeis that he never wants any one thing
very long; and if shes out of sight, she will soon be out of
mind. Try influencing the man wha's kegping her. Send
Harry to frighten him."

"Miss Cairns, mugt Harry be mixed up in this?'

"He needn't appear in it after the one interview. Once,
between you, you have convinced Lucy and her friend, they
will arrangefor her to disappear and thewholetroublewill be
over."

With theutmost rductance | reported theschemetoHarry.
| could s hedidn't relish taking part in it, and—to my private
relief—I was on the point of telling him | would find some
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other way, when he asked me point-blank whether, if he held
off, | would promise to do the same. This embarrassed me,
and | tried to be evasive.

"It's no good, Vannchen; you're hedging. If | don't come
with you, you will go alone to try to get Lucy away. Now,
own up!"

"l can't just do nothing, Harry" | pleaded. "Sheis such
an old friend."

"Then | gotoo. Let meknow when and where, and | and
my pippin will do battle with Lucy and hers."

The upshot of it all was that Mr. Barclay Pippin—for that
was the name of Lucy's lover—got her an engagement to
play choruslead and central figure in the tableaux with a
company taking a musical extravaganza to Canada for an
extended tour. It was sad for him, poor man, and he acted
most creditably. He adored Lucy; had established her in a
pretty little house in North Bank (the sort of place which she
had once described to me as the height of her ambition), and
would clearly be lost without her. She, | am afraid, felt no
wrench at all. Once she was"asured that her part in the
travelling show was more important than that at the Gaiety
and that M r . Pippin would continue her allowance throughout
the tour, she seemed to welcome the prospect of a change.
She said she would at any rate s something of the world,
which there was little opportunity of doing from a back street
in St. John's Wood. Lucy could be very ungrateful when she
liked.

Nevertheless, though | was shocked by her sdfishness and
very sorry for Pippin, | was too relieved on Harry's account
to be other than delighted that the matter was settled, and that
Lucy could now be considered secure from Manderstoke.
During the months which followed my dread of him gradually
faded; and by the Spring of 1878—my mind becoming first
preoccupied and then wholly absorbed with the tremendous
prospect of motherhood—I had forgotten all about him.
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We had been three days in Versailles, and | wes still dazed
with the novelty of everything about me. The smallest
incident of daily life was as exciting (and as exhausting) as the
vast pdace, with its park, terraces and fountains. From the
moment of our leaving London | had been absorbing un-
ima%ined sights, collecting fresh experience.  Though every
day brought the thrill of discovery and | was deliriously happy
to know myself lost with Harry in the crowded wilderness of
aforeign land, | felt dmost battered by the continual impact
of new impressons.

"Please, Harry" | said, "may we go somewhere in the
country before we go to Chartres? | just Cant sight-see any
more at present; an dyou will be disappointed with me, because
| shall be stupid and dull."

"My poor sweetheart, of course we will! | am a sdfish
brute to drag you round as | have done. | tell you what, we'll
hire a carriage and drive in the direction of Chartres and, if
we come to a little place we like, we'll stay there for as long
as you want."

About noon next day we st off in an ancient landau, drawn
by two dejected horses.  Our luggage was piled on the front
sdt and we sat opposite to it, my head and shoulders only
ust Tﬁean ng above the high-built side of the carriage.  "We
ook like a very large King and a very smal Queen, going
into exile from a very unimportant kingdom" said Harry. "I
shall have to perch you up on a hold-all or something; other-
wise your sorrowing subjects—if any of them should turn up—
will hardly be able to see even the tip of your ridiculous nose.”

I've no doubt we looked comical enough, and there was
certainly no dash about our rate of progress. But that was
al the better. The old landau was well sprung and very
comfortable, and no downess of movement could be too sow
for me. The hotel proprietor at Versailles had recommended



LES YVELINES AND PARIS 339

----seeing that Madame wes fatigued and wished to drive
leisurely aong quiet roads—that, instead of taking the high
road through Rambouillet and M aintenon, we make a detour
to northward and break our journey at the town of Houdan,
which was a quaint mediaevd place, with the remains of a
fortress, a number of picturesgue old houses and an inn well
gpoken of for its cooking. The next day we could go on to
Dreux (where we must at all cods visit the magnificent
mausoleum of the family of Orleans) and thence strike south
to Chartres. Our driver estimated the distance to Houdan as
over forty-fivekilometres, and boldly declared that we should
cover that distance in three hours. His optimism was un-
convincing from the first, and when we found that our speed
was unlikely to average more than seven miles an hour, it had
to be wholly discounted. But it did not matter. There was
no hurry.

We had gone about twenty miles and taken three hours to
do so, when instead of %ently undulating tillage, small woods,
and scattered farms, there rose on our left a tree-crowned
ridge which, in contrast to the open country through which
we had passed, seemed high and amost preciﬁitous. The road
meandered nearer and nearer to the foot of this ridge, and we
saw that it was a regular escarpment, with outcrops of rock
and bracken-covered 4 falling steeply to the level plain.
A littlefurther, and sight of the lofty range was suddenly cut
off. We were passing through a region of orchards brilliant
with flowering fruit trees, and masses of pink and white
blossom walled us in. We rounded a corner and came
abruptly to awide spacefined with neat, low houses. There
wes a stream in the middle and a pond surrounded by lime
trees. Beyond the trees was the gpe of a church. The
landau swayed pompously aong the side of the church,
turned slightly to the left at its western end, and clattered on
to the stone setts of a narrow, irregular street, which looked
as it must have looked for a hundred years at least, so old and
undisturbed were the buildings on each sde of it.

"What is this place, Harry?"
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He prodded the driver in the back, who drew in hiswilling
horses and said we had reached Les Yvelines. Another hour
and we should be at Houdan.

With the cessation of the noise made by our own wheels,
the extraordinary peece of the little town flowed over me. It
was mid-afternoon, the sun was still high and the air warm
and still. No onewas about. The place seemed wrapped in
greyness and deep.

"ls there an inn here, | wonder?' | said, half to myself.

Harry heard me.

"1 think that's one alittle further up ontheright. 1'l1 go
and s= You stay here."

He got out of the carriage and went up the street. The
driver turned round on his box and made me quite a long

, of which | understood no single word. | smiled and

my head. Harry returned. There was a hotel and it
looked clean. Was | hungry? We had better stop for an hour
and et something.

"1'dliketo stop morethan anhour" | said. "Thisisanice
place. |fed it. And solovely and quiet—and hidden away.
Could we say here, Harry, just for a day or two?"

We stayed for four weeks.

* * * * *

Is it from after-knowledge of what followed that | now
think of our sojourninLesYvelinesasat onceamegli)cal inter-
ludein my life and the climax of it? Partly, no doubt; yet not
atogether. | can remember telling myself every day—severd
times a day indeed—that this was the perfection of human
happiness, and | should not have done that (seeing how happy
| wes before), had there not been some specid enchantment
in the remote solitude which enfolded us.

And there was; | knew instantly that there was. Thanks
to poor crippled Mr. Clements | had an instinct for places,
thanksto Harry | wasinlove. Thus doubly avare, | did not
find it hard to redise that Les Yvelines was deliriously
bewitched. If | say that there are many little townsin France
more beautiful than LesYveinesand with asmuch of ageand
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tranquillity, but that no one that | have visited has had the
same capacity for blending this world and the next, you will
smiletolerantly and reply that agirl inlove sses dandelions as
fairy-gold. Yet my being in love was not all ofit. With its
drowsy contentment, modest industry, outward shabbiness
and inward distinction the little town belonged to this world.
But its serenity of spirit, which transcended any quality amere
visitor could wish for it, was on a different plane; and any
who came under its spell found access to another world
atogether.

To describe what that other world wes like is amost im-
possible. Perhaps if | say that those four weeks were weeks
with love and companionship in the foreground and no back-
ground at all, | shall say something of what | mean. But only
something. The secret lay in the sweet londliness of us two;
and only such of you as have been one of two (or both) will
know how precious is that secret, and how unsharable.

* *

* * *

The spell of LesYveinesworked rapidly. Theintention of
staying a day or two and moving on was soon abandoned. In
its place came aplan to use thelittletown as acentre of excur-
sons, leaving our bulky luggage and driving here and there
on overnight visits to more sensational places. But after
seeing the beauties of Chartres and the grandiose horrors of
the Chapelle Royde at Dreux, we gave up the excursion idea
aso, and just stayed where we were.

From the crest of the ridge, southward and eastward,
stretched miles of forest. Rough tracks wound through oak
and birch and pine, past thickets of thorn and bramble, across
clearings where heather and bracken smelt sweet and warm
in the sunshine. Here and there a marshy pond lay in a
hollow; alittle further and there would be a stretch of sandy
soil, with sand so white and fine that an open pace, seen aheed
through the thinning tree-trunks, gleamed like a pool of silver.
For hours on end we wandered through these woodland
solitudes, with alittle food in a kngpsack and all day to walk or
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hein the heather or 9t under agrest tree, whileHarry smoked
and | saved or knitted. Tired and hungry, we would come
down the hill in the falling dusk, to the friendly sregs and
aleys of Les Yveines Lamps were aready glimmering in
thewindows people moved dowly up and down or st at their
open doors gossping; children ran and shouted in the road-
way. Back at theinn, it was heaven to find our room again;
to light the lamp and draw the curtains to luxuriate in dow
removal of dusty boots and sweety dothes reaxed and naked
to goonge away fatigue and hest; to dress again in cool dean
linen and, shamdedy eager for quantities of food and drink,
to go downgdairs to supper. After the meal we st in the old
untidy garden behind theinn, or srolled up the gre to the
cafe oppogdte the church, or when the moon weas up, walked
at random to the edges of the town—they were near at hand,
for it was a tiny placs*—and gazed over the shimmer and
shadow of the dlent fidds By ten ddodk we were in bed,
and behind the soft ramparts of mattress and pillows found
our ultimate privacy.

Of gghts in the acoepted ssne Les Yvdines had only
three—a church, an abandoned doiger and a huge quarry in
the hillsde. On the lag-named the little town largdy
depended for its smple livelihood, and must have done so for
generations, seang that the placgs full namewas Les Yveines
la-Carriere. Men were at work in the quarry from early
morning until twilight. Sometimes the noise of blaging
would reach us in the forest; usually one heard nothing until
near at hand, when the rattle of sone, the sound of pick or
chisd or the scrunch of waggon-wheds told of active toil.
The quarry itself was a vag and rather terrifying place, so
shear wastheinner cliff and so many the pilesof goneand pits
and caves and sudden desp pods which broke its wide arena.
The quarried gone was half-worked on the ot and then
trangported to a big yard near the church, along two sdes of
which ran the old doiger. This was in semi-ruinous con-
dition; but the vaulting was sound enough to shdter benches
and tool racks from the rain, and the place might, | suppose
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have been put to greater degradation than to serve the pur-
of masonry. The church of Les Yvelines was only a
ittle less decayed than the cloister. The fagade had been
badly damaged in the Revolution and the broken carvings had
never been replaced.  The ggps had merely beenfilled in with
Bkster, S0 that the once elaborate west-front had a curiously
lotchy appearance, as though permanently spattered with
mud. By amiracle, however, the stained glass windows of the
interior had escaped destruction, and very remarkable windows
they were. Onein particular, which depicted Adam and Eve
and proclaimed that bodily love played its part in the happy
daysbeforethe Fall, became for usatreasured place of pilgrim-
ageand at reasured impropriety. "Let'sgo and look at us" we
would say, and hurry to the church and back again. We called
the figures Harry and Fanny, drew odious comparisons, and
generdly made silly lovely fun, as doubtless generations of
lovers in Les Yvelines had done before. But we gave no
thought to them, having none to spare from one another.

* ok ok ok k

Then onebrilliant morningin July Harry said:
"Littlelove, | must beback at work in aweek'stime."
"But, darling, we've only been here—"

"Four whole weeks, sweetness four mortal weeks. And
wonderful weeks too. Indeed they have been so wonderful
that | fee we must bresk the descent to normal life, and have a
few days of modified honeymoon in a place where crowds
will remind usthat there are other peopleintheworld. Shall
\(/jve Iseéive here the day after tomorrow, and go to Paris for four

ays?'

Of course | agreed. Anything he wanted, | wanted. But
it was grievous to leave Les Yvelines, and around of farewell
Vidits to our favourite places kept me on the edge of tears.
But he said we would come again next year, and was so full
of plans and so gentle with me, that | had not the heart to tell
him, then and there, why in twelve months time a foreign
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holiday would have its complications. It was an ideal oppor-
tunity for telling him; and | let it dip.

We went a lag walk in theforest, sood for the lag time
under the towering rocks of the quarry, ate our last supper in
the quiet dining-room. Thenext evening we were in Paris,
in a hotel behind the Madeleine.

There followed two busy and enjoyable days Now and
again | thought wistfully of the calm and seduson of Les
Yvdines—of the cod dean air at night, and of the scent of
fruit blossom and resn and damp earth which marked the
aunlit hours—for Paris was noisy, dusty and hot. But shops
and a chance to buy some dathes the degant crowds in the
Champs Elysées the fine dreds and buildings, the evening
gaiety in casno or public garden—thee and other digractions
[eft little time for vain regrets  One afternoon we went out
to the gardens at Asnieres, one evening danced with the
gudents and their girls at the Closcrie des Lilas; the next sat
in fashionable date at Mabille, watching the professonal
dancers and ligening to the excdlent orchesra. The third
evening, said Harry, we mug go to atheatre; and in order to
s omething different from what could be ssen in London
and to minimise the drawback of my not underganding
French, proposed that we chooe a theatre saging musical
extravaganza. Enquiry at our hotel brought automatic recom-
mendation of a production at the Bouffes Parisennes—the
principal house for shoas of this kind—but ao a tentative
suggedion that Mondeur and Madame might be wiser to se
thereally gartling performance at a sialer theatre called Les
Menus Plaisrs. This, it appeared, introduced an amazing
water -ballet—featuring a beautiful French Canadian actress
supported by nymphs, dves and water orites*—which was a
ddight to the eye as well as a tour de force in theatrical
engineering. Harry dapped his hands together:

" Oh, Menus Plaisrs of course My little Vandra must s
the rival water-sprites, and they shall have their nosss put
out of joint by the lovdies of their kind. That'll learn them
to go nymphing about."
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o In due course we tipped our way into aloge at the Menus
asirs.

The show opened gaily and with ariot of colour. There
were some tuneful songs, comedians whose jokes were
evidently outrageous but, das, beyond my understanding,
dance-numbers and the miscellanea usua to a musical mediey
of thekind. Everything wasalittle quicker and more extreme
than in England. The tunes were livelier or dreamier, the
crosstalk more rapid, the show-girls more numerous and
more flimsily attired. The great water-scene—suggestively
entitled "Neenuephar"—was billed for the end of the first
half of the programme, and when it was due the curtain was
lowered to alow preparation to be made. For two or three
minutes the audience st in a darkened theatre listening to
exciting and mysterious noises beyond the curtains—the
whirring of wheds, the gurgle of water, creskings and thumps.
Thenthe curtain rose again.  The gage had been transformed
into a woodland pool. In the centre of the dage wes a

icturesque pond of real water on which floated a few water-
ilies; round it were rocks and moss and a glade of fresh green
grass, over it drooped trailing boughs of trees. The soene was
the prettiest imaginable, and the ators shouted their
applause.  The orchestra began a trilling elfin melody, and
little gnomes and sprites cameflitting on and off. Then older
girls, costumed asflowers o;leidghtly swathed inlong strips of
green material like waterweed, did a graceful dance in the
grassy glade. A nymph came running from thewings, pursued
by a satyr. They danced a duet, a passonate sequence of
solicitation and recoil. The music was now gradualy
gathering force. It caught the house and held it in suspense
A climax weas approaching, and we all s forward in our sedts,
gyesfixed on the scne. We hardly dared to breathe, lest we
lose amoment of the mounting excitement with which by now
the very air was quivering. On the sage dves and sprites,
nymph and satyr began scucr)rc)ﬁi ng to and fro, tucking them-
Hves one by one behind rocks or trees. At last, when the
dage looked empty there was a stirring of the surface of the
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pool. Slowly there rose from the water the head, the shoulders,
the body of agirl. She had her back to the audience, and a
more perfect body | never saw. For amoment she stood with
the water to her knees; then stepped gracefully on to the grassy
edge of the pool,” where the glade soped gently to its bank.
Lazily she stretched her ams above her head, and with an
insolent languor turned to face the auditorium.

Completely naked, save for a spangled triangle slung on
a chain about her hips, she stood there gently swaying, while
the water trickled down her flawlessskin. With an abrupt
gesture she pulled atight gleaming cap from her head, and her
silver-gold hair fell in pae brilliance over her glistening
shoulders. Then she began to dance.

Involuntarily, the moment | saw her, | had put my hand on
Harr?]/'s leg. Now | discovered that | was digging my nails
into his thigh.

"What's the matter, Vannchen?' he whispered patiently.
"You will tear me to bits i f you hold on =0 tightly."

"Don't you ssswho sheis?'

He raised the glasses

"By Georgel You'reright! But it can't be!”

Astonishment kept us dumb until the dance was over, the
curtain had fallen and the lights had gone up.

During the interval we debated what to do. It was un-
doubtedly Lucy, athough in the programme she was Clotilde
de Lannoy. was billed to appear once more in the final
tableau, 0 must remain in the theatre till the show was over.
| scribbled her anote, which we sent behind. "How lovely!"
dhe wrote back. "After the show will you drive me to the
Chateau Rouge, where | have to meet afriend? 1'l1 cometo
the foyer.”

| thought she was genuinely glad to sse us. In the fiacre
she gave us her adventures in afew sentences.  The Canadian
tour had proved unbearably provincial (I smiled to hear Lucy
in the role of world-weary metropolitan), and after some
months a chance meeting with a French Marquison avisit to
Quebec had given her an opportunity of exagpe  She had
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thrown up her part, to the delight of her understudy, and sailed
with the Marquis to France. For a while she had lived in
luxurious idleness in Nice; but the call of her Art proved too
strong, and she felt that the Theatre had need of her. So she
had come to Paris and mixed with atheatrical crowd. One of
them had designed a water-ballet, of which she should be the
most prominent figure. A number of managers had demurred,
thinking the venture too extreme, quite gpart from the heavy
cost of production. But at last the Director of the Menus
Plaisirs had shown himself a man of discernment and enter-
prise. From thefirst night the daring spectacle had conquered
the town. Meantime se had made a new friend—a rich
Englishman. We should s him before long and (with a
mischievous smile) envy her good fortune.

The cab climed the Rue Cadet, crossed the boulevard into
the Chaussee Clignancourt and drew'up at the lighted entrance
of the Chateaul Rouge. This popular resort was a mixture of
garden, dance-hal and cabaret. On a fine summer evening
(such as this), the open-air sage was in use, and before a
crowd of gpectators—seated at little tables, drinking and
smoking—comedians did their turns, and groups of girl-
dancers gave exhibitions of high kicking or presented one of
the innumerable versons of the Can-Can. The night wes
deliciously cool; and as we settled a a prominent table—
specially reserved for Mademoiselle de Lannoy (who wes
received with extravagant homage)—I felt that fate had played
akindly trick in thusthrowing us across Lucy's path. | looked
forward to seding the latest "protector”, wondered what had
become of the Marquis and whether his name were "de
Lannoy”. | doubted it; as | doubted some of the links in
Lucy's story. But uncertainty made the whole affar the more
intriguing. The situation struck me as piquant, and full of
delightful possibilities.

We were eating sadmon-mayonnaise and drinking cham-
pagne, and | was giving Lucy such news as | could of London
and its doings, when dhe started up, gazed over my shoulder,
waved her hand and cried:
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"Here's my friend."

A man was standing behind me; Lucy and Harry were both
on their feet; | half-turned and, looking upward, saw Lord
Manderstoke.

* * * * *

Lucy was making the introductions.

"Gerry, these are Miss Hooper and Mr. Somerford. You
have heard me spesk of them. Fanny: Mr. Somerford—Lord
Manderstoke."

He stared hard at Harry for a moment, and | saw him throw
alook of astonished enquiry at Lucy. But she was smiling
complacently round, delighted to be the centre of so prominent
a group, with two big men to st off her graceful beauty.
Manderstoke then bent over my hand, bowed politely t6
Harry, and stroked Lucy's chek with a negligent finger. He
made no further sign of recognition, but took his seat and
looked about for a waiter with the unconcern of any man
joining a party in a cafe-garden.

"Another bottle of the same, | think" he said. "I am sorry
to have been delayed, and so have compelled Mr. Somerford
to act as host in my place.”

| looked at him curiously. It was only the second time |
had seen him, and the first occason had hardly favoured
scrutiny. He weas a very big man—bigger than Harry. His
heavy torso and long arms must have been out of proportion
to his legs, for when he was sitting he towered above the table.
He wore bushy eyebrows, a heavy moustache and sideburns,
and this profusion of dark brown hair accentuated the pallor
of his face, His eyes were black, with heavy drooping lids;
though the moustache concedled his mouth, | (];ot the impres-
sion that it was long and straight and, from the line of his jaw,
dlightly underhung. While covertly studKing the man whose
very name had for so long haunted me, | happened to surprise
amomentary sa/aé;e gleamin his deepy eyes. It was as though
afire were smouldering behind them and had suddenly spurted
into flame, throwing aflash of hatred across the table.
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A dtab of fear pierced melike aknife-thrust, so that | amost
cried out. Anguish of mind came fast on the hedls of physical
pain. | felt myself shaking with terror and fury, but gripped
the gdes of my chair, st my teeth and said over and over
again to mysdf, "Oh, God, warn Harry. Make him be
careful! Please, God, warn Harry to be careful .”

The two men were smoking and tal kicr;g in desultory fashion.
To al gppearances we were an amicable quartet of cesud
acquaintances, exchanging commonplaces over a glass of wine.
The first shock of realising that we were sitting on a volcano
had passed. | regained sufficient self-control to answer a
trivial question of Manderstoke's and turn to Harri/]for con-
firmation. To my relief | saw that he was at leest on his guard.
| knew his every movement and attitude, and one glance told
me that he sat taut and free-limbed on his chair, ready at any
moment to move and to move quickly. In awful suspense |
waited for something to happen.

The party had fallen silent. Manderstoke rested an elbow
on thetable, took his cigar from hislips and blew afine plume
of smoke into the air. Then, with a new edge to his voice, he
began to spesk:

"Mr. Somerford, thisis afortunate meeting, because it has
taken place sooner rather than later and has come about eesily
and naturally. But you and | had to meet sometime, because
you have twice chosen to interfere with me, and | do not
alow interference from strangers.”

Lucy, her face suddenly pae with aarm, leant quickly
forward and grasped his arm.

"Gerry, pleesg! | beg of you—don't start a quarrel here—"

He flung her hand away and snarled at her:

X " I—(|jo| d your tongue, you! Whores should be seen and not

She shrank back in her chair and held both her hands to her
trembling Iiﬁs. Manderstoke turned back to Harry and, still
spesking with bitter formality, said:

"On the first occason we met face to face, and you chose
the honourable course of assaulting a drunken man. (You
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e | make no bones about being drunk that night at Evanss
Why should 1?) On the ssoond occason we did not mest,
because you went behind my back and scared that flabby
coward Pippin into sending his girl away o that she should
not be mine. | frightened Mr . Pippin still more and he told
me the whole gory. | gat on the girl'strack and finally caught
ha—as you s'2  Now we meet again—| think on equal
terms—and it gives me much satisfaction to tell you. that you
arealow blackguard whaose face neds washing.”

With thelagt wordsheflung the contents of hisgass sraight
at Harry'seyes

But thewine gruck no higher than the shoulder, for Harry
had leapt to his feet a split ssoond before the throw. Next
moment he vaulted the table and hurled himsdf at Mander -
soke who fel backward on to the ground with Harry on
top of him. Lucy and | both screamed. Men came running
from every direction, and dragged the combatants apart.
They were now on their feet, glaring at one another, with a
knot of waiters and gate-kegpers hanging on to their arms and
coats Thereappeared an agitated man in a frock-coat, dearly
the manager or proprietor of the Chateau Rouge  Thelittle
crowd of restraining men fell back, leaving the principals to
confront authority.

"Gentlemen, gentlemen! You will bring the palice
Permit meto attempt areconciliation . . . perhaps Monseur
will gate his ca?'

To this reques for an explanation of what had occurred,
Harry said sharply that it wesa private quarrel. Mander stoke,
with a snex, dedared that he had offered a recognissd
provocation, but ingead of a challenge (as would haye come
automatically from a gentleman) had received a direct assault.
The manage thereupon addresssd Harry. | could not
understand much of what he said, but his manner was faintly
contemptuous and it was dear that he Sded with the enemy.

Harry listened, shrugged his shouldersand came over to me.

"Vannchen" hesad. "I shall haveto call thisfelow out.
If I don't, they'll brand me for a cad. It's all pompous
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nonsense, but he knows the ropes here and | don't. The
difficulty is—"

He looked round uncertainly, and a man stepped forward
from the circle of onlookers. He wes a pleasant-looking
Franchman, who said in excellent English:

"1f1 can be of any service, Monsieur, pray command me.
It is ible that you are a dranger here and know of no
friend on whom to call. Inthat case | shal be delighted to
act for you. My card, Monsieur."

ffHarry glanced at the card and thanked the stranger for his
offer.

"1 shall be most glad of your help” he said. "I know very
little of the procedurein casss of thiskind."

The other bowed.

"1f you will tell me where you are staying—and your
name—"

Supplied with these details, he approached Manderstoke,
who, | suppose, gave him the name of some friend, for he
wrote something down and returned to Harry.

"I will call oh ?/ou tomorrow morning, Monsieur Somerford,
by which time all will be arranged. Madame—Monseur—"
He bowed to usin turn and went briskly away.

All this time | had hardly moved. | felt numb with the
shock of what had occurred. That this horror should have
come crashing through the shell of our peaceful holiday froze
me to a sort of helpless lump. | was watching, amost without
seaing them, the various persons move to and fro, when an
arm was thrown round my shoulders and | heard Lucy's
broken whisper in my ear:

"Oh, Fanny, what have | done? It is frightful. Stop it;
for God's sake, stop it! Get Harry away at once. Gerry isa
cack shot. | —

"Chérie, itistimeto go. Allow meto escort you."

At the sound of Manderstoke's voice—he had spoken loudly
and in French—she started away from me as though lashed
with awhip. | saw her hasten to her lover, take his arm and,
acknowledging the obsequious sdutes of manager and Staff
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with the gracious smile of a notorious Sage beauty, move
toward the gates.

%

"Gerry is a crack shot"—Lucy's fina words beat about my
brain, which seemed to be choking in a fog of terror and
impotent rage.  Su anything should happen to Harry ...
Nothing would, of course; the very thought was absurd; but
al the sare if there were the faintest possibility . . . "Get
Harry away" shehad said. That must betried forthwith. He
must refuse the chalenge.

But when | began to ek, he was amost rough with
me:

"Don't talk nonsensg, sweet. | can't do a thing like that.
| should have expected you to know it was impossible!"

With tears in my eyes | begged and implored him:

"Let us go home tomorrow—early!  If he wants to find

ou in London he can—and get a good thrashing. Harry, |
Keseech you to listen to me. If you never do what | want
again, do this for me!"

"Pleasg, Fanny. | have sad no and | mean it."

| lay awake far into the night, hot-eyed and frightened, and
turning over and over in my mind the gravest problem of all.
Was it my duty to tell him about his child now, or still to sy
nothing? | listened to his quiet breathing. At lesst he could
deep.  So, partly from timidity, partly from fatigue, | per-
suaded myself that it would be wrong to rouse him and that
the decison whether or no to bresk the news should wait
over till morning. Thus, though | could not have known it,
the fina opportunity wes lost.

During the forenoon following, Harry seemed preoccupied,
2nd | could not bring myself to open the subject. He wrote a
letter to Mr. Carteret and another to Sir William Ferraby, not
showing them to me but merely saying he wished to let them
know what had happened. About noon the French gentleman
caled, and had a brief conversation with Harry done. |
wanted to be present but was bidden to remain upgtairs in the
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bedroom. After he had gone, Harry said the meeting was
arranged for eight o'clock next morning. | asked him where,
but hewould not tell me. Intheafternoon hewent out, saying
he had busness to attend to and must sseto it alone. He had
not been gone long, when a messenger brought a note which
he insisted on putting into my hand. T he flap of the envelope
wasendorsed: " | fundeliverablereturnwithout fail toClotilde
deLannoy". | opened it with shaking fingers.

Fanny darling, wrote Lucy in her flamboyant scrawl. |
won't ask you to forgivemefor | don't think you ever can. But
| must tell you how utterly ashamed | am of bringing this
shocking thing topass. | had no idea in the world except to
surpriseyou both and score a stupid littletriumph of my own.
| was annoyed with you, that day in North Bank, when you
and Harry cornered Pippin. | thought you were handing me
about like a parcel; and the veryfact that you wanted to get
me away from Gerry made me more curious about him. Then
he got on my track and finally traced me to Paris. But by
then | had forgotten all my irritation with you; | swear | had.
Up to last night, everything had gone smoothly. He srough
as a lover and frightens me--which | rather liked. Now | see
what a silly littlefool | have been—too late.

That Gerry had thought twice of Harry's opposition to him
never occurred to me; and that he should break out like that
was horrifying. | do pray you have left Paris and that this
note comes back to me. | daren't say a word to Gerry. |
thought he wasgoing to strike me last night, he was so cold
and savage.

Goodbye, Fanny. | supposeyou'll never want to see me
again. Your miserablefriend, Lucy.

This unhelpful though rather pathetic outburst had the
effect of reviving my worst fears. Sitting alone, | fought a
last fight with the forebodings which were dowly overwhelm-
ing me. Every hour the criss which faced my lover looked
moregrim; every hour | was being morethoroughly excluded
fromit.When at last Har ry returned, my control had broken.
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| threw myself into his arms and in an abandonment of tears
blurted out my secret. Instantly he was his old tender sdif.
Full of delight and excitement, | believe that for a while he
actually forgot the cloud which hung over us. But when | said,
quite smply, that | wes ready to marry him as soon as he
wanted, he gave me a look of startled dismay and slid forth-
with from gay enthusasm into distraught reproach:

"Oh, God!" he cried. "Why, in Heaven's name, Fanny,
didn't you tell me sooner? Even yesterday. We ought to be
married instantly—and now it is too late."

Hastily he corrected himself.

"Too late for today, | mean. | would have liked it done
today. Now it must wait till tomorrow."

But | knew what he meant, and sa in a daze of misery,
cursing myself for a coward and a bungler.

About ten o'clock, after a supper | could not ea and an
hour and a half of restless tormented silence in the uncomfort-
able little sdon, he bade me go to bed. He would follow in
twenty minutes. When he came into the room, | was in bed,
lying rigidl?/ on my back and staring at the ceiling, which
semed to billow and twist as it does to one in fever.  Sitting
on the bed he took me in his ams and holding me very dose
sad gently:

"Sweetheart, you are having aterribletime and | am deeply,
deeply sorry. But everything will be all right tomorrow. |
want you to be patient just alittle longer. Thisis my afar
and | haveto keep you put. Now go to deep if you can; and
when next we meet all will be happiness again.”

Inwild alarm | wri%gled out of his arms, knelt up in bed
and clutched him by the coat.

"Where are you going, Harry?' | cried. "You are not
leaving me now? Y ou can't!"

"I must, darling. | shdl go to another hotel nearer to—
well, more convenient for my appointment. My second has
to be with me, you ss2  He Is awaiting me there. Please be
brave, little love—just for these next few hours. | will come
straight back to you."
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My heart seamed to fall in on itself and my whole body to
crumple. | slumped forward on to his shoulder and lost con-
stiousness. When | came to myself [[was back in bed, with the
clothes carefully tucked round me. Harry had gone.

\Y

It was not yet afternoon on the day of the duel. At ten
o'clock the French gentleman had called on me at our hotel.
With embarrassed courtesy, he -had regretfully informed me
that my husband had received a bullet wound in the right arm
which had broken the humerus, had been taken back immedi-
ately to the hotel in the Rue de la Roguette and that, on the
instructions of his principal, he had the honour to hand me a
letter, written the night before and entrusted to his care for
delivery in caee of accident. He bowed, and had turned to
leave the sdon, when he swung round and stood rigidly at
ﬁi_telntion, heds together and hat held at arm's length against

isleg.

"Madame" he said. "l ak permission to express my
respectful condolences. Your husband is a man of honour
and deserved better fortune. 'Y ou may, however, be assured
that the duel was fought with perfect correctness. | may add
that every precaution has been taken to conced the fact that
there has been a meeting. The people at the hotel will hold
their tongues. Madame, your servant."

He left me holding Harry's letter in my hand and Starig
through a haze of panic at the door through which he h
disappeared.

With an effort | pulled mdyselftogether, ordered a cab and
Ihurried upstairs for hat and coa. In the fiacre | read my
etter.

1230 am.
Fanny darling. | amleaving thisletter with M. Bourdon,
just in case anything should happen to me later in the day.

Our hotel proprietor has money in his chargewhichisto be

handed to you when required. | have made a will and
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deposited it with the British Consul. If you call at his office
with a passport, it will be given you. Asyou know, | have
already written to Julian and Ferraby, and either of them will
giveyou any help you may need. | did not, however, write to
my mother; and, though | am sure it will be unnecessary, |
must ask you to advise her by telegraph if things go amiss.
Her address is . . . Phillimore Gardens.

All thissoundsvery tragic; but asitisonly onechancein a
hundredthat you ever get thisletter, no matter. [t shall at any
rate end on a different note.

I loveyou, Fanny, if not asmuch asyou deserve, as much
asitisin meto do. You havegiven me two years of such
happiness as falls to the lot of few men. And now thereisto
be a little Fanny, to enrich and share that happiness and make
it last a lifetime. Thank you, my sweetheart, just for being
you.

Good-night, and God be with you.

H.

They took me straight to his bedside. He lay pale as death,
and the hint of shadows creeping about his eyes caught me
inthethroat and nearly choked me. When | touched his hand,
heraised hiseydidsand, | think, recognised me, for his fingers
just moved beneath mine. Every now and again the muscles
in his face contracted and relaxed and a little shiver of pain
ran down hisbody. | sat afew minutesuntil he had sunk into
an apparent coma. Then | crept out of the room and de-
manded to see the doctor.

* * * * *

The old doctor waved his hands and made soothing noises.
He was a snuffy, water-eyed old man and inspired no con-
fidence. We were in the bleak corridor of the hotel in which
Harry had spent the previous night, to which he had now been
carried back. The doctor knew no English, and a middle-
aged nurse, recommended by the hotel-people, was acting as
interpreter.

"The medicine e say not to agitate yoursef, madame.
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Monsieur will be better for repose and egive im something
tomakedorm. E think all will gowell."

"But he is desperately ill" | insisted. "I can se he
iS_"

" 111, yes" sheagreed after repeating my wordsto the doctor.
"A gunned one is always ill. But they often become well

oncemoreand sowill im."

The vague, leisurely optimism of doctor and nurse sent
me from the hotel in rage and despair. At the corner of the
street was a quiet cafe. Regardless of convention, | went
inside and ordered somebrandy. Re-reading Harry'sletter, |
forced my mind to the composition of a telegram to his
mother. | decided totelegraph alsoto M r. Carteret. Tothe
former | finally drafted this message

Harry dangerously ill Hotel des Acacias Rue de la

Roquette Paris result of serious accident Julian Carteret

will confirm,
and left it unsigned. To Mr. Carteret | would say:

Harry serioudly hurt can you come immediately Fanny
and add the address of my own hotel.

With the brandy lying like a tepid blanket over the bitter
lump of grief and dread which had settled in the pit of my
stomach, | sought a Telegraph Office and sent my messages
Then | went miserably back to the Rue de la Roquette.

All that afternoon till late at night and all the next day |
hung about the hateful building, in which my love lay pros
trate and in pain. They let me st with him; but there was
nothing | could do, save watch his dear face and wipe the
sweat from his forehead and now and again touch that hand,
once so cool and dry and firm, now so limp and hot. The
arm had been badly shattered and he had lost a lot of blood:
so much | extracted by persistent questioning. But what was
being done} Ought therenot to be an operation? T he doctor
was manifestly out of his depth; he teetered and shrugged and
spoke of opiates and nature finding a way.

| wanted to storm at them all and demand a second opinion.
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But | was not too digracted to realise that, if the affair were
to bekept seoret, | wasin their hands So | kept slent, waiting
for somereply from Julian, and even gavethe hotd proprietor
a hundred francs which helped him to appreciate the need for
discretion.

My own hdplesness amogt drove me mad. | knew no
dngle soul in Paris—save the two who had wrecked my
lover, and was condemned to sit and watch the mogt precious
life in the world virtually left to look after itsdf—st and do
nothing, because there was nothing | could do.

Next day in the early afternoon | returned to my hotd. |
had been in and near the Sck-room all night, and was bemused
with lack of degp and thetorture of growing anxiety. | would
have awash and a short rest, and resume my usdess, powerless
vigil. As | groped my way to the dek to get the key, a
figlé&e rose from a chair in the vegtibule and a familiar voice
cried:

"Fanny, at lag! How is he?'

"Oh, Julian" | gagped. "Thank God you've come"

He caught me as | svayed and carried me into the salon.
There, after afew moments, | found my witsagain and poured
out the gory, with all my fears and all my conviction that
something further should, and must, be done He was
splendidly calm:

"My poor child. You areworn out. | will now take you
to your room and you mus go to bed. | shall go Sraight
round to Harry'shotel and sefor mysdf. Then we will beat
up all the greates doctors in Paris. Come along like a good
girl, and don't worry any more."

Dear Julianl Hemoreor less carried me upgairs and laid
me on the bed. The very fact of having someone on my sde
lulled meto a momentary peace | beieve | was adegp aimogt
before he left the room.

* * * * *

About nine ododk in the evening he returned, in company
with a small bearded Jew, who looked at me searchingly
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through gold-rimmed spetades when Julian introduced us

" Fanny, thisisDoctor L oewenthal; Monseur L oewenthal—
Mademoisdle Hooper, the friend of M. Somerford. We have
jugt come from the Acadas, Fanny, and the Doctor has made
an examination. The various people | had time to conault all
agreed that he is the bes man possble and has worked
miracles Hewill now tell you his opinion.”

Thelittleman led meto a sofa and, stting at my sde, laid
his delicate white fingers on my wrist. Then in predse but
correct English he made his report.  The condition of the
patient was undeniably serious The haemorrhage had not
been properly checked; and though the injury might have
meant thelossof an arm, it nead not have produced so extreme
an over-all weskness But hehad bled ... bled dreadfully.

Even now, however, we mugt not despair. M. Somerford
had a wonderful congtitution and his srength had kept up
far better than anyone could have expected. In his opinion
it was not too late to operate. There was naturally a grave
risk; but at least a reasonable hope of success  Wheress if no
operation were attempted—he gave a little shrug and shook
hishead. It wasfor Madameto dedide. That was his advice,
and (if | did him the honour of putting the case in his charge)
hewould do everything possibleto preparethe patient towith-
gand thefurther grain.

| would have liked to go on my knessand pour out my heart
to him; but | could only sit by his 9de throttled with terror
and trembling all over. He went on groking my wrist very
gently and dowly the ague subsded. | found my voice, and
seizing his hands cried:

"Save him for me, Doctor! Do anything—anything. You
are in absolute control.  Only save him!"

He raissed my hands which still dutched both of his, and
brushed them with his lips.

"1 shall do my best" hereplied. "I thank you for your
confidence It will help me to know that my patient has one
who loves him near at hand, and that she will be thinking of
him and joining the strength of her hapesto mine. And now,
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madame, | become for a moment your doctor also. Y ou will
go to bed and I will give you a little draught—see, | have it
herein my bag. Tomorrow, when we shall both nesd all our
courage and all our faith, you will be srong and rested.”

" And when may | s him again?'

He gazed at me thoughtfully.

" | fyou will come to the Hotel des Acadas at midday to-
morrow, | hope you will be ableto sse him for afew minutes.
| am going back there now to ingall a good nurse. We mugt
take every care of him during the coming night. If things go
as | hope, he will be as grong as we can make him by the
middle of the day. Then we shall go into battle and—God
willing—win our victory."

* * * * *

Doctor Loewenthal's draught did its work, and | awoke
refreshed and ready to endure the day's ordeal. Julian called
for meand ingsted on our taking awalk in the sunshine before
going to the Rue de la Roquette. He had himsdlf been there
early in the morning and s=n the doctor for a few moments.
Things were, it appeared, proceeding as satisactorily as could
be hoped.

At lag we arrived at the gloomy building in which | now
felt | had gpent years of my life. As we cdimbed the geps to
the front entrance, | was surprisad to s the bearded face of
thelittle doctor peering through the half-glass doors Surprise
turned to alarm when, on our entering the vestibule, he saized
Julian by the arm, drew him away into a corner and made a
rapid speth in French, pointing upwards and gesticulating
excitedly.

Julian came dowly back across the hall. He kept his eyes
on the ground, and was frowning either in perplexity or em-
barrassment. He came to a halt immediatdly in front of me,
and without raisng his eyes began to fumble for words

" Er—Fanny--er
"What is is, Julian? What S happened. For God's ske
tell methetruth. Ishe . . .7
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Thef relief of being able to deny the worst restored some
ex 0 .

"Oh, no, my dear. Heisbetterinhimself. Butanawkward
thing hes happened. His sder is here."

Thinking only of Harry, | did not at once s the Sgnificance
of this news.

"1t was good of her to come so quickly! Harry asked me to
telegraph to his mother; and | did, when | telegraphed to
Kou. | gave the address of this hotel, 30 Miss Somerford will

ave come straight here."

"Yes, yes, Fanny; but don't you understand? She has taken
charge now, o

"Taken chage? How? Doctor Loewenthal is in chargel”

He looked wretchedly embarrassed.

"On your instructions, Fanny dear, which are no longer
valid—in her view."

"But, Julian—she can't interfere at this vital moment! She
can't!"

"1'm afraid she can" he said miserably. "I don't sy she
will, mark you—to the extent of repudiating the doctor alto-
gether. But de has dready taken a sep which has upset
Loewenthal very much. She—she hes refused to let you se
Harry. He is fully conscious and has been asking for you;
and Loewenthal was counting on your visit to do him just
that bit of spiritual good—But now . . ."

His uneassy halting speech was suddenly overswept by a
torrent of anger.

"Damn her to hell!" he burst out, "and damnation teke the
rotten hypocritical world which produced her!  What are we
to do, Fanny? Sheis technically within her rights—her smug
abominable rights—and—Oh, God Almighty, what a mes3”

He swung away and returned to the little doctor, who was
pacing nervoudy up and down againg the far wall. They
exchanged a few words, and Julian came quickly back to
me.

"" | am going up to se her" he said, curt and grim, "and
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taking Loewenthal with me. Perhaps if he puts the cae
strongly enough she will yield. Pease wait here.”

For quarter of an hour | stood in a corner of the vestibule,
sunk once again into the numb despair of two or three dai
ago. Thehatred Miss Somerford must fedl for me was shock-
ing enough; but it mattered nothing beside her wicked inter-
ference with the doctor's plans. Over and over agan, |
repested to myself: "She must let me ssehim; shemust!” And
then Julian came slowly downstairs, and | could s from his
face that it was hopeless.

He took my arm and walked me down the steps and along
the street.

"No good, Fanny" he said at last, in a voiceflat with the
exhaustion of rage. "No good. There she is, and there she
means to stay. | have quarrelled with her, if that's any con-
solation. | pleaded and implored and she as good as told me
to mind my own business. Then | lost my temper and let her
have it. She enjoyed that, and | was afool to doit. God! I'd
like to choke the life out of her!"

"AndHarry?' | whispered. "How is he?'

"I fear alittle over-excited. They had words—at least to
the extent possible to the poor fellow, and the heemorrhege
started again. Loewenthal waswith him while | was fighting
that womanin the and cameout as | wesleaving. He
looked grave, but asked me to tell you he was still hopeful,
though this business has not improved matters."

| put my hands to my forehead.

"I believe | shall go mad" | said unsteadily "or faint or
something."

We were passing the cafe in which | had composed the tele-
grams summoning friend and enemy to Paris. He guided
me in, and ordered sherry-cobblers. The cold clean drink
Ic;hecked the whirling in my head, and left me blank and

imp.

"What shall | do now?' | asked dully.

"For the moment stay here. | am going back to find out
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what isto happen—about—about the operation. | will come
and tell you."

While he was away | sat propped in my chair like a bundle
of clothes. There was no feeling in my limbs; and inside | was
a hollow thing, emptied of all emotion. | do not know how
long he had been gone, before | became conscious of him
standing over me.

" Loewenthal will operate" hesaid. "He saysit istheonly
hope. Ifhethrows up the case now and nothingis done, it is
the end. So he will swallow the insulis which have been
offered him, and dohisbest. 'Tell thelittlelady' hesaid, 'that
| dothisfor her sake. | would like to give her back her lover
because she deserves him. But tell her also that | may fail,
for her man is very near the edge."

* k k k%

Harry died under chloroform at two-fifty-five in the after-
noon. The date was the twelfth of July, 1878—almost exactly
two years after he and | began our life together in Little
Welbeck Street and five months before, at Gowthorpe in
Yorkshire, his daughter cameinto the world.






LONDON AND GOWTHORPE

THOSE five months—a desolate hiatus between Harry's lagt
breath and my baby's first'—only remain with me as a scatter
of digointed memories. They buried my darling in the ceme-
tery of Pere Lachaise under a sweltering July sun. On one
side of his grave stood Miss Somerford; on the other Julian
Carteret, Doctor Loewenthal and 1. | could not help admiring
—even whilehating it—the graniteinflexibility of thewoman,
who in the name of righteousness had killed her brother.

Her convictions were cruel and fanatical, but she had cour-
age; and although she must have known that the three of us
standing opposite held her for little less than a murderess, she
gave no inch to embarrassment or conciliation. Passng out
of the cemetery, she acknowledged Julian's bow with a curt
nod; but as she walked by meto her cab, she never gave me a
glance—merdy with marked emphass gathered her skirts
about her.

| could not even cry, asthe long box containing all that was
left of Harry Somerford dlid finally out of sight. Ever since |
knew for certain that | had lost him, my whole being had
dried into a parched stupor. | had no will to anything, but
in a sort of daze did whatever Julian and the doctor bade me.

| have no words to describe the unfailing kindness of those
two good friends. Julian went to the Consulate for Harry's
will, and made all arrangements for the journey home.
Jointly they extracted from the Hotel des Acacias details of the
funeral asarranged by Miss Somerford, threatening to expose
the whole affair to the police, but at the sametime adding cash
inducement to a promise of secrecy, in return for theinforma-
tion Harry's siser sought to keep from "us In addition the
little doctor came congtantly to see me, watching for signs of

365
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grain, unobtrusvely prescribing for degplesness or lack of
appetite or the siritless meancholy which sst me brooding
by the hour. On what wasto be hislag visit (Julian and | were
leaving Parisin the morning), he took my hands and twinkled
at methrough hisgasss

"Ma petite' hesaid " you are a true woman; and herein
France we value women more ddicatey than your dumsy
Englishmen. It has been a privilege for an old French doctor
to sethe gallantry of ayoung English girl in the mog terrible
experience which could befall her—and all thetime performing
awoman's highest duty. You will at leest have a living token
of your dead lover. Take care of yoursdf, for its sake”

| dared at him, too agonished to fed embarrassment.

"So you knew, doctor?"

"Oh, | knew. Thefirst time | saw you, | knew. Your
gyes alonewould havetold me. A lucky child, to have parents
0 much in love and a mother so gentle and so grong. The
blessing of an old man on you and your baby, my dear. Will
you writeto me, when sheisborn? | think shewill beagirl,
when | think of him and look at you. But | should like to
hear that all goes well."

| could only nod, and squeezing his hands, kiss his scrubby
chek. | wes unable to sy a word, for his tenderness had
reased my tears at lad.

* k k ok k

| suppoe the crowded worries of the lag days in Paris
and the cares of the journey home so occupied my mind that,
until | was once again in Little Welbeck Street, | did not face
up to any conception of what life would be without Harry.
Then, however, with sudden horror | saw mysdf on the
threshold of desolation.  The empty rooms in which we had
been 0 happy; Muggsy sting the table in gloomy slence,
ingead of exchanging jokes and news with him ditting by the
fire, or with me tidying my hair in the bedroom and calling
through the door; waking in the morning after uneasy deep,
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and finding mysdf alone and the other half of the bed cod
and void, his pipes on the mantelpiece, his walking-gtick in
the corner, his old hat on a peg on the landing, his tail-coat
and evening suit in the wardrobe, his shoes in the rack, his
shaving soep and hair-oil on the marble washgand—every
moment, every corner had its intolerable reminder of what
had been and was no more. If | had yidded to impulse, |
should have run upgairs whenever Julian was in and begged
to gt with him, if only to exape the ghogs which flocked
round Harry's empty chair. But | had ssnse enough to do no
uch thing. Poor Julian! He had trouble and to are on
my acoount.

On thethird evening after our return, heknocked punctil-
ioudy at the gtting-room door. Ever snce we sepped out
of thetrain on to Charing Crass platform he had become once
more the lawyer—grave, cautious, conddered in his judg-
ments. It was hard to believe that this same man had broken
out savagdy againg Miss Somerford in the dreary hallway of
the Hotel des Acadas Even his manne toward me had
changed. | became once again " Mrs. Harry" (wasit in part
a ddicate wish to credit me with at least my lover's Chrigtian
name?); so he, of course had tobe” Mr. Carteret”.

Bidden to enter, he grested me with his usual courtesy.

"Mrs. Harry, | think you should know the terms, of our
friend'swill—of which (I hopeyou will not object), | am e
executor .

| grew suddenly impatienr of his scrupulous formality.

" Dear Julian, for mercy's ssketreat melikeahuman being,
even if | am a dient! You have been lovdier to me than any
man could; and | cannat—and will not—go on calling you
Mr. Carteret."

He coughed.

"1 beg your pardon—and incidentally thank you. | will
begin again. Fanny; hereis Harry'swill. He leaves every-
thingtoyou. Itisn'tagreat deal. Theresthebaanceat his
bank—about two hundred pounds as the money he in-
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herited from his father, a decent little capital sum invested in
Congdls and bringing in about eighty pounds a year: aso, of
course, all his persona bdongings in thee rooms  But that
isnot all. Attached to the will was a letter to his executor,
and among his papers at the hote | found a codicil to thewill,
executed apparendy the evening before the duel, properly
witnessd and in an envelope addressed to me.

" Let us take this codicil first. From it | learn that—er—
forgive meif | have to intrude on a very private matter, but
lawyers can kegp their counsd—that—that in due course you
expect to become . . "

The poor man was 0 enbarrassad that | summoned a
reserve of cherfulness to help him through his difficulty.

"Yes, indeed. Isn't it wonderful? It is the only thing to
live for non—that if all goeswell | shall hold his baby in my
arms before the year is out.”

"Dear Fanny" he said softly. " | am very glad. All will go
well, never fear. All shall go well."

Resuming his professonal manner he went on:

" This codicil appaints in trust for Harry's child his share
of his father's edate, which is vesed in Mrs. Somerford for
life. Harry'sfather gave his property to his wife for life and
after her death to such of his children as his wife should
appoint. Some time ago his mother made a desd—thereis a
copy with Harry's papers—in which she appointed the money
equally between her two children, and this would normally
pass to them on her death. You ought, therefore, in due
course to be able to reckon on the use of the income from
Harry's appointed share to pend for the benefit of the child.”

"1 think | undergand” | said. " It soundsfair and sengdble,
as he aways was"

_ l;Yes' he agresd. " It makes the bes of a not very good
job.”

He st a moment fiddling with his papers and once more
looking uncomfortable.
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"What is the matter, Julian? Don't be afraid of speaking
frankly. What is not a good job?'

"Well, you sse, my dear, although there hes hitherto been
every reason to expect that the deed signed by Mrs. Somerford
will mekeeverythingall right, it can berevoked; and thereisa
danger, now Harry is dead, that she may revoke it. | am
bound to recognise that the breach which opened between
poor Harry and his family may affect the situation to the
disadvantage of—er—Harry's child—and its mother."

He looked at me gravely, and | could only hang my head
and yet again bitterly reproach myself for having kept silent
until toolate.

"You realisg" Julian went on "that Mrs, Somerford is
bound to learn of the terms of her son's will. Sheis, | am
thankful to say, a more accessible person than her daughter;
and, as Harry's mother, will naturaly fed more tenderly
towards him than his sster might do. | hope, therefore, that
with Mrs. Somerford maternal love and human kindness will
overcome the moral disapproval. But | cannot be sure; and
it is necessary for you to understand that the child's future,
which lies absolutely in the grandmother's hands, may be
much worse provided for than Harry anticipated.”

| nodded.

"I understand. Except that Harry wished his child to have
some of his father's money, | would far far rather it were all
squandered and gone. | shall work for my baby and we will
both come through."

" | am sureyou will" he said warmly "and—Iet me sy this
now—any help | can give you a any time is yours for the
asking, and not only for Harry's ske either.”

| tried to speek, but he hurried on:

f"Pleese! Thereis still the letter. 1 will read you a portion
of it.
With regard to the rooms at Little Welbeck Street, | paid
themup to the end of September . 1t seemed a foolish precau-
tion at thetime, but it isone for which | am now thankful . At



370 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

least Fanny will be ableto stay on while she makesher plans.
| do not believe she will want to continue there. | know |
shouldn't, if shewere gone. But sheand Muggsy and | were
such good friendsthat, in theremote event of Fanny being left
there alone, | rgoice to think that for a while at least no
money need pass between the survivorsof thetrio.

"Stop, Julian! | can't bear it!"

Tearswere streaming down my cheeks. | could not control
them, so made no attempt to hide them. He st silent,
pretending to read his papers, until the outburst was over.

"I'msorry" | sniffed. "I ttook meunawares. Goon."

He went on reading in a level voice, as though there had
been no interruption.

The only other thing | can leave my darling is my Life
Insurance of five hundred pounds. | had always intended to
leave one hundred of this to the Working Men's College in
Great Ormond Street. Not only do | think it agrand under-
taking, but thanks to it—and to Tom Hughes—/ was able to
meet her on those precious Thursday evenings. | oweto the
College the opportunity to tell her that | loved her; and you
knowwhat that hasled to—to my being divinely happy every
moment of every day and every night—

Julian's voice broke, then failed atogether. | was now
sobbing unashamedly. At last | managed to say:

" Of course the College . . . of course . . ."

He pretended to make some notes to give us both time to
recover; then, collecting his papers, he rose to go.

"Come upstairs and let us make sometea, and talk" he said.
"The professond interview is over, and we go to another
floor and become a socia gathering. There is an admirable
Madeiracake. Y ou havethe details dear? In the bank, two
hundred; from Consols, eighty per annum; all but ahundred
of the Life Insurance, four hundred—it's not much, Fanny."

"1 don't mind" | said. "It's enough for me—anything's
enough, without him."
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Harry's death was not reported in the English papers, apart
from a formal notice inserted by his mother in The Times
Obituary column. This described him as having "died abroad
after a snort illness.”

There were just a few people who, in my opinion, ought
to know the truth; and | forced myself to the effort of |etter-
writing. Actually, when | got started, | found comfort in
doing 0. My days were now empty and purposdess. Going
through my darling's things and deciding what to do with
them, was a task so hateful that | could not bear it for more
than a few minutes at atime. | would begin on the contents
of a drawer. All at once spirit would fail me, and |1 would
leave everything strewn about or hastily pack it avay again,
flop on to a chair and sare into the past. At least writing
about him kept my mind active for alittle while, and gave an
excuse for living over again our last weeks together.

| wrote fully to Andrew and to Sir William Ferraby; less
fully to Chunks and to Miss Cairns, and at length but on more
persona lines to my mother. To her | explained that | was
ﬁ)élpecti ng a baby in December and hoped for her advice and

p.

Andrew replied with an urgent invitation to cometo Augh-
ton at once and remainthere. Hewrotewith moving sincerity
about Harry, was degply sympathetic with my grief and hoped
we should be able to console one another. My mother res-
ponded nearly as quickly. Shewasgrieved by my ill-fortune,
but keenly interested in the prospect of a grandchild, who
must of course be born at Gowthorpe under her supervision.
About Harry dhe said nothing. The other three to whom |
had written replied in person. Thefirst to arrive was Chunks.
| had told him many details—merely that Harry had fought
a duel and been fatally wounded. When he had patted my
hands till they were amost bruised, and blown his nose like a
trumpeter, and muttered vague threats againg everyone who
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had had the smalles share in depriving his Fannikins of her
man, he demanded the whole gory. | told it, as fairly as |
could. He ligened in dlence twisting his brown billycock
between his kness and scowling at the floor. When | had
finished:

"That blackguard again!" he muttered. " It's the finger of
Providence no les” Rather wistfully he added: "no ope uv
yer comin back to us, | supposs? Always wecome, ye know,
at the Bargee"

| decided to tell him.

"1'm going to have a baby, Chunks, and shall go north to
my mother. But I've very little money and will probably come
to London again in the soring. May | invite mysdf, when |
know my plans?'

His great face creasad into a thousand wrinkles.

"A littleun? That's prime! And won't e be a nipper and a
arfl Polly'll be beddes hersdf when | tell er. You come
Fannikins, as and when you want, and bring the dle family.
Themorethemerrier, that's the motto at the old Bargee"

" I'm afraid therewill only betwo of us' | said sadly.

"Ho! And ow do you know? What about twins, hey?—
onefor you and one for im?"

This made me laugh, and we parted with surface cheer-
fulness

Thenext visgtor was Sr William Ferraby. He had come up
soeddly from Gloucesershire

"My poor littlegirl" hesaid. " | would rather anything but
thishad happened. Y ou knew Harry had written to mebefore
the fight? | am ashamed to sy that, though the news dis-
tressad me, it never occurred to me he would come to harm.
Such a grand fighter. But duelling is not fighting, as the
English undergand it. | was very fond of Harry, my dear;
and, if you will allow meto be, | would liketo be very fond of
the girl heloved. We do not know one another very well as
yet; but that can be remedied. | want you to promise that if
ever you want the sort of help | can give, you will ask for it.
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| am getting on, and shall not be herefor ever. But |'ve some
years yet, and a lonely old man asks for nothing better than to
be of service to someone he likes. Will you promise, Fanny
(forgive my calling you that, but | have dways thought of you
as Fanny) promise to come to old William Ferraby at any
time? Heis at your service."

"Thank you from my heart, Sir William. Indeed |
promise. . . ."

Andfinally MissCairns. Shedroveupinashining Victoria
with two men on the box, and her clothes—black touched
with white—were impeccable.

"I am not a kisser, Fanny" she said "but | am going to kiss
you. There! | haven't done that for years. What a funny
feeling. | wonder why itis so popular? No, | don't; | know.
Now let melook at you. Y ou poor littlething, so pinched and
white!  And, unless |'m aworse judge than | think, there's a
baby on the way too. | thought so. Whenisit?"

Rather confused, | told her. Her eyes softened and,
looking as | had never seen her look before:

"I do believe | shall envy you that baby" she murmured.
The next moment she was her old self again.

"Now then, let us be practica—and no fdse pride, please.
Have you any money? If one woman can't help another in a
tight corner, it's a pity; so I'm your banker when you need
one."

"I'mall right at present, Miss Cairns, and very very grateful
for your kindness. When I'm about again | must think
serioudy what to do, and may badly want your advice. But
till then | shal go into the woods, and wait for my baby."

"Very well, my dear. I've sad what | came to say, and |
mean it. Take care of yourself and don't mope. Write to me
when the youngster has made his bow; and if after that you
want me, you know whereto find me."

| went downgtairs to the door with her and watched her
gep into her carriage.  The footman climbed into his place
beside the coachman, Miss Cairns waved a beautifully-gloved
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hand, and the gleaming turn-out drew smoothly away. As
the horses turned northward into Wimpole Stregt | had a
last glimpse of her, a dim proud figure in a black gown, with
a white parasol danted gracefully towards the sun.

My baby was born on the fourth of December at eight
ddock in the morning. It was an easy birth, and the child
was perfect. My mother had made every possible preparation
and took complete charge of me from the moment of my
arrival at Gowthorpe. Now therewasno pain, only a drowsy
weskness  Gradually my mind began to dear. It was over.
Thetiny girl was born and breathing. Ancther woman'slife
had begun.

Asl| lay there exhauged but at eass, with Harry's daughter
in the bend of my arm, watching through the window the
winter sunshine sarkling on the rime-covered twigs of the
bigwalnut tree, | fet for thefirst timesncemy lover had been
taken from meastirring of interest in what the future might
havein gore

Themorsd of humanity stirred and souttered and nuzzled
againg my dde | thought of Doctor Loewenthal and his
prophecy of a baby girl. But from the res of Paris memory
sverved away, finding a refuge only a few days further back
in the carefree happiness of Les Yveines. In that moment |
made the decison. She should be chrisened Eveyn.
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WARBECK turned the final sheet of typescript, pushed the pile
of paper away from him and sat back in hischair. He stretched
his arms above his head and yawned.

"There!" he said aloud, though the room was empty.
"That's the best | can make of it."

He picked up the typescript again and turned the sections
over with professional neatness and speed. Selecting a typical
page he counted the words in four or five consecutive lines
and did alittle sum in pencil on the margin of hisblotter.

"Hundred and fifty thousand" hesaid to himself. " Rather
more. Fivethousand at leadt, at eight and six."

He wondered whether, from the point of view of his profit
and loss account, it were three hundred pounds worth, plus
cogt of manufacture and advertising. To him personally the
wholeadventur e had been cheap at theprice. "Warbeck Ltd.
shan't losg" he decided, "even if | have to sdl my Cezanne
drawing."

Next morning he put the typescript in his bag and st out
for his office  One of the advantages of being an author-
publisher—perhaps the only one—was that a book written
was a book accepted. He would get a cast-off and specimen
pagesfor thwith.

* * * * *

The previous year Warbeck's summer holiday had been
morethan twiceaslong asusual. Earlyin Junehehad in his
customary way departed from his office, leaving no address
and saying hewould be back in three weeks time. But a day
or two before he was due to reappear, his manager and co-
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director had been astonished to receive a letter, written from
a place in France caled Les Yvelines, saying that Warbeck
had got on to a likely book and would be busy fixing it up
for another three weeks at least. The letter went on to sy
that the equivaent of three hundred pounds in French francs
was to be paid immediately into the head office in Paris of the
Société Generate for the credit of Madame Hooper, Hotel de
la Boule d'Or, Les Yvelines-la-Carriére, S. et O. The office
must carry on as well as possible, and this would be his con-
tinuing address, in cae they wanted to get at him. There
followed various specia instructions, and an apology for
upsetting normal routine.

The manager and the senior members of Warbeck's staff
shook their heads over this unprecedented irregularity. The
publicity man, who was addicted to the more lurid type of
society novel, made them mark his words there was more in
this than met the eye.  This "Madame Hooper" weas one of
those casino-Srens, or a crystal-gazer, which wes equaly as
bad. Warbeck's secretary tossed her head and said Mr. War-
beck was not that kind of man at all; didn't they remember
how he'd put that illustrator-woman in her place, when she
st her cap at him? The manager caled them to order. He
was less concerned to regject the suggestion that the guvnor
had fallen for an adventuress and was paying his footing, than
to deny that anyonewho knew him aswell asthey should think
he'd be fool enough to court the maximum of publicity by
drawing a cheque on the firm's account. "She's the author of
the book" said the manager sagdy "and wants her advance
rightaway. That'swhatitis. He'll send usthetermsfor the
contract in a day or two, you'll see”

Meantime, out in Les Yvelines, Warbeck was working far
harder than if he were back in his office in Garrick Street.
Old Mrs. Hooper, once she had consented to talk of her life,
talked with avengeance. While she was actually spesking he
made as few notes as possible, for he had a retentive memory
and the sound of her voice was a delight. But after every
$s3on he s down to record what she had said, often writing
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into the small hours rather than risk forgetting some tiny but
vivid detail which gave character to a person or a place.

The days went by and the pile of notes grew and grew. At
last the ol d lady reached the end of her store of recollections.

"Thatisall | cantell you, Mr. Warbeck. No doubt, when
you let me see what you have made of my chatter, | shall think
of a fresh point here and there. But it will only be revision
now; the story is over. Are you repenting of your bargain?'

"Not in the least. | shrink alittle from the job of Writiga?
you into shgpe and of finding suitable equivalents for the r
names. But it is marvellous material; and | shall dways be
grateful for what you have given me to think about and
remember."”

The night before his damrture for London they took their
coffee as usua in the hotel garden.

"1 shall miss you sadly, Mr. Warbeck" she said. "I had
grown accustomed to being alone; but now for six weeks | have
had a companion and shared a common interest with a man
| like. To return to amless solitude will seem very hard at
first; but | shall settle down again. At least | need not worry
about money. It was very sporting of you to treat me like that.
Please believe | am deeply grateful. And | can look forward
]'Eo reading what you havewritten. That will be an excitement
or me."

"1 only hope it won't prove a tragic disillusionment” he
laughed. Then after a pauss "May | ak you two ques
tions?'

" Of courseyoumay."

"Is this hotel the same building to which you came with
Mr. Somerford, all those years ago?'

"Yes' de sad softly. "This was the one. No Madame
Bonnet, of course, and no verandah there on the garden.
The sdle a manger wes smaler and the whole place more
primitive. But externaly it looked very much asit does now.
| had to die somewhere, and decided some years ago that |
would like to spend my last bit of life where | had spent my
happiest bit, and then go finally to degps—nat at Harry's side,
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but—near enough to—to know—heisnot far away— . . "

Her voice trailed into a slence which Warbeck made no
immediate attempt to break.

A minute or two later he put his second question:

"Theres one thing | would like to know about your
daughter, if it'snot impertinent to ak. What finally happened
over Mrs, Somerford's money?'

"Did | not sy? How gupid—seeing that it was almog the
only pleasant episode in our rdations with Harry's family.
Pleasant at the time, anyway. | told you how Evelyn got a
scholarship, went to High Schod and Training College and
how, when she first became a teacher, we had those quiet and
delightful years together in Oxford. Well, when Evelyn was
about twenty-five, Julian Carteret came down to s her.
Mrs. Somerford had sent for him. Shewasin bad health, and
wished to put her affairsin order. You will remember that
dhe had it in her power to revoke a deed which Ieft Harry a
share of his father's money, and digpose of it dsawhere Well,
she now offered to leave the money to Harry's daughter on
two conditions-that she take the name of Somerford, and
undertake to break off all relations with her mother. It was
implied that if either of these conditions were refused, the
money would go to a hospital.”

Mrs. Hooper paused a moment, then said:

"1 thought it wasrather unkind to put the girl in such a
E&sj;[ion. Almog vindictive. Don't you think so, Mr. War-

7!
"Morethan aimog" hereplied quietly. " And did Eveyn
t?"

" She went draight up to London to s her grandmother,
swesping poor Julian along with her, so that he could obtain
the interview she wanted. She never told me in detail what
happened; but | gather she refused absolutdy to be svered
from her mother, though perfectly willing to change her
name. She mus have managed the conversation very skil-
fully, for the old lady asked her to come back in two days



380 FANNY BY GASLIGHT

time. Shedid 0, and Mrs. Somerford said she had decided
to waive her ssoond condition.  She lived to a great age and
the money only came to Eveyn just before the War. It
enabled her to give up her teaching and go out with the
Friends Ambulance Unit to Serbia, where, asyou know, she
died. Sothe money did me grievous harm and Eveyn little
good, as| had always felt it would. But it wasto Mrs. Somer-
ford'scredit that her heart warmed towardsHarry'sdaughter.
That has aways comforted meallittle."

"Mrs. Somerford never asked to sseyou?'

" Oh, no; nor mentioned me, when Evelyn went to s her.
How anyone can go on hating a dranger as e and Kate
went on hating me, | cannot undersand. But then | am a
bad hater. | did not mind, really, except for the awkwardness
it must have causd for Evelyn."

" And Kate?"

"Kate had married—a dergyman, | bdieve—and gone to
the other end of nowhere on missonary work. If she had been
home | doubt if Harry's mother would have relented as e
did. But she was londy, poor soul; and after all Evelyn was
her granddaughter.”

"S Evelyn never saw Kate at all?"

She shook her head.

"Lucky for Eveyn . . ." said Warbeck.

She made a little face

"But | can't hep feding sorry for the poor heathen" e
added.

* * * * *

The tak of writing up his notes proved an even more
formidable one than Warbeck had anticipated. They had
firs of all to be given a chronology. Although Mrs. Hooper
has kept roughly to the main sequence of her life, she was often
confused or erratic; and he found numerous examples of
incidents manifestly misplaced, of assumptions which could
not possbly have been madeuntil ayear or two later, of cause
pogt-dating effect, and smilar derangements.  Only when the



WARBECK AND FANNY 381

meass of jottingsand memoranda had been gat into order could
the writing gart. To make matters worse, for some while
after hisreturn to London thetime at his digposal waslimited
and srappy. There were arrears of officework to be made
up, and for weks he found it impossble to sscurethe few
consecutive days necessary to recapture the spirit of the pagt
which, while Mrs. Hooper had been talking, had ssamed to
crowd in upon them and become amog tangible. At lad,
early in October, he managed to take ten days at home, and
doggedly stled to the planning of his book.

His original idea was to cover thewhadle of the old lady's
long lifein one narrative; but he had not plotted very far into
her childhood, when he redlised that this was out of the
quegtion. Theresult would be impossbly unwieldy, hopdess
from the market point of view, and probably tedious He
mug find a division, but preferred not to prgudice where it
should fall. As writing progressed, a suitable bresk would
show itsdf.

Thenext problem was the handling of the material and the
method of narration. Her personality had become very
familiar to him during their protracted companionship, and
he wanted, if in any way possble to tell the sory as though
e were tdling it. But there were apeds of events and

eople—in particular agpeds of hersHf, as e appeared to
others—of which she could not possbly have been constous
but were neverthdess of vital importance, if the tale were to
have its third-dimenson and not merdy a flat tapedry of
one individual's experience. He hit on the device of making
Harry Somerford the recorder of the all-important epoch in
Fanny Hooper's life when they two were together. This
device, he argued defensvely, was a favourite with certain
famous noveigs of the Victorian period, and could therefore
auitably berevived for a book with a Victorian seting.

Finally he had to seer a way between pedantic observance
of period-detail and rekless commisson of anachronisms
He decided that when he was not writing conver sations—nat,
that is to say, purporting to record words actually spoken
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sixty years earliee—he would write freely and in his own
manner; but that when characters were speaking, they must
%0 far as possible gpeek as they would have spoken. It went
without saying that details of life and environment must be
strictly in period. He realised, when he had written these
desiderata on a piece of paper, that he had taken on areal job;
and saverd times, waking 1n the middle of the night, his heart
failed him, and he cursed the essy optimism into which, like
a sentimental fool, he had alowed the enchantment of Les
Yvelinesto lure him.

Throughout the winter (with two clear weeks after Christ-
mas) he toiled at his book. Every moment of his free time
was given to it. He went nowhere except to the office; saw
no one except his small staff and such callers as could not be
denied. The manuscript grew slowly but steadily. And then
one morning at his flat he got a letter from Madame Bonnet
to say Madame Oupere was dead.

She must have died peacefully in her deep; for Leontine
had seen her comfortably into bed about midnight, and when
she went to have a few words with her at six o'clock next
morning (the old lady aways woke early and liked to s her
friendly helper as soon as the hotel was astir) she found her
cold. The bed-clothes were not disarranged; Madame's book
and spectacles were on the night-table as usual; the reading
lamp had been extinguished. Her face was calm and happy.

* * * * *

Warbeck sat with the letter in his hand, feeling as though
something had hit him on the head and half-stunned him.
Ashiswits slowly returned, he redised that he was more than
shocked—he was profoundly grieved. He had corresponded
with her at intervals during the winter months, and she had
regularly replied to his questions with intelligence and care.
Now she was gone. She would never s the book she had
%0 longed to s

"Poor, lonely, unlucky Fanny!" hethought. " All your life
things have happened just wrong for you. And it had to be me
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—who, now that | know your story, admire and love you
for the gallant unsdfish little woman you were—who dealt
you your last disappointment, by not getting finished in
time."

He groaned aloud and buried his head in his hands. "I
couldn't help it, Fanny" he whispered. "Really | couldn't
helpit."

He pulled himself together. There was an enclosure in
Madame Bonnet's letter. He must look at that. Then he
must pack a bag and go immediately to Les Yvelines. Un-
avoidably he had failed her while she was still alive; he was
not going to fail her now that she was dead.

The enclosure was a sealed envelope, addressed to himself
in Mrs. Hooper's hand. He tore it open, and saw to his
astonishment that it bore a date in the August of the previous
year.

Dear Mr. Warbeck,

It is a fortnight or more since you left here, and | know that
| cannot for long endure the loneliness and uselessness of my
life. | have tried to get back to the nothing-matters-so-why-
worry condition in which | have passed the last few years.
But it is no good. | suppose that talking to you, re-living
things | thought | had forgotten, has stirred up feelings which
were better asleep. Please do not think | regret our rum-
maging in the cupboards of the past. The experience gave me
a few weeks of life as | once knew it—an adventure, a thrill on
waking (what will happen today?), a lovely recalling of times
when | was part of something—a cog, if nothing more, in the
wheel of existence. But | have lost the secret of indifference.
| do care now what becomes of me—and nothing can become
of me, except a corpse. So | am sure | shall not last very long.
| hope it will be long enough to see what you have written. You
will be as quick asyou can, | am sure, for you are a man of
sensibility, and have treated an old woman with courtesy and
consideration. But just in case . . . | want to write this
letter and leave it with dear Madame Bonnet, to be sent to
you when | go.
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No one cares whether | live or die—except the kind people
here and—dare | hope?—my friend Mr. Warbeck. | want,
therefore, to make somereturn for their friendship whilel am
till able to do so. | would like you to have my adored zircon
brooch—given meby myfather, admiredby Harry, and hardly
ever worn since hedied. Perhapsyou will love someone well
enough togiveit her. | hope so—and that sheisworthy of you.
Of money | have practically none, save what you paid me.
If any of thisisleft when | am dead {and something will be, |
amsure; for it cannot belong now) | would like almost all of it
to go to Madame Bonnet and L eontine, asa small reward for
their patient kindness to a troublesome and often ailing old
pensionnaire. | know Madame Bonnet has long wanted to
make certain improvements and renewals in her hotel, and
Leontine, with an addition to her dot, may find it easier to get
thehusband shedeserves.

| said " almost all" of whatsoever | leave behind. Isit selfish
to want to spend just a fraction on myself? | would like to be
buried in or near this beloved place, in atiny patch of ground
bought outright and dedicated to Harry and to me.

Thisbrings meto my last request. Will you, dear Mr. War-
beck, see to thisfor me? Thereis no one else | can ask, and
there could be no one | would more readily trust. Inreturn,
the book you aremaking of my memories—thebook you have
already paidfor sogenerously (sothat | havebeen ableto send
back all my "compensation-money") will belong to you,
absolutely and for always.

Now goodbye; and thank you for the last time for your
forbearance andfriendliness toward a forlorn—and | daresay
ridiculous—réelic of atimebeforeyou wereeven thought of.

Fanny Hooper.

* * * * %

A telegram to Madame Bonnet announced his arrival with
plans for thefuneral. Hetook theten o'clock plane, and was
in Parisfor lunch. The head-office of the Sodété Générale,
after peering at his credentials and flicking through several
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unnecessary card-indexes, unwillingly admitted that Madame
Hooper had a credit baance of nearly twenty thousand francs.
Hirintr; a fast car he was at Les Yvelines by three o'clock.
Rapidly he explained the position to Madame Bonnet and her
niece. The bodﬁ must go instantly to the mortuary at Dreux.
They threw up their hands at intervals, and oh'd and ah'd, and
finaly cried unrestrainedly.

But when he raised the ﬁrobl em of the grave, the widow
dried her eyes and said with dignified simplicity:

"But, monsieur, where dse should she lie but in the garden
of the Boule d'Or? The land is mine. Choose any part of it
you think shewould haveliked, and it is hersfor ways."

* * * * *

The formalities so dear to officialdom were completed. A
monumental mason had done his work. At last, in a sunny
corner of the quiet garden of Madame Bonnet's hotel, Fanny
Hooper lay in her last resting-place.  The headstone read:

HERE LIES
VANDRA (FANNY) HOOPER
ONLY DAUGHTER OF
CLIVE SEYMORE
OF AUGHTON SEYMORE, YORKSHIRE
AND
CHERE AMIE OF
HARRY SOMERFORD

BORN 1857 . DIED 1933

"Il n'y apasdesilenceplusdocile
quelesilencedel'amour.
Croyez-vousquej'ai soif d'une parolesublime,
lorsqueje sens

gu'une ame meregarde dansl'ame?'

THE END
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